Green Stories Competition — The Epiphany

Winning entry: Little by little

Tom saw his old jacket, with its torn sleeves and missing buttons. It was engulfed in dust
accumulated from years that had forgotten it.

“Get rid of it,” he said, unwilling to wear it again. “It's very old.”
Grandma sighed. “Am | not the same?”

Late that evening, Tom saw Grandma sewing the ripped sleeves. Her fingers were slow, but she
continued under the dim light.

“Why are you sewing my jacket? | won’t wear it,” Tom said.
Grandma paused.

“Wanting something doesn’t mean you need it.”

Tom remembered those words the next morning.

He opened his wardrobe and understood what Grandma had meant. Fifteen hoodies. Eighteen
shirts. Clothes he couldn’t even remember buying.

He began using what he already had. He and Grandma repaired clothes that had found
themselves at the very back of his wardrobe, untouched. He donated clothes to those who needed

them.

Grandma told him about the river beside the village where she grew up. She had washed clothes
in the clear water and played with the colourful fish beneath her feet.

Then, slowly, it changed.

The water darkened. The fish disappeared.

Years later, she finally understood where some of the pollution came from. The chemicals used to
make clothes were washed into rivers, far from those who wore them.

“You see a shirt,” Grandma said sadly, “but the river remembers its cost.”

Little by little, he learned that less could mean more.

More river.

More trees.

More green.

Ayden, Year 9



Runners up:
Bright Sunset

| lay in the steaming hot sand of the San Francisco beach, my yellow hazmat suit glistening in the
sun as the air inside baked me like an oven. | stared through the foggy thin visor to see the green
sea floating beyond me as surfboards dug into the soil. In the ocean people in hazmat suits surfed
the thin waves as lukewarm water hit their ankles. These days the sea was so toxic from carbon
dioxide and the sun’s rays that we need protective gear for surfing. The thin ozone layer above let
copious amounts of UV radiation into the air and gusts of polluted air swept into my suit. Cans of
packed food lay scattered on the beach as pill cases were half melted in the sun. The soil was too
toxic to grow food and the only farmable soil was too rare to find or had been built on. Now people
took medicine and artificial chemicals to add flavour and vitamins. This was the Null stage of
humanity. It was inevitable. We had 2 years to fix this problem. That was 50 years ago. Now most
of Europe is flooded and humans can’t walk bearskin. Forget the wildlife, you won'’t see any. At
least any you recognise. My phone buzzed to the government ringtone. The one that meant they
were “going to take action”. | dully looked at my phone. | was shocked. On the phone in silent
letters were the words:

“OFFICIAL CLIMATE ACTION INITIATING NOW”
Adhiraj, Year 9

Trains

What is a way of transport that reduces climate change but is very quick and effective? Trains!
Last year, my family had a eureka moment and decided that | should travel by train more often. At
first, we focused on saving time, but we later realised the environmental benefits as well.

Many people take the train in England. In the UK, approximately 73,000 secondary school pupil
travel to and from school by train on a typical school day. As | have taken the train more often, |
have realised that this not only saves my family time but also saves me time. Aswell this is also
much better for the climate in the long term.

However, the flip side of this is the fact that in the process we kill and destroy the homes of the
wildlife and the wildlife themselves. In 12 months, 1,432 animals were killed and 20,000-miles of
forest destroyed by the building of the UK trains system. This also shows the vast problem with the
UK trains system.

My epiphany was not just about saving time. It was about understanding that small changes in
everyday life can make a positive difference. Although building railway lines can sometimes affect
wildlife and natural habitats, trains help reduce the number of cars on the road and can lower
pollution over time.

Overall, trains are an environmentally friendly form of transport that can reduce emissions but is it
worth the mass destruction of our wildlife.

Niryan, Year 8



The Tomato

It was just another ordinary day and it had been a month since George’s 17th birthday. He had just
finished half a pizza from The Pizza Palace. He was debating whether he should put the rest of
the pizza and pizza box in the brown bin or green bin. Just then, his doorbell rang. His
grandmother, who was just scraping her 70s, walked in. “Hi George, | brought you this tomato
plant. There wasn’t enough room at my house to keep it, so could you look after it for me?”
George reluctantly agreed. Time passed, and he soon forgot about the plant until one day his
grandmother called him asking about it. George panicked and said it was doing fine and that he
was taking care of it wonderfully. After he finished talking to her, he went to check on the plant. He
remembered he had left it in the kitchen. Its leaves were turning brown and had dropped onto the
soil because he hadn’t taken care of it. Taking pity on the poor plant, he decided to try his best and
take care of it, but he was almost certain its time had come. It was difficult work, and George had
almost given up. One day, miraculously, the plant showed visible signs of restoring its health. This
made George think about all the food he had wasted and how hard it was to produce food. He
changed forever.

Vihaan, Year 8

34 Degrees

“Check the weather, Arlo!” cries Mum.
| sigh. I've just gotten out of the shower and Mum’s already hassling me. | pick up my phone.
“34 degrees!” | shout.

Bloody hell, 34?! It's 34 in India, no? Must just be a heatwave. | get dressed into my school
uniform. After breakfast, Mum drives me to school.

“Arey, close the window! Makes the car less aerodynamic,” she snaps, “...so ungrateful, in India |
worked two jobs just to get a scooter!” she mutters a bit too loudly.

Typical Mum, thinks it’'s cold despite my skin starting to burn inside the car.
“Did you put your suncream on?”
“Yeah,” | lie. Mum would take my head off—something about my pale skin not handling the sun.

| get back home around 4:00, my skin red, shirt drenched, water bottle empty. | go for a cold
shower yet somehow manage to still sweat after.

Why?..
Why is it so hot?
Why is the hosepipe ban?

Why have | seen more wildfires on the news in 1 week than | have in my entire life?



| Googled these questions and climate change is the answer. “How to reduce climate change,” |
type into my search bar next.

The next morning is Saturday. Mum'’s doing the dishes.
“Can | go to the gym?” | ask.
“I'll drop you in 10 minutes,” she replies.

“Can | go by bus, it'll be easier?” Not the full truth, but who wants to explain to their mum about all
15 ways it’s better for the environment.

“...I'll teach you, okay,” she says reluctantly.
| put my shoes on, smiling.

Krit, Year 9

The Bird

It was 11:14 PM. Tony's finger pushed the scuffed steel button with a sharp click. With that noise,
the ghost-quiet garden was under the grasp of the harsh light. Another faint click echoed from his
right, at which the light spread, to another house. The darkness was sequentially driven out from
the neighbourhood.

However, one sound invited itself. A frank, flat thud. His brain was locked into place, but his soul
nagged at him to turn his neck, just a crack. The light tied his worries to the floor, but the very thing
that locked his place into a sanctuary was soon to be a creature's executioner.

A single circle, then another, the bird wouldn't stop. Its weight slapped the ground. No scream, no
shout, just a single thud. An ice-cold jab pierced his skull, his room feeling two inches smaller. This
was a war he wasn't part of.

Tony ripped the security light right off its hinges, stripping away its power just like it had stripped a
being's life. He flung the dead plastic across the bed; there was nothing more to it. The light was
left to sit there, blank with no shine. A silent night vision camera was already ordered. Around him,
most of the neighbourhood had still driven out the darkness. However, one house allowed the
night to return. For a reason, for the bird.

'‘Because if we don't redirect our choices, those very choices will consume us in the future to
come.’'

Sameer, Year 9



Every Drop Matters

During the Summer Holidays, my family and | went on a road trip around the Midlands. Whilst |
made many fun memories on this adventure, there was one place that especially remained etched
into my memory: Derwent Reservoir in Hope Valley, located in the Peak District. The reservoir
itself was quite serene, with picturesque views of the water. However, what stayed with me was
what | learned about water management. Due to this experience, | wasn’t only taught about how
waste water is treated, but also on how we can reduce the amount of water we waste. | was
shocked to discover that in England, 19% of water supplied is lost through leakages. What | learnt
stayed with me, and | implemented them when | got home a week later.

During the time leading up to my Year 10 end of year exams, | discovered that gardening was an
effective way for me to decompress. There was just something utterly soothing about watering the
plants in my garden that put me at ease from the exam stress. With my newfound knowledge, |
started only watering the plants in the evening, as less would evaporate. Furthermore, | switched
the hose for a watering can. Moreover, when brushing | normally left the tap running. To reduce
water loss, | ceased this habit. Additionally, | sat down with my parents, and after explaining what |
knew to them, they agreed to get a washing-up bowl. Now, our family is wasting less water.

Arnav, Year 11



