Through
the Window

A collection of writing, art & music by young
people at the Oxfordshire Hospital School

Artwork by Student aged 14



Creating artwork allows your mind to be in a safe
place while it contemplates the tougher issues you
are dealing with. One can use the tools of brush,
paint, pastels, crayons etc to expose and even for
a short time colour those issuesina di erent light.
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Foreward

The Oxfordshire Hospital School has a very long
standing commitment to promoting access to the arts
for young people with medical needs; indeed, the very
rst references are captured in the Head Teacher s daily
log from 20th October 1922 noting, woodwork, crafts
and needlework on the curriculum! One hundred years
later, we are incredibly proud that this commitment
continues to thrive and | m delighted to introduce
you all to this wonderful book which captures the
inspirational work of so many of our talented young

people.

Helen White,
Deputy Head Teacher



InNtroduction

There is no doubt that being in hospital can be a challenging time for children
and young people and part of our teaching role here at Oxfordshire Hospital
School is to inspire and to provide a space for children and young people to
explore their creativity and to express themselves through the Arts across our
three main settings (Children s Hospital Teaching sector, High eld Adolescent
Unit and Outreach Teaching Service).

I am therefore very proud to introduce Through the Window, sharing some of
the writing, art and music that have evolved from our workshops and lessons
over the year.

Here at OHS we are constantly looking for new sources of inspiration and we
regularly invite writers, storytellers, poets, artists and musicians to share their
passion for their art with our students often incorporating workshops with
celebrating special events like World Book Day. Often our students may nd
themselves in hospital for weeks, or con ned to their home.

So one of our projects this year was entitled View from a Window where
students were invited to draw or write either what they would like to see
though an imaginary window or express how they felt trapped behind the
window, unable to go out and watching the rest of the world get on with their
lives.
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See the results in the rst section of the book. We have also decided to name
the whole book Through the Window as this is a chance for everyone to catch
a glimpse of some of the creative work that has been happening across the
hospital school over the last year.

For World Poetry Day, we invited Rawz, an Oxford based rapper and spoken
word poet, to run a workshop at the High eld supported by High eld Sta .
Here you will see some of the poetry students have written as a result.

Many thanks to all of the Primary and Secondary English sta who have
encouraged and inspired their pupils to submit entries from their students
often in conjunction with World Book Day or National Story telling week.
Some of the Art has been inspired by Artists in residence Dionne Freeman and
Emma Williams. Liz Silk (Head of Science) has found ingenious ways of raising
awareness amongst sta and pupils on Climate Change has also inspired
some of the writing and Art about the state of our planet.

We invite you to take a leisurely look Through the Window of the Oxfordshire
Hospital School.

Kerry Angus,
English and Literacy Lead
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Writing and Art inspired
by the View from the
Window project




My Window

For me awindow isn tjust awindow: They re magical pathways that lead
to anywhere you could imagine them to. This morning, as my parents
were discussing what they were going towatch on TV today, | sat in my
midnight black wheel chair, gazing out into an overgrown, jungle-like
garden. lwas just able to picture myself outside with my friends thinking
Will I ever be strong enough to climb a tree? The image of me doing such
athingwas like a devious devil taunting my head.

CRASH!

| heard screaming.

Arthur
Aged 11
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Lost in Thoughts

I gazed longingly at my misty window,

My glasses steaming as | tapped against the pane
The chirping halted

As the wind swallowed any sound

And enveloped the light

My thoughts fell dark

As | felt like a boat in the middle of a blustery ocean

Afrenzy of waves crashed into me

Hurtling me towards the thumping danger of the piercing rocks

Abruptly
I impelled my eyes to open
As | scowled back at my impenetrable thoughts

| awoke
With a beating tap tap tap on my shoulder

My mind compelling me to glance back through the windows.
I close the curtains.

lza
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Life Through
the Window

Through the transparent window, the boy
saw a curious tree with towering, tangling,
branches crawling with life, swaying and
dancing in the soothing breeze.

The thoughtful boy felt content, lostin his
thoughts, gazing in a daze at the rest of the
world plodding calmly, slowly on.

Annie
Aged 9
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Window On to
OUR Mistake

Uninhabited, tranquil, peace,
Thatiswhat|see, BUT NO,
Behind bars, guilt that escapes out.

Humid airs, shades of greys, blacks and plumes of smoke,
Concentrated faces, heads down on screens, no time to think,
Constant hustle and bustle remaining.

I saw, | smelt, | lived,
I was there, as everyone else was too,
But the view isn t the same.

Natureswork had not been appreciated,
The realisation of WE ARE NEXT was barely noticed.

Matilda
Aged 15
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MissIn nite and
the Crooked
window.

The helpless girl looked out of the crooked
window at a humongous volcano about to
erupt. She felt anger rushing through her and
her powers unlocked.

Cory
Aged 12
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Exclusion

Rachel wishes she was outside playing it her friends on bikes and
scooters. She is very curious onwhat else is going on outside whilst she is
watching the world go by. Whilst Rachel is gazing out of the window she
notices thatin the bright green, hefty trees there are some lovely, u v,
orange squirrels eating. The rain drops on the windows are nice and

cold on Rachel s hands. There is some condensation on the inside of the
window and it is making her hand wet.

Rachel wishes she was joining in with her friends. She can hear the
excitement of them playing; it s making her feel like she is trapped
inside of a prison. Rachel can hear the waves whooshing from her
window. The sun is gleaming into her window keeping her nice and warm
whilst watching her friends play.

Rachel is walking around the school playground and hears her friends
talking behind her back. They say, Rachelis extremely boring because
she never comes out after school or on the weekend.

Rachel feels heartbroken and storms o inan angry mood.

Hope

Aged 16
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Looking from the window, but don tget too distracted!
You need to focus onwhat s going on in here

As | look from the window | see other kids leaving the hospital, with a big smile on each of their faces. Suddenly | feel free like I m
out there with them: messing around doing whatever they want, when they want! Everything was great for a split second. Until |
heard my name being called and being disturbed by a nurse with tablets in one hand and potassium in the other. Itwasall zzy
but clear, and smelt of lemons. But the taste was so much worse. | took the cup out of her hand with the 15 tablets as well and
gulped them all down. Itwas disgusting but necessary.

It sso boring in here. Everything is full of colour but somehow still looks dull on the inside. And everything is so lovelyin here,
even the people. Like | was expecting at last a few of them to be miserable but nope - they Il all caring and sweet. Or maybe
they re just good at pretending to care? | m not sure.

I mhappy ! m nallyleaving. | miss my bed. Well not just my bed - I miss my home. | miss waking up without any beeping noise or
getting observed every 4 hours. And waking up to Ibuprofen or the side table. | miss home: me coming downstairs to see my fat
dogs, being all excited to see me. | just need to be home now. | miss my old chilled out life where thiswasn t a big deal and no
one knew about it.

It s never to be the same again, it s always going to be di erent now.

Lilly

Student’s Artwork Book

18



Student’s Artwork Book

Victoria
14

19



The First Purple of Spring

The window is misted up

I wipe away the wet mist

And my hand makes a funny

Squeaking noise as it brushes against the window.

My mind is raining as | look
Outonto the eld of bluebells
Freshly bloomed for the springtime.

Asea of purple

I msatwith my mug

Of tea and a scone with jam just
Waiting to be eaten!

As my thoughts come back into

The room | can hear my granny
Calling me to help her take tonight s
Dinner out of the oven.

As | rush to help her
I quickly look back

And | smile.

Zoe
Aged 12
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The view through my window

Looking out my window from the Chateau | can see the glistening sun
shining down on the luscious green countryside in Western France. The sky
is crystal blue with a scattering of u ywhite clouds. Rolling hills take you
from East to West, covered in long grass and wild owers in lilac, yellows
and pinks. A delightful dear stands in the distance, oating around the
owers. Birds sing their sweet song and the deer listens,his ears twitching.

Suddenly there was a burst of thunder The thunder roars through the sky,
the u ywhite cloud suddenly get consumed by awave of darkness. with
the next burst of thunder, the rain starts coming down like cats and dogs
bracket (as someone would say). The delightful deer ran anxiously to

the luscious trees for cover from the rain that felt like needles. The birds
that sang their sweet song all huddled together in the long and strong
branches of the trees to keep warm. The rain was getting too powerful to
keep the windows open; they were closed hastily

Lilly
Aged 15
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The Whirlwind Headland

Sitting. Watching. Observing. No sound apart from the rustle of pages turning. The crackle of the re spatand smouldered away
leaving the room with a heavenly aroma of pine trees. No one was inside the little bubble | had formed. The only movementwas
the rain slowly trickling down the glass. The sky overhead darkened even further, shapeshifting into clouded grey. The rain
turned into a heavenly downpour and | felt protected against the penetrating howling wind. My breath left water particles on
the freezing window. The gale threw itself against the door again and again after no luck.

Out on the headland you have no protection against the biting blast. The iced air snuck into every corner and crevice so anyone
who dared to brave the element, would be under the mercy of the perilouswind. Seeking protection, the little lambs hurried
their mothers, huddling against their legs demanding comfort. Defending. Whistling. Anyone who attempted to surf the sea
would have to surrender to her ever-changing power. Although the waves battered against the beach the seals continued

to bob up and down in perfect harmony. The stormy water crashed, sending warning signals to anyone close by. The gannets
swooped and dived, determined to get a good meal, while the seagulls nested in the cli sleeping soundly, very used to the
smashing, swirling sea.

Desperately, sheep search for cover because even their hardy coats cannot protect them from the pounding rain. Arrogantly,
the surfers congratulate themselves for managing to stay on the board as they see their buddies toppling o ,helplessly
plunging into the icy depths. The rushes danced in the wind, creating the most comedic show. The oystercatchers screeched
admonitions to their ock, warning them to stay undercover.

Despite the tornado wind, anyone who has been on the headland in Crantock, knows that it iswhere you feel most free.

We arrived home justin time to let the wind leak through the door and scatter on the wooden tiles. Now everything was still.
The cold - just in our distant memory. But the walk s torment still chills me to the bone.

Beatrice
Aged 12
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