
 

 

 By S.H. Year 12 

Down the track where we’d go on walks at dusk, I’ll always remember the time a saw a 
blackberry. I could still take you to the very bush I found it. You told me not to eat it because it 
hadn’t been washed. I grinned at you and put it in my mouth anyway. You chased me and got 
me in a bear hug so I couldn’t pick anymore. The blackberries weren’t even ripe, they were sour, 
they pricked at my tongue and stung the roof of my mouth. I had to make a conscious effort not 
to screw my face up when I ate them so you’d think I liked them; I only ate them so you’d get 
me in one of those tight bear hugs again. I look back now and laugh because you knew exactly 
what I was doing. Now, every time I eat a sour blackberry, I can’t help but think of you, hear the 
seagulls and smell the sea air.  

 Do you remember when we were out walking one evening and there were bats? I’d duck and 
squeeze your hand whenever one flew over. You laughed at me because I said I was scared 
they’d fly too low and get tangled in my hair. But you also pulled me closer and put your arm 
around me, so I didn’t feel scared. Now, I find it impossible to be scared of bats because they 
remind me of your dangerously contagious smile and laugh.  

And, surely you can’t have forgotten the night you were standing with a grin from ear to ear. 
The lolly that was meant to be mine in your mouth. I shouted at you playfully to take it out and 
when you did it was bright green and glistened a thousand colours in the artificial lights of the 
games room. We laughed over the top of the sound of the Mario kart game. You held it up high 
so I couldn’t reach it. I can never forget the first lick I took; it was all sticky where you’d been 
waving it around and the artificial apple taste sprinted around my taste buds. We sat at the top 
of the climbing frame and took it in turns eating the lolly. And to this day I can’t eat apple 
flavoured lollies without smiling at the thought of you.  

I can’t forget the smell that triggers all of these memories, the smell that is kept in a tin inside 
my bedside table draw. You won it for me on the grab machine inside the games room: a bright 
purple, grape flavoured lip balm that I applied countless times a day, as 14 year old me wished 
for that whole week you would kiss me. I had to be prepared - the only part of this story that 
still makes me cringe. But my wish came true; on my last night we sat on the bridge on the 
climbing frame and talked for hours, I’d just put on some more of the lip balm and you looked at 
me and smiled, leaned in and planted a kiss on top of the grapes. I was embarrassed as I didn’t 
expect it, despite my preparation of copious amounts of grape lip balm. You put your arm 
around me and we just sat in each other’s company until I had to go. You held my face in your 
hands before I left and kissed me again and we never said goodbye which meant it didn’t end, it 
just became a memory.  

I sometimes wonder if you even remember that holiday all these years later. Lockdown has 
helped me to understand that the moments we have with our friends in the real world are far 
more valuable than messages and pictures on a screen. I have no pictures from that week of you 
and I, but I have grape lip balm in a tin and that’s all I need.  
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By G. D. Year 7 

 
Warm custard reminds me of you.  
Trying it warm for pudding at your house.  
Always eaten cold before, as a packed lunch snack, in a plastic pot.  
Never eaten hot in a bowl for dessert.  
   
Sat in your kitchen.  
Huge oak table.  
Cold stone floor.  
Radio 2 playing old, unfamiliar songs.  
Terrible WiFi and no phone signal.  
But it doesn’t matter as we can talk and watch TV late into the night.  
   
When will I visit you, my grandparents, again?  
To enjoy late nights and lie-ins?  
And eat warm custard again?  

   

   

Week 4 Writing Competition Runner Up 

‘Warm Custard’ 

 


