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PREFACE  
FROM THE SATURDAY CLUB TRUST

At the Saturday Club Trust we believe 

that every 13–16 year old should have 

the opportunity to study subjects 

they love, every Saturday morning 

at their local college or university, 

for free. The idea springs from the 

observation that young people enjoy 

doing things more when they are not 

being pressurised or tested, and away 

from the day to day routine of school.

Based on the Saturday art classes 

run by art schools throughout the 

UK between the 1940s and 1970s, 

the Saturday Club was piloted in 

2009 by the Sorrell Foundation 

in four colleges. Eight years later 

there are over 50 Saturday Clubs, 

mostly in Art & Design with newer 

Clubs in Science &  Engineering, 

Fashion & Business and, this year,  

the new Writing & Talking Club. 

Young people in all the Clubs attend 

weekly classes at their local college 

or university, taught by tutors and 

supported by student assistants. 

As part of the national programme, 

members meet professionals, attend 

bespoke visits to cultural institutions 

and show their work in an annual 

exhibition at Somerset House in 

London. They learn new skills, grow in 

confidence and are able to make more 

informed choices about further study 

and careers. For many, it can be a life-

changing experience. 

Our gratitude is due to John Simmons 

for his formative role in suggesting 

that the Saturday Club model could 

work for the written and spoken word 

and for making the introductions to 

set us on course. I would like to extend 

our thanks to the Writers Centre 

Norwich and the University of East 

Anglia for taking on the challenge 

SORREL HERSHBERG Director, The Saturday Club Trust of running the pilot Writing & Talking 

Saturday Club. Together they have 

created an exciting programme to 

inspire local young people to explore 

the craft, the power and the possibility 

of writing and, most importantly, to 

have fun. 

All the young people should be 

congratulated on their commitment, 

hard work and talent. We hope that 

they will be inspired to become the 

playwrights, poets, novelists and 

journalists of tomorrow and that, 

together with our partners the Writers 

Centre Norwich and University of East 

Anglia, we can extend the Saturday 

Club to many more young people in 

the coming year.  
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PREFACE  
FROM UNIVERSITY OF EAST ANGLIA

The University of East Anglia 

is home to the UK’s oldest and 

most prestigious Creative Writing 

programme. 

In 1970 Ian McEwan began writing the 

stories that would become his first 

book. Fellow Booker Prize-winners 

Kazuo Ishiguro and Anne Enright 

graduated in 1980 and 1987 

respectively. Hundreds of others have 

gone on to publish their work, including 

John Boyne, author of The Boy In The 

Striped Pyjamas, and Tracy Chevalier, 

author of Girl With a Pearl Earring.

These days there are courses at every 

level, from the BA in English Literature 

with Creative Writing to the PhD in 

Creative & Critical Writing. The MA has 

become five separate strands: Poetry, 

Scriptwriting, Prose Fiction, Crime 

Fiction and Biography & Creative 

Non-Fiction.

And underpinning all of these courses 

is a belief in the importance of the 

imagination and the value of learning 

by doing.

For well over a century students have 

been attending colleges of art to learn 

how to become painters, sculptors, 

potters, illustrators and designers. But 

imagine if these colleges didn’t actually 

teach drawing or painting or sculpting. 

Imagine if they only taught the history 

of art and the criticism of art. 

That would be like an English 

Literature department that only 

taught the history and criticism of 

literature, without any opportunity to 

actually make literature, or to learn 

about literature from the inside. 

ANDREW COWAN Director of Creative Writing,  

School of Literature, Drama and Creative Writing, 

University of East Anglia 

This is what the study of Creative 

Writing is all about: learning from 

within, learning by doing. 

And our hope for the Creative Writing 

Saturday Club is that it will extend this 

opportunity to students in schools as 

well as universities. 

If the National Curriculum cannot 

create a space in the timetable for 

the imagination to thrive, then we 

hope we can create this space at the 

weekend – a space that is challenging 

and educating, but is also inspiring, 

and fun.

Our aim is that the Saturday Club will 

now happen every year, and produce 

work as brilliant – as inventive and 

funny, as moving and exciting – as the 

work produced by the young writers 

showcased in this volume. 

And then perhaps, who knows – the 

school students who join the Saturday 

Club will take the next step and 

become university students, following 

in the footsteps of Ian McEwan, 

Kazuo Ishiguro and Anne Enright, and 

becoming the Booker Prize-winners of 

tomorrow.  
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INTRODUCTION
FROM WRITERS’ CENTRE NORWICH

As a centre for national and 

international literary exchange in 

England’s first UNESCO City of 

Literature, Writers’ Centre Norwich 

has a particular passion for stories 

in the making. When the opportunity 

arose to co‑host the first Saturday 

Club in creative writing, in partnership 

with UEA and the Saturday Club, we 

jumped at the chance! 

Education forms a key strand of  

our work not only by nurturing new  

artistic talent but in contributing  

towards a wider culture of creativity  

in which everyone can and should  

have an active stake. In what can  

sometimes feel like turbulent times 

it is important to remember that 

imagination has no borders, limits  

or conditions. 

The City of Literature programme in 

which the young people took part was 

inspired by Norwich’s UNESCO City of 

Literature status which was awarded in 

2012, the first English city to gain the 

title. What made Norwich, and Norfolk 

more broadly, such a deserving winner 

was its remarkable literary heritage 

and contemporary culture, particularly 

unique for its inclusion of some of the 

most radical, original and outspoken 

writers of our times for example: Julian 

of Norwich, Harriet Martineau, Thomas 

Browne and Thomas Paine. 

In keeping with this tradition, the 

Club members were challenged to 

declare and create their own people’s 

city of literature. Over 8 weeks they 

literally built their city word by word 

writing its folk tales, its travel guides 

and its poetry, even designing its 

first literary festival. Not only did this 

introduce young people to a range of 

different forms of writing and creative 

expression, it reinforced how literature 

plays an active part in shaping the way 

we see and interact with the world 

around us.

This anthology collects together a 

small sample of the range and quality 

of the members’ work. It provides 

an exciting glimpse into the creative 

potential that projects like Saturday 

Club have the capacity to unleash! 

As Writers’ Centre transforms itself 

into The National Centre for Writing, 

we look forward to beginning to run 

even more of these exciting projects, 

reaching out to a greater number 

of young people and providing a 

prominent platform for their voices  

to be heard.  

DR SOPHIE SCOTT-BROWN Participation and Learning 

Manager, Writers’ Centre Norwich
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1
DECLARING  
THE REPUBLIC 
OF LETTERS

We kicked the first week off by discussing 
why literature matters. We thought about 
what literature means for us as individuals 
and what role it plays in wider society. We 
then examined different kinds of writing, 
including prose poetry, and used what we 
learned to produce a series of declarations 
announcing our ideal Republic of Literature 
to the public.
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The Republic of Literature

The Republic of Literature is a place that’s never 
to be forgotten, especially in the winter when the 
wind wraps itself around you and whispers softly in 
your ear. It’s somewhere that will touch your soul. 
Everywhere you go there is a story, a poem, a song 
waiting to be read, to be discovered. So why don’t you 
come and see it too? All the colours would welcome 
you: pink, purple, red, orange and yellow all waiting for 
you the moment you arrive.

In summer, however, it’s like a haven. The sun would 
follow you to every corner and the river sparkle next 
to you. Norwich is a place the sun never leaves, and 
when it does, which is rarely, the warm lights of the 
city always embrace you, never leaving your side.  
And, in fact, you wouldn’t want it to.

Shahd Abdelrahman

Open For All

Open for all and judgement free,  
 approach this place and its mass of opportunity. 

Without any restrictions, reservations, money or debt. 

We accept all regardless, no boundaries to be met.

Estée Spencer
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Freedom

Before you can be free, you have to free someone 
else. You have to create freedom. You have to 
create justice. You have to create equality. You are 
human. You deserve to know what freedom is. You 
have to grab it. Do you remember who you were 
before someone told you? Or do you know who you 
were before someone showed you? I bet you don’t. 
Freedom will come at the right time. Wait and you will 
see. The freedom to say what you want, the freedom 
to breathe, the freedom to speak and to see will be 
here. And is here with us today. Take this message 
away and know the secret of freedom.

Hortenzia Katona

The Republic of Literature

The Republic of Literature! Full of the most astounding 
sites you will ever see. From the rivers, which are a 
swirling, bubbling mass of joy to the woods, which are 
as peaceful as the natural world can get. This is the 
perfect place to come if you are looking to relax. 

Many people come here for the sheer joy of taking in the 
astounding sights. Others have said that the Republic 
of Literature is a world of imagination, a land where love 
and hatred are mingled into one. People come here 
from all over the world all the time to write and simply to 
delve into the chaotic perfection of the place.

Klaudia Katona
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Transformation

She screamed and the mouth of the sea devoured her 
in one bite. She shook her arms and legs in an attempt 
to break the surface and take a breath.

She had never learnt to swim and she never would.

The tide grasped her ankles and pulled her down, 
deeper and deeper. The light from the sun swayed 
along with the crashing waves as if waving goodbye. 
The tiny ring on her hand lost its reflective glow, and 
all light was extinguished.

The panic and air bubbles that blurred her vision 
subsided, but a sudden jolt of strength ran through 
her body. The salty water no longer stung her eyes. 
The weight pulling her down had been lifted. Along 
the sides of her neck two fluttering gills appeared. In 
the place of a pleated skirt and a pair of legs was a 
sparkling, purple fish tail. It was beautiful, covered in 
silky smooth scales that shone like sequins.

She smiled. She felt happy.

Ruby Pinner

She swam deeper into the sea. Schools of fish sang 
sweet melodies; they reminded her of the lullabies that 
her mother used to lull her to sleep. Sometimes I long 
to murder time, sometimes when my heart’s aching, 
but mostly I just stroll along the path that he is taking.

The thought stole her happiness. Fear sent shock 
waves running down her back like an electric eel.

She reached into the waters to find a way out. In the 
corner of her eye she could see a light; its soft, warm 
gleam bled into the black abyss of the ocean.

She moved in close.

The light felt fluffy on her skin. It tasted sugar-sweet 
on her tongue. Her memories were washed away as 
the waters brushed her body.

She was free from the earth and ready for a new life.

The light grew and entered, filling her.
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2
FUNKED-UP  
FOLK TALES

This week we focused on myths and 
folktales. We discussed the place folktales 
hold in our culture, beginning with oral 
tradition and moving to written tales. 
For inspiration, we read several Norfolk‑
based folktales, including The Green Lady 
and Black Shuck. We each wrote our 
own folktale, or came up with a modern 
retelling of an old favourite.
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The Gift of Light

Once upon a time in a faraway land, the mayor’s three daughters 

were playing hopscotch in the street. Laughter filled the air as 

they threw pebbles and watched as the market stalls packed 

away for the night. Their father had told them to come inside 

once the sun had begun to set, but they ignored his warning 

and continued to play as darkness fell. The moon rose, but his 

gaze didn’t protect the children or keep the mist at bay. Out 

of the torrents of fog appeared a cloaked figure with a flowing 

shroud that seemed to move in an absent breeze. Spindle fingers 

reached out to the girls who became rooted to the spot.

‘You are mine, children. I shall take you to the darkness.’ His voice 

was raspy as if he hadn’t spoken for an eternity. There was no 

love in his words, only a harsh chill that cracked down the girls 

spines. The two eldest girls let out high-pitched screams, but the 

youngest spoke with little fear.

‘Please, Sir, have mercy. We have learnt our lesson, we will never 

stay out in the darkness again.’ Her tiny voice seemed to engulf 

the figure.

‘As you wish. For your bravery I shall grant you each a wish, but if 

I find you in my domain again I will not hesitate to take your soul 

to that darkness with me.’

Pale fingers extended towards the girls once again.

‘Sir, I wish for beauty.’ It was the eldest who spoke first, and with a 

swipe of his hand she became the most beautiful girl in all of the land.

Sophie Brown

‘Sir, I wish for the gift of song.’ With a wave of his fingers the 

middle child’s voice became as pure as a songbird’s. They all 

turned to the youngest daughter to hear her wish. The youngest 

daughter was the wisest of the three and didn’t trust the hooded 

figure. After much thought she finally spoke.

‘Please, Sir, grant me the gift of light.’ Her request left Darkness 

stunned, but he was a man of his word, so granted her the gift of 

light. With a twirl of his hand, her very soul glowed with the light 

of a thousand suns and Darkness, who was blinded, recoiled 

away into the night.

As the years passed, the girls grew into fine young women who 

were the pride of the town. The eldest won the hand of a baron 

and their wedding was the event of the season. They had a child, 

a son, who became heir to the family fortune, and he too had 

the gift of his mother’s beauty. But one night, the sun fell and 

Darkness came again. The oldest sister was standing outside on 

a balcony breathing in the fresh dusk air, all was calm, until he 

appeared in front of her.

‘Child, you are mine and you will do as I command!’ Her body, 

mind and soul became dark and, as Darkness commanded, she 

killed her husband and child with two stabs of a kitchen knife. 

Once they were dead, Darkness consumed her and dragged her 

to the depths of hell.

The middle sister became famous for her voice and people  

would flock from across the land to hear her sing. She sang  

in taverns, at shows and at weddings. But with her new-found  

wealth she turned to drink and one night in a drunken state she  

stepped outside and Darkness fell once again. He appeared  

and said: ‘Child, you are mine and you will do as I command!’ 
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Ruby Pinner and Sophie Brown, Club members

He commanded her to drink and drink and drink until her liver 

failed and her heart stopped. Then Darkness consumed her and 

dragged her lifeless body to the pits of hell.

The youngest sister had spent her days helping in her father’s 

town. She taught classes at the library, helped to look after the 

young children and nurse people in ill health. But most of all she 

avoided the dark. She wasn’t famous or rich like her sisters, but 

her gift of light made her the purest of all. The town’s people 

loved her and her love made them happy. To them the ground 

she walked upon was sacred. But after hearing about the 

disappearances of her sisters she knew she couldn’t hide forever. 

She wanted to start a family and knew her time to face Darkness 

had come. So she stepped out into the street where it had begun 

all those years ago.

‘Come and take me, Darkness. I know you took my sisters and 

wish to take me too.’ Her voice was brave and didn’t waver. As 

she spoke the smog began to twist and swirl around her ankles. 

Darkness came and extended his crooked fingers.

‘Child you are mine and you will do as I command!’ But as he 

spoke she concentrated all of her light on him. Her skin began 

to glow like the surface of the sun and the light seeped out of 

the tips of her fingers. She willed away the smog and the mist. 

Darkness, who had been rendered powerless, tried to hide his 

face from the light, but to no avail. He was banished from this 

world and sent to hell with her sisters. The sister tried to make 

the final pools of Darkness go, but had no power left. Her gift was 

gone but so was Darkness, and this thought made her feel lighter 

than ever.
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Titanic

You probably think you know the story of how the 
Titanic sunk, but believe me when I say you don’t 
know the full story.

One freezing cold night the murky, merciless ocean 
erupted yet again in an attempt to swallow the ship, 
but it failed to do so, for the Titanic was a humongous 
giant that only a few days ago stood on the edge of 
White Star Dock in Southampton with an air of pride 
and royalty like a king descending into his palace, 
leaving all the beggars and ordinary people behind.

Everyone had fallen into a deep slumber. The first few 
days had been exhausting for the people aboard and 
the crew that kept the ship going, but mostly for the 
Captain. The Captain was a fifty-nine-year-old man 
with sharp features and eyes like a hawk’s. There were 
lines of worry and responsibility on his face. Everyone 
respected him as though he had made the ship himself.

The people on the ship were nice but very rich. 
Obviously you would have needed to be to get a 
place on the ship. Everyone blended in, except for a 
young man who had risked everything to get onto the 
ship. He was not on the ship because he was going 
somewhere like everyone else, but because he had an 
urgent message that he had to tell the captain.

Ibolya Katona

Every single night, even before the Titanic was built, 
he had dreamt of a ship that was so big that you could 
stack about fifty fishing boats on top of each other 
and still it would not be enough to reach the top. In his 
nightmares the ship crashed into an iceberg and sunk 
with a lot of the people still on it.

No one knew that he was on the ship. He had sneaked 
on while no one was watching and hidden. He knew 
that he did not look particularly wealthy, but whenever 
people stared at him, he dismissed it with a sad smile.

Anyway, that night he went all around the ship in 
search of the Captain. Finally he went to the wheel 
where the Captain should have been, but he must 
have retired for the night because there was a young 
boy standing at the wheel. He ran past the boy and 
into the cabin. He found the Captain asleep and 
smiling. He shook the Captain awake, who screamed 
in fright and asked, ‘Who are you?’

‘That does not matter,’ said the young man.
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The Red-Eyed Man

Once upon a time, there was a family living deep 
within a forest. The family consisted of three young 
sisters (all aged about eleven) and a mother, who 
was young with fair hair and honest eyes. One day, 
the mother packed her backpack and turned to the 
three sisters. ‘I will be back soon,’ she said. ‘You 
must behave while I am gone or you will have to face 
the wrath of the red-eyed man. He seeks out and 
punishes naughty children!’ She smiled, kissed them 
each on the cheeks and left.

The first sister looked at the other two with a 
mischievous gleam in her eyes. She ran out of the 
house and brought back an axe. ‘The red eyed man 
can’t hurt me if I have an axe!’ she declared. She took 
the axe up to her room and laid it by her bed. The 
other two sisters shook their heads in disagreement. 
‘We’re not being naughty,’ they said in unison. 

The first sister shrugged and opened the forbidden 
door, which lead to a dangerous part of the forest, and 
walked out. The other two sisters ran out of the front 
door and looked over the fence that stretched along 
the width of the forest. The first sister ran along the 
grass and disappeared into the trees. The two sisters 
looked at each other, annoyed at the first sister’s 
ignorance, but then shrugged carelessly and went 
back inside to play the day away. 

Klaudia Katona

At midnight, the first sister reappeared and went to 
sleep. She slept and slept and then she woke! There 
was a banging at a door. Her door! A man walked 
in. Or at least she thought it was a man. Though the 
moonlight shone brightly through the window, the 
man remained shrouded in a darkness that seemed to 
enfold him, turning him into a shadow. However, it was 
his eyes that were the worst. They were blood-red and 
yet burned bright like fire, boring into her very being.

He stepped forwards. ‘You have disobeyed your 
mother’s words,’ he bellowed in a voice that was loud 
enough to wake the whole forest. However, nothing 
stirred and a deathlike silence descended as he stared 
in silence at the frightened little girl sitting in front 
of him. The girl remembered the axe and moved to 
get it, but the red-eyed man was too fast for her. He 
grabbed the axe and smiled a sinister smile. Then he 
threw the axe at the wall and transformed himself into 
a whirlwind. The room stayed in one piece, but the 
whirlwind moved towards her...
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Once upon a time, amongst the fields and hedges of Norfolk, 

three friends set out on an adventure of sorts. They had heard  

a legend that if a man travelled far enough east, he would reach  

a land where the grass wasn’t a dull, permanent green, but a deep 

refreshing blue that swirled and lapped about your feet.  

A land where you can do away with responsibility and hard grey 

buildings and nasty men with sticks up their butts.

Each friend was of different talents. The first was strong and tall, 

and was determined to be the first to discover this new land.

The second friend was sly and crafty, and was sure that 

discovering the new land would be the start of a path to fame and 

fortune that he deserved.

The third friend was kind and small, and wanted more than either 

of the other friends to reach a land where she could be happy.

By the later stage of their journey the first friend had naturally 

travelled the furthest, being very athletic. At last he reached the 

top of the highest hill and stood for a moment in shock, staring at 

the scene before him. The horizon was a vast expanse of beautiful 

blue that blended almost seamlessly with the sky. He started 

down the slope but was stopped by the sudden appearance of a 

small man with a face that looked much older and wiser than his 

surprisingly young-looking body. He had a mat of orange hair that 

contrasted strangely with his wrinkled, ashen face.

The Green, the Blue,  
and the Orange
Barnaby Milton

The man held out a wrinkle-free hand to the first friend and said: 

‘Beyond you see a land of balance, 

You may only pass if you have purest talent. 

But as a man who is kind and fair, 

Just tell me: what colour is my hair?’

‘Well,’ said the first friend, as the practical man he was.  

‘Your hair is very clearly ginger.’

The small man cried a terrible, anguished sound and looked 

dramatically mournful as he gazed out into the blue. 

‘I’m afraid you’ve failed my test. 

You must now perish, like the rest.’

And with that he left the first friend confused. He had been the 

strongest and the fastest of any man for as long as he could 

remember. The ocean faded, the man faded, the hill faded, and the 

friend was left alone.

Soon after, the second friend had reached the hill, his wit making 

it easy for him to navigate the wild. He gazed out at the beautiful 

blue land and was about to start his descent when he too met the 

strange little man. Again the man held out his hand. 

‘Beyond you see a land of balance, 

You may only pass if you have purest talent. 

But as a man who is kind and fair, 

Just tell me: what colour is my hair?’

‘Well,’ said the second, as intellectual as he was.  

‘Your hair is very obviously ginger.’

The small man cried again and said his rhyme,  

and the world faded for the second time.
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At last the third friend reached the hill. She saw the man and his 

wacky hair, and again the man held out his hand. 

‘Beyond you see a land of —’

‘Sorry to interrupt,’ said the third person, as the kind and honest 

girl she was, ‘but may I just say I adore your hair.’

The old man stared wide-eyed at the third friend, for once he was 

speechless. Eventually he looked out to the blue, but instead of 

wailing he let out a hearty laugh. 

‘Kindness truly is the purest talent, 

Now all that’s left is to learn a balance.’

He moved out of the third friend’s path, and she rushed down  

to the new land, a wide smile on her face. She threw her body  

into the deep blue and was surprised to find that she sank  

right through.

‘I’m sodding wet!’ she cried, and she rushed back up to the man, 

water dripping from her clothes. ‘The new land is a lie!’ she cried. 

‘Do I not have purest talent?!’

The man just smiled and replied: 

‘You can be kind, strong, or clever, 

But it will not service you forever. 

You can be the first, the second, or the best. 

And still end up like the rest.’

The third friend was furious. ‘But what about you?’ she said.  

‘Why spend all this time guarding a false land?!’

The man gazed solemnly out to the blue and raised his hand 

theatrically for another rhyme.

‘You see … how shall I put it eloquently? 

When the world is as dull as it is for the wise, 

Sometimes messing everyone else around is its own prize. 

Plus this is all going on YouTube lmao.’

He let out a childish giggle and disappeared.

The third friend went home and stopped being kind.
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The Paths of the Three 
Prologue

Many years ago, in a land far from here (or possibly very close 

to here, depending on where you are reading this), there lived 

a rich merchant and his three sons. Despite his great wealth, 

the merchant was not satisfied with his lot, for his wife had died 

of the plague, and the king of the land was a cruel, scheming 

man who was hated and feared by all his people. The merchant 

was thrifty with his money, but unfortunately this did him no 

good because every year the king’s tax collector traversed the 

kingdom and took one fifth of every person’s gold. When this 

fateful time arrived one year, the merchant realised he could 

stand it no longer. He gathered his sons together and said:

‘Now listen, my sons, while I’m still alive, 

The king’s tax collector will very soon arrive; 

Flee from the capital to distant lands, 

Make some money that won’t be snatched from your hands.’

The sons realised this was sage advice, and sadly bidding their 

father farewell (for he was old, and they feared they would never 

see him again), hurriedly left the kingdom. 

After a day’s travel they set up camp and made a fire, and as they 

ate a simple meal of bread and cheese they discussed what they 

were going to do. The eldest son, whose name was Richard, said 

to his brothers:

‘I’ll go to the city and find some things to sell, 

If I become a shopkeeper I think I could do well.’

Billy White

The other sons chewed this over for a while, and after eating 

their bread and cheese the second son, whose name was Rufus, 

announced:

‘I’ll go to the kingdom’s coast and thence become a sailor, 

Perhaps a navy captain, a pirate or a whaler.’

The youngest son, whose name was Robert, thought quietly for a 

moment and eventually made up his mind:

‘I’ll go to the palace and serve the mighty king, 

And one day to a sudden end his wicked reign I’ll bring.’

There was a moment’s silence, then both the elder brothers burst 

into peals of laughter. With tears of merriment streaming from 

his eyes, Richard said mockingly:

‘You’ve a vastly greater chance of being struck by lightning; 

Your naivety and callowness are frankly rather frightening.’

No sooner had he said this when Rufus cried:

‘You would never even be allowed inside the castle, 

Be a little less ambitious – it will save you hassle.’

Robert remained calm despite their taunts, and replied:

‘Overthrowing kings is hard, but someone has to do it, 

This is my objective; I’m determined to pursue it.’

With that, he retired to his sleeping mat. Richard and Rufus 

looked at each other and shook their heads, amused at the 

thought of their younger brother’s endeavour, and then they too 

settled down to sleep. They all woke at the break of dawn the next 

morning, and the three of them set off on their different paths.
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3
TRAVEL 
GUIDE

This week we focused on creating a vivid 
sense of place in our writing. For ideas, 
we examined travel writing, poetry about 
the environment, holiday reviews, and 
tourist information. We each wrote a prose 
description of our Republic of Literature, 
using all the senses to make the writing as 
evocative as possible.
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Steps

The wind was blowing over as I tried to walk up 
and up, but there was never an ending. Each time I 
took a step there was another ahead of me. It was 
impossible. You looked left and there was a step, right 
and the universe was upside down, up and I could feel 
myself falling down and again I was upright.

I saw it all around me. I was surrounded by the world. 
It was everywhere and there was no escape, like the 
sea. I was drowning with each breath I took. The air 
was decreasing and I could smell it. The salt was thick 
in my throat and I was swimming up, swimming up 
one more step. But still it pushed me back. Still I could 
see no end because there was no end.

Shahd Abdelrahman

The Republic of Literature

My throat is dry and my skin begins to flake. Like me, the streets 

are baked raw with cracking mud in various shades of beige. There 

are no emotions or feelings here, only indifference to the heat. 

The air is filled with nothing, much like mashed potato it is boring, 

bland, flavourless. You would think that the towering sandstone 

buildings would provide relief from the heat, but they are just as 

stifling as the rays of the sun. No shade, sound or soul is found 

when the sun sits proudly upon her pedestal in the sky. Her staple 

smile seems welcoming but turns people away, for the scorching 

heat she emits reddens the skin. The musty smell of this lifeless 

and disreputable, barren wasteland makes you wish for release 

even more. Only the most willed could survive this heartless day.

But as the sun dips below the horizon her muse, the moon, 

appears with a mischievous glint in his eye. Life begins. His glow 

makes only the most creative and imaginative glow too. Our souls 

begin to shine as one light. Thousands together scattered in the 

streets like stars on the blank canvas of the sky. We light the way 

for future dreamers.

The ominous sound of a drum rattles my skull as the quiet 

slithers away. A new heartbeat consumes me, and everyone that 

brushes past. Together we are beckoned to every door that leaks 

controversy and scandal. I become intoxicated by the night and 

the grit of the day is washed away by the flow of words. As one 

we laugh, dance and sing. Merriment fuels our creativity. I let it 

cleanse me and dirty me all at once. These are my people and this 

is my city: the Republic of Literature.

Sophie Brown



36 37

Republic of Literature

It is as bright as it is hot here. The sun is so strong 
it stings, but in a good way. These colours are 
overwhelmingly vibrant, so much so that you could 
burst with joy. I cannot imagine night time or complete 
darkness in a place like this. The green tiles and trees 
sing and the blue sky whispers like the ocean.

This city is spilling over with stories and smoke. It is a 
city to get lost in, so teeming with life that you could 
disappear inside the hustle and bustle. Every tiny detail 
is brought into focus. The breeze is cold and carries the 
scent of ink on paper and newly bought books.

Ruby Pinner

Place

I

Oddly familiar, like a smear of lead, yet each entrance 
is ambiguous, twisted just a fraction out of proportion. 
The spaces in this hall are cold. Harsh. Bitter. Gritty 
like cat litter. Very little fathomable human life inhabits 
these winding entrances, with very little interaction, 
leaving it desolate.

II

The landscape was predominantly inhabited by 
turrets dotted sporadically across the varying 
scene. This tended to result in an unpredictable 
yet characteristically orange sunset. The hovering 
cape of the sky was even, approaching, warm yet 
exciting. No one had even lived for the comparatively 
meek pressure of the day; the evening deplored it, 
every cobble vanishing with every patch of dark that 
emerged.

Estée Spencer
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4
HITTING THE 
HEADLINES

This week we looked at journalism, 
discussing different kinds of newspaper 
reports and their content and varying 
styles. We thought about how facts 
are ordered in articles and the extent 
to which they are either subjective or 
objective. We had a go at creating the 
kinds of headlines that might appear 
in our Republic of Literature, and we 
explored the different techniques in 
article writing that can be taken away 
and applied to our story writing.
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TEENAGER DESTROYS GOVERNMENT 
FACILITY, KILLING THOUSANDS

WINDMILL DISCUSSION SNOWBALLS  
OUT OF CONTROL

TWO GUYS EATEN – WHAT THE HELL? 

SMUGGLER SHOOTS FIRST — OR DOES HE? ANIMALS FINISH WINDMILL —  
HORSE FEELS KNACKERED

EX-BOXER’S MARRIAGE ENDS  
AT BREAK-NECK SPEED 

Star Wars Animal Farm

Of Mice and Men
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5
LITERATURE 
FESTIVAL

This week we designed our own literary 
festival for the Republic of Literature. 
We discussed the importance of 
literary festivals and imagined our ideal 
literary line‑ups. We produced letters 
of invitation, mock interviews, press 
releases, and explored ways to make our 
writing more persuasive.
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Full Circle Festival

Full Circle is a festival celebrating writing in a full circle. From 

humble beginnings to bold endings, our festival will be one large 

celebration for everyone. Hosted by the outspoken Jeremy 

Clarkson, the festival will open with a man who has come from 

small beginnings to stardom: Ed Sheeran. The three days will be 

filled with laughter and joy. Gamers can join Jack Septic Eye and 

the writers of Uncharted 4 in an all-day Let’s Play. Across the 

city, in Biddy’s Café, Sylvia Plath will be giving a reading of her 

poetry surrounded by tea and cakes. You might spy JK Rowling 

wandering the city being fabulous. Morrissey and The Smiths will 

close the first day at the LCR.

Day two will start with a talk by Malala, and then a talk with 

Stephanie Meyer on her new book, The Chemist. Our host will 

hold Q&A sessions with the two women. You may come across 

speakers in the nooks and crannies of our vibrant city. Day two 

will be closed by The Chainsmokers at the LCR.

The final day will begin with a talk by James Veitch, a professional 

replying to spam email. Then Oscar Wilde will talk about his work, 

crawling from pub to pub becoming more insightful with each 

drink. Britney Spears will close our festival on a high, allowing us 

to come Full Circle.

Ruby Pinner and Sophie Brown

Sophie The Full Circle festival is a three-day inclusive literary festival 

that values all different aspects of storytelling. From acclaimed 

classical novelists to contemporary writing rock stars, video 

game designers, and YouTubers, there is something for 

everybody! 

The festival is designed to get people interested in the powerful 

impact of words, and to express the diverse ways in which this 

impact can be used.

Ruby
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Club members Ruby Pinner, Ibolya and Klaudia Katona, 

Barnaby Milton, Hortenzia Katona, Billy White and  

Sophie Brown,  with student assistant Amy Palmer

WORD Festival

WORD (Write, Orate, Read, Dream) Festival is an enormous 

celebration of all things written, from novels to nonfiction, poetry, 

plays, short stories, social media, TV, cinema, computer games, 

lists, prose, T-shirt slogans, graphic novels, speeches, radio, 

riddles, choose-your-own-adventure, to anything you can think of.

Featuring:

• William Shakespeare – Find out for yourself if he really is the 

greatest writer of all time. He will divulge the secrets of his long-

lost comedy plays and how to write award-winning sonnets.

• Lin-Manuel-Miranda – Listen to him perform his Oscar-worthy 

songs and lyrics before a Q&A. Is it time he should be working on 

Hamilton Part 2? Find out at WORD!

• Roald Dahl – Listen to vivid descriptions of his grim boarding-

school experiences and discuss his nastiest twists. Quentin 

Blake will also make an appearance to interview Mr Dahl on their 

partnership.

Billy White and Barnaby Milton

Billy
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An Interview with 
Shakespeare

Why do you write? 

I write to make the words dance upon the page and stitch a rich 

tapestry of stories for my audience.

If you didn’t write, what would you do for work? 

Act or be a stage manager — I have experience in both.

Describe a typical writing day — how do you work? 

I am roused from my bed by Chanticleer, dip my quill in the 

black lagoon of ink and etch the contents of my mind onto the 

parchment. Then I will probably go out and hear a play performed.

What were you like at school? 

I knew little Latin and less Greek. I enjoyed poetry though.

Which of your works is your favourite? Why? 

I feel Hamlet is my magnum opus. Such a deep and thoughtful 

meditation on the nature of life, death and revenge!

What stage of life do you find you write about most, and why? 

Most of my heroes and heroines are in the third or fourth ages of 

life. I find it interesting to examine the torment of the sickening 

jabs of love or death.

What is your favourite thing to snack on while writing? 

Bread — I have little else with which to silence my growling belly.

Are you active on social media? Do you think this is important 

for writers today? 

What’s social media?

Billy White

What is your favourite film, and why? 

What’s a film? (I imagine Shakespeare would enjoy Baz 

Luhrmann’s Romeo + Juliet and Wes Anderson films.)

If you could give advice to yourself as a young writer,  

what would it be? 

Always be honorificabilitudinitatibus.

Freestyle Questions:

What happens in Cardenio? 

A young Italian ruler is forced from his throne by his rebellious son 

and is forced to wander the country for many years, pondering his 

power, authority and life.

What were you doing during your ‘lost years’? 

I joined a theatre company that was producing a most excellent 

performance of The Tragicall Historye of Romeus and Juliet. It was 

there that the seeds of art and literature were sown within me.

What do you think of the theory that you didn’t actually write 

any of your plays? 

What? Oh, tush …
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6
POET 
LAUREATE

For poetry week we started with a 
co‑operative exercise, in which we took 
a pile of given words and constructed a 
poem from the selection. We discussed 
different types of poetry, including 
traditional, modern, and even spoken 
word, and watched several very moving 
examples. For the last hour we wrote 
our own poems and shared them with 
each other.
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The Rhythm of Music

The keys on the piano 
The strings on the guitar 
You’ll never get it wrong 
Because music is bizarre 
The harmony of a violin 
The beats on the drum 
It’s there when you want it 
It’s there when you’re glum

Listen to the rhythm 
Of the pattering rain 
Of the swish of the wind 
And the crackle of flame 
The sweetness of a bird 
When it bursts into a song 
The precision of a moment 
Is mostly very strong

People need the sound of music 
As much as they need air 
Music is never ending 
Because music is everywhere

Ibolya Katona

Forgetting

Forgetting can be good 
Forgetting can be bad 
Forgetting may be sad 
It might just make you mad

When you are presenting and you forget  
 what you need to say 
Forgetting will always be there to destroy  
 and ruin your day

But some people like forgetting 
All the sadness that comes with life 
People like forgetting that they’re sitting  
 right next to a knife

And although forgetting can be good 
It also might be bad 
Forgetting may be sad 
And it might just make you mad

Klaudia Katona
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Paper

I want to tear my life apart as if it were a sheet of paper 
covered in illegible scrawls. All of the ink cursive would 
be ripped apart with jagged edges, the paper thinning 
with every tug of the wrist and twist of the fingers. 
Words with empty meaning would be pulled apart, the 
bonds between letters broken by sheer will and brute 
force. The pieces would get smaller and smaller, until it 
would be impossible to stick them back together with 
see-through tape and read my life again. Undoubtedly, 
someone would try, but I would just continue ripping.

The sound of paper would echo through the skulls of 
all those around me. People who once mattered; their 
every waking moment would be spent listening to 
the ripping of my paper. Slower and faster, building a 
rhythm among the destruction of my full sheet. Both 
sides covered with my trademark purple pen; once it’s 
full you just have to put the piece down or start afresh.

My sheet was just a rough draft waiting to be torn and 
thrown into the waste paper bin with everyone else’s 
full sheets. I’m not the only one who rips their whole 
existence to shreds and watches as it falls like snow 
to the ground beneath our feet. We are left towering 
above with a new perspective of what was and what will 
be. The tallest building among the jungle, not the oldest 
and wisest, just the first to tear without fear.

Sophie Brown

What will be is not what was written on that sheet of 
paper. Instead it’s what you write on the next one. It’s 
about how you start again on that fresh, crisp, blank 
sheet of paper. It’s about how to change, improve and 
scribble out the mistakes, leaving the evidence behind 
in pride of your fall. Adapting despite your drawbacks 
and humanity, becoming a stronger you, just like your 
piece of paper, with every rip you make.

Your walls fall like the paper. Your life is demolished like 
the paper. And you seem to become the paper, ever 
changing but still the same. As we break we need to rip 
apart our life to build it again or instead start afresh. 
We are all paper-thin, skin and flesh all the same, made 
from the same bark of the same tree. Yet it’s what is 
written on us in ink that makes us matter. But like all 
sentences we have to stop eventually and start anew.
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Forever Friend

When you are in need of a friend, 
I’ll be there.

When you are crying, 
I’ll cry with you.

When your heart is broken, 
We can use mine to fix it.

When your life is at risk, 
I’ll give mine to save yours.

When your eyes are old and withered, 
I’ll swap them with mine.

When the last bit of shimmering light has left you, 
I’ll try my hardest to bring it back.

When you are lost inside, 
I’ll find you and bring you home.

When you think you have no one left, 
You’ll always have me.

I am your forever friend, 
And you are mine.

Hortenzia Katona

My Original

You are something special 
The noise happiness makes 
A rarity in your own right 
And I hope that no one ever tries to tarnish you 
Embellish you with falsities, attempts to mould and  
 mutate the already set 
Make you conform to the background hum  
 of their lives 
Because you deserve more than that 
You deserve something more than this  
 mediocre world 
You deserve more than things you are yet  
 to even be given

For I’ve changed my mind 
You aren’t my rose 
Not when there are millions of roses  
 in millions of gardens 
You are limitless before me 
You are inimitable 
You are your own

And if anyone ever makes you believe  
 you are something you shouldn’t be 
Just remember 
They’re jealous of your sparkle

Barnaby Milton
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Big Cities, Small People

A fairy could not fit 
Through the thick sea of bodies in the place. 
Our breaths are one, 
In harmony with the city’s wheezing.

You could forget that silence even exists 
Amongst strange faces, 
Amongst millions of hands and feet, 
Mouths that curve around words  
 you’ve never whispered.

A billion tongues 
In a beautiful rainbow kaleidoscope of colour 
Could be too much 
For me. 
I am wordless to this. 
This sweeping crowd is a thief 
And I have forgotten how to move 
When that is all everyone wants to do.

Swimming through a colossal tide  
 of tomorrow less sound, 
Who am I? 
Who are you? 
To all of this?

Ruby Pinner

Shyness

You think me soft 
And light, 
Like paper-thin wings 
In glitter-pink lit flight. 
But the butterflies in my gut 
Are ink 
And oil 
And night 
My heart is a fluttering knife 
Chopping up pulsating vowels 
In word puke soup 
That tastes like sour sweets 
And acrid vodka swigs 
To convince myself 
That these butterflies are sequin pink. 
Not yellow 
And thick. 
In public loos 
In brown paper bags 
With shaking purple polished fists.

Ruby Pinner
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Explosion

Falling like stars, 
The day drowns in dust; 
Underneath the flying sky 
It moves faster than you can run, 
A time lapse before your eyes, 
And each year is quicker than the last, 
And you count breaths to track time, 
Which pushes past you 
Without a backwards glance.

Life is an explosion. 
It is so hot and loud and bright and sharp 
And gloriously painful to look at. 
Its luminescence builds a throne of diamonds  
 for some, 
Whilst casualties shake money jars in the faces  
 of survivors on the ground, 
And wait sightless behind cold iron bars.

Ruby Pinner

I can remember the first time I realised I was human. 
When the world’s weight worked its way 
Onto my shoulders 
And made me bow down to the gods of the earth. 
I can remember when my shiny child’s eyes were  
 coated with rust, 
And when my rose-tinted glasses snapped. 
I can remember when tooth fairy dust 
Turned into salt, 
And when reindeer and sleigh bells 
Turned into plastic.

You are so beautiful and precious and little and young. 
But soon you will be old and crippled. 
Really it’s all the same. 
And life goes on.

And on.

And on.

And on.

Until we are done.
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Goodbye

I get a sense that the earth is climbing. 
You have always had this, 
So I have 
Always 
Had you. 
But what now? 
When all we know is almost gone. 
When all we’ve had has packed 
Its heavy suitcase 
And blown an innocent kiss 
Goodbye. 
I already miss you 
So much 
That it crackles 
Behind my ageing ears. 
Now I hear more than what I once did 
I know nothing 
And something.

I wonder if you might visit me. 
Behind my eyelids 
Beneath the daytime. 
I’ll drop my something 
And walk with you 
Holding hands 
Again 
And forever.

Ruby Pinner

Common Cold

There is a thorn in my throat. 
Or a pepper: 
Red 
Raw. 
I have been transformed 
Into a snotty dog.

My barks could shake the whole house 
Sniffing out the Lemsip 
And the lozenges. 
Panting and sweating 
At one step. 
Menthol and mint and honey 
Pound their needles against my nostrils. 
Thick fists have ripped my voice out, 
I cannot think or sleep or move.

Ruby Pinner
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Fake Light

Waiting. And it’s just me now. 
Sitting at a bus stop. 
No sun, 
No stars — 
Just fake light.

I see and feel everyone around me: 
So loud, so rough, so chapped. 
As chapped as my chapped lips 
And hands.

I try to stay invisible. 
Let me stay in this bubble: 
So quiet, so soft, so smooth.

I might be the quietest thing in this place. 
Quieter than: the cobblestones, the fake lights,  
  my Styrofoam cup of coffee, the cigarette 

smell, the car fume smell.

There is a man in a cardboard box house across the road. 
There is a man in a fake house behind the brick wall. 
I wonder if they are haunted with: the ghosts of  
 flowers, the ghosts of oaks, the ghosts of fields.

I wonder if they are haunted with the ghosts of real light.

Or has it all been buried six feet under cement, 
Cremated in fake light?

Ruby Pinner

One Last Time

The hair is grey, the eyes half-blind, 
The body weakened, past its prime; 
But strong as ever is the mind, 
And now it whispers: One Last Time.

He finds it difficult to stand; 
He cannot from the armchair climb. 
But still his eyes burn like a brand; 
He knows he’ll make it One Last Time.

The world outside is grim and dark 
And filled with pain, with war, with crime, 
But nonetheless he’ll leave his mark: 
The mark of justice – One Last Time.

His life will very soon be done; 
He leaves this message, quite sublime: 
Remember hope is never gone, 
So you will do it – One Last Time.

Billy White
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CLUB MEMBERS’  
BIOGRAPHIES

Shahd Abdelrahman is a Year 9 

student at Ormiston Victory Academy 

in Norwich.

Sophie Louise Brown, or Soph, as 

she would prefer, is of average height 

and build. This stature is due to her 

hobby of writing and her lack of 

interest in sport. She would want me 

to say something positive about her 

writing, yet I have found it difficult, 

for she didn’t write Harry Potter and I 

have only ever read Harry Potter. She 

shamelessly hasn’t read the Harry 

Potter series and instead prefers 

Twilight, which I hate. So, naturally, 

I hate her. Sophie, sixteen, attends 

Fakenham Academy and is in her final 

year, she particularly enjoyed writing 

her travel piece at the Saturday Club. 

I can’t think why. I thought it was her 

worst piece.

Hortenzia Katona is a student at 

Ormiston Victory Academy. She is 

fourteen years old but will be fifteen 

this September! She really enjoys 

going to the Saturday Club. She had 

a specific week she really liked which 

was week 6, when she wrote poems 

and shared her poem with the rest of 

the class. She really likes coming to the 

Saturday Club because it’s not only 

really educational but it’s also fun. She 

likes the place as there are not so many 

people and you can concentrate more.

Ibolya Katona is thirteen years 

old and goes to Ormiston Victory 

Academy in Norwich. Her favourite 

kinds of writing are horror stories 

and stories about nature and religion. 

Going to the Saturday Club helped her 

to become more confident and better 

at working in groups.

Klaudia Katona is a thirteen-year-old 

student at Ormiston Victory Academy 

in Norwich. She likes to read and write 

horror and fantasy stories and going 

to the Saturday Club gave her an 

opportunity to work with people with 

similar interests and to develop her 

writing skills.

Barnaby Milton is sixteen and goes 

to City College, Norwich. His favourite 

session was the poetry session in week 

6, because he felt his written piece 

was one of the only ones he felt came 

from the heart and not just the brain. 

He found it was hard to engage his 

mind into creativity for such a short/

pressured length of time, especially 

since it’s been a while since he has 

written anything. However, Barnaby 

enjoyed the chance to get his mind 

back in the writing game and found the 

sessions to be very friendly and sociable.

Ruby Pinner is a Year 12 student 

currently studying at Hellesdon Sixth 

Form. Her influences include Sylvia 

Plath, Frances Hardinge, and spoken 

word poet Blythe Baird. She is a cat 

lover with a passion for poetry and 

prose. She approached Saturday Club 

hoping to learn more about different 

mediums of writing that she was not 

so familiar with. The travel writing 

week proved to be a bit of a challenge 

for Ruby, but one that she enjoyed 

thoroughly, and she is hoping to 

continue to develop this further. She 

has enjoyed Saturday Club thoroughly 

and has learnt so many new 

techniques to carry into the future.

Estée Scarlett Spencer is a Year 13 

student at Notre Dame Sixth Form. 

She has a keen interest in English 

Literature and Drama.

Billy White is fifteen years old and 

goes to the Norwich School. He has 

loved reading from a very early age, 

films from a slightly later age, graphic 

novels from a more recent but still 

relatively early age, and is currently 

succumbing to the lure of TV shows. 

His favourite book is The Curious 

Incident of the Dog in the Night-Time 

and his favourite word is ‘Endgame’. 

He is the author of several short 

plays, lots of poems, a few unfinished 

crime capers, and a fighting fantasy 

gamebook, as well as the pieces in 

the Saturday Club anthology. He 

is currently working on a Batman 

graphic novel and a longer play.
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