2018

Mayoral Creative
Writing Prize

I read
but what does “I read” mean exactly?

Why do “I read”?
What do “I read”?

When do “I read?”
Where do “I read”?
or “I read” to...?

“I read” because...?
The works were judged on originality, the construction of the story or poem, the use
of language, (including creative expression, grammar, sentence structure,
punctuation and spelling) and the way characters, atmosphere or setting was
developed, or used words in a creative way.
It was critical the work was original and not copied in any way. An independent
judging panel assessed all submissions.

Prizes
The total prize pool was $1,600.
Winners aged 17 or younger received $100 and their school, if it was located in
Blacktown city, received a corresponding $100 as an
incentive to encourage the budding authors of our local area.
Adult winners received $200.
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Short Story 8-11 yrs
Winner
I read
Alexandra Prokhorov
…I jump in. Suddenly I am whooshed through an enormous, pitchdark tunnel. I speed through it without using any of my energy, like
in a water slide at Wet N Wild. Then I stop abruptly in front of a
large, sandy-coloured sign. I read it. EXIT is engraved on it in a big
and bold font. Exit to where? Then the whooshing starts again, and
before I know it, I am squeezed through a miniscule hole, and
hurled through the air, landing smack down on a…what? The ground
is soft and spongy and has a familiar smell. An old woodsy, paper
kind of smell. I read… is written in gigantic letters daintily across the
top. Suddenly, I realise. I am standing on a book! Then the ground
starts to wobble, like a paper bag being filled up with air, like a
bouncing castle. Then, I find myself jumping from one huge book to
another. As I leap graciously over them, I rapidly read their labels.
Roald Dahl, C.S Lewis, H.G Wells, Tolkien. I steady myself as I land
clumsily on a Roald Dahl. I grin as I bound over a J.K Rowling.
Where am I? Suddenly I see a swirl of dark liquid, shiny and a very
dark marine blue. It’s ink! I flap my arms pathetically, trying to
elude the dark whirlpool. Too late. I am sucked in but instead of
feeling wet, I feel something soft and silky. I open my eyes. I am
sitting on a comfortable, pale blue chair. As pins and needles creep
up my arm, I notice that I am clutching a book. Engraved daintily on
the cover are two words, I read. There is a big blotch of ink soaking
through a page. I glance at the cover again. I read…and I do read. I
read and read and read. I let my eyes absorb the words and my
brain paint the image. I bounce through books and leap through the
air. I let every single word get pictured in my mind. I breathe in
every detail and I read. I read, I read, and I read.

2018 Mayoral Creative Writing Prize.

Short Story 8-11 yrs
Highly Commended
Panic
Lana Goodall
I tore down the street, my heart pounding in my chest. My backpack
thumped against my back, almost knocking me over. My surroundings
were a blur as I sprinted past the houses.
“Hey! Wait up!” My best friend, Jake, struggled to catch up to me.
“Sorry. No time.” I panted. My library book was due today and money
was at stake.
I dashed past Jake and crossed the road, not even bothering to look. A
car came to a screeching halt, missing me by an inch.
I carried on, with my lungs feeling like they would burst. I was busting to
go to the toilet. I stepped on something squishy. I didn’t know what it
was, but it looked brown and smelt bad. I would have to check it out
later.
Glancing at my watch, I panicked. Time was flying by, and I hadn’t
missed dinner for nothing. I continued, my legs aching.
Finally, I arrived at the building. I dashed inside the foyer, skidding to a
halt at the elevator. My heart sunk. Next to the closed elevator, there
was a mop and a sign. The sign said: CLOSED FOR CLEANING. I sighed.
I would have to use the stairs.
***
I broke into a run, my muddy shoes leaving footprints on the marble
stairs. My knees felt like collapsing and I was dying to go to the toilet.
With each step, I grew more desperate. But I had to do this. My money
depended on it.
I ascended the stairs at a steady pace, determined to get to the 25th
floor. I didn’t dare to look at my watch. What if the library had closed?
I heaved myself up the last few steps. I had finally reached the top!
I bolted towards the library and zipped open my backpack. I fumbled
around for my book. It had to be here somewhere!
I tipped the backpack onto the floor. A wave of mouldy sandwiches,
partly finished homework and apple cores poured out. I sifted through
them, looking for my book.

Then I noticed a worn cover among the rubbish. My library book! I picked
it up, ready to return it. But as I ran towards the library, the librarian
walked out. She pressed a button on the wall, and the doors started to
close. She turned towards me. “Sorry, we’re closed.”
Then, everything was as if it was in slow motion. I threw my book towards
the closing doors, hoping it would reach the library in time. It looked like it
wouldn’t make it…
“Noooooo!” I yelled.
The book slid closer, and closer.
The doors were closing in.
I held my breath.
The book slid in!
Click! The doors were shut.
I leaped for joy, punching the air triumphantly. My book had made it!
I read books very slowly and I’m always in a rush to return them on time.
I was lucky that this book had just made it.
And now, I needed to go to the toilet.

Poetry 8-11 yrs
Winner
Books
Felicity Certeza

Taste like, fluffy balls of rolling
words like cotton candy.
Smells like, blooming roses and
coffee coming from behind.
Sounds like, the progression of
turning pages.
Looks like, invisible friends casted
within pages waiting to be
revealed.
Feels like, adventure, addiction,
reality.

Poetry 8-11 yrs
Highly Commended
What I like
Natalie Beckett
I like playing with my friends
I really hope that never ends
We laugh and shout for hours and hours
And we all pretend we have superpowers
Another thing that I really like
Is zooming around on my ultra-special bike
The wind blows through my hair
I love to ride my bike everywhere
I love ice-cream you should know
Especially vanilla, it’s as white as snow
I would like to eat it all day long
My mum says no but I’m headstrong
I like books, I like them a lot
I think they are the number 1 Jackpot
I read them all night, I read them all day
When l finish a book l shout hurray!!!!
In the library I find them on the highest shelf
I take them home to read myself
I really, really love reading books
Especially the ones with exciting hooks
I read them on my bed; I read them in my head
until it`s time for me to go off to bed
My favourite book is Dork Diaries
I personally think you should try these
Reading is the best in the whole wide world

Poetry 8-11 yrs
Highly Commended
Across The sea, Lies A New Me
Dana Rose Khaled

My only hope, my only fear
I’m starting to regret coming here
Grief, I feel it disappear
Reaching in, I grab my heart
After all, this is a new start
Tonight I’ll sleep, in a new home
in a new place, I’ve never known
On a new bed, but enough is said
Now that I’m safe, my future is clear

Short Story 12-14 yrs
Winner
Web of Deceit
Inayat Mander
A grimoire. Last of its kind. Hidden and unused for centuries. It tipped every
mortal who used it into madness. It is the only reason I am alive. A witch-blood
shunned her entire life. Alive only because the villagers thought one day, I might
prove useful and save them with the magic that they so detest. Warriors that
sailed over the seas to reach us have slayed entire villages so today I am handed
this grimoire, magic that guaranteed misery and death.
Regardless of the pain these people have visited on me all my life I would
protect them. This was the only home I knew. I could not run from here, I had
nowhere to run to. The world that once respected magic had murdered witches
in the name of their New God. At least these people let me live. So as thanks I
took the grimoire and entered the grove of trees to reach the coast where the
ships were docking.
I was forbidden from going near the trees or the coast, now understood why. I
felt alive in a way I never have before. But my newfound happiness quickly
morphed into fear when I opened the grimoire and saw the desolate pages. The
implications of what I saw weighed heavily on my shoulders, fear coating my
body, as I stare at the strange grotesque line-drawings. I read the word fear,
written repeatedly in the shape of a horrified, comical theatre mask.
The book played with emotions.
I spent the rest of the trek collecting emotions, storing them into the book.
Anger, from watching my mother burn at the stake despite never having
harmed a soul. Disgust, at the villagers who cheered as she screamed.
Jealousy at the perfect families who lived perfect lives while I suffered.
Every emotion offered up leaves a void in me. Like running your tongue over
your teeth just to find another one missing. The book grows heavier as I become
emptier. Magic has a price and I am beginning to realise that.

Eventually I arrive upon the foreign fleet. They are intimidating, terrifying. But I
too hold power, the kind which has not been seen for centuries and I cannot
wait to use it. I leave the cover of the woods and step into the campsite. Swordbrandishing warriors run towards me but then turn towards their comrades.
Archers notch their bows but never let them fly, a sudden wave of depression
falling over them, convincing them to give up. Power courses through me and I
shudder at the thought of the person I once was, weak, looking for acceptance.
Amongst the falling bodies I decide to never become that person again. I
remember once believing that I could not run because I had nowhere to go. I
would make my place in the world and I would bow to no-one. I leave them to
slaughter each other and head away from the coast, but not towards the village.

Short Story 12-14 yrs
Highly Commended
On my Window
Taliesin cope
I read the notes. I’ve always read the notes. I wish I hadn’t started. But once
something is read, it can’t be unread.
This all started when I was seven. Kids at school had started calling me
names, and my fragile little soul couldn’t take it. When I’d arrived home that
day, the lights flickered off. Seconds later, the house filled with light and there
was a note stuck on my window. It hadn’t been there before. I have no idea
how or why the notes were left there.
For years the notes were lovely. Kind and supportive. They said things that
made me think there was someone who really cared.
The small pieces of ripped paper became a monthly occurrence. I’d look
forward to the lights flickering and a note appearing on my window. Some
would have been frightened, but me? This was my childhood.
On my thirteenth birthday the notes changed. For years, I’d been itching to
figure out who was sending these notes and I absolutely believed in magic.
Not the kind where the magician cuts the woman in half, but darker magic,
something more like witchcraft.
I wrote a letter asking who they were, set it on fire and watched as the ashes
flew in the wind. Surprisingly, the next note I received answered it.

‘I’m your future self’.
This was both exciting and intriguing. Or so I thought.
I received no other notes for months until the day that my new friends and I
started to shoplift for fun.
The next note simply read;

‘Stop.’

My old self knew that what we were doing was wrong. But I had to be who I
was now in front of my new friends.
When I turned fifteen, the notes stopped altogether.
Now, at seventeen, I find another ripped note. I hadn’t received one of these
for so long. Two whole years after the halt of note-receiving, I found myself
yet again reading one.

‘Don’t do it.’
A car horn honked outside my house, and I threw my messenger bag over my
shoulder, discarding the note onto my floor.
My boot buckles clinked as I rushed to the black van waiting on my driveway.
The rest of my gang greeted me with fist-bumps as I climbed into the back.
The fresh, sharp smell of the paint as it hit the side of the bridge filled my
lungs, giving me the high I loved. A pair of hands gripped my ankles as I leant
in further to finish my design.
Someone gasped, someone screamed from above me. The grip on my ankles
loosened, branches pierced and scratched my skin, my eyes watched as the
bridge flew past my vision, hands reaching out to grab me, failing, and with a
heart wrenching scream, I saw the ground become too close for comfort.
I read the notes. I’ve always read the notes. I wish I hadn’t started. But once
something is read, it can’t be unread.
But it can be ignored.

Short Story 12-14 yrs
Shortlisted
Burnt
Shelina Gandham
Too much, so much that it suffocates. She was no good for me, but I knew
I’d chase her anyway.
The emotion in her eyes was as intense as a forest fire raging mercilessly. I
knew that one day the fire in her would die and it would be an impossible
task to make her care about something again. Something that involved me,
so I foolishly did everything in my power to protect the flame from dying. It
wouldn’t matter either way, because in the end I would be left in the dark
with ashes.
She was the Juliet to my Romeo, she is the sun. She was what my whole
world revolved around, for what reason? I will never know. I loved her more
than Romeo loved Juliet, I fell even harder than Icarus did.
Love’s light wings couldn’t save Romeo, just like my wax wings couldn’t
deliver me from drowning in my ocean of grief. It was my own stupidity that
led to my inevitable demise but despite knowing this, I blamed her still. I
blamed her for lulling me into a false sense of security. I blamed her for
breaking through my heart’s stony limits. I blame myself for letting her.
I blamed her but now I realise it’s my own mistake and I don’t regret a thing.
I don’t regret a thing because for a fleeting moment I knew what it felt like to
fly. For a brief moment, time stood still, and the sun saw me.
The best moments in my life are the ones that I can’t tell people about. I
don’t want to. These moments, they evoke emotions within me that I rarely
experience in my day to day life. There is an undeniable sense of
possessiveness that overcomes me when the moments I cherish are
concerned. This feeling is simultaneously contradicted with the urge to tell
people, so they too can experience the same sentiments that I did.

To live with this constant conflicting feeling, I write. I write half-truths and
leave a part of myself with all the characters. I live on with the hero, the
villain and the fighters. I write, and I read, I read about how people find
beauty in the ashes when there isn’t a phoenix to behold. When I read, I get
lost in the ink, in an unofficial state of hyperreality.
I am like Icarus but no one is going to forget who I was before I fell, before I
fell for her. Too much, so much that it suffocates. That’s how it feels to
survive.

Poetry 12-14 yrs
Winner
My Heart for Ransom,
When I Lost You
Kisna Pental
I call your name, more than all the stars, but still no response
I picture your deep majestic eyes, like an ocean home in a soul
But the only sparks I have, are the liquid droplets from the tear of your
goodbye
I picture your hair which reminds me, of the golden sunrise on a winter
morning
But now all the worth and light has set…. and darkness creeps out from the
corner
I hear the chuckles of your billy goat laughter
I hear the sweet voice, sweeter than the harmony of spring dusk
I feel the touch of your soft hand, softer than our Oscar’s fur
I reach for your hand
But no one is there …
My mind plays a game, and mocks me in shame
A droplet of sorrow drips from my wrinkly skin, which is old as fate itself
I will never forget you by the readings of your dead grave, when you left me
5 years ago in the hospital
Mary Smith ….1954-2013
I still read your last letter, which scars me deeper than a knife
The cancer killed you but it slow poisoned and ripped my soul
Your letter that I read held my heart for ransom
Hurt me like whizzing bullets screaming for my blood…and heart
You were my Achilles heel…
When I read those words you were dead as faded dreams to end sin
By that of a devil’s hammer
I was the knight in shining armour in your fairy tale
But the chapters closed and the happily ever after
Had gone away like a faded dream to end poverty.

Poetry 12-14 yrs
Highly Commended
When I Was Older
Rylie Farisco
When I was young, I thought that Santa was real,
That fairies stole your lost tooth at night,
That I was a big monster’s meal,
That ghosts would get me when I switched off the lights.
When I was young, I thought that animals could speak,
That people could fly,
That the moon was made of cheese,
That you could touch the clouds in the sky.
When I was young, I believed that furniture had emotions,
That witches had green coloured skin,
That mermaids lived in oceans,
That cursing was a sin.
When I was young, I believed that magic was casted by a wand,
That pirates were ugly and cruel,
That vampires died in the sun,
That having a superpower would be cool.
When I was older,
What I thought and believed cascaded away,
Suddenly realising what I thought and believed,
Were all made up and fake.
I thought and believed in such great things,
Oh, only if I ever knew,
That these fables weren’t just for our imagination.
And if I read this before,
I wouldn’t believe that these things were true.

Poetry 12-14 yrs
Highly Commended
Home
Tamarisi Steiner

Why here
The lights are dim, I hate this place
The only thing I can do now
Is read
The page turns
A new chapter
‘A gust of wind blows through the dark hollows’
I feel it on my shoulders
‘The girl takes a step into the new land’
My body shifts
I read on
The page turns
‘The girl sits in the tree, embracing the world around her’
I feel a sense of happiness, connection
‘She takes a look around; the new land is now her home’
I tilt my head, and look around my dingy room
The cracked walls are surprisingly welcoming
The broken bed frame is comforting
The shaggy rug on the floor is soft and warm
Maybe this is home after all

Poetry 12-14 yrs
Short Listed
Running Away From Reality for Love
Rhea Pathak
Their hands clutched each other
The rivers were ice solid.
The bridge as empty as an abandoned store.
Beneath the dark purple sky.
Prancing through the icy bridge
Legs skipping up one by one
Almost like it had a beat to the skipping
One arm clenched onto his soft hand
And the other lightly touching the black railing of the bridge
She could feel cold ice on the barriers
But the warmness of his hands made up for it
She could sense the freezing snow beneath her shoe
But the warm fuzzy coat made up for it
A bitter smell of unsweetened coffee
Covered by his strong but sweet cologne
The smell of freedom and love
Which was such a significant and simple scent
Her peppermint flavoured gum was strong
And wouldn’t go away
Though nothing could beat the simple taste
Of love, of freedom.
The foggy air above them sucked up the view
Leaving nothing but a path to follow
The weather so cold the smoke was seen coming out of her mouth
The bright street light above lighting up the wide path.
All they could hear was the ice falling
And breaking into bits
Like glass crumbling into smaller pieces.
The crunching of the snow beneath them
Leaving their footprints behind
For the adventurers who search for them should have somewhere to start, I read

Poetry 12-14 yrs
Short listed
Open and Close
Simar Mann Kaur
Drip, drip,
Of the blood,
I see this,
A flood in a rush,
The cold wind breezes through my soul like I’ve been struck by a sword
The voices scream through my head just like a massacre occurred
The sense of someone ripping and crawling out of the throat
The ghosts and souls of hell run into my breath
Clear darkness, clear darkness not knowing what will happen
Drip, drip,
Of the ice-cream,
I see this,
Here comes a theme,
The gush of happiness when the suns rays rub against my skin
The sounds of animals coming out when I yawn and stretch out my arms
The cold cream touching the buds of my tongue and my teeth tingling
The scent of fear, happiness and nervousness
Colours of life fill my eyes
My mum said to open and close my eyes
But I thought this.
That was weird but
I was in a pool of books and I was reading imagination.
I was reading.
I read.

Poetry 12-14 yrs
Short Listed
I Read
Tara Willock
My parents shouts echo through the halls
My mother's shrieks pierce my ears
My dad’s voice bellows through the house
I hide in my cramped room
I read
Children’s screams filled with joy
Sprinting from one side of the colourful playground to another
I don’t join them
My book is my only companion
I read
I step onto the unkept bus crowded with people
I stand for the agonizing long drive home
My parents not able to pick me up
But I have my book
I read
Trudging home alone,
My feet aching,
My bag slowly snapping my back
Teenagers yell at me from their speeding cars
I can only read
I walk into a trashed house
No one home,
Peaceful for now
But when they come back
The only thing I can do to escape is read

Short Story 15-17 yrs
Winner
Running Away From Reality for Love
Atishay Singh

Lloyd, the overfragranted American, had cleared his schedule to defend me
against the absurd claim that I was a communist spy. Parched, I reached for
my glass, a truly wondrous invention. What brilliance conceived the ingenious
idea to smelt ordinary sand at 1700 degrees celsius and create a transparent,
amorphous solid? An innovation that changed the world for the better.
Teller stood preparing to testify against me, his green eyes radiating waves of
obsession. To have stooped so low to fabricating Red rumours against me! The
fool had become addicted to power. From what I had read in the Science
magazine’s feature article, Teller wished to be remembered as the man who
created the ultimate power, consequences be damned. And my anti-hydrogen
campaign stood in his way. With Teller’s sly hands pulling the Atomic Energy
Commission’s strings, all my contributions would be for naught.
Once again parched, I reached for the dewed glass.
Sand, soda ash and limestone - a simple concoction of complex chemistry. In
the hands of a master craftsman, new worlds sprout and bloom into such
artistry. In the clutches of a deluded scientist, old worlds shrivel and decay into
barren, infertile landscapes. Which was I?
I recalled Los Alamos, where enthusiastic physicists sowed their seeds of
innovation into the land of the lab, equally eager and afraid of results. Of a
time where we all were driven by the desire to help one’s country, fuelled by
our love of the sciences and attracted by the allure of the atom. We were the
pastoralists of the future, in a time where we knew not of sin. I took a shallow
sip from the flawless glass. Pure art.
***

The announcement was made over the speakers. The reaping.
The Little Boy has successfully detonated in Hiroshima.
The euphoria was short lived. Replaced by a crushing realisation of the
devastation we had wrought. The Trinity Site demonstration taught us that no
atomic bomb was discriminatory, its havoc always distributed equally.
***
Lloyd looked as pale as a corpse. It would have been a kindlier fate.
The judgement came down from the adjudicating panel. Not a single one
favoured me.
It all made sense.
I had made a Faustian bargain. Tempted by the promise of unlimited resources
to pursue scientific adventure. Tricked instead into creating wicked power. And
in pursuit of this wonder, I became more. Much more. To the scientific
community, an idol. To the peoples of America, a hero. To the world, the
destroyer of humanity. In exchange, the government, my Mephistopheles,
harvested my sinless self and stripped me of a future.
Words tried to claw their way out of my dry throat. With my security clearance
revoked, I could no longer defend against the advancements of the hydrogen
bomb, an explosive one thousand times more destructive than my atomic. The
world had entered a new age of war.
With shaking hands, I reached for my glass to soothe the drought within me.
It was empty.

Short Story 15-17 yrs
Highly Commended
The Library
Kathy Htun
Hidden away in a room masked with biblichor – the sweet scented but
slightly musty vanilla perfume - she sat alone yet not lonely. Other minds
had created immersive worlds with ink, becoming gods in their own right.
Between such pages were brilliant stories of melancholia and exuberant tales
of wistful memories filled with bittersweet nostalgia. And Sabrina, she lived
vicariously through these characters - exploring worlds unimaginable and
living lives unattainable. She pushed her hair behind her ears and adjusted
her posture. Indifferent to her surroundings, the world moved but she
remained, in that chair, that much-loved old chair in which many others had
sat before, with a tattered paperback. Deprived of such adventure, she drank
every word - her thirst unquenchable, her hunger insatiable. She was an
artist too, painting vivid imaginations of these people’s lives.
A teenage boy also sat alone - scanning through pages, studying the
ramblings of the philosophers from antiquity. He occupied the seat beside
the window which diffused the brightness of the daylight beaming through
and softly illuminated the pages of his book with a gentle glow.
Two girls - likely siblings - giggled softly as they flicked through the pages of
a children's book. The bright colourful pictures came to life. Like filmmakers,
they created scenes that only they could have conceptualized with absurd
ideas of talking elephants and dancing koalas.
But Sabrina remained in her chair, blissfully unaware.
The librarian, old and sweet, hobbled towards the towering mahogany
shelves, pushing his trolley cart. Thousands upon thousands of books
stacked in neat rows, all arranged alphabetically and aligned back-to-back.

Leather bound volumes, hardcover books, and paperbacks organized tidily.
He noticed Sabrina as he returned the books to their homes. Finally, the
books in the cart were put back, all but one - a novel. He extended his arm
towards the book, but his trembling hand knocked it off the cart. The book
fell - an avalanche of snowy white pages cascaded to the ground
bespeckled with the flurry of black ink. He let out a sigh before he slowly
reached for the book and placed it on the shelf.
Sabrina’s phone rang - loudly, disrupting the tranquility of the library. She
fumbled the device before she answered. An angry shrieking blasted
through the speakers. Her heart was in her throat, beating behind her ears.
Sabrina’s eyes darted the room for the nearest exit. She rushed out in clear
distress as her bag swung by her side like a pendulum. In such panic, she
left her book, still open. The librarian walked towards it, still pushing his
now empty trolley.
He took the book and began to read. “...my most saddening realization was
that when our society uploaded ourselves onto Nephos and we attained
immortality through the connectivity of the cosmic net and we reached
feats never before imagined - we lost all this, the quiet peacefulness of our
thoughts...”

Poetry 15-17 yrs
Winner
The Poison Tree
Sarah Cupitt

You draw the runes and enter my world,
will you destroy it or set me free?
You read the stones and recite its oath,
we are all whom we pretend to be
I spotted you near my poison tree,
merely searching for forbidden fruit
I witnessed you shake its heavy limbs,
assaulting its hidden whitethorn root
Its frail leaves were wraiths of withered hate,
Its branches contorted in violence
Its trunk knew nought of beauty and bliss,
only to hide behind tears of silence
You seemed to be from another realm,
your actions savage and full of blame
Its defence of poison was useless,
against a heart filled with lust and shame
You swiftly climbed its slippery bark,
worn thin and feeble from brutal pain
You stripped its boughs of buds and blossoms,
slain by hostile winds and tainted rain
You reached out to grasp its sacred fruit,
Its voice was timid and low and weak
A trickle of blood seeped from its mouth,
disturbingly scarlet against its pale cheek.

Poetry 15-17 yrs
Highly Commended
Truly Alone
Tobey Lingayo
I walk these woods at night and day.
Alone I came, alone I’ll stay.
But that was not forever true,
Because I had a someone too.
My dear, I know, had come from sky;
She blest my heart without a why.
I met my dear by apple tree.
A God-sent angel just for me.
These woods became a nicer place.
All heartache darling had erase.
We walked these woods all day till night.
I read to her beneath sun’s light.
For years and years, my dear had space
In loving arms, my sweet embrace.
But puppet-master Fate said no
And hatched a plan to steal my doe.
As darkness fell on darling’s home,
A monstrous evil starts to roam.
The Fate-sent demon took her heart
And tore our perfect love apart.
So now, I walk these woods at night and day.
Alone I came, alone I’ll truly stay.

Short Story Adult
Joint Winner
The Girl Who Slept with Butterflies
Svetlana Bhuyan
In hundreds they gathered, the bright yellow butterflies over her scarf. They
clung to the long vermilion hued cloth like devotees to religion. They braved
the pleats and folds as the scarf hugged her confident bosom, its one end
loosely caressing her belly while the other ran beyond the ridge of her
shoulder and coiled around her pole-thin waist ending in a knot to the left of
her black kameez. Once they had drawn my gaze to her face. Today they
have taken the others to her facelessness.
**********
It is a warm, marigold coloured Monday. The train is rushing towards the
next station like a person scurrying to the loo. Stench from baskets laden
with dried fish, and plumes of thoughts, opinions, and banter hang in the
humid air like socks on a line. The women who brought the baskets atop
their heads into our bogie now sit beside them on the floor by the door
counting change from the previous day’s sale. An elderly couple dozes on
the seat across from me, their heads jiggling with the inertia like
bobbleheads. Adjacent to us, an intense round of twenty-nine concludes
with loud sighs and hearty cheers. A bunch of college students peering
down at the paan-chewing players from the overhead berth joins in the
laughter. I read the faces for a while and then go back to the subject of my
attention for the past three days.
Odia Tea Girl tops Civil Services Exam – reads the title of the article at the
bottom of the front page of the Friday newspaper. Embosomed by her
parents the girl in the photograph below the title smiles back at me. A
Lepidoptera rich vermilion scarf pinned at the shoulders hangs in a V over
her yellow kameez. Her kohl-lined pointed gourd eyes shine brightly with
pride. (Sunanda Baral from Angul, Odisha, has topped the Indian
Administrative Services exam. Photo: Vikram Raut)

How many times had I seen that clay coloured face intent on brewing tea
alongside her loam coloured father in a vest and loincloth who fried fat
samosas and fritters in a big black wok on the grey platform as bored brown
trains heaved in and out of the station. Rarely did the kohl-lined eyes look
up at the surrounding faces those were more interested in the geographies
underneath the butterfly rich scarf than the brew being served. I want to
congratulate her. My palms feel cold with excitement.
I place the paper back in my satchel and take the Monday edition out. I
straighten the front page. Politics. Politics. Politics. Second Page:
Continuations, Advertisements, and Notices. Third Page: More Politics,
Strikes, and…. Scarf leads Police to Headless Body of IAS Topper, Suspected
Rape and Murder.
The page turns soggy under my clasp. A sour bitterness creeps into my
mouth. The body in the picture has been hazed- a faceless form between
the tracks, flight stitched to death like the butterflies in the scarf only a few
feet away.

Short Story Adult
Winner
Retrospection
Dannielle Viera
My fingers gently trace the embossed lettering on the cover. Familiar
eyes crinkle at me from beneath the title, the spark of life illuminating a
youthful countenance. I sigh and slowly open the book to the first page.
The aromas of old paper and leather mingle in my nostrils, evoking
another time, a different place. I fight the threat of tears, trying to
focus on the sentences swimming before me.
As I struggle to pronounce the words, croaks punctuate the cavalcade
of courage issuing from my lips. But I read, my voice growing in
strength with every syllable. A heroine appears before me, her shadowy
edges intensifying as intrepid exploits give essence to impression. Scarf
tips fly in the wind as she steers through white-capped waves … toes
sink into sand as she gazes upon the serene visage of the Sphinx …
Brows frown with concern as she feels for a pulse while shells scream
around her.
Murmurs take my attention from the book. I look across to the whisper
of a woman staring impassively at me from her bed. ‘Who are you?’ she
breathes.
‘I’m your granddaughter.’ The information slides through her mind,
dissolving into nothingness. She turns away.
I continue reading, the phrases perfumed with notes of passion. The
heroine ventures across the sea in the wake of her soulmate, leaving
postwar desolation behind. From the seeds of diligence the tree of life
grows, enriched with the energy of children. Then, in an instant, bliss
splinters like glass. Death’s cold claw cleaves husband from wife.

‘Poor lady,’ whimpers my grandmother, salty beads coursing through the
age-worn channels etched into her cheeks. Mottled hands make no attempt
to wipe them away.
‘It’s a tragedy.’ I glance at my grandmother, hoping for connection. The
storm of sorrow has already passed.
I turn page after page, tumbling through a torrent of emotion. Powered by
the fire of fierce determination, the heroine rises above adversity. Day and
night are engulfed by a maelstrom of labour and learning. Her children
flourish in the radiance of her limitless love, stepping forth into the world
with confidence and grace. Alone, she sinks into the dusk of despair. At her
darkest point, the light of epiphany shines. Freedom is hers once more.
Nerve endings thrum as she pilots a plane through the azure air … palms
press against sun-kissed stones as she absorbs the ambience of Machu
Picchu … mouth corners curve into a smile as she draws her granddaughter
into an endless embrace.
‘She had a wonderful life,’ my grandmother mumbles, eyes crinkling briefly
before closing for the last time.
‘Yes, you did.’ The memoir slides from my grasp as the tears finally fall.

Poetry Adult
Winner
I Read
Terence Dingwall

A reed by the river, is not red when it shivers
For the wind does it blow, in the wind of the river.
A read of a book, which was read just a second
Is still black and white, at first read and second.
A page of a book, not the page of a king
Is still just a page, when the telephone rings.
Learning English is tough, cos a bow’s not a bough
When words in a row, can be thrown in a row
Relaxation is there, playing songs on a record
But enjoyment’s not here, when you run for a record
We are born in a womb, and we end in a tomb
So why spell it bomb, when it should be a boom.
When spelling couch, rough and thought
Is not tough enough, the food in the trough
Will make you say ouch, as you bite back a tear
Not the tier of a stair, as homeward you tear
It’s to do with the tare, in the weight of your car
So please persevere, till the words of a contract
Don’t frazzle your brain, as your sphincter contracts
Rhyming this verse, will make my eyes water
Cos most English words, will not rhyme when they aught’er

Poetry Adult
Highly Commended
Travels
Bethany Evans

Submerged in words,
I travel to lands

<worlds; times>
not my own.
Exploring, expanding

<escaping>
my known universe.
I’m learning rhymes,
I’m up a tree,
I’m under the doona with a torch.
I’m curled in a corner of a couch,
on my belly in the grass,
on a thousand buses and trains.
Bedtime stories with little children,
practicing after school,
advancing to chapter books,
travelling to lands

<worlds; times>
not their own.
I’m sitting by a hospital bed
as my husband travels where I cannot.
Tumbling around me,
an ocean of words submerges me
until no more can I read.

