
 

 

 By N.B. Year 11 

The stillness made the air heavy. Every breath, however small, felt like a lifetime in the deafening 

silence that suppressed our thoughts and made us afraid to speak. I hauled air in cautiously, aware 

everyone was listening in cautious curiosity. Who would speak? Who would break the suffocating 

silence? Who would break the cloying, caging stillness that coursed through the crowd? 

Not me. 

My eyes roved around. And I could tell everyone else’s were, too. Searching for something, not sure 

what, but searching furiously and intensely, panicked that we might never find it. I felt as though 

someone had laced a string through my body and pulled it taut, hence how tense I was. Tense and 

immovable, like a statue. Beside my livid eye movements, my entire body was concrete and frozen, 

much like the people around me who were in similar states of stasis. The whole world, in fact, 

seemed to adhere to the stillness. Perhaps it had stopped turning all together. My heart knocked 

against my ribs, it’s movements all too known to me, for I heard every one. It unnerved me, and yet I 

appreciated any sound that abated the silence. 

Silence. 

Silence. 

Silence.  

And then a noise. 

A noise so beautiful and joyous, a noise that no amount of silence could suppress. 

Laughter. 

Beautiful and joyous, indeed, but also contagious. Because before long, the entire crowd had begun 

to laugh. 

So that was it. That’s what we had all been searching for: a sign that our hysterical happiness was 

justified. That laughing, that feeling was okay. 

So the stillness had been broken. Shattered and turned to dust that melted away on our thunderous 

laughter. We had been afraid to move. We had been afraid to speak. Such fears now felt trivial in the 

face of our newfound freedom. And we forgot what we were initially laughing about, but laughed 

anyway, because of the peculiarity of the whole situation. And when the novelty of that wore off, we 

found something new to laugh about. We writhed in our laughter, revelled in it. For never again 

would we feel trapped like we had before. Never again would we be so still and silent and afraid. 

Our laughter was a symptom of irrepressible joy, but was more than just that. It was rebellion, it was 

glory, it was passion. It was everything we needed, and everything we had. 
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By B.M. Year 7 

It was still, stiller than ice. A bird flew overhead, its wings clapping. It came to land on a bush not far 

from where I stood. Flapping its wings once or twice to make itself comfortable. 

A swarm of gnats circled quietly about my hat in the lamplight. A motorcar ran past on the road a little 

way a way, it’s horn blaring loudly. The occupants of the house next door started clapping, so did we, 

shattering the peaceful aura of melancholy silence, enveloping the houses. 

My hands were slowly warming up from their former icy condition, although, my nose was extremely 

cold. A large insect flew past my left ear. 

Pretty soon the entire hamlet was clapping, there was a loud POP, and a shower of gold rain lit up inky 

black sky. There was a fizz and a pop and a bang. A large bird frightened by the loud noises zoomed 

over the hedge, shrieking wildly. There was whistling, and shouting, and more fireworks. There was 

another shower of gold rain. ‘Ah’ and ‘Oh’ rang out above the noise of clapping. A motorcar horn blew 

loudly. 

We were still clapping.  

A gust of wind rustled the leaves of the trees above my head. A cricket jumped onto my leg, and a cat, 

purring like a motorbike, curled around my ankles. A car rushed by on the road, its horn blaring.  

We were still clapping.  

Another down pour of gold rain lit up the dark sky. My ears were getting cold, so I paused and 

readjusted my scarf. Some bats were flying overhead, dipping and diving.  

I shivered; I was absolutely freezing. Bang, pop, pop, pop, pop, pop, whizz, went the fireworks, 

covering the sky with blue and white stars.  

We were still clapping. 

I readjusted my scarf, and pulled up my gloves. A ’car rushed by, leaving the night blacker than before, 

as the swathes of light dissipated on my retinas. There was a loud bang, from the fireworks, as a large 

‘downpour’ of blue and white rain, filled the sky.  

We were still clapping. 

The village dogs were barking, and a cat flew over the wall and scrambled up a tree. A train rushed 

past; one could see its windows little pinpricks of light against the sky. Pop, pop, pop, pop, pop, BANG. 

Yet another shower filled the sky. BANG, BANG, BANG! 
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