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Story Valley is a colaborative project between four UNESCO
Cities of Literature and the National Literacy Trust. it aims to
inspire students to read, write, and speak about their own
stories and cultures, encouraging reflection on personal

heritage, peer experiences, and the wider community.

At South Bank Colleges, the English Department invited students to explore their cultural
roots and personal histories through poetry — reflecting on identity, belonging, and the
layered experience of what it means to be British, or to live in Britain today.

This collection gathers a selection of poems born from that journey — voices shaped by
memary, place, and perspective. Each piece is a testament to the creativity, honesty, and
effort of the students who took part.

With heartfelt thanks to all the contributors — your words resonate far beyond the page.
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SW4
BY MELVIN
LELO-BALU

SW4 born and raised

| Teel safe when | walk on the mains
kicking bbad on the councl flats
knockdown ginger with my friends
having a laugh

Poundand headphones

wihen | walk to schodol istening

to Kennington where it started
Thinking im cool

gioves and mask ike im going to war
reall aund truly im on the pitch tryna score
cops and roobers

Ut this ain't a game

olders on the ends

truna make some change

wihen it rains it pours

this is what it means to ve in SW4




lam me —
You cannot be me, and | cannot be you.

What | =ay | am, = who | truly am.
The sky is not my limit —
Alrning higher iz where | 58t my sights,

Life may seem cruel and unfalr,
Bt | will oviercome it

I am unigue,
Special In my own way.

Pecple’s words do not define me.

| may feal stressed and tired from life's weight,

But | will rise again.

The blue oceans, the green plants —
They kesp my mind at peace.

When | feel weak,

When life feels less than it should,
Nature breathes me back to (Ife.

I might seem unsure or afraid,

Struggling to face life’s challenges —
But with time,

I will grow confident and strong.

What the world thinks of me may matter,
&And though peopla’s words may wound,

The smiles and encouragement
Of those who love me

Will lift me up.

No matter the gituation,

I will prevail.

Confidence is my stand,

And resilience keeps me moving.

Though my weakness may pull me down,
My strength will carry me forward.

My culture and my faith

Shape who | am

And how | live.

What | say | am,
What | love, What fuels my spirit =These

define my identity.



HAPPINESS

Happiness,

This is what my name
maeans, and this is why I'm
herea,

To share
Happiness from the land
To the skuy.

Every word is
A different emotion.
1lived in Jordan
For a while
Burt the country, ives
In mea Foravear.

From the war to the
Paacea. Mobocdy
Forgets the first
Mommeant of the new ife after
suffering from the dangerous
Taaling
Of deathly views.




A oy was once a vulnerable, cowardy ooy,
He falt arnxious and too afraid to try.
Livirng in the lbund of judgemeantals
bt He does not st amy rarts,

He wwas lorn and ralsed with big mouths,

Going insicka through thea tunnel of loud voicas
I seek of conficenca.

Bt uirvsLire wweihaar waill ﬂul:jnumumﬂd

He was givan sevaral signs of ight
Yet He backs out of fright
Lost and nowhera to go
Ciurious aund wanting to go out the
Obhroxious Road Ha tred to sqgueeze through
Tha tightast ight, He madce
Progracs;
But all thougihts of the journey wvwill make hirm
regrass.

Ha is still out theare, Tor chanmnge
Digging deep through
Boundares of ifa.

For them to beleve they are not right.



MY CULTURE IS
MY PRIDE

BY GENEVIEVE
AGYEMAN

As spring breaks, plants begin to regain their beauty.
Whu, uou ask?

It's baecausa thalr long awalted thirst is basking in
MNature.

Flowwers bloom

Leaves appaar on treas

Signifuing growth and this relates to our IDENTITY.
We adore ourselves vwith bright colourful garmeants
and gold

ormaments in times of happiness.

Our gold symbolises our country (Ghana) being rich in
resources

Tha brightful colours signifies our unity), beauty and
Jena

This is Ghana, where one’'s emotions are shared
among each other

Sympathy is our mayor, Our Language s cur
strangth.

Our festivals are our heritage.

Our Anthem saus:

“l promisa to hold the high esteam

Our heritage won for us through

Tha blood and tore of our forefathars®
Tharefore, | will carry Ghana! on miy shoulders at all
times.

My culture is rmy PRIDE.



| come from the world's youngest nation,
South Sudan. Home of melanin, Home
of 64 tribes. Home of giantsa.

In the heart of Africa, where rivers
flow.
Lies the land of rasilience, whara
the strong wind blows=.

From the bank of river Nile to tha vast,
open plains,

From the food we eat like asida kisra,
From Dinka to Nuer each strong and unigue

In the dance of our heritage our
voices speak.
South Sudan your spirits in our hearts remain.
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In Migeria, the sun shines luminously,
A land of vibrant tinge, a lovely scene.
Bustling markets, filled with traditional knowledge
Cifferent cultures to exglore.

In Lorndon, a different story.
A place where history gusts on every gale,
Buildings standing gigantic, with untold stories.
Blending new and old history.

Migeria, a vibrant country. beating with drums and dancing on & joyful
feet

London, a steady and busy country, bustling with crowds of a different
grace,

Migeria, espouses Wwarm every soul.
London, where ambition fuels the city's core.

MNigeria, a melody of laughter and unity,
Lendaon, a symphony of innovation and dreams.

HNigeria, a land of promise beneath the sun,
London, a beacon of oppartunity, forever on the run.



LIFE IS
YOUR

BY CENEVIEVE AGCYEMAN

We wake up each day with guestions daap,
Carruing dreams we barely keep.
We amile through pain, we laugh through fear.
Trying to find why we are here.

We learn from falls, we growv through scaurs,
We search for lights beyond the stars.
And in our steps, both slow and free
Obra ye wo ahofadie.

Life is your iclentity.)

Its not the clothes or name you wear,
Burt how you love, howw much you care.
Tha way you hold someone in pain,
Or dance alone beneath the rain.

So live with truth, and let it be —
that in gour ife, the world will see,
MNot just a face, but honesty-
For life is your iderntity.



ONE PERSON,
TWO
PERSONALITIES
BY JEREMIAH
OYEDEMI

ONE BODY,
ONE MIND, DIFFER
FEELING L
DIFFERENT PERCE

IN MY BRAIN, FUL

LOST IN THOUG

GOOD AND BAD—DON'T
NO PAIN, NO GAIN—IS T
LI

VOICES IN MY HE
ONE SIDE FEELS DEAD
IN THIS WORL
LOST IN THE JO
A THOUSAND

ONE SIDE IS HAPP
SOMETIMES FEELING D

SOMETIMES | FEEL DE
LOSING MY SEN
THE WEIGHT OF L




TWO
PLACES

BY
ASSANATU
TARAWALLIE

Then. (Freetown, SL)

We re going iInto town Loday.

Each of us is gnen

a weokly allowance

rricniely wWired across oCeans

from parents who rémembaer,

it was my favourite par of the weelke
the wibrancy. the [ife.

i in the schocl, | felt like a ghost,

in twn, | came back to life,

We left Goderich

n the earky afterrnoon

and took the half-nour dirive

1o Frestonam,

| sat im the back, forehead pressed
1o the ratthng window.,

as the warld flared past

in & bdur of graen and yellow,
Plantaimn trees ke danaan,

duest rising behind market trucks,
and goats grazing where no one asked
ihewn io.

Hare was the heart
Here was the saul.

Here, | bagan to rémembser myse,
How, [Home?)

| take the 345 to college

through Vaushall,

o IR0 STockveell,

I still sit by the window when | can,
headphionas in,

eyes hali-chut.

The biur here is grey and stone:
bais stois, shuttered shops,
council blocks crumbling

like teeth.

The strest corners still seneat
with last night's rain.

Thare are no mMangoes.

Mo women siloing betwesn cars

with mweet bread balamced on iheir heads.
Just streets filled wath cheCken shops

And off-licenses,

Litteres with Boys on biHes,

cutting through traffic

lisoe theery've ot nothinyg left 1o lose.

Sometimes, | pass a tree,

but no one prays beneath it

Mo one tells a8 story.

The touch of nature

glances no longer

o hallowed ground.

| doubt the audience notices.
They just wialk,

phonées in hand, &ves elsawheng,

| don't know if I'rm alive here,
raal Thes weay | was there.

But I'm lzarning,

Trying

to fiesel the spark again.

Maybe
inthe hush between train doors closing
and the tinmy of bus doors shutting

Mayhe
irm the lugh of a girl beside me after class

Miyibe

huarne 5 not 8 place | lefy,
bt one Frn STl earning
Lo carry with me,

Maybe

'l firvcd o

in both places
Ewvernbual by,
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