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A Quest Myth
Ambar Vishnoi, 1JW
One day in the 1500s there lived a village. The
villagers were poor and the place was muddy and
dirty. Many houses were destroyed because of the
mountain monster crew! One day the king was so
angry that he held a meeting in the town hall, but then
he realised the mountain monsters had destroyed it, so
they held it outside.
‘Welcome everybody. The reason why I called you
here is because someone needs to defeat the mountain
monster crew!’ demanded the king.
But no one volunteered. ‘Then we shall do it the fair
way! First everybody will choose a number and the
number I call out will be the person to destroy them!’
shouted the king.
All of the villagers picked a number and the king
announced ‘I choose number six, my favourite
number!’
A little boy called Daniel stepped forward and said
‘My name is Daniel and I am proud to go in search of
the monster!’
So Daniel set off on his journey. First he went to Rocky
Cove where there were lots of rocks in the water. ‘How
am I going to get across here?’ he said to himself. Then
out of the corner of his eye, he spotted a boat. ‘If I can
manage to dodge the rocks I can get to the other side.
So he got on the boat but there weren’t any oars.
Daniel very cleverly decided to start paddling.
When he arrived at the next place, Dark Mirror Lake,
the sun was almost down. But he knew he should
keep going towards the Monster’s home. It looked
spooky filled with sharks and crocodiles that sneaked
up to him and tried to eat him! One shark caught his
leg and then he remembered his chicken snack and fed
it to them as a decoy.
When the sun rose, the Mountain Monsters came
alive. He travelled carefully through the mysterious,
scary and freaky wild wood. Owls flew down to eat
rats! Suddenly he bumped into a tree that lifted itself
up. It was a miracle! It had a nose, a mouth, arms eyes
and legs.
‘Where are you going little boy?’ asked the tree man?
‘How do you know my name?’ cried Daniel in surprise.
‘I know everyone’s name,’ replied the tree man.
‘I’m going to destroy the mountain monster crew!’
exclaimed Daniel.
‘You will need to take this super hard, floating and
moving magical rock,’ said the tree man. With that he
disappeared into the woods.
Daniel picked up the rock and threw it in front of him
as he didn’t believe that it had magical powers. ‘It
floats when you throw it!’ cried Daniel in surprise.
Daniel proceeded to walk into sinking sand. ‘Oh no!
I’m going to die,’ he shouted. Then a voice said to him
‘Jump onto the rocks, they will save you!’
He carefully did as he was told and was once again
safe on dry land. After a while he came to the deep
cave mountain where the mountain monster crew
lived. They saw him immediately and tried to kill him,
but he was very quick and they missed him! Daniel
lay very quietly, pretending he was dead! As the
monster cheered, Daniel came back alive and threw
the stone towards them, destroying them completely!
Daniel sprinted back to his village. When he arrived it
was dark. ‘I’ve killed the monster!’ he shouted
excitedly. On hearing the news, the villagers woke up
and cheered. The next day they had a wonderful
celebration and Daniel was a hero.

Knuckleson meets the Minotaur
A myth written by Seb Hall Form 1CW
Once, many years ago, there lived a fit, strong, quick man. His name was Knuckleson and he
lived in a village, near the Golden River, on a faraway island. The Golden River had the island’s
best water, so the villagers were lucky enough to have great water. Also, the water could turn
into food, so they also had the island’s best food. They were wealthy as they found they could
sell the food and water for money.
However, things changed the day that Knuckleson heard somebody screaming, “Where’s my
baby? Where’s my baby?” Another child had been taken by someone or something.
Knuckleson ran to the headman of the village and quickly said, “S s s some… something has
taken a baby this time, what shall we do?” The headman stopped and thought for a while,
“Mmmmm! Why don’t you look out for whatever took this child by following the thing when
he next takes one of our villagers or animals?”
So the next evening, Knuckleson stayed up for a long time into the night. It was very quiet and
all he could hear was crickets chirruping and owls hooting. All until he heard a grunting
sound. He quickly ran out of his house and saw a black figure with horns just running out of
view. He thought it was a walking bull, but then he saw its hideous horns. He looked again
and noticed that it had a figure in its hands. “It can’t be a walking bull if it can hold
something; bulls have hooves, not hands.” He squinted into the distance and looked down
and saw hooves on his feet. “If he has hooves on his feet and hands in front of his wrists, he
must be half-man and half-bull, which means he’s a Minotaur! I must follow him!”
Knuckleson sneakily followed the terrifying creature. Soon he was in the Wild Woods and he
glimpsed the Minotaur as he vanished into a tree, which was obviously his lair. The Minotaur
heard Knuckleson step on a branch which made a loud, crunching noise. The Minotaur quickly
twisted his head around one hundred and eighty degrees, but Knuckleson zoomed behind a
tree to be out of sight. The Minotaur carried on turning his head until he had made a
complete three hundred and sixty degrees. Knuckleson was scared; he could not face this
creature. He turned and ran back to his house, panting as he was so worn out and he had a
long rest.
The next day, it was bright and sunny. Knuckleson had just woken up and was getting dressed,
preparing to go out to have a drink with his friends. Suddenly he remembered that he had to
go back and face the Minotaur. So off on his journey he went. After a while, he reached the
Golden River. He stooped to drink some of the great water and wash his face. Out of nowhere
he saw some whizzing whirlpools, out of one came a god! It was Poseidon, god of the sea. He
was wet, strong and covered with seaweed. He said, “I know of your task to kill Mr Minotaur
so I’ll giv……” “Who’s Mr Minotaur?” interrupted Knuckleson. “Oh, Mr Minotaur is the
Minotaur you followed last night!” “How do you know about that?” Knuckleson asked. “I
know everything! I’m a god and it is your duty to kill him!” “Kill him?! Well, can you give me
what you were about to give me if that will help my quest?” “Ok! Here you are, now off you
go!”
So, off Knuckleson went. Soon he reached the Wild Woods and shouted, “Mr Minotaur! Mr
Minotaur!” as now he knew the creature’s name. Suddenly, Mr Minotaur stormed out of his
lair and ran full pelt towards Knuckleson. Knuckleson was taken by surprise, but from out of
nowhere lightning struck and hit a nearby tree. The gods were on his side. The tree came
crashing down, unfortunately getting stuck on the Minotaur’s horns. As he was shaking it off,
Knuckleson grabbed the sword given to him by Poseidon. He stabbed the Minotaur and then,
by accident, pressed a button which he thought was decoration on the sword. A bullet came
flying out and shot the Minotaur. Knuckleson knew this was no ordinary sword, it was magical.
With it, he had killed the Minotaur. Then, using the sword, Knuckleson managed to hack away
at the fallen tree to get to the Minotaur’s horns. Once he had managed to chop off one horn,
he used it to haul out the other one as proof that he had overcome the powerful creature.
Holding the horns in both hands, Knuckleson ran as fast as he could back to the headman. The
headman was amazed at Knuckleson’s bravery. Taking one of the horns, the headman said,”
Knuckleson, you are now headman of this village and in honour of your bravery we will throw
a huge party.” So that is what the villagers did- and following their feast, supplied by the
Golden River, they stood together and cheered for Knuckleson: “Hip, hip, hooray! Hip, hip,
hooray! Hip, hip, hooray! And one for luck, Hip, hip hooray!”
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Upper 2
Narrative Poetry: The Highwayman
In the Spring Term the children in Upper Two studied Alfred Noyes’ poem The
Highwayman. Initially we read the first six verses, looking at the use of alliteration, similes,
metaphors and onomatopoeia:
T he H i g h wa y ma n
The wind was a torrent of darkness upon the gusty trees,
The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,
The road was a ribbon of moonlight looping the purple moor,
And the highwayman came riding
Riding riding
The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn door.

His eyes were hollows of
madness, his hair like
mouldy hay,
But he loved the
landlord's daughter
The landlord's blackeyed daughter;
Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say:

He'd a French cocked hat on his forehead, and a bunch of lace
at his chin;
He'd a coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of fine doe-skin.
They fitted with never a wrinkle; his boots were up to his
thigh!
And he rode with a jewelled twinkle
His rapier hilt a-twinkle
His pistol butts a-twinkle, under the jewelled sky.

"One kiss, my bonny sweetheart; I'm after a prize tonight,
But I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning
light.
Yet if they press me sharply, and harry me through the day,
Then look for me by moonlight,
Watch for me by moonlight,
I'll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the
way."

Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark innyard,
He tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked
and barred,
He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be
waiting there
But the landlord's black-eyed daughter
Bess, the landlord's daughter
Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.

He stood upright in the stirrups; he scarce could reach her
hand,
But she loosened her hair in the casement! His face burnt like
a brand
As the sweet black waves of perfume came tumbling o'er his
breast,
Then he kissed its waves in the moonlight
(O sweet black waves in the moonlight!),
And he tugged at his reins in the moonlight, and galloped
away to the west.
Alfred Noyes

Dark in the dark old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked
Where Tim, the ostler listened--his face was white and peaked

T h e c hi l dr e n w er e th en c ha l l en ge d to c o me u p w i th a n ew v er s e t o c o n ti n ue th e
s t o r y , m a k i n g u s e o f s o m e o f t h e s e p o e t ic d e v i c e s . W e h o p e y o u e n j o y t h e i r
cr ea ti v e r es p ons es .
The Red Coats trooped over the purple moor like a herd of red, brown deer.
They marched until they saw him, the traitor they all would fear.
They were getting closer, he heard them shout “Give us your loot!”
He could hear their footsteps,
Thumping, Thumping,
The thump of the black heeled boots.
The race was on, the Red Coats would not give up without a fight.
The highwayman’s horse ran like the wind, trying to keep out of sight.
The horses ran for miles and miles until their masters were sore.
The red coats went charging,
Charging, Charging,
Katie Lyons
The Red Coats went charging over the moonlit moor.
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The carriage slowed to a halt, as the horses ran into the night.
All that was left was the carriage, engraved in jewels of light.
The Highwayman opened the door, and shouted with a fright.
Give me all your riches,
Give me all your riches,
Charlie Kempf
Give me all your riches, if you want to live another night!
The highwayman came riding back in the darkening black,
The highwayman came riding when he shrieked from a pain in his back,
He dropped from his horse where the kings men were waiting in their armour,
Then Tim moved forward
Tim the Ostler moved forward
The attack failed with one mistake and Tim the Ostler fell with a soft purr.
Fraser Moncur
Tim the Ostler carried on riding, through the dim lit sky,
In front of him he saw a figure, a dull and gloomy guy,
Suddenly a stick went crack and Tim froze to the spot,
He thought about the Highwayman,
How he loathed the Highwayman,
He thought about the Highwayman, and his dreadful plot.
Emily Everson
Bess was waiting staring across the gloomy moor
And the highwayman had escaped, though his luck was poor
As Bess thought in fear that her beloved might be dead
The wind whispered to her
In the dark it whispered to her
It whispered that he was hurt so on her horse she fled
Thea Willcox
Bess, meanwhile, was by the open inn-window, sitting patiently.
For she had waited as her love she dearly wanted to see.
She thought the worst, that he had died, but oh she might be wrong.
Who was it riding up the drive,
Riding, riding up the drive?
It is the Highwayman whistling his favourite song!
Stephanie Taylor

T I M : (Daydreaming) Ah, beautiful Bess with soft silky hair
swaying in the moonlight. She is wearing her lovely green
dress. My love of my life is so happy and whenever I see her I
beam with joy. (Angrily) But there’s that ruthless robber, the
Highwayman. I hate him. He’s stolen my love and I am very
annoyed. (As if he had an idea) I know, I can plot a revenge
to get rid of the horrible Highwayman. I know, I could
report him to the King’s men and then I could have Bess for
my own. (Anxiously) But Bess I know would do anything
for that sly stealer. She might even give up her life for him.
Also I could get a reward because the Highwayman is
wanted for all his crafty crimes. Who does the Highwayman
think he is anyway? He is getting close to Bess. Even if I do
report him to the King’s men and he gets killed, would Bess
love me? (Confidently) Well of course she’ll love me. I am
Freya Johnson
an honest, handsome young man.
B E S S : What have I done… I will kill the highwayman and
myself. Will he ever forgive me? At least we can go to hell
together. How dare they tie me up; how dare they threaten
to kill me…they have awful manners! When I find out who
did this they will die in shame.
How could this happen? I feel so ashamed of myself. Me and
the Highwayman were the perfect match. How did this all go
so wrong? This has to be a dream…It’s too bad to be real.
When I wake up, everything will be fine and back to normal.
Oh, it’s no good….he’s going to die!
No. I’m the one that should die. He is my love and I need to
do something. How could I stop him from dying? Should I
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A f t e r r e a d in g t o t h e en d o f t h e po e m ,
we t he n e xp lo r e d t h e m o t i v a t i o ns o f t h e
c h a r a c t e r s in m o r e d ep t h . T h e c h i l d r en
c o m p o s ed a n d p e r f o r m ed t h e ir o w n
m o no l o gue , exp lo r i ng t he f ee li ngs o f
t he ke y c ha r a ct e r s : t he Hi g hwa y m a n,
T i m t h e O s t l e r a n d B e ss . R e a d t h e se
a l o u d a n d y o u w i l l g e t so m e i d e a o f t h e
p o w er f u l pe r f o r m a n c es w e w i t n es s ed .

kill myself to warn him? But if he does not hear it, it will be
pointless. I deserve to die, but how could I…There is a gun
under my breast. Should I die this way or not? This is for the
best. By life, by day. Here he is….
Isabelle Panteli
BANG!
T I M : Bess and the Highwayman. It cannot be. It shall not
be, although should I really tell the redcoats. No, no I can’t,
I shan’t. It’s too mean to break them up. But I love Bess… I
really do. If I truly loved Bess, wouldn’t I let her be?
She loves a highwayman though; any other man fine, but the
Highwayman! The Highwayman! Even I’m better than him.
Why didn’t she tell me? Is it because I’m an Ostler, so she
should think so low of me? How dare she?
No, no, no. I should be happy for her…yes I should be happy
for her, and happy I will be.
Oh, but how jealous I am, so so jealous. Why can’t she love
me? Why can’t the Highwayman love someone else?
Not Tim, calm down. It’s only the Highwayman. What harm
can he do? Well apart from take Bess away from me, treat her
badly or kill her… not that bad is it? Is it?
Yes I’ll tell the redcoats …yes I will tell the redcoats. I’ll tell
them in the morning.
Ebube Akojie
F i n a l l y w e p r o d u c e d so m e a r t wo rk i n s p i r e d b y t h e
i l l u s t r at i o n s o f C h a r l e s K e e pi n g .
W e h o p e y o u h a ve en j o y ed r ea d i n g o ur p o et r y .
Mrs Sarah Gillespie

JUNIOR SCHOOL WORK

Lower 3
CITY OF LONDON FREEMEN’S SCHOOL

87

JUNIOR SCHOOL WORK
88

ASHTEADIAN MAGAZINE 2011-2012

JUNIOR SCHOOL WORK

CITY OF LONDON FREEMEN’S SCHOOL

89

JUNIOR SCHOOL WORK

Design Technology
& Food Technology

90

ASHTEADIAN MAGAZINE 2011-2012

CITY OF LONDON FREEMEN’S SCHOOL

91

