
 



Greetings from TWW!  
 

Readers and writers from our world and beyond, welcome to 
InkCraft, a biannual magazine by The Writing Writers.  

TWW is a small writing project for young writers in the 
making. The tagline being 'passionate writers unite', TWW has 
unearthed a large community of 'passionate writers' who 
actually write and not just claim the title, hence the blog title. 
Today, we have twenty authors who share writing tips, stories, 
poetry and advice on a regular basis. 

Through InkCraft, we aim to spread our community's love for 
writing beyond our blogging boundaries. We are grateful to 
have gained support from bloggers from all over and 
received such amazing contributions. 

We hope you enjoy our work!  

~Mukta@ TWW (Designer and Editor) 

A Note From the Founder 
In the month of March, I thought of creating a magazine, which 
involved the TWW writers and the TWW readers..But I never 
knew that it would've come this far. Without the rest of the 
TWW team, or the TWW readers, this thought would've still 
been a thought. And this goes to show that 'Team Work can 



make the Dream Work.' I thank every person who has taken 
part to make InkCraft come alive, known or unknown. 
~Mirra @TWW 
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Book Review: Wolf Brother 
By Mirra 

 

Wolf Brother is a tale about Torak's adventure through a 
shadowy world steeped in natural magic. Torak is thrown into 
a thrilling quest to slay the demon bear which shatters the 
peace and tranquillity of the forest, and takes you with him 
every step of the way. 

I particularly like this book because of how engaging it is and I 
was so upset when I finished it. The genres are adventure, 
prehistoric time and action. This genre may not suit you, but I 
personally loved this book, and I would recommend this book 
to anyone who loves adventure books. My overall rating is... 

 

4.5 stars! 
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Description of a Lonely 
Garden 

By Anya 
 

A garden. The grass looks like it hasn't been cut in years. Not 
cared for. Flowers are crispy and are dead. They're not 
coming back. There is an apple tree in the corner but it doesn't 
produce any apples. An old trampoline stands in the centre of 
this rubbish dump but bits of net have fallen and do not exist 
anymore. Really? It is heart breaking to see this because 
everything has feelings. 
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Thankful 
By Arunima 

 

I looked up at the starry night 
And dreamt of faraway lands, 
Dreamt of magic, dreamt of wishes, 
Dreamt of touching the sky. 

I looked up at the mountain peak 
And hoped for success to come, 
Hoped for courage, hoped for bravery, 
Hoped for a gorgeous view. 

Finally, I looked down at the ground below 
And was thankful for my home, 
Thankful for my family and friends, 
Thankful for this world. 
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Improve Your Handwriting 
By Richa 

 

Five Steps 

Get a Great Grasp. Try this — hold a pencil at the top near the 
eraser and try to write your name. ... 
Let the Lines Be Your Guide. Lined paper is your friend! 
Slow Down. If your writing is hard to read or you erase a lot, 
try slowing down a little... 
Lower the Pressure... 
Play Games. 
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Sunrise in the Middle 
East 

By Gracie 
 

“Greetings People. It’s me, Sunrise, and I’m back with the latest 
progress on the Girl’s Rights In The Middle East front. As you 
know…..”  
 
I pause to blow away some of the dust that’s trapped in the 
gaps between the letters on my keyboard. I smile as the tiny 
particles are momentarily suspended in a ray of sunlight that’s 
disturbing my writing session, in a good way. I cup my hands 
around it and watch them glow with golden light. It reminds 
me of myself.  
 
“On the morning of your birth, the sun seemed larger than 
ever before.” my Mother’s sweet, quiet voice echoes in my 
ears. “ I saw it coming up on the horizon, huge and round and 
blood red. It spread its life-giving light all over the earth and 
eventually it reached you. It seeped in through my window 
and into the shadowy room. Then it touched your head and 
you awoke. So I named you Sunrise and hoped you’d be full 
of life, laughter and most of all, light.”  
 
I sigh as I pull off a floral-printed headscarf and a cascade of 
knotty, tangled brown hair tumbles down my back. My amber 
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streaked, hazel eyes that are usually full of humour and 
curiosity sparkle as my big flashing smile makes an 
appearance on my smooth olive-skinned face.  
 
I sit back down to read my emails and idly click the first one 
that pops up.  
 
Dear Sunrise 
 
My name is Aaminah and I am 11 years old. I wanted to tell 
you how much you inspire me and how, because of you, I go 
to school and learn how to write beautifully, like you do. Thank 
you.  
You are the Middle East’s best female activist, that is what we 
say at my school. All the girls are pleased that you spoke up 
for their education so I write to you on their behalf too.  
 
You are very brave and you have said what our people have 
all been to scared to say. 
 
Thank you again and may you be blessed.  
 
Every time a child sends me an email like this is warms my 
heart so much that I click Reply immediately and begin to 
type.  
 
Dearest Aaminah 
 
I am so glad that you are able to go to school now, I am 
certain that one day you will be an amazing writer. It was not 
just me who helped you, there are many girls like myself 
campaigning for education. When you are a little older 
perhaps you will be one of them. Perhaps we will even meet 
one day. I would like that. Say hi to your classmates for me! 
 
Keep safe and may you also be blessed.  
 



Sunrise  
 
I hover over the send button and press it down. I imagine her 
delight as she reads my message of hope and shows it to her 
friends. It makes this risky and sometimes dangerous role that 
I have taken on all worth it. With a contented smile on my 
playing at my lips, I prepare to read the next piece of mail.  
 
Sunrise Abdullah 
 
This is a warning. Stop your campaigning or you will suffer the 
consequences. What you are doing is forbidden. We will stop 
you because you are a disgrace to us all. How could you 
abandon our ancient ways for the ways of the West? 
Empowering women is wrong.  
 
I sit back, my face shocked and expressionless, and stare at 
the screen. I take a deep breath and scroll down to see the 
sender. Nothing. Email address? Security protected. 
“Arrghhhh!” my mood changes to angry and confused.  
 
How can people say that? How can they not see that all 
people should be equal? Education is a chance that all people 
should have. A chance to escape poverty and oppression. 
When you’re educated it makes it easier to change the world. 
And believe me, there are a lot of things that need changing. 
In my frenzy of mad and blind rage, I hit Reply once again. 
 
To Whom It May Concern 
 
You are wrong. A rule might be ancient, but that doesn’t make 
it right. If you truly believe that empowering women is wrong 
then tell me why. Now. I demand an answer. Because I am, 
like you, passionate. I won’t give up without a fight. I don’t care 
for your threats and promises, I am a peace-maker and I make 
peace through education.  
 



Sunrise Abdullah 
Writer and Girl’s Rights Activist 

 

 

 

  



A World of Wonder 
By Angela 

 

She watched in wonder as the snowflakes whirled around her, 
glittering, shimmering. A World of Wonder. She wished she 
could stay here forever, with the snowy white hills and 
beautiful snowflakes floating down and landing on the snowy 
white ground like feathers. At home, she would sit and cry as 
she sat in her room, afraid to go downstairs. Her older brother 
would yell at her, or worse.  

Here, she was free. 
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Alone (a Poem) 
By Lucy 

I'm an introvert 
I really love being one 
I spend time with myself 
I can survive on my own 
I think the beauty of it all 
Is being alone 
And getting to know who you are. 

  



If Only You Could Look 
By Mukta 

 

If you could look beyond my skin 
I'd show you through my mind 
I'd show you of the memories 
I've collected through time. 

I'd show you bottled feelings 
That often I let loose 
Ones that please my senses 
And ones I hardly use. 

I'd show you boundless valleys 
And glorious mountain crests 
Where when I retreat from the world 
I often go to rest. 

I'd show you where my words are 
Before I have them said 
And perhaps the mighty bookshelf 
That holds the books I've read. 

I'd show you an alternate galaxy 
That swirls with my dreams 
Bubbling brooks of hope 
And passion-bearing streams. 
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Oh, the places we could travel 
The stories we could cook 
The things I could show you 
If only you could look.  



Remember 
By Clara 

“Hey, girl.” 

I’m sitting by Maude’s head as she lays asleep on the cool tile of 
the front porch, stretched out in the shadiest corner to escape the 
summer sunshine. She wakes up at the sound of my voice, 
yawning and blinking and wagging her tail as if to say, I thought 
you had forgotten me! After a minute she rises to her feet, 
stretches, and vigorously shakes her whole body. She steps over 
to me, tail wagging in joyful greeting, and licks my hands and arms 
as I rub her ears and slip a leash over her head. 

We descend the brick steps together, past the fragrant flowers 
that line the patio and into the yard exploding with greenery after 
the recent rain. Maude sniffs and inspects anything and everything 
with immense curiosity and energy, stopping only long enough to 
take a drink from the garden hose. 

Maude trots slightly ahead of me as we begin our walk. The sun 
has just started to set, and it’s pale rays wash over us as we pass 
the goat’s pen and hear the sound of their contented chewing. 
The path ahead of me is worn smooth by the tires of countless 
cars that have rumbled to and from the farm over the years, 
smoothing and pounding the dry earth. The grass is tall on both 
sides of the smooth path, and I can hear the low hum of cicadas 
all around me, warming up for their evening symphony. The 
familiar sound of their song is something that I’ve heard every 
summer night for as long as I can remember. 
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Blackberry bushes are hidden here and there among the grass, 
their thorny branches reaching out as if to defend their fruit from 
the groping fingers of humans. The thorns are hard to avoid, and 
we often gain cuts and scratches while attempting to pick the 
sweet berries. It’s always worth it. The fruit is sweet and rich and a 
little bit crunchy, and every summer the wild blackberries are an 
anticipated and coveted treat. 

The rocks that cover some parts of the path are bumpy under my 
feet. They remind me of an incident that occurred several years 
earlier when I was learning to ride a bicycle. 

I had seen my sisters riding down the driveway on their bikes and 
had decided that it looked like fun. I wheeled my bike the top of 
the driveway and climbed onto the leather seat, sucking in a 
breath and then beginning to pedal as hard as I could. Dread 
began to rise in my throat as I rocketed at breakneck speed down 
the hill, the world blurring around me, tiny bits of gravel spinning in 
all directions, the effect of gravity making the rubber wheels spin 
faster and faster andfasterandfasterandfasterand – 

I hit a bump and flew into the air, landing hard on the rough rocks 
and giving myself two very painful skinned knees. 
I didn’t try that stunt again for quite a while. 

Maude comes to a sudden halt, jerking me back to the present. A 
cat is blocking our path, his fur bristled and eyes narrowed at the 
sight of the approaching dog. Maude’s ears perk up and her tail 
begins to wag at the prospect of a chase. She advances toward 
the hissing cat in a bouncy, taunting sort of way. The cat hesitates 
for a moment, then scurries off the driveway and into the trees 
with a final hiss of disdain. I hold tightly onto the leash to keep 
Maude from pursuing the cat and dragging me into the thick 
woods. After a moment, she gives up the pursuit and we continue 
on, the cat’s footsteps fading away into the brush behind us. 



We plunge into the cool shade of the pines and oaks that line 
some parts of the path. I inhale deeply and recognize another 
trademark of summer – the array of smells. The countless miles of 
greenery around me have a strong scent – sharp, almost bitter, 
but slightly sweet. I’ve never been able to describe it well, but as 
the pine needles crunch under my feet, the tangy scent 
overwhelms me and I realize that it is simply the smell of the earth, 
growing and changing and constantly creating new life in 
thousands of forms. 

We reach the end of the driveway and come to a stop at the gate. 
The green paint that covers the metal is rusty in some places, and 
in others, the paint has rubbed away to show the former layer of 
faded red. The family that lived here many years ago put this gate 
here. I imagine it was once shining and new, but I like it better how 
it is now. Creaky and ancient. 

Most of the concrete underneath the gate is now covered with 
layers of dirt and pine needles, but a small bit of it emerges in the 
corner of the path. If I look closely, I can see initials carved into the 
rough surface. The letters were written a long time ago, by a child 
of the farmer that lived here before we did. I can almost see the 
boy in my mind’s eye, kneeling in the grass and carefully etching 
the letters of his name in the still-wet concrete underneath the 
gate. Maybe his siblings were playing nearby, fishing in the pond 
or splashing in the creek to stay cool in the heat of summer. 

I slip Maude’s leash over a fence post and she settles down to 
wait for my return. I climb over the gate and it clatters loudly as I 
swing off the other side and land on the gravelly ground. I step 
forward to the edge of the road, glancing to the left and right to 
make sure no cars are approaching. As I look to the left, I see a 
group of slender deer gathered in the tall grass farther down the 
road. I stare at them and they gaze back at me, their enormous 
brown eyes wide with curiosity and surprise at my sudden 
appearance. We quietly regard each other for a moment before 



they bolt across the road with a clatter of hooves and a flash of 
white tails. They disappear into the pine forest on the other side. 

After a moment, I step out into the road. The crunching sound of 
my shoes against the asphalt is startlingly loud in the enormous 
silence of earth and sky and trees. I reach the other side, flip open 
the mailbox, pull out the stack of mail, and flip quickly through the 
magazines and newspapers. I smile when I see an envelope with 
my name written on the front in large, familiar handwriting. 

“I got a letter,” I call across to Maude. She looks up from the beetle 
she is inspecting and wags her tail, politely acknowledging the 
sound of my voice. The unnecessary words echo up and down 
the silent road for several seconds before fading away. 

I slip the letter into my pocket, hurry back across the road, and 
swing myself up onto the gate. I remain sitting there for a moment, 
the stack of mail in my hand, watching as several turkeys emerge 
from the trees. They chatter noisily to each other as they swagger 
across the road, narrowly avoiding a dusty pickup truck that 
appears out of nowhere. It races towards them and they scurry 
quickly into the trees. The loud roar of the truck’s engine pulls me 
from my daydream and I clamber down from the gate as it 
rumbles by. When I reach the ground, Maude greets me as 
joyfully as if we were apart for several hours instead of several 
seconds. 

I gather Maude’s leash in my hand and gaze at the initials in the 
ground. My mind wanders once more to the children that once 
stood where I am standing, lived where I am living, and played 
where my own siblings and I now run and shout. 

Where are they now? Do they remember this place? 

I want to remember. 



I want to remember the tranquil silence of the pine forests that 
surround me, tall and ancient and majestic. I want to remember 
Maude, my best friend, who is nudging my hand with a cold nose 
to remind me that she’s here and she wants to play. I want to 
remember the excited shouts of my siblings as they race down 
the driveway on their dusty bikes. I want to remember the shrill 
cries of the woodpeckers and the haunting voices of owls as they 
hunt in the night. I want to remember the wide-eyed deer and the 
tangy blackberries and the cicada’s summer symphony. I want to 
remember the overwhelming calm of sitting alone on the rusty 
gate and watching the beauty of the earth and trees and sky as 
they grow and move and change. 

I   w a n t   t o   r e m e m b e r. 

I feel as if my soul is overflowing with thoughts and memories and 
questions. The sun sinks lower in the sky and paints the world with 
faded colors and I stand alone among the towering pines, lost in 
thought, a forgotten envelope in my pocket and forgotten initials 
at my feet. 

This is just how I want it to be. 

I pray that I’ll never forget this place. 

  



The Wind 
By Anya 

The wind 
Whistles 
Howls 
Blows 
Breathes 
Shouts 
Shrieks 
But the wind 
Will 
Always be 
The wind 
It will be 
Giving us oxygen 
Keeping us alive 
Till this day 
Thanks to the wind 
We live today. 
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The Dead of Night 
By Mahriya 

 

we live at night. 

we come out when you sleep 
we linger in your dreams 
we poison you with our secrets 
we thrive amongst you 

the night is ours. 

we are the whispers in the trees 
the shadows that breathe 
the twinkle of the stars 
the music course through nature itself 

we are in the night. 

we are every shiver that shudders 
every glint that tinkers 
every fear that grips 
we are the darkening of the sky. 
we are every gasp and every tremble. 
every silhouette that stains 
 
the night 
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your friend and foe.  
our breath and blink 
your love and hate 
our twist and turn 
your right and wrong 
our life and death 

the night is alive.  
the night is immortal.  
the night.  
tonight. 

  



Cycling 
By Mukta 

 

Before I learned to cycle 
My dad stood at my back 
Holding on tightly 
As I stumbled through the track. 

But one day, on the same road 
Breathing in the same air 
I realized the cycle was moving 
But my dad wasn’t there. 

Perhaps he had left me 
Because he wanted me to know 
That I’d never travel far 
If he never let me go. 
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The Busker 
By Gracie 

 

The white page stares out at me, the lines to write upon run 
just like prison bars across it. Trapping in my words, holding in 
my emotion. I cry out, but my voice just chokes and I realise 
that I too am confined to silence just like the ghostly page. 
The tears glint in my eyes and I know that the reflection in 
them will be that of the view through my window. 
 
Rain falls at an angle and collects in puddles on the road and 
pavement. The sky is neither stormy nor still, just......grey. The 
houses that line the street drip water from their leaking gutters 
and the windows with shattered glass seem to look out at the 
scene in a depressed manner, their eyelids drooping. One 
single leaf clings to a twig on the big, black tree that grows on 
a patch of dying grass, Then it falls, spiralling down to the 
ground. 
 
I step out into the street, wrapping my shiny, black waterproof 
coat around me. My shield, not just from the weather, but 
from the people, the strangers. I don't want them to see who I 
am inside. I am a writer, I feed off of the crazy inspiration that 
wells up inside me, demanding to be pinned onto paper. So 
when I can’t write, I don't know who I am. I feel like a sort of 
spirit of a past writer, who wanders with all purpose lost. Who 
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seeks a new identity. 
 
I round a corner and lean against the dirty concrete wall, glad 
of the shelter. I keep looking down at the floor and suddenly 
another pair of shoes comes into my view. They are old, worn 
brown boots, laces tied with messy bows and blue striped 
socks. I raise my gaze up a little, over purple corduroy 
trousers, a huge baggy red jumper, a torn white scarf and 
finally a friendly, bearded face. The man has a set of twinkling 
blue eyes and a slightly crooked nose, his beard is rusty 
orange and his mouth curves into a sort of wry smile. He nods 
at me and takes off a small case that was slung over his 
shoulder. 
 
Carefully, with the love of a father to his child, he takes out an 
instrument, a ukulele. He lays the polished yet wrinkled case 
out on the ground and begins to tune it, plucking finely at the 
strings. I watch, hardly daring to lift my eyes above his hands, 
wanting to look at his face, but not having the guts. 
 
He stops and looks at me from out of the corner of his eye. I 
look down immediately and hear him chuckle quietly. I think 
about moving on, but somewhere in my heart I like him, I like 
his company and I wonder if he likes mine. 
Then he begins to play and I can't believe I ever considered 
leaving. Some of his songs are woeful and some are cheerful. 
He rouses my heart and lets it drop. I recognise none of the 
songs, I guess they must be his own. I sit there for hours, 
silently listening. I think I know him the best I've known any 
other person in my life. I know how he struggles, how he finds 
hope, how he spreads light to others and how his music is his 
best friend, how he loved a girl and let her go. And we've 



never even spoken. 
 
It's dark and he finally lets his fingers rest on the strings. I can 
hardly see him, except for the smouldering end of his 
cigarette in the city dusk. I think he's finished and I start to get 
to my feet. "Wait!" he calls softly. I spin round in surprise. "This 
one is for you." 
 
And he plays the most beautiful tune I have ever heard, no 
singing, just a slow, steady rhythm that rings out through the 
night, accompanied by a gentle drone of traffic in the distance. 
As I walk away, I hope he doesn't see the tears streaming 
down my cheeks. 
 
I am suddenly overcome by a fierce wave of determination. I 
will tell his story, weave it with my own in a spider’s web of 
words. It’s the least I can do for him. I kneel down in the 
middle of the street and raise my eyes to the blackness of the 
sky beyond the city lights. “Thank you.” I whisper. I have been 
saved by The Busker. 
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details on the next issue of InkCraft, please visit 
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Thank you for reading. 
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