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We have been delighted with the stories contributed by 

Enfield young authors to this booklet of short stories which 

has been created as part of the Enfield Learns Together! 

Short Story Competition. Young people aged 5-13 were 

asked to write a story that addresses the theme of 

community and as you can see there has been a varied 

and creative response. We hope that you enjoy reading 

these stories - Enfield certainly has a host of talented 

young people. 
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Rob The Robber 
Naiya Shah (Year 1) Winner 
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Cherry’s Big Dream 
Gulcihan Cakir (Year 2) Winner  
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Community 
Beata Kalthi (Year 2) Runner Up 
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Beata Kalthi (Year 2) Runner Up 
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Holly Hussein (Year 2) Highly Commended  
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Holly Hussein (Year 2) Highly Commended 
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The Rubbish House 
Ariane Anstee (Year 3-4) Winner 
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The Rubbish House 
Ariane Anstee (Year 3-4) Winner 
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The Rubbish Story 
Elliot Anstee (Year 3-4) Runner Up 
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The Rubbish Story 
Elliot Anstee (Year 3-4) Runner Up  
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Community Story 
James Melady (Year 3-4) Highly Commended  
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Community Story 
James Melady (Year 3-4) Highly Commended  
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The Sounds Outside My Window 
Jacob Polak (Year 5-6) Winner 

Hurrying downstairs, I could hear my street chattering away, preparing to clap for the 
fabulous, hard working NHS. Shouting enthusiastically to mum to get the pots and pans, I 
unlocked the door. An elongated smile on my face. I waved across the road to Gary and his 
kids. They moved in way before we did, but we had got to know them so well since we had 
been there. We even saw grouchy Mr Green tonight! I was overwhelmed by happiness. We 
made a right racket! Friends and family came from nearby streets and clapped with us.. It 
was delightful!  
When I went to bed that night, after all the excitement, I could hear my neighbours laughing 
and chatting. That was very comforting and I slept like a log. I dreamed about how pleased I 
was when we were clapping for the life saving NHS. I dreamed about working for them one 
day. What an honour that would be. Every day they were working to save lives, putting their 
own lives at risk simultaneously. In my dream I frantically hurried down the corridors of the 
hospital to my patient. They had the coronavirus and I wasn’t sure what to do. I paused. I 
couldn’t do it! But he needed assistance with his breathing.  My stomach churned, fingers 
trembling. And then, because I was determined, I did it. I didn’t have time to reflect on my 
heroic actions as there were many more patients who were relying on me. I had saved 
someone’s life! But that was just one person amongst so many. The NHS are heroes, 
legends and champions with those life and death scenarios.  

My eyes opened up, it was the morning. After all of my adventures in my sleep, I 
appreciated the NHS even more. My mum and I sat in the garden. It was very warm as I sat 
on the weather-worn bench. Our neighbours were also awake and their garden door was 
open. I could faintly hear the sounds of a kettle being boiled. I told Mum that I could see the 
neighbour adjusting the blinds and we had a nice chat with her from her window. I begged 
mum to let me play in their garden, but she laughed and said, “We will go another day 
maybe, because grandma is visiting today!”. Grandma was finally coming, I was over the 
moon!  

Ding Dong! Someone was at the door. Calling for mum to answer, I jumped up and down 
with joy.  
It was grandma! She danced through the house, spreading happiness throughout, reminding 
me that it is not only the virus that can spread! We had a lovely time sitting around the 
steaming hot barbecue.  My mouth watered as I took a big chunk out of the burger. It was 
delicious.  After the meal, we even gave some to the neighbours!  

Life is full of light and dark I reflected.. look for the light to guide you through the bad times. 
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The Story of a Girl 
Sophia Roper (Year 5-6) Runner Up 

One day a horrible disease struck a small girl. She was almost nine years old and fighting for 
her life. She would lie in bed everyday staring at the ceiling. At six, she stopped walking. 
Everybody took their turn talking to Yasmin, soothing her, but it became clear that she was 
not getting better. Her mother was distraught; Yasmin was an only child, living in a poor 
village, south of Algeria. 

It was so filthy in the house, with only one room. The girl got the cleanest water she could 
get; unfortunately it was contaminated with germs and bugs. It only made her sicker. On her 
9th birthday her mum had a premonition that Yasmin would die in one year if she did not get 
the treatment she needs. The people of the village searched for plants and herbs to help but 
nothing was helping. Then someone had an idea. 

Ten miles down the road was a private hospital, but they could never afford it, so for the next 
six months the whole village just farmed and farmed. Rationing their food and selling the 
rest, they finally had enough money for the treatment. But, they had the problem of transport, 
so Achnee (her mother) carried her ten miles down the road. 

After a week of life-saving surgery, Yasmin was a happy, healthy girl, and her mother was 
overjoyed. Before they left, a woman came to them; she said that when Yasmin had her 
tests, they found out that she had I.Q of around 160! 

One month later, she received a full scholarship to one of the best schools in the country! 

She would later stay in the village and help sick people as well as working at the hospital 
where she was healed of her sickness. She had a happy life and passed away at the age of 
92 with two children, and seven grandchildren, and even 3 great-grandchildren! It was a 
wonderful life, for a wonderful woman 
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A Solitary Summer 
Evan Summerfield (Year 5 - 6) Highly Commended 

Rowan had never wanted to leave London. He had left all his friends, and his past life, 
behind when he and his mum drove out of the city and entered the countryside. Rowan’s 
mum had always loved the countryside, ever since he could remember. She had decided to 
move because of worries about pollution in the air. Rowan remembered his mum shouting 
upstairs at 8-year-old him on the morning of the trip.  
  “ Come on, Rowan!” came her cheerful voice from downstairs “Today’s the day!”  
He had hidden underneath his bed so that his mum wouldn’t find him, and take him away
from his life, his friends, everything he knew. 

That was all three years ago. At first, life in the countryside wasn’t as bad as Rowan had
imagined. He and his mum lived in a small bungalow with a school nearby. He especially 
enjoyed walking around the countryside on his own. He made new friends to replace his old 
ones. Life was good. That was, until school was cancelled and his mum was told to start 
working at the “nearby” hospital, which was a 35 minute drive from their house. Rowan 
barely ever saw his mother anymore. She got up at six in the morning and came back at 
midnight.  

As he had nothing else to do, after waking up, he would eat some cereal and then go out for 
a long walk to the closed school and back. Then, he would come back for lunch, and in the 
afternoon, he would explore the forest around the back of his house. On one of these days, 
he was walking through the woods when he heard faint shouts from off to the left. He slowly 
walked that way, wincing whenever he stepped on a twig and it went SNAP!  

As the shouting became clearer, a small building came into view up ahead. As he got closer, 
he realised the shouting had stopped. Before he had any time to wonder why, a hand 
clapped him on his back. Instinctively turning around, he stared into the face of a harsh-
looking man. Rowan jumped back.  

“Why did you touch me?” He asked “Don’t you know the rules?” The man stared at him.
“What rules be those, then?” asked the gruff man,“ And why be you in our village?”

  “Don’t you know what is going on in the world?” asked Rowan, angrily. 
  “This IS our world, lad.” said the man, equally angry. 

Their conversation had attracted attention. From all around the clearing, people were looking 
out of their houses and staring at him like they had never seen a human before. Rowan 
looked around the small village equally in wonder and in fright. Seeing this, the man put an 
arm round his shoulder. “Let me show you around.”

The villagers, who at first had been hiding in their houses, came out and welcomed Rowan. 
Soon, they were all showing him their simple but rich way of life. 
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Brave Briar  
Alisia Deda (Year 7-8) Winner 

Many centuries ago, when unicorns roamed is the earth, there once lived a beautiful, loyal 
and courageous princess who went by the name of princess Briar Beauty. She was a 
passionate and determined soul who did everything in her power to protect her kingdom. 
She was a tall, powerful figure with eyes as focused as an attentive fox. Almost everyday, 
she wore the most stunning outfits which shimmered like a silver moon. Her walk was a 
graceful, elegant strut which warned anything,  or anyone, in her way that she did not take 
disobedience lightly!! Whenever this respected princess entered a room, people would feel 
mesmerised by her superiority and power.  

Briar lived in a welcoming, powerful kingdom on top of mount Ahtohallan. For many 
centuries, the kingdom had been a safe, joyful place to live, but that all changed during one 
dreaded winter. Without warning, many people started to tragically disappear and all that 
could be heard were piercing, deafening shrieks in the far distance near the enchanted 
forest. Families, desperate to be reunited with their loved ones, wept and cried for days on 
end. Being such an honourable and unwavering leader, princess Briar soon gathered her 
trusty knights to find whatever, or whoever, it was causing the chaos in Ahtohallan. 
Heroically, they mounted their beastly horses and set off to the enchanted forest…

After a short while, Briar and her might knights approached the opening of the enchanted, 
endearing yet unsettling woods. Being such a committed group, they had travelled far and 
wide to fight many fearsome battles, but not one of them had ever attempted to enter this 
dark, dingy place. 

As they cautiously entered the wooded area, the sound of the horses hooves turned to a 
muffled clatter. Far in the distance, there was a mysterious mist which lingered behind an 
empty cabin. There was a faint smell of mischief in the cool, damp air. A smell of mischief 
which made Briar and her men shudder. High in the sky, the menacing moon peered down 
on the wooded land below. Not far from the knights, a frothing and bubbling swamp 
whimpered as the light glistened on its surface. 

Next to the murky waters, some towering trees carefully guarded the path to the abandoned 
wooden hut. They stood as tall as the mighty warriors who entered this forbidden place. The 
emerald-green grass, which surrounded the tree trunks, was a blanket scattered across the 
muddy floor. Below the dark, dingy waters a sound erupted. A long, echoing, muffled sound 
– a sound which sounded like the shrieks from before yet much deeper and much more
painful. “ My trusty men,” announced Briar, “ this is a place where secrets lie. I command you
to guard the entrance to the forest while I search this forbidden place.”

“As you wish your highness,” replied Daring, her most trustworthy soldier. Within seconds, 
Daring marched the other men to the outskirts of the forest leaving Briar Beauty all alone in 
the deserted, desolate woods…

When the knights left, Briar felt a cool, icy breeze blow across her face. Cautiously, Briar let 
her eyes gaze around the nearby surroundings. The shrieking in the nearby water had 
turned into a fizzing hum; almost like there was something, or someone, coming to the 
surface. Feeling as determined as ever to figure out what had been going on in the 
woodland, Briar lifted her foot to begin her walking to the southern side.. 
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Before the princess could even place her first small, winter boots on the path ahead of her, a 
deafening scream entered her eardrums. Drenched with water, Briar immediately spun on 
her heel. There, inches away, stood the most fearsome, vile and repulsive beast Briar had 
ever laid her eyes on. It was thrashing around in the murky water with hatred in its eyes 
which looked like nothing but pure evil. 
For the first time ever, Briar was taken aback. The monster, which was as tall as the lonely 
castle of Heritage, was thick with grease and grime. Its skin was a pale shade of sewer and 
its scent lingered unwelcomely in the atmosphere. The most disturbing thing about the 
creature was the roar it had trapped deep inside its soul. “Ogre,” Briar began to whisper to
herself, “Ogre of Osgrath. My father had warned me of this deadly beast…”

Within a second, the menacing ogre lurched forwards and sent Briar flying through the 
heavens. The moss beside the swamp was too slippery, especially when laced lovingly upon 
the rocks. As Briar fell, her head ricocheted off a nearby rough, rigid rock and she 
encountered immediate pain. “My swamp!!” bellowed the ogre. “This is my swamp! I will 
devour you like I did your brothers and sisters!” Just as the ogre spoke his final words, Briar 
could see the ogre shuffling towards her. Unfortunately, she could also feel her eyelids 
unwillingly closing…

After what seemed like forever, Briar heard her name far in the distance. “Briar! Briar!”
chanted a familiar voice. “You have got to assemble to your feet!” By a power beyond her 
control, Briar’s eyes flickered open to see that the ogre was now no more than two steps 
away from her. Her head pounded and her heart raced but Briar was not the type of princess 
to let a concussion destroy her victory. 
Without thinking, Briar quickly rolled to the left and luckily avoided the first blow from the 
ogre’s wooden malice. Catching her breath, Briar began to speak. “You will destroy no more
lives!” she declared proudly, “ for I am Princess Briar Beauty, the daughter of King Richard!”
with that, Briar heroically got back on her feet and pulled out her most sacred weapon from 
the hilt on her belt. She also pulled out all the courage her father had taught her when she 
was a young child. 

As the ogre shuffled closer, Briar held the shimmering sword high in the moonlight sky and 
brought it crashing down on the creatures formidable face. A squelching, gurgling, bubbling 
sound was heard followed by the sound of a boulder hitting a grave. Then, there was nothing 
but silence. Complete silence. The ogre in all of his large glory, lay motionless on the murky, 
gloomy mud. Briar felt a warm sense of pride enter her heart. The beast was dead. 

When the sun set and the moon rose, Brair finally returned to Ahtohallan. Crowds cheered 
with delight as owls hooted with happiness. Feeling satisfied and relived, Briar proudly 
announced to her people that the beast causing chaos from the enchanted forest was no 
longer a threat. To celebrate their honourable leader’s victory, the people ate an extravagant 
feast, drank the finest wine and shared stories of the beast Princess Briar Beauty had just 
slated. 
For many months later, the kingdom remained a cheerful and tranquil place to live. Everyone 
felt safe and went on about the days without a care in the world until one shadowy, airless 
October night a deafening, ear-splitting roar erupted for the west… 

THE END 
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The Power of Community 
Evie Bhairo-Smith (Year 7-8) Runner Up 

Community. Whether its people sharing common beliefs and interests, or people living side 
by side as neighbours, or just engaging in the same activities or work, it’s good to feel part of

a community, and to have a sense of belonging. 

 A global pandemic broke out in 2020 killing thousands of innocent civilians. Extreme 
measures were introduced and many countries went into lockdown.  

It was Thursday afternoon, walking back from my ‘essential’ shop (according to lockdown

regulations we are permitted to go to the shops for essential items) I saw Mrs. Evelyn 
outside her porch watering her beautiful potted flowers. She was an elderly lady, who I’d

often thought was a little wacky because her bright pink lipstick clashed with her dark grey 
curly hair and white diamanté spectacles. She wore a white cotton gown with purple flowers, 
and bright red velvet slippers.  

I walked across the road and took the opportunity to introduce myself, after all I had plenty of 
time on my hands, what with there being no school. “Hello, I’m Evie, I live at number 33 and I

was wondering how your day is going?” we started, what turned out to be a long and 
intriguing conversation, what an amazing life she’s had. It turns out she has lived here for 
forty-eight years. During that time neighbours have come and gone, while she brought up a 
family of five. She now lives by herself as her husband sadly passed away ten years ago 
and her children who live some distance away visit when possible, so she doesn’t see her

grandchildren as much as she would like.  

She seemed really happy for the chat and I too felt happy for my effort. She told me that 
since her husband had died, she hadn’t really made an attempt to get to know any new 

neighbours and sometimes felt isolated and a little lonely. When I got home I told my mum 
all about the lovely lady down the road and what a marvellous life she has lived, having been 
born in 1929 and surviving World War II. 

Later that evening my family and I joined the rest of the street for the weekly Thursday night 
clap, to show our nations gratitude to the NHS and front line workers. I waved to Mrs. Evelyn 
as she hobbled to the edge of her drive. 

As the weeks went by, I looked forward to Thursday night, meeting my community and 
waving to my new friend, and when I could I stopped at her garden gate to have a little chat. 
After ten weeks of clapping, the county decided it was time to stop and I felt a little forlorn. 
Without realising it I enjoyed feeling the community spirit.  

Mrs. Evelyn says that making friends with her neighbours due to lockdown has made her 
feel part of the community again, and that becoming friends with me, has left her with a 
warm glow inside- the feeling is mutual.  
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Put Together Again 
Sajida Hussein (Year 7-8) Highly Commended 

This story is about a young boy named Dannie, Dannie is a boy who has spent most of his 
childhood in a wheelchair. A few years ago he had a horrible accident. It permanently 
damaged his spinal cord. Who would have thought a simple ski trip would be the reason he 
would never be able to walk again. Ever since then, his school life has never been the same. 
Before the injury Dannie was one of thos quiet kids, an introvert, although he is still like that, 
he would often get a few questions here and there but other than pity he wouldn’t get much 

attention, until he met Lia and her bright friend group. The day they met there was an instant 
connection they spoke and laughed, Dannie hasn’t laughed in a long time, yet it happened. 

Thanks to her group. 

It was a new term, which meant a new timetable, Dannie hated new terms because once he 
finally got used to a class they end up moving him out. Dannie got out the elevator waving 
the teacher goodbye. “Oops hold on,” The teacher said while putting her hand out to stop the 

elevator doors from closing, “Your head of year told me to pass you a message, she wants 
you to go to her office before heading to your first lesson.” . 

“Am I in any trouble...?” Dannie replied with curiousity,

“Can’t say I know. Do you want me to want me to take you over to her?”

“No it’s alright I can manage, thanks for asking Mr Marris.”

“No problem, see you later Dannie.” 

Once again they waved each other goodbye, Dannie was getting really anxious and was 
thinking of anything that he may have done wrong. Then it snapped. At the lunch hall 
yesterday. He left his lunch tray at the table! What if Ms Smith, his head of year, saw him 
and was going to scowled him. All these thoughts distracted Dannie that he didn’t even 

notice he was already there. He looked up in realisation. His palms sweating. He moved his 
hand forward hesitantly. Then the door opened. Which left him frozen with his hand in the air 
looking like an idiot. 

“Good morning Dannie,” she said with a genuine smile

“Morning Miss Smith...?” He said slightly confused

“Come on in,” At this point Dannie was baffled as to why she wasn’t frowning, “So you are 

probably confused as to why you’re here, well let me explain, right as we are talking 

someone is heading over to this room. Her name is Lia, and she will be your buddy.” 

‘Buddy? What the heck is a buddy? So im not getting in trouble…? That’s great!’ Dan 

thought to himself 

“She is a very bright girl and will introduce you to her friends and help you around.” As soon 

as she finished that sentence there was a knock at the door. A new friend had arrived, with a 
cheerful grin across her face.  
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