
 
  

2019 
MAYORAL CREATIVE 

 WRITING PRIZE 

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. 

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. 

Language.  
Place.  
Story. 

 



 
  

    

Eloise Viera 8 - 11 years old Poetry Winner 

Stefhanie Owen Wongso 8 - 11 years old Poetry 
Highly 

Commended 

Abby Sheary 8 - 11 years old Short Story Winner 

Maryam Bukhari 8 - 11 years old Short Story 

Highly 

Commended 

 

Sanuli Heendeniya 12 - 14 years old Poetry Winner 

Parth Patel 12 - 14 years old Poetry 
Highly 

Commended  

Lana Goodall 12 - 14 years old Short Story Winner 

Ajinkya Datir 12 - 14 years old Short Story 
Highly 

Commended  

Tobey Lingayo 15 - 17 years old Poetry Winner 

bhagya kaushal 15 - 17 years old Poetry 

Highly 

Commended 

 

Janani Jeyamurugan 15 - 17 years old Short Story Winner 

Farida Zaheer 15 - 17 years old Short Story 

Highly 

Commended 

 

Bethany Evans Adult Poetry Winner 

Sarah Cupitt Adult Poetry 
Highly 

Commended  

Emily Ann Bolan Adult Short Story Winner 

Svetlana Bhuyan Adult Short Story 
Highly 

Commended 
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Poetry 8-11 yrs 

   Winner 
Summer Scope 
   Eloise Viera 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

I stare hard at the picture frame 

Those summer memories they just came 

Small sparrows in their cosy nest 

Warm sun is in the rusty west 

Gran’s popsicles drip cold as ice 

Their strong sweet taste is quite precise 

A salty stench that fills the air 

Swift sea spray splashes, not that rare 

Wide tides of words they flood my head 

So I lie down upon my bed 

But even then I cannot rest 

Still thinking of that rusty west 
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Poetry 8-11 yrs 

   Highly Commended 
 

 

 
                

2019 Mayoral Creative Writing Prize         

        



 
  

 

Poetry 8-11 yrs 
   Winner 

   Flowers of Memory 
   Abby Sheary 

 
 

The boat rocked gently as I gazed into the distance. I could only watch as my home country faded 
away from view. A salty tear slid down my cheek. Somalia was too dangerous for me with the 
constant risk of terrorists: I knew that. Yet I still missed watching the parades on Independence Day 
and eating with my family on Eid al-fitr.  
I glanced down at the flower pendant in my hand. It was my grandmother’s. She had given it to me 
before we left. I had asked her to come with us, but she had declined. I tried hard to remember 
grandma’s voice over the noise of the crowded immigrant boat. 
“I’m not leaving my country, kiddo. I haven’t got much life in me and my old bones wouldn’t survive a 
long sea journey. Take care, Aamiina.”  
Then she had pressed the pendant into my hand and we embraced one last time. 
 I watched the last of Somalia disappear. Life wasn’t fair. I wish I could have stayed with her. 
                                                                     *** 
“Come on, sleepyhead!” 

I sat up and groaned as mum whipped the blanket off me. 
“Mum!”  
 After countless weeks of sailing we had finally reached Australia and managed to rent a shabby 
apartment in a high-rise building.  
“I managed to get you a place in Pickondale School!” 
She flashed me a big smile. I did my best to smile back though I felt like a huge chunk of me was 
missing ever since leaving Somalia.  
“Your breakfast is ready. Though hurry, the bus arrives soon! Oh, and here’s a book of English!” 
I flicked through the book. I was rather fluent at the language but there were some unidentifiable 

words.  
 I strolled towards the table and stared in disgust. 
“Mum,” I inquired, “What are those yellow crispy things?” 
“They’re cornflakes.” Mum explained. “I couldn’t find any sambuus at the supermarket. But they’re a 
good source of vitamins.”  
I sat down and began slowly chewing the cornflakes reluctantly.  

*** 
I departed the bus and surveyed the playground nervously. A few kids were there, loitering around, 
playing games and chatting. I moseyed towards the school just as the bell rang. When I arrived, my 

classmates were already there. My new teacher ushered me to the front.  
 “Hello class, we have a new student today! Her name is Aamiina.” She smiled at me, warmly. 
“Aamiina, my name is Ms Ellis. You’ll be sitting next to Shamshi.” 
I went over to my seat. To my surprise, she too was an African girl.   

“Hello,” I whispered, “I’m from Somalia.” 
“Oh! My parents were born there too.” 
I grinned, my mind whirring. We would become great friends! 

*** 
I lay in bed, remembering what had occurred during the day. Shamshi and I had become firm 
friends. I was wrong - I could settle in here. Aamiina means ‘feel safe’ and that’s how I felt. 
My hands closed around the pendant grandma had given me. As I fell asleep, I murmured, “I 
love you grandma.”                
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Short Story 8-11 yrs 
   Highly Commended 

   Hope 
   Maryam Bukhari 

 
 

 
The town of Oxville hadn’t always been discoloured. It once used to be drenched in all 
the colours of the rainbow, but ever since Dr Grey swept the life and energy out of 
Oxville, the town became like him; Grey. Mr Berkley was only 4 while this was happening, 
and he missed colour so badly. 
 
 He tried colouring the flowers with his crayon pack, (which also had turned grey) but it 
didn’t work. He tried using his cardboard time machine to travel back in time, to stop Dr 
Grey, but that didn’t work. Soon enough, Mr Berkley gave up. Until he found a bouquet of 
red roses at his doorstep. 
“Wow! Colour!” He exclaimed. Mr Berkley immediately picked the roses up, and brought 
them in his bedroom. “What do these do? I thought Dr Grey wiped the colour out of 
everything!” He questioned. Mr Berkley took a flower out of the bouquet, and played ‘She 
loves me she loves me not’. On of the petals he picked off, touched his pillowcase and a 
miracle occurred. The pillowcase regained colour! 
 
“Oh my goodness! This can’t be happening!” he questioned. Mr Berkley tested the petals 
again. He placed it on his sweater, and it burst out in colour! Maroon, and navy blue 
spread out on the clothing! Again, he placed a petal down, on his books. His books 
gushed into all the colours of the rainbow! 
 
Mr Berkley was so ecstatic! The smart man he was, knew that the petals would 
eventually run out. He already had used all the petals on one flower to recolour his home 
and belongings. What he did, was he picked up the remaining roses, and brought them 
into his craft station. He picked petal after petal off the roses. Then, he crushed the 
petals into 50 pieces each.  
 
Not many people lived in Oxville. Only 100 homes. Mr Berkley put three crushed petals 
into little drawstring packets and put them in a box. After making 100 packets, he carried 
the box into his car. He drove to each home, and put a drawstring bag in the mailboxes. 
Everyone knew what to do with their mail, as in the packets, there was a small note 
saying, “Put a crushed petal fraction on anything, and it will reclaim its colour.” 
 
In a few days, Oxville had totally changed. Flower bushes had became reds, yellows and 
greens, homes had become white, black, and beige, and the town had become a 
rainbow.  
 
“Thanks Mr Berkley! How can we thank you?” the towns individuals asked Mr Berkley in 
return for his sensation. “Nothing I need. This wasn’t my initiative. It was my job. I had 
to do it not only for myself, but for the citizens of this town,” He replied. Although Mr 
Berkley didn’t want anything, they rewarded him with $20,000. He accepted the money, 
and put it towards building a new, colourful playground in the park for the children of 
Oxville for their happiness.  
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Poetry  12-14 yrs 
   Winner 

   Same Blood, Different Bird 

   Sanuli Heendeniya 
 
 

She didn’t have the choice 

She couldn’t fly peacefully 

Her life was a mess 

She was treated differently 

Just because she was different   (SYNONYM) 

 
She was smarter than others 

Knew her way around town 

Her mother made a nest, got taken over by crows 

Her family was taken away by foreign wind 

She escaped, she hid in her nest 

 
Her teacher taught her different equations 

Her doctor gave her different medication, alas same blood 

Her grocer gave her bruised apples 

Her neighbour took over some of the nest 

Her breed of birds were somewhat……different. 

 
She wasn’t the ‘same’ according to many 

Her language was differentiated 

She knew more about ‘our’ land than we do 

She was treated like a bruised apple 

She was Aboriginal. 
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Poetry 12-14 yrs 

   Highly Commended 
   My Last Words 
   Parth Patel 

 

 
Bullets after bullets rushed across the terrains non-stop 

Injuring, slicing, cutting and killing men furiously on both sides 
Rivers of blood fled through the trenches 

Staining our bodies with scars that would last seven generations 
We were not only capturing control over the other country but instead, we were also 

capturing memories of traumatising events 
  

War was never about fighting; it was about surviving 
I didn’t know the date, how life was outside this mess, and if my family was alive 

I only knew that I had to survive 
  

Every moment of the day, I would imagine my loved ones 
Every time I fired a bullet, I would think about the depressed family of the soldier I had 

killed 
Every night, I would pray my apologies for murdering a murderer and look back at my 

cherished memories 
  

When war came to its highest stage, I would look back to see how it had started 
Two countries, two languages, two cultures, two beliefs wanted to show them self’s 

better 
Both countries couldn’t discuss the solution in any single language 

  
If only we could understand each other 

If only we could have the manners to hear both opinions 
If only we could come together and discuss our problems and solutions 

If only we were able to share each other’s situations 
It would have been so much easier 

 
15 minutes ago, I had a bullet strike me in the torso 

So, as I write this freehand poetry, I can see my life rush past me 
Every minute that passes by feels slower 

The pain grows irresistibly high 
My vision begins to blur 

And before I know it, I will be... 
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Short Story 12-14 yrs 

Winner 
An Unlikely Friendship 

Lana Goodall 
 
 

Alkawari stared up at the sky. There were no clouds today – it wouldn't rain for another week yet. 
But Alkawari wasn’t looking for clouds. She was looking for planes. 
 
Alkawari was an Anangu girl, raised on Anangu land. She had learnt that some tourists climbed 
Uluru, despite the signs asking them not to. It made Alkawari sad that some people wanted to 
climb Uluru. 
A large plane emerged from the clouds. No doubt it was carrying a lot of passengers, all eager to 
climb Uluru. 

*** 
Alice unbuckled her seatbelt as the plane drew to a stop. She was fizzing with excitement. She 
couldn’t believe it. She was finally at Uluru! 
 
Alice was a Sydneysider, who was born and raised in Sydney. She had learnt that tourists were 
climbing Uluru and she had immediately wanted to climb it as well. Although now that she looked 
at it, Uluru was quite steep. 
 
Alice looked out the window and saw a girl. Alice waved. The girl waved back. 
As Alice got off the plane, she looked around for the girl. But the girl was nowhere to be seen. 

*** 
Alkawari ran back to her house. She threw open the door and ran in, panting. 
“Where have you been?” her grandmother asked. 
 
“I was out at the airport,” Alkawari replied. “You know how I love seeing the planes. I saw a girl 
on the plane and we waved to each other!” 
 
“Huh, I bet she wants to climb Uluru,” Alkawari’s grandmother grumbled. “Too many people want 
to do that these days.” 

*** 
 

The next morning Alkawari got up early, at 5:00am. She and her grandparents were going to 
watch the Uluru sunrise. They did it every month. It was a family tradition. They got into their 
ute, drove to Uluru and parked at the base. Then, Alkawari and her grandparents sat atop their 
ute to watch the sunrise. 
 

*** 
 

Alice got up early that morning as well, at 5:15am. They needed to in order to climb Uluru. They 
packed their backpacks and set off in their car. They parked at the base, next to a ute and got 
out. 
 
“I think we should watch the sunrise before we climb Uluru.” said Alice’s mother. 
 
“Good idea,” said Alice’s father. 
 
So Alice and her family sat atop their car. It was only when Alice turned to look at the other 
people on the ute, that she saw the girl from the airport. 
 
“Hey! I think I saw you at the airport!” she said excitedly. 
 
“I think I saw you too!” said Alkawari. “Are you going to climb Uluru?” 
 
“We were planning to.” 
 
“Please don’t,” said Alkawari. “It is a sacred rock to us Anangu people. We would really appreciate 
it if you didn’t climb it. Let me tell you some Dreamtime stories instead.” 
 
“Sure!” said Alice. “I guess Uluru looked pretty tough to climb anyway.” 
 
And so that is how Alkawari and Alice met each other and formed an unlikely friendship. 
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Short Story 12-14 yrs 
   Highly Commended 

   A Nighthawk’s Dream 
Ajinkya Datir 

 
 

The cool breeze blew across the street, penetrating through the man’s trench coat. The 

bustling streets of Boston looked distinctly different at night. Shadows dropped onto the 

footpath creating abstract mosaics. There was only the sound of the wind and the 

man’s footsteps could be heard. It was the most peaceful he’d ever seen Boston, and it 

was something he wished to see more of. He wondered to himself whether he was the 

only nighthawk in all of South Boston. His question was answered when he turned the 

corner into Bond Street. Before him stood a small quaint diner, in the midst of the 

shopping stores. From the glass windows he could see the interior of the diner. The 

flickering sign at the top of the diner read “Phillies”.  It seemed out of place in the 

bustling city of Boston where no one ever stopped moving. Curious, he decided to see 

what was on inside. 

 

The bell jingled as the glass door opened to reveal the interior of the diner. Classic 

metal stools and tables surrounded the polished wooden island benchtop. Towards the 

left side sat a rather angry looking man sipping coffee, directly in front of him sat a 

woman wearing a red dress and a man in a three-piece suit, who he assumed were a 

couple. He decided that he’d ask for a grilled cheese sandwich with a regular coffee. 

The cook went into the kitchen and started on his order. Now the man had some time 

to closely observe the other customers of the diner. The man in the three-piece was 

whispering something to the woman, however she seemed disinterested and distant. 

The man on his left stared at the benchtop while he sipped his coffee never looking up. 

Before he had any chance to strike up a conversation with any of them, the sandwich 

and coffee arrived. He thanked the cook and took a sip of the warm coffee. He closed 

his eyes as the hot liquid trickled down his throat. He could taste the light cream and 

freshly ground beans which were blended into the coffee. Hungrily he bit into one half 

of the sandwich, the hot cheese stretching into strings.  

 

Contended he got up from his stool and placed a $10 bill on the counter. He walked out 

of the door onto the swarming Bond Street. He heard the bell jingle behind him but 

when he looked back, he saw the façade had changed drastically. He looked up at the 

flickering board and instead of ‘Phillies’ it read ‘Bob’s Print Shop’. “Strange” he 

wondered.  
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Poetry 15-17 yrs 
   Winner 

   Perfect Town 
   Tobey Lingayo 

 
 

In yesteryear, I left my home; 
My town of birth, my first true love. 

With pastured beasts, and birds that roam, 
Like Eden past, or place above. 

For years, this place was source of glee, 
But now I know it wasn’t for me 

 
This town I thought I did belong, 
In loving arms, a nice embrace. 

But now I know that I was wrong; 
Its arms now filth, disgusting place. 
Its fields of green, its brooks of blue, 

Now aide-mémoire, revolting hue. 
 

So vagrant man I did become, 
No home for me, no place to stay, 

And drowned despair with barrelled rum, 
And truthfully, I lost my way. 

Until I found this sweet new place; 
Celestial town with beauty and grace. 

 
With streets of gold, and air so sweet; 

A future here would be a treat. 
Its beau idéal, a perfect place; 

A treasured love, like priceless vase. 

Despite my past, I will not frown, 
Because I found this perfect town. 
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Poetry 15-17 yrs 
   Highly Commended 

Good for You 

   Bhagya Kaushal 
 
 

 
 

Good for you 

I know you’re happy now 

Happier than you were with us 

It hurts to see how easily 

You’ve moved on 

Started a new page 

- no new chapter 

the end 

has come to our days 

Just in case 

You’re wondering how life is 

Everything’s the same but different 

The wind now whistles nostalgic tunes 

Of when you were here 

But not here 
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Short Story 15-17 yrs 

   Winner 
Forge a New Story 

   Janani Jeyamurugan 
 

Bettany pressed his hands together. And whimpered. 

 
‘I don’t want to be here,’ he mumbled, his voice hoarse. ‘I can’t. I’m not a part of this place. I don’t deserve it. And even if 

I did, there’s no way for me to earn it.’ 
 

He hunched over the empty well, tracing a finger over the dry, moss-lined stone bricks. Bettany eyed the shadowy bottom 
of the well. He pushed back a strand of his black hair from his eyes. 

 
He sniffed. ‘I’ve lost everything. I’m not worthy,’ he said, both to himself and to whatever dwelled inside the well. 

 
A quiet voice rasped from inside. ‘Worthy of what?’ it whispered. 
 

‘Living,’ Bettany said. He sighed, fingering the bricks again. ‘I believe in the Ones above, you know. The Angles. I…They 
write our tales, don’t they? Weave out our story through strands of clouds then cast them into steel. Making them 

permanent.’ 
 

The voice from below hissed. Bettany caught the sight of something dark green, but it vanished in the dwindling sunlight. 
‘I don’t believe in the Angels,’ the voice murmured. 

 
‘Good for you,’ Bettany said. He was about to leave when the voice started speaking again. 
 

‘But your analogy of Fate…it’s…curious…’ 
 

Bettany was silent for a moment. ‘I can’t get anything right,’ he said softly. ‘I destroy things, I ruin the lives of those I live 
with. I am a curse to my family.’ 

 
‘And you believe that you are better off gone than needed?’ 

 
Bettany nodded, half-registering that maybe whatever was inside the well couldn’t see him in the fading light. That would 

be fine – then it won’t have to see his anguish. 
 
‘Child,’ the voice whispered, ‘your mind is clouded with darkness.’ 

 
Bettany’s eyes burned with unshed tears. ‘How so?’ 

 
‘You are as important as any creature living outside this well. You may not agree, but you must understand – all the letters 

of the alphabet, while insignificant on their own, are vital to create a language. You may be known for your misdeeds, but 
you hold the potential to be guided by the Angels.’ 

 
Bettany stared into the darkness. Slowly, a triangular head peeked out of the shadows. It was covered with green scales. 

Golden vertical-slitted eyes stared at Bettany. A serpent. 
 
A beautiful, but sad serpent. 

 
‘I feel your pain,’ the serpent murmured, voice laced with anguish. ‘I am misunderstood by many. They think I mercilessly 

kill newborn babies. But I have no fangs.’ It opened its wide, gaping mouth. 
 

There were no fangs. 

 
Tears slipped from Bettany’s eyes. 

 

‘I believe I can forge a new story,’ the serpent whispered. ‘And I believe that you, sins or blessings, can be reborn into 
someone worthy. Some better.’ 

 
‘You…you do?’ 

 
The serpent nodded, scales glinting. ‘Try,’ it whispered. ‘You can right your wrongs. Earn the love you thought 
you lost. But remember…you have never lost the affection your family holds for you. They are tired of seeing 

you in the darkness…help them see the light you do possess.’ 
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Short Story 15-17 yrs 
Highly Commended 

Summer Scope 
Eloise Viera 

 
'Him, over there! Remember to stay away from men like that.' I beckoned my head outside the eroding 

metal window, towards a slightly overweight man in a red kurta, carrying a large, child-sized wheelbarrow. 

'He's a bad man, Farah.' 

‘Okay, appi.' Slurring the endearing term for ‘sister’, my jannu pulled me in for a bear hug. 'Love you,' 

She whispered. 

My heart melted. 

I got up and hoisted Farah on her feet. 'Go and play with Sonya.’ 

While watching the short fabric of her muted-purple kurti hike up and down as she skipped out of the 

cramped living room, something clicked in my brain, 'Be safe and come home before sundown!' 

I trudged towards the congested kitchen, trapped in a little corner of the house. 

The mouth-watering scent of Chicken Biriyani wafted through the house. An ear-splitting bang on the 
front door startled me.  

Smash! 

Well, there goes the glass lid. 

The excited greetings between a father and a daughter took place in the living room, while I tried not to 

accidentally chop my fingers off on a piece of broken glass. 

Outside the kitchen window, the picturesque artwork of burnt reds dominating the horizon, cooling blues 

and purples atop it, and slight contouring of black drew me in. A painting like this would sell for a lot of 

rupees in 

the bazaar. Oh, who am I kidding? No one appreciates art, especially not in Pakistan. 

The moon peeked through the impeccable artwork, and in less than an hour it will be dominating the 

sky, like a performer on stage. Hold on a second… 

No, it can't b- 

'Farah!' I sprinted out of the house, screaming her name at the height of my lungs. 

A minuscule block of colour on the, rather boring, grey concrete captured and held my attention. Farah's 

green hair-clip. 

My, usually useless, mind worked hard to connect all the pieces inside the labyrinth of thoughts and 

emotions. 

Mere seconds later, I saw it. Or rather, saw red. 

A -very long- list of expletives was ready to escape my mouth. That is, until I saw a torn lilac kurti 

hanging from the wheelbarrow, only by a thread. 

I've lost her. 

Tears flooded the shallow well of my eyes with emotions. Pain rolled off my cheeks and onto my pink 

kurti, drenching it in anguish. 

The same wheelbarrow as earlier today, was carried far away, taking with it my happiness. 

I should've fought that pathetic low-life for my jan... but who fights for a dead body? 
I would've gladly begun another World War, but that won't bring her back. 

Wiping the tears off of my face as frayed threads on a scarf, I walked back to the house and into the 

washroom. 

I scrubbed my hands thrice, then my mouth, nose, face, and continued the steps of wudu while reciting 

its prayer. 

Pacing into my room, I lay down the janamaz to start praying, for her. 

I love you too, Jannu. 

 

   

        
 

 
Short Story 15-17 yrs 
Highly Commended 

Meri Janu 
Farida Zaheer 

 
'Him, over there! Remember to stay away from men like that.' I beckoned my head outside the 
eroding metal window, towards a slightly overweight man in a red kurta, carrying a large, child-sized 
wheelbarrow. 'He's a bad man, Farah.' 
 
‘Okay, appi.' Slurring the endearing term for ‘sister’, my jannu pulled me in for a bear hug. 'Love 
you,' She whispered. 
 
My heart melted. 
 
I got up and hoisted Farah on her feet. 'Go and play with Sonya.’ 
 
While watching the short fabric of her muted-purple kurti hike up and down as she skipped out of 
the cramped living room, something clicked in my brain, 'Be safe and come home before sundown!' 
I trudged towards the congested kitchen, trapped in a little corner of the house. 
 
The mouth-watering scent of Chicken Biriyani wafted through the house. An ear-splitting bang on the 
front door startled me.  
 
Smash! 
 
Well, there goes the glass lid. 
 
The excited greetings between a father and a daughter took place in the living room, while I tried 
not to accidentally chop my fingers off on a piece of broken glass. 
 
Outside the kitchen window, the picturesque artwork of burnt reds dominating the horizon, cooling 
blues and purples atop it, and slight contouring of black drew me in. A painting like this would sell 
for a lot of rupees in the bazaar. Oh, who am I kidding? No one appreciates art, especially not in 
Pakistan. 
 
The moon peeked through the impeccable artwork, and in less than an hour it will be dominating the 
sky, like a performer on stage. Hold on a second… 
No, it can’t b- 
 
'Farah!' I sprinted out of the house, screaming her name at the height of my lungs. 
A minuscule block of colour on the, rather boring, grey concrete captured and held my attention. 
Farah's green hair-clip. 
 
My, usually useless, mind worked hard to connect all the pieces inside the labyrinth of thoughts and 
emotions. 
 
Mere seconds later, I saw it. Or rather, saw red. 
 
A -very long- list of expletives was ready to escape my mouth. That is, until I saw a torn lilac kurti 
hanging from the wheelbarrow, only by a thread. 
 
I've lost her. 
 
Tears flooded the shallow well of my eyes with emotions. Pain rolled off my cheeks and onto my pink 
kurti, drenching it in anguish. 
 
The same wheelbarrow as earlier today, was carried far away, taking with it my happiness. 
I should've fought that pathetic low-life for my jan... but who fights for a dead body? 
 
I would've gladly begun another World War, but that won't bring her back. 
 
Wiping the tears off of my face as frayed threads on a scarf, I walked back to the house and into the 
washroom. 
 
I scrubbed my hands thrice, then my mouth, nose, face, and continued the steps of wudu while 
reciting its prayer. 
 
Pacing into my room, I lay down the janamaz to start praying, for her. 
 
I love you too, Jannu. 
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Poetry- Adult 

Winner 
Summer Afternoon 

Bethany Evans 
 

 
 

 

 
 

The run of water, quiet 
as feathers whispering into place, 

slows whirlpooling thoughts. 
Tucked into a blue-striped cocoon, 

edges meeting above, 
I’m returned to a time before trouble, 

before birth. 
Canopied tenderly, 

indefinable shades of unseen green 
span the sky visible 

beyond blue rising shelter. 
Cocoon tilts lightly 

side to side with lilting chime song. 
A lullaby of leaves 

rocks me to sleep. 
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Poetry - Adult 
Highly Commended 

The Breaking 

Sarah Cupitt 
 

 
 

I fill my poems with violence and sin, 
Full of prayers and second-hand anthems. 

A prodigal tongue of ravenous lies, 
In a world of transparent phantoms. 

 
My life is a wild anthology, 

Amplified chaos in spoken word. 
Writing like I have six months to live, 

My sick thoughts becoming overheard. 
 

My stomach becomes a mass of fear, 
Silence is not an obligation. 

My bruises are for me to poke at, 
Don’t worship me as your creation. 

 
There is no right or wrong, only a choice, 

The raging tempest of my control. 
Keeping everything inside my mouth, 
As despair and anguish flee my soul. 

 
Speaking is spoken medicine, 

Trying to rip out the resurrection. 
Ashamed of the scars I can’t reveal, 
From a page of childlike affection. 

 
Don’t look and me and my broken wings, 

Disrupted tales of flesh and spirit. 
Don’t tell me my silence is to blame, 

When you know nothing of pain and grit. 
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Short Story – Adult 
Winner 

    A Kinder Fate 
    Emily Ann Bolan 

 
She met the fiend at the overhang of the bridge. 
 
His skin is the colour of oaken bark, rife with movement of beetle eyes that pivot to look her 
over, lit by the ebb and flow from the fire. She knows the stories, knows the shock of white 
hair, the spiral of horns protruding from his skull, the sigil at his feet that keeps him encircled. 
He beckons her over, 
 “Come...,” murmuring, “come and let me look at you.” 
 
The fiend is nameless; the words he speaks the same as her grandmother’s, long ago – a 
shaman hunched over her bones. She imagines the chill of her fingers, thin and long, like spider 
legs. When he peers, she feels like glass - he looks through her. 
 
He offers her meat - “Deer . . . from a deal” - charred, covered in the sweet syrup of the bottle 
that now rests at his ankle. She refuses. The fiend’s arm doesn’t move beyond the circle, so she 
considers herself safe to decline. 
 
“Suit yourself,” he says, in little more than a whisper. 
 
They sit, silently. 
 
“...there used to be a town here,” he says, exhaling smoke as he stares out over the water, 
hand curling - once, twice. 
 
“What was it called?” 
 
“I don’t remember,” comes the response, as vague as the swirling mist that covers the river 
from the moon above; ethereal, fleeting, fading as swiftly as the stars. “The words are gone. 
Blotted from history.” The fiend looks her over. 
 
“If you stay a while, I can tell you it... My story.” 
 
Mother had warned her not to speak with fiends, “Be wary of Outsiders and accept nothing -
whether they be warm clothes or whispered words. Protect yourself from their poison.” But he 
doesn’t step from the circle, and she agrees. 
 
“I met a boy from the village.” His eyes drift, vividly recalling. “He had hair spun like golden silk, 
eyes as green as the forests where I was . . . born. His hands were soft when they held mine. I 
was not allowed inside the village. He was not allowed beyond it. Every evening, when the sun 
began to set, I met him at the church on the border. We spent the nights with fingers 
intertwined.” 
 
“Four years we spent together. A footstep away. I brought him red berries from where they 
grew wild on the mountain cliffs, sweetness made in the untamed wilderness of the world he 
was forbidden from. He brought books, leather-bound, with tales of Kings, and he taught me to 
read them.” 
 
“They struck him,” he whispers. “Blade. Whip. Bolt after bolt. He screamed. Stumbled in the 
dark back to me. I couldn’t save him.” 
“What did you do?” 
 
He looked up with a near-cynical smirk and smiled. Looking through her again, he breathed 
deeply, almost collecting himself before his confession. 
 
“I burned them.” His eyes drew skywards. “Burned them all. A kinder fate than they deserved.” 
And with a wisp of his smoke, he steps from the circle, and disappears into the fog. 
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Streams of milky morning rays landed in gleaming yellow pools by her pillow. Her long 
dark tresses shimmered brown in the pools like weeds under water. She lay in bedrock 
stillness, arms wrapped tight around her bosom in an attempt to protect what has been 
rendered futile by reticence. Over her, floated the wispy curls of fragrant smoke from 
incense sticks as her roommate murmured a long prayer to the picture of the multi-
armed goddess before hurrying to her desk and descending into the pages of a big fat 
book. 
 
 Lucky…. Lucky, it’s time you woke up? Open your eyes and look at me. Please. 
Why don’t you look at me anymore? What did I do? Didn’t you scrub me enough that 
day? Do you hate me for I look frayed? The voiceless petition collapsed into my mute 
fabric when another of the shudders rippled through her bedrock body. The arm wrap 
tightened. A furrow appeared between her brows. No. You hate me for I failed. 
 
I was her favourite – her lucky yellow dress. Oh! The way she smiled when she turned 
to her side and looked in the mirror feeling my hug on her contour. It all changed that 
day. The day the language of the teacher fouled the trust of the taught and his pat 
turned into a prod.  
 
The sheaf of her dissertation had decamped from her clasp and cascaded to the floor as 
she staggered back from the touch. He had squatted before her as she crouched to 
gather her work. ‘Sorry dear, I didn’t want to startle you. I was just appreciating your 
cute yellow dress,’ he had said leering at her quivering lips. “Why don’t you come over 
to my place this Sunday and I will review your submission then.” 
 
Her heart had pounded beneath me. And the first of the shudders had bolted down her 
frame. He had picked the sheets with her and placed them in her hands when his 
unteacherly touch had invaded the mound of her womanhood. Again. It wasn’t a touch 
misplaced. It was a touch displaced. And she knew it.  
 
The rest of his words had fallen into the crevices of her fear like an ancient language she 
had yet to learn. A language that now resided in the mute files on the table, and the 
dumb paperweight, and the quiet ceiling fan, and the voiceless violet of the wall, and the 
mum mahogany furnitures, and the lifeless trophies, and the tight-lipped plaque on the 
door that read “HOD, Department of Microbiology” and in the depths of my speechless 
folds. 
 
 As the fragrant wisps of smoke drift past the windows, the roommate loses 
herself in a reverie beyond the fat book and the Sunday morning rays turn from yellow 
to white, sleep finally tightens its grip on her and untangles the wrap.  
 
I wait on the hanger. Faded. Crumpled. Intruded. 
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