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Cherrybrook Technology 
High School
Cherrybrook Technology High School was established 
in 1992 and has quickly gained a reputation as one of 
the most innovative and successful comprehensive 
high schools in the State. 

The school currently has a population of 2020 students, 
a teaching staff of 136 and a large administrative and 
support staff. It is a dynamic community of learners 
committed to providing a rich, safe and enjoyable 
educational environment with a high technology focus.

It offers a range of teaching and learning programs 
and an extensive number of extra curricular activities. 
Students at the school achieve outstanding HSC 
results. An important feature of the school is its 
wellbeing network that strives to support each child as 
he or she progresses through high school. The school 
is co-educational, enjoys strong support from the local 
community and values participation in cultural and 
sporting activities. The Experience

In Term 4 last year, the Year 10 cohort at Cherrybrook 
were fortunate enough to play host to a variety of 
writers who guided them through the processes 
of constructing, drafting and editing a story for 
publication. After a year like no other, this represented 
a welcome opportunity to reflect on the events of 2020 
or simply escape from the year into the many worlds of 
the imagination. The stories here therefore represent 

both the uneasiness that came with the pandemic and 
the unflinching optimism of young people who find 
hope and humour in unexpected places. My hope is 
that you enjoy these narrative offerings of our students.

- Steve Henry: Head of English, Cherrybrook Technology 
High School
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WestWords is proudly supported by 

WestWords is Western Sydney’s Literature Development 
Organisation.

We provide pathways of opportunity for the development 
of Western Sydney voices through innovative literature and 
related arts programs. We believe literacy, self-expression 
and creativity changes lives and communities. WestWords is 
committed to providing an environment where the stories of 
the communities of Western Sydney and the places they come 
from are celebrated. The guiding philosophy of WestWords is a 
belief that the unique perspectives and stories of the Western 
Sydney area deserve to be celebrated, developed in literature 
and shared with a wider audience. 

We believe that engagement with reading and writing allows 
young people in particular to develop their imagination, gives 
voice to their stories and experiences, hones skills in written 
expression and illustration, and sets them on a trajectory 
for life. With a focus on literature, we deliver residencies, 
fellowships, workshops, performances, presentations 
and publications. Our partners include teachers, schools, 
universities, community and arts organisations. 

WestWords would like to thank Cherrybrook Technology 
High School, its principal Gary Johnson and in particular 
Teacher Librarian, Amber Sorensen. With Amber’s support 
and collaboration we were privileged to be able to offer this 
program for the second year running to the school’s entire 
Year 10 cohort of some 470 students the chance to work with 
twelve exceptional writers over three weeks in November – a 
big undertaking at the end of a big year. As these students 
looked towards their final years it was a tremendous gift and 

a testament to the vision of the school that they support their 
students in this way. 

WestWords’ tailored workshop and residential programs 
brings published, and in many cases award-winning, writers 
into schools. For many young people this is the first time they 
meet the olympians of the literary world. Having been through 
the crucible of publication these highly skilled professionals 
can impart knowledge and experience like none other. For the 
students it is a unique chance to develop their skills, channel 
their creative expression, find, and exercise, their voice. 

Bringing one’s creativity to publication is like no other 
experience. In that moment of seeing your words reflected 
back to you from the printed page there is a galvanisation of 
one’s self in the world. For the reader it is an intimate glimpse 
into the imaginative worlds of our collective future. 

We would also like to thank: the further support from the 
school including Steve Henry, Head of English, the school’s 
English department and Constanze Halder; the Cultural Fund 
of the Copyright Agency who support our Writers in Western 
Sydney Schools program; Australian Catholic University who 
support our publication program; Hayley Lam and Luke Beeton 
from Sailor Studio for bringing their creativity and expertise 
into the book’s design, the twelve writers in residence – Kirsty 
Eager, Susanne Gervay, Laura Greaves, Michelle Hamadache, 
James Knight, Will Kostakis, John Larkin, Belinda Murrell, Ben 
Peek, James Roy, Hsu-Ming Teo and Helen Thurloe; and the 
students themselves who brought all their enthusiasm and 
inspiration to create what you are about to read.

Proud Partner of WestWords’ Writers 
in Western Sydney Schools program

At ACU, we offer a 
welcoming environment 
for everyone. We stand for 
meaningful education, vital 
research, and life-changing 
community engagement.

Proud Publication Partner 
of WestWords
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Ben Peek
Ben Peek is the author of The Godless, Leviathan’s Blood, The Eternal Kingdom, Above/Below, 

Black Sheep, Twenty-Six Lies/One Truth, and Dead Americans and Other Stories. He is the 
creator of The Urban Sprawl Project, a psychogeography ‘zine, and Nowhere Near Savannah, an 

autobiographical comic. He holds a doctorate in literature.
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“2020 wasn’t a normal year.

You write for a lot of reasons. As a writer, you write for 
markets, publishers, yourself. As a student, you write for 
exams, teachers, yourself. But a year like 2020 challenges 
those motivations. It asks, not so much what you’re writing 
for, but what are you writing about? What do you hope to say 
to those who read your work?

The students at Cherrybrook lived through 2020 like all of us 
did. They lived through the bushfires, through a pandemic, 
and through everything that came with that, through an 
endless amount of disruption. Because of that, when it came 
to organising a piece for them to write, it felt like the normal 
rules of what was to be expected, a short piece, a little bit of 
description, a character study perhaps, seemed insufficient. 
Instead, I wanted to ask them, what would the future look 
like? How would the world change? Were they positive? Were 
they not? In a fashion, what I wanted them to make was more 
an artifact, a piece that could be looked back at by themselves 
and by other students to see what was on their minds at the 
end of 2020. What I was asking, in many ways, was for them 
to embrace a new form of disruption. I wanted them to step 
outside the usual forms of writing, to prepare scripts, reports, 
and diaries. I wanted them to work together with other 
students, to try and imagine not just what five years into the 
future would look like, but fifteen, and thirty.

I wanted them to embrace the many, many possibilities that 
fiction has for them, not just as a narrative, but as something 
that can explore their inner workings and their anxieties.
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2055 - Diary 
Entry
BY ASHANKA

January 1st, 2055
The future - a world foreseen but left unchallenged. 
The meteor that recently hit is having devastating 
impacts on the world. It has eradicated almost 
a quarter of the world so far, our homes and our 
nature. The big-time politicians of the world haven’t 
provided any help to those of us in need of it and are 
still looking for a solution to the lack of housing for 
our uncontrollably rising population.

January 4th, 2055
I’m doing my usual jobs, life’s running smoothly. 
I have my house, my family’s safe. What can we 
do about those others, the other half of the world 
struggling to keep their place in the world? I do my 
best to help support those in need, but nothing will 
change without the efforts of the government.

January 7th, 2055
The Christmas holidays are over, and I get in my car 
and head to work, looking up at the hovercrafts, 
our new means of travel, flying above my head. It 
aggravates me to think that corrupt politicians are 
the only people allowed to purchase a hovercraft 
and workers have no options but cars.

As I travel to work, the city buildings tower over me 
as if they are touching the clouds. Halfway through 
my journey, I come across the space station.

People are being pushed onto spacecrafts - forced 
to leave their homes to live on Mars. Despite my 
hatred towards these politicians and their dystopian 
views, I couldn’t make a statement due to my lack of 
power compared to the government.

March 8th, 2055
I’ve travelled to Mars a few times before, for holidays 
with my family, and it was the most advanced world 
I had ever imagined. Buildings unimaginably tall and 
technology like no one ever thought about before. It 

seemed like the best place to live but, once I saw the 
condition of the people who lived there, it completely 
changed my perception of living on Mars. Operated 
by a few of the government people, those who lived 
on Mars were spending their whole day digging 
things, building things - all to fulfil the wishes of the 
government. Protests against the government’s 
decisions had been going on for years now and we 
knew people were getting frustrated, nevertheless 
they continued to try to set things right. They had 
had enough. The government created a law so that 
no matter who you were, rich or poor, you would be 
punished severely, and any protesting would result 
in you being sent straight to Mars.

July 20th, 2055
Half of our population has been sent to Mars. The 
government is sending people there as they still don’t 
want to listen to the government’s unjust decisions. 
The lack of people on Earth is slowly destroying it as 
there are not many people left to keep the Earth in a 
good state. People are starting to leave for Mars to 
live their life there. I had already made plans for my 
family’s move to Mars after recent news told of the 
defeat of the government’s power and the luxurious 
lifestyle that we could live there.

September 10th, 2055
We landed on Mars, jumping off the space craft, 
excited to live in our new home. Life on Mars 
had been much better after throwing out the 
government and installing our own leaders. This 
dream luxurious lifestyle and just world was exactly 
what we needed to live in peace. Work was as normal 
but, when you worked with no arguments and all 
teamwork, it seemed to be much more productive. 
You were surrounded by towering buildings where 
everyone lived and had easy transportation to where 
you wanted to go, all you needed was a hovercraft.

December 6th, 2055
Almost two months since we moved to Mars to live 
our lives here and it has been incredible. At this point 
everyone from Earth, apart from the government 
people, has migrated to Mars. Elon Musk has 
become the leader of Mars and he has made sure 
that there is no conflict in this world. Everyone living 
on Mars has the best life - it is the world we were all 
looking to live in.

10A
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Diary Entry
BY JULIE

Sometimes when I close my eyes, I can still remember 
how the fresh air tasted. I remember walking through 
the woods and feeling the fresh sunshine on my face 
and arms. I miss those days. Those days long ago when 
we still lived outside in the natural world. The days 
when we didn’t need to use filter generators to clean 
the water and air. The days when we didn’t need to 
artificially/lab grow and create our produce. We can’t 
even eat fresh meat or animal produce because they 
are so expensive, since there isn’t enough produce to 
feed the animals. It is very uncommon now to be able 
to eat our greens fresh out of the ground, and drink 
milk from a cow.

At work, there is a young man named Connor who 
works in the greenhouse pod, up on the top level. 
I really enjoy his company.  He has a great sense of 
humour and makes me laugh. I am so thankful that 
I am still healthy enough to work in the greenhouse 
a few days a week. I am in charge of charting the 
growth of all the crops and checking on the humidity 

and temperature levels, as it is the least labour-
intensive job in the greenhouse pod. The manager 
who is in charge of agriculture and food production 
is a kind man. I have been working at the greenhouse 
for eight years and wanted to volunteer instead of 
getting paid, so on my eightieth birthday I told him 
I wanted to volunteer, but he insisted. I felt guilty 
getting paid still at my age, as I am not much help, 
with all my physical disabilities. He told me that I 
was still a productive member of his team, and that 
my decades of experience were invaluable to the 
growing operation. He made me feel so good and 
confident about myself by saying that. He assigned 
Connor to work with me, reasoning that Connor, 
being young and strong, could do all the heavy lifting 
and labouring work. He told me he wanted me to use 
all my experience to teach Connor all I knew about 
food production. He said that with my knowledge and 
experience, and Connor’s youth and strength, we 
would make a great team. I believe my manager was 
right. Working with Connor has been good for me in 
so many ways. I think it’s been good for him too. At 
least, I hope it has been. 

As much as I don’t mind living in the present, 2040, 
I still wish I could go forty years back and make a 
difference that would’ve made our future better. 10A
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2065
BY NICHOLAS

Graham (Dad): Run Alekseis!! Run!!!

Alekseis (daughter): Dad, what’s going on?!

Graham: Don’t worry, just run!! Quick, follow me.

Alekseis: I’m scared, can you please tell me what’s 
going on?

Graham: Shhhh! Be quiet. (whispers)

No one talks. The two could hear sirens from all sides 
and people screaming.

Alekseis: Dad?

*Bang, bang*

Alekseis and Graham hide down for more cover, 
as they fear getting hit by a gunshot. Then there is 
dead silence. Graham slowly gets up to see what’s 
going on, then:

*BOOOM*

Graham ducks down as quick as he can and holds his 
daughter tight on the ground as a bomb goes off.  
As they hold tight on the ground, they feel the wind 
push against them and see things flying everywhere.

Alekseis: Dad, please, what’s happening?

Graham: There’s a group of terrorists right there 
(points towards the centre of the City). And those 
guys are armed with machine guns, knives and all 
the weapons you can think of. 

Alekseis: Even a smoke grenade?

Graham: Yes, even a smoke grenade.

Alekseis: Wow, what about that thing? What was 

that thing that just blew everything up?

Graham: That was a bomb, it just blew everything up 
right up there.

Alekseis: Yikes, so we would have been dead if we 
didn’t run. 

Graham: Yes, Alekseis, that’s why I told you to hurry.

The city becomes silent and Graham pokes his head 
out to see if the terrorists have left. As he sees that 
no one is there, he and Alekseis slowly sneak away 
from the city. While they are trying to escape the 
city, they hear people whispering inside one of the 
buildings. Graham takes a glimpse of who the people 
are through the window and finds out there are a 
bunch of people tied up to chairs. He jumps through 
the window and does his best to free them. They 
start screaming their lungs out, as their mouths are 
taped up, to warn Graham that someone is behind 
him. He has no idea, as two terrorists grab him and 
tie him up like the others. Alekseis screams as she 
fears her dad is going to die. The terrorist turns his 
head and sees her through the window.  

Graham: Run, Alekseis!!

Alekseis follows her dad’s order and starts running 
away.

Terrorist: Get her!!

The terrorist glides through the window and 
starts chasing the girl. It doesn’t take too long 
for the terrorists to capture her as they use their 
hoverboards. The terrorists soon return to where 
the rest of the captured people are placed. Everyone 
is restless as they fear that they are going to die 
soon. A terrorist with a mask on comes in and throws 
a smoke grenade into the room. Everyone screams 
through the tape and they all soon fall asleep. 

A few hours later, Alekseis and Graham wake up. The 
two are in a room with paintings all over the walls.

Graham: No, no, no, no, NO!!

10
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Alekseis: What’s going on?

Graham: We’re on Mars right now. 

Alekseis: What? You mean the planet in space?

Graham: Yes, Mars, the fourth planet from the Sun 

Alekseis: What? Why? HOW are we here?

Graham: Technology - the terrorists transported us 
here with their spacecraft.

Alekseis: Oh, okay. Are we in danger?

Graham: Umm, yeah - pretty much stuffed here.

Alekseis: Why, though?

Graham: Before you were born, I escaped this place 
because the rules here were very strict. Lately there’s 
been a protest going on about how people like us have 
been treated unfairly. It’s ridiculous, but agreeable. 

Alekseis: Yeah, I can see where this is coming from.

Graham: People say the miscreants from Mars carry 
some sort of disease that caused a pandemic that 
has now gone. Once you talk to one of them, you’re 
banished outside the bubble for life, and you’ll never 
want to experience that yourself. The world is horrible 
- there are real life animals, and we’ve all heard what 
they’re like.

Alekseis: Oh true, I’ve heard of those, but never really 
seen them, so can’t imagine if they’re that bad.

Terrorist enters the room. 

Graham: Shh, they’re coming. Don’t talk.

As the terrorist enters and the door automatically 
shuts, he takes off the mask and the hoodie covering 
his head. When he takes them off, the dad and 
daughter realise it’s just like another human being, 
but with white hair. The terrorist grabs some 
machine and starts bringing it towards the two. 
Graham starts to move around as he realizes it’s a 

brainwasher and tries to wriggle his way out of the 
chair he is stuck on, but it’s too late, as the human-
like alien places it on their heads. They fall asleep.

*1 hour later* - Graham wakes up. 

Graham: Alekseis, Alekseis - wake up.

Alekseis slowly wakes up.

Graham: Do you remember who I am?

Alekseis: Uh, what happened? Yeah, of course, you’re 
my dad.

Graham sighs in relief. He becomes confused as 
the brainwash was meant to clear all the human’s 
memory.

Graham: Do you remember what happened few 
hours ago? 

Alekseis: Yeah, there was a bomb explosion back on 
earth and we were transported to Mars.

Graham: Okay – good, good. I think the brainwash 
didn’t work properly.

Graham slightly pushes out of the chair and the lock 
lets him loose. He slides Alekseis out of the chair with 
ease.

Graham: Alright, when we leave this room, make sure 
you don’t talk. This brainwash was meant to clear 
our memories, but I think the machine is broken. Just 
follow my path and act like the people outside. 

Alekseis nods her head. They exit the room and see 
cars flying, large tall buildings and an enormous 
visible bubble covering the city. The same alien 
comes up to the two and starts asking questions.

Terrorist: How are you?

Graham: Great, what a lovely day it is.

Terrorist gives a grin and points to Alekseis. You 
can see Graham sweating as he thought that the 
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terrorist realises nothing has happened. 

Terrorist: Come, follow me, it’s time for your daughter 
to go to school.

Graham and Alekseis nod their heads and follow the 
terrorist to school. As they arrive, the terrorist puts 
Alekseis in a class full of kids. Graham looks through 
the door and watches Alekseis carefully to make 
sure nothing bad happens. Alekseis sits down next 
to a girl and doesn’t say a word in case she stuffs 
everything up. 

The girl (classmate): Hi what’s your name?  
(whispers)   

Alekseis turns her head and looks at the girl. As they 
make eye contact, Alekseis has a suspicion that she 
knows this girl from somewhere.  

Alekseis: Do I know you?

The girl: Pardon?

Alekseis: Never mind. Sorry, my name is Alekseis.

The girls are very awkward and as they quietly talk 
throughout the class, their connection is very close 
with their interests and more. After a while, they 
stop as if it isn’t meant to happen. Lunch starts.

The girl: Do you know much about this place?

Alekseis: Not really.

The girl: Did you hear about the punishment you get 
if you talk to those weird people?

Alekseis: Oh, yeah kind of.

The girl: Pretty scary, hey?

Alekseis: Yeah, it is, but it seems pretty strict on how 
we can’t talk to them.

The girl: Are you from here?

Alekseis: Umm, how should I say?

The girl: Don’t worry, I’m a human.

Alekseis: Oh, actually?

The girl: Please don’t tell anyone else, please I beg 
you. I trust you.

Alekseis: No, no of course I won’t, I’m also a, you 
know, a human.

The girl: Wait, what, actually?

Alekseis: Yeah, I am.

The girl: How’d you get here?

Alekseis: I was captured back on Earth after an 
attack from the terrorist.

The girl: SAME!!

Alekseis: No way, so you’re new to this as well.

The girl: Shh, shh, let’s keep it quiet. Let’s handshake 
on this and promise that we won’t tell anyone.

Alekseis: Good idea.

The two girls shake hands and keep everything 
between themselves.

10
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2050
BY MADDIE

12th April 2050
The heat is unbearable sometimes. You’d think after 
ten years you’d get used to it. Today was sticky, the 
kind of heat that makes you feel like you’re choking 
on every breath, being strangled by the harsh grip of 
the warmth. Dad’s been whining all day. From time 
to time, he remembers what happened to mum. His 
memory seems to fade in and out nowadays but, 
when he remembers, I don’t hear the end of it. He 
blames my generation for what happened, everyone 
expected us to be the saviours, to somehow revive 
the earth… I guess we let everyone down. 

I did it again today. I have to stop daydreaming, 
remembering what faint picture I have of the world 
before. I find myself dreaming about this green 
forest, trying to recall the feeling of the grass 
peeping through my toes. I miss it. I miss the feeling 
of being free and not bunched up and trapped in by 
the four walls of this wasted city. I miss the way I felt 
growing up, the way it felt to breathe in and not feel 
like my throat is closing. 

15th April 2050
I’m losing small parts of me each day. Yesterday it 
was the child that lived within me, today I lost my 
job. What worries me is what I’ll lose tomorrow, 
and the day after that. It can’t be any good. The 
only thing I won’t miss about that job is the flights. 
Something about looking out of that window as we 
take off makes the guilt take over, it makes me face 
my mistakes, our mistakes, face the things we’ve 
ruined. I see the land yearning for a drink and the 
trees fading like my father’s memory. I see high-rises 
and skyscrapers where the grass once grew green. 

18th April 2050
The technical definition of poison is a substance 
that’s capable of causing illness or death to a living 
organism when absorbed. I could describe our air 
in the same way. Fresh air is like a faint dream. Now 
we all wheeze and cough like we smoke four packs 

a day, our lungs turning to tar. Our world and our 
bodies screaming, bashing at the glass to be heard, 
to be saved. Dad’s fading away each day. His health 
gets worse and worse, but I guess I’ll have the free 
time to take care of him, now I don’t have a job. 

The sun hides away more now. It’s trapped behind 
this toxic cloud. I miss its glow. Sometimes it feels 
like it’s permanently dark, like we’re stuck in this 
stuffy box. They told us again today, they told us 
that all this technology is going to save us one day, 
which is the same thing they’ve been telling us for 
years and yet every few months we lose something 
important to our survival. I hate how they just lie 
to us. I just wish they’d tell us the truth, tell us the 
human population could be wiped out in the next 
sixty years. 

20th June 2050
It’s been two months since I last wrote here. I never 
thought my life could be altered so much in the 
space of eight weeks. I lost dad four weeks ago. At 
least it took him quick. Apparently, the elderly are 
not essential to life. It’s mass genocide. I refuse to 
see it in any other way. They took mum and now 
they’ve taken dad. They target the weak, the elderly. 

 I miss him. There’s not really much left for me here, 
everything and everyone I’ve ever loved is gone. 
The government might as well not exist. They just 
kill people. They claim to be ‘advancing humanity’, 
but all they do is cause pain, pain to our society and 
pain to our world. It’s quiet without dad. All I hear at 
night is the rude humming of the city, the buzzing of 
our electrically powered world. I feel like I’m living in 
fear, in fear of what will happen tomorrow, of who 
will die next.

10
A
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2055 – Report
BY KAYUR

The future, a world foreseen – left unchallenged.
A report on 2055. It’s ironic, the world of the future 
was what everyone predicted. I remember the year 
2020, I was fifteen years old and the issues discussed 
were climate change, terrorism and globalisation. I 
like to think of the world today as what people back 
then had envisioned because, as I peep my head 
out of my metallic shack, which to my recollection 
was called a ‘home’, I see all these issues blow up 
in my face just like the Barcelona bombing in 2035. 
As the polluted air seeps within me, I take a look 
at the monstrous buildings blocking out the thick 
sun’s pallid illumination. The cracked crevices on 
the second level of an elevation road start to widen 
more and more, just like the casual winter sweat 
dripping on my snow-coloured beard. The road 
suddenly changes its red illumination to green, as a 
classic 2045 tesla model F soars over the levitated 
road. After the hovering vehicle vanishes in the black 
smoke, I duck my head back into the dilapidated 
Neptune Glider 4. I actually find myself quite lucky 
to have come across such a new model, with the 
ship’s cabin my living room, its engine storage used 
as a heater. All these problems in today’s world have 
built up over the past 35 years, as we all just lay in 
our Johnson 54 recliners and let them take over. 
I remember in 2040 (I was about 35), I went with my 
last surviving friend to see the ‘last day’. It was held 
in the Daintree Rainforest in Queensland, where 
millions of people came to watch the last tree in the 
world chopped down. After the chainsaw halved the 
red oak, half the crowd cheered and half the crowd 
looked down, shocked that they had let this happen 
after the Amazon Rainforest massacre in 2028. I 
find that society is structured in this way. Half of the 
population, usually the more wealthy with the latest 
musk model, are valued as the bosses, the people 
who don’t care about the future and its issues. 
They live in the world that they want to live in. Then 
there’s the other half, who look back at the previous 
thirty-five years with regret and sorrow toward 
what had happened to the environment. However, 
it wasn’t just the environment that they looked back 
on, it was the over population.
In 2020, the population of Earth was seven billion, 
and the population increased by another five billion 

in 2025. But after the 2026 Chinese airstrike, Earth’s 
inhabitants started to increase with the African baby 
boom in 2030, it looked like the world was facing the 
same problem. 
The solution was space travel, an idea that started 
growing in the minds of the world leaders over time. 
The space movement was first launched in 2030, 
when the Russian Space Administration shipped 
400,000 civilians from Moscow to the central base 
of Mars, after they found the natural wonders that 
had been so abundant on Earth all those years ago. 
Suddenly, the rich and wealthy found a new way to 
make profit from the environment: by exploiting all 
the natural resources just like they did on Earth. In 
my opinion, the same thing is going to happen in the 
next twenty years, and then we would all move to 
Jupiter, then Saturn and then, eventually, we would 
be scattered across the solar system. 
This was a requirement for 2055 news reporters 
such as me, especially in times like this, where the 
chances of a human revolution were so high. It was 
our job to make sure that things like this didn’t 
happen. I had to interview two people today. One 
was a 25-year-old woman, living in the metal slums 
of North America. The main points that I had jotted 
down were regarding her wishes for space travel, 
especially since most of her family were located in 
Southern Mars. According to Forbes Top 100 list, 
this was an ideal location for those starting a family. 
I mean, there was plenty of room in an undisclosed 
location, the weather was hot, but no one had 
ever frozen to death, and I can image the wonders 
of self-isolation. The interview was reasonably 
standard, with the regular twenty-five question 
survey, followed by a truth test performed on the 
machine. After she passed the examination, the 
next interviewee walked in. This was an 85-year-old 
businessman who, judging by his 4.5-million-dollar 
suit, looked like an important man in one of those 
multi-universal corporations. He was arrogant, 
selfish and central minded, which was clearly the 
criteria for people like him in the universe. All he 
talked about was money, and how the project of 
drilling toward the centre of the Earth to obtain its 
resources was nearly done.  This was a deal which 
would essentially make him a fortune. 
The truth was, the world had lost. It had lost to its 
own inhabitants, who stripped it from its power 
and left it to rot in the universe. The truth was that 
our behaviour toward this had been affected, but 
it seemed like nothing was going to change. Even 
though this was all envisioned, the future was a 
world foreseen but left unchallenged.
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2025 – Diary
BY ANIKA

I woke up to the sound of the news, reporting on the 
latest COVID-19 vaccination. It had taken two years 
to develop after the last two failed to contain the 
virus, leading to an even bigger outbreak. There were 
many cases contracted by the vaccine which led to 
another big outbreak as well as an endless number 
of deaths. I’m happy that I never got the vaccine but, 
after the effects of the last one, I’m not too certain I’ll 
get the new one. Since then, a few years have passed 
and the number of cases has had a substantial drop, 
meaning that the virus is now contained. I slipped out 
of bed and got ready for another day of uni. 

Tired after a long day of uni, I threw myself onto the 
couch, scrolling through my Instagram feed. I had 
to turn on the air-con as well as the fan because 
it was just too hot. Apparently, this is the hottest 
summer Australia has ever had in its history. The 
climate is getting worse every day. Scientists believe 
that in five years, the frequency of record-breaking 
temperatures will increase, as well as the rate of 
melting glaciers and extreme weather shifts due to 
greenhouse gas emissions. Sometimes when I close 
my eyes, I can still remember the cool breeze blowing 
through my hair. 

The news of Kim Jong-un’s assassination has taken 
over social media. Almost every post and story on my 
feed was about it. Killed by his own bomb that he set 

off…not a surprise. There’s a conspiracy going around 
that his sister plotted his death in order to replace 
him as the supreme leader of North Korea. Speaking 
of bad leaders, after four long years of running, Joe 
Biden lost to Trump who was elected as president 
last year. The public was outraged, causing riots to 
break out. 

After the whole pandemic, most things went back 
to normal. This meant that a majority of people went 
back to working face-to-face, leading to the economy 
getting better. Although this sounds beneficial, over 
a million jobs were lost around the world after the 
pandemic and trying to bounce back from this had 
made a lot of people face financial pressures and 
stress in terms of finding work and making payments. 
As many people are still recovering from the impacts 
that the pandemic had on them financially, artificial 
intelligence has taken over a range of jobs. As a third-
year uni student interested in finance and business, 
I was sad to hear that a lot of accountants are now 
being replaced by computers. 

For the past few months, my family has been 
struggling financially due to the rise of AI. The 
economic upturn led to a lot of the money that came 
in being put into advancing technology. I always 
hated the fact that the government took away so 
many people’s jobs and acted like nothing happened. 
As a result of our financial crisis, we can’t afford to go 
on holidays or even buy the newest iPhone 16.

Hopefully, tomorrow my family will find out if my 
parents’ job applications have been successful. Let’s 
hope that the robots don’t take over. 10A
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2030 Report
BY NAZAM

Good evening, I am Jane Davis, and this is the evening we will 
be remembering from the past decade and recounting some 
of the highlights of the year as we approach the new year.

The future is not exactly as we expected it would be a mere 
decade ago. It’s been the year of the most celebrity deaths, 
worst weather conditions ever recorded and Donald 
Trump is the President of the United States, after being re-
elected in 2025. 

2030 has been the year of the most celebrity deaths. A 
record-breaking number, some two thousand celebrities, 
have been eliminated in the strangest of ways. With the 
rise of robots in the entertainment industry, it is almost 
surprising that no one saw it coming. The climate and 
global warming has been the topic of debate for many 
years and many countries that are part of the United 
Nations vowed to have no carbon emissions by 2050. It is 
clear that something went wrong along the way because 
they have come nowhere near that goal and there are 
only two decades left to the deadline. If anything, some 
would say that the destruction of the planet has escalated. 
The amount of fossil fuel being used for energy has gone 
through the roof, with large supplies of coal and oil found 
in various undiscovered parts of the world. For obvious 
reasons, the consumption of energy has gone up because 
of the large population. 

Trump was re-elected as President of the United States 
in the year 2025. Although he already completed two 
terms, he changed the rules and nominated himself for a 
third election and won. He has achieved his goal of ridding 
America of anyone that he does not deem suitable to live 
there. The relationship between the United States and 
many countries has been jeopardised and this is due to 
poor foreign relations policies. For the second and third 
terms, he picked Elon Musk as his Vice-President. 

Now for a special segment on the events that led up to the 
present being so different from 2020. 

It started sometime when the Coronavirus pandemic first 
began in the early months of 2020. After losing the election 
at the end of that year, Trump started planning his revenge 
and how he would eventually get back to the White House. 
Although it doesn’t directly impact Australia, it does start 
the process by which we are affected. Our large interest 
in international politics will lead to our demise, and it’s all 
to do with the changing attitudes of our world’s citizens. 
The friendship between two specific countries never fully 

recovered after the Trump trade deals in his first term 
and the Coronavirus pandemic which affected the world 
in many unfortunate ways. Tensions had built up over time 
and no one really did much to help. New and advanced 
technology has made it possible for more people to have 
their privacy invaded and more secrets exposed. This has 
caused distrust in the media and is a large factor leading to 
uneasy communications between different countries. 

We are now going to an interview from an ABC special 
called ‘People and their Past’, with Ingrid Kelly and her 
guest, Albert Grant, who is a retired reporter. They will 
discuss the substantial changes that have occurred over 
the past eighty years.

Ingrid: Thank you, Albert, for agreeing to this interview. 
Many of our viewers have been intrigued by your story and 
your long and eventful life. Let’s begin. Was there a period of 
time that you felt was the most idyllic, over the past eighty 
years?

Albert: I was born in 1950 in Sydney and I am eighty years 
old now. The 60s were by far the best years to live. Still 
before the age of technology but rapidly changing, it was 
also a decade of turmoil and great upsides. The Beatles, the 
Rolling Stones, JFK, Martin Luther King Jr and more were 
introduced to us, and they were great. The space race was 
definitely one of the highlights, America finally ending it with 
the moon landing in 1969. 

Ingrid: That sounds wonderful and a world away from 
today’s reality. What do you think is the greatest change 
to have occurred for the general public over your lifetime?

Albert: I know this is a relatively basic answer, but I really 
feel that the attitude of today’s youth is completely different 
to that of my generation. It really is hard to understand how 
people feel now because it has become almost unthinkable 
to talk about feelings.

Ingrid: What surprises you most about 2030?

Albert: Well, for the most part, the environment is not 
completely destroyed, as everyone said it would be. Instead 
of that we have started preserving what we have and trying 
to grow trees and watch animal populations. I remember 
when I was young, fur coats were all the rage for women, 
but now most women prefer to wear plastic and other 
artificially made products which are more sustainable. 

Ingrid: Is it hard for older people to adjust to the rapid 
technological changes in today’s society?  

Albert: Well, if they are as old as I am, I guess so.

Ingrid: That is one of the many challenges of modern life. 
Now, we know that you were a reporter and writer for the 
ABC for thirty years and retired from journalism in 2010. 

What do you think of the way that the news is presented today?

Albert: Well, for starters, because of the huge popularity of mobiles, computers and 
other technology that we can’t keep up with, I think nobody is even watching this 
channel right now, except for old folk like me. Most people receive their news online and 
on social media platforms.

Ingrid: Thank you, Albert, for agreeing to do this interview. We have learnt a lot about 
your views and about the past. 

That’s all for now, but join us again in an hour for the latest updates. I’m Jane Davis 
and this is ABC.
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2040 Report
BY TAMARA

The year 2040 began with a sense of hope that 
the new decade would be better than the last two. 
People gathered on the 31st December 2039 to 
celebrate the new decade that would come after 
the clock struck twelve. Little did they know that the 
year 2040 would be full of more events and changes 
than the year 2020. 

As a journalist, it is my duty to report the events of 
the new year and their impacts. As the new year 
came around, so did our first contact with extra-
terrestrial beings. NASA was preparing to leave for 
a trip to Mars to complete the colonies that were 
being prepared on the planet. Halfway through 
the trip, the NASA communication centre received 
a message from an unregistered ship which was 
then broadcast around the world, saying, “You’re 
not the only beings.” According to a statement that 
was released by NASA, it was just a malfunction in 
the NASA owned ship’s communication hardware. 
However, many people believe that it was a 
message from another being, confirming some 
extra-terrestrial life. Though there were many 
speculations, the government still managed to 
conceal all information regarding the unknown 
message. I managed to interview the head of the 
NASA communication station, and what I found was 
pretty interesting. I asked her what the message 
said but what she said shocked me. She said, “Well, 
as you know, the message that came through said 
‘You’re not the only beings, and-.” She paused. It 
was clear that she had almost said something she 
wasn’t supposed to. Is there something that NASA is 
hiding from us relating to that message?     

Being a reporter enables me to observe this 
changing world. Global warming is still very much a 
problem and is maybe getting worse. The sea levels 
are still rising and already a number of countries are 
set to be underwater in the next couple of years. 
Half of Antarctica has already melted, and it still is 
at a rapid rate. World leaders have said that, if worse 
comes to worst, we will just move to the colonies 

that are being built on Mars. It’s crazy to me that I 
have the opportunity to report and witness such an 
historical time. 

As it was predicted a few years ago, robots and 
artificial life have taken over the majority of jobs, 
leaving a lot of people struggling and jobless. Jobs 
such as psychology and any jobs that involve any 
human emotion or understanding are still available 
for humans - until robots can feel emotion that is. 
The loss of jobs for humans has had a huge impact, 
especially considering the overpopulation problem 
that has risen. Not long after this problem came to 
the knowledge of the general public, a new disease 
came about that was killing off the older people, as 
well as people with severe health problems. A lot of 
people believe that it was a man-made disease that 
was created by the government to further control 
the increasing population numbers.

Multiple interviews that I have conducted gave me 
an insight into what people think about this disease 
that seems to have appeared out of thin air. One 
person who I interviewed shared her views on the 
topic. She said, “I just find it very suspicious that a 
disease like this just appeared out of nowhere. Very 
suspicious.” She wasn’t the only one who had her 
suspicions. Another man who I interviewed said, 
“The government must be crazy if they think we 
don’t realise what they are doing. They’re trying to 
control the population numbers and it’s clear that 
they are behind this disease.” 

This year has left me with many questions that still 
lack answers. Are we really alone in this universe? 
How long will earth last with the increasing problems 
due to climate change and global warming? How 
many more jobs will be taken by robots? Is this new 
disease really the government’s way of controlling 
the population? These are the questions being 
asked around the world. But the question ultimately 
is - will we ever get any answers?
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2060 - Diary
BY CAROLINE

How the hell did Baron Trump get elected? From what 
I’ve heard, his father was completely mad - but he’s dead 
now so no one gives a shit. Everything is lifeless now, the 
world has emptied out its laughter, continuing to be used 
as pawns in society. The world has truly been destroyed, 
living in virtual reality would be way better and cooler, 
not to mention the endless possibilities of creating a life 
you could never have dreamed of. School also sucks, our 
English teacher is legit whack! Gosh, Ms. Caulfield kills all 
the living cells in me. 

Oh, the way she dresses is very questionable. Round 
glasses glued to the bridge of her nose, continuously 
squinting with her beady eyes. A hunched back with 
cracked dry hands from the continuous application of 
hand sanitizer. The lady is insanely crazy about hygiene, 
retelling the story of how she lived in a pandemic for the 
millionth time. The pungent smell of essential oils lingers 
around the atmosphere whenever she’s around. Her frizzy 
and voluminous hair with white streaks framing her slim 
oval face. She’s always talking about her times as a daring 
teenager in the 80’s. That was a joke by the way. She was 
born in the early 2000s but it’s not like I have to explain 
this to some weirdo who is going to be digging into this 
scrawny book. 

It’s almost as if I have been kept in a shell, hiding my 
presence. Every day feels like an endless cycle of society’s 
hidden dystopian world. You might be wondering, what 
do I find good about this world? Nothing, the end. Just 
kidding, I’m not that heartless. Stella Davidson, oh how 
she’s so pure and innocent, the last thread of humanity. 
Her effortless charming points leave me in awe. I swear, 
she’s just so different from everyone else - true beauty. 

Her eyes transform into perfect crescent moons twinkling 
when she smiles, her blonde locks resting lightly on her 
shoulders. Rose lips, the central attention of her face, soft 
and plump. A small oval face with sharp facial features 
makes her easy to recognize in a crowd. Her spirit more 
fragile than glass, makes those around her feel enlightened. 
Knowing someone like her must be like meeting an angel 
for the first time - magical. Sometimes I think, she’s just 
too perfect, surely there must be something wrong with 
her. But when you meet someone as perfect as she is, you 
start to doubt yourself and others. In a reality like this, you 
think she could possibly be hiding a dark secret. 

As if I could make her mine. My life is screwed and jumbled 
like an unsolved Rubik’s cube. I mean look at me, I’m a cat’s 

toy. Though I could be seen as unique, I’m just another 
outcast in a world where everyone is destined to be the 
same - how boring. I hate this life, I truly do, but what can a 
sixteen-year-old girl whose presence is just a whistle in the 
wind do? To make matters worse, I live with my aunt who is 
a passionate homophobic figure. Warm on the outside but 
a cold devil on the inside. Typical hipster, always waffling 
on about how the world needs change but smokes her life 
away. My parents are long gone dead - what a pity. 

Anyways, on to the tea - after school ended. I overheard 
Stella mention some weird crap, like confidential 
information or whatever. Kidnapping, DNA experiments, 
children, were some of the key phrases I heard whilst she 
was talking on the phone. She didn’t look cheerful but 
rather annoyed and irritated, much different from her 
usual bubbly persona. This all just sounds like kid tales, 
but there is a possibility that aliens do exist. If humans can 
exist, why can’t they? 

Honestly, I didn’t think much of it at first and continued to 
walk down the hallway to get to my locker, where Stella was 
standing. It felt so suspenseful, thoughts rushing through 
my mind, the possibilities of what could happen. Was she 
going to stop me? Would she call out my name? Will she 
come up and say hi? You would never know what was going 
to happen, you just had to experience the fate the universe 
has created for you. And, oh my gosh, what happened next 
fluttered butterflies all inside my body. I legitimately had a 
heart attack when our eyes locked for a few seconds. Just 
as I thought it wouldn’t get any better, she winked at me. 

The only and only Stella Anderson freaking winked at 
me! EEEeeee! I can now rest in peace knowing the most 
beautiful girl in the entire universe has winked at a 
scumbag like me. To not ruin this moment, I didn’t dare say 
anything nor look and proceeded to walk to my locker.

Strangely enough, when I opened my locker an envelope 
was placed on top of my books. I glanced around to see 
if anyone, particularly Stella, was still around. The hallway 
was empty and gloomy, no sound of footsteps could be 
heard. I stared at the mysterious envelope. Upon opening, 
I was welcomed to a written note:

“Come to my office at 3:30 - Ms. Caulfield”

Far out, why does this bitch want to see me? Out of 
everyone in the school, she had to choose me, Mavis 
Ruth - forever a loner and total loser. It’s not like I’ve done 
anything wrong. Disliking the teacher is a personal opinion. 
I haven’t done anything - I’m sure of it. Even if I did, I could 
just pull out a lame excuse about how I am experiencing 
problems at home. I’m sure she’ll let me off the hook. 

Anyways, I’m going to finish it here before I go ahead and 
see the damn psycho. Wish me luck!

Peace out.
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2030 Script
BY ABEEL

Found fragment of a transcript between President 
Donald Trump and his Chief Advisor. 

Trump: Today’s a good day to be me!

Chief Advisor: Mr President, I strongly recommend 
we review your plan before you go ahead and make it 
public. This may not be a very wise move.

Trump: Nonsense, it’s a great plan. I came up with 
it myself.

Chief Advisor: I understand that sir, but no harm in 
checking it. Don’t you think we can get more people’s 
opinions on it?

Trump: Listen here, boy! I don’t pay you to doubt and 
question my judgement and, if you wish to continue, 
you can find yourself another job. Russia will get 

invaded in the next few days. It’s a great plan, I came 
up with it myself and it is happening!

Chief Advisor: Sir, I just think –

Trump: I don’t care what you think! One more word 
out of you and you’re out on the street!

As the Chief Advisor solemnly exits the room, Vice-
President Elon Musk walks in joyfully.

Musk: Beautiful day isn’t it, Mr President? Got some 
wonderful things planned!

Trump: Indeed, it is Elon, beautiful day, wonderful 
day, very excited to announce it as well.

Musk: Still going ahead with the twitter 
announcement? Interesting way to declare war on a 
country, sir, but I support you 100% of the way. 

Trump: Elon, there’s a reason why you’re my VP. The 
amount of support I get from you is unmatched. Of 
course, tweeting it is the right way, it’s the only way, 
it’s my way. Every single thing I do gets tweeted. It’s 
who I am. 10A
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2050 – 
Conversation
BY LOGAN

A Caucasian man dressed in all black, featuring a gleaming 
gold watch and one red eye walks up to another man. This 
man dressed in shaggy clothes sporting brown curtains, the 
one major feature being his glasses. The glasses are high-
tech and glowing blue. They meet on the corner of a street. 
It’s raining and smoggy.
Kyler: Hey, it’s been a while. How’s the weather going?
Bob: Yeah, it ain’t great, but I just got me an air umbrella, no 
more acid burns.
Kyler: Daaaammmn, ok, how much did that cost?
Bob: It did cost a lot of money, we are lucky though.
Kyler: Yeah, some of those other countries must get shipped 
water.
Bob: Yeah, that sucks. On a totally unrelated note, did you get 
the new update?
Kyler: What update?
Bob: Version 2.66666678. It’s so good. It’s got new features, 
weather updating, news feed, the neuronet and its all built 
into the neurolink.
Kyler: That’s pretty good, I won’t be so bored making 
those stupid robots. I’ll have some tv show running in the 
background.
Bob: At least you have a job, mine got taken by those stupid 
metal rust buckets.
Kyler: Yeah, they keep taking every job. Soon they will be 
creating themselves, although there is an upcoming job for 
humans.
Bob: Really? What job? I need the money.
Kyler: Asteroid mining. They can’t have robots doing it 
because they freeze, and the programmers can’t get it right.
Bob: That’s perfect. Sign me up.
Kyler: Speaking of signing up, you joining the war?
Bob: Wait, what war?
Kyler: The war for Mars. How long have you been in your Cryo 
chamber? It’s been all over the news and everything. America 
and China are battling it out for Mars.
Bob: What about Russia? Surely, they will get involved.
Kyler: They went for Pluto and, apparently, they are already 
set up there and militarizing it to become a war vehicle. Like 
Elon Musk’s MOON.
Bob: I don’t really want to get involved. I know as Australia we 
owe both countries, but if we join one, the other will get pissed. 
It’s going to be a shitstorm.

Kyler: True, true. There’s going to be so many new weapons. 
The fusion reactors are powerful. China will probably make 
a laser out of it and America, being America, will somehow 
make a bomb out of it.
Bob: Yeah, facts. Nah I ain’t joining. I don’t want to be 
disintegrated or vaporised.
Kyler: I mean, dying doesn’t sound so bad, but I don’t want to 
die in combat, you feel me?
Bob: Yeah, I do. Bird flies over them. Have you seen the new AI 
animals, totally life like.
Kyler: Really? God daamn. I gonna get a tiger or something. 
You know anyone who sells tigers?
Bob: No, but you can search it up through your neurolink.
Kyler: Fair point. Goes silent and searches it up via neurolink. 
Ok there’s one a couple blocks away. Want to come?
Bob: Yeah sure. Hang on, I’m gonna call my car.
Car hovers in and doors open for them; they climb in and it 
takes them away to their destination. Doors open and they 
climb out.
Kyler: What car was that? That’s fast.
Bob: The Ferrari runner, old but I modded it.
Kyler: How did you get the money for that? Anyway, I’m gonna 
head inside, you want to come?
Bob: I’m gonna get some food, I’ll meet you outside here.
Takes off in his car. Kyler walks in, confronted by a brick wall 
with a button in the centre.
Kyler presses the button, the wall becomes transparent and 
he then walks through.
Kyler: Hello? I’ve come to buy your tigers.
Around him are cages, filled with tigers. Nothing
Kyler: I guess I’ll come back later
Turns around and bumps into a shadow pushing him back
Kyler: Woah – ok, that’s funny, Bob. You got me, let’s leave. 
The guy isn’t here.
Shadow: You want to buy a tiger?
Kyler: Yeah, but, like I said, the guy isn’t here. Let’s go, Bob.
Shadow: But he’s here, you’re looking at him.
Kyler: Oh ok, can I buy a tiger? How much?
Shadow: Your soul.
The shadow pulls out a glowing red blade and thrusts it 
through Kyler’s head. A red translucent mist is being sucked 
from Kyler. His soul.
Shadow: Here you go, you can become the tiger.
The red mist is being pushed into a nearby tiger. The tiger 
retches and claws at itself. Poof! The tiger is back to normal, 
the eyes a change from blue to a red colour.
Outside Bob has arrived and is waiting.
Bob: Why is he taking so long, I’m heading in. I’m gonna find 
out what’s happening.
Bob walks through and is confronted with the same room as 

Kyler. He feels uneasy and turns to leave. The shadow appears and bumps him too.
Bob: Woah, buddy, I don’t want to start anything. I’m just leaving.
Shadow: What? Why? Just buy a tiger. What’s the worst that could happen?
Bob: No, I’m leaving.
He proceeds towards the door
Shadow: No, you’re staying here.
The shadow launches the red blade from underneath his cloak-like figure and it strikes 
Bob with pinpoint accuracy, lodging itself in his head. Bob turns around.
Bob: Not your smartest move. 
Bob rips off his human skin to reveal a cyborg underneath. He runs towards the shadow, 
unlodging the knife and swipes at the shadow. The shadow blocks and grabs the head of 
the cyborg and rips it clean off. 
Shadow: Look who’s the smart one now.
The shadow picks up his knife and sucks the essence from the cyborg remains and again 
flows it into a nearby tiger.
The end
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2055 - 
Conversation
BY THOMAS

*Ring ring*, Ring ring*

CONNOR: Hello?

WILL: Hey, Connor, it’s Will. How you going?

CONNOR: What’s up Will? I’m going well. How is it 
up there?

WILL: Man, it’s great up here, I wish you were here. 
There is some room up here.

CONNOR: I’m very happy for you lad. I’m trying to 
save up so I can come up and see you and the boys. I 
desperately need to get off this shit hole.

WILL: I’m excited to see you, bro. When you come 
over you can join our construction business, we are 
getting pretty popular. You should see how many 
skyscrapers are going up these days. 

CONNOR: Bro, at least you don’t have skyscrapers 
everywhere you look yet. 

WILL: Yeah, hopefully that doesn’t happen here, 
there’s only like two in our area.

CONNOR: What area are you in so when I come 
over, I know where to land?

WILL: We are in section 2126, but there is no space 
port here, so you need to get off at 2154 and get the 
bus or train here. 

CONNOR: Alright, sounds good, lad. How’s the 
environment looking over there?

WILL: It is so good, there are all new species of 
animals and plants and stuff. Get this, they are all 
real, not artificial. It’s amazing.

CONNOR: That’s incredible. So, are there like trees 
everywhere?

WILL: Yep. We brought over some tree seeds and 
planted them everywhere. They are getting pretty 
big.

CONNOR: Bro, that’s sick, I’m so happy for you. 
What are the politics looking like over there?

WILL: Oh yeah, do you remember that dude who 
invented the tesla?

CONNOR: Yeah, Why?

WILL: Yeah, well guess what? He is the president up 
here. It’s actually mental. 

CONNOR: Really? That’s so cool, is he good?

WILL: Yes, he is actually really good. He has been the 
president for a while now. But he is getting pretty 
old, I think he is in his 80s now. 

CONNOR: Wow, he is an old fella, isn’t he? How 
does he manage to be the president at eighty, with 
all those responsibilities? I would’ve suspected he 
would’ve had a heart attack by now. 

WILL: Yeah, I thought that as well, but there is 
probably some fishy stuff happening behind the 
scenes. He could probably live up to a hundred and 
still be in power. Like the Queen of England. Do you 
remember her?

CONNOR: Oh yeah, I remember her, she was still in 
power when she was like 101 years old. Didn’t she 
die in 2026?

WILL: Yeah, she did. All that stuff they must’ve done 
to keep her alive that long must’ve worn off. 

CONNOR: True.
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Diary Entry:  
A Day in 2045
BY TANULI

7th November 2045

Life on Mars is different. I travelled across its deep-
red terrain today, observing its cracks and crevices 
and the technology laced around it. Today was a 
more tranquil day compared to the others that 
were rather busier. I drove across the fields, seeing 
the environment that was emerged with the latest 
human inventions.

Electrifying blue holographic display boards were 
situated place to place, with the humming of our 
imported eco-cars travelling across the rough 
roads. The planet seemed more relaxed compared 
with Earth, but I knew this would change with the 
initiative of distributing the human population 
across two planets. Who knows, maybe we’ll 
colonize the others as well. Mercury, Pluto and some 
other planet that would be located billions of light 
years away. 

Green boards were clustered with several red spots 
- microchips of the human population on Earth, that 
were gradually decreasing as shuttles of human 
flights arrived at the border of Mars. A herd of 
Nexus 7s flocked across the horizon, hauling blocks 
of titanium lifted above their heads with their bare 
hands. Their blue eyes scanned the plain red fields 
for the detection of obstacles, as they proceeded to 
stack the blocks in construction of an organisation 
centre. I remembered photographs of various past 
structures, the centre looked like a silver colosseum, 
except bigger, bolder and flooded in blue.

Despite that it took us many years to take action, a 
part of me became reassured now that we finally had 
taken action against the problem of overpopulation 
and development distribution. Over years of 
debating, protesting, refusing, denying and finally 
accepting, the Government eventually decided to 

take action against this.

I smelt the rocky atmosphere as the cold wind 
howled furiously against my skin. I reminisced over 
the Earthy smells and flavors that were imprinted 
into my memory. I was told that the memory of 
our generation was ‘impure’- as they declared. 
The great knowledge, considered after years of 
schooling, evolutionary discoveries and several 
intricate theories, was all condensed into a single 
tip-sized chip. A microchip. It fascinated me, despite 
how all these memories were implanted, of how real 
they appeared and how the World spent thousands 
of years using the same knowledge to educate the 
growing generations. The visualization of images, 
the touch, the familiarity, all fought to say that this 
was real, though it wasn’t. People now focused on 
making new discoveries and producing new theories 
on the purpose of school, while new knowledge got 
compacted into the microchip with larger storage. 

I then remembered animals. The great lion with its 
prominent mane; the leopard with its iconic black 
print; the giraffe with its incredibly long neck. I then 
stared at the holograms of these creatures. The only 
remnants of the animals left. I wished I could’ve seen 
the creatures in person. I would have observed the 
way they moved, rested and hunted as the predator 
or be hunted as the prey. I would have noted where 
they inhabited, like the luscious green forests, strong 
currents of rivers, the scorching, arid deserts. Over 
time, most species had become extinct. 

I wondered what the future would look like. I 
wondered what other discoveries would be found, 
whether life would be limited to just Mars and Earth 
and, if microchips would change over time, how we 
would communicate. I’ve heard of the ambitions 
of psychic communication. How future microchips 
would have electromagnetic fields to transport 
signals and thoughts on the command of humans. I 
imagined how this would become a norm in society. 
Simply looking at one another and changing facial 
expressions to the thoughts that were heard to 
no other than the speakers. I wondered how far 
the fields of force would disperse across a large 
distance. It’s astonishing to see the vast changes the 
World had undergone and how different the World 
would possibly be in a few years. 
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Breaking News!!! 
Elon Musk Creates 
M.O.O.N Base for 
Further Space 
Exploration
BY ERIC

Elon Musk has successfully completed the M.O.O.N Base on  
7/11/2045. Musk has put together all parts of his M.O.O.N 
base project and has set the path for us humans to finally 
set out to travel further into the galaxy. As we know, Musk 
has used his A.I. controlled spaceship to send these parts 
up towards the Moon. Amazingly, he started this goal only 
two years ago by sending the same spaceship, with the basic 
components and experimental A.I. constructors: “Sam” and 
“Bob”. Back then, little did we know, that this trial would end 
up as a success and would set the path for a profitable and 
revolutionary moment in history. Speaking of history, we will 
recap the past and what led to this. 

On 2/5/2043, Musk launched his spaceship with the basic 
building blocks of the present M.O.O.N base along with 
the A.I. constructors. The launch was smooth, and Musk 
eventually took remote control of the ship as it entered 
the Moon’s gravitational field. He used, at the time 
experimental, M.A.N.U.E.L. operating system to control the 
ship’s positioning and set up the basic equipment. He then 
controlled the A.I. construction workers and gave them 
their specific orders and, to his surprise, the robot workers 
did what they were told and did not freeze or crash. This 
boosted Musk’s confidence in the experimental operating 
system and he openly tweeted, “I am going to spend 
around one billion dollars to finally enhance and upgrade 
this amazing M.A.N.U.E.L operating system! I will make sure 
that our M.O.O.N project will be completed with the utmost 
efficiency.” A month after the first launch of rocket ship 
E-0045 for the M.O.O.N project, Musk managed to massively 
upgrade M.A.N.U.E.L operating system to the point where 
he was able to integrate his own micro-chips with this 
unique code. Musk now had the idea of implementing these 
chips into humans to make construction more efficient. 
Unbelievably, he did indeed do this, and this was his ultimate 
test of faith, on himself and on humans. 

On 10/10/2044, Musk finally gained the trust of two brave 
astronauts, Jimbo and Gerald, who have had their brains 
micro-chipped with Elon’s new M.A.N.U.E.L operating 
system. They were ready to set off to assemble the next 

pieces of the M.O.O.N base. Again, the launch of rocket ship 
E-0045 managed to be a success and the crew of the ship 
managed to successfully follow the instructions that were 
projected from the micro-chip and completed the second 
piece of the M.O.O.N base, meaning oxygen was finally 
available there, and in large quantities. But as we all know, 
the public got very mad with Elon for using the money from 
the government, which was intended to help endangered 
animals. This backlash from society unfortunately did not 
allow him to get the third and final piece assembled that year. 

As you have all heard, from all the memes and articles about 
Elon being self-centred, he ended up refraining from social 
media for about one month to “contemplate” the selfish act 
he did. “I know the internet hates me now, but I have thought 
out my actions to this day and I will postpone the M.O.O.N 
base project in order to help out endangered species until 
I have paid what I owe to society,” Elon Musk stated during 
a national interview, and so he did. Musk spent around $3 
billion on the koala, and Australian animals on the edge of 
extinction. He eventually ended up redeeming himself as 
he managed to successfully clone the last ten koalas into a 
plentiful twelve thousand koalas, and they are continuing 
to increase the population of their species. Because of this, 
society decided to once again trust Musk and now were 
supporting him even more for the beneficial things he has 
done. Musk then started to build up money for the final piece 
of the M.O.O.N base project, without using humans and 
using only A.I. as the workers, and he promised this. 

Finally, on 7th of November 2045, at an early 4:53 am, 
Musk launched his final ship, with the final pieces, tools and 
the same A.I. construction workers they used two years 
previously. Elon, being Elon, livestreamed the launch, and 
the construction workers assembling the final pieces, on 
YouTube. This livestream showed everything, from the 
thrilling moment of the space launch towards the final piece 
being assembled and installed. This captivating moment was 
witnessed by the whole world watching his stream. After all 
the time that Elon had spent, at last Gerald attached the final 
piece at 6:43 pm on 7th November 2045, creating a new 
era of space exploration. Elon gave the world his view on the 
assembly of the M.O.O.N base, at the Musk residence, to the 
whole world, which was live streamed. “We did it,” Musk said 
as the crowd went wild. With the positivity from the crowd, 
Elon proceeded to exaggerate a little with his achievement 
but did give the crowd more information about what to 
look forward to in the future. “This will be the next step for 
SpaceX. We shall continue our work on A.I. to improve our 
exploration.” Further testing of micro-chips and the reveal 
of the Tesla Model R, shows Elon’s ambitions and aspirations 
in the future are quite high, especially with the anticipated 
reveal of the Model R we have been waiting for. 

For those who are unaware, the Tesla Model R is envisioned 
to be the best environmentally friendly car on the planet, 
with NO carbon emissions. Elon only told us around five 
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months ago that the Model R was only a prototype, until 
now. Only around fifteen minutes after the livestream of 
the M.O.O.N base, Musk tweeted that the Model R was 
about to be revealed within a month, with an image of the 
car attached to his tweet. But that story is for another time, 
and we need to become aware of what we can do because 
of the new M.O.O.N base and the possibilities of what could 

be next for society. Now that we have the M.O.O.N base set 
up we can now venture further into the vastness of space, 
with Musk creating better rockets and satellites to explore 
the outer worlds. We have to trust Musk, as he will be the one 
to unlock new habitable planets and his creations will give us 
better lifestyles.
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““The sessions were hot, humid, and took 

place during the last few weeks of a 
(Covid-19 impacted/Zombie Apocalypse 
type) year the likes of which none of us 
(students, staff, teachers) have every 
experienced or are likely to again. 
Despite this, I was thrilled with how 
open to learning the Year 10s and their 
have a go attitude to the project.
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The Rose in 
the Bell Jar
BY AMEESHA

“8… 9… 10! Ready or not, here I come!”

I ruffled against the hanging coats while keeping 
my hand cupped against my mouth. The hazy, 
thick scent of my father’s cologne surrounded me. 
A shatter of light peeked under the door while a 
shadow passed by. 

Seconds passed by. Then many minutes. I realised 
that my father would have found me by now.

“Raisa darling!” 

This was not the voice of my father, but my maid, Ida. 

I hopped out with my perplexed thoughts. He always 
found me. He always won the game. 

But this time, the game had changed. He was hiding. 

It’d been twelve years of seeking and being able to 
drive and drink now:  before, I was never allowed 
to even open the front door for myself. Ida always 
kept me reading classics in my room. I learnt that 
my Yiddish name meant “rose”, where heavenly 
fragrance is defined and the long green stem is as 
fragile as glass. But roses had thorns too – the past 
that had pierced through me and the obstacles one 
needs to face. 

Ida never knew where Father had gone. It was just 
me and her within these colossal walls. She made 
three strict rules in this house since Father had left. 

Always keep the house clean.

As one of the two people living in this large mansion, 
I didn’t believe this rule to be as harsh as the rest. 
Our house was maintained quite well, apart from the 
dust in some areas. Ida as the maid did take care of 
the house well, even after becoming my guardian 

and in possession of the house and money. 

Always let the guests in .

We rarely got guests coming into our house but, 
when they did, it was usually people in suits coming 
to bargain about our house or money. Last time, 
there were men in strict police uniform asking 
questions about our father’s disappearance. I never 
really talked to the guests. I just watched from a 
distance. But it never sparked me until now, that I 
had never seen these guests leave the house.

Never leave the house and enter the forbidden areas 
without permission. 

I read thousands of novels in my spare time, stories 
of young girls trapped and unable to escape until 
their beloved stranger comes to rescue them. If 
Prince Charming cannot rescue me from here, then 
I shall have to rescue myself.

Trapped under a jar like an ant, I crawled around all 
parts of the house except below the stairs. There 
was usually a distinct smell lurking around there. Ida 
said it was the rats and racoons. 

I decided to have a little investigation of my own, just 
like Sherlock Holmes. It felt rebellious. It felt exciting. 
It felt brave. I found myself tracing the smooth 
wall with my hand as I walked down the stairs. The 
smell grew upon me. My hand instantly covered my 
nose, blocking the heavy rich odour. I reached the 
basement door and, to my surprise, it was unlocked. 

There lay bags upon bags. Crowns of skulls poked 
out amongst the herd of bags. The skeletons looked 
fresh. In some places there was a pink sheen where 
flesh had been newly and inexpertly removed. 
There were tool marks gouged into recently living 
bone and a round hole in the skull. At the rear the 
heads was cleaved open with a sharp knife and they 
were now hollow. Father, I thought to myself. This is 
where you were hiding. 

As I analysed the situation with shock, I felt a 
presence behind me. 

“Did you forget about the third rule?”
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Abandoned
BY ARDIL

The air was crisp and smooth, with the smell of the 
ocean mixing with the smell of fish and chips from 
the nearby cafes. The skyscrapers reflected the 
bright blue sky where the traffic and people covered 
the streets like paint on a canvas. The setting sun 
and approaching clouds told me it was time to go 
back. 

I walked to my favourite convenience store looking 
to buy my favourite snack, a warm meat pie with 
tomato sauce. I reached in my pocket to grab my 
money but was a few coins short. I pondered stealing 
the pie, and quickly reached out for it but, before I 
could snatch it, the store owner grabbed my hand. 

“What do you think you’re doing?” he said in a stern 
voice. 

“Nothing,” I muttered. 

“You were gonna steal that pie, weren’t you? Didn’t 
your parents teach you any better?” 

I looked up at him, and back down. 

He let go of me and I walked out with my head down, 
embarrassed. As I walked, the skyscrapers became 
three-storey apartments, the traffic became a few 
crashed cars on the side of the road, the people 
became drug dealers and gang members, and the 
once blue sky became a dark vortex filled with grey 
clouds. As I made my way to my house I passed 
through an alleyway and crawled through a broken 
fence to an empty park with an empty basketball 
court. I stared at the hoop and went looking for 
a ball. I found one in a bush, its leather peeling off 
and the brand name fading away. I picked it up 
and started shooting around, a great sensation 
of euphoria surrounding me, just me the ball and 
the rim. I imagined I was taking the game-winning 
shot in the final game, the crowd going crazy and 
cheering for me, but that was cut short as I heard 
my foster father call out for me. 

Me and him didn’t get along much. He was a 
quiet man, didn’t say much but when he wanted 
something done he didn’t have to say much. I threw 
the ball back in the bush I’d found it in and crawled 
through the broken fence where I found my foster 
father waiting on the other side for me with his arms 
folded. He grabbed me by the collar and pulled me 
to the house. 

When we reached the house he sat me down at 
the dinner table. At first he said nothing — he just 
stared at me from across the table. I tried to say 
something but, before I could, he interrupted me 
saying he got a call from the shop owner I’d tried to 
steal from. The owner said that he wouldn’t press 
charges, but would leave it to him to discipline 
me himself. I stared back at him. Without saying 
anything I walked to my room — I didn’t need him 
to say anything to know what he wanted me to do. 
I went to my room and sat on my bed, looking out 
my window as I contemplated sneaking out. I stared 
for a bit longer before I finally packed a few clothes 
and belongings. I also found an old picture which 
slipped out of my bag. It was a picture of my family. 
They would’ve wanted me to have a good life, which 
my foster father was providing for me. I put my stuff 
down and fell asleep, waiting for a new day. To tell 
the truth, things were a lot better than what they’d 
once been.
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Abandoned
BY TAM

It was a gloomy day. Droplets of water fell, and loud 
bangs from the sky sounded as if drums were hitting 
hard, the bangs loud enough to terrify anyone. A 
young man went walking, wearing a brown coloured 
coat. The coat had faded, as if it had not been 
worn for a long time. He took out a piece of paper 
that looked as if it had wings like a bird, but was as 
straight as a jet, with a pointy end at the front. 

The young man looked around and found an indoor 
area which was quite crowded. There was a variety 
of people – some old with grey hair, some young. 
The men wore different kinds of clothing; some 
wore suits, whilst others were dressed in polo shirts 
and shorts. A couple of women wore long dresses, 
others were wearing jeans and fancy blouses. The 
area had dozens of drinks and plates of food, a bench 
top with high stools, and other tables scattered 
across the floor. 

As the young man sat down at the bar, he saw two 
men fighting, reminding him of his time in the 
orphanage. He remembered how he was often sent 
with his fellow orphans to a garage in order to be 
abused, punished and beaten up, and sometimes 
forced to sleep there. The garage was dark and 
cold and, to the orphans, the walls were as hard as 
diamonds. It stunk in there of manure, fuel and oil. 
The concrete floor was too uncomfortable to sleep 
on. Rats, spiders, and insects were always close 
by, with the screeching, scurrying rats constantly 
reminding them that they could be bitten at any 
time. He used to calm his mind by making paper 
planes out of scraps of paper he found.

One day he and his best friend Fil had enough and, 
when the abuser was asleep, they ran away, living on 
the streets for two days with nowhere to sleep or 
eat. After walking around in the streets they fell into 
a crowd of people and got lost. He recalled being 
alone and questioned by a man about his parents.

“Hey you, boy – where’s your parents?” the man 
questioned.

“I don’t remember what happened to them. All I 
remember is having no parents since I was three, 

and now I’m a street rat. My name is Geff,” said the 
young boy.

“I’m Silas,” replied the man. “I work for foster care.”

After that conversation, Geff was raised in foster 
care, with Silas becoming a father to him until he 
was eighteen. After he moved out, Geff went to live 
in an apartment on his own.

***

At this moment, Geff pushed down his difficult 
memories and ordered a drink. 

On returning to his apartment, he watched a 
documentary about how many people did not 
have parents when they were little. Some of those 
interviewed revealed that their parents did not like 
them and sent them away when they were very 
young.  One orphan said he hated being abused 
at the orphanage and heard a rumour that two 
orphans had left way back before he was born, and 
one of them loved paper planes. When Geff heard 
this, he knew that the boy was talking about him and 
his old friend Fil.

A year later, as Geff was strolling the streets, he saw 
another young man who was about the same age as 
him. This young man was bony skinny, and had no 
money either. Geff offered him some money to buy 
food. The man accepted Geff’s offer and told him his 
backstory.

“At a young age, I became homeless for most of my 
life. I had no education, no money, never taken into 
foster care,” said the poor man.

“Why were you homeless?” asked Geff, absently 
folding a napkin into the shape of a plane.

“My friend and I were separated from each other 
when we were homeless,” said the young man. 
“What’s that?” he asked, pointing at the napkin. “I’ve 
never seen a paper plane like that – not since I was 
a boy!”

Geff recognised him immediately as Fil and offered 
him somewhere to stay for a while. Fil accepted the 
offer.

Fil now has his own job, while Geff now works at a 
foster care home to take care of children who have 
either been orphaned or abandoned.
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The Station
BY LILIAN

They say your memories start forming at around 
three, but that doesn’t explain all the strange 
connections I have or why my hair stands on end in 
random places, like… train stations! Despite this, I 
usually just brush it off, thinking nothing of it. I often 
thought about this when I felt lonely, always wishing 
to know where I came from. It got to the point where 
I even imagined alternate universes where I wouldn’t 
be hopping from foster home to foster home. To add 
to that, this would have been my third home this 
month alone, I am so close to a new record. But then 

me ageing out of the system might ruin it all, or is it 
secretly a blessing in disguise?

I don’t have many plans for today: maybe I’ll go on 
a walk, or finally apply to college. I just know Jenny 
Somers, one of my foster mums, would’ve been so 
proud of me; she was the only one who ever truly 
believed in me. I still remember the time I came 
home from school and had gotten my test marks 
back. I remember being so disappointed: I’d tried my 
hardest, even studied for hours! And yet it still didn’t 
show. She was there, still proud of me, just for trying 
my best. I really don’t know where I would be without 
her — probably sitting on the side of the road and 
hearing cars zoom on by, occasionally being attacked 
beside the murky and muddy roadside water filled 
with cigarette butts and litter.
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Alone
BY NANDIT

My date was awful! Everything that could have gone 
wrong went wrong. I was ironing before my date to 
make my clothes look sleek, but all the good that 
came out of that stupid iron was a hole through my 
shirt. Then someone put a dent in my brand new 
Mercedes. I arrived at the restaurant and sat down 
in front of my date, Amy. We talked a bit… ok, maybe 
a lot, since we were in the same class for seven years. 

She was mad all right – mad that I was an hour late. 
But I managed to calm her down and we carried on 
with our date. But when everything was going all 
right, I managed to pull the final string that made 
her snap: I accidentally poured some wine on her 
expensive white dress.

She left me. I tried to say I was sorry, but it had no 
effect. I didn’t expect much anyway, to be honest. 
She did what I would have done had it been me in 
her shoes. The walk back to my car felt even harder, 
with the weight of depression causing my shoulders 
to hunch. Droplets of water formed in the sky. I 
wondered if maybe the sky gods were trying to 
empathise with me, but all the rain was doing was 
drenching my clothes. A droplet fell on my face, 
floated down to a silver chain, the very silver chain 
my mother used to wear. 

My uncle gave this to me on my thirteenth birthday. 
My mother left me at his place when I was three. 
He always told me that she had to go somewhere 
and could not take me with her. Although I asked 

him where she was multiple times, he would never 
tell me. I thought of this as I drove home in my car, 
wondering if I should talk to him again. I pulled up to 
my front door, opened it and stormed straight into 
the living room where my uncle was sitting. 

“I’m not in the mood, so please tell me where my 
mom, is right now. I want to go meet her.” 

He seemed a bit taken aback from this, as I’d not 
talked about her for the past year. He put his glasses 
down, just as he does whenever he’s got a bit serious, 
and pulled out a picture from his wallet. “This is a 
picture of your mother,” he said. “The address is at 
the back. But I do want you to know that you won’t 
like what you’ll see.” 

I grabbed the picture and headed straight out to my 
car. I take a glance at the picture of my mother, who 
resembled me, a lot. Ocean blue eyes, brown curly 
hair and sharp jawline. 

I drove to the address written on the back of the 
picture, only twenty minutes away. The whole time, 
a thought was wandering around my mind, not 
letting go. The thought was like poison, a slow death. 
Why had she left me if she lived so close to me?

I pulled up to her house, wanting answers. It was a 
big mansion, the biggest I’d ever seen. I walked up 
to the front door and looked through the window. 
Inside, I saw the lady from the picture sitting next to 
two small children, around seven years old. The rain 
around me started pouring heavily, hiding the tears 
running down my cheeks. 

I took the silver chain and placed it in front of the 
door before ringing the doorbell and leaving. I had 
my answer. 
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Dead End
BY SHUBHAN

As the sun dips down just below the horizon, the 
beautiful pinkish sky greets me as I look over the 
forest below me. The wind reminds me of the beach, 
as it softly moves around me. Birds chirp below me, 
as the face of nature looks right up at me. I lie on 
a rock, overlooking a beautiful forest but I worry. I 
worry, because I’m probably going to die today. 

I lie still, hoping someone will find me, but my hope 
fades as dawn sets. The pinkish sky has now turned 
black, like death staring me in the face. Instead of 
watching a beautiful forest full of artificial animals 
roam around in a forest, safely behind glass, I’m 
about to get a first-hand experience. 

The first howls of the night commence, as the 
darkness of the night has fully engulfed my 
surroundings. I wish I hadn’t run away. I thought it 
would be funny. Now I’m lost on my own, in a forest 
full of monstrous beasts spawning throughout the 
night. 

I stand up, hoping someone will see me through 
the viewing windows around this forest. Everything 
around me seems full of life, staring at me like 
I’m an imposter. My legs feel like jelly, shaking 
uncontrollably, as I try to walk. That’s when I see her, 
and relief floods through my chest.

I’ve heard about the forest woman: “Dead End”,  
they call her, but no one has ever seen her. Probably 
because no one else is stupid enough to get lost in 
the most dangerous forest at night. 

“Follow me,” she says, a kind of eerie echo behind 
it. She heads through some bushes behind me, and 
disappears into the uncertainty of the forest. I chase 
after her, deciding it is better to take my chances 
with her than facing whatever is out here myself. 

I follow her a while, the sound of the crushing of 
twigs being the only music for my ears. My heart 
seems like it is about to jump out of my chest, I’m 
so nervous. I wonder why we haven’t seen any of 

the beasts yet, especially since I’m making so much 
noise. I’ve just assumed that they’ve programmed 
the animals to stay away from her.

It’s been almost an hour of relentless walking 
through the bushes before I finally begin to question 
where we are going. 

“Hey, how far away are we from the exit?” I ask, 
certain I haven’t ever been that far from the exit. 

“Almost there,” she replies, the echo still present in 
her voice. Right on cue, I start to see light. The light 
grows as we get nearer, pulsating through the trees 
and shrubbery. 

I wish I hadn’t taken that last step. I wish I hadn’t 
done a lot of things, but that last step may have been 
the worst. 

As I push past the final tree, I see a campfire. I see 
blood. And I see my family.
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Abandoned
BY LOUIS

I was lying against the soft sand with the ocean waves 
crashing like cars on the freeway. I was wondering 
how I got here, why I was abandoned, and how I got 
to where I am today. 

Twenty years ago, I found myself at Target with my 
mum and dad. We were buying clothes for school, 
and I picked out a bright blue shirt with some yellow 
palm trees on it. The palm trees were as bright as 
the sun shining down on the world. When I came out 
of the change rooms my parents were nowhere to 
be seen. 

“Mum! Dad!” I yelled with my crackly voice.

I waited ten seconds that felt like an eternity. Still no 
reply. I yelled “Mum! Dad!” but once again there was 
no reply.

By this point I was scared out of my mind, so I ran as 
fast as I could to the front desk, asking if anyone had 

seen a mid-thirties woman around five-foot-eight, 
with thick blonde hair and beautiful green eyes, and 
a late-thirties man around six-foot-two, with thick 
brown hair and bulging blue eyes.

The manager came out and said he could check the 
security tapes and see if we could find them. Twenty 
long, painful and stressful minutes passed, and still 
nothing. I felt like I was going to die sitting in that 
chair waiting for some news. Another long hour 
passed and finally the manager came out and said 
that they had found nothing on the cameras. At this 
moment I felt like I was truly alone and that no one 
had ever or would ever love me. I did what was best 
and remained calm, deciding to catch the bus home. 
Maybe they just forgot I was there, I thought. 

But when I got back to my house I found everything 
missing — everything but a single note on the 
kitchen top. It read, Sorry son time for us to go. Good 
luck. We will see you soon. 

Twenty years later I still haven’t seen them. I know 
they are out there but I just don’t know where. Mum, 
Dad if you’re reading this, I love you and I won’t stop 
looking for you until the day I die.
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Abandoned
BY DANIEL

Here I am, lying in my sleeping bag. Water trickling 
through the bag, soaking myself and my blanket. 
The strong gusts of deafening wind make it near 
impossible for me to sleep.  This is my life; my name 
is Darshit Sharma. I’m an eighteen-year-old heroin 
addict. 

At the age of twelve I was kidnapped, right in front of 
my house, and since then I have not been found. I was 
taken to a camp where I was forced to work against 
my will until I was fourteen, when I escaped. I had 
no one and nothing. By the age of sixteen I started 
getting addicted to heroin, and it was the only thing 
that kept me from taking my own life. 

I grew up with no mother — I lost her to heroin. My 
father’s name was Edwin; he was a cruel man who 
abused me day in and day out. He was a heroin addict 
like me. When I was eleven, my father and I got into an 
argument. I tried to run out the door, but he grabbed 

me by the back of my shirt and pulled me towards 
him and wrapped his scrawny needle-marked arms 
around my neck and injected the needle into my 
arm. I collapsed. I awoke in hospital with an IV bag 
connected to my arm, and tubes in my nose. 

Now, I wake up in my sleeping bag, with the horrific 
scent running through my bag from the mixture of 
the rain and my sweat. I push myself out of the bag to 
the bleak golden sunrise, and see a wealthy looking 
woman with amazing curves, and a beautiful face 
with nice thick lips. I stare at in her awe. She looks 
back at me. We lock eyes, her eyes sparkling like a 
star. Butterflies fly around my stomach, and I panic as 
she struts towards me and runs her smooth fingers 
through my greasy hair. 

“Uh… do I know you?” I mutter.

“Maybe,” she says.

She leans in for a kiss and gives me a peck on the lips.

“Shubibi, is that you?” I say hopefully.

She smiles. “Yes, Darshit.” 10B
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Gone
BY ASHLEY

Droplets of rain splattered against the ground. The 
skies above twisted and swirled with dark clouds, 
almost invisible in the night sky, while thunder 
rumbled and flashes of lightning lit up the world, 
illuminating even the darkest of places. 

All around the wind howled as it streamed through 
the streets of the city, its only company being the 
low rumbling of thunder high above, drowning out 
the sounds of the metropolis surrounding me.

The rain now soaking through my oversized hoodie, 
shirt and ripped jeans was icy but, despite this, I 
remained on the now empty sidewalk, eyes closed 
and head tipped to the heavens allowing the rain to 
wash over me, to cleanse me and calm me.

Letting out a breath and opening my eyes, I took out 
a broken silver pocket watch and examined it for the 
thousandth time. As expected, everything was the 
same: intricate engraved swirls; hands that were 
forever stopped at 3:25; and the initials L.S. — my 
mother’s initials.

While I could have the watch fixed, I didn’t want to, 
because it would erase the last trace of her that I 
could hold on to.

Closing my eyes once more I drew up a distant 
memory from the depths of my mind. I remembered 
my mother’s laugh and my father’s smile. We were 
so happy back then, always together, always having 
fun, never a dark moment until one day.

One thing I remembered from that time was my 
aunt hugging my mother, crying and telling her 
that she was sorry, and that my grandmother was 
coming to live with her so that she wouldn’t be all 
alone. I remembered feeling confused, lost and sad 
when I saw that. I still do, although at least I have my 
father with me.

A blast of lightning interrupted me from my 
thoughts, and I flicked my eyes open to see that the 
weather had gotten worse. The wind, now glacial, 
was made worse by the rain that was pelting against 
the ground. The storm centre was close. I would 
have to go home soon.

With those thoughts in mind, I went back to the 
place that had become home to me and my father, 
ever since the accident in the early morning all those 
years ago.
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10C
““I thoroughly enjoyed teaching my year ten 

students the fundamentals of writing great 
stories. They were a fun and interested group who 
generated some really brilliant story ideas. Even 
those that weren’t initially overly excited about 
having to produce a piece of creative writing 
soon engaged with the classes and wrote some 
really excellent work. Some students weren’t very 
confident in their writing abilities at the start of 
the five sessions, but by the end could confidently 
explain why they had made particular choices 
with their work and how they intended to further 
develop their stories. I’m grateful to have had 
this opportunity and look forward to seeing what 
these talented students write next.
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Daren’s Last
BY NAREN

In another few minutes, those enormous thrusters 
were going to explode, burning one-thousand-five-
hundred-kilograms of fuel per second, launching the 
masterpiece on its mission. It was just after dawn at 
the NASA Kennedy Space Centre on Merritt Island 
Florida. Daren Mas, a NASA Aerospace Engineer, 
finished off the final checks on the detach hinge for 
the Falcon 9 rocket. The rocket was soon going to 
propel the solar probe on its mission to touch the 
sun. Daren’s heart completed backflip after backflip 
in his hyperventilating chest with the excitement 
and anticipation of the monumental event. He 
brushed his long, jet-black-hair out of his face as 
he ensured that that detach hinge was secured 
correctly. However, in doing so a small, bright, 
reflective, lustrous object lose inside the open hatch 
triggered his keen observance. It rolled back and 
forth slightly, and after examining the object for a 
further few moments Daren still couldn’t identify it. 
This was rather unusual for Daren as his uncertainty 
of anything was rare. Eventually, his curiosity got the 
better of him and he entered the highly restricted 
area to satisfy his urge to figure out what was rolling 
around in the rocket. Daren picked up the object 
and immediately realised there was a grave issue 
with the spacecraft. To add to his confusion the 
hatch abruptly slammed shut behind his thin body. 
He then realised what the object was.

The inside of the rocket was bleak and not human-
friendly. It was simply a small metallic room. All Daren 
could make out through the darkness was the long 
steel rafters of scaffolding. He kept banging his head 
on the scaffolding every time he swivelled around, 
looking for any way to escape the nightmare. Daren 
was a fearless man however the size of the hatch he 
was in made him feel claustrophobic. He scrambled 
around, fumbling on the various rafters, trying to 
locate any way to contact help. His screams were no 
use either. 

Launch time was nearing, and Daren’s time to get out 
was wearing thin. Why, on this day, when I’m doing 

the final checks does a loose screw have to dislodge 
from the stupid hatch. Ugh… I cannot be bothered by 
this. I was so excited for the launch, but of course, 
it’s just my luck that the most unlikely and completely 
ridiculous thing happens to me. Why did it have to 
be me? Daren thought to himself. However, during 
that moment of utter confusion and frustration, 
the bright red alarm light had blinked on. In that 
moment a wave of emotions thundered over him; 
he was distressed as the light indicated that the 
rocket was launching in the next five minutes. He 
was pleasantly surprised to see a sign that the alarm 
light had illuminated. The sign read,

IN CASE OF ACCIDENTAL OR EMERGENCY HUMAN 
OCCUPANCY.

Daren couldn’t believe his luck. Under the sign was 
a small closet that contained a pressurised space 
suit with oxygen tanks, enough food, and water to 
last for two months, and a control panel to contact 
mission control at the Space Centre. However, it 
was too late, Daren could hear the ignition of the 
huge thruster and could feel the rocket being lifted 
quickly off the surface of Earth. Daren had no time 
to spare, he fumbled around with the switches on 
the control panel trying to get it working. But, the 
constant jolting of the rocket accelerating past 
sixteen times the speed of sound made him drowsy, 
and soon he passed out on the floor. 

Daren woke with a startled yelp as his eyes popped 
open. He couldn’t hear himself scream. He couldn’t 
make out which way was up, or where his arms and 
feet were. He was weightless. After coming to his 
senses Daren made straight for the spacesuit, and 
once in it, he was able to fully regain consciousness, 
immediately operating the control panel to contact 
Earth. Daren used his resourcefulness to locate the 
contact switch and press the button labeled NASA 
Johnson Space Centre.
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The Day When 
We Turned 
Over a New 
Leaf
BY JADEN

August 2015

The scorching afternoon sun sizzles the grounds 
of St Hilda Primary School. Children moan as they 
walk up the staircase to go back to their classrooms. 
After surviving four periods of unsettling weather 
I cannot believe that I have to endure two more 
periods. I stand outside my classroom, patiently 
waiting, for my English teacher to arrive.

Five minutes later, no one appears. I think, Oh, 
where in the world is my English teacher? I sigh and 
stare at the empty corridors. I stare into space, while 
waiting for my teacher to finally arrive. Oh, finally, I 
can see him sashaying across the quiet corridor with 
somebody beside him. That person looks familiar. 
Who is she? I don’t know. But as she walked closer, 
I finally understand who she is. It’s none other than 
Ms. Joyce Tan, the infamous discipline mistress who 
rules the school with an iron fist. My classmate, 
Brandon, who is the naughtiest student in my class, 
stands frozen as he waits for Ms Tan’s arrival.

“Ah, so, Mrs. Lee, this is your class,” Ms. Tan says in 
an angry tone.

Ms. Tan stares at us with her beady eyes. Some 

people shiver as they looked at the discipline 
mistress. Even our form teacher, Mrs. Lee, looks 
fearful of her colleague’s actions.

“Class 5/5. Do you understand the gravity of the 
situation? Because of you, we had to cancel the 
remaining oral examinations. You know what? 
Prepare for your punishment,” barks Ms. Tan. I 
immediately recalled the events that led to the 
punishment day

The previous day was an oral examination for 
students who were a level lower than me. We were 
being forced to stay in the music room, which is 
boring as hell. So, being in the lowest class in the 
grade means that chaos ensued. So, my class made 
the classroom into a mini party; several chairs were 
toppled over. Some of the class took selfies among 
the hundreds of toys scattered across the room. 
One boy took a huge teddy bear and punched it over 
and over again on a stool. I walked around, unsure 
of what was going on. It was a mess, with a lot of 
noises filtering outside of the classroom into the 
examination rooms across the school.

“Will you just be quiet!” ordered another teacher, 
who we ignored. Obviously, it meant that disaster 
was upon us—but my class obviously didn’t care. I 
wish I was in a better class, I thought, as I sighed at 
my fellow classmates who were misbehaving.

The next day, Ms. Tan gave my class a huge wake-up 
call. Using her small cane, she showed us her power 
by caning the lockers. Everybody was stunned by 
her ability. It is a huge wake-up call as it is important 
to get our acts together to focus on next year’s 
major examination. Mrs. Lee glowed up after seeing 
her students being so determined to work and 
study hard. That day brought the class closer to 
achieve their goal and worked hard as they faced the 
Primary School Leaving Examination, which is one of 
the hardest and most stressful moments of their life.
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The Journey
BY ZAYD

As he peeled open his sun-crisped eyes, the blazing 
sun rose in the derelict sky. An ominous figure 
approached in the great barren landscape. The 
figure was a mirage, a reflection of a hurricane, his 
living nightmares rattling his pathetic little spine. 
Only this wasn’t like Tom’s usual nightmares. It wasn’t 
one of the ones where you can just wake up, no, this 
was the stone-cold reality where he was just a skinny, 
weak boy. As memories relentlessly slammed into 
his hollow skull, his mind prising open moments, 
pieces of the puzzle that he could remember. It 
was a faint hidden mystery. Tom had one thought- 
what happened? Then out of nowhere, Tom’s mind 
actuated the sequence of events that occurred in 
the past few days. He was boarding his first plane. 
He remembered his last word, a pathetic sob, “Help”, 
as he plummeted to his death—although he was not 
what people nowadays would necessarily call dead. 
All he had as evidence of the crash was a bruised 
forehead and a bright pink waist burn from when the 
seatbelt had fought for his life.

Tom was suddenly reeled back into reality. Dazed 
from his sudden flashback, Tom glanced from side to 
side and realized one thing, there was far too much 

greenery for this to be a desert, even a plant needs 
water. And, if there were so many plants then there 
might be gallons and gallons of water somewhere. 
So, Tom began crawling towards the greenery. For 
days Tom, drenched in sweat, wandered, clueless, 
through the blazing fireball’s tinder.

After days of foul torture and utter pain, Tom reached 
a shallow bank where a raging river ploughed through 
the middle. There was something rather odd about 
this particular river and he dazed off for the second 
time that week and was back in Mr. Lavender’s 
geography lesson. Rivers can never be salty because 
the salt crystals can’t rest in rushing water, they need 
calm oceans and seas. And then he was back again. 
Tom was sure he wasn’t blind, yet this was a river 
right in front of him, saltier than anything he had ever 
tasted.

 Tom decided to move forward because surely there 
was more than this sole source of water. Limping 
towards a small dune in the distance, Tom was sure 
he was dying. He reached the top of the dune and 
on the horizon, saw a glimmer - it was faint, but it 
was there. After all, he could be hallucinating, but a 
glimmer was all he had—a glimmer of hope. So, he 
marched towards the glimmer with the pride of a lion 
in hope of finding something. 

He found what he had been looking for, for too long. 
Water. Cold icy, beautiful water. Now all Tom needed 
was food and civilization… 10C
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The Death 
of Berry 
Grennan
BY HEATH

I guess you could say things weren’t going exactly 
to plan. At this point, I knew that it was too late to 
change my fate and that of the plane, so I did my 
best to calm myself and embrace the inevitability 
of the events that would follow. Stressing about it 
made little sense.

The flight may have had a less-than-ideal outcome, 
but I couldn’t say it wasn’t full of thrills. I had wanted 
something exciting, but not quite as extreme as this. 
It also occurred to me at this moment that when I 
decided that this flight would be my last, I hadn’t 
anticipated that the decision would be so literal. 
I tried to fill my head with such witty thoughts as 
these, mocking myself in an attempt to make light of 
such a tragic situation.

As much as I tried to stay calm in the last few minutes 
of my rapid descent, I couldn’t help but dread 
the approaching moment of impact. I closed my 
eyes to experience only that moment, and not the 
prior moments of dread-filled visual anticipation. 
I attempted to clear my mind of all thoughts, but 
one menacing thought lingered. It was that at some 
point in the next few minutes, I would be dead. No 
amount of eye-closing could rid my mind of that 
thought. I had little time to dwell. All of a sudden, I 
felt the plane hit the ground with more force than 
I could have imagined. And just like that, I lost all 
sense.

There are worse ways I could have gone. As crazy as 
it may sound, meeting my end plummeting towards 

the earth in a burning aircraft was preferable over 
the dull, bed-ridden death that life as a retired man 
would offer me. 

As I stepped into the cockpit, I knew I had made the 
right decision. I was glad to be home. I sat down in 
the pilot’s seat so familiar, indulging in the comfort 
of it—the comfort of it all. There I remained, minute 
after minute, simply sitting. Looking. Reminiscing. It 
was the greatest of reunions with an old friend.

Finally, I placed my hand on the fuel selector switch, 
pointing the white arrow straight ahead. I firmly 
grasped the thrust lever in my hand. It was a routine 
I knew like the back of my hand. Every moment was 
a delight as the jet lifted off the ground. I began 
experiencing a sensation I hadn’t felt in a long 
while—the thrill of being in the air. There is no 
greater feeling known to man than the exhilaration 
of soaring through a clear, calm sky.

A wise man once stated that all good things must 
come to an end. I’d like to commend that man on 
the remarkable accuracy of those words. I’d also like 
to reproach that man for instituting a principle that 
ruined my flight. I was fortunate enough to at least 
be able to enjoy a long period of serene cruising 
before it all went down in flames.

I’m not sure what it was exactly that led me to make 
the decision. My best guess is that I simply wanted 
a change. That’s not to say I’m unsatisfied with life 
in the classroom, I enjoy teaching English to high 
schoolers as much as anyone, but up in the air is 
where I feel I truly belong. After so many years spent 
on the ground, I was eager to take to the sky once 
more.

I decided it would be my final flight, one last spree 
before my age got the better of me and confined 
me to the classroom for the rest of my working life. 
Then, I’d settle down and enjoy the tranquillity of the 
school environment. But until then I’d bask in the 
wild glory of flying, expending all my passion and 
skill in one last hurrah. I was going to make it my best 
flight yet, and there was nothing that could stop me.
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Untitled
BY KIM

I couldn’t do it. She looked so peaceful, with her hair 
gently pressed against her pillow, eyes closed, and 
breathing softly.

“Fu** off! All you do is yell at me! Leave me alone, you 
dickhead!”

“You dare talk to your father like that! I raised a freakin’ 
brat!” He heaved his massive hands to the back of his 
head and swung his full force at my right cheek.

“Ugh, you both shut up. Quinn, go to your room and 
don’t come out.”

“Mum! Can you not see my face?! Your husband 
fucking slapped me.” 

“I can see Quinn. Just go to your room, your dad just 
needs to cool down.”

“Yeah, shut up, he’s not my dad.” I try to stomp as 
loud as I can so that my parents can feel my rage.

ding

When are u going to move in? It’s been ages

Idk probs soon. I fought with my parents again. I’ll 
come over right now.

ding

Okay, I’ll be waiting.

I rush towards my closet and stuff my clothes in the 
biggest bag I could find. I go past Bruce and Jess, 
still arguing, and gently swing the door shut, not 
distracting them. 

“Oh, you’re finally here.”

“Move Luca. I’m tired as fu**.”

“Want some?”

“What is it?”

“I’ve got tabs, caps, and bags on me right now.”

“Give me two caps.” I pop the caps and down them 
with water. While they start hitting, I see in my 
peripheral Luca creating lines. Snort…

I wake up in a different dimension. “Luca, what time is it?”

“It’s only been thirty minutes since you came. How 

are you feeling?”

“Happy!” I smile as wide as I can, “I don’t know Luca, 
I keep fighting with my parents.”

“I’ve been thinking. I know it sounds crazy but how 
about we just make your parents disappear.” I laugh 
hysterically. 

“Like, kill them?” 

“Yeah. That way you get your freedom without your 
parents nagging at you and you can live with me.”

“I love how crazy you are.”

“I’m being serious. You go to your Mum, I’ll take care 
of your Dad.” In the breeze of the happy moment, I 
go forward with it.

“Let’s enjoy the high for now Luca. Sit back down. 
I’m beaming right now; this is not a good idea.”

“No, let’s go right now. Just trust me.” He pulls me by 
the wrist into his run-down car.

I find myself in front of my house again. “You go to 
your mum. I know your dad is there.”

“Oh okay.” I can’t focus my eyes and in a panic, I try 
to find Luca.

I can’t do it. She looks so peaceful, with her hair 
gently pressing against her pillow, eyes closed, 
breathing softly. 

I rush out of the house. I realise I don’t want my Mum 
to die at all. I cover my ears, my eyes shut, trying to 
block out the vision of my dad getting stabbed. I still 
see my mum through the window, unbothered by 
the loud noise.

Luca runs out of the house bloodied up, “Run!” With 
my eyes still rolling back, I jump into his car.

I awake in my boyfriend’s room, drugs everywhere.

BANG BANG BANG!

“What the fuck. Why are there visitors at this time 
Luca?”

“It’s the police hide everything and don’t make a 
noise.” We rummage through the caravan house 
and collect all the illegal shit my boyfriend has. I put 
it all in my bag and try to escape out the back.

“Oi kid! Put your hands behind your head!”

“Shit!” I get pushed against the wall.
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Survival of 
the Fattest
BY ISAAC

Not all Oompa Loompas are paper-thin and useless.

Out into the deep and vast space of the unknown lies 
a deserted, barren planet, where a spaceship is on an 
intense journey to explore. Very few Oompa Loompas 
volunteered for such a dangerous mission, even Ool, 
the overweight Oompa Loompa, who was known for 
releasing a massive fart that thrust him at an atomic 
distance and speed whenever he felt pain. The heat 
that the planet emitted was too immense, and the 
time that the Oompa Loompas had was very limited.

Ool was the last to explore the hellish landscape 
which consisted of creatures, ugly beyond your 
imagination. With their claws and tentacles, these 
ten-legged creatures, wandered around the planet 
until one saw Ool exploring. A massive roar was let 
out by the creature, shaking the land. A waterfall 
of rocks started crashing down onto Ool, which 
unfortunately the Oompa Loompas could not 
help. Neither could they help the heat that started 
raging from the rotten planet. Abandoned by his 
crewmates, Ool was left helpless, even though he 
was free from the pile of chunky rocks. Ool was 
waddling around, trying to survive on the little food 
he had left and creating a pool of sweat within his 
spacesuit. All he could do was sit around his gloomy 
cave all day, all week, all year, until his life was 
over. One of the ugly creatures wandered in, and 
let out another great scream. The deadly look on 
the creature’s face frightened Ool. His eyes could 
not hold any more tears. The sharp claws of the 
creatures brutally stabbed Ool’s chubby legs. Poof! 
The true pain was in the creature’s nose as it smelt 
a vomiting, disgusting and fatal fart. Collapsing onto 
the ground, using its last bit of breath, it was done. 
Ool wanted to return the favour, not with a fart, but 
to rip out the insides of the creature, with the hope 
of surviving on its meat. Gloops of yellow liquid fell 
onto him. It was disgusting, but he needed a small 
portion to taste. Bitter, it tasted like ice-cream 
combined with mud and overdone with salt. This 
was the only hope of survival.

Embarking on the journey to return to Earth, beyond 
depressed about their missing crewmate, the 

Oompa Loompas couldn’t accept jeopardising their 
friends. In an instant, they turned back, accepting 
the risk of no fuel to rescue their companion.

Three days passed until they returned to the rotten 
planet, the emitting heat scorching the surface of 
their spaceship. It was ultimately unbearable and 
impossible for the Oompa Loompas to approach for 
landing. Stuck floating in vast space, time was not 
on their side nor was their fuel. With such luck, Ool, 
who was on the verge of death, took a glance in the 
sky, avoiding any sunlight, and saw the spaceship 
floating around. All the eyebrows raised in hope. 
There was no way to get Ool to the spaceship. No 
one had any ideas. The planet was intensely burning, 
as was everyone’s brains. 

Then Ool thought of away. He rolled across the hot 
land, letting out a tremendously loud scream which 
alerted the creatures that were somehow resistant 
to the heat. Ool could hear their claws clamping, 
their sharp legs crawling, and their faces ready 
to hunt their next prey. Clueless as the Oompa 
Loompas are, they still hurried to their supply 
centre, swiped a jetpack, and with full power, tossed 
it towards Ool’s location. Within a few minutes, 
Ool received the saviour’s jetpack and took off into 
space. Freedom filled inside Ool’s mind, but as he 
was approaching the spaceship, the fuel tank ran 
out of gas. Ool was sweating on the inside, worried 
that he would float into another dimension in space. 
Not even the spaceship could save him. Any closer 
to the planet and they would be toast. Ool made a 
gun shape with his fingers and signaled the Oompa 
Loompas to shoot their cannons. What a ridiculous 
idea! It was madness, he’d die. But, by the smug look 
on his face, he was certain.

The cannon on the Oompa Loompas’ ship was 
charged with energy. They aimed at Ool. A 
powerful beam of energy shot at lightning speed! 
Unbelievably Ool survived. I guess three long days 
of alien meat finally paid off. But it hurt. The pain was 
just what Ool needed. Everybody chanted for Ool to 
do this one stunt,

“DO IT!” everybody shouted. Another tremendous 
and atomic fart was let out, intoxicating the 
space around him, yet thrusting him towards the 
spaceship where he fell inside. The urge to go home 
was through the roof, so they turned back and went 
home as comrades.

“I need a new pair of underpants” Ool stated with 
such embarrassment
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A Birthday 
Surprise
BY XIN

On a bright sunny day, Kate woke happily for her 
daughter’s birthday. Her daughter Catherine was 
now one year old. Her husband, Jaden, walked in with 
a cheerful smile. 

“Hey, hon! What should we do today to celebrate our 
infant turning one year old?” 

“Maybe we should watch TV for now and when the 
temperature cools a bit, we could visit the park. I feel 
very lucky that we have access to the spaceship in 
case of emergency.” 

After the nice lunch, Jaden said, “Hey hon look at the 
TV… Oh, God! Something terrible is about to happen.” 

The TV News Reporter announced, “Umm… There’s… 
Yes, there’s been a confirmed nuclear detonation in 
California. Please hide and hope you all survive!” 

Kate said, “Oh dear, let’s run to our spaceship!” So, 
the family ran towards the spaceship. The spaceship 
was called Alpha Crest. It was capable of carrying a 
whole family. It had an inbuilt shield, an auto defence 
system, a large living room, bedroom, kitchen and 
storage room. The system beeped, “Transporting 
you to the nearest galaxy, the Camillican galaxy.” The 
nuclear detonation happened just as the Alpha Crest 
departed. 

All of a sudden, powerful waves of extreme heat 
from the explosion of the nuclear detonation wiped 
out all of the structures in seconds except for the 

Alpha Crest, which was built to have strong radiation 
resistance. 

Suddenly the robot pilot broke the silence with a 
beep, “Destination the Capitol. Galaxy… Camillican. 
Time left two-hours.” 

Two-hours later they arrived at the Capitol. When 
the door opened the bright sunny light flushed into 
the darkened room of the spaceship, followed by 
the gentle wind of the Capitol which rushed into the 
spaceship and cooled down the room instantly. The 
scene was beautiful and stunning with lush green 
trees and green grass growing and the sky smelled 
just so fresh without pollution. They walked for 
another 5km and saw the great wall of emerald that 
surrounded the city which the local people called the 
Great Green Jewel. 

Suddenly, they noticed that their daughter was taken 
by a mysterious hooded person and disappeared, 
despite Jaden chasing him, but the mysterious 
people were too quick for him. The local guy saw it 
and walked over to them and said, “It’s Emperor 
Guy,” and told them his location.

After climbing mountains and walking through 
desert, they went through the dark mysterious cave 
which belonged to Emperor Guy. They fought off 
the Emperor trooper bravely and finally faced the 
emperor and his apprentice face to face.

The battle involved intense sword clashes, but the 
emperor’s apprentice was no match for Kate. She 
released a storm of lightning from her hand due to her 
rage that killed both the Emperor and his apprentice 
but healed her husband. Together they broke the 
cage that locked their daughter. After returning to 
the city with a victory they soon became the leaders 
of the city and of the whole galactic republic. So their 
lives were so much happier. 10C
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The Bag
BY GAUTHAM

Colin Harvey relished the stirring noise that his glass 
of whiskey and ice cubes made as he swirled it with his 
wavering hand. He lay sprawled over the doughy bed with 
his head propped against a lavender-toned pillow. The 
wall was invaded by papery scrolls of flaking white paint. 
Colin agreed with this hotel’s three-star rating, due to the 
low maintenance and the empty, hollow corridors. He was 
flooded by the light from the brass flower above him which 
softly buzzed from its 75-watt bulb. He was sporting a black 
t-shirt and jeans. His short-cropped hair rose above his 
cobalt-blue eyes and radiating skin.
The rooms in Hôtel Paris Lafayette were oddly set out. The 
beds were flanked by two oak bedside tables. There was an 
alarm clock and a vase on one and a tissue box on the other. 
There was a very trivial en suite at the other end of the room. 
The bathroom wasn’t anything special but a tight space 
containing a shower, toilet, and a shiny washbasin.
Colin lit up a long, thin cigarette and promptly inhaled, 
blowing the smoke out of the open window. He frowned at 
the clamour within the hotel itself. 
“What the hell is going on down there?” he cursed.
That’s when Toby Flyer had stormed into the room, wearily 
grasping onto Liam. Liam was caked in blood from chest to toe.
“Bloody hell, what happened here?” Colin exclaimed.
“Sh-sh-shit happened…” Liam replied, leering at the 
crumpled, navy carpet. Colin noticed an X-Acto knife held 
firmly in Liam’s left hand.

40 minutes before
“I’m gonna go sit upstairs and have a smoke,” Colin said as 
he pushed his plate forward. His plate had scraps of shrimp 
tails, burnt fries, small chunks of potato, and vestiges of 
ranch dressing. He took one last swig of his Diet Coke before 
setting down his tall, empty glass. 
“Hurry up losers. We got no weed, only a few packs of White 
Ox to keep us going. He should be here soon,” he whispered. 
He turned away and jogged further down the dining room 
and up the stairs.
After Liam and Toby finished their meals of various meats 
and veggies, they slumped against the wooden chairs, 
glancing at the copious amounts of people seated around 
them. Toby tied up his dreadlocks and adjusted his green 
singlet. He anxiously felt the pockets on his cargo pants to 
check if his lighter was still there,
“When’s he gonna arrive?” Liam swivelled around, catching 
sight of a poster on the wall on the opposite side of the 
dining room. The poster was colourful, with a large house 
printed across the centre. 
“He said he’d send an anonymous message when he’s…” A 
ball of paper fell out of a man’s hand, pitching over the wood 
as he zoomed past the table. The man had long silver hair. 
His ponytail cascaded over his yellow Hawaii shirt. He didn’t 
look back not even once, as he scuttled up the stairs. Liam 

grabbed the scrunched-up piece of paper and glanced at 
Toby. The paper read Room 27.
Once the boys reached the long, quiet corridor, Liam ran 
one hand through his greasy black hair.
“Twenty-seven,” Toby reminded Liam. The door was closed. 
The boys looked around twice and noticed that a vast plant 
was covering the CCTV camera that was aimed directly at 
their position. They smirked and knocked on the door. The 
knob turned slowly and the door half-opened. The silver-
haired man stood there with his yellow shirt unbuttoned, 
revealing a grey singlet and a long black necklace with a 
diamond-encrusted pendant. He quickly studied the boys 
from head to toe.
“Name?” he whispered. Liam and Toby exchanged 
thoughtful glances.
“Pink Elephant,” Toby whispered back, blowing his 
cigarette-scented breath straight into the man’s face. The 
man opened the door gingerly as the boys hopped in as he 
locked the door.
“Where’s the dough?” he declared menacingly.
“Woah! Show us the stuff first. You haven’t even given us a 
name.” Toby grinned, elevating his muscular arms up as if he 
was surrendering. 
“Me name’s Alan,” the man announced. He had a thick New 
Zealand accent. They saw that his pudgy white hands were 
coated in calluses as he flung open an extremely large, dark-
green suitcase. He drew an X-Acto knife from his pocket 
and ripped a line through the edge of the bag which was 
muddled in clothes and foreign souvenirs. From the thin line 
he lacerated, he heaved out a bag with a blue-white mix of 
powder.
“What a beauty.” Alan grinned.
“Glen Chandler told us that it would be about one-hundred,” 
Liam said.
“One-hundred? Haha no. It’s four-hundred and thirty. My price.”
“Four-hundred and thirty! Are you outta your bloody mind? 
Your dealer, Chandler, told us it’s a hundred bucks and that’s 
all we’re down for,” Liam growled. Toby patted Liam’s back 
to calm him down.
“Look, bud, we’ve been waiting a whole day just to get this 
deal over w…”
“This is a new preparation, my friend. Four-thirty, take it or 
leave it.” Alan oscillated his arms around while he tried to 
explain.
“No. One,” Toby sang as Alan interjected.
“Then get the hell out of here before some doongi suspects 
anything!”
“Give us the bag and we’re out. We need it.” Toby hovered 
closer to the suitcase. Alan’s beefy arm blocked him with a 
hand on his chest. Liam breathed out as he charged forward. 
He pushed Alan out of the way, seizing the bag. Alan 
stumbled, his face fuming and tomato-red. He grabbed his 
X-Acto knife and struck Toby’s forearm which glowed red, as 
a string of blood splashed out.
“Goddamn it, we got a very violent one here!” Toby cursed. 
Liam headed towards the door with the bag in his possession. 
“No, you idiot!” Alan exclaimed as he pounced forward and 
grabbed onto Liam’s legs. Toby wiped a bead of sweat off 
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his forehead as he hammered Alan with the empty suitcase, hoping Alan would lose his 
grip. Liam shifted weight to his right leg as Toby chucked him the knife. Alan swung his 
leg at Toby’s chest, which sent him hurtling over the bed, soaring to the other end of the 
room. Liam scrunched his face and bit his lip as he struck down and let the knife sink into 
Alan’s back. Alan’s grip loosened as he quietly whimpered, a pool of blood spurting out.
Lines of blood battered Liam, as Alan froze. 
“Oh shit…” he murmured as his grip on the bag tightened.
…
“Oh, fu**!” Colin uttered, as he placed his palm across his face. Liam and Toby exchanged 
demeaning expressions.
“OK, listen,” Colin announced, drawing himself closer to his two companions. 
“If we get caught, we’ll be behind bars for who knows how long! We gotta stuff him into 
something.”
“His suitcase. It’s definitely big enough to squeeze him into,” Toby whispered fiercely.
“OK, we fit him into it, get cleaned up, and checkout,” Colin said.
“Did you idiots at least manage to get the bag from him?” Toby nodded. 
“Yeah, I’ve got it in my pocket,” Liam said.
“Remember, don’t look, act or talk suspiciously, got it?” Both boys nodded, still carrying 
a traumatised assertion.
“Let’s go.”
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An Impossible 
Crime
BY JIHUN

“Hey, you stop right there!” exclaimed the Police.

“Guys go in there! Before they get us!” Steven demanded.

“That was a close call,” said Jinuh in a relieved voice. 

“At least we got the gold, right?” said Freddy in an 
enthusiastic voice.

After being chased by the police, Jinuh, Freddy 
and I, were too tired from the running we had to 
get away from the police. So, we decided to sleep 
in the sewers underneath the city of Paris. Filthy 
with rats and full of urine and rubbish, it wasn’t the 
best place to rest, but for that moment this was the 
safest option. Our house was being investigated 
and the police were trying to track us down. Being 
one of the most targeted criminals in Paris at such 
a young age seemed fascinating for the people who 
were living in Paris who thought, what are the police 
doing? How aren’t they catching these little kids? 
People didn’t understand why we were doing this in 
the first place. They didn’t know what it was like to 
live without financial support. We were just trying to 
survive the best we could. Our parents passed away 
a couple of years before that, so I had to guide my 
younger brother and sister for them to survive too.

I sometimes thought about, what is the point 
of life? Aren’t we supposed to enjoy life? I asked 
myself these questions so many times. But, to get 
the life we wanted we needed money. This was the 
reason why we started stealing gold from jewellery 
stores and stealing bank notes from the bank. We 
were very highly-skilled criminals but compared 
to the skills we had we didn’t get enough money. 
The money we wanted was the money to be able 
to live in a mansion and drive a Mercedes Benz. I 
also sometimes thought about whether it would be 
better in prison because they give you free food. On 
the TV prison didn’t seem that bad at all. Basically, I 
thought, why are we running away from the police? 
Maybe going to a police station and asking to go to 
jail would have been better and we wouldn’t get into 
any more trouble.

But before I did that, I wanted more money and 

valuables to use after we got out of jail. We could 
use the valuables and money we made over the past 
three years to buy the better house and a car that we 
always wanted. Knowing that this was the last crime 
we could do before going to jail, Jasmine and Freddy 
wanted to go beyond stealing money from the bank 
and robbing a jewellery store. They wanted to try to 
break into the Federal Reserve Bank of New York! 

The Federal Reserve Bank of New York was the home 
to the largest amount of gold in the world. Stored 
in a single place was gold worth 250 billion dollars. 
We thought of course we couldn’t steal all of that 
gold due to the weight and because there were too 
many bars of gold to steal. One bar of gold was too 
heavy to carry. Each bar weighed 13 kilograms—we 
couldn’t carry that. But before we began thinking 
about this, it seemed impossible to steal a bar of gold 
in the first place. The vault was located twenty-four-
metres beneath the street level. The building itself 
was stacked with armed security 24/7. Surveillance 
cameras monitored the building and all other outside 
perimeters at all times as well. If we did pass all of 
that, we would find ourselves a steel cylinder nearly 
3 metres tall that weighed 90 tons with 140 tons of 
steel and concrete frame. The cylinder was moved 
90 degrees to completely shut off the only entrance, 
then 4 steel rods were inserted into holes that could 
not be taken out by anybody over the next business 
day. When the cylinder was closed, it created an 
airtight and watertight steal that was so extreme 
that if you were caught inside you would run out 
of air and suffocate in 3 days. Even going through 
all of that there were still surveillance cameras and 
motion sensors that were monitored 24 hours a 
day. Even if we did get the gold, we would have to 
get through to the exit by getting out the same way 
we came in. Where the cylinder could have rotated 
90 degrees by then, which would trap us inside and 
suffocate us or the Federal Reserve Police could be 
waiting at the exit, and the entire police would have 
already started swarming us by then.

All of this seemed impossible, but Jinuh and Freddy 
thought it would be really cool if we were the first 
ones to break into the toughest place in the world. 
Then we would be the youngest, most successful 
criminals in the world. I was the oldest out of all 
them and I was only fifteen, where Jasmine was 9 
and Freddy was 6. After all this time we have never 
been caught stealing jewellery from jewellery stores 
or money from banks. 

“We are ready for an impossible crime!” we all 
exclaimed at the excitement of what was to come.
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The Roller-
Coaster of 
Darrel
BY JACK

Darrel’s messages are loading. Darrel just finished 
twenty-three-hours of hard work with many painful 
situations. He looks up. Bright white lights heading 
straight for him—his heart sinks. He feels the cold 
feeling of death awaiting him. The pain is venturing 
up his leg. BANG! The car hits with severe impact. The 
car’s bull bar pushes the door through both of his legs 
and crushes them like breadsticks.
The steering wheel is slowly decaying into his chest, 
causing everlasting pain. Crack! Smash! The windshield 
slowly caves in, trapping him into a cocoon of blood. 
Pain fills the glass, which is slowly dripping out of his 
soul. The Decarta airbag kicked him back into the seat, 
sharp metal flies everywhere destroying everything in 
its path. The airbags caused him to blackout. His head 
and neck would cause him severe pain for weeks after. 
Many hours later, he is stuck in the jail cell of ICU in the 
hospital. The only thing he has is a brick of a TV with 
five channels to help cure his boredom. He has nowhere 
to go. The nurses are always coming into his room 
and interrupting him, the blood pump is constantly 
beeping, and the bone-breaking mattress is crushing 
him alive. No matter which way he turns, or however 
many rugs and pillows are thrown on top of him, he is 
struggling to get any rest. 
The old wrinkly doctor walks into Darrel’s room and 
announces that Darrel will have to have one major 
surgery. This will consist of the leg muscles from the 
knee down being cut off to create a clean dome-like 
leg joint for both artificial legs to be attached to. Darrel 
feels lifeless, with his life looking like the roses sitting 
on top of his bedside table, two-weeks-old and filling 
his dreams with pure disappointment. The doctor 
recommends that he say goodbye to all his loved ones 
and friends. He believes that Darrel may not survive 
the operation because of how much blood he lost in 
the accident. Darrel’s consistent sarcasm is always 
looming, 
“Well, you could always scrape the blood out of the 
dashboard.” This was the first time he had ever seen 
this old wrinkly doctor. But he made the old doctor’s 
day. It even made some of the nurses chuckle. Since 
Darrel’s devastating car accident, he tried to enjoy 
every second of his life. The old doctor slowly wanders 
away with his thousand-year-old notepad. He happily 
tells Darrel it had lasted him from University all those 

years ago. Back when the donkeys were around. Darrel 
is finally left alone. How is he meant to cope with this all 
on his own? 
Darrel picks up his shattered phone and dials to speak to 
his wife, who he hasn’t spoken to in two weeks.
“Are you alright darling? I haven’t heard from you in 
a while. Your dinner is getting cold. When will you be 
home?” His hands are shaking. He can’t speak. One of 
the most difficult life events is telling your loved ones 
or friends that you’ve been in a car accident and you’re 
not OK. The phone is silent. Darrel’s heart is pounding 
out of his chest, it feels like he just ran a marathon. His 
wife states, 
“I mentally can’t take any more life problems. I am 
basically raising two kids on my own with little to no 
financial support because you’re always out partying or 
drinking. And, recently I have heard that you’ve been 
using cocaine. These life choices that you’re making are 
completely unacceptable. I strongly believe that you 
will have to sort through your problems on your pwn 
because I cannot have you around our amazing little 
boys when you’re doing cocaine, partying regularly, 
and drinking nonstop. There have been too many times 
where a small boy’s night turned into a fully blacked-
out, wasted night. And, in the early hours of the morning 
my phone is ringing with you begging me to come pick 
you up because you couldn’t walk straight. This is not 
happening anymore! You are not allowed to be a father 
of my boys until you rapidly change as a human and stop 
gambling your kid’s savings away. Darrel, don’t ever call 
or speak to me again until you’ve truly changed.” Darrel 
sat there sobbing away like a little two-year-old who 
didn’t get his chocolate at Easter. 
Darrel is trying to figure out how to get his life back on 
track and pay for all these medical bills. He currently 
has no income. The reason for this was that four 
months ago he was working as the Head Manager of 
the Commonwealth Bank in the Queen Victoria building 
in Darling Harbour looking over the water. This is the 
area where all the amazing boats are for New Year’s 
Eve celebrations. He was counting money out the back 
where all the cash was held when he heard the code 
word pineapple. He started slamming the vaults shut, 
trying to save the 500 Million dollars from being stolen 
by Centrelink-funded robbers. He bolted out into the 
bank to make sure all his staff were safe. He couldn’t 
see from a distance, but all his employees looked to be 
lined up for an execution. BANG! The AK47 ruled by Bob 
put three rounds straight through Darrel’s whole team. 
He sprinted into the vault, slamming the door shut 
from the inside, hard locking it from the inside so it was 
impossible to get in. 
From that day on he refused to ever work in a bank 
again. But since he has never done anything else apart 
from banking, he is struggling to find work—especially 
now with a destroyed life.

10C

8180



Kirsty Eager
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“

“I think success in any creative activity can be traced back to a single moment: 
the decision to commit. And in this respect, I can only thank my students, 
because they gifted me with their trust and committed to the process within the 
first fifteen minutes. (Girls, if you are reading this, I know you will be curious. It 
was when I asked you to close your eyes and breathe.) In the context of 2020, a 
year of challenges and change, they were flexible and open and embraced the 
experience, which is testimony to a whole range of great qualities. 

Taking part in the writing intensive for a second year was a pleasure and a 
privilege. I am state-schooled and was raised by a single mother in a regional 
area, and I am a strong believer in opportunity, access and a robust public 
education system. WestWords and Cherrybrook Technical High School should 
be lauded for this initiative. 

This year I allowed more time for drafting and editing, which meant a more 
complete writing experience. In terms of skills development, we focused on 
characterisation, structure, voice, scene setting, and practical considerations 
such as tense and point of view. But we also had time for some great discussions 
about the role of storytelling in our lives—not only as a way for us to connect 
and make sense of things, but also as an influencer, one that should sometimes 
be questioned. 

I feel that one of the most useful things a professional writer can do is to guide 
students through the writing process. Persisting with creative writing means 
choosing uncertainty and doubt. It’s hard! Simple things can help with this. 
Little, low-risk, deadlines can be used as stepping stones. And taking away 
the pressure to be perfect in the early stages gives students the permission to 
explore and take risks. 

To me, the success of the initiative was evidenced by the fact that I saw my 
students grappling. They worked really hard, they listened, and they applied 
the techniques we discussed. They persisted. I was impressed by the range 
and reach of their pieces. The feedback I got from them was that they loved 
the fact they weren’t expected to know everything from the start, that it was 
something more organic. And they were surprised by their own creativity, and 
enjoyed the chance to exercise it.  

My thanks to WestWords and Cherrybrook for letting me take part. And thanks 
to the students I worked with for all the things they taught me.
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A Short 
Snippet of a 
Life
BY DAKSHINA

I closed my books, and added them to the rows 
of binders on the third shelf. In minutes, I slipped 
into my sweatpants and put my phone on charge 
for tomorrow. As I quietly shut my room door, the 
sound of my sister’s snoring from the other room, 
slowly dissipated into the silence. I flung my sheets 
into the air, and jumped onto my soft mattress. The 
night grew older, and my eyes finally began to droop, 
dozing off into a dreamy wonderland. 

The sound of a glass shattering against the wall 
echoed throughout the emptiness of the house. It 
sent my body into complete panic. I jolted up, threw 
my blanket off and peeked through the crack in my 
door. I could see from the light under their room 
door, that my parents were still awake. Not again, I 
thought. As soon as I linked the dots, the anxiety 
began to creep in again, and I became frantic inside. 
I tried my best to remember what Amy had told me; 
focus on slowing down your breathing, and don’t fuel 
the fear. She told me, the next time it happened again 
just close your door and drown out the voices. But I 
just couldn’t. I had to know what happened this time. 

I slowly slid my door open, and tip toed through the 

hallway, the floorboards creaking as I took step after 
step. As I got closer to their room, all the thoughts 
flooded my mind again.  

“You are never here Patrick! The kids need you here, 
not overseas. How am I going to do this for another 
two years!” 

“I worked hard for my career success, and I’m not 
going to throw it all away just because you can’t 
control your emotions.” 

I could stand there for minutes, even hours, but I 
would never figure out why my parents could never 
understand each other. 

As I lay in bed that night, I fell asleep to the sound of 
my mother’s crying. 

….…………

I walked into period 1 the next day, and the exam 
was the last thing on my mind. The heaviness of the 
anxiety settled at the pit of my stomach, as if it were 
lead. I knew I would not be able to get through the 
day if I didn’t blank it out. Before I could even walk 
through the classroom door, I bumped into Amy. 

“Oww”, she moaned. “You know, you should really 
learn how to think and walk at the same time,” she 
laughed. Amy always knew when something was up 
with me. It’s like she could read me like a book, and 
it was the one thing I hated because I knew I couldn’t 
hide anything from her. “Sorry. I had  bit of a rough 
night. Didn’t sleep much,” I yawned. “Did your parents 
get into another argument?” she asked softly.

“I cannot wait to graduate and start living my own life, 
without the both of them” I complained. 10D
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The 
Unexpected 
Soulmate
BY MIA

“I’m leaving now June! There’s breakfast on the counter. 
Don’t bother staying up tonight, I won’t be home till one.”

I rolled my eyes and didn’t utter a word, pretending I didn’t 
hear him. The picture frame of my mother stared at me 
with disapproval from my bedside table. 

“I’m trying to be nice mum, I really am.”

I reluctantly rolled out of bed and threw on the first dirty 
hoody and sweatpants I could find. I opened the front 
door. The cold air nipped at my nose as I began my journey 
towards my counselling group, as if I need it, I’m not crazy.

The room was dimly lit and smelt of mould, there were 
folding chairs placed in a circle in the middle of the room. 
I scanned the people sitting in those chairs. I spotted a 
familiar face, Brandon Jones? What the hell was he doing 
here, what could that douchebag have gone through to 
possibly need something like a counselling group? Just my 
luck, the only available spot was next to Brandon himself. I 
made my way to the seat and sat down. He took one glance 
at me and scoffed. 

“It’s not like I want to be here.” 

I sneered at him. He was about to snap back when a small 
and tubby middle-aged man tottered into the room.

“Hello everyone, welcome! I can already spot a few familiar 
faces but let’s all start with an introduction.” 

Everyone took turns introducing themselves and explaining 
their horrible life changing experience that brought them 
here. It was Brandon’s turn. 

“You don’t need to know my name, but my mum died last 
month. That’s about it.” 

My head snapped towards his direction; guilt was plastered 
across my face. 

“I don’t want your pity,” he said without glancing in my 
direction. 

Once I got back home, I took out my phone, there was 
one message from Brandon. I stared at the message in 
confusion. 

“Meet me at the beach at eight.”

It’s not like I had anything else to do, so I packed my bus 
pass, phone and pepper spray just to be safe, and waited 
at the bus stop in the front of my house. 

I stepped out of the bus and strolled towards the smell 
of the salty sea and the sound of the folding waves. I 
turned my glance to the figure standing before the shore. 
The sea barely missed his feet. It was Brandon. My feet 
subconsciously began moving towards him. We admired 
the ocean in silence. It wasn’t the type of silence that was 
awkward but a comfortable kind of silence. After what felt 
like ages Brandon spoke up.

“June, can we be friends?”  

And although I barely knew Brandon, something told me 
he was someone I could truly trust. This was the first time 
in months I had felt truly at peace and I knew I couldn’t let 
that feeling go. So, without uttering a word I nodded.
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The Phone 
Call
BY SOPHIE

The TV chattered numbingly as I stared at the 
spaghetti being aimlessly dragged around the plate. 
How had this happened in a single year? Why had 
he come back and ruined it? He hadn’t even wanted 
this until now. He would drop her on my doorstep 
the second he found a new thing to fix. He barely 
even knew her name. 

The phone screeched, dragging me out of the 
resentful spiral I had created. Letting it ring a couple 
of times so I could compose myself, I reached over 
and answered the phone. It was El.

“Hello?” My voice croaked as I said it. I shouldn’t 
have answered. She would probably just tell me how 
happy she was to stay at her dad’s house for the 
week. She didn’t need me.

“Mum, Mum, I need your help. I know you’re busy 
and you’re going out, but I need your advice.”

She began begging for my advice. Babbling about 
something that happened, but I couldn’t get a grasp 
of what it was. I perked up. Excitement filled me. 
But it was soon drowned out by the reappearing 
thoughts: She was at her father’s. She didn’t need 
me. Without meaning to I began resenting her 
calling me.

My finger hovered over the hang-up button, I didn’t 
need this. Maybe I would go out, but then again, 
she was calling me and she was my daughter. I also 
wasn’t a teenager anymore. I couldn’t just hang up 
on someone when whatever Damon did made me 
upset.

I glanced down at my pyjamas, it’s not like I had 
anything else to do. Letting out a sigh, I moved my 
plate to the side.

“Slow down, relax, and take a deep breath. Tell me 

what’s going on.”

She paused her yapping. I could hear her take a slow 
breath and then another one. A slight smile crossed 
my face.

“Ok, so you know how I was telling you about how I 
don’t talk to Bella anymore.” She paused waiting for 
my response but continued before I replied. “Well, 
she just texted me and asked me if I would like to 
go out. But I can’t because I’m not home. She won’t 
ever want to talk to me again.”

She began going on and on about how her life 
was over. I couldn’t help but let out a giggle. Even 
in different states we spiral into insanity over the 
littlest things. And it really was the littlest things, she 
would be here in a few days. Nothing was going to 
change in that time.

“What? Stop laughing at me. It’s not funny.”

“Ellie,” I said with a smile. “It will be fine just tell her 
that you’re at your father’s and that you will be back 
on Monday. She won’t change her mind I promise.”

“Are you sure,” Elle said quietly through the crackle 
of the old phone.

I laughed quietly; she would be fine. We talked for 
almost an hour more catching up on everything we 
had missed in each other’s lives.

“Thanks Mum, I love you, I’ll see you next week.”

The phone went silent.

I carefully picked up the plate of pasta and placed it 
in the fridge. Unable to wipe the slight smile on my 
face, I picked up the phone again this time calling my 
friend. Maybe I would meet with her for a drink.
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Let the Death 
Bells Ring
BY NAVITHMA

The remnants of the building had crumbled down 
to the level below. It was dark and gloomy, except 
for the slithers of sunlight that peered through the 
cracks of the unstable pillars. Elusive rays of hope. 
The wails of a young child broke the unsettling 
silence. 

Sam’s foggy mind settled as the last pieces of dried 
plaster descended onto his body. He felt heavy and 
drained. His eyes fluttered open. The dusty stench of 
cement filled his lungs. 

“Where am I? What happened?” The pads of his 
fingers met the swelling bruise on his temple. He 
noticed a soft flicker of gold as he lowered his hand. 
A ring. 

His heart suddenly pounded against his ribcage, and 
he hastily glanced around.

His legs wobbled as he staggered to his feet, 
dizziness rushing through him. He took in a sharp 
breath. 

Sam narrowed his eyes. The tables and chairs that 
he and his friends spent hours setting up were now 
in shambles under the collapsed walls. His chest 
ached as he watched the once primped up guests 
huddling together. As he stepped towards them he 
caught a glimpse of a white gown out of the corner 
of his eye. 

For a moment, he felt like the world stopped. A 
woman lay still in the corner of the room, a metal 
beam penetrating her abdomen.

“Casey...?”

He felt dizzy at the sight of the crimson that soaked 
her wedding dress.

Kicking away chunks of debris in his path he 
staggered towards her. Echoing cries for help rung 
in his ears, but Casey’s limp form distracted him 
from everything around him. 

“Casey,” he croaked. “Casey, please… wake up”. The 
usual warmth that would greet him had disappeared. 
There was a burning sensation growing in his 
throat. His eyes grew moist and his nose began to 
sting sharply. This morning her golden hair was 
tied neatly in a bun, with loose tresses framing her 
beautiful face. Now, her hair was matted with blood 
and dirt. He reached for her, wanting to feel the joy 
of his life again. 

A tight grip fastened onto Sam’s shoulder. 
Fluorescent tape wrapped around an ebony sleeve 
came into view. A tall firefighter stood beside him, 
a stern look on his face. He glanced at Sam, then at 
Casey’s lifeless body. 

“There’s a medical team waiting outside. Come on, 
let’s go,” he said with a hint of sympathy. 

“No…” Sam choked. “What about… Casey?”

The firefighter sighed and shook his head. “Sorry 
kiddo, I don’t think there’s anything we can…”

“No! Please, there has to be something!” he cried, 
tears tracking down his face. He dropped down 
beside his partner. He caressed her cold face. The 
absence of her breathing gripped at his heart, 
tearing it out of his chest. His throat felt the pain of 
a thousand glass shards as he let out a loud sob. His 
cries joined the echoes that rang throughout the 
building. The firefighter pulled him away, holding 
his arms back. He thrashed around, trying to reach 
Casey. The firefighter’s clutch tightened, and Sam 
was lifted off his feet. 

“Come on kid, we have to get out of here”, he 
grunted. Sam kicked and writhed, but to no avail. 

As they moved away from his lover, he noticed the 
ruins around him. He noticed the children crying, 
and the mothers worrying. He noticed the brothers 
dying, and the sisters mourning. He noticed the 
firefighters and their valiant actions as they entered 
the building. He noticed Casey and the beam 
protruding from her. He raised a dirty hand, wiping 
the tears from his eyes. 

Sam’s body grew weak and he let the firefighter 
carry him away. He realised that all the happiness in 
his life had disappeared.
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Charlie’s 
(Least) 
Favourite Day
BY KAYLEE

I shoot my gaze to meet the sly grin my best friend 
Charlie had plastered onto her face. Out of everyone, 
why did MY best friend have to be the horror fanatic. 
God, we’re polar opposites. Her head did a sharp 
turn as she spotted the herd of our friends that were 
going to join us. She waved excitedly knowing that 
they were going to be just as excited as her. 

October 31st. Charlie’s favourite day of the year. 
She dragged me out into the 2 o’clock morning mist 
that blanketed over the entirety of London. I tightly 
wrapped my cardigan around my body, tugging the 
sleeves down to shield my fingers from the cold.  

“What are we doing here?” I grunted, grumpy and 
eyes still only half open. “It’s too early for your insane 
conspiracies.”

“Hey, you better wake up because this isn’t going to 
be another conspiracy. Just watch…” Her voice trailed 
out.  That’s when I know she’s serious.

From then on something didn’t feel right to me. 
Actually, nothing felt right. Not one thing. 

The iconic tower in front of me now seemed even 
more colossal, looming over us with its faint shadow 
of the night.

The clock struck 3am, the Devil’s hour, and everything 
morphed. We were inside, trapped in a corridor, 

enclosed by endless rows of chambers and cells.

A chilled breeze swept the cobble floors, dust 
lingering in the air, taunted us. Charlie’s excitement 
melted away instantly.

All my friends’ charisma shifted into extreme fear and 
concern as they herded together, sacrificing me to 
the depths of the corridor, alone. 

If I wasn’t properly awake, I was now. The corners of 
my vision were slowly being engulfed and my breath 
was stolen and replaced with an incomprehensible 
pressure building in my chest. I looked back only to 
find myself glaring at another stone wall. They left me.

In one abrupt and panicked motion, I sprinted 
down the corridor in a desperate attempt to find an 
escape. As I passed each chamber, a waft of rotting 
flesh chased my shadow following by a cacophony 
of an uncomfortable mix of the shrieks of agony 
and cackling, exposing my brain to the harsh, vivid 
imagery of the history of this tower.

That one corridor suddenly became a Labyrinth. I 
turned when I had to and if both left and right was 
open, I chose left. One more turn left and I found 
myself in front of a wooden door. 

Finally. A way out.

I gave the door a hard shove, using my whole body 
weight just to get its old hinges working again with 
a creak. Without hesitation, I revealed myself to 
the opposite side of the door. I was back where I 
started, with my ‘friends’ who were begging for 
my forgiveness. Charlie’s eyes were fixed dead on 
the ground. She couldn’t even look me in the eyes. 
I scoffed at her but I couldn’t stay mad. They were 
scared for the first time and although they left me 
like that, I couldn’t bring myself to hate them. It was 
3:01am on October the 31st, Charlie’s least favourite 
day of next year. 10D
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Making a 
Home
BY ZOE

“What do you mean, no?” Jordan growled. He spun 
around. His boss heaved a sigh through the tinny 
speaker. 

“Jordan, man. I can’t just give you two weeks sick 
leave when you’re perfectly fine. Just…”

“Listen! I don’t have any annual leave, and there is a 
child in the next room, I need this!” 

He snapped, and immediately sucked in a breath. 
The chilly silence sent shivers down his spine. 
Now worried, Jordan looked at the door leading to 
Sydney’s room. It was still open, a good sign. Just as 
long as he didn’t lose his cool…

“Jordan. I’ll give you three days. That’s it.”  And the 
line went dead.

“Damn it!” Jordan threw his phone across the room, 
internally thankful when it landed on the couch. 
He slammed his fist on the kitchen’s bench, and 
grabbed his hair, pulling it sharply. The pain that 
lanced through his skull grounded his thoughts and 
cleared his mind. A click echoed from down the hall 
and Jordan’s head whipped around, heart pounding 
in his ears.

Oh. Oh no. What had the social worker said? She 
didn’t like shouting? 

A thump of something hitting the floor made 
Jordan jump and run to Sydney’s door. All the worst 
scenarios flashed through his mind, tripling his 
worry; did she fall? Knock something over? Was she 
trying to escape?

“Sydney! Sydney, are you alright?” 

The squeak and rolling of her window being open. 

Then, silence.

“Sydney, please! Just open the…” Jordan cut himself 
off sharply. This wasn’t helping. He pulled at his hair, 
and walked to the kitchen. Kids liked candy, right?  It 
could serve as a peace offering. 

Having successfully found a Snickers bar, Jordan 
trudged back to her door and placed it down. 
“Sydney, if you’re in there, I’m sorry. I am… Leaving 
chocolate here. I’ll be on the couch if you need me.” 
Hearing nothing, he sighed, and moved back to the 
living room. He sat on the couch in a tense silence 
for several minutes, ears perking up at the slightest 
sound. Eventually, he’d relaxed and scrolled through 
his phone tiredly. 

Jordan must’ve dozed off, because when he opened 
his eyes it was dark. And his back was in pain. Making 
a mental note to never sleep on the couch again, 
he pulled himself up. The sound of rustling plastic 
from the kitchen caught Jordan’s attention. Quietly, 
he moved towards the sound but paused in the 
doorway.  Sydney froze mid-way through piling fruit 
bars and biscuits into a bag. 

“Stocking up?” Jordan asked.

She stared at him, breathing fast. Jordan sighed, 
actually stepping into the room. Sydney took a 
step back at almost the same time, causing Jordan 
to move to the side, leaving the doorway open and 
empty.

“That’s alright, as long as you eat some of it,” he said.

This seemed to surprise her. With a glance between 
him and the door, Sydney shoved past him and 
disappeared down the hall and into her room.

The door stayed open.
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Open Doors.
BY CHARLENA

I desperately tried to hold myself together, furiously 
rubbing at my eyes, attempting to wipe away the 
harsh reality. Curling up on a bench, I poured my 
heart out onto its solid wooden planks, watching as 
my tears dripped through the gaps. 

My manager’s harsh words echoed throughout my 
head, “I’m sorry Maddie, but your performance just 
hasn’t been up to scratch lately.” How dare she say 
that? She knew nothing of what I’d endured, nothing 
of what I had to put up with every single day.  

The lies of my parents piled onto me, business 
relationships turned sour, and now at every turn 
sharks chasing the scent of money. My manager did 
not know about the pain of being unwanted and the 
devastation of the infinite failures. 

***

“Every door might seem shut now, but one day, 
a door will open, and you simply need to have the 
dedication to find it.” With the principal’s final words 
of encouragement, the class of 2000 entered the 
unknown. 

Standing on that stage was meant to be a dream 
come true. The highlight of my life, and the start of 
something bigger. 

But, instead, it was a moment of anxiety. Was my 
hair sticking up, was my uniform stained and were 
my eyes still red-ringed from tears and exhaustion? 
My hands shook, trembling with the certificate 
scrunched within them. 

Faking a smile to my peers around me, I forced 
myself down the steps and back into my seat. This 
was the end. 

Walking out of that hall should have made my life 
complete, rather, it brought a sense of hollowness 
and exhaustion. Thirteen years of struggles and this 
was it, just a false sense of completion. 

I stared down at my certificate and stood still within 
the moving crowd. What door would open for me? 

Cheers of happiness and shouts of joy rang 
throughout the hall. Tears ran down students’ cheeks 
as they tightly hugged their parents. Teachers 
smiled, walking through the crowd, wishing each 
one the best of luck. Soaking in the noise, I breathed 
in the scent of true jubilation, before a wave of 
loneliness washed over me. 

Head down, I shuffled towards the open doors, 
clinging onto the lingering sense of normality before 
being tossed into the terrifying unknown. Out past 
the empty classrooms, through the familiar hallways 
and out the gate for the final time. Then I passed 
through it, leaving my childhood innocence behind. 

***

Remaining huddled on the park bench with tears 
still streaming down my face, I wondered about the 
point of it all. My life had been a mistake from the 
very beginning. I was left behind, from my parent’s 
lies, with this unfixable mess, and I had dealt with it 
for too long.  

But my principal’s words still echoed through my 
mind. There is no open door for me here. 

But one will open, I just need to find it.
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Light She Won’t 
Let Go
BY LARA

It was cold when Sage woke up today. For a moment, 
she thought she could feel the arms of her dad 
wrapped around her, closing in the warmth, but 
upon opening her eyes, she saw nothing but the 
tangle of her blankets.

Sage wished she was back with her father. Back 
with the golden hues that caressed the blinds with 
sunlight as she woke up, but no. That wasn’t the 
life Sage Hansen lived anymore. Instead, she was 
enclosed by coldness, only dreaming for that golden 
light to encompass her once again.

Her mother barged into the room. “Why are you 
always so messy?” 

“Can you knock, Mila?” Sage replied. She only ever 
called her mother by her first name. Titles like 
“Mother” were far too personal for someone who 
hadn’t been in her life for half of it. 

“Look at your room, Sage! Unpack your things 
already, you’ve been here for three weeks.” 

Sage would never admit that their rocky relationship 
was her fault. Once her dad passed away, she was 
dragged to Sydney’s inner west, where cinderblock 
replaced the salty air of the Central Coast she was 
used to. She was pushed into her mother’s arms and 
forgotten about, just like the memories of the bright 
life she had back home.

Sage stared at her intensely. She looked different 
than what she remembered. The loose strands of 
auburn hair from the pictures were now starting to 

grey, and the warm brown eyes she once had were 
now ringed with charcoal, staring right back at the 
young girl. 

After pushing Mila out of the room, Sage wandered 
to the boxes that still encased her belongings. 
Reaching into one, her hand grasped a smooth 
surface. Her eyes locked onto those of her dad’s as 
she saw her favourite picture of them together. That 
day will forever be ingrained into her mind.

***

“Do you know why we named you Sage, honey?” her 
Dad whispered. 

The seven year-old girl shook her head. 

“It is a symbol of wisdom. And the first time I held 
you, so small and delicate.” He paused. ”I knew you 
would always make the right decisions for yourself.”

***

She broke out of her cage of thoughts. Lifting the 
picture frame, she threw it across the room. And as 
it shattered against the concrete, so did any chance 
of her staying here. 

“Where are you going?” Mila asked, as Sage ran 
down the steps.

“I’m making a right decision for once. This isn’t good 
for either of us.” Sage looked at her mother one last 
time before pushing the front door open.

Upon leaving the house, with her bag strewn 
across her back, Sage allowed herself to imagine 
the coming months. Months where she would live 
for herself, and not be tied down to a life inevitably 
disappointing Mila. And as she walked into her new 
life, she swore she could feel the familiar warmth of 
her dad’s light wrapped around her.
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Finding My 
Place
BY AYUSHI

Tara’s wedges were hanging on by superglue she 
had found at a garage sale, far from the clean, put 
together look they had previously helped her achieve. 
As she entered the unfamiliar store, greeted by cold 
smiles and exhausted eyes, she looked around, 
hoping to find a cheap pair of shoes which would 
get her through the day. She picked up the cheapest 
pair she could find, knowing that spending most 
of her savings on this ridiculous, supposedly life-
changing trip meant she had to sacrifice the luxury 
of choice. Checking her bank statement, a soft sigh 
escaped her lips. The smell of rain entered her nose, 
usually a calming presence which had brought many 
customers into her old business. Leaving it wasn’t 
her smartest choice, but in that moment, with large, 
strange skyscrapers towering over her small body, 
she felt all of the pressures of her past life leaving her. 
They seemed to float to a place far away, where she 
was sure she would meet them in the future. After 

exchanging a smile and her last five dollars for some 
pizza that she thought she would try to enjoy, Tara 
walked around, trying to look for a place where she 
could escape her thoughts, finally deciding to settle 
for a small park.

As she sat on the park bench, wet, cold and alone, 
she saw children playing with each other. She wasn’t 
aware of their stories, but she knew that in that 
moment at least, they were happy and content.  “Can 
we have the ball back, please?” one of the children 
asked. She hadn’t noticed the ball land next to her. 
With a smile, Tara picked it up and returned it, 
surprised with the grin she was met with.  

She walked past the family-owned bed and breakfast 
to the Holiday Inn she was staying at. She was aware 
of the irony, neglecting to support a small family 
business and choosing the cold, impersonal service 
at the large chain, similar to the one that forced her 
to give up her own family-owned business. 

She sat on her bed that was too big for one person. 
She had neglected to support the family living near 
her, just as she had abandoned her own family. 
Although Tara had been complaining about coming 
here, she found that it gave her a chance to reflect. 
After seeing the children playing together, she 
realised that she needed to return home. 10D

100 101



Everything 
Back to 
Normal
BY AADITI

Sam ran back to her dorm, threw her drink in the 
bin, and flung her phone on her bed. How could her 
mum have done this to her? How did Hayley not 
know about any of this? 

Her life had been so happy and cheery lately with her 
mum moving to Boston to stay close to Sam after 
Sam’s dad had left her. How had she moved on so 
fast, with none other than Sam’s history professor! 

Sam kicked down the trash in her room and went 
into the bathroom. She sprayed her hands with cold 
water and washed the spilled drink off. As the water 
stopped running, she heard knocking on the door. 

“Sam, Samantha. Please open the door,” her mum 
said from outside. 

Sam did not reply – she patted her hands dry and 
walked out of the bathroom. 

“Please open the door honey,” Hayley said again. 

Sam picked up the rubbish that had fallen out of the 
trash can and put it back inside. Hayley unlocked the 
door and came in. Sam looked at her mum, upset, 
and Hayley sat down on the desk chair which she 
pulled closer to the bed. 

“Why are you so upset?” Hayley asked. 

Sam moved away from her and continued looking at 

her phone. 

“You will need to talk to me at some point, Sam.”

Hayley stood up and started organizing Sam’s 
desk. She put the chair back in place and hung the 
Boston College blazer on the back. She unplugged 
the laptop and put it back in its case, and beautifully 
organized the candles on the table. 

“When were you going to tell me about this, Mum?” 
Sam put her phone on her bedside table next to her 
Alexa. 

Hayley sat on the bed and looked at Sam with a 
motherly expression and flashed a warm smile. 
“There’s nothing to tell, honey. It’s not what you 
think it is.”

“Really? What about what I saw, huh?” Sam 
questioned. “That didn’t look like nothing.”

“Your teacher Mr Harold and I are friends; we 
became acquainted during the ceremony last 
Saturday. He has been helping me deal with a few 
difficult emotions, just like a friend would. Did you 
know he is one of the student counsellors?”

“What? No!” 

“Well, he is. And he is a very nice man, but I do not 
like him like that,” Hayley confirmed. 

“So, you haven’t moved on from Dad yet?” Sam 
asked in a small voice. 

“No, darling, of course not. Your father might 
have done things his way, but I am still processing 
everything my way.”

Relieved, Sam hugged her mother, Hayley stroked 
her hair and patted her back. 

And just like that everything was back to its normal 
happy and cheery ways with mother and daughter.
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Innocent
BY EESHA

“Hurry! Run!”

Amina clung to her mother’s hand as the crowd 
around her screamed and shoved. She ran as fast 
as her little six year old feet could take her, the 
roar of blood rushing through her skull, her frantic 
eyes avoiding the people who were being trampled 
under her. People behind her pushed her forward, 
and her mother dragged her further. Chest heaving, 
time stretched on.

A deafening crack pierced her eardrums. An 
overwhelming weight was thrust upon her back. 
Amina shrieked as her fingers slipped through 
her mother’s and her face smashed against the 
concrete. Pain exploded in her face, and tears stung 
her eyes. On instinct, Amina tried to hold her nose 
but her hands were trapped under the weight of a 
man. With trembling fingers, Amina tried to claw her 
way out from under the heavy body on top of her, 
but no matter how hard she tugged and twisted, she 
could not escape the crushing weight.

An immediate, dangerous hope grew inside her as 
she heard deep, booming voices of men. She let 
herself hope that someone was coming for her; she 
would finally be saved. Clawing harder, nails raking 
against skin, Amina tried to scream. She tried to kick 
and shout, but nobody heard her. She was just one 
body in thousands – who would look to see if anyone 
was alive?

Fatigued, Amina’s body went limp. Her lungs were 
squeezed tight against her rib cage, forcing all 
the oxygen out of them. She wheezed, trying to 
blink the tears out of her eyes, and took sharp 
breaths through her mouth, choking as her throat 
contracted.

Amina was hot and clammy, sticky with the blood 
plastered to her skin. She had blood under her nails 
and the strong, pungent smell of the rotting bodies 
stung her nose. Too exhausted to cry, Amina dry-

sobbed. She was helpless, and nobody was coming 
back to save her.

Her panicked breaths shortened with every exhale.

Amina was in a sea of flesh, and she was drowning. 
There was no hero to save her like in the stories she 
had been told. There was no miracle that would 
save her. There was no hope that blossomed in the 
darkest moment.

A loud, ear-splitting noise erupted. The ground 
exploded, destroying the land and all the bodies that 
lay upon it.

Amina’s story was not a fairytale. She was an 
innocent child who had been caught in a horrific 
war, and her life suffered greatly for it. None of it 
was fair because this was the reality of war, and war 
was brutal and did not discriminate between young 
or old, innocent or guilty. War did not have mercy. It 
obliterated everything it touched.
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The Shameless
BY LARA

“Crap,” I hissed as the car grazed my knees and 
jerked to a stop. I tilted my head, staring at the car’s 
rear-view mirror, staring back at the astonished 
eyes that looked at me. I could almost feel sorry for 
him if I hadn’t done this plenty of times before. 

“Aigoo, my poor baby! Who hurt you? Let me go sue 
them!” the woman next to me exclaimed, with such 
exaggeration that I was surprised no one had caught 
us yet. I looked up, and weakly nodded at the woman 
who’d pushed me and still had the audacity to call 
herself my mother. 

The glycerine in my eyes finally began to work as 
tears fell out, slowly, carefully after I’d rubbed my 
hands on the dirty concrete just to look more pitiful 
in front of my next victim. 

“It wasn’t me, I swear,” the man kept insisting, even 
though it was clear he was drunk and very clear that 
he wasn’t the one who’d rammed into me. 

“Oh, bull.” The woman rolled her eyes, giving a small 
nervous laughter. 

“My Chin-sun is injured! You better pay up, drunkard, 
before I notify the police for attempted murder!” she 
continued, almost being obvious about her scripted 
lines, practiced plenty of times during the day. 

I scoffed at the way Mum said my name. I wondered 
if she was ironic by giving me a name that meant 
true and virtuous when I was nothing but. Shaking 
the thoughts aside, I dusted my oversized shirt, too 

cheap to be worn by someone who earned millions 
by scamming the poor civilians in a democratic 
country and pretended to be weak in knees as I 
leaned on the Tesla. 

---

Ten years later, here I was, doing the same thing I 
had all those years. But the memories came rushing 
back, and I knew why. I tried to get up, failing to do 
so as I tripped over the soju bottles, cracked and 
broken. Slipping back down onto the polished floors 
of the newly built apartment, I bashed my head onto 
the wall, cursing myself and wondering how I’d get 
out of this debt. 

“That bastard,” I kept spitting over and over again 
as if it would help ease my pain. I knew it wouldn’t. 

I couldn’t accept the fact that he’d left me. That he 
was just like me. That he used me over and over 
again just to get to my money. I thought I loved him, 
I really did, but I wasn’t sure anymore. 

Whatever it was, I needed that money to get 
out of this mess. Punching the ground one last 
time, I heaved myself up and ran to the garage. 
Sliding the ring off my finger, I let it drop onto the 
floor, watching coldly as it rolled underneath the 
worktables. Slipping the worn-out diary into my 
sleeve – the diary I’d promised I’d never touch, the 
one he always spent hours writing in and the one I’d 
read and hated – I headed out, almost eager to see 
him and confront him at the same time.  

As I rounded the final corner, sweating slightly in 
the warmth of the afternoon sun, I wondered how 
it would feel to see him again. Forgetting the past, 
present and the future, I smiled, slowing my pace, 
putting off the inevitable for yet another moment. 
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The Quest 
Back Home
BY MARIA

Sandy grabbed her microwave dinner and headed 
towards “the room”. She switched on the TV, and 
saw that her favourite show was on. As soon as she 
sat down, the rain, followed by big hailstones, poured 
down. One hailstone was so big that it hit the wire to 
the TV antenna. The TV shut down. But the TV turned 
itself back on. As she turned around it grabbed her 
and took her through the screen, landing her in a 
place no one knew anything about except for her. 
Her mission was to get back before her uni and work 
started.

Sandy got up and shook the grass off her. Then 
something spoke. It was… the TV. “I will only let you 
free if you complete my quest but if not, you will live 
here forever.”

She felt so shocked she did not know what to do. It 
took ten deep breaths till she felt brave enough to 
start this quest to return home. The first part was to 
cross the shark tank, but this shark tank had a shark 

that jumped like a dolphin. Sandy found a very long, 
white piece of rope, tied it to the beam above the 
tank. She drew herself back as far she could. With a 
push of her feet, she swung across, let go of the rope 
and landed softly on the other side. She felt relieved. 
The TV spoke again: “You have passed the first round 
but that was a test. You still have two more rounds 
left, and these ones are really hard.” 

Sandy was determined to do anything which meant 
she could go back home. Round two was the mud 
course, and the thing about mud was that she was 
allergic to it. She had to find a way to get to the 
next round. She decided to just do it anyway. She 
completed it, but her face was left all sallow. She 
continued forward.  The last round made her most 
nervous. She would either win, or it would break her. 
She had to climb the to the top of the town and get 
the golden hand.

She won! She felt so proud of her achievement. 

The TV said, “Well done. You have completed the 
course which means you can go home but since 
I have had so much fun with you I want to offer you 
something. Your choices are to stay here only seeing 
the real world once every two months or, if you 
choose to leave, you will never be summoned into the 
TV again. So, the choice is yours…”

Sandy thought really hard about it. She decided to… 10D
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Life in the 
Lights
BY EMILY

Bang, the lights shut off and he was enveloped in 
the darkness. Jacob ran off the stage, the crowd 
cheering. That feeling was something nothing else 
could give him. Those people were part of him 
now. He couldn’t give up – it was about more than 
himself. He loved what he did. The smiles on those 
faces were priceless. 

He opened the door to his dressing room, with Jacob 
painted on the golden star. As the door closed, the 
silence closed around him too. Inside, he had his 
inspiration board with notes and pins and bits and 
pieces everywhere. Turning on his phone, he saw 
the hundreds of missed calls and messages from 
his friends. His thoughts spiralled; he was missing 
so much time, he barely saw his friends and family. 
After having to leave his Year 10 formal early last 
week all thanks to a concert, his loneliness grew. 
The looks on his friends’ faces; their disappointment 
made his heart cry. He had so wanted to stay for the 
rest of the night. He hated his father for persuading 
him to pursue this dream to become a singer. What 
good had it led to? 

None. 

No, that wasn’t true. Dwelling on the past was no 
use. The only option was to move on. His shows were 
everything he lived for; his fans meant everything to 
him. Wiping the tears away, he jumped as someone 
knocked on the door. “Just a minute,” he called out, 

with a wobble in his voice.

There were only a few minutes before he was 
needed again. So, he wandered over to the mirror 
and touched up his golden hair, looking longingly 
at the picture of his friends stuck in the corner. 
Reluctantly, he went over to the door and his 
stagehand was standing in the doorway. 

She threw a hessian bag over his head as thoughts 
flooded through his mind. His heart racing, 
screaming for help. No one came to the rescue. 
Instantly, he regretted yelling at his father the night 
before. Maybe he would never see his father again. 
The last thing he ever told his father was that he 
hated him. Desperate, he began yelling and kicking, 
but the stagehand’s grasp was strong and with 
every sign of resistance, her nails dug deeper into 
his arm. She threw him into a garbage trolley, piling 
more garbage on top of his head. Jacob was back in 
the darkness, but now no one cheered for him. He 
wished he could go back to his fans. All those happy 
cheers and squeals. 

He heard his father’s gruff voice amongst the cheers 
he so longed for. He would never get to apologise. 
But it wasn’t in his imagination. Jacob came out of 
his trance as he realised his father was coming to 
the rescue. The relief overwhelmed him; he would 
never take his father for granted again, he promised 
himself that. Then, he felt the firm grip of his father’s 
hand as he was pulled out of the garbage and the 
bag was ripped off his head. Jacob wrapped his arms 
so tightly around his father, and tears streamed 
down his cheeks. He had a good life, with incredible 
support from friends, family and fans and it was all 
thanks to his father. Even though Jacob stank, his 
father hugged him back even tighter. Jacob could 
feel his father’s happiness.
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““The WestWords Writer in Residence program at 

Cherrybrook Technology High School is a truly 
unique and valuable experience for students to 
engage with and learn from published writers. 
But I think it’s fair to say that, as a writer and 
teacher, I also learned a lot from the students I 
taught. There is an honesty and directness about 
high school students that means I’m getting 
instant feedback and I can see whether they’re 
bored, interested, or captivated by what we’re 
doing. This helps me to be a better teacher and 
to think creatively about how to meet students 
where they’re at in their lives, how to draw on 
their experiences to draw stories out of them. 
I hope they had as much fun and found this 
program as rewarding as I did. I hope they realise 
that everyone has a story to tell, and that ‘once 
upon a time’ can be the best time of their lives. 
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Almost
BY LAUREN

Since I was bought and taken from the gift shop, 
I had hoped that one day I’d be able to hold the 
memory of how their eyes twinkled with hope when 
they smiled. But now I can’t remember the last 
time they walked past, with the corners of their lips 
tugged up to form the genuine, bright smile they 
used to wear every day.

The headless bodies of fathers, brothers, sons 
scattered across the sidewalk pavement that now 
stained crimson contaminates my memory of what 
they once were. Their faces are taken as trophies. 
Love and beauty that once graced the lands 
disappeared as I watched wives, sisters, daughters 
swiping to grasp their mothers as they were 
dragged along the concrete pavement by their hair 
like dolls. The place that was once named the ‘city of 
lights’ had grown dim, clouded in darkness and all 
that was left was the look of fear plastered onto the 
faces of the hunted.

Almost. The saddest word that has ever been said. 
They were almost finished packing. They were 
almost leaving. They were almost okay.

A red light engulfed the city, the speakers sitting 
at the apex of the flagpole at the centre of the city 
started to blare the sound of ambulance sirens.

“We have to go. They’re coming.” He forced out, out 
of breath and wheezing as he slammed open the 
front door. And from their state of calm came panic.

“Why? Honey, what’s going on?”

“They warned us. Five years ago. We didn’t do what 
they wanted, and they said they were going to come 
back.” He said, striding across the room trying to fill 
the backpack in his hand with anything important in 
sight. The child poked her head out of the door frame. 

“Daddy? What’s happening?” He knelt and held his 
four-year-old by the arm, contorting his face into 

what seemed like a smile, but his eyes were dark. 

“It’s okay baby, just pack your stuff OK? Just like we 
practised.” He waited for the two pigtails to escape 
his field of view.

“Grab the pictures!” as his wife reached down to take 
me from my place on top of the shoe drawer. 

“Leave the frames, we don’t need them!” he shouted.

And they left me. And their hands never touched my 
wooden corners again.

It’s sad really. How reminders of their mortality 
are precious enough to fill the empty spaces of 
their home. Fragments of their past that they can 
never fully revisit. To them, there was nothing more 
valuable than a snapshot of the past. I suppose it’s 
because of humanity’s masochistic need to simply 
reminisce. 

Yet there is nothing in the world more useless than 
me. I was almost a window, not one they would look 
out from, but look back. Almost a page that held a 
part of their story. I was almost the thing that filled 
the space on their wall. I guess that’s my almost. I 
was almost worth something.
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The Train 
Ride
BY OLIVER

Dear Father,

It happened when I snuck out of my bedroom 
window that night. Remember? You were late at 
your conference, and George was busy preparing 
my dinner before the evening lesson. Walking to 
the station, I entered a cloud of steam that cloaked 
a crowd of commuters on their way home. The 
unfamiliar fumes invaded my senses to the point of 
nausea. Spluttering, however, was not uncommon. 
Rhythmic coughing from passers-by accompanied 
the perpetual gusts of steam and smoke that 
emitted from the various buildings that lined the 
narrow street. But all of that noise was silenced by 
the screech of metal on metal that preceded the 
arrival of the locomotive into the station.

During my trip, I poked my head outside of the 
window and, caught within the train’s slipstream, 
was the coldest, cleanest air I had ever felt—if 
only I were travelling slightly slower so I could have 
breathed it in. Alas, as my carriage rattled through 
the countryside, the industrial heartland shrunk 
behind me, and for the first time I was able to see 
it from the outside—a behemoth monster planted 
atop the surrounding countryside that breathed 
with exhausts of smoke, poisoning the surrounding 
wildlife. But my view was short-lived as I entered the 
bubble of a second smog cloud and the train slowed 
to a halt outside a station where I could sense the 
smell of grunge from inside my compartment. 

Outside, a deluge poured upon the civilians who 
ran for cover from the acid rain. In contrast to the 
bespoke garments worn by those at my home 
station, the people here were dressed in a uniform 

of grey jumpsuits, filthy with stains of coal and oil. I 
followed a troop of these workers as they rushed to 
the nearby coal factory, Chamberlain Coal, Property 
Limited, according to its sign. The clanking of tools 
upon the workers’ belts sounded over the downpour, 
and the odour of perspiration and mechanical grease 
upon their clothes could be smelt through the scent 
of petrichor. They disappeared into the entrance of 
the factory, above which a notice read, ‘Equip air-
purifying respirator’. Clouds of gas obscured any 
indication of what was behind and so I pursued…

Upon regaining consciousness, the doctors 
informed me that I had developed an acute 
respiratory disease due to prolonged exposure to 
pollutants.

I ask only for you to remember what has happened 
to me to remind you of what life is like for those 
without money.

Love from, Stephanie

Placing the now-read letter upon the bedside table, 
eyes closed, the man listened to the melodic beeping 
of the heart rate monitor. Each beep coming later 
than the last, until the only sound in the ward was 
the gentle hum of the smokestacks from far distant 
buildings.

Suddenly, a buzzing filled the room from the man’s 
chest pocket, 

“Hello, Mr. Chamberlain speaking.”

“Ah, Mr. Chamberlain, we have an urgent meeting 
with the board in an hour, can you make it to the city 
centre by then?” came the voice from the speaker.

“On my way,” replied Mr. Chamberlain, before 
replacing his phone, retrieving his bowler from the 
hat stand, and striding from the room, his daughter’s 
note laying forgotten on the bedside table.
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Big Brother
BY LEONARDO

“I’m watching you.”

The man shuddered, as my voice echoed into his flat. 
He was holding his baby in one hand, with a knife in 
the other. As I have instructed.

“Go on. Do it. Now.” The man began to move across 
the floorboards into the narrow alley which led to 
the dining room. “I can still see you. Stop trying to 
hide. I can see everything you do.” The man began 
to pick up the pace, moving into all the small rooms, 
peering up to the ceiling where cameras pointed to 
his sweating face.

I had dozens of screens sitting in front of me. Buttons 
tickled my fingers as I changed the view to the 
Dozards, the Crents, and the Smiths. The room was 
dark and isolated, as I sat there in contempt. My chair 
spun around as I was bombarded with more television 
screens. The city, the streets, the workplaces, the 
shops, it was all there pinned in front of me, flashing 
in light and colour. I had control. And I would control 
everyone. 

I turned the view back to the man. THE man. He still 
held both the knife and the baby but was unwilling to 
do anything. 

“You must obey me. You must love me. I am Big 
Brother… Kill the baby.”

The man peered into his baby’s eyes, as they sparkled 
back at him. He moaned and cried as the knife swung 
up to the baby’s head. The man pushed the tip of the 
knife into the baby’s skull as tears streamed down his 
face. The door opened and his wife came in,

“Wha-WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?” the wife said, 
running up to the baby, holding him in her arms as 
her tears mingled with her son’s blood.

“I…It wasn’t me! Please believe me. I would never hurt 
him. Big Brother told me to do it.” Without saying 
another word, the lady called the ambulance and 
the police, barely responding to the operator on the 
other line. The man continued to plead, begging the 
lady to believe him. 

“I didn’t kill him. It was Big Brother. Please. You have 
to believe me.” The lady’s face remained in a state of 
pure horror.

“This is Big Brother. How may I help you today?”

“DID YOU KILL MY SON?” the lady screamed, as her 
baby remained a ghost.

“No, I would never. Big Brother just wants peace. Big 
Brother would never harm anyone. Big Brother saw 
your husband kill the baby. Big Brother is sorry for 
not helping in time.”

“Okay, thank you Big Brother.”

I controlled him. I controlled her. Because they love me. 
And everyone must love me. Because I am Big Brother. 
And I am watching everyone. 10E
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Result of a 
Blood Test
BY MIKHAIL

“Rosa,” the physician said. “This may be difficult for 
you to accept but according to your blood test, you 
have chronic leukemia. The swollen lymph nodes 
in your body will inevitably cause an organ failure.” 
She was devastated and partly in denial, but before 
she could react, the doctor interrupted, “there’s 
nothing more we can do,” and hung up. 

Being one of the oldest members in Rocinha, twelve 
years over the life expectancy of forty-eight, Rosa 
knew that she would soon die—but not like this. A 
few years ago, her husband had died from cholera, 
and after, her daughter and son-in-law were killed 
as a result of crossfire between local police and 
gang members. Rosa had taken custody of her 
granddaughter, Maria. Working over sixty hours 
a week, she cleaned the clothes of locals, earning 
twenty-five reais a day. It was barely enough to put 
food on the table for Maria and herself. She would 
take the money she earned to the local grocery store 
and order the same thing every day: black beans; 
onions; garlic; tomato; and salt—enough to make 
feijoada for both of them. She saved a small portion 
of the money, so she had enough to add kielbasa to 
the stew once a month. Without her, Maria wouldn’t 
survive. She realised how she could get the money. 
Rosa shook her head, muttering two words under 
her breath, 

“Commando Vermelho.” Rio’s oldest and largest 
gang, arms dealing, drug trafficking—they did it all.

Rosa had lived here all her life. She knew the favela 
like the back of her hand. The local police never 
dared to do anything, and the ones that did were 
eventually bribed. A newcomer wouldn’t be able 
to tell, but members of the group were situated all 
throughout Rio. 

“Maria I’m going to the grocery store,” she yelled.

“Your normal?” the cashier asked as Rosa entered, 
“that will be twenty reais.” 

“No, where is the money from today’s haul?” she 
replied calmly. The cashier stared at her before 
replying, 

“What are you talking about?” Rosa pulled a Beretta 
92 from her purse and swiftly aimed it at the cashier. 

“Where is the money from today’s haul?” Before 
he could reply she eyed two duffel bags under the 
counter. BANG!

Rosa pushed open the door with her foot, she was 
carrying two duffel bags that were pulling on her 
frail arms, threatening to yank them right from their 
sockets. 

“Maria!” she yelled. “Come now, we have to go.” The 
telephone rang, beeping melodically, oblivious to 
the incoming chaos. She picked up the phone, “Who 
is this?”

“Hello again.” It was the physician again. “Fortunately 
for you, there was a mix-up between blood samples 
and we gave you someone else’s results. Sorry for 
any inconvenience.” Before she could react there 
was a knock at the door, 

“Polícia! Abra!” 10
E
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Birthday Wish
BY LIYA

I looked down to mother in my arms, the water 
sprinkler poured down onto us, mother was 
drenched, her clothes clung to her skin with a similar 
strength of her arms around me. Her wrinkled face 
was covered with lines of water, mixing with her 
tears as the water washed them away, snaking 
across the cold vinyl flooring. She gave me her 
best possible smile, her eyes red and swollen. The 
doctor had his notebook clutched tight in his hands 
and despite the penetrating stare, I bent to kiss 
mother. Hoping, longing for the warm, soft cheeks 
in memory, but instead, I felt the thick layer of 
plastic. The artificial plastic that sheltered me from 
the water, blocked me off from my beloved mother, 
my normal life as a graduate, and covered my red, 
blotchy skin from prying eyes, judgmental glances, 
and most of all, the essential air for life. My eyes went 
wet and the tears burned as they rolled across my 
face, piercing as needles of punishment. I saw the 
doctor slam the emergency button and the siren 
bell came into life as I slid down in mother’s arms, 
then, blackness, that’s all.

“I want to become pretty.” That was my every 
birthday wish ever since I’ve known the difference 
between beautiful and ugly. Secretly I would add, 
“I’d give anything to become pretty.” Now I’ve paid 
for my words. 

It was a small advertisement on a pole, pink and 
white, twenty dollars per hour, and a picture of the 
manager, with a small message added near the end:

Free beauty products available for workers, fashion 
training, and beauty improvement. You’ll all be 
prettier than me.

And the manager was the most charming person 
I’ve ever seen. I dialled the number.

“Welcome, lovely! Ellen will be your instructor and 
the contract is here.” She looked just as gorgeous 
as the picture, her skin glowed, her eyes sparkled, 
and her smile brought no wrinkles to her face, like an 

exquisite doll in the grandest glass display shelves. I 
dreamed of my future self, just like her, and signed 
the contract without reading it.

“You’ve worked amazingly these weeks, Aza! 
Anything you’d like that I can help?”

“The…beauty products…do they work? Will I be…”

“Of course they do! They’re our proudest invention 
and work to their fullest with our methods, I’ll teach 
you. But instructions need to be followed carefully, 
less is alright, but don’t ever overuse.”

And I did. 

It wasn’t until the tenth or eleventh treatment when 
I noticed the damage, part of my skin became red 
and itchy, some like loose rags and others clung 
tightly to my flesh. They grew more and more each 
day, expanding from my legs to my arms to my 
throat, like poisonous vines that feed off the tree. 
And at last to my face—my precious face. From then 
on the hospital was my home, with the company 
of the beeping machine, the smell of ethanol, my 
immobilised body, and days of regretting thoughts.
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Unchangeable
BY AERYN

The first rule of the assassination was to never get 
attached.

You were standing over the body of your latest 
husband, knife in hand. He was flopped like a puppet 
with his head in the sink, just as gormless as when he 
was alive. I’d opted to sit on the bath rim—keeping 
my distance. Even as your driver I’d never gotten 
used to the blood.

“Think I should call the cops?” You asked offhandedly, 
lithely stepping over his body to search the kitchen 
for wine. “Fill up the sink, tell them he drowned 
himself?” I thought the twenty-eight stab wound in 
his back might’ve given you away. Trailing behind, I 
just said, “maybe.” You hummed back speculatively, 
de-corking a bottle of red. 

“Worked for husband number four.”

“Yeah, but he was a sucker.” At that you laughed, a 
wild and wonderful sound.

“Total sucker,” you agreed, turning to face me fully. 
So rarely did those bright eyes ever fix on one place, 
and it sent my mind into a dark stumble of dangerous 
thoughts. I could change you.

“How much was he worth?” I asked, eager to push 
the thought away. You smirked. 

“A hundred grand.”

“Really? Who’d he work for?”

“Gangs,” you shrugged, “I don’t know, drug cartels?”

“They’ll come for you. When they find out, they could 
kill you.” You waved your hand, dismissive.

“They don’t know he’s dead yet.” You were crazy. I 
could fix you. 

“It’s not safe. We should leave.”

Your eyebrows rose at the word ‘we’ and I 

stammered. Then you smiled.

“We could run away together. By the time the cops 
catch on, we’ll be over the Mexican border.” A grin 
broke out on my face. 

“Really? Together?”

“Together,” you said, hand brushing my cheek, “just 
go get the knife for me. It’ll be like we were never 
here.” I jogged to the bathroom, giddy. It was less 
real looking at the dead man now, like stumbling 
through a dream. He was propped against the 
shower wall, skin sunken like batter and now twice 
as white. The shower wall. He was lying over the sink 
when we left him. His glossy eyes bore into mine, and 
his fingers curled tighter around his mobile phone. I 
staggered back like I’d been punched. He was alive.

I seized the bloody knife from the sink, but he was 
too limp to put up a fight. A final, triumphant smile 
stretched across his face. He’d called for someone. 
Police? Maybe even the cartel?

“Run!” I yelled, bursting out of the bathroom, “he’s 
called someone, I think it’s…”

The kitchen was empty. The window was open, 
gauzy curtains rippling with the incoming wind. The 
silence was breathtaking, I dashed to the windowsill 
cursing.

There, on the sidewalk, two storeys down you were, 
barefoot. You were giggling with a young taxi driver, 
stepping into the backseat of his car without a single 
glance towards the window. A choked sob tore 
through my chest. Your heels were left, scattered 
in front of me. You’d abandoned anything that 
might’ve slowed you down and jumped.

A woman’s scream from the hallway forced me to 
whip around. Five men crashed through the door. 
Armed. They looked at me, holding the knife, and 
jumped to a conclusion. God, you were smart. 
You made me the killer. At the funeral, you’d cry, 
the spitting image of a grieving wife, and earn 
your hundred grand. You were unstoppable and 
unchangeable.

They opened fire.
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Toxic 
Endearment?
BY EUNICE

Jackson had always had his doubts about love. 
Specifically, it was his mother’s definition of love 
that he questioned the most. The endless calls, the 
constant surveillance, the everlasting isolation, all of 
those followed by the sweet thorns of his mother’s 
endearment stroking lovingly at his mind. It was as if 
home was a constant whiplash of emotion.

Jackson’s pen tapped onto the paper of his textbook, 
creating a tempo in the midst of the silence of his 
room. He was waiting for the sweet jingle of his 
mother’s keys to approach his door to signal his 
freedom. The jingle that opened his bedroom door to 
the rest of the house. There his mother approached 
him with a pile of laundry balanced on one hand 
and her keys hanging off her other. She hummed a 
memory whilst hanging up Jackson’s clothing.

“Why can’t I go outside mum?” Jackson asked. His 
mother halted the process of laundry and looked 
unenthusiastically upward at Jackson.

“We’ve been through this many times, Jack. Bad 
people out there… You’re safe here with me.” 
Jackson’s eyebrows furrowed, bad people. He never 
knew of any bad people. Auntie Laurence, the 
neighbour next door seemed like a nice woman. His 
friends from school seemed nice and so were his 
churchmates. He never understood why his mother 

would always say they were bad people.

“But Carrie’s parents let her go out once a week.” His 
mother raised a brow before chuckling.

“Well, it’s not our fault that Carrie’s parents are bad 
parents.”

“I don’t understa…” His mother’s eyes pierced 
through each inch of his body as if they saw all his 
thoughts, ideas, and secrets.

“Jackson you are not going anywhere, and you are 
staying here”. The sound of his mother’s bellow sent 
shivers down Jackson’s spine.

“I don’t like what you’re insinuating, Jackson,” her 
voice was menacing, the tension piercing effortlessly 
through the room. Jackson’s lips pursed as he 
obediently turned back to his desk.

“Look… Jackson…” the scathing sound of his mother’s 
love tickled the side of his ear as she approached 
him and ran her fingers through his hair. “You know 
I love you… I just want to keep you safe.” Her hand 
reached outwards towards his collar as she played 
and neatened its edges before playfully playing with 
the school badges and adornments pinned to his tie. 
“I know you the best, Jack… and I know what’s best for 
you. You’re too naïve to go into the real world.” His 
mother smoothed out his tie and blazer before the 
edge of her lips curved to create a reserved smile. 
“You’re nothing without me.”

He could feel a large lump situating at the back of his 
throat, fuelled by the means of internalised anger. 
Jackson had always had his doubts about his Mother’s 
love, but today he had a definitive answer. 10E
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The Key
BY EMMA

The entirety of my life was dictated by those around 
me, never providing me with the opportunity to be 
myself. And just look at where that got me.

The burning cage had darkened my feet to an 
intense shade of black. The fiery abyss from below 
spat droplets of fierce heat across my calves and 
lower thighs. Honestly, it was comforting to feel 
something after being numb for so long—even if it 
was a pain. Hell is everything everyone expected it 
to be but worst. 

“You are the key”. A deep yet familiar voice of a man 
once again invaded the confines of my mind. Since 
my arrival, he has occasionally flooded my head with 
that one singular phrase. 

I only received peace for a few seconds before 
the voice returned, louder than ever, vibrating 
throughout my skull. This was accompanied by 
a bright white light, providing sight to even the 
deepest corners of hell. The voice continued to 
increase in volume, growing louder and louder yet, 
within an instant it abruptly stopped. Squinting my 
eyes, I peered through the bars of the cage and 
was met with a face that was clean and plump. He 
possessed wings that were composed of white 
feathers, reflecting the light in all directions. 
Opening his mouth, he spoke, 

“You are the key.”

I stumbled backward but before I could fully 

comprehend what was before me, the individual 
bent the bars of my cage and firmly grasped me 
by one shoulder. He then ascended, dragging me 
further away from the fiery abyss. I let out a scream 
as we rapidly approached the solid rock above. I 
squeezed my eyes shut as my ears were flooded 
with the sound of deep crackling. Simultaneously, 
the man spoke to me once more, 

“You are the key to preserving life on Earth,” he 
boomed, “You are the key to it all.” Wielding my 
eyes shut, everything suddenly fell quiet. Abruptly 
opening my eyes, I was met with only darkness. 
The entirety of my body came in contact with 
the plush padding that lined the sides of a tiny 
box. Immediately, I punched the top of the box, 
penetrating the cushioning and impacting the solid 
surface behind. Warmblood trickled down my hand 
as I continued to punch the roof of the coffin. Finally, 
dry dirt flooded the inside of the box as I pushed my 
body through. Holding my breath, I clawed my way 
through several feet of loose dirt. With the last of 
my strength, my head penetrated the surface of the 
Earth and I was met with the familiar warmth of the 
bright sunlight. Freeing my arms, I dragged myself 
out of the ground, absorbing the fresh scent of pine 
trees and daffodils. 

The final words of the man resonated within my 
head. Apparently, I’m the key, but for what exactly? 
Hopefully, my future will be teeming with answers. 
But for now, out of some miracle, I was free.

Free to make my own decisions.

Free to form my own destiny.

Free. 10
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Dettol
BY TIM

Dettol was by far Frank’s favourite cleaning brand, 
which is why he had seven of their hand sanitiser 
products in his car. They were all neatly arranged in 
rainbow colour order and were located in the glove 
box. It was at 6 am when the streets were normally 
empty. He pulled to a stop outside the solitary 
Wodonga Real Estate Agency where he worked as 
the solitary agent. To his surprise, he discovered a 
large crowd of teenagers gathered outside, dressed 
in matching blue uniforms. Frank used a combination 
of three different hand sanitisers before stepping 
out of the car. 

“What’s going on here?” he asked, with all the 
authority he could muster. But, whatever courage 
he emitted was outdone by his shaking knees. Some 
of the students scurried over to him, one by one. A 
short blond-haired boy addressed Frank frantically, 

“It’s my friend, Navdeep, he just stopped talking 
suddenly and dropped to the floor. He doesn’t have 
a pulse, so Mr. Green is trying CPR, although it didn’t 
look like he was doing it correctly. You don’t happen 
to know how to do it, do you sir?” Frank froze, then 
answered hesitantly, “Well yes, I actually do.”

The students grabbed him and started pulling him 
onto a minibus. Frank, paralysed in fear, didn’t resist. 
He was ushered to the back of the vehicle where a 
large sweaty man was performing incorrect CPR on 
a small, dark-skinned boy. 

“Stop!” Frank cried, “You’re gonna break his ribs,” 
as he rushed forward to take over. Within seconds 
Frank felt as if he was back at the local community 
centre completing the final assessment of his 
resuscitation course. Never had he thought he 
would actually use the knowledge he learned, 
though. He hummed ‘Stayin’ Alive’ by the Bee Gees 
under his breath to regulate the thirty compressions 
between every two rescue breaths. Frank’s rhythm 
was interrupted shortly as the young boy coughed, 
to which the students responded with a gasp. Frank 

put his ear to the child’s lips and breathed a sigh 
of relief when he heard soft panting. He spun the 
child into the recovery position and addressed the 
teacher, 

“He should be fine for now, I’m going to get the local 
doctor,” before leaping to his feet and sprinting off 
the bus, to the surprise of the excursion group. He 
dashed to his car, ripped the passenger door open, 
and dove into the seat. He wrenched the glove 
box open and grabbed a bottle of hand sanitiser. 
He first poured a hefty amount into his hands and 
rubbed it on his limbs as if it were sun cream. Then 
he poured out more and rubbed it over his closed 
mouth recoiling at the foul taste as some slipped 
through. He frantically repeated this five more times 
with different sanitiser bottles, so he could be fully 
satisfied, then one more time just in case before 
leaning back into the seat. 

“Thank god for Dettol,” he revered.
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Above the 
Peaks
BY EMMA

The world around me could have passed as peaceful. 
The magenta glow of the colossal moon illuminates 
the obsidian stalagmites that rise exquisitely from 
the uneven floor of the planet. Fog circles the 
centres of the peaks, masking the darkness below. 
If only the exploding grenades, howls of pain and 
screeching bullets didn’t dull the mood. 

I hang onto the side of a towering spike, watching 
the raging battle from above. My cerulean hair flaps 
behind me as my violet eyes spot a lone soldier, his 
snow-white apparel identifying him as an enemy. I 
activate the microphone in my wristband and bring 
my hand to my lips.

“Incoming sneak attack heading to the south 
entrance of the city. One individual.” I announce, not 
daring to take my eyes off the figure. “Anyone copy?” 
My earpiece crackles to life.

“Copy,” comes Carter’s voice, the commander 
daring anyone else to speak, “send all remaining 
forces.”

“All available troops are out. Send one of the scouts,” 
another voice demands. 

“We can’t be sure this individual is alone,” Carter 
argues.

“Then we must only hope.” For a few seconds, no 
one speaks. Then,

“Astrid I’m sending you out.” I almost fall from the 
peak. Me, fighting? Carter must have gone insane.

“With all due respect sir, I’m a trained scout, not a 
fighter. I have little experience with hand to hand 
combat.”

“You’ll figure it out. Don’t let me down. And do not 
get yourself killed.” The sound subsides, leaving me 
wide-eyed, staring at the figure below me. 

The low hanging clouds make it nearly impossible 
for me to keep track of him from up here. Inhaling 
deeply and ignoring the uneasy churn of my 
stomach, I effortlessly climb down from the high 
point, my eyes refusing to move off the figure. Don’t 
let me down, Carters voice won’t escape my mind. 
Am I really going to do this? I silently jump down, 
landing with an inaudible thud on the rocky plain. 
I press myself against a stalagmite as the figure, a 
young man, whips his head around. Holding my 
breath for what feels like forever, he eventually turns 
back and proceeds towards the city entrance. I’m 
no fighter, but my family is in there. My parents, my 
brothers, everyone I love. And I can’t let them get 
hurt. 

Peering around the landform, I slide the gun I never 
thought I would have to use from the belt that 
envelopes my ebony uniform. The man crouches 
down, beginning to tamper with his weaponry. Now 
is my chance. And it might be my only one. 

My hands tremble as I hold the gun tightly, my 
slender fingers resting over the trigger. I take a 
step forward, one, two, then for a moment I freeze, 
and the world around me stops moving. Then my 
eardrums ring as I fire, the jet-black bullet streaking 
through the air, puncturing the man through the 
middle. He jolts, lets out a croak and drops. And just 
like that, he’s dead.
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The Favelas
BY GURU

“2 Minutes 15 Seconds. Go!” A loud raspy voice 
echoed. And I took off for the fifth time that day, 
sweat dripping down my face, my lungs burning, 
more due to the smoke rather than exhaustion. I 
race through the familiar narrow streets, counting 
down the seconds, my body moving automatically 
like a well-oiled machine, taking the fifth right from 
the second decked shack on the left, jumping over 
the fourth open sewer to finish my shift for the day. I 
reach the ‘Palácio da droga’, carefully taking out the 
package that was well hidden in my Du-rag.

Even now after four years, as the warehouse door 
slams shut, I feel a sudden thud in my heart. I’ve 
tried countless times to get rid of this feeling, but 
for some mysterious reason, it remains untouched 
and present. As if on cue, a masked man appears, 
checks the white package, and sends me out, giving 
me my pay for the day, seven reais—seven very 
valuable reais.

As a drug runner in the favelas, I’ve experienced 
many things, more bad than good. But there is 
always the one part of the day that I look forward 
to, my run back home. As it was on the edge of the 
favelas, it gave a clear view of the urban life on the 
other side of the shore. You always dream for things 
you can’t get, a popular saying in the favelas. And, 
for me, this dream was always to turn my back to 
this life and prove it wrong by escaping this dreadful 
place.

I wait outside the door of my house for a few 
moments, eventually taking a deep breath and 

pushing it ever so slightly. The door slowly swung 
itself open to the tired laughs and the banter of a 
drunkard and his friends. Annoyingly, this particular 
drunkard turned out to be my father. As I enter, 
these noises seemed to quieten down, with the 
occasional remarks of the boy is here and Jose, let 
him go this one time. I attempted to ignore these 
comments and go up to the bedroom, but this was 
cut short by a loud, hoarse voice, 

“Garoto,  where do you think you are going?” This 
was followed by the usual curses and insults from 
my father. But, the part that hurt the most was when 
he would rob me of the money that I had worked for 
the past seven hours, putting a portion of it inside a 
small chest of some sort, which I could only assume 
was for his beers the next day.

The next morning, I woke up, my back giving a 
sound that reminded me of a loss of suction, my 
sweat peeling off the floor. I immediately realised 
the lack of noise, concluding that it was early, even 
for the busy favelas. As I walked downstairs, I noted 
that my father was alone, distortedly snoring as he 
leaned back into his chair. This was when I saw it, 
his neck revealing a key attached by a frayed rope 
which looked minutes away from giving itself up. At 
this moment, I decided that I wanted to escape. I 
realised this was one of the ways fate wanted to help 
me and with no hesitation, I ripped the key off his 
neck and took it, along with the chest, adrenaline 
coursing through my veins. I turned around and 
stared at my father, my face radiating more anger 
than fear. As a parting gift, I punched him, square 
in the face, with all the force I could muster. Before 
he could realise what happened, I took off running, 
my legs guiding themselves away from the constant 
curses that echoed in the background and towards 
the freedom that would be met on the other side of 
the shore. 10E
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In the Bleak 
Winter
BY EMMANUEL

On a Tuesday morning, in the middle of a bleak 
winter, I decided to kill my brother.

The heat from the steam factories blanketed the 
brass city in a thick grey fog, but the creaks and 
shudders still made their way past the metre-thick 
walls of the borderline. I stood just outside the walls, 
the cold from the snow soaked into my trench coat. 
A black Cadillac came alive, revealing the damp 
grounds of the outer fields. The headlights pierced 
through the heavy snow, bouncing off the shrivelled 
black skeletons of the oaks. Reggie walked out, 
dressed in a grey and white striped suit and a black 
fedora, his shoes were polished black brogues, on 
his hands, thick leather gloves. He stood there for 
a minute, then he called out, “Charlie! We got to go 
before the gates to the city close!”

The car hissed as the doors closed, the interior just 
as cold as the outside. Reggie sat so completely still, 
then he turned to me as he pulled out a steel-grey 
gun with a glass receiver and long brass barrel. He 
pointed it towards me, 

“Your brother has gotten soft, he can’t even buy out 
the coppers no more.” He flipped the grip towards 
me and handed it over, “this is your function, keep 
him in check”. Do you remember what you told me? 
That the measure of a man was his loyalty to his 
brother. No matter what happens. No matter what 
he does.

The boys down by the canal used to toss stones at 
the passing barges, I dragged Arthur to go join them 

one time. We were just unlucky, I guess. Turns out 
they had enough of their boats getting dinged; they 
called in the police. You were so mad. But he told you 
it was his idea. And I didn’t get beat.

We neared the city. The chugging from the 
powerplants grew louder, steam trains blew 
overhead. The closer we got to Arthur the higher 
the buildings stretched into the sky, the more 
people slept alone on the street benches. The gun 
started to rattle in my hands as we entered our old 
neighbourhood. I dropped the piece, 

“I can’t do it,” I said. Reggie gripped the steering 
wheel till the blood left his fingers. 

“We warned him, Charlie. WE TOLD HIM AND HE 
DID NOTHING!” Reggie spat. We passed the old 
schoolyard. My best memories were there, a split 
lip, a black-eye, and a loud thud onto the cold 
concrete floor. Figured they’d blame me. Those 
canal boys were not the sharpest, but intellect 
didn’t have much to do with how hard you could hit. 
They circled around me. Have you ever tried to fight 
eight white-knuckled boys at once? Arthur did.

“Better you than anyone else,” Reggie said as we 
pulled up in the city centre. Snow turned to water as 
they hit the machinery in the sky. Arthur stood from 
the bench. Dark hair slicked back, a scar across his 
left eye, and a wicked half-smile that made even the 
worst days just a little better.

“Charlie! How you doin’ mate?” He opened his arms 
towards me. I could not feel my legs as I walked 
towards him. 

“You alright? Lookin’ kind of pale,” he said with 
eyebrows hunched. I cranked the charge on the 
gun. The pressure from the steam built up in the 
chamber, the soft hiss warming the barrel. Then 
BANG! Some people scattered; some people stared. 

I did what I had to do.
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The Past That 
Haunts and 
Heals
BY JULIA

The coffee table was positioned in the centre of the 
Hakumoto’s living room, a succulent plant aligned 
with the incandescent lightbulb above. A stack 
of magazines was neatly piled in the corner of the 
table, a set of keys weighing the papers down. Kenji 
Hakumoto tumbled down the wooden stairs, his feet 
thumping against the wood, his hands sliding along 
the polished bannisters, his late mother’s hair-tie 
wrapped around his pale wrist.

Kenji jammed his keys into the ignition, glancing 
at his mother’s portrait strapped to the sun visor, 
he began reversing out the driveway. He rolled 
his window partly down, savouring the thin wisps 
of wind as he cruised along the main road. The 
sun glistened between the opening of the clouds, 
emanating patches of light onto the road as Kenji 
slowed at the traffic lights.

A violent thud shoved Kenji forward, the seatbelt 
slashing across his chest as he slammed into the 
dashboard. The sound of crushing metal, the 
shattering of glass, and the collision of car details 
sliced through the atmosphere. Kenji clutched his 
chest, gasping as he snatched his mother’s portrait, 
and tore off his seatbelt. Frantically he fumbled for 
the door handle and collapsed onto the pavement, 
gulping deep breaths of air as he clutched the photo 
and hair-tie on his wrist.

“My necklace Kenji. Hold my necklace and keep it 
safe!” his mother grinned at him as they coasted 
along the highway. Young Kenji, glowing with delight, 
wrapped his chubby hands around the necklace 
box. He sat the box on his lap, draping his favourite 
blanket around it. 

“I’ll keep you safe for Mother,” Kenji whispered. Then 

the thud came. The screeching of tyres against the 
cement road and the smashing of metal. The jerk of 
the seatbelt pulled him back, pulling him back from 
the arms of death. His mother, is his mother okay? 

“Mother!” Kenji screamed, tearing at the fabric of 
her clothing, willing her to wake up. Tears cascaded 
from his eyes, blurring his few last moments with his 
mother. 

“The necklace, the necklace!” Kenji’s mind screamed. 
The box was crushed, dented beyond recognition. 
And the necklace, the necklace was destroyed.

“The necklace, the necklace,” Kenji repeated, blankly 
staring at the sky above. All his mother trusted him 
with was that necklace. And he had destroyed it, his 
mother’s favourite object. Gone, because of him. He 
couldn’t be entrusted with anything of his mother’s. 
Kenji remembered how his father refused to look 
at him following his mother’s car accident. After 
all, Kenji was the reason why his mother’s favourite 
necklace was gone. Perhaps he was destined to live 
with this silent pain he had been carrying, this deep 
sorrow; an eternal punishment for his acts.

And as Kenji lifted his wrist to wipe his tears, the 
sight of the black hair-tie wrapped around his wrist, 
begging to be noticed. He could be trusted with the 
hair-tie, couldn’t he? 

“Keep the hair-tie safe, keep the hair-tie safe,” Kenji 
echoed, limping to his feet.

10
E

138 139



James Knight
James Knight is the author of 13 non-fiction adult books. His last, Back On Track’ tells the story 
of youth worker, Bernie Shakeshaft, who helps disengaged rural youths re-engage with their 
schools and communities. James is also a journalist and television producer who has travelled 
extensively across the world. His philosophy is ‘There is not a single person I can’t learn from. 
That is why I love meeting people and hearing their stories. Stories connect us. They help us 

make sense of our lives and our world.’ James is currently writing his first children’s book and 
is in the final stages of his Master of Education (Contemporary Literacies). In his spare time he 

runs marathons and bowls cricket balls to his 10 year-old son.

10F
“

“It was great fun being involved in the writer-in-
residence program. It was also hard work. However, 
everyone in my class had a ‘real crack’ and that, 
above all else, is what I wanted them to do. Writing 
is hard; it is a lifelong craft that no one truly ever 
masters. Our young students should never be hard 
on themselves, and nor should any of them ever 
consider themselves to be bad writers. Sometimes 
that message gets lost in the haste to see a top mark 
for a submitted work. We are all individuals, and 
that means we all have individual ways in expressing 
our thoughts through words. It would be so boring if 
all our writings were the same.

I felt privileged to be welcomed into the works and 
lives of many in my class. They were willing to share 
their writings and were very receptive to feedback. 
Some also exposed their personal vulnerabilities 
and emotions in their works; these were extremely 
powerful moments, and again I say how privileged I 
was. I won’t forget the experience. I hope the students 
learned at least one or two things. I certainly did. 
Thanks guys. Onwards we go!
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Leading up 
to a State 
Basketball 
Game
BY ARORA

What does an athlete feel like before a big game? 
Let us go and find out… Another cold winter’s day 
at Dee Why, the sun pummeling behind the clouds. 
The waves heaved and folded against the hull. The 
Bondi Spiders were one of the teams that are part 
of a particular bracket through the state, and the 
playoffs are just by the way. 

“Jimmy come downstairs for food!” squeals Aunt 
Zoe. Whenever Zoe calls for food it sounds as if 
a werewolf is howling to call all its allies to come, 
“Jimmy, when is the little competition that you were 
going to do,” she asks. 

“It’s not a little competition it’s statewide. Statewide!” 
answers Jimmy. The statewide competition is 
running with a set of six teams through the whole of 
New South Wales. 

Our team is one of the six teams, but my partner, 
Zac Rickerby, is cuddled up in his corner shaking like 
a leaf on a cold winter’s day. This is his one chance to 
go to the National Basketball League. Sitting next to 
my white bamboo table, Zac would not get up due 
to being scared. He finally agreed to eat food before 
he goes home after smelling the delicious aroma of 
a chicken burrito. My stomach rumbles violently as if 
metal screws were being tossed around in my gut. 
When Zoe returned and placed a glass pitcher of 
water in front of me, I practically lunge at it. I gulp 
down the ice-water as it dripped down my chin. It 
soaks into the drought living inside my mouth. My 

hands are ready to cling onto the basketball and 
never let go until the win is secured.

As I step outside of the building the heat tingles 
on my tongue as I relish the bittersweet froth that 
lingers in my senses. I walk down Stevenson Avenue 
and notice the sky is the perfect shade of blue and 
the sun feels delightful on my sleeveless shoulders. 
Zac and I feel the panic begin like a cluster of spark 
plugs in our abdomens. Honestly, right now I wish 
that a comet could plummet towards the Earth 
so that I would not have to play. Walking past the 
beaches I can see the bright stop sign indicating 
that the cars should stop and indicating to me that I 
should start discussing cutting strategies for all the 
people in our team. Our team tends to specialize in 
deep cuts where a player cuts from the right-wing 
to the left-wing off onto an off-balance three. 

“Zac let’s grab the boys and a couple of sodas and go 
catch a wave or two. We need to chill out, and we’ll 
play just fine.” The best way for my team to play well 
is that instead of feeling nothing but blind terror, we 
should all just bond as teammates to increase our 
chemistry, and what better place but by the beach.

Personal Reflection:
This text was adapted from the idea of personal 
feelings before a game and what a person’s senses 
are like while they’re in desire. The reason I chose 
the idea of a short story with intensive use of 
imagery is because of how it paired with my idea of 
what a person is like before a specific sports game. 
In this case, I chose the sport of Basketball. The 
imagery tends to use the emotional part of our brain 
or senses and the idea of how the senses of a man 
become slightly blurry in the process of the desire 
of something which in this case was a basketball 
game. Starting the day before the game he feels 
slightly excited but more frightened. But, once 
you get closer and closer to the day of the game 
your fear strikes and I can confirm this from both 
personal experience and witnesses. I used most 
kinds of imagery, such as olfactory, kinetic, visual, 
and auditory.
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Finding Love
BY DESOYAZ

Long grass dances in the wind as the birds are 
silenced by the sound of a bullet. The world is still 
and silent as the wind drifts by. She lays there still 
while her chest pumps up and down as she gasps 
for her last breaths of air. I crumble to the ground, 
watching her fade away so slowly as a storm brews 
in my eyes. She growls in pain for the bleeding 
continues as the bullet’s poison enters her body. The 
blood-orange coat turns pale and cold. I turn pale 
and cold just watching her in pain and anguish. The 
poacher stares from a distance in the tall, long grass 
with the rifle in one hand as a smirk draws across 
his face. He points his rifle in my direction again, this 
time he doesn’t shoot, the Park Ranger does, and he 
is dead, the same grin on his face.

Adopting a tiger was a challenge but the moment 
I laid eyes on my sweet innocent cub, I knew it was 
meant to be. Sumatran tigers in Indonesia are a 
critically endangered species, hunted for their 
beautiful bodies. Animal conservation is always a 
priority to me and once I received the chance to 
mother a tiger cub, nothing was going to stop me. 
I remember the day we met each other for the first 
time. Ophelia was nothing but a toddler starting to 
walk, our eyes interlocked with each other as I gazed 
into her hazel eyes. Her blood-orange-stripped coat 
blazed in the sunlight as she pounced around in the 
tiny room. She played and tumbled with a ball of 
black yarn, leaving its traces across the room as she 

spun around me in little circles. The feeling of love 
flooded my heart as I laughed at how goofy Ophelia 
was. It was a perfect match that I had never felt 
before. Like two lightning bolts sparking with each 
other, I knew she was mine. 

I can’t remember any of my happy childhood 
memories, probably because I never had any. I 
always lay awake in bed at night trying to sink into 
the deepest parts of my mind in search of clues or 
memories of my parents. At the age of twelve life 
wasn’t a happy place for me. My parents, two drunk 
alcoholics, never showed me unconditional love. 
I would always be at conflict with myself as I never 
understood why they didn’t love me. It certainly hurt 
me all the time, as I wasn’t important or significant 
in any part of their life.

I was a part of the adoption system for nearly two 
years as my parents could not control their alcohol 
intake and my home was not a safe place for me 
to live. The foster home I lived in was no place for 
children. My foster parents turned out to be drug 
addicts and I served as their servant. The tears and 
pain I endured during my childhood left a mark on 
me. However, later I was adopted by a mysterious 
man. Peter was more than a stranger to me, he was 
a father figure, the one that I had been wishing for 
my entire life. He was a zoo owner and taught me all 
about animals and I was never alone.

Adopting Ophelia was one of the best choices ever 
made. I wanted to give her all the love I had to offer. 
Now dying in my arms, I pulled her close to my chest 
and whispered in her ear, 

“I love you.” 10F
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Monster in 
the Dark
BY AWAN

Oliver woke up for his usual morning routine. He got 
out of bed and changed into his jogging gear and 
headed out to begin his jog. He followed his usual 
route consisting of going from his house, down his 
street, through the park, past the school, and out 
towards the lake. The lake runs from the outskirts of 
the eastern side of the town down to the southern 
side. Oliver usually ran half of the distance of the 
lake, from the eastern side and back from the south-
eastern side. On this particular day, he decided to 
run the entirety of the lake since it was during the 
middle of the holidays. 

As Oliver was about to reach the point where he 
was going to turn, something urged him to go just 
a little bit further. A little bit further down the path. 
He saw what seemed to be a bit of clothing sticking 
out from behind a tree. He got curious and moved 
closer, deciding to get a better look at it. What he 
found next was something that no one ever wants 
to discover. Behind the tree lay the body of a girl. 
He knew this girl; her name was Emma Walters. She 
went to the same college classes as him. She had 
long blonde hair, was about 5 foot 5, and sat only a 
few seats away from him. She had cuts and bruises all 
over her pale skin. Oliver was paralysed with shock. 
He had so many questions, like how she ended up 
six kilometres from town? He put his thoughts aside 
and started to think of what he should do? There was 
no service out this far from the town so there was no 
point in trying to call anyone for help. There wasn’t 
anyone around for kilometres, and all he had was his 
phone and his bag. He concluded he would carry her 
body back to the town.

He picked her up gently, put her on his shoulder 
and began his six-kilometre journey back. A couple 
of minutes into the walk he started to feel thumps 
against his shoulder. At first, he just ignored them, 
but he then realised that he never checked if she 
was alive. He assumed she was dead from looking at 
the state she was in. The thought never crossed his 
mind. So, with a glimmer of hope, he laid her down to 
check for a heartbeat. He pressed his head against 
her chest and listened quietly. He felt a little pulse, it 
was slow but consistent. With hope, he gently lifted 
her up and took her to the edge of the lake. He put 
her feet in the water and had her head in his lap. He 
decided to patch up her cuts and bruises with the 
bandages that he had in his bag. After about twenty-
minutes of bandaging her up, her body started 
to regain some colour. He changed his mind and 
decided to stay here until he thought that she would 
be stable enough to make the journey back. 

As the sun started to set, Oliver put Emma under 
a tree and started looking for branches to make 
a shelter. By the time it was dark he had already 
created a shelter big enough so that Emma could 
lay under it with him by her side. Just a little bit 
before the sun had set, Oliver decided that he would 
try and see if Emma would wake up. So, in a gentle 
voice, he said,

“Hey, Emma. Can you hear me?” She did not answer 
but to his surprise, she shifted just a little bit. With 
this newfound hope, he knew that she was getting 
better. As the hours went by, he started to prepare 
to go to sleep but something stopped him. When he 
turned to check on Emma she opened her eyes. She 
said, “Oliver?” with a confused expression on her 
face. She started to get up, but she was stopped by 
Oliver. He said, with a reassuring tone, “Take it easy. 
Everything is fine. You need to rest.” She slumped 
back into her lying position, with a painful exhale. He 
asked, “How are you feeling?”

“I’m feeling pain all over,” she said. Oliver looked at 
her with a concerned look.
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Beyond 
Description
BY ADITHYA

This is a story about a boy named Brett, who had a 
life I wish no one has. 

He was running, running to save his life from 
suffering. Brett lost his parents when he was three-
years-old. They died in a car crash, on the freeway, 
in Zimbabwe in 1993. Brett crawled out from the 
burning ashes of the car hearing the screams of his 
parents.

Brett was found by a group of ‘nuns’ outside the 
gates of a bare church. Brett, who was only three 
then, was picked up by them and taken to the den. 
Brett saw these people as his family, but as he grew 
up he started to acknowledge the reality. The year 
is 2000 and Brett who is ten sees the unseeable. 
The men who were dressed up as nuns were 
yanking out the eyes of an eleven-year-old boy. In 
the room where they were performing this cruel 
act of violence, Brett could see a whiteboard, which 
marked an area with an outline. The rest was easy for 
anyone to guess, they were sending him to beg on 
the streets. Brett did not think twice, he had to run 
away from this god-forsaken church. He ran without 
looking back. He could hear all sorts of words but 
didn’t look back. As he was running, he jumped onto 
a bus with a ladder on the back of it. Brett climbed 
on top of the bus and lay back flat on the roof.

When Brett opened his eyes, he could see the dark 
greyish clouds over him. He got to his feet swiftly 
and looked around to see where he was. It was 
a bus yard and had an oval joint to the north of it. 
Brett had never played a sport before, he walked 
towards the kids in the cricket nets in the oval. He 
asked the kids if he could play with them. The kids 
were very welcoming and introduced themselves as 
William, Brendan, Kate, Aston, and Martin. William 
passed the bat to Brett and started to mark his 
run-up. Brett who was very excited to play did not 
wear any protective gear. William ran in and bowled 
a bouncer with no intention to hit Brett, the ball hit 

Brett under his ear at the back of his head. He went 
down with no reaction. The five kids ran towards 
him and panicked. Aston and Martin were brothers, 
they looked around to see if anyone was around. 
The five kids moved the body of Brett underneath a 
tree in the shade where they discussed what should 
be done with the body. The brothers came up with 
one of the most violent ideas ever, to cut him up and 
hide the parts of the body in different locations of 
the city.

Although they resisted at first, the group decided 
to comply. They carried his body in one of their kit 
bags. The parents of Aston and Martin were going to 
be away for the week and their older brother wasn’t 
back from college. They laid the body in their father’s 
timber work garage, at the basement of their house. 
Aston bought out his father’s chainsaw and revved 
it up. Everyone looked away with fear in their eyes. 
He started with legs and went on to the rest of the 
body. While Aston packed parts of the body into big 
jute sacks, the rest of the group cleaned the room 
and chainsaw to leave no traces behind. After all the 
cleaning was complete, Aston handed a bag to each 
of them and asked them to not disclose the location 
of where they were going to hide the parts of the 
body. The next day they all acted normal and played 
cricket again. 

The naïve choices made by these kids caused them 
to commit a crime. Whereas, if they reported the 
death when Brett died while playing cricket, they 
would have been free of any legal consequences 
but what they had committed was a third-degree 
murder.

Four years have gone past since that incident. The 
five friends have not talked about it at all, no missing 
reports, no investigations, nothing. Seems like Brett 
never existed. His records were shown to be dead at 
the age of three, with no evidence. There have been 
no pieces of evidence of the orphanage he was in 
either. 

I take my pen away from the paper after finishing 
half of something I had witnessed with my own eyes 
and half of what I assumed might have been Brett’s 
story. Brett was a good guy with a wide smile, he was 
very excited that day to play cricket and that’s all I 
remember, or I choose to remember.
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Swan Lake 
Shooting
BY LAURYN

Thousands of eyes stared at me as I gracefully ran 
on stage to perform the Swan Lake Odette solo. 
Breathe. I reassured myself waiting for the music to 
start. Point my toes, I reminded myself as the music 
started and all my nerves left my body. I floated 
across the stage like a butterfly flying through a 
field. This is what I had been waiting for my whole 
life. The spotlight shined so brightly, leaving my 
tutu to shimmer. Every step I took, every pirouette I 
turned, was completed with passion and the love of 
dance. Point my toes, I reminded myself again.

The lights turned off. I continued dancing in the dark. 
Bang! A gunshot went off in the audience. I froze. 
Move your feet, I told myself, but I stood on stage 
paralysed. The lights turned back on, shining in my 
face. I watched the audience run around the theatre, 
but no one seemed to be leaving. Silence. The 
classical music that was playing turned off, making 
everyone in the audience stop in fear. Bang. Another 
gunshot went off and the chaos began again. Move. 
I desperately needed to get off the stage and go 
somewhere where I could hide. Breathe. I tried again 
to move but this time I was a little more relaxed. 
Finally. I ran across the stage through the wing and 
ran backstage. All the other dancers and backstage 
crew were running around trying to find somewhere 

safe to go, however, the only way out from backstage 
was through the audience, which wasn’t an option. 

Bang. Another gunshot went off, except it was 
no longer in the audience. The shooter was 
now backstage where hundreds of dancers and 
backstage crew were held hostage. Run. I ran along 
the hallway and locked myself in my dressing room. 
Inside was my dance best-friend, Sophie, and two 
other dancers that performed the Swan Lake. My 
dressing room was the closest one to the stage as 
I had to do a lot of quick costume changes. Bang. 
The gunshots were getting so close they were 
making the room shake. Bang. We heard shouting 
coming from outside the room which we assumed 
to be the shooters. The shooter who was shouting 
had a hoarse voice. There was a bang on the door. 
Hide. We all hid under a dressing table trying to not 
be seen if the locked door opened. Even though the 
dressing tables had hardly any room for us to hide 
in our puffy tutus it was our only chance to hide in 
the open room. The banging on the door continued 
getting louder every minute and the shouting 
outside got more vicious. I was so sure that I wasn’t 
going to leave this theatre alive, but the banging 
eventually stopped. 

Slowly, I walked out of the dressing room to see dead 
bodies throughout the hallway. Devastated, I walked 
up to a boy who was in one of my dances. He had 
two gunshot wounds to the shoulder, and his head 
was cut after falling on the wooden floor. In disgust, I 
ran, trying to get out of the theatre. Finally, the door 
that kept everyone hostage was open. I ran through 
holding Sophie’s hand. I was free. Free of the fear of 
dying that night.

10F
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Lost for 
Freedom
BY SOOMIN

The ground is dry and barren, the stones are cutting 
through my shoes. I’m tired of walking in this 
endless battleground. My throat is parched, and my 
legs are weak and bruised. I am walking, walking for 
freedom. Sick of reminding myself over and over 
again that I will survive this. To get away from this 
endless battlefield I am in. Finding peace, a place 
that is free from all this mess. This war. 

I stopped. To catch my breath, to rest for a bit. Until 
I heard someone’s footsteps beating on the dry 
ground fast. He fell on the blazing ground, gripping 
my arms firmly and when he let go, I just watched 
him collapse on the floor motionless. As he let go of 
my arm, a sudden rush of emotions overwhelmed 
my body. I just collapsed next to him as I lost control 
of my own body. I couldn’t take this anymore. I didn’t 
know who or where he came from, but I was so done 
with all of this. As time passed by, I could see his 
body slowly rotting away under the torrid sun. Flies 
began to surround us. I gathered my thoughts and 
once again picked up myself and finally stood up, to 
once again find freedom. 

Every few metres I walked by I could strongly smell 
the rotting corpses. Some of them with holes on 

their backs where the colour of red was smeared 
on their bodies. Their eyes pressed deep back into 
the soul, the disparity in their eyes was cutting my 
hope away. Trying to stay unfazed, I kept walking. 
Not knowing where I was going or when I was going 
to die. Hoping for the best and wishing for an end to 
this journey. 

Ominous dark clouds gathering ahead, covering the 
painted, crystal blue sky. but I continued to walk and 
walk until I saw a glimpse of light gleaming brightly 
far away in the distance. Straight away I thought it 
was the light of hope. It was a sign. I started running. 
I was running towards the light as fast as I could, 
fast as my legs could take me. I didn’t know where 
I was heading but I knew that the light was my only 
hope for freedom. I had nothing else to hold on to, 
nothing else but the light itself. I ran like death was 
chasing me. 

I saw people dancing happily to music and the smell 
of delicious food was tickling my nose. I stepped 
closer and closer out of curiosity, wondering what 
this place could be and where exactly it was. Then 
all the music and light faded away into the darkness. 
What was happening? Was I hallucinating? What 
was all that running for? I needed to know. Then I 
collapsed onto the cold piercing, dusty ground. But 
something was weird. I couldn’t pick myself back up 
like I normally would. Suddenly my body felt cold. 
There was an aching pain. This was it; it was the 
end. Darkness surrounded my body and there I was 
laying down, still not knowing what was happening 
to me, hopelessly laying down, still, with no greed 
and no desire… 10F
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Run
BY JESSE

“I’ll fix it,” he said. I knew that look; I knew that 
tone. His eyes were manic and bloodshot, his voice 
violently calm—quiet. The calm before the storm. 
“I’ll fix it,” he repeated, picking up the hairdryer. I 
knew that phrase, that motion, all too well. He was 
going to break it; I knew he was going to break it. 
Violence always ensued with fights like these. I’d 
seen him do the same thing to my brother and my 
mother so many times, I’d been through it before. 
But they were gone now, and I’d had enough. 

Before I could even think, I felt the cool, straight-
edged silhouette of the phone in my hands, and a 
voice, suddenly sharp and commanding yelled, 

“Stop! Enough. Put it down, or I’m calling the 
police.” For a second my eyes darted around the 
room, searching for the source of the voice, yet I 
found none. It was my voice. After so many years of 
submission and tears and fear, I had finally snapped 
and found my voice. I found my resistance. I was 
not going to be pushed around and be beaten and 
threatened by this man anymore. For a moment, he 
stopped. Then something much, much worse. His 
eyes widened further, his voice raised more, and he 
moved. One step, then another, and another. Down 
the hall he moved, backing me further and further 
into the bathroom. I used all my effort, all my energy, 
and all my anger, to resist the urge to crumble and 

scramble backward. Instead, I pushed with all I had 
to take a step backward, but a step, nonetheless. He 
was trying to hit me, but I was not going to dodge 
his attacks. Not this time. No, this time I was gonna 
put an end to it. For sixteen years I’d been treated 
this way. For sixteen years I’d watched my family 
go through the same thing. Fuck, my brother was 
only nine when he left. He’d seen so much at such 
a young age.

“Stop. Stay where you are.” I said, firmly. He laughed. 

“Fine, call the police then. They’ll never believe 
you.” He edged on forwards. A step. Another. And 
another. The floorboards of the house creaked 
under each step, a creak so deafening it nearly split 
my ears, slicing through the tension like a hot knife. 

“I will call the police. Stay. Right. There.” He laughed 
again, a sickening, sarcastic, tormenting laugh. He 
didn’t think I would.

In a flash, I yanked the dormant phone up to my 
eye level. He didn’t react. The adrenaline coursed 
through my veins, my vision began to blur and 
shake, and each creak of the floorboards became 
a deafening roar, piercing my ears, drowning my 
thoughts in a shrill, devouring ringing. I fumbled 
for the emergency dial button, without looking, 
pressing the numbers on the keypad and praying I’d 
selected the right figures. The phone up against my 
ear was initially an ice-cold needle, but it didn’t take 
long for the air between my head and the handpiece 
to rise to a hot, sticky, muggy cloud, filled with 
sweat, fear, and anger. He lurched forwards again, 
the shrill ear-splitting noises of what was creaking 
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lacerating my brain like knives. I could barely hear 
the dial tone. I could barely hear the operator on 
the other end, only intermittent phrases and words 
reached my thoughts.

“...emergency services…” followed by a black 
nothingness, flowing with the ringing of my ears. 
Another step. “...please respond…” ringing, again. I 
swore to myself that if he took one more step, one 
more inch towards me, even one more millimetre, I 
was going to snap

The crack of the floorboards and the ringing of 
my ears intensified, repeating itself like a deadly, 
poisonous, broken record. 

“GET AWAY FROM ME! GET AWAY FROM ME! GET 
AWAY FROM ME! GET AWAY FROM ME!”

“…non-responder, female voice, repeating the 
phrase ‘get away from me’…” The trebly, fuzzy 
voices emanating from the phone weren’t getting 
any clearer. Still intermittent phrases, voices, barely 
audible over the searing screeches of my ears. I 
couldn’t see ahead of me anymore, I couldn’t lookup. 
What was he doing? Was he moving towards me? 
Had he stopped? I can’t see, I thought to myself. The 
next few moments were a blur of still images and 
disjointed sounds between that goddamn ringing. 
The slate grey bathroom tiles, with their blackened 
grouting. The trembling of my hands, fighting to 
keep the phone from hurtling to the floor. The fuzzy, 
crackly, treble-seething voices over the phone 
repeating something about a corner street. My 
voice, answering, though I don’t recall what I said or 
what the question was. The occasional dim flicker of 

the fluorescent lights above my head. 

And then, silence. Nothing. Dim, silent, nothing. I 
stood still, a deer in headlights, statuesque for what 
felt like an eternity. I daren’t move a muscle. When 
I finally gathered the courage to look up there was 
nothing there. He was gone. The hairdryer sat on 
the dark wood vanity in the dimly lit hall, and there 
was no sight of him anywhere. Meekly, I moved one-
foot forwards. My muscles ached with each step, 
my adrenaline-filled veins pulsating with fear and 
anxiety. I felt like I’d done a hundred squats, each 
movement burned like scalding hot water. I couldn’t 
hear anything. Not my feet hitting the floor, not the 
buzz of the lights above me, not the voices on the 
phone, not the pounding, scathing, screaming of his 
voice, not even the ear-splitting ring of my ears. My 
vision remained blurred. The fluidity of movement 
that should be before me an absence that rattled my 
eyes in their sockets, still, blurred images were all I 
could see, like pictures taken on a flip phone in the 
dark.

I can’t quite recall in great detail what happened 
next. I can remember the operator hanging up, but 
I can’t remember what she said. I can remember 
ending up back in my bedroom somehow, leaned 
against the door and holding it shut with all of my 
strength. I can remember my boyfriend texting 
me frantically, trying to comfort me as best he 
could. I can remember the ringing of the doorbell, 
and the tall, stocky figures of the policemen clad 
in their vests and blue shirts. I can remember the 
overwhelming sense of relief and safety that I felt 
when they spoke to me, but I can’t remember what 
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they said. I can remember the fear I felt when they 
interviewed him, I can remember the pangs of pain I 
felt in my chest when I tried to explain to them again 
what had happened, all the things he had done, and 
when they told me that if I didn’t like him I could leave. 
I can remember the sense of betrayal I felt when he 
told them that he didn’t feel safe with me. 

I remember that although he had beaten and berated 
and threatened me all his life I never could’ve dreamed, 
fathomed, believed that my own father would go as 
low as to lie to the police, spin his abuse on me. I never 
could’ve thought, in a million years, that they would 
take the word of a man with numerous FACS reports 
and charges of aggravated assault against him over 
the word of a child, dressed in pink pyjamas, clutching 
a stuffed bunny, with tears streaming down their face 
and desperation in their voice, begging the adults to 
believe them even for a second. Never would I have 
thought that my deadname could shatter my heart 
like glass on a tile floor. Never could I have conceived 
that the people whose image brought so much relief 
to my tired, beaten mind, could shatter me without 
even laying a finger on a single one of the numerous 
weapons they carried in their vests and on their belts. 

The blur intensified and my mind clouded once more, 
like fog over a small town at night. The next thing I 
could remember, I had a bag strapped to my back and 

a pair of boots in my hand. As if in a dream, I yanked 
open my bedroom door and scrambled to the front 
entrance. As if in a dream, I turned the keys with such 
force that they nearly locked up from the speed. As if 
in a dream, I was running down the driveway in those 
same pink pajamas and slippers. As if in a dream, I heard 
his thundering voice yell back at me, and for the first 
time in two hours I could actually recall and process 
the words he’d said instead of the ideas behind them. 
 
“Don’t you dare come back, I’m changing the fucking 
locks tomorrow.” 

My slipper-clad feet thundered down the wet, dark, 
and slippery footpath, the wind rushing through 
my hair and blowing back the pink overshirt draped 
over me. For the first time in sixteen years, his words 
didn’t pierce my ears or shatter my heart or churn my 
stomach. For the first time in sixteen years, I didn’t 
care what threats he made or what he thought of 
me. All I felt was the overwhelming urge to run, to 
run far, far away, as far as my legs could carry me. To 
run through the darkness, to run through the rain-
drenched grass and concrete paths, to run across the 
shiny, black roads, and to run past all the functional, 
neat, suburban houses with their neat, welcoming 
lights, past the street signs and the crosswalks and 
the bus stops, to run as far as I could run.
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Red 
Anemones
BY NASHITA

“Geh nicht.” Don’t go. “I will never see you again!”

“Das weißt du nicht.” You don’t know that.

“Ja, ich will!” Yes, I do! “You’re killing yourself. You’re 
making me live without you! Ich dachte, du liebst 
mich…” I thought you loved me… “Stop pressuring 
yourself. You don’t need to recruit. Bleib einfach bei 
mir.” Just stay with me.

Knowing he couldn’t argue with her for much 
longer, he simply walked out of the cramped house 
and into their garden, staring at the small bush of 
anemones. She wouldn’t understand. He wasn’t 
pressuring himself. This was for him. As much as he 
loved Arabella, he had to do this. He was no coward.

Arabella Pfeiffer was pulchritudinous. Even her name 
meant beautiful. Loved ones called her Aphrodite, 
Goddess of love and beauty. And Aphrodite needed 
her one true love. Lukas Krueger. Similarly known as 
Adonis, Aphrodite’s greatest love and God of beauty 
and desire by loved ones. The two were inseparable. 
Their love like no other. Love at first sight. Almost 
as if Adonis and Aphrodite reincarnated and found 
each other all over again.

If Arabella was Aphrodite and Lukas was Adonis, 
then who was Ares? That title belonged to Tobias 
von Boeselager. The two had been together long 
before Lukas came around. They’d sneak around 
every night until dawn when her boyfriend at the 
time was fast asleep. That all ended when Arabella 
first laid eyes on Lukas. She had decided that she 
was tired of Tobias, and moved on, while he simply 
moved.

But Tobias would get Arabella back. He had already 
convinced Lukas to sign up for the Wehrmacht. 
Once he was gone, Arabella would be his again, and 
no one would get in between them.

“Ich werde dich vermissen, Luk.” I’m going to miss 
you so much, Luk. “What am I to do without you?” 
Arabella cried out to the love of her life.

“I’ll be back. Ich verspreche es.” I promise. “I will 
always love you, Belle.” With those words, he placed 
a crimson red anemone behind her ear. The couple 
was as infatuated with red anemones as they were 
with each other. The flower represented their love: 
the story of Aphrodite and Adonis, all in a minuscule 
plant. 

“Ich werde nie aufhören, dich zu lieben.” I will never 
stop loving you. 

Arabella never stopped thinking about Lukas. 
Despite the company of Tobias, she could never 
stop missing him. She stayed faithful to her lover 
(something very rare for Arabella), regardless of 
Tobias’ insistence she goes back to her old habits.

Lukas had been writing to his lover whenever he got 
the chance, but it had been months since his last 
letter. Had something happened? It was possible 
that he was merely busy fighting for his country, but 
Lukas had constantly written back for the past year, 
despite how busy he was. As if the Gods above could 
hear thoughts, a single knock interrupted her as 
she opened the door to a small piece of old, rusted 
paper. Had Lukas finally written back?

Arabella,

I am Krueger’s good friend, Hans. I have heard so 
much about you. He really loved you, that man. Never 
shut up about how beautiful you are. ‘Ich vermisse sie 
so sehr’ (I miss her so much), he’d always say that to 
me. Every single day. 

There is no easy way for me to say this. He isn’t 
around anymore. Got shot and didn’t make it. I am 
so very sorry Arabella. I may not know you very well, 
but Luka showed me your letters, it wasn’t hard to 
see how much you loved him. He loved you too. You 
are so lucky to have experienced love like that.

Mein Beileid an Sie und die Familie (My condolences 
to you and the family)

Hans Ostendorff 

“N-nein! This is a joke. It must be. Er versprach.” 
He promised! The words croaked out of her mouth 
as she stumbled to the ground, tears flooding her 
beautiful face. He wasn’t coming back. The love of 
her life. Gone. Forever. Gazing out the window, she 
took one last look at the red anemones growing in 
their garden, only making her wail louder.
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Story
BY ZIAN

It’s been days since I last saw sunlight. I’m starting to 
think that this maze is endless. The walls of the maze 
are at least twenty-metres-tall. It’s not like I can see 
how big the maze is anyway, even if I climbed up 
to the top the thick fog would just block my sight. 
With no sense of direction, there is nowhere to go 
in this endless maze. I can’t seem to remember how 
I got here or anything at all. I hope I haven’t lost my 
memory. It’s hard to breathe in this thin air; this 
definitely isn’t good for me.

I have been stuck here for a few weeks now. Surviving 
on nothing but berries, the layout of the maze 
changes whenever I look away, it’s almost as if the 
maze is playing tricks on me. I am tired, exhausted, 
and lightheaded. I knew that this air wasn’t good for 
me. It doesn’t seem that I will die from hunger but 
the feeling of starving isn’t nice. 

After months of being stuck in te maze, I am starting 

to lose hope. Writing in this journal that I took off a 
skeleton laying around is the only thing keeping me 
from going insane. Exhausted, I fall on my knees 
and lie on my back. Staring up I desperately try to 
remember how I got myself into this mess in the first 
place, but with no memory, I couldn’t remember 
anything at all. That is when something caught my 
attention, a faint golden light on the corner of my 
eye. I pulled myself up from the floor to get a closer 
look, it was a golden arrow, I had no choice but to 
follow the golden arrow. I could have easily missed 
the arrow if I walked past it.

As I followed the arrow, I began to understand that 
sometimes to do something you should take your 
time rather than rushing through it. After searching 
for clues, I eventually made it to a long corridor with 
a blinding light at the end. The light got brighter as I 
approached with my hand in front of my eyes trying 
to block some of the light. At last, I was free, but 
what lay ahead is another challenge I must become. 
I may never know how I ended up here to begin with, 
but the only thing I can do is to push on and take on 
whatever obstacle that comes my way.
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“

“What a privilege and opportunity it was to work with Cherrybrook 
Technology High’s Year 10 students—thank you to my class for being such a 
delight to work with and for welcoming me so warmly and so kindly.  

There is a wonderful mix of energy and languor in a November classroom. On 
one hand, the holidays and the end of year are just so close that they generate 
a wonderful anticipatory energy. Yet on the other hand, the summer heat 
and slowing pace of a school year almost done create a languorous lull. It 
is that combination of energy and slow time that seems just perfect for the 
imagination and the awaiting blank page. 

The array of stories the students came up with was a proper cornucopia. 
There were stories of aliens and stories of millionaires. There were stories of 
teenagers and stories of soldiers. There were stories set on crashing planes 
of the second world war and stories set in forests under threat. Sometimes 
students chose to set their stories on distant shores they’ve never visited, 
sometimes the stories were set on bus rides home. Each of the students’ 
stories represented something of the currency of the world we live in now, 
as well as something completely unique to that student’s perspective and 
experience, and it was a pleasure and an honour to play a small part in 
the writing process. I won’t forget some of the colourful conversations and 
surprising observations that arose out of the workshop sessions and that 
made the experience so rich.  

Indeed, a great deal of the pleasure of taking part in the WestWords 
Cherrybrook Technology High storytelling week is watching the students 
perform that wonderful melding of experience, perspective, and world, 
with the imagination. Each piece of writing communicated something vital, 
sometimes funny, sometimes sorrowful, but always something unique to a 
next generation on their way through school to the world at large. 

I hope that each of the writers in my class came to understand that the 
stories that matter most to them—whether the wildly imaginary stories 
of far-off planets with threatening super-intelligences, or the stories of the 
first time a friend let you down, or the first time you tasted a McFlurry—
are often the stories that make the best reading, because the stories that 
matter most tend to harness that essential, mysterious and irresistible 
quality of voice on the page. Thank you again to my class of wonderfully 
welcoming and willing Year 10 students.
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Airman
BY GUY

The grunt and sheer power of the Pratt and Whitney 
R-2800 Double Wasp Engine pulses through the 
fuselage of my Thunderbolt. Three other P-47s sit 
idling on the side of the runway. The air is cold but my 
brown, scuffed-up leather jacket keeps me warm. I look 
at the picture of my family taped onto the dashboard 
next to the speed indicator. Some of the boys think the 
war will be over before Christmas. I wish Charles and I 
hadn’t enlisted. We could be home and up to our usual 
nonsense on the farm. I live in the British countryside 
in a large family farmhouse. My address is 17 Ebony 
Lane. Charles lived two houses down. He was shot 
down by a Focke-Wulf 190 which first shot up his plane. 
His left wing was torn right off and folded up over the 
cockpit. It’s a miracle he was able to bail out. He was 
then shredded in his parachute by the Focke-Wulf on 
its second pass. The image of his blood-soaked, limp 
body hanging floating down in his parachute is etched 
into my mind.

Finally, we get the signal to take off. The signal to take 
off. I manoeuvre my plane behind the others. We are 
going to join up with another eight spitfires as fighter 
escorts for a bombing mission into northern Germany. 
Our target is Itzehoe. We are helping with the allied 
advance towards Berlin. They say the war will be over 
by Christmas. 

As the plane lifts off, the humming vibrations caused by 
the gravel runway stop and the sound of the straining 
engine takes over as I enter a zoom climb. The radio 
crackles to life and James, the squadron leader, tells 
us to level off at 20 000 feet. We fly in the Finger Four 
formation. Unlucky new recruits like me fly at the back 
of the formation. If we are attacked from behind, I’ll 
likely be the first to get shot down. 

I have always wanted to become a pilot. Just like my dad 
was during World War One. He flew a Sopwith Camel 
until he was shot down and permanently damaged his 
leg. The jacket I’m wearing is the same one my dad was 
wearing when he got shot down. It still has the bullet 
hole at the bottom left where it sits over my thigh. I 
should be back home now as my family needs help 
on the farm. My dad struggles to move around now 
because of his injury.

As we approach the English Channel, I spot the B-17 
flying fortresses accompanied by the spitfires which 

we planned to meet up with about three minutes ago. 
They are approaching from 8 o’clock. I start fiddling 
with my radio to alert the squadron leader, but there is 
no response. I try again and again but no one can hear 
me. I curse silently to myself. It was working before. I 
can’t communicate with anyone.

We form up with the flying fortresses and spitfires and 
continue flying. The bombers are 12 o’clock low and 
the spitfires are up ahead in front of the bombers at 12 
o’clock high.  I see a small German town pass below us 
through a small gap in the clouds. The engine drones 
on…

The plane shudders and my ears are assaulted by a rapid 
succession of metallic thuds. It sounds like someone 
dropping a hand full of stones onto a corrugated iron 
roof. My oxygen mask is knocked off and a new sound 
enters my ears. The left side of my cockpit is shattered 
and all I can hear is rushing air. The cockpit is splattered 
in oil and I see a blur fly past the side of my plane. The 
engine grinds and the propeller stops spinning. The 
blurry outline of one of the propeller blades sticks up 
like a middle finger. The plane dips to the left and I have 
no control. I’m bleeding. I can’t breathe. My vision goes 
blank.

I wake up to searing pain. Flames are pouring out from 
the engine and over the cockpit. They lick through the 
smashed glass all over me. The plane is hurtling down 
towards the ground. I need to get out! I need to bail 
out now! I pull the lever to jettison the cockpit. Nothing 
happens. I pull it rapidly, multiple times, but still nothing 
happens. I scream out in anger. I reach up to pull the 
cockpit down, half blinded by the flames and rushing 
air. I press my feet against the control panel and push 
with all my strength. The cockpit starts to slide but 
jams, with a gap too small for me to fit through. I try 
again and again but the damage is too bad. I look down 
at the controls and feel around to find the yoke. I grab 
it and pull up as hard as I can. I see the blurry image 
of the ground getting closer and closer. My body feels 
as if it is being crushed. The plane groans as it starts 
to pull up. The ground is getting closer. I pull harder. 
My vision goes dark and cloudy. I can hardly breath. The 
fuselage groans from the pressure of the high Gs being 
pulled. The ground is too close. I’m not going to make 
it. The plane convulses as the top of the trees slam into 
the wings. It sounds like I’m standing next to a flak gun. 
I lurch forward as the right-wing slams into the stocky 
trunk of a pine tree. An ear-piercing metallic groan is 
released as the wing is sheared off. I am flung against 
the glass cockpit as the plane corkscrews towards 
the forest floor. I think about my family. I think about 
Charles. I want to be home with them. I never wanted 
this war.
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Mister Mundo
BY HEMAN

Mundo was an ordinary man, who worked a 9-5 
job. He lived a mundane life, the only reasonably 
remarkable thing about him was his name, Mundo. It 
meant freedom, free-will, as if he could go wherever 
he pleased. Ironically, he’d never experienced that. 
Every day he would go to a normal 9-5 job, return 
home to a normal apartment, sit down and eat a 
normal dinner. 

Throughout his childhood, he was never allowed to 
express his own feelings and choices. He lived a life 
imprisoned by the expectations of his parents and 
family. As an only child, his parents always expected 
the best from him. He’d learnt to respect the power 
and authority of his superiors. He dreamt of freedom 
and one day being able to fly amongst the birds in 
the sky, yet he would be painfully snapped back to 
reality as he woke, reminded that it was only wishful 
thinking. As the years went by, he learnt to suppress 
his desires, focusing only on the goals his parents 
placed on him. Even after moving out, his past 
experiences still haunted him. He’d always been shy 
and, ever since he got in the work force, he’d kept to 
himself and completed his work. Today felt just like 
any other day. Mundo picked up his trusty briefcase 
and headed for another day of work.

When Mundo arrived at work, the head of his 
department was there to see him. 

“Mister Mundo,” she said. “You’ve been here for 
years and I haven’t seen you take a day off once. I 
want you to take a few weeks holiday.”

“A few weeks?” Mundo laughed. “To do what?’”

“I don’t know - that’s up to you. What do you like to 
do in your free time?” 

Mundo thought, “I … I don’t know.”

“Well, Mister Mundo, here’s your chance to find 
out.”

“It’s so cold.”

That was the first thought Mundo had when he 
stepped out of his small hotel in Trolltunga, Norway. 
Trolltunga, or the name many locals called it, the 
troll’s tongue, was a famous hiking trail in Norway. As 
Mundo glanced upwards, he saw a flock of Eurasian 
Dotterels fly past. He admired them, envious of their 
freedom and how nothing was capable of holding 
them back. Mundo had wanted to go as far north as 
he could for his holiday. Trolltunga was only a small 
town, but the scenery around it was beautiful, filled 
with lush green forests bursting with life. Rays of 
sunlight smiled down on the clearing around town. 
Pale light illuminated the delicate bluebells that 
sprung up in bunches of lush grass growing along 
the riverbank. Streams of water flowed down the 
mountains, forming rivers of flowing ice. 

Mundo took a deep breath. The cold air burnt inside 
his lungs, but it felt good as if this was where he’d 
always belonged, free amongst mother nature. 
It made him feel alive. He headed for the nearest 
mountain. As he climbed, a freezing cold wind blew 
shards of ice across the mountainside, stinging 
Mundo’s face. Yet, for the first time, Mundo felt free, 
free from any restraints, free from the expectations 
of others. The cold enveloped him, as he felt 
something inside him change. As he neared the 
summit, rays of light washed over the countryside. 
Mundo looked out to the horizon, admiring the view 
and what he’d accomplished. Enlightened by his 
experiences today, he vowed to spend the rest of 
his life unshackled by any restraints, living life to its 
fullest. As Mundo sat down, he glanced up into the 
endless sky, yearning to see what was beyond, to 
soar in his own life, just like the birds he saw earlier. 
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Everlasting 
Grief
BY LYNDEN

It has been twelve years ever since the incident. 
Memories, slowly fading from my gaze, the faint 
twinkle of hope in their eyes, as they left the earth for 
an eternity. “Ikarth!”, the final calling, still resonates 
within the hollow shell which resides within me. 
Surviving alone, in this God forsaken world has 
been… difficult to say the least. As I scour the lands 
in search of something, anything, I see their faces, 
gleaming back to this failure of a man. Hundreds of 
thousands of negative thoughts assault my every 
move, every action as if what had happened has 
been a result of my stupidity. Twelve years… twelve 
years and all I have achieved is absolutely nothing. 
No information or past records to be found. I, as a 
man, have truly achieved nothingness.

Even with these people, cramped in such a small 
space, with this much talking, masking all other 
sounds, it still feels like a desolate wasteland. It’s 
been… thirteen years since I was given this book. 
Thirteen years since I was abandoned by humanity. 
Thirteen years since… since they left. Thirteen… 
such an odd number. Only divisible by one and 
itself. Today I found an ancient library, filled to the 
brim with books, slowly but surely gathering dust. 
The more books I traverse, the more they seem to 
dissipate. Many of these books have been neglected 
and torn beyond belief, but still readable. Looking over 
the pages, it seemed the sun had gone far beyond the 
horizon, residing within the earth once more. 

Day after day, the clouds in my eyes begin to fade. 
This everlasting knowledge… my understanding 
of this world has truly revealed itself. My past. My 
present. As if all the answers to my questions have 
been lurking in the shadow, waiting for my arrival. 
I think I have finally found my true purpose. But 
knowing the state of society currently, especially 
with this ruler, this would be difficult… no, impossible. 
Meeting face to face with such a high authority as 
them would only mean certain death.

Searching the grounds surrounding the tower 
brought me unease. Oh, how time has changed! 
Pondering the lands at my current age is nothing 
compared to my youth. But… times have changed 
indeed, and so must I. Even though within the past 
few days I have debated with myself whether to 
go in ruthlessly, I have made my final resolution. I 
simply have nothing else to lose. Searching for a 
uniform which suits my smaller figure turned out to 
be a difficult task in itself, but it had to be done to 
conceal my identity and, just like a cat pounces on 
a mouse, I pounce on a young boy, seemingly close 
to my size, and restrain his breathing to the point 
where he passes out.

Altering my clothing, I approached the peak, weapon 
in hand, in preparation to fulfill my final duty to this 
world before going to the next.

The thundering roar of guns had died down; quick 
to reveal the consequences of human development. 
Walls, conquered by a dark red, splattered like paint 
on a canvas as lifeless carbon remained on the once 
lively throne. It was done. It had to be. Countless 
years of precise planning, all shrunk to a matter of 
a few minutes.
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Evening Sky
BY MIKE

A few dead fish could be seen scattered across the 
beach. It seemed that the fishermen had left them 
behind a day before. It was peculiar how the ocean 
would sweep back decayed carcasses of life which 
could only flourish within its depths. There was a 
strange irony here. 

I continued to walk along the shore of the beach, 
trying to dodge the dead bodies of fish with my bare 
feet. The glistening water always amused me as I 
tried going as far into the ocean as I could when I 
was a kid. My mother always warned me though, she 
always warned me about the waves. She always said 
I could get swept in like the fish and I could be lost in 
the sea. It was after my mother had fallen sick that 
I started visiting the beach every day. The first and 
last time I had visited the beach was with my mom, 
as the beach reminded me of her whenever I visited.

As I visited today though, I noticed the beach had 
a massive fence around it, with a ‘No Trespassing’ 
sign attached to it. The air around me felt thick, as 
I missed the presence of my mother. Grey clouds 
loomed over me as they filled with water. The beach 
seemed quieter than usual as only a few people 
remained.

I continued walking along the shore, attempting 
to scan the water, looking for anything to appear. 

For a split second I saw something jump out of the 
water and dive back in abruptly. I was fascinated 
and wanted to know more. I wanted to explore the 
ocean. But every time I tried taking my shoes off, I 
could hear a voice in my head telling me not to.

But, for whatever reason, I ignored it and slipped my 
feet out of shoes. I gazed out into the distance and 
was mesmerised by the evening sky. I crept towards 
the water as it splashed on my ankles. I leaned over 
the water’s edge, to find the creature I spotted 
earlier. After scanning the water for a few minutes, 
I saw nothing. I wanted to venture further out but I 
kept hearing my mother’s voice in my head telling 
me not to.

I almost decided to give up as I already knew I was 
making a mistake by not listening to my mother. I 
walked back again and put on my shoes after drying 
my feet for a while. Suddenly, I saw something out 
of the corner of my eye which caught my attention 
again. I rushed into the ocean with my shoes on and 
frantically looked for the creature. I turned around 
to check if anyone else was still at the beach but, 
oddly, I didn’t see anyone.

Without realizing, I had walked further into the 
ocean, with the water up to my waist. I could barely 
move forward as my shoes were pulling me back. 
My body was shaking constantly, and I was worried I 
would be pulled into the ocean.

As I tried walking forward, someone whispered in 
my ear.

I looked back one more time, no one was behind me. 10G
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Oblivious 
Days
BY JEFFERSON

Vile wind escaped through the corridor, signalling 
another air raid a few hundred metres away. Doors 
were barred-closed, windows slammed shut, but the 
uneasy feeling echoed throughout the apartment. 
13-M calmed his emotions by closing his eyes and 
imagining… imagining somewhere free. Only a few 
milliseconds passed before a red light reflected 
through his dusty spectacles which made the subject 
swiftly open his war-torn eyes. The observant camera 
then scanned his organised room, searching corner to 
corner, then the subject’s face.

Only a few seconds passed when the red-light scanned 
over his careful, emotionless face. 13-M then relaxed 
and observed the outside, noticing swift movements 
and muted flashes. Reaching into the back pocket of 
his grey trousers, numb without emotion, 13-M felt 
something missing. A muscle memory too familiar, yet 
the item was disposable for humans. The subject also 
felt something else that was missing… the past.

Feeling as though there was no individual control 
over his own life, he felt the past faded too hastily, yet 
had no recollection of it - black, grey, and white. The 
three colours which caused his recurring life to be so 
mundane yet allowed him freedom… as well as isolation 
in an endless society of forced governance. The slow 
swaying of 13-M’s metal memory, going back and 
forth, caused another feeling of unease. Only a few 
moments later to the north, another air raid occurred 
which proved the utility of the silver cross hanging 
loosely on 13-M’s neck. Swiftly grabbing the cross, he 
reminisced the only memory left of his past, a gentle 
hand laying the metal cross inside his right palm. Clean 
of inequities, sin, and war. Blonde hair gently touched 
his rough cheek, but darkness once again blocked his 
view of the beauty he lost… again.

A red light scanned once more, observing if subject 
13-M was imaging, a feeling considered illegal, yet 
almost impossible to not. As the red ray of restraint 
passed, the subject reached out and turned the rusted 
doorknob which was expected to be one step away. 
Only to realise, after 16 years of being restricted from 
rational, human thought, he could make the decision to 
run - run unnoticed towards ‘The 4th Bridge’. The 4th 
Bridge was the only, unsurveyed bridge that had not 

yet been broken down. The subject swiftly glided over 
the creaking, spruce boards, designed to amplify any 
sound. Overlooked by 13-M, a crimson-red light was 
caught in the corner of his spectacles - his blind spot.

As the subject moved swiftly out of Apartment 13, 
the silver cross started to sway but was once again 
disregarded as the subject moved under shelter, 
hoping not to be noticed. Six foot two, the only 
numbers which made 13-M feel important, respected, 
and allowed himself to better survey the surrounding 
environment. The hustling crowd of NYC in 1970’s was 
something 13-M missed but he continued on towards 
the 4th Bridge. His way. His hope. Considered too 
irrelevant to be given a proper name, 13-M recollected 
his last and only memory. A silver cross accompanied 
by a fading light. A familiar, yet distant siren went off, 
signalling Code 3, better known as the purge, but only 
by the government, legal killing whoever was outdoors. 

Thirty seconds. 13-M’s bruised feet picked up some 
pace, drawing more attention to himself but he did 
not care as he was on the verge of dying at the hands 
of the government. He felt uneasy as dozens of blood-
red eyes and lasers focused and watched the subject’s 
every move. Twenty seconds. Confined to only walking 
in a uniformed manner, 13-M struggled to a speed walk 
before sprinting towards the 4th bridge. Every tick he 
counted, speeding up every few seconds he lost. Ten 
seconds. Feet hitting the start of the stone-slabbed 
bridge, 13-M ran along the bridge, only to notice a 
red laser trailing behind. Five seconds. Dark-grey 
smoke started to rise on the other end of the bridge, 
appearing slowly behind the spruce trees that hid the 
other side of… of freedom. The late 30’s started to kick 
in, only to drain 13-M’s stamina away… slowly.

The siren stopped. A moment of hesitation caused 
the subject to be caught in the left leg by a bullet. 
13-M gave out a quick yell, followed by a crash to the 
bottom of the bridge. The subject continued moving 
with his war-rendered knees, crawling anxiously, only 
requiring a few more pushes towards the end of the 
bridge. As the subject’s heart raced, he finally placed 
his trembling hands onto the end of the bridge. Slowly 
closing his eyes, 13-M truly believed in a better future, 
yet was losing blood profusely from his left leg, numb 
without pain or feeling. Searching for the blonde hair, 
the darkness faded away, revealing the beauty he had 
sought for the past 16 years, yet… yet tears streamed 
down his broken face. A gun. A gun replaced the face 
he had searched for all these lost years. Eyes closed, 
ears picking up every decibel of sound, he heard the 
last words of his life. “The gullible stay gullible”. 13-M’s 
head rocked back, feeling the intense force placed on 
the top section of his head. Body limp, dropping to the 
ground only moments later. 
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The Wilting 
Flower Crown
BY DINA

Stronger than gravity, bigger than the oceans and 
the skies, once existed a riddled force that blanketed 
the aqueous planet. The force was known to all the 
unconscious yet intelligent species on the planet, 
the Humans. This force was out of control, it had a 
gun ready to shoot Mother Nature in the heart. It 
had already burnt her lungs and melted her skin, 
ruining her temper. She was angry, angry about 
what the humans had done. 

Before the force existed, Mother Nature and the 
humans were inseparable, she gave the humans 
life, food, shelter and in return, the humans crafted 
her an aromatic wildflower crown. But when the 
curiosity of the humans turned into greed, it led to 
the discovery of something new, a discovery that 
would create the deadly force. 

Ever since the force was born, it had been feeding on 
every light the humans turned on, every car trip they 
took, and every food they ate, steadily spreading its 
immortality through the world like an incurable, 
unstoppable virus. The force used Mother Nature’s 
perplexing powers as a weapon towards herself; 
generating towering water waves, furious flames, 
thirst-struck lands and wild, twisted winds. Yet the 
humans were blindfolded by their new inventions 
of luminant screens and alienlike gadgets, hiding 
behind the fallibilities of their leaders. This created 
the dispute between themselves and Mother 
Nature, covering their ears from her brutal fate. 

As the humans’ numbers increased, so did their 
desires. This enabled the force to grow, punching 
Mother Nature with every breath as she struggled to 
cling onto her beloved wildlife; her snow bears had 
no homes, her large orange and black striped cats 
were rugs on floors and her turtles choked on waste. 
Mother Nature had nothing but to be in despair, her 
world became lightless and colourless, disgusted by 
the smoky clouds, and her flowered crown started 

to wrinkle, as if it was old. Even though the science of 
the unfortunate future was imbedded in their ears, 
the humans turned their backs on the truth, their 
life was what they always wanted, fast and efficient.

It was not until Mother Nature had a cracked mud-
brown face, had lost her leaflike green hair and was 
breathing out the last oxygen from her lungs that 
the humans woke up from their delusions. They 
came out in polluted crowds to help her, but Mother 
Nature refused to improve. 

She fiercely asked the humans, “Where were you 
when my lungs were burnt? Where were you when 
my body melted?” The humans looked at each other, 
all scratching their heads. Mother Nature ragingly 
continued, “You were the ones who couldn’t control 
your own mistakes. You were the ones who degraded 
this planet and its species, including your own, with 
your acquisitiveness. You were the ones who only 
cared about yourselves and your robotic creations, 
covering your eyes from what was happening to me. 
You mowed the jungles, littered the oceans, and 
gassed the skies. And now you want me to stand up 
and give you all the life and resources?” 

The humans pleaded for an apology. “We are sorry, 
we will stop the force, we will create you another 
flower crown.”

And that was when the force unveiled itself, engulfing 
the aqueous planet like a huge blanket. The humans, 
under its ice-cold black shadow, looked wide-eyed 
at the monster they had created. At that moment 
Mother Nature peacefully closed her eyes, creating 
darkness, breathed deeply, removing the air and 
her heart thundered one more time as a scorching 
brightness was birthed.

10
G

174 175



Belinda Murrell
Belinda Murrell worked for many years as a travel writer, journalist and public relations 

consultant. She is also an award-winning, internationally published author with a history of 
writing in her family that spans over 200 years. She has written more than 35 books including 

The Sun Sword trilogy and her historical novels, The Forgotten Pearl, The River Charm, The 
Ivory Rose, and The Lost Sapphire. For younger readers Belinda has her popular Lulu Bell 

and Pippa’s Island series. Her latest books are Searching for Charlotte, an adult non-fiction 
bibliomemoir and The Golden Tower, a timeslip/fantasy set in a magical Italian Renaissance 

inspired world. Belinda is an Author Ambassador for Room to Read and Books in Homes. 

10H
“

“It was a delight to work with the year 10 students at Cherrybrook 
Technology High as part of the Westwords Writer-in-residence 
program and to see them develop and polish their own creative 
stories. The students I worked with were enthusiastic and actively 
engaged, as we discussed and worked through the creative writing 
process, comparing my insights as an author to their own experience. 

During the three weeks we discussed the importance of writing and 
communication skills, not just in the senior years at school, but in 
adult life and future careers. 

The first week was dedicated to inspiration, planning, and 
workshopping different ideas as well as creative exercises to 
illustrate different techniques. We workshopped story structure, 
transformative journeys, and many elements of narrative from 
character, setting, dialogue, form, to voice and point-of-view.

Students brainstormed themes, messages and issues which were 
important to them. They also explored different emotions, family 
anecdotes and childhood memories as possible inspiration for their 
own stories. 

The second week was focused on plotting, drafting and revising 
these stories and sharing excerpts with peers to gain constructive 
feedback. The students experimented with alternative beginnings 
and endings to see how that might improve their stories. The final 
workshop was devoted to editing, which was probably their least 
favourite part of the process, but most of the students realised that 
this important stage, really lifted their work to the next level. 

I was really thrilled with the imaginative and unique stories that my 
class wrote during this intensive immersion program, and hope they 
learned skills which will help them with their writing for many years 
to come.
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Thalassophobia 
BY WILLIAM

Gary, the pilot of the sub, seems to be oblivious to 
the deep darkness outside. He barely even glances 
out the window, seeing the world entirely through 
his instruments. To me, those instruments mean 
nothing, and I am left with only a view of the infinite 
ocean ahead.

It’s been hours now, and I am starting to wonder 
if this ocean even has a bottom. Gary assures me 
it does, but I am not so sure. I have done enough 
calculations myself to know how often they are 
entirely false. In the end I choose to believe Gary – 
He is far more qualified than me.

As a biologist, there’s a good chance my expertise 
will never be required for this mission.

A thump resounds throughout the sub. The sinking 
feeling that has been my companion for hours ends. 
Gary looks surprised. 

“What was that?” I ask.

Gary checks the instruments before responding. “I… 
don’t know.”

Searching the window yields no answers – the 
darkness is still complete. Gary pushes a button and 
I feel the sub ascend and rotate. Suddenly a grey, 
rocky surface pans into view, glowing under the 
sub’s headlights.

 Gary raises an eyebrow. “The bottom should still be 
a couple of clicks below us.”

“Then what is this?” 

“Maybe some kind of submerged mountain? Let’s 
check it out.”

Gary turns up the headlights – the ground is soon 
flooded with light, and the sub begins to glide above 
the surface. “Hydrothermal vents,” I point out, 
gesturing towards dusty plumes erupting on our 
left. “Get me a closer look. If we’re going to find life, 
that’s where it’ll be.”

Upon closer inspection, the mounds appear devoid 

of life – indeed, they seem unnaturally boring for a 
rock formation, with smooth edges and a perfectly 
circular shape. They are also much larger than they 
initially seemed, and as the sub glides between them 
I am reminded of the great high rises of earth. It 
seems strange to see such structures so lifeless. 

The instruments appear to provide the answer; the 
structures are barely warmer than the water around 
them. Geothermal activity in this area must be 
relatively low.

Minutes pass before we see a change in the surface 
up ahead. The surface appears to slope down. 

“Maybe my mountain theory has some credit,” Gary 
says.

“Perhaps.” 

As we follow the surface downwards, Gary rotates 
the sub, so it faces the mountain. With the spotlights 
on their highest setting, I can clearly see the 
rock formations. Once again, the surface seems 
remarkably smooth – no crags or bumps save for 
one circular formation of rocks and an array of 
vertical cracks, the rock between them waving 
gently in the current. 

Wait.

Rocks waving gently in the current? Vent ejecting 
cold water? Circular formation?

“Gary, could you take us over to that formation?” I 
inquire.

As the sub approaches the circular formation, my 
suspicions grow. A vertical crack is visible, dividing 
the circle in half.

Geothermal vents are usually significantly warmer 
than their environment. Cold seeps are usually 
significantly colder. Breath is usually slightly warmer.

Suddenly the vertical crack rapidly grows, and the 
orange interior becomes visible.

Our mission was to find life at the bottom of an alien 
ocean. We appear to have mistaken one for the 
other…

The eye finishes opening.
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A Buried 
Dream
BY SHASHANK 

A tranquil summer breeze passes by making his 
black hair rise like fans in a stadium. He stands on 
top of a cliff in Navagio with Shipwreck Beach behind 
him to the southwest. The sky is filled with iridescent 
colours and a luminous yellow ball touching the tip 
of the horizon. He stares at the setting sun with his 
bright brown eyes, letting his thoughts run free. He 
closes his eyes with a deep breath, opening them to 
find himself perched on top of Mt Everest. He closes 
his eyes again but when he opens them, he is now in 
Alaska gazing at the Northern Lights. For one final 
time he closes and reopens his eyes, he is back in 
Navagio and his eyes fall slowly to the body lying in 
front of him. He jumps down from the ledge he was 
standing on and approaches the lifeless body.

“Shove it off,” giggles a voice in his mind.

He laughs for a bit then smiles as he raises his 
right leg and brings it down hard on the corpse’s 
stomach. He laughs again as he shoves the body off 
the cliff. The boy crashes and tumbles, it twists and 
turns, hitting the side of the cliff as it falls to the sea.

“Hahaha good one Alieu, that one’s going to pile up 
along with the others,” giggles the same voice in his 
head. 

Dressed in all black, with gloves to cover his skin, he 

turns around and walks, hearing a soft splash behind 
him. Alieu smiles yet again and ambles to his car that 
he rented for his “holiday”. He drives to the airport 
and hops on a flight to New York. When he lands and 
is out of the airport, his phone buzzes. A notification 
from a news article appears on the screen. He 
reads that a family of five has died in a car crash in 
Nottingham. He freezes for a moment then heads 
to the taxi stand. He blinks and sees his parents and 
two brother’s corpses inside of an upside-down 
ruined car, burning. He blinks again and he finds a 
yellow taxi waiting. He enters the vehicle with his 
earphones jammed in, tells the driver to head for 
Times Square and sits silently looking outside. He 
hears multiple voices in his head, and he recognizes 
a few of them to be his family members.

“Just stop, please,” he yells, and the voices go away. 

The driver looks in the rear view mirror, confused. 

“No not you, I’m on the phone with my cousin,” 
Alieu lies, pointing towards his phone in his hand. 
“Wait no, here is fine thanks.” Alieu pays the driver, 
steps out of the car, and walks into a large crowd of 
roughly 1000 people.

“This is perfect, no one will notice,” explains the voice 
from before.

Alieu follows a woman walking in front of him, 
whips out his knife, and rams it into the back of the 
woman’s neck. He briskly walks away and blends 
in with the crowd hiding his bloodied knife in his 
pocket. After a minute people scream. He giggles 
and continues straight ahead with the flow of the 
crowd with a macabre smile appearing on his face. 10H
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Stranded
BY JAYANT 

Lian Yu was a fairly large island, at least for the two 
of us. The island had a gloomy feeling, Lian Yu had 
unusually large deciduous trees with the ground 
covered with green foliage and large boulders. The 
dusty map I packed marked X on the south-eastern 
part of the island. Knowing what our goal was, we 
started making our way towards it. 

The birds chirped and the breeze whistled, and 
finally we arrived at the X on the map. Grabbing our 
shovels that we’d packed, we kept our heads down 
and started digging furiously. A distinctive dead and 
musky smell came from the ground. 

After contemplating, Harrison said in disbelief, “I 
don’t think the gold is here, Beau.”

In frustration I replied, “No… it has to be! The map 
marks the gold as being here, and after this struggle 
I’m not leaving till we find that gold.” 

Harrison shook his head, displeased with my 
stubborn mindset. He knew I liked to do things alone. 

The high pitched chirps from the birds started to 
bother me. Looking in the direction of the irritating 
noise, next to the birds nest, I saw a timeworn 
wooden box.

“I found the gold!” I immediately shouted.

Given that Harrison was not the most athletic 
person, it was up to me to claim the gold. I wrapped 
my hands and legs around the rugged tree, and I 

could feel my body getting higher and higher above 
the ground. I went to place my hand on the next 
branch to climb, but my hand slipped and I tumbled 
back to the ground. 

Luckily, Harrison was a talented archer and he 
always carried his bow. I was to get under the box 
and the box would get shot at and fall into my hands. 
Harrison pulled back, took a deep breath and let 
the arrow go. The arrow glided through the air and 
pushed the box right into my hand. 

Then we heard the soaring sound of a plane. Were 
we hearing things, or was this our way off the island?

Harrison and I made pre-emptive decision to 
hopefully get us out of Lian Yu. As we both had 
experience in survival, we had to make a distress 
beacon. The easiest way to do this was to use sticks 
and bundle them up. 

Harrison and I had decided that if we saw a boat or a 
plane we would light the distress beacon. This idea 
that Harrison came up with is something I agree 
with. I immediately began to appreciate Harrison 
and see the benefit of working together. 

We started running towards our beacon, carefully 
watching out for the roots of the trees. The plane 
was moving faster than us, and this worried us. Our 
adrenaline kicked in as we ran towards the beacon. 

We arrived at a cliff fifty metres from the beacon, 
and Harrison had no choice but to light an arrow 
and shoot it at the beacon. The fire shot into the 
sky like a flamethrower. The plane did not turn back 
immediately and we felt heartbroken. But  just as we 
lost all hope the plane turned back. 

We knew this was our way off the island.
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00:00
BY TINA

Who knew that the lingering yawn at the morning office 
would turn into the sudden mourning of a lost love.

The caller’s number was unknown, though a gut 
feeling insisted I pick up. I despised the tone in their 
voice and the sickness in the pit of my stomach 
chilled me whole.

The phone sank from my trembling hand and 
clattered onto the hardwood table. I felt some 
alarmed eyes peer at me yet I was too focused on 
stopping mine from weeping. I jumped from my 
chair and without a second thought, ran out the 
office door without any of my belongings. 

Frantic with worry, I sprinted to the kerb of the 
sidewalk, inches from tumbling onto the main 
road. With the frantic wave of my hand, the yellow 
taxi pulled up in front of me. The driver noticed my 
distressed face as I aggressively plopped onto the 
back seat.

“Where you heading, sir?” The driver examined my 
crouching body through the rear view mirror of the car. 

I failed to respond. 

“Hey, sir, you good?” He twisted his body with 
growing concern and waited for my eyes to meet his.

“New York hospital,” I replied as neutrally as possible, 
as tears streamed down my face.

As the car drove, my eyes were lost beyond 
Manhattan’s endless cluster of tourist-packed 
stores. The car was silent yet the never-ending 
beeps of rushing cars and the rowdy clatter of 
hustling businessmen proceeded to invade the 
street. I leaned my face on the car window and the 
familiar name stood out, as easily as a drop of blood 
in a clump of snow. Scott’s Flowers. The crimson 
petals which laid at the front display shimmered 
ever so gracefully under the golden light. Some 
were lucky, still enveloped in the secured arms of 

the bouquet awaiting the eager noses of customers 
to ruffle them, while others fell only to be beaten 
down by the heard of tramping feet passing by. 

So effortlessly, she would sit on that Central park 
bench, keen to be introduced by my anxious grin 
and overpowering cologne. She would hold those 
flowers as if they were joy fashioned into delicate 
petals, as if love had transferred into their fine 
aromatic perfume.

I noticed the gawks of the patients as I slammed 
open the hospital doors.

“How can I help-” the receptionist began to ask. 

“Eliza Daniels, what room is she?” I cut her off, my 
voice shaking with every word. 

I was impatient.

“WHICH ROOM!” My voice tensed and my knuckle 
slammed into the wall.

“She’s in the ER, level 2, first room on the left.” I 
watched her smile disintegrate and her mouth set in 
a firm line as she glared at her screen.

I rushed through the hallway, the doors all closed, 
the walls empty, the fluorescent lights buzzing 
above my head. The air was clean, but one too 
sanitised to be real. The elevator would’ve taken too 
long so I hurried up the stairs instead. 

I sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion that 
haunted my body and seeped into my soul. With 
sudden, wild abandonment, I fell onto the floor, 
quite motionless, except when a sob came up into 
my throat and shook me, as a child who had cried 
themselves to sleep continued to sob in their 
dreams.

No. No. It can’t be. I stood still, ten steps from the 
finish line. I was too late.

10
H

184 185



Almond Slice 
BY DESHPANDE 

Pungent scents lingered in the air. The overcast 
weather constantly dimmed the streets as harsh 
gushes of wind parched my tongue every few 
minutes. Groups of professionals in fancy suits made 
small talk at the barista as happy hour concluded and 
freelancers, struggling entrepreneurs and artists 
looked alike desperate and slightly frustrated.

As the sun reappeared a few minutes later, it 
reflected rather oddly on the sea and glass structures 
at the side of the streets, forming the silhouette 
of a rather peculiar individual approaching me. A 
girl. She slouched with a slightly limped stride. Her 
mahogany hair slid down her right shoulder and 
her bony structure seemed too small for the green 
blazer with yellow mustard stripes.

This was the seventh weekend I had seen her. On her 
way home she usually bought a slice of honey cake at 
the baker’s. I had always wondered why she was so 
particular. At exactly noon, she walked past Walker 
Street carrying a bag from Kyle’s Bakery. The only 
real variation was the cake. Sometimes there was an 
almond in her slice. Sometimes there was not.

What did it mean? Why did she alternate with the 
almond? Was it for special occasions? Did she only 
have the almond if she was feeling sad? I found 
myself rather amused. Often, I found myself deeply 
engaged in others, usually making crass judgments, 

or educated guesses.

I looked on at her with slight intervals, very aware 
of not getting caught staring. She sat with legs 
crossed, gazing intently into the abyss. Over a few 
minutes, her character seemed rather bleak. I was 
rapidly losing interest as she continued gazing into 
the sky. Suddenly then, she hurried for a rustic 
notebook in her bag, and made a brief remark. It was 
evident that she wrote it in a different language as 
she seemed to be murmuring in German.

Slightly disappointed with the lack of character, I 
still continued to look. It seemed that her bus was 
delayed as she made herself comfortable way past 
the usual time. She laid back into the corner of the 
chair and started picking out the almonds.

That is when I realised it – my judgments and 
observations were merely just that. A way to pass 
time. They held no real bearing in any matter and 
were essentially irrelevant. Why then was I so 
invested in them? Why did I even care about this 
person at all? After gazing at her some more, I 
somehow arrived at a conclusion. I indulged into 
fantasies of others, in the same respect that she 
added almonds to her honey cake. 

Critically inspecting the recurring cycle of bleakness 
in other’s lives provided an escape from mine. It was 
an attempt to vicariously experience the lifestyles 
of other people to provide a catalyst for change and 
amusement. As she finally boarded the bus, and 
it left, trailing black smoke and a harsh sound, all 
thoughts cleared from my head and I moved on to a 
different almond slice.
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In the Woods: 
A True Story
BY BRENNAN 

Are ghosts real? It’s the question that has remained 
unanswered for years. I’ve always had that thought 
in my mind and decided to take a holiday up to 
Queensland to discover more at a haunted museum. 
With my two mates, Mitch and Scott, we set off on 
our trip and stopped at different locations along the 
way. Central Coast, Taree, Port Macquarie were all 
quick stops before arriving at our final destination, 
Yamba. With all accommodation booked out we 
were preparing to sleep in the car before coming 
across an old, dusty, abandoned shack. It was 
approaching 9:30pm, so we decided to take shelter 
inside for the night. 

Arriving, we took all our gear and planted it next 
to the stairs and had some drinks before calling it 
a night. As we were chatting about the day, we lost 
track of time and to our amazement it had reached 
12:30am, and we knew it was time to head to bed. 
Walking up the creaking steps I arrived at my room 
and jumped into my sleeping bag where that warm, 
snug feeling hit me, and I was off to bed like a koala. 

Hours went by and it reached 2:30am when I woke 
up to the sound of cans being thrown against a wall, 

which I knew were the drinks we had been enjoying 
just hours before. I took a look out my window and to 
my astonishment the cans hadn’t moved. They were 
just like they were when we left them. Assuming that 
I was seeing things, I dozed off again in my sleeping 
bag and woke up at 7am to get going to Queensland. 
As I was waking up my mates Mitch and Scott, I went 
to Scott’s room and he said something wasn’t right; 
he found his glasses that were left on the side table 
now on his neck. 

Weird things were happening in this place, so we 
packed our bags and set up our camera for a photo 
in front of the house. Click – the sound of the camera 
indicated it had taken the photo and with no time to 
spare, we set off on the three hour drive to our next 
destination. 

Thirty minutes into the trip, Mitch requested to have 
a look at the photo. “Something isn’t right,” he said 
to me. “Take a look at this.”

It was at that very moment I felt a shiver down my 
spine, and I saw a ghost-like figure looking at us 
through the window. We all promised we hadn’t set 
up a prank so we googled the house to find out some 
more about it. Searching for “58 Magdin Street” 
produced tonnes of news articles recounting a man 
that had died thirty years before. As I was scrolling 
down the page, something stood out to me. It was 
the man’s name. What I read I will never forget: 
Dean Harold Smith – my exact name was also the 
name of the man that died.

Coincidence? I think not. 10H
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How I Met a 
Racoon Thing
BY THOMAS 

In a small rural village located in the south, warm 
region of Japan there is a famous tale that is told 
from generation to generation, known by everyone 
from young to old. This particular tale has been 
passed down for what seemed to be even before the 
creation of the village more than 500 years ago, and 
speaks of a terrifying horned monster that would 
reside in the nearby desolate bamboo forest. Many 
were too scared to set foot in that forest. Until one 
summer day. 

Rustling trees echoed alongside chirping birds 
through the infamous bamboo forests as two boys 
strolled side by side with determined faces. They 
were both dressed lightly in a hazel ragged tunic, 
not because it was suitable for the warm weather 
but simply because they had not a single yen to their 
name.

“Why did we even leave the orphanage?” the 
younger of the two boys, Jacob, groaned while 
swinging his foot towards a pebble on the path. The 
older sibling, Zian, reflected on the childish remark 
deeply, gripping the pocket watch around his neck, 
the only clue pointing towards their missing father. 

“If we were meant to stay in one place, we’d have 
roots instead of feet,” Zian said with an air of 
confidence. 

Jacob looked up respectfully towards his reliable 
brother. Then, as sudden as a storm, a looming 
shadow, shaped like the upper body of a monster, 
towered over them, and the brothers froze.

An eerie gust of warm wind that should have 
brushed past the siblings simply went around them, 
like there was something or someone blocking it.

Both too afraid to make any sudden movements, 

they thought back to the famous tale of a terrifying 
horned monster.

But what common people didn’t know was that the 
monster also granted a wish, as long as they met 
its requirements. Gathering all their courage, they 
turned.

“Is this a joke?” Zian cried, letting out a half relieved, 
half disappointed sigh, for there stood an oddly 
shaped boulder with two sticks poking out on either 
end. 

All of this seemed like a bad prank, they both 
thought... until their eyes followed up, to a loud high 
pitched giggle. 

A small floating animal with the resemblance of a 
common raccoon, he held a sparkling flute with his 
two hands while his striking triangular ears poked 
out of his straw hat.

“You two humans have succeeded in making me 
laugh – now state your wish,” the raccoon said, while 
wiping tears of laughter from his eyes.

Both shocked, the boys squinted until, finally 
realising their reality of a floating talking raccoon 
that granted wishes, Zian took a firm step forward. 

“We would like to find our lost father,” Zian declared 
while showing a picture of their father in his pocket 
watch.

The raccoon raised an eyebrow and proceeded to 
play its magical flute. 

“Oh, found him.” 

Both brothers were completely dumbfounded by 
how easy it was.

“But, I’m gonna make a slight change of the rules. I’lll 
tell you his location if you two become my pranking 
accomplices until you find your father.” 

At this point the boys’ tension relaxed.

“You got yourself a deal,” the brothers declared 
confidently. 

10
H

191190



Number 246
BY ELOISE

The methodical thumping of my footsteps against 
the damp concrete beneath me sliced through the 
lifeless grey night. I examined my path, the blanket of 
fog saturating the dimly lit streets that were once so 
familiar. The exposed part of my wrist shone in the 
moonlight, number 246, permanently etched into my 
skin. 246, a reminder of the chaos of the new world. 
Heaving in the misty air, the pungent smell of acid 
and rain stung my nostrils, the coldness of the night 
steaming beneath my breath. I continued through the 
streets, over the splintered glass and past the shells of 
the old shops and towards the factory. 

The flickering light of the sign shone against the 
crumbling walls of the factory. It was unrecognisable, 
nothing like I had last seen, covered in ash, the shade of 
grey that swamped the world. By now, the large fence 
surrounding it was rusted and ridden with holes, big 
enough for me to fit through. The crusted metal was 
surprisingly slippery over my skin as I slid through a 
large gap in the fence and continued to the entrance. 
Stone pillars guarded the icy stairs that led into the 
factory. I slowly pushed open the large door as I placed 
my foot in the entrance of the factory. The nauseating 
smell of stale air and cologne lingered in the hallway, 
and broken glass stained the factory floor like the 
autumn leaves I used to see. Something about it was 
oddly comforting and familiar. Something wasn’t right. 

I paced through the hall, my feet sticking to the wet, 
solid ground. A hiding spot was the only safe option. 
As I ambled into the room, I caught a glimpse of myself 
in the fragmented glass. My dark brown hair now was 
wild and long, and my skin was sickly and greyish. The 
only thing I knew in the reflection were the two green 
eyes that looked back at me and the tattoo on my wrist. 
I crouched in the shadows; the whole factory, buzzing 
in the silence like it was alive. I waited. 

“Hello Number 246.” 

My blood ran cold at the sound of the voice. As I threw 
myself into the frigid wall behind, the tall silhouette 

took a step forward. He adjusted his tie as he leaned 
towards me, his robotic blue eyes piercing into my 
forehead. I turned to the exit and then to the floor and 
back to him. 

“Don’t make me repeat myself, 246.” 

The concrete walls of the room felt as if they would 
suffocate me, and the air between the silhouette and 
me tasted heavy and bitter. I knew exactly who it was. 

“Hello, Mr President,” I gulped. 

“You’ve come a long way, by yourself. How about we 
take you back home?”

I lunged forward at him, but my cheek was met by a fist. 
The metallic taste of blood seeped from my tongue as 
I stammered backwards into the hard wall. The man 
laughed at my efforts. 

“I’ll give you one last chance to come with me. Don’t 
make this any harder than it has to be.”

My voice broke as I screamed in defiance. 

“I don’t think you want to go to the savannah, do you?”

It felt as if I had been shot. I had heard stories about the 
savannah from others at the New World Facility. We 
called it the final destination. 

There was only one thing I could do. 

His face contorted into an unnatural grin. 

“Good girl. Now come with me.”

I was blinded by the sickly stench of antiseptic and 
stung by the blazing lights as I stumbled into the room. 
Room number 246. 
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Saving the 
Ocean 
BY MATTHEW 

The streets were empty and it was peaceful. 
Moments later, however, my sleep was disturbed 
by the constant ringing of my alarm clock. I pulled 
my pillow over my head, dreading another day 
of school. I threw my arm and slammed it out of 
frustration, causing the numbers to distort. I swung 
my legs to the side of my bed, stood up, and walked 
into the hallway of the house. I peered over into my 
foster parents’ room and made my way out of the 
house and walked down to the beach. I sat down and 
dug my fingers in the warm sand. I looked around, 
appreciating the calm ambience. The waves crawled 
their way up the beach, and I threw off my shoes 
and dived in, letting my body float on the water. The 
water got rough and I realised I was being pushed 
out to sea. Startled, I frantically swam towards shore, 
but I wasn’t moving. I kept splashing but it dawned 
on me; I wasn’t going to make it. I took a deep breath 
and shut my eyes tight, as I was pulled into the deep 
sea. Next thing I knew, I passed out.

I woke up hours later, in what looked like an 
underwater wasteland. There were rocks covered 
in rubbish and seaweed that was bleached a light 
grey colour. However, of all those things, one thing 
caught my eye: a silhouette of a person. I turned and 
walked away from them, but they followed closely.

“Who’s there?” I asked aggressively.

I turned around and saw a tall fish creature. It was 
skinny and had shiny green scales and gills on its 
neck.

“Did you come from the whirlpool?” it said, pointing 
up.

“Yes, yes I did.” I replied.

“I’m Oscar.”

“Casper.” I respond.

“Our people need your help. We have suffered for 
years and years under the rule of the evil Sharktooth. 
Ever since the War of the Mariana we have been 
waiting for someone brave enough to help.”

“What’s in it for me?”

“You can return to the surface.”

Oscar took me to a remote area where he gave me 
a chainmail chest plate, an oversized helmet, and 
a rusted sword. We set off on our journey to the 
palace. As we journeyed nearer and nearer, we ran 
into heavily armoured guards. Without hesitation, 
they charged at us, knocking me over. Oscar came 
to my rescue, landing several blows on them. He 
helped me up and another guard attacked, this 
time, I dodged and swung my sword back and hit 
their head. We continued until we reached a big 
blue castle. The gates opened for us, and we walked 
in. I felt confident in my skills after fighting several 
guards. I took a deep breath and continued into the 
throne room. 

“Have you come to dethrone me?” Sharktooth 
asked, with a wide grin on his face.

“That’s the aim,” I replied.

“Pathetic. You and the fish expect to defeat me?” He 
burst into laughter.

Oscar, who was now aggravated, charged at him 
with full force, and was swiftly smacked aside. He 
didn’t get up. This triggered an emotional response 
I’ve never felt before. I ran and jumped and hit his 
head. His helmet rattled him, and he couldn’t focus. 
He blindly attacked me, and I hit him again. Enraged, 
he attacked again, and I hit him a final time. He 
stumbled over and fell. I dropped my sword and ran 
to Oscar, helping him up.

“You know what, I’ve changed my mind. I want to 
stay here with you, and we can take over as rulers of 
the Ocean. Together we can rule and fix the damage 
caused by Sharktooth.”

It was from this point on that I discovered that my 
true family wasn’t in my foster home, but down in 
the ocean.
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Wandering 
With the 
Wind
BY JACOB 

“Freya was a peaceful land, but you’ve stained it, 
brother.”

He drew out two swords and was ready to strike 
me down. This land took everything away from me, 
my master, my lover and my right to live. The land 
was once filled with lush rivers, farms but most 
importantly, the people I loved. Freya was renowned 
for its swordsmen – compared to the other nations, 
it was the strongest. Our swordsmen wielded power 
beyond comprehension, our opponents all cowered 
in fear. Many called sick or fled during competitions, 
just so they could save their lives. My master was 
without argument the strongest in all the land. His 
techniques left his adversaries dumbfounded. His 
speed, power and overall grace were all a sight to 
behold. Yet, they accuse me of killing him. It was the 
wind that took him away from me; how could I forget 
that day?  

The smell of rust and blood thickened the air, 
and it was suffocating. I looked around me. I was 
surrounded by dead corpses, blades with no master 
and swordsmen with no life. Blood flowed through 
the streams, and trickled down the terraces. The 
sky darkened, rain poured on us, my feet were 
deep in red, murky waters. In the distance two 
warriors stood watching us, Ha and Sun. They too 
were brothers just like us. Yet, how foolish it was to 
compare ourselves to them. Mountains towered 

over us and the lightning was there to remind us 
that time was passing.

But right now, I had to do everything to reclaim my 
honour. 

“Why do you fight, brother?” he cried in frustration. 
His emotions for Master were just as deep as mine. 
Yet, it made me angry.

“You wouldn’t know how it feels to have men come 
after you for something you didn’t do!” I shouted at 
him, my feet restless, my blood starting to boil. How 
dare he! At this moment the heavens stopped, rain 
stopped falling. At that moment, my sword moved 
by itself. A clean slice driven by nothing but anger. I 
took one last breath and all came to an end. 

“Some stains never come off. Look behind you 
brother, what do you see? Nothing but the wind,” he 
gasped, and with this he let out his last breath. The 
rain fell silently that day, my heart hurt somewhere 
but I didn’t know why. Was it because he was my 
brother? 

The rain started to pour again and with that my 
knees fell to the ground along with my sword. I was 
burning. I always was. I just never had the courage 
to admit it. The wind fell silent, my wrath had been 
satisfied. 

“What did it cost?” I asked myself. I looked behind 
me. My brother was right. I had stained Freya, such 
a beautiful landscape. It burned me to think I was the 
one responsible for destroying it. I’d killed countless 
people on the basis that I was saving my own life. 
With every strike I cut myself in return. I came like 
wind and left just as abruptly. Death is like the wind, 
always by my side. 

To this day I’m still wandering, searching for an 
answer. Just like the wind, hoping to be reunited 
with death once again. 10H
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ABC
BY SHRIYA  

“You’re a banana, yellow on the outside and white on 
the inside.”

Too white to be Chinese

Too Chinese to be Australian

“Did you book your next appointment?”

The receptionist raised her head while still skimming 
through the appointment planner. She spoke with 
no expression. She probably answered endless 
calls and dealt with difficult clients every day. This 
time, Lauren’s mum had sent Lauren to her monthly 
appointment alone, which meant she had to speak to 
the receptionist by herself. Her mum always asks for 
the next appointment. In Cantonese. Not that Lauren 
wasn’t Chinese: her surname was Chinese, her bowl 
cut was the epitome of her childhood, her mum always 
tested the freshness of fruits by slapping them, she 
was never allowed to wear shoes inside the house and 
having chopsticks stand vertically was forbidden. Not 
to mention that there were only three career choices 
in life for her; doctor, lawyer, engineer, or be a disgrace 
to the family.

Lauren’s tongue refused to comply with her Asian 
culture. Lauren could begin to feel her entire face heat 
along with the burning judgment from the girl behind 
her who could probably transition flawlessly between 
Chinese and English. “Just answer in English,” she 
thought to herself. It had already been three seconds 
after the receptionist had spoken and beads of sweat 
began to form as she fidgeted absent-mindedly with 
her sweaty hands.

“No, not yet,” she replied with her heart in her mouth.

Lauren gnawed the inside of her cheek and waited 
for a reaction. The high front desk didn’t mask the 
exchanged looks that the two receptionists gave each 
other. While the lady behind the counter arranged 
for her next appointment, Lauren glanced over to 
the small and decrepit buddha shrine at the corner 
of the spotlessly white room. Above the shrine was 
a flamboyant red Chinese calendar that contrasted 
against the glassy chalk-white wall. Everything and 
everyone in the waiting room was Chinese except for 
Lauren.

Lauren’s beetroot red face flushed with embarrassment 
and continued until the wind from outside brushed 
against her cheeks. Before taking a moment to breathe 
a sigh of relief, she hastily made her way to the car 
insurance store where her dad was waiting. Lauren was 
more than halfway across the street, when blinding 
lights suddenly blazed from her left, accompanied by 
the deafening screech of old tyres. This was followed 
by a raucous scream of the man in the car who couldn’t 
be seen from the headlights that stung Lauren’s eyes.

“Open your eyes or go back to China!”

Without hesitation, Lauren dropped her head and 
immediately moved out of the way hoping not to 
infuriate the man any further. Now that she was safe 
on the pavement, Lauren mulled over the comment 
that the man had made, it kept playing over and over 
in her head. Did he ignorantly assume she was Chinese 
because she looked Asian? “Go back to your country.” 
Lauren had always considered Australia to be her 
country, but at that moment it didn’t seem like she 
belonged like she thought she did. Lauren examined 
her honeyed brown arms that she always slathered 
with sunscreen to avoid getting even more tanned and 
wondered whether she really was Chinese. She was 
ashamed of her inability to speak proper Cantonese 
and wondered whether she will ever be really Chinese. 
But she wasn’t really Australian either.

Her dad gave a quick wave which broke her stupor and 
they entered the air-conditioned store.

The low ceiling and dim lighting reinforced the knots in 
her stomach. Translating car insurance policies was not 
going to be easy. With the help of google translate’s bad 
wording and her basic Cantonese vocabulary, Lauren 
managed to get through the alien terms thrown at her. 
As Lauren’s dad flipped through the policy booklet in 
Chinese, the insurance agent leaned back in her chair 
and gave a kind smile to Lauren.

“It’s a wonderful thing you’re doing, translating for your 
dad.”

Too shy to answer back, Lauren smiled amiably back. 
The small encouragement from someone whom she 
barely knew was all she needed. Although Lauren 
didn’t completely meet the specific standards of both 
countries, she was part of two of the worlds. She wasn’t 
really “fully” Chinese or Australian, she was an ABC, An 
Australian born Chinese, who occasionally translates 
government documents, letters from the bank, and car 
insurance policies for her immigrant parents. And from 
time to time translates at parent-teacher interviews, 
word for word.
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Take Me 
Home
BY AKSHITHA 

“Remember our plan, we walk into the store past 
the guards, keep your mouth shut and let me talk,” 
I hollered out to Zara. She always seemed to ruin 
everything. “Don’t kill me like you killed mum.” The 
words slipped out of my mouth as I watched the seven-
year old’s face drop. 

I knew it wasn’t her fault mum died when she was born, 
but she was my best friend and I had to trade her in for 
a crying baby who lurked in my shadow. “Stay here, 
lemme check if the coast is clear then let’s get the hell 
out of here with dad’s medicine.”

“Jasmine please hurry, dad is all alone. The bombs really 
ruined his hearing.”

“You think I don’t know that?” I whisper as I walk past 
the old gate into the guardhouse. Zara tugs on my 
hijab, scared. I make my way into the front of the shop. 

The dark night almost blended in with my hijab. Maybe I 
could do this, get the medicine and get out of Palestine. 
My plan was a stretch but as long as I kept my feet 
moving, I was doing something, anything to help. My 
thoughts were interrupted by the cold cut of metal 
pressed against my forehead. I could almost hear Zara 
gasp from behind the gate.

“Why are you here? Where’s your father?” the guard 
yelled at me. 

I started talking to his feet, looking at a man you weren’t 
related to was a crime. The feet of three more guards 
join our conversation. I knew lying was the only way out. 

“I’m commander Ahmed’s daughter.” They seemed 
to stumble at the sound of his name, it didn’t last long, 
they saw the lies on my tongue. 

“He’s inside right now, wouldn’t you like to see your 
father?” Sarcasm tainted in his voice. 

“Oh, why couldn’t I just keep my big mouth shut.” They 
pulled me inside, past the food, past the medicine. 
Until we reached a big white door, a shade of white I 
hadn’t seen in years, so white, unlike the others tainted 
in blood. 

“Sir, this girl claims to be your daughter.” I looked up to 
a tall man clothed in white, the wrinkles around his eyes 
almost made him look kind. 

“The door, please officers. My daughter died four years 
ago, you’re a striking image of her, could even pass as 
her.” Words didn’t come out, but my face screamed 
“what?” 

“Let me take you home to my grieving wife, she mourns 
for a child, you can have whatever your heart desires 
and more.” I couldn’t do it. A stranger. But the money, 
and the food, the thought made my stomach rumble. 
I could become a doctor with his help, help a lot of 
people too. But Zara and dad, leaving them to die? 
When really does the good outweigh the bad? Thank 
god I wasn’t thinking out loud. 

“A doctor huh?” Maybe I was thinking out loud. 
“Ambitious, I can help you, just say yes.” 

How could I be possibly considering this right now, 
one last glimpse of Zara flashed before me and before I 
knew it, I was saying the word, 

“Yes.” 
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No.2 
BY HASAN 

“Lights out and away we go.” 

The Formula 1 season had begun in Albert Park. This 
year had sparked curiosity, excitement, and debate. 
Many new rookies were starting their Formula 1 
journey, most notably amongst the drivers was Juan 
Man Fangio Jr, son of the five-time world champion 
Juan Man Fangio.

Fangio Jr had shot up through the junior categories 
and there were many speculations if it was because 
of his skill or his father’s. Fangio Jr was part of the 
Ferrari young drivers’ program. He had been put 
into a car that was not very reliable. He came in 18th 
place due to an engine failure and it was not looking 
good for his career. 

 “Fangio, that was not your best race. Do you ever 
think you will reach the success of your father?”

“Yep, I had an engine problem which cost me my 
race today. I still believe that I will get a World 
Championship, but I will do it for myself, not just to 
reach the success of my father.” 

As the season went on Fangio kept scoring points 
consistently, finding himself placed third in the 
Drivers’ Championship. Through these races, Fangio 
was always compared to his father, being criticized 
for everything because it was either something his 
father wouldn’t do or something he would. 

Fangio became sick of living in his father’s shadow 
and was determined to prove his worth by winning 
a World Championship title in his rookie season. 
Fangio was trailing Lewis Hamilton by nine points 
who was first in the standings and Sebastian Vettel 

by 5 points. Formula 1 made their way to Brazil for 
the second last race of the season.

“Lights out and away we go.”

The second last race had begun. Fangio had a great 
start and instantly found himself in P3. As the race 
continued, he pitted and undercut Vettel. He was 
in P2. Desperate to win the race Fangio pushed and 
pursued Hamilton vigorously. As they passed the line 
to begin the final lap Fangio was close to Hamilton.

The two drivers pulled around the final corner and 
accelerated to the finish line, but then disaster 
struck. Fangio’s tyre punctured, his car spun 
uncontrollably on the final straight, Fangio was 
dropped and he slowly made his way to the line and 
found himself in P5. This was a major disappointment 
as it decreased his World Championship chances. 
Fangio was still determined for the Abu Dhabi GP 
and was ready to win.  

“For the last time this year, lights out and away we 
go.”

Fangio left the line and raced his hardest, and it paid 
off, he was running in P1. Fangio kept defending his 
position and lap by lap created a bigger gap. As he 
began his final lap Fangio heard devastating news:

“There is a turbo problem.”

Fangio was angry but not ready to give up, he kept 
pushing. Racing to the end he passed the line and 
won the race by one millisecond. 

“FANGIO, YOU ARE A WORLD CHAMPION!”

“OMG, THANK YOU, GUYS!”

Fangio had done it. He achieved his goal and proved 
all the doubters wrong; he made a name for himself 
in Formula 1.
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Firefly
BY EBONY 

She was tired, tired of the abuse and lies Vivienne 
created. The blue splotches on Colette’s arms and 
torso throbbed, but the ache of her bruises couldn’t 
compare to the ache of her heart when she walked 
into the apartment. There was her girlfriend on the 
couch with another woman on her lap.

She felt defeated, her heart deflated with every 
passing second, watching Vivienne lock lips with 
another. She couldn’t bear to watch anymore and 
sluggishly dragged herself to their bedroom. 

Colette collapsed onto the bed, wincing as the hard 
springs pressed uncomfortably into her wounds. 
A crashing wave of sadness washed over her. She 
could feel the trail of tears left behind on her cheeks, 
the smell of salt mixing with the dry dust caking 
the corners of the bedroom. The soft sound of her 
muffled sobs and coughs felt infinitely louder in the 
dead of night. 

She rolled to the other side of the bed and clutched 
the linen pillow close to her chest. Her muffled sobs 
halted as the door swung open, revealing Vivienne 
glaring with her arms crossed. 

“Your whingeing killed the mood, you know.” 
Vivienne snarled. “She left because of you.”

Colette looked down at Vivienne’s feet, holding her 
breath. “What do you have to say for yourself?” she 
mocked as she moved closer to the bed. Colette 

clambered backwards to the head of the mattress. 

“I don’t want to be like this anymore,” she whispered. 
Daring to look up, Colette watched Vivienne’s face 
contort into something wild and dangerous. 

“What do you mean, darling?” she sneered before 
grabbing Collette by the throat. “I call the shots 
here.” Colette cried as Vivienne slammed her head 
hard against the bed frame. 

Electric sparks swarmed in Colette’s vision as a thick 
copper scent infiltrated her nostrils.

“Stop!” she pleaded as her head was slammed 
against the headboard once more with a sickening 
thud. The grip on her throat only got tighter as 
Colette struggled for breath. She desperately 
clawed at Vivienne’s arms, but they wouldn’t release, 
whimpering as the lights of her world dimmed.

Vivienne’s grip on her throat loosened as she 
watched Colette’s body slump limply onto the bed. 
She looked towards Colette’s body, looking for a 
rise and fall in her chest. When there was none, she 
sighed, realising she probably went too far. 

“It’s fine,” she thought as she numbly made her way 
out through the living room and onto the balcony. 
She watched as the streetlamps flickered like 
threatened lightning bugs.

“You never learn, do you?” she whispered to herself. 
Despite the bustling traffic below, it felt quiet. 
Maybe it was the silence in her mind, or the years 
that plagued her every move. She didn’t know what 
compelled her to do it, but she leaned forwards over 
the railing. 10H
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The 
Mysterious 
Man
BY XIN RUI  

“Oh my god!” I gasped as an arm struck into me and 
my coffee spilled all over my shirt.

He turned around. “Oh, I am so sorry, Miss.” His eyes 
widened when he noticed the stain on my shirt.

I glanced up at him, examining his appearance. He 
looked like he was in his mid-20s like me. His eyes 
were so blue, it was the first thing I noticed. We 
were standing so close I could smell his cologne, it 
was light and refreshing. He had the darkest hair I 
have ever seen, neatly brushed back, which is quite 
stylish.

“Miss?”

I flinched as I tried to refocus.

“Miss, I am extremely sorry about your coffee. Here.” 
He took my hand and guided me to the counter. “Let 
me buy you a new one.”

He stood next to me as I ordered my coffee. “So, 
what’s your name?” he asked. “Charlotte.” I smiled. 
“What about you?” “Damon.”

We talked for a bit. He was actually a really nice 
person. He was mysterious, I couldn’t help wanting 
to know more about him.

“So, Damon, do you live around here or somewhere 
else?”

Suddenly his phone started to ring, he nodded and 

apologised as he picked it up. “Hello?” he hesitated, 
“okay, I will be right there.”

He hung up the phone and turned to me, “I am so 
sorry, I have to go.”

Before I could say anything, he disappeared in the 
blink of an eye. Who was that man? How come I 
had never seen him before? My head was filled with 
questions. As I turned to grab my coffee, I noticed 
a brown wallet, it was Damon’s. I opened his wallet 
and checked his ID, he lives on Elton street, I gasped 
when I realised that’s the same street I live on. It’s 
weird that I had never seen him, however, I shrugged 
it off. I jogged into my car after putting his wallet in 
my bag. 121 Elton Street.

After driving around for a while, something seemed 
odd, I couldn’t find his house, I was starting to panic. 
I was certain I knew where it was since I live on the 
same street. Then it hit me, there is no 121 Elton 
street, the house numbers only go up to 120. I took 
a deep breath, maybe there was a mistake, trying 
to not overthink, I walked up to 120 Elton street 
assuming that he lived there instead. I knocked on 
the door, then an old lady opened it.

“Hi,” I greeted politely, “Do you know if someone 
named Damon lives here?”

The lady looked confused, “Damon? The name 
sounds familiar, do you have a picture?”

I grabbed the ID card out of his wallet and showed 
her. The old lady gasped and took a step back, her 
breathing became faster and her eyes became wider 
as she continued to stare at the picture. I became 
worried as she pulled me in and slammed the door 
shut behind me.

“Woah - what’s going on?” I asked, unsure of what 
just happened. The old lady’s expression was serious 
yet concerned.

“Miss, the man you’re looking for died five years 
ago.”
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““It is always a pleasure to guide young storytellers 

through the entire creative process – giving them 
the freedom to discover a story that inspires them, 
and then the tools to fully realise it on the page.

The teenagers were initially hesitant, some even 
scoffed at the prospect of producing publishable 
writing, but over the course of our time together, their 
confidence skyrocketed, and those same students 
were itching to share what they had produced with 
their peers.

Programs like the Cherrybrook Technology High 
School storytelling workshop empower teenagers, 
by not only giving them a mentor, but by giving them 
time over successive weeks to return to their writing, 
to make mistakes and learn from them. Committing 
to a project for longer than a single classroom period 
makes light work of what initially feels daunting. 
Achievement begets achievement, and I can’t wait 
to see what this cohort achieves next.
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Men Without 
Honour
BY JOHNOSA 

My head pounded and my ears rang. The cut was deep. 
My arm felt red hot and useless. I only had one arm left, 
but that was all I needed. My breathing was heavy and 
ragged, my body battered and bruised ...

“Give up. Honour is worthless.” The man’s body was 
etched with a history of scars. His grin was unsettling, 
its twisted joy contrasting his lifeless eyes.

I pushed myself up to standing, gritting my teeth 
through the pain, slowing my breathing as I spoke. 
“Men without honour…” – I shifted into a stance I knew 
well, movements like an unstable river – “…end up 
like you.” My voice shook, echoing off the cave walls, 
holding onto a fake certainty until it faded away into 
nothingness. 

He stepped towards me, the soft splash of water 
sending cold shivers down my spine. I braced myself for 
an oncoming attack. I was an unstable river; prepared, 
incalculable.

“You know, this is a perfect burial site for your 
comrades, an unmarked grave in an unfound cave.” 
His words cut through the air like knives, spearing me 
with his anger and hatred. “Honestly, it’s too good for 
them.” He stopped his slow parade, eyes scanning me 
as if he was reading a book.

I watered down my fear. I could do this alone. I had to. 
For the sake of those who fell before me. “Don’t speak 
of them with that filthy mouth of yours.”

His expression finally changed, eyebrow raising for 
a moment, then returning to its place. He drew his 
sword, a large behemoth of a weapon that was so 
sharp that it cut through the air when it moved. Simply 
his unsheathing of the thing sent ripples through the 
air. Its steely black iron wet with our blood. He swung it 
halfheartedly, filling the air with a light, soulful whistle. 
A sound too pure for a weapon with a history as dark 
as its own.

“We samurai are the most well-coordinated unit in all of 
Japan, and yet you all just amounted to...” – he paused, 
licking the weapon – “…food for my blade.”

Rage surged into my veins, a raging rapid that 
screamed for me to rush forward, but I strengthened 
my will, sealing me in place. “You are no samurai. You 
are a foul beast unworthy of the gift of life.”

“I remember making a promise to kill you first.” His 
twisted grin threatened to tear at his face. “I’m sorry 
I lied.” 

Sweat trickled down the side of my face, and my jaw 
tightened. I let out a loose breath and spoke. “Hayaki 
Tsuchimera, you have committed treason. There 
must be a hundred reasons why I shouldn’t kill you 
immediately.” I unsheathed my blade, ready to strike a 
killing blow. “Right now I can’t think of a single one. So 
here is where you die.”

His breathing evened out, becoming a rhythmic 
symphony, controlled. Prepared... “So be it.” His lifeless 
eyes finally showed a spark of excitement as he raised 
his sword to finish me. “You choose death.” 
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First Date 
BY CONNOR 

As he walked through the dead of the night, the cold 
winter air pushed against Alan’s pores and almost 
calmed him down from what he was about to do. 
On the walk through the dark serenity of Sydney’s 
suburbia, Alan’s face was dimly lit by streetlights 
highlighting his eyes, glimmering like the stars 
he walked under. He was nervous for what was to 
come. After all, he had never asked out a girl before. 
His head was filled with emotions of excitement, 
happiness, nervousness and fear – after all, he 
had liked Ella for more than a year now. In Alan’s 
imagination he played out different scenarios, some 
where she was saying yes, some where she was 
saying no, and he imagined what his friends and the 
school would think when he came to school after 
suffering a humiliating rejection. But what if they 
were dating?

Alan thought about how romantic he was being 
showing up to her house unannounced with flowers. 
He wanted to show Ella just how important she was to 
him. As he neared her house, Alan was keen to finally 
get the answer to the question he had pondered for 
well over a year now – yes or no. Whatever it may be, 
he was sick of not knowing the answer, so when he 
stood directly out front of Ella’s house he knew there 
was no turning back. 

Ella was on the second storey, and he figured he 
would need to climb up. He was the type of guy who 
never came through, and always went back on his 
word, but not this time. Alan wanted to be the guy 
to take the challenge no matter what, especially for 
someone he cared so much about.

“I must get up here…” he said as he put his foot on 
the bottom floor’s window sill. “… no matter what…” 
he said as he put his hand on the balcony of the 
second floor. 

He’d just begun to lift himself up when he heard a 
man say: “What the hell are you doing?”

Alan froze, before noticing Ella next to him. This 
must be her dad.

Alan got down and Ella’s dad told her to get back. 
Alan gave her the flowers and said, “Ella I love you. 
Will you go out with me?”

Ella turned away in disgust and followed her father’s 
command to go back upstairs. Alan’s world was 
turned upside down, so much so that Ella’s dad’s 
yelling was inaudible to Alan. He was sitting on the 
curb, depressed, when he noticed the red and blue 
lights. Alan got put in the back of the police car and 
as it drove off he saw Ella watching him leave, and a 
feel of relief came over him; he finally felt free for the 
first time in over a year. 

Well, free except for the restraining order he’d just 
received.
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The Scream of 
a Reel
BY JOE 

The sweltering heat engulfed all the living beings 
who dared to step outside. I sat perched on my 
natural pedestal, blue shorts getting eaten away by 
the rocks that resembled sandpaper. I looked down 
at the fishing rods which sat below my feet, skewed 
in different directions, and the breeze drew a faint 
whistle from the fishing line. 

I noticed the beauty of the world around me (aside 
from the sweltering heat): the incoming tide; the 
oysters blanketing the rocks; and the unforgettable, 
deafening sound of the cicadas which flowed 
throughout the bush behind me. A mighty sea eagle 
soared above, adjusting its every movement to cope 
with the breeze. In a split second my whole world 
lit up. One of my rods began to jump about in the 
position where it was resting, and the scream of the 
reel knocked me out of my daydream. I thought to 
myself that this moment resembled the Big Bang, 
as it seemed the whole world had come to life just 
for this moment. The waves, the wind and the sky all 
began to rapidly change, all whilst a monster sat at 
the end of the line. 

As the reel began to scream louder, it was almost as 
if the cicadas were singing along in unison, and the 
crash of the waves provided the beat to this ongoing 
song. The line was peeling off the spool, metres 
going every second, and it would only be a matter 
of time before I would lose it. I needed to restrain 
the fish otherwise all the hours of preparation would 
be in vein. I slowly began to ease on the pressure 
and the fish began to resent it, however, there was 
a change in tune, I had the upper hand now. Arms 
tiring, adrenaline rushing, I began to haul the mighty 
beast in, and for the first time that felt like years I 
was the one taking line. 

At the end of my line raged the illusive head-shakes 
that every fisherman hunted for. My heart sank. The 
fish was stuck on the bottom. I hope it wasn’t what 
I thought it was. I was nearly given another heart 
attack when the line popped off whatever it was 
stuck to, and the fish started full throttle towards 
the shore. I needed to reel in quickly to prevent a 
tangle, however, at the same time I couldn’t reel 
in too fast otherwise knots could come about. 
After the hundreds of metres of line that had been 
returned to my spool, the rod began to dance in my 
hands again. The fight of the fish raged on. 

I sensed the hope in the fish beginning to burn out, 
and my eyes were met with a flash of silver which lit 
up the whole bay. I hauled the beast to shore and the 
battle was over, the seas began to calm, and the fish 
had met the end of the road. 10I
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The Man Who 
Adopted the 
Beggars
BY SIDDHANT 

Once there was a kind beggar who would beg for 
money and food, and then he would go to a place 
where no one went and then come back empty-
handed. This was what he did daily. 

One man used to pass by the beggar every day and 
give him some leftover food or some money, but on 
a late night the same man saw the beggar going 
somewhere, so the man followed him silently. But 
the beggar was too fast, and the man couldn’t follow 
the beggar and came back running from where he 
followed him. After that day the same man came to 
the beggar and asked him, “Where do you always 
go and come back empty-handed?” But the beggar 
didn’t say anything to the man.

The man asked it the second time, but there was 
utter silence, so the man got angry and started 
to beat the beggar so that he would reply to the 
question he’d been asked. But after all this there 
was no reply, so the man just left, giving nothing to 
the beggar.

After many weeks the man came to the same 
path were the beggar used to sit, and saw he had 
collected plenty of food for some days, so the man 
again followed the beggar. This time he followed 

him to the place where he used to come from 
empty-handed.

The beggar went to the dark room and the man 
followed. In that room were five children and the 
beggar, and the children were eating the same food 
the beggar had begged for.

The man took great pity on them and adopted the 
five children and let the beggar stay with him too. 
The children were too happy because they got 
a home to stay in and got new clothes to wear. 
Everything went well for years until the children 
were old enough to get married.

Sadly, before the eldest one’s marriage the man 
died leaving the beggar and the five children. But 
there was one door that the man had never allowed 
the children to go into, so the children were eager 
to find out what was beyond the door. So one day 
they decided to break into the door and see what 
was inside. They started to slash at the door with the 
axe and finally broke the door and went inside. They 
couldn’t believe what they found – there was a huge 
pile of gold, and on a board was written: ’”To the five 
children’”.

The children were very happy to see the man had left 
all the money to them, and so they decided to donate 
the money to the poor, because they knew what it’s 
like to be poor. And they happily led their lives. 

Many days went by and the boys got married to 
their soul-mates and were living happily, except for 
one boy in that family who had accidentally killed 
the old man. But this boy had kept it as a secret and 
told everybody that the old man died by sickness, 
which everybody had accepted. But this time when 
the man had come home to that one boy alone, he 
revealed everything.
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Epiphany
BY JACK 

As Marquez stepped out of his team car he walked 
past the cabinet where he kept all his treasures. The 
sun’s reflection beamed off his countless trophies, 
blinding his eyes. Thoughts of him breezing through 
the finish line with no one in sight played around his 
head. Marquez had it all: a first-place finish in his last 
five races, pole position today, cars and money. The 
only thing he was missing was family. Everyone was 
psyching him up as he strolled through the pits, as he 
squeezed on his helmet whilst smiling for the flashing 
light of the cameras. As he made a beeline for his car, 
he felt like he was in a movie. He opened the doors and 
hopped right in, no one was in front of him, the rest of 
the competition sat behind him in the dust. Marquez 
was set up for another victory.

The Dubai sun was beaming down on him as his 
teammates’ voices were all a blur now  he was ready. As 
the clock ticked down to the start of the race, nerves 
started to shiver – it took him about five attempts to 
get his seatbelt on, he was that nervous. 

Marquez took a look at the crowd and what he saw 
brought a tear to his eye. He was missing that final 
piece of the puzzle, family. His crew shut the doors 
and he felt like he was in a dark hole with no escape. No 
one could save him now, especially not his family. The 
lights started to flicker, red, yellow, green. Life felt like 
a movie to Marquez most of the time, but now it felt 
like everything was moving in slow motion. The lights 
felt like they took an eternity to go green – maybe he 
wasn’t ready. 

Marquez’s biggest fear was failure. He never liked 
losing, especially when it came to racing. But this time, 
this time it was another feeling; it didn’t come down to 
racing after all – the only thing he wanted was family. 
Family never really mattered to Marquez nowadays 
with the whole racing thing. But it was only now that he 
realised just how lonely he was. 

As he zoned back in on the race, the crowd went silent. 
He couldn’t hear a thing. No one was around – all the 

other cars had already zoomed past him.

Marquez eventually put his foot on the pedal gracefully 
and spun the wheel to the left, back into the pits. He 
stopped, unbuckled his seatbelt and jumped out of 
the car only to be met by the shouting boss. Marquez 
threw his helmet on the tarmac and took a few more 
steps into the team car. The trophies didn’t matter to 
him – it was family time. He slammed the door behind 
him and fell crying to the floor. For all these years he had 
been losing. He reached out for his phone; this was the 
final straw. He dialled up his passcode. Tears dripped 
onto his phone as he placed his finger on the contact 
list, scrolling down until he found it. He raised his phone 
to his ear, and as she answered, Marquez spoke.

“Mum?” 
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His Life Relies 
on Me 
BY TARAN  

The heart monitor beeps steadily.

I can feel the heat of Doctor Ramirez’s stare. He has 
his eyes focused intently on my scalpel.

I’ve observed hundreds of surgeries, but this is the 
first time a surgeon has surrendered control to me. 
My first surgery on a real patient – a man with a 
blocked artery leading into the third chamber of his 
heart. We need to … I need to unblock it, so that the 
blood can begin circulating properly again.

I cut the breastbone and open the ribcage to reach 
the heart. I steal another glance at Doctor Ramirez, 
who nods approvingly. So far, so good. I refocus my 
attention on the unconscious body before me. 

This is where it gets real. Pace and stability are key. I 
make the first incision into the third chamber of the 
heart, glad to hear the heart monitor still beeping 
stably. Now I can see the arteries and veins clearly. 
But my mind betrays me. I know I need to cut into 
the artery, but I can’t remember whether the artery 
is blue or red. A rookie mistake. If I don’t figure it out 
fast, I could kill this man. I take deep breaths, trying 

to figure out what I should do. My best option is 
asking Doctor Ramirez. 

“Doctor Ramirez, is an artery the blue tube or the 
red tube?” I ask, doing my best to mask my anxiety 
with composure. 

“I trust that you know,” he replies, calmly and 
encouragingly.

I don’t want to tell him that I don’t. 

I set the scalpel down so that he doesn’t notice my 
grip is trembling. I have to guess. I only have one 
chance to get this right. If I cut into the correct 
one, the blood will ooze out of the artery slowly 
unblocking the artery, the incorrect one and blood 
will burst out uncontrollably. 

But emotions begin to rush through me. I think 
about this man’s story. This man could have children 
who are expecting to see their father again. And a 
wife who relies on his salary to support the family. I 
don’t want to be the reason that his kids don’t have 
a father to raise them. I think back to my childhood 
and how my father suddenly passed away in a car 
crash. Children shouldn’t have to grow up without a 
father. Sweat runs down my forehead, my emotions 
overwhelming me. 

I suppress my anxiety with a deep inhale. I blink at 
both tubes, raise the scissors, and after hovering 
above them for a moment, I make my selection. 
Snip.  
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The Approach
BY LUKAS 

Strong winds, unbearable gusts, and aggressive 
turbulence. The plane is tossed around like a 
toddler’s toy. I have the runway in sight but barely 
stabilised to shoot the approach. The wing drops 
left, and I immediately grasp the yoke to force the 
plane right. My veins are pulsating, as it is no easy 
task to get the plane level. My stomach sinks when 
I get the first moment of doubt that I can get the 
plane onto the ground. The engines burr becomes 
my family’s scream. Usually, the noise cancels out 
but it’s really getting to me. All I need to do is land. 
But it seemed more impossible the closer I get to 
the runway. 

The wind rumbles against the plane some more. 
Utterly unstable. I wonder how this could end. My 
future could fade away. My love for flying…. Gone. 
What if I develop a fear? What if I can never step foot 
into a plane again, let alone go near an airport? All 
that just because I cannot stick one damn landing in 
appalling weather. I begin to defocus on the actual 
task and just watch the raindrops race over the 
windshield. Outside, I see monsters in the sky. Grey, 
puffy monsters, just bawling their eyes out on to me. 
Picking up my plane and tossing me about. My metal 
bird can only do so much to handle this harassment. 

I centralise my focus on the runway once again but 
with diminishing hope. I do my checks. Brakes…. 
Check. Landing gear…. Intact. But will it be when I 
land? What if it collapses or the monster in the sky 
throws a tantrum and kicks my bird off the runway? 
Not much I can do. Gauges… apart from the fact that 
it is tossing about, it still works… yeah they definitely 
do. I take my time, especially on the last checklist 
item. Harnesses and hatches. I make sure my straps 
are tight. Tighter than my mother’s hugs. Hatches 
shut, not letting any of my gasps out. 

I radio into tower: “Alpha Hotel Hotel, on downwind 
for a full stop landing”

“Roger, clear to land, winds gusting, good luck”. 

Those words echo in my head. I reply flatly: “Cleared 
to land.”

I complete my final turn to line up with the runway. 
I essentially drift over a bunch of speed bumps. A 
quick glance at the windsock reveals the monster 
in the sky is just slapping the runway with anger. 
Practically sideways on the runway, the first wheel 
touches. Then the next. Loud screeching like a 
halting train as I slam the brakes. Imitating a drunk 
driver, I swerve along the runway. I tense up leaning 
back in my seat, my arm stiff and straight as I watch 
all the runway exits zoom by. The stove within me 
is turned off and the kettle I am is finally cooling. I 
really just landed a plane. 10I
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D-Day
BY ALESSANDRO 

My heart pumped as the general gave his speech to 
us. It was good… but I still knew today I was going 
to die. I thought of Charlie and Jenny at home. What 
would they do if I was gone? Who was going to be 
there for Charlie if I couldn’t be there? 

“Snap out of it,” I whispered to myself.

We climbed the ladder down into the boats. We 
were lined up like bowling pins as we were sent off 
to Hell. No man was joking as we jumped over the 
waves in the boats. 

“Contact!” one of the soldiers yelled as bullets 
whizzed over our heads. 

“Two hundred yards!” the driver yelled as we came 
to meet the beach. By this point every man was 
shaken to their bones. We hit the sand with a thump 
and the ramp dropped. Everything was slow motion 
as the gates of hell opened up. Men dropped like 
flies as the machine gun rounds tore up some of the 
young ones. 

“Over the edge!” the sergeant yelled. 

I plunged into the now red coloured water. Corpses 

of young boys floated in the water. You were lucky if 
you made it to the sand. 

Somehow I joined up with my squad, or what was 
left of it. 

“Men, we need to get rid of those bunkers. Make 
your way up the beach with one of those bangers 
and make it through the barrier and barbed wires…” 
I began to drift off, this was a hellhole as men with 
missing limbs screamed in agony. Corpses were 
littered over the beach. 

“Daniels! You got all of that?!” said Lieutenant Turner. 

“Sir, yes sir!” I grabbed the banger and ran up the 
beach while dodging bullets, and met up with 
Jackson on the wall. 

“Daniels... let’s pop this open like a can of worms and 
give ‘em hell!”

The ground erupted as the banger opened the 
wall. We flowed in like water in a hole in a dam. 
The Germans were running everywhere. More 
men dropped like flies as the Germans opened fire 
on us. Guys that I went to school with were being 
slaughtered around me – I still kept on pushing 
forward. Every bullet was going to pay. 

Our squad managed to not take many casualties 
as we cleared all the bunkers. We could finally rest, 
but not for too long. We had to make it to Paris and 
crush the Nazi empire and end this war.
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The Final 
Exam
BY OMAR 

“Start!” shouted the mathematics teacher. The most 
important assessment task of the year was in progress 
and I had no idea it was today. I looked at the front page 
and it said Time allowed 60 minutes. Plus, it consisted 
of eighteen pages. I turned to the test and I had no idea 
what to write – I literally didn’t know how to do any of 
the questions. I really should have studied for this test. 
I had morals and I hated cheating, but I needed to do 
well in this test otherwise I was going to let both myself 
and my family down. I looked next to me and I started 
sweating: the person to my left was sleeping, her name 
was Jane, and she didn’t care about school because 
her dad owned nineteen houses in the most expensive 
areas of Sydney. I looked on the other side of me and I 
was lucky enough to see the smartest boy in the grade, 
Thomas. I needed the teacher to go so I could look at 
his paper, but I was just sitting there acting like I was 
reading the questions for 55 minutes straight because 
she wasn’t moving.

I looked at Thomas’ paper and he was already on the 
last page.

“Five minutes left!” 

My head started hurting and tears of stress were 
coming out of my eyes. 

Then Thomas asked the teacher if he could go to the 
toilet, and the teacher asked him to turn his paper 
around so no one could see, and my whole plan was 
ruined.

“Everyone stop writing. You will come and give me your 
paper in alphabetical order.” 

My name was always first on the list because my last 
name started with two As. 

“Aan, I need your paper.”

It was either I give a blank paper and fail math which 

would result in me repeating, or I could swap papers 
with Thomas. I did it. I swapped papers with Thomas 
and the teacher’s face went red. “Joseph Aan, do you 
not know how to write your name on your paper?” 

My whole body suddenly chilled down. 

“Sorry miss.” I sat back on my chair.

Thomas was back. “Dude, that was the hardest test. I 
didn’t even know how to do one question.” 

I started laughing to myself, then I heard everyone 
talking amongst themselves about how they didn’t 
know how to do any of the questions. I even heard the 
teacher laughing. She said, “I’m so sorry students, I 
accidentally gave you guys the wrong test paper. This 
is for my maths class that’s a year older than you guys.”

The class stopped talking and there was awkward 
silence for a few seconds then we all started laughing. 
Some people were even on the floor, holding their 
stomachs. What a crazy hour it’s been. 
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Drenched in 
Generosity 
BY TANZEEL   

Bill jogs steadily across the bridge, the monotonous 
drone of his podcast blasting in his ears. Stockbroker 
Sam is sharing his hottest undervalued stocks, and 
Bill is considering what to next spend money on. 
They continue to talk about stocks, discussing about 
an up and coming company rising through the 
stocks. This catches Bill’s attention and he ponders 
if it is worth it. In a pause between segments, 
ducks’ cries seize his attention. He looks to the river 
below, plucking out his earphones. He immediately 
sees what’s caused the disturbance – a small child 
flapping his arms in despair. A woman on the shore 
cries out to him. Bill tells himself that she can help 
him. He resumes his jog with a step and then pauses. 
The woman is still crying. She’s too far away to help. 

But he’s not…

A sudden burst of energy and adrenaline overcomes 
his doubt and, dropping everything, he flies off the 
bridge, only thinking of saving the random helpless 
child in the water. He dives in the water and paddles 
over to the child, who thrashes about, whimpering. 
Bill grabs the collar of his damp shirt and drags him 
to the shore of the cruel river. He lays the child gently 
on the pebbly ground. The mother cries with joy. 

The child coughs, struggling to breathe and getting 
the last bit of water out of his throat, while Bill, with 
the last bit of adrenaline leaving his body, collapses 
to the floor. What happened? What did I do? Bill 
collects his thoughts. The cowards on the bridge 
cheer. The mother, with her child held closely in her 
arms, thanks Bill. His blond hair flops down to try 
and cover his face, hiding the joy underneath. He 
pats the child on the head while the mother thanks 
him one last time as he is able to escape from the 
spotlight. He is in disbelief, not being able to believe 
what happened, a smile growing across his face as 
he starts to grab his things and sprints home.

Bill contemplates what happened. He saved a life, 
a child, a child that was about to drown. He plugs 
in his earphones once more to hear Stockbroker 
Sam talking about charities. Bill would usually skip 
this part, but he doesn’t this time. Sam continues 
to preach about a children’s charity, about how it 
teaches kids how to survive if they are in certain life-
threatening situations, such as being alone in the 
water. Bill continues to listen to Sam, who continues 
to talk about charity and how it would help millions 
of kids. Bill stops in the middle of the sidewalk, 
considering whether to pick between the charity 
or to invest in the stocks. The stocks are rising, so 
it would be good, Bill thinks. However, ultimately 
something in him doesn’t allow him to choose the 
stocks, making him choose the kid’s charity. 

Bill continues on with his jog with one goal in mind, 
feeling happy and accomplished within himself. His 
bright blue eyes glisten with hope, and his blonde 
hair matches the sun as he runs towards the horizon. 
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The GOAT
BY KANE 

Jack runs at the team as he makes a big hit on them. 
We are down 16 – 0 in the final. Jack crushes another 
player and sends him off on a stretcher, all his ribs 
broken. Me and the boys all just got put on as we 
head into the second half, forty minutes to go. We 
have big gun Mikey with a tall mean figure, Little 
Noah the playmaker, Matt the Tank with his broad 
shoulders and solid build, Will the Beast – an all-
round player – Goosey Sammy and finally Rohshan 
the GOAT with his small understated figure who 
looks like an under 8s player but on the pitch, he is 
a weapon. 

We start the second half with Goosey Sammy as he 
chucks a big goosey on the opponent’s team, and 
his footwork is too good for them as he breaks the 
line. He sprints off and makes a solid forty metres. 
We are at the thirty-metre line of the opponent’s 
half. Little Noah the playmaker passes it out to big 
gun Mikey from dummy half. Mikey runs up and 
palms an opponent in the face and scores under 
the posts. 16-4. Noah makes his big kick taking it 
to 16-6. Twenty minutes to go we are on the attack 
again. Matt the Tank runs it down the right wing, 

bulldozing over the opponent and making a break 
as he passes over to Will the Beast who pulls off a 
perfectly executed step on the fullback and passes 
over to big gun Mikey who scores under the posts 
yet again. Little Noah the playmaker scores his 
conversion again and it’s 16-12 – down by 4. There 
are 3 minutes to go, so we’ll need to come up with 
something magical from here. 

We start with Will the Beast who runs out and takes 
the first hit. He’s taken down and plays the ball out to 
little Noah the playmaker, and he makes an unusual 
kick out of nowhere as we all chase down the ball. 
Miraculously Jack somehow gets to the ball despite 
having the speed of a baby duck. He tries to chuck a 
goosey like Sammy, but the sheer force exerted on 
his legs is too much for his knee. He gets taken off on 
a stretcher, but the game must go on. 

We are at halfway with thirty seconds to go. We 
play it to Rohshan the GOAT as he grabs the ball 
and chucks a big step on the opponent and breaks 
the line, he then does an uncoordinated kick but 
somehow is able to get to it and pulls off a miraculous 
play to score under the posts. 16-16! Rohshan the 
GOAT ties it up for us and it is now down to little 
Noah the playmaker as he lines up his kick with the 
crowd cheering around him. He takes the kick as it 
just brushes through taking the score to 18-16. We 
win the grand final as Rohshan is crowned man of 
the match for his amazing solo play to win the game. 10I
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Bungee 
Heights
BY ANDY 

The pitch-black darkness stretches deep into the 
cavern. My heart thumps. My friends watch me 
intensely, coldly, waiting for me to break down 
and succumb to my fear. I linger on the cliff edge. 
I feel the ropes bound to my ankles. Are they tight 
enough? Will they be enough to keep me from 
becoming a pancake when I hit cavern’s depths? 

The wind whips at my hair. Can I chicken out now?

I glance back at my friends. Again. I don’t want them 
to see my fear, but it must be etched into my face. If 
I step down without diving, I’ll never hear the end of 
it. Jack’s taunts. Alice’s cruel laughter. I look back at 
the pitch-black darkness. I swallow hard.

“You can do this!” Jack shouts.

It’s not what I expect. It’s support. 

“Go on,” Alice adds.

I turn to them once more. They watch me intensely, 

but now I realise, there’s no coldness in their 
expressions. Jack nods encouragingly. 

I can do this. 

I shift my bodyweight forwards.

Go on.

I plunge into the unknown.

I fall. I fall. The wind whips past my ears as I plummet 
at sonic speed. Millions of tiny goosebumps form on 
my skin that send cold shivers down my spine. I’m 
being sucked in by Earth’s gravity. The world around 
me blurs. The bottom of the cavern approaches…

The rope jerks me, and in the darkness, I can just 
make out a body of water inches beneath me. A 
strong, musty smell fills my nostrils, and then I’m 
pulled back the way I came.

I soar. I fall. I bounce. I bounce. I spin a little in midair, 
and then they pull me back up to the platform by the 
rope. I am beaming.

I reach the top and my friends gather around me. I 
only realise then that I’m trembling. But a wide grin 
spread across my face. Jack asks me how I feel. 

“Like I can conquer the world!” 10
I
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The Game
BY MICHAEL 

I am sitting on my kitchen bench, staring at my phone. 
My heart pounds. The phone vibrates, and I immediately 
answer the call. I bring it to my ears. “Hello?”

Laughter. It’s my brother just calling to take the piss. I 
yell at him and hang up. When the phone rings again, I 
check it isn’t him before I answer. “Hello?” Again.

The voice on the other end is deep, rough, familiar. It’s 
the Australian coach. It can go either way, and he keeps 
me guessing for minutes until he tells me I’ve made the 
squad for the final against France. I’m elated. He tells 
me not to let him down.

Once the big day arrives, I am very nervous in the 
dressing rooms, seeing how big the crowd is on the 
screen. Once we run out onto the field everyone cheers 
and yells. The game kicks off and I move up the pitch. 
Thirty minutes into the game not much has happened 
until I intercept a pass from one of their centre backs 
and run towards the keeper. He comes off his line, so 
I fake shot past the keeper and score the first goal of 
the game. Everyone in the crowd is cheering. The game 
kicks off again and time passes quickly. It is one minute 
until halftime with the Aussies leading until a ball goes 
through our defense and Mbappe is through on goal 
and scores for France. The halftime whistle goes with 
the scores locked up at 1-1.

We all walk back to the dressing rooms getting ready 
for the next half. The second half kicks off and goes 
for twenty minutes until Mbappe is through on goal 
again and chips the keeper to score their second goal 
and take the lead. We all get ready for kick-off and the 
ball comes to me again so I take it past a few players 
and play it to one of our strikers who gets taken out in 
the box with five minutes left on the clock. The referee 

awards the penalty, and our striker sends the keeper 
the wrong way and scores. The score is 2-2 with three 
minutes of injury time left. They waste time for the first 
few minutes, then play a long ball and finally take a shot 
which is saved, but for a corner. 

They take the corner quickly and we clear it, but I run 
after the ball and they have no players back, not even 
their goalkeeper. So, I sprint with the ball up the pitch 
and I have lots of players chasing me. I shoot from afar 
and the ball hits the post and goes in. I scored the 
winning goal! I am in shock and all of the crowd goes 
crazy and starts jumping up and down in excitement. 
All my teammates and coaches run onto the pitch in 
celebration but, from the crowd, there is a gunshot, 
aimed towards the group of people celebrating…
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The One Roll 
BY BRENDON   

It was Monday, midnight. My friend had stolen his 
mum’s card to enter the building. The twenty of us 
filed into the basement. A regular Monday night for 
us, really. Echoes of a coin dropping filled the silence; 
a click sounded as the lights above us flickered on.

It was a big night – I was gambling against a girl, 
Lexis. She had brown chestnut hair and pale skin. She 
was around my age, seventeen. We put everything 
we had at stake – our money, our belongings and 
some of our parents’ money. We weren’t the world’s 
best gamblers, but we knew what we were doing. It 
was a simple game: two dice had to be thrown, and 
if any of the player’s numbers were faced up, they 
were deemed the winner. We could only choose two 
numbers: I opted for four and six, Lexis for two and 
three.

I turned the dice over in my hand. Our eyes met. 
Hers were wide, wild.

My heart jumped; I couldn’t wait any longer. I threw 
the dice. Lexis leaned in, desperation etched into 
her face. I could tell she needed this. She had bet 
everything on the one roll, and so had I. The thrill of 
these high stakes was what kept me coming back. 

How wonderful that our friends could share the fear 
and the thrill with us. The dice came to a standstill. I 
checked. One and four. Others around us cheered. I 
won. The joy slowly faded; the thrill died down. I felt 
nothing.

Lexis gasped. I won, which meant she had lost … 
everything. Her eyes were glossy, her body shivering 
as tears ran down her cheeks. A sudden melancholy 
feeling started to split the silence and the air around 
us became hard to breathe in. She sprinted towards 
the staircase; hands raised to her face covering her 
tear-filled eyes. I sprinted after her, clasping her 
arm before she could leave. For almost a minute, we 
just stood there waiting for something to happen, 
but nothing did. Everything went silent, as I led her 
back to the table. 

“You can keep what you’ve lost. I don’t really care 
anymore… The stakes shouldn’t have been that high. 
I’m sorry.”

Her cheeks were still damp from the crying earlier, 
yet she embraced me. Music started to pay around 
us. I slowly lifted my head over her shoulder, 
watching the others gambling for money. However, 
they seemed discontent with their gambling, 
frequently turning their heads around watching the 
others gamble. None of them were really paying any 
attention to their bets. Lexis’ and my gamble had 
clearly deprived the night of its thrill and had left 
them with nothing else to enjoy.
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Unbeatable 
Team
BY NOAH 

It’s cold and gloomy as my teammates and I 
grudgingly get off the team bus. As we slowly walk 
down to the field, we see a giant team warming up 
on the far side. I see the looks on my teammates 
faces and I can tell that they are all regretting 
coming here. It feels like the end of the world. 

As we enter the field to warm up, our parents 
start showing up in their cars, but I know as well as 
anybody else that they will stay in their cars until it’s 
time to go home. 

As we warm up it is a comedy of errors. Player after 
player go to catch the ball and drop it or throw a bad 
pass; each time the ball is dropped it hits the cold, 
dewy grass, making it harder and harder to catch. 

Time drags on as we approach kick-off. As we walk 
out onto the field, we find ourselves facing a wall of 
giants. The giants kick off and as we hear the loud 
shrill of the whistle, I see a ball soaring through the 
air, followed by a stampede of giants. I take the ball 

firmly and hand it off to our star forward. He runs 
into the awaiting line, and I hear the disgusting 
sound of bones and body on body. As he slowly gets 
up to play the ball, I notice an overlap on the short 
side. I take the opportunity and put our centre into 
a gap. He storms down the sideline and beats the 
fullback to score. It’s a miracle!

The giants are arguing and yelling at each other, but 
now we believe that we can beat the giants. As the 
game continues, we score try, after try, after try. The 
“unbeatable giant team” is playing terribly, and each 
time we score they get more and more frustrated 
and annoyed. We can see their coach yelling on the 
sideline and their parents and supporters walking 
back to their cars while our coach is laughing and 
cheering, and our parents are coming out to watch 
the rest of the game. 

As we get closer to the end of the game, I notice 
that the giants have given up and instead of playing 
properly they start to be grubs. No matter what 
grubby thing they do to us though it can’t stop us 
from scoring. 24, 30, 36, 42. The score board just 
keeps going up until the final hooter sounds and 
we leave the field with our heads held high under a 
score board that reads 50-0. 

It’s a miracle – we haven’t just beaten the best team 
in the competition; we’ve destroyed them. 10I
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10J
““After a year of COVID restrictions, it was 

a delight to re-enter a classroom, roll up 
the sleeves and once again get stuck into 
storytelling with Year Ten. The classic 
opener ‘it was a dark and stormy night’ 
provided rich inspiration for many chilling 
tales; from Gothic to dystopian, from 
romances-gone-wrong, to frightening 
family dramas. Thank you all for diving 
right in, and bringing to the surface so 
much terror and beauty.

240 241



Loyalty on Ice
BY OWEN 

“I’m cold.”

Alec shot Marilin a glare born out of desperation, not 
spite. “Don’t tell me that, like I don’t know.”

Marilin groaned as she wrapped her jacket tighter 
around her. In the dank confines of the destroyed 
subway tunnel, any heat that dissipated into the 
air was quickly ravaged by the ferocious cold, its 
hunger insatiable.

“I have an illness- “

“I know.” Alec didn’t even look at her as he continued 
to pry at the rubble. “You may be frail and nineteen, 
but you can move. Start digging.”

“If we don’t do something, I’m going to get sick.” 
Now above whining, Marilin did not lie. In this chill, if 
she did not get back to the surface soon, she would 
faint.

As if in mocking response, the concrete platform 
above them heaved an inch. An ear-splitting, 
metallic groan screeched; the sound was akin to a 
dying leviathan.

“See? We have bigger problems at the moment.”

As he said it, Alec’s hand finally clasped the latch 
he had been trying so hard to find. With a ragged 
hiss and a click, a short stairwell to the upper level 
was revealed and the pair hastily scampered up, 
exhausted but relieved.

---

“Sir is up there.” Marilin was already panting, unused 
to fighting outside of her Spirit Strider. The attack 
had caught the rebels off guard, and her vehicle was 
still parked outside. “Be careful.”

“Who the hell is Sir?”

Marilin didn’t respond, her throat run ragged from 
sprinting. Getting to the upper floor and confronting 
the attack was far more important than stopping to 

explain. Sir had to be stopped.

She cleared the stairwell far faster than she 
anticipated and it was the voice rather than the 
change of setting that awakened her abruptly to 
this fact.

“There was never a doubt.” A familiar sound, 
strengthened by an intercom, boomed through the 
scene of carnage that befell the duo as the stairwell 
ended. “Do you think me a fool? The closer one gets, 
the more dangerous they become.”

It was Sir.

Marilin knew that the fight was disastrously 
disadvantaged from the start. The preliminary air 
strike on the subway station had collapsed the roof, 
providing areas of cover for Alec and Marilin, but 
they could not discount the fact that their opponent 
was in a Spirit Strider, and they were not. Sir’s 
Strider may have been old, but one was better than 
none.

“Run out, get in your Strider, and run.” Alec drew out 
his service pistol and faced the giant with ruthless 
determination. “The rebellion - it needs you.”

“Idiot. He’ll shoot.”

“Remember the massacre?” Alec stood his ground. 
“Run!”

---

A rattle of bullets whipped into a collapsed pillar as 
Marilin made a mad dash to the exit. Being under fire 
was far scarier than she could have ever anticipated, 
and her hesitation caused her to nearly lose her life.

“You are powerful, but you are still a weak girl.” 
Marilin was sprinting to her Strider when Sir spoke 
again. “You are nothing without your machine.”

Nothing.

The cockpit hatch opened effortlessly, just as she 
had remembered. She twisted the ignition, primed 
the weapon systems, and turned on the intercom.

“I may be a weak girl, but with my machine,” said 
Marilin, executing a hard turn to the right and 
coming face to face with Sir’s Strider, still standing 
listlessly in the subway station, “I am something.”
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Operation 
Checkmate
BY AHMED 

“Strike team, we are above the drop site,” announced 
the pilot over the PA and, in a matter of seconds, the 
back of the plane opened. We walked over to the edge 
of the plane; you could see all of sub-Saharan Africa 
from there. 

“Dante, you ready for this shit,” said Hoffman, my 
teammate and best friend. 

“Bravo Six, going down,” I said, ordering my men to 
leap from our plane and dive down to the fortress 
below. It was dark but the fire and bombshells igniting 
illuminated the base. Our mission was to take down 
the notorious rebel leader Olajide Olatunji who was 
believed to have a nuclear bomb in his possession.

We finally got close to the top of the building that he 
was said to be hiding in. We pulled our parachutes 
out after what felt like an endless flight. We landed 
gracefully and armed up in under two minutes, 
grenades, ammos, guns - you name it, we got it. We 
ran over through the elevator and descended to the 
bunker that Olajide was hiding in. 

“Strike Team, defence position,” I said, ordering my 
men to take cover behind the little spacing between 
the elevator walls and doors. 

The elevator made a ding and that’s when we saw 
them, two gunmen mounted up on a .50 cal turret 
pointed straight at us. 

“Strike Team, retreat!” I yelled, ordering my men to 
press the button to take us back up, but it was too late, 
the gunmen had already taken out Garrick, Mason and 
Simon. I dived over to the left and pressed the button, 
ascending us from our doom. The elevator dinged, 
taking us up to the abandoned roof. We pulled the 
bodies of our fallen brothers out. I looked at my last 
man and my best friend, Hoffman. 

“It’s just you and me now, buddy. Let’s get this bastard 
and make him pay,” I said with rage. 

We returned to the elevator and descended back down 
to the bunker. I cooked a grenade and threw it as the 
doors opened, instantly killing the men defending 
the bunker. The bunker was solid titanium and could 
withstand a nuke. 

“Come out you coward, fight like a man,” I yelled at the 
door and out came a giant figure. It was Olajide. He was 
in a bulletproof suit and we were holding a machine 
gun. Hoffman and I made a run around the corner and 
looped around. We then made a run for the bunker and 
slid in - it was empty, thankfully. We shot the keypad, 
trapping Olajide outside.

We used the bunker’s radio to contact bravo six.

 “Bravo Six, we have ejected Olajide from his bunker. He 
is trapped in his building with us,” I said, with a sigh of 
relief. There was only one thing left to do. 

“Bravo 6, Checkmate,” I said as I collapsed to the floor, 
because my legs could not hold me up anymore. Thank 
god we’re in a nuclear proof bunker. Africa has been 
saved from a formidable force.

(For those of you who don’t know, Checkmate is 
an order to nuke an army officer’s position to kill an 
imminent threat)
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The Thieving 
Queen 
BY INDRANI   

It was a dark and stormy night. The electricity had 
been cut off hours ago. Noah sat alone by the fire. 
There were a million thoughts going through his 
head, thoughts about all the different things that 
were happening around him. There came a knock 
on the door. And then another. The knocks at the 
door became louder and more frequent than before. 
Noah sighed and stood up, making his way towards 
the door.

Noah whispered to himself, “Do I really want to face 
her now?” 

“Noah! I know you’re in there! Open the door you 
bastard, or I’ll end your life here and now!”

Noah flinched back from the door. He began 
trembling and tears streamed down his face. He 
turned his back towards the door, rested his head 
against it and slowly slid down, holding himself 
tightly. Noah sat still until he heard her footsteps 
lead away from the door. Minutes passed when 
there was a loud bang and the door flew open, 
hurtling him into the wall in front. 

Noah scrambled to his feet and turned to run out 
of the room, locking the door behind him. He didn’t 
want to face the monster that turned up at his 

door. After all these years of torture and abuse, she 
just couldn’t leave him alone. She made his entire 
childhood traumatic - what kind of sister does that? 
Ever since his parents died, she was ready at every 
turn and step of the way to ruin his life. All because 
she blamed him for their parents’ death. If only they 
hadn’t rushed to his cricket game, all would have 
been well. 

A few weeks after his parents died, Alexa turned to 
drugs, which in turn meant all her pent-up anger was 
taken out on Noah in forms of beatings and neglect. 
He was deprived of a normal childhood, Alexa having 
stolen all the good memories he could’ve made and 
had. 

And now, as he came of age and into the large sum 
of money his parents entrusted him with, she was 
after him for it all. She had blown through her money 
for drugs as soon as she had the chance and there 
was no way he was going to give her his money, just 
so she could buy drugs and harm herself even more. 
Noah decided that he had to finally take a stand 
against Alexa and not let her push him around any 
longer.

Noah unlocked the door and faced his sister, with 
a bat in hand. Despite his decision to take a stance, 
he was still scared. Noah finally let out all the built-
up emotions that were bottled up from years back. 
Alexa started to cry but, before she could ask for 
forgiveness, Noah denied her and told her to get out 
of his house. She left without another word. 

She didn’t matter to him anymore. He was over the 
things she made him deal with all of these years. She 
was gone and he could finally be happy. 
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The Escape
BY SABRENA 

It was a dark and stormy night, and I was at home 
alone with only three candles surrounding me. It 
was bucketing with rain outside, while I sat alone 
in the living room of my mansion and started to 
sip my glass of whisky. I started to wonder in my 
imagination and ask myself how I was going to die 
and by whom. The fear of death struck me, the 
thought of leaving the endless universe. Who would 
be the one to shoot me or would I die lonely? I shut 
my eyes as I lost myself in this thought, while the 
calming scent of burning candles went within me. I 
started to hear footsteps approaching me. I opened 
my eyes and saw this shadow moving towards the 
candle. 

“Lilly Willis,” I exclaimed - my old ‘friend’. 

“Hi, James, long time no see,” she said. She grabbed 
her gun from her pocket and pointed it towards me 
as she yelled, “Put the blindfold on and handcuff 
yourself.” 

Is this the day I die? “I thought we were friends,” I 
uttered. 

“It is just my job; you know I don’t want to do this,” 
she replied. 

She tossed me into a van, and we started to move 

to a mysterious, unknown location. Every time when 
a speed bump appeared, I was thrown around the 
van. I was out of the van, tied up to this chair. She 
removed my blindfold and a glaring, bright light 
shone into my eyes. 

“Where is he, James?” her voice crescendoed. “I 
need to bring him to my boss, and I will be wealthy.” 

My heart started pacing, racing as I realised I killed 
him a few days ago. My body temperature rose, 
sweat started to drip from me and I was worried 
about what was going to happen to me. I struggled 
to get loose, as I tried to wiggle myself out of the 
ropes. 

“We were friends before you changed sides,” I 
exclaimed. 

“It’s all for the money, James,” she explained.  “Tell 
me where he is?” 

My voice crescendoed, “I loved you.” 

Lilly was in shock and confused about the next step 
of her interrogation. She grabbed her gun, pinned it 
to my head and started to count backwards. 

“Three, two….” She stopped and threw her gun on 
the floor. She untied me and asked me to leave. 

In shock, I yelled, “Till we meet again,” as I ran away. 
Thoughts filled my head - was I going to die? Would 
Lilly have killed me? Did she still have feelings for me 
like I felt for her?   10J
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The Truth?
BY LILLIAN 

“I still get nightmares, finding myself in the middle 
of the crime scene. I never remember how I got 
there or why I was there, I simply was. Buried in 
blood, holding a gun. I was accused of murder - I 
don’t know how. They said all the evidence proved 
it, but I know I didn’t. I never could, it’s just not me. I 
stayed in there, in the cells, miserably for forty-three 
years. At first, I thought I wouldn’t survive, but at 
sixty years of age, here I am. It was a life sentence, 
but I got out. I had half of my life to think of what 
happened that very day, that very night, that very 
hour. I was miserable, but not anymore.”

“You mean, you were not the one that murdered?” 
asked Len, eyes brightened.

“In fact, I wish I was, kid, but this is what this world 
wants from me,” said the middle-aged man in a 
deep voice. He was smiling, but no happiness could 
be spotted in his eyes; they were rather cold. “I was 
wronged, but with proof, faked pieces of obvious 
evidence. But no one ever cared to suspect whether 
the evidence was realistic or not, no one ever spoke 
for me. They just wanted to end the case as quickly 
as possible and end with me locked up, that’s all.”

“But why?” 

Taking a sip of the glass of water in front of the table, 
the man continued. “That was what I thought about 
for a whole forty-three years, my friend. I never 
really displeased anyone to my knowledge. But what 
if it wasn’t directed towards me?”

“But towards what possible benefit?” Feeling 
amazed, the curiosity inside Len couldn’t keep itself 
in any longer. “Who was it, what did they want, was 
it about your family, does this have anything to do 
with-“

“Shh! You know young man, sometimes it is better 
to not know than to know.” The middle-aged man 
slowly stood up, frowning, and started walking away, 
heading towards the door.

“But,” before Len could say anything else, the man 
suddenly turned, facing him, looking straight into 
Len’s eyes.

“You’re a photographer?”

“And a writer,” Len quickly added.

“Why not think of your own ending – one which 
pleases yourself?” This time the man smiled with 
some actual warmth. He tucked his hand under his 
coat and took out a book. It looked old, half fallen 
apart. “You may choose what you want to do with it, 
fate led you to me. Farewell, we may never see each 
other again.” He left the café without a pause. 

Len’s hands touched the cover of the book shakily, 
as he sat back down at his table with his cold coffee 
and turned the pages. 

Four years later, a book was popular among many. 
It was about a young prisoner’s journey, being 
dragged into the web of corruption, falsely accused 
of murder and imprisoned for forty-three years. The 
person who led him into this was no one else but 
his own father, his blood related father, who sold 
his only son for a minor interest. And that’s when 
retribution began. 
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Dreams
BY ALYLA 

As I took the call, the baritone voice of my father struck 
my ears with the same controlling effect it had for years 
– “You’ve got to have something to fall back on. What 
are you going to do if things go wrong?”

He’s been like this ever since I was a child. He always 
tried to use pain as a leverage to push me into doing 
something good in my life, and that has always been his 
modus operandi. 

You can inspire someone in two ways. You can either 
use pain or you can use pleasure. And according to 
the life he had lived, the things he experienced – he 
thought pain would be best suited.

If I had a safety net, would I be able to leap across the 
abyss onto the other side knowing that if I fall, I’d be 
safe? I don’t need the safety net. In fact, it’s probably 
going to be a disadvantage. I wanted to be so afraid of 
whatever it was. There was so much passion, so much 
aggression, so much frustration just to get to the other 
side - because I’m going to die if I don’t. There are no 
second chances. I’ve got to do it one way or another. 
I don’t want a safety net. In fact, if you give me a safety 
net, I’d rip it apart. I want to know whether I have it in 
me. I want to know if I’d be able to fly. I won’t be able to 
fly if I’m weakened by a safety net.

“Hey, son, you there?” his voice had interrupted my 
chain of thoughts. 

“Yeah, Dad, I’m here.”

“So, what have you decided then?”

“Alright, Dad, I’ll take the job.”

What my father never realized – and probably never 

would – was that having a backup plan is just a 
disadvantage in itself. How am I supposed to give it my 
all, while knowing that even if things don’t work out, I’d 
still have something to fall back on?

The rush of adrenaline that normally makes any 
endeavour worth the effort, isn’t something I can 
explain to him. Yet, I knew that it was something 
obligatory for me to feel satisfied. 

I want to write. I want to capture the world in my 
words. Alas, when have I ever stood up to him? Never. 
The entire emotional aspect of our relationship always 
results in me agreeing to whatever he had wished for. 

After all, he has spent his entire life suffering to make 
my life as comfortable and easy as possible and to 
ensure that all my needs had been fulfilled.  
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““This innovative storytelling program 

inspired creativity from such a wonderfully 
diverse community of young people. I 
loved their surprising responses from the 
‘hamburger’ champion to saving the world 
from climate change. I loved the connection 
to family and values and I loved most that 
the students connected to writing in a way 
that enhanced them. 
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The 
Kidnapping 
BY ROHSHAN    

A month ago, I was the star of my firm. Everyone 
knew I was the best as they smiled at me when I 
passed and congratulated me when I won - they all 
wanted to be like me. However, I couldn’t do that 
anymore as I chose my family over work and, ever 
since that day, every morning as I got up, I would 
say that I wanted to be the best. Today as I looked 
out my window, I saw a storm approaching as dark 
clouds circled in the pitch-black sky. It felt like a 
normal Monday morning as I was getting ready for 
work but, as I looked at the mirror, I saw a loser 
who had spent his whole life working and was still 
merely second place. I hated to think about these 
thoughts as I had a happy family, but I just could not 
resist thinking about how I was number two. Later 
that morning, I entered my office with a throbbing 
headache and my boss was waiting for me with a 
frustrated look. He said, “Meet me in my office if you 
want to become number one”. 

 At that moment my head was cleared, as I confidently 
walked towards my boss’ office with a smile on my 
face, knowing that I had become number one and 
was about to become the king of my firm once again. 
I walked straight to my boss’ office and said with 
confidence, “What do you need me to do?”

When I entered his office, he was very sad as he 
leaned on his chair drinking a glass of whisky while 
softly informing me that he needed me to launder 
money from the firm to an offshore bank account. 
I was then confused and scared as I could not 
comprehend the thought that my boss wanted to 
launder money from our firm. 

I lost control and shouted at him, showing my 
frustrating but then he looked me in the eye and 
said, “I’m sorry, I got in business with the wrong 
people and now my life is on the line.” 

I could see that he was telling the truth, through his 
eyes and body language, as he was as devastated as 
I was.

I didn’t know what to say at that moment, but I 
said, “No thank you.” I left with no hesitating as I 
didn’t want to do anything wrong regardless of the 
reward. All I knew was that I would rather lose my 
career than do something illegal.  

Countless thoughts filled my head about my future 
in the firm but, after a while, the atmosphere of the 
room changed as he threw a glass at the window 
and said furiously, “They’ll take your family if you 
walk away.”

 I straight away called my wife and when she answered 
I could hear her scream in the background with my 
kids as a man picked up the phone, threatening that 
he would kill them if I didn’t do what my boss asked.  

At that moment I was shocked, my whole body 
was shaking, and I couldn’t think of anything else 
but imagine the pain my family was going through. 
Mary, my wife, would have protected my kids to the 
best of her ability and it really killed me to think that 
I could possibly lose them because of my greed for 
power and money. 

I didn’t know what to do, so asked Andrew, my boss, 
who the men were. He told me they were a part of 
the Italian Mafia and he got involved with them when 
he started to represent them in a legal case.  

After knowing that those men were a part of the 
Italian Mafia, I quickly realised that I had to call the 
police to ensure the safety of my family. I knew it 
was risky, but inside I knew that they would kill them 
even if I transferred the money. Once the police 
contacted me, I wired the funds and waited for them 
to take care of my family.        

Moments later, my phone rang and, when I picked 
up it up, I could hear the happiness and relief in 
my family’s voices as they escaped. It was at that 
moment I realised that I was already number one as 
I had achieved everything. 
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Untitled
BY ISAAC 

Black clouds filled the sky, with rain pouring down 
nonstop. A huge thunderstorm was approaching 
Sydney, with many of the streets flooded with water, 
cars floating everywhere. The quiet streets seemed 
to foreshadow Tom’s loneliness, as there was no 
one except Tom walking slowly towards his home, 
shivering and dragging his feet in the water. 

It was certainly unfortunate for Tom to experience 
the biggest storm in Sydney in twenty years. It 
was his first week in Sydney. Tom was a university 
student from Hong Kong, and this was his first 
time studying overseas. He rented an apartment 
near his university as he intended to only travel by 
foot or public transport. When he was going out 
to buy accessories from the nearby supermarket, 
he certainly didn’t expect the extreme weather to 
arrive - as a result he didn’t bring his umbrella and 
was soaked, with water all over his body. 

It took him more than forty-five minutes to arrive 
at his apartment. He was in absolute agony when 
he saw half of his apartment covered in water, with 
his recently bought furniture floating in front of it. 
His neighbours were busy moving their valuable 
goods up to the balcony of their apartment, trying 

to minimise their loss from the flood, while some 
people offered help to others when moving heavy 
household appliances. It was such a rare sight to see 
people working as a community, helping each other 
during hard times.  

It was an absolute mess when Tom entered his 
home. Nothing was in its original position, as if some 
burglar had robbed his house. Just when he started 
to recover his remaining possessions, he realised 
what was missing - his dog which welcomes him 
every time he arrives home. Searching everywhere 
in his living room, it was nowhere to be found. 
Tom started to panic. Slowly walking towards his 
bedroom, he was scared. What if his dog wasn’t in 
the room? Where did it go? Opening the door bit by 
bit, Tom didn’t dare to open his eyes. He was simply 
too frightened to reveal the truth. Luckily, his dog 
was lying next to his bed, however, deep under the 
surface water level. Although Tom didn’t know how 
to swim, in his mind nothing was more important 
than his dog. Immediately, he dived into the water, 
madly searching for it. After thirty seconds, he 
started to struggle. He felt like water was entering 
his lungs, oxygen being soaked out rapidly. Finally, 
he grasped an object covered with fur. It was the 
familiar feeling of his dog, its body ridiculously cold 
in his hands. He had only one thought in his mind, 
to get out of the water as soon as possible in order 
to save his dog. It felt like ages until he reached the 
surface. He couldn’t withhold it anymore, and slowly 
he fainted onto the ground…. 10K

258 259



The Last 
Flight
BY VICTORIA 

Everything stopped.

The turbines went silent.

Panic and uneasiness filled the air - my heart pounding 
as my palms began to sweat. I had just entered my 
worst nightmare, except it wasn’t.

The engines were roaring, failing to start up again, as 
violent as the storm beyond my icy window. In attempts 
to control my breathing, my heart sank, bringing chills 
down my spine as it truly hit me.

The plane was going down.

My ears were ringing as the rain pelted down, hitting 
the tin exterior like gunshots. As I consciously zoned 
out in hope of waking from this nightmare, it became 
clear to me that the universe wasn’t on my side.

The atmosphere felt electric.

As the lightning struck, illuminating the entire night 
sky, I felt I was stuck in a black hole, fighting to escape.

Gripping my seat stronger than before, biting my lip 
to stop myself from shrieking, I went into full panic 
mode. As the plane continued plummeting, everyone’s 
attention instantly shifted to the announcement from 
the pilot. As he reassured us our flight was still on track, 
it was almost false hope, foreshadowing the events to 
follow.

In no way did I know much about aircraft or navigation, 
but it’s not rocket science to realise that this plane 
was gaining considerable altitude but losing speed. As 
this distress grew across my face, quickly spreading 
to surrounding passengers, many flight attendants 
emphasized, on the verge of tears, that it was just the 
worst case of turbulence. But we all knew it wasn’t. It 
felt like the end.

From once being the tin hit by gunshots, we had truly 
become the bullet, descending at significant kilometres 
per minute.

As the pilot’s troubles were voiced by the aircraft 
sensors detecting fast-approaching contact of surface, 

alarms were triggered throughout the plane body, 
leaving us not enough time to think of a plan.

At this point, we feared the unknown of what could 
happen.

As the engines attempted to come back at full power, 
they continuously failed, making the plane sink further 
and further.

At this point, I had accepted my fate, my uneasiness 
leading me to a prayer to ensure the safety of all those 
aboard this flight, ensuring we would all return home 
to our families. But as I repeated these words in my 
head, these outcomes quickly became unrealistic, 
establishing that nothing could help us out of this 
situation.

It felt as though I had lost all hope.

As I imagined the worst, I became insistent on leaving 
something behind, hopefully to be discovered. A letter. 
Explaining to my family and close friends what had 
happened. Ensuring they knew the full extent of my 
love for them.

***

Where it all ended.

The plane doors burst open - its locks unable to 
withstand such pressure. The pressure forced my eyes 
shut, losing all sight, controlling all sense of movement, 
bringing me closer and closer to the exposed structure, 
no matter how hard I gripped onto the chairs.

Until, I and everyone else fell from the sky.

***

2 months later…

“As this lengthy investigation has been finalised,” 
stated an official police officer, “it is with great sadness 
that we conclude that the falling of the F-16 Fighting 
Falcon plane was caused by a faulty engine and control 
system which failed to ensure the safety and duration 
of the flight. My greatest sympathy goes out to all the 
victims’ families and friends.”

As Sophie left the location of the crash where this 
ceremony had been held, holding back the tears as 
she gripped her sister’s hand, her eye was caught by 
a crumpled piece of paper piled underneath ripped 
metal. As she unfolded it, to her surprise, her name was 
written on the front. Little did she know that such joy 
had been placed in her hands, written by her mother, 
her true hero.
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The Bushfire
BY MADISON 

The smoke covered the sky in a thick blanket of black. All 
I could see was darkness. As the smoke filled my lungs, I 
could hardly breathe. Sirens were getting closer by the 
minute, gradually approaching the fires. 

Everyone was panicking, frantically gathering all their 
precious belongings, scared of the thought that they 
could lose everything - terrified for their lives as the 
fierce big red flame came closer and closer to our 
homes and neighbourhood. My family was rushing to 
pack all of our belongings, it was as if we were racing 
against time, fighting for our lives.

The fire grew larger and larger and approached us 
quicker and quicker. Our parents grabbed all our 
belongings and chucked me, my brother and our dog 
in the car. They told us everything was going to be fine, 
even though I really didn’t think we were going to be. 
We had lived in this house, this neighbourhood, our 
whole lives. Knowing that there was a chance our home 
wouldn’t be there waiting for us when we were allowed 
to go back, frightened me a lot. 

We drove off, praying our home would still be there 
when we returned. As we drove further away from our 
home, the rushing firefighters and firetrucks zoomed 
past us, desperately trying to stop this raging blaze. 
It was so sad not knowing what would happen to my 
house. It made me scared that I didn’t know where we 
would go, or what would happen if our home was gone.

As we passed through the bush, we saw a lonely and 
abandoned joey on the side of the road.  We rescued 
and wrapped the poor little joey in a blanket as it was 
shaking in our arms. Our big fluffy dog, Bowie, was very 
caring of the joey, putting his wet nose against it. 

After a very long drive to the evacuation centre, we 
arrived. There were a lot of people there, all feeling the 
same as everyone else, scared and fearing the worst. 
We gathered all the things we needed, blankets and 
food. It made me feel a bit better, the fact everyone 
here was going through the same thing. 

All of us were anxiously waiting for the news. A few 
hours had passed when we got an announcement 
telling us we could go back. My parents grasped mine 
and my brother’s wrists and took us to the car. We 
were all very nervous about the fact our house could 
possibly be gone.

We started heading back to our home. Trees were 
burnt down, the sky was grey as the place looked very 
different from when we left, it looked ruined. A bunch 
of houses we passed were burnt down. This made me 
more and more scared. We pulled up to our street and 
saw our house was standing. The car was filled with 
overwhelming happiness. We were so grateful that our 
house was still there. We couldn’t be thankful enough.
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The Flood 
BY NICK    

Chris despairingly stared out the window as the 
devastating flood approached. The broadcast on the 
radio echoed through his head, warning residents of 
an oncoming disaster. He was stunned, hundreds 
of thoughts struck him, but he couldn’t take any 
action. Seconds later, the rumble of the flood 
pierced through his eardrums as it reached his front 
porch. The inevitable flow of flood soon breached 
his window, shattered pieces of glass scattered over 
the floor and were soon flushed away. As the water 
level in his house rose, Chris, the fifty-year-old man 
who lived by himself, first thought of the properties 
that he had worked years for. He limped through the 
living room towards his belongings on the bench 
then, after grabbing them, made his way towards 
the car.

As he stepped into his car with shoes filled with 
water, the chilling wind of May blew through him. He 
hastily shut the car door. Right before his shivering 
hand landed on the car key, he thought to himself: 
“I can’t risk the properties that I worked years for 
being flushed away.” 

Chris pushed open the car door and made his 
way back to the house. The water had risen 
above his knees, the damp pants attaching to his 
thighs, adding extra weight to his movements and 
worsening his pelvic pain - he had no choice but to 

steadily move on. 

Through the insufferable trip through the living 
room, Chris finally reached the safe. The water level 
had risen much more since the beginning of the trip, 
flowing above the safe as Chris bent over to reach 
it. Though the water had made the safe lighter, it 
still felt like a ton of raw steel to Chris. He steadily 
lifted up the safe and, without hesitation, made his 
way back. 

With the flood flowing above his knees and the 
weight of the safe, Chris could barely walk but he 
had to move on, despite the chilling water and his 
worsening pelvic pain. By the time he stepped into 
the car, the water had risen above the wheels. He 
rapidly inserted and twisted the keys, after placing 
down the dripping safe on the seat. But there were 
no engine noises, only the echo of the flood. 

“It can’t be,” Chris thought to himself as he hastily 
pulled out the key and re-inserted, then twisted it 
again. Once again, there was no noise but the echo 
of the flood, leaving him to face the brutal reality. 
He leaned his head against the steering wheel, and 
started crying silently, thinking of the savings that 
he had worked years for. 

A moment later, the distant clatter of what sounded 
similar to a helicopter rang above him. The noise 
progressively became louder as he looked out 
the window. After a moment of hesitation, Chris 
decided to leave his belongings behind, and climbed 
onto the roof to seek help. 
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Untitled
BY ZEKI 

The fire was getting out of control, it was becoming 
too much to contain. My face had an orange tinge 
that was reflected from the large flame. I was 
mesmerised and in a state of shock, the sound of 
burning embers was getting closer and closer. 
My boyfriend grabbed my arm and yelled at me to 
run. He sounded so far away. His frantic voice was 
drowned out by my thoughts that repeated over 
and over again. 

“You did this, you started the fire, you killed her.”

“You did this, you started the fire, you killed her.”

“You did this, you started the fire, you killed her.”

“You did this, you started the fire, you ki…..“

The flame started to burn the tip of my nose - it 
was comforting in a sense. I thought this could be 
me being punished for my mistakes, but instead the 
pain brought me back to my senses. My feet moved 
away from the fire that was about to consume me 
before I could even think straight. I spun quicker 
than I thought I could ever move and ran for my life. 

I thought to myself, “You don’t have time to feel 
guilty right now, you can do that when you’re safe.” 

I kept pushing myself, weaving through trees and 
their branches that seemed to come out of nowhere. 
There were cuts and scratches forming all over my 
body, not that I paid any attention to them. I looked 
at my boyfriend in front of me at what seemed like 
a millennia away. The heat was at my back and I 
was struggling to breathe. The smoke acted like a 
vacuum, sucking the air out of my lungs. 

“LANDON,’” I yelled out to my boyfriend. He 
immediately spun around and could tell that I was 
fighting a losing battle. I was losing consciousness, 
so I tried to reach him as fast as possible. 

“Hey, hey, hey, Violet. Violet stay with me,” he 
said, while running to me in desperation, trying his 
hardest to keep me with him. 

He still looked just as beautiful as when I first met 
him. I lifted my hand up to him and he caught it just 
in time as I fell unconscious. 

My mind lost track of time, I felt as if I was watching 
a film filled with my own memories. It started with 
the first time I saw Landon. He was sitting across 
from me in my 6th period class. He was the type of 
person you would typically overlook but it was the 
first time I took a good look at him. He was beautiful 
in an unconventional way that can’t be described in 
words, a loner of sorts who rarely spoke to others 
unless spoken to first. That was the day that he 
captured my attention. 10K
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Monsters
BY KEIRA 

“We ought to just burn her!” his lips snarl, peeling 
back, Evan’s spit flying across the air as his chipped and 
yellowed teeth grind. 

At a main part of our village’s fishing port a chorus of 
nodding heads and tightened faces gather. 

“A bloody demon, set her alight!” The man next to me 
turns his face into view, my eyes barely catching his 
words. 

With that they suspend her by the wrists as her face 
scrunches in pain. A stench of burning tar billows to 
the sky as a familiar blackened cloud hovers above the 
centre of our village. The once orange flame turning the 
expected blue, purple and then black as she struggles 
against the hooks pouring greyed blood from her 
wrists.

A nudge at my side turns me, Jacob signing, “We should 
go,” from beside me. A sense of relief passes over me, 
my own demon sulking deep within my chest, even me 
who is cursed could feel the way their anger suffocated 
the air.

It was only a few gloomy days before the next meeting is 
called, the pandemic of those infected becoming worse 
and our herds mysteriously dying off, even behind our 
smothering stone walls. Cross legged and off to the 
side I wait, hands intertwined and chest pounding, 
my demon certainly knew, nothing good for us would 
come of this. A sharp and blurring force knocks us to 
the floor, a loud ringing burning through my silent 
ears. Staggering upwards, a crowd is arguing - their 
lips too blurred to read. A familiar hold grabs me, his 
flustered mind placed enough to realise we’d have to 

leave before I started healing; the warmth in my chest 
warning my demon’s urge to surface. Skin warming and 
face flushing, the wound across my head starts knitting 
itself together.

“Ok?”  I barely catch sight of his fingers before we’re on 
the steps of my house by the stream. 

“Are you ok?” he repeats, hands shaking slightly as his 
skin burns a familiar pink. 

“Jacob,” I start, his name one of the few words I can 
speak without slurring too much. His greyed eyes look 
up, unfocused and pupils shaking. 

“I’m f-fi-ne,” my accent breaks, words out loud too 
difficult as I got older. His burning fingers touch the 
side of my face, a murky streak of blood being all that 
hides my healed wound, and one of the only colours 
Jacob can still clearly see when his demon reacts, the 
swirling of red beneath his eyes giving him away every 
time.

“Is your… demon ok?’ he asks again, face scrunching in 
uncertainty, eyes squinting to see if he can catch any 
signs of it. 

“It’s f-in-e, j-u-st ma-d,” my throat burns in response. 
Hopefully, once he calms down, his eyes will refocus.

That’s what no-one understands, even if we both have 
demons, they never react the same to our bodies. After 
all, both our mothers’ demons killed them differently as 
well.

“One day,” he starts, hands slowly leaking their colour 
away. 

“We’ll le-av-e,” I murmur. 

His crystal blue eyes refocusing and face crinkling into 
what I’ve come to understand as his laugh. Hopefully 
one day, if we both survive our demons, I’ll get to hear 
that sound again.
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““What I would have given for something like 

this when I was in Year 10! Five double periods 
to work on writing something substantial — 
what an opportunity! I had a ball working 
with these students, and I hope that their own 
enthusiasm is reflected in the works they have 
presented here. Engaging an entire cohort of 
students in creative writing is a challenge, 
but when breakthroughs happen, they are 
so rewarding. Thank you to Cherrybrook 
Technology High School for inviting me.
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Hank’s 
Burger
BY KENNETH  

“Hi, I am Officer Brown and I will be responsible for your 
statement. You are Jack Williams and you reported the 
crime, am I correct?”

“Correct.”

“Please tell me all you know related to the incident, 
which may be important for the prosecution later on. 
This process is going to be recorded by this camera 
next to me.”

“All right. So I am studying advanced mathematics in 
university and I needed a part time job to pay for the 
fees as I was recently fired from the post office I was 
working in.”

“Why were you fired?”

“I lost a package that belongs to a rich man.”

“OK. Continue.”

“I needed a part time job and I saw this advertisement 
for the recruitment of a cleaner at Hank’s Burger, 
which is a restaurant that runs 24-7. I applied for 
this job and they chose me without any interviews or 
questions. I obtained their night shift since I need to go 
to school in the afternoon. The restaurant is located at 
the corner of the intersection on Campbell Road where 
a few cars pass by during the night. Furthermore, the 
shop is almost invisible as it is hidden in the corner, view 
being blocked by Rory’s Car Wash next to it. On the 
first day I worked there, the owner, Hank, who is in his 
mid-50s, walked me through his restaurant. However, 
there is also a muscular chef who doesn’t talk much, 
and is quite mean. My duties in the restaurant are quite 
typical — to mop the floor, clean the tables and clean 
the toilet. The tasks are pretty easy as their restaurant 
is already neat. The only oddness about this job is that 
I don’t have to clean the kitchen as I am not permitted 
to go inside anytime during my shift. The kitchen has a 
heavy metal door which blocks the view of the kitchen, 
I never entered their kitchen until today. During the 

nights, there are only a few customers in the restaurant. 
However, the midnight period is the busiest for them as 
they need to collect ingredients and prepare the food 
for the next day. Every day, a random vehicle will deliver 
the ingredients at three a.m, just when the restaurant 
has the least customers. So…”

“All right, please get to the important bits of the 
incident that I haven’t heard of, I would like to hear 
more about it.”

“OK, so I wasn’t allowed to access the kitchen. But 
during my shift today, I heard a woman’s voice coming 
from the kitchen shouting, ‘Help me! Someone please 
help me!’ And then I heard the chef’s voice. ‘Oh, she’s 
still alive!’ said the chef.

“I rushed into the kitchen without hesitation and I saw 
this horrible scene. The woman that was crying for 
help was now lying on the kitchen floor, being stabbed 
by the chef with a butcher knife. The chef turned and 
stared at me, and I ran out onto the main road where 
most of the cars are during midnight. As I ran, I tried to 
find help from any vehicle that may be passing by. I saw 
a truck coming towards me so I waved and called for 
help. Unfortunately, the truck driver didn’t see me and 
he didn’t slow down. Therefore, I jumped into a bush 
next to the road or else the truck would have hit me. 
However, the chef didn’t pay attention to the incoming 
truck and it crashed into him. After the crash, the truck 
driver came down and he called an ambulance while I 
called the police. After a while, your colleagues came 
and saved me.” 

“Thanks Jack, the evidence collected at the restaurant 
and the statement you just gave us will be useful during 
the trial of Hank and the chef. Before you go, I have 
something to tell you which can clear up the mysteries 
and questions in your head. Hank’s Burger is a corpse 
disposal centre where they get rid of dead bodies for 
gangs and criminals. The way they discard them and 
leave no traces is by turning them into burger patties. 
We knew there are places like this and we have been 
searching for months but we have only found limited 
clues. Thanks to you, we have now solved the case. Jack, 
you are free to go and you can come back anytime if 
you needed further assistance.”

“Thank you, Officer Brown.”

“Good bye.”
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¿Cómo Estás 
Trabajó 
Tomas? 
BY MACAULEY     

I walked into the office at the University of Glenhaven. 
Today was my first day doing my degree in business 
for business owners, not that I really run a “business”. 
I mean, I do… but it’s still not really a “business”. That 
said, we do do some pretty interesting stuff.

“Hi there, can I help you?” The voice startled me 
back to reality.

“Can I have my badge for the name Como Estas?” I 
replied hastily.

With my badge, I hurried off down the hallway, 
following the directions to my room F1.1, White line, 
grey line, fine blue line. Wow! The perfectly aligned 
seating and pristine wood tables. Hehe. If only the 
college was actually like that. I think I’m too used 
to the limelight of meetings with my boss and his 
clients.

I sat down on the desk in the close back corner. 
Never can be too safe with escape methods!

“Welcome class,” I heard thundering from the door 
as a young man entered the room and headed 
towards the lectern.

(At this point we bring you a tactical interruption to 
a horrible introduction, and skip to your regularly 
scheduled short story.)

And then he began a class introduction. I got asked 
to introduce myself first.

“So why are you here?”

“Uh… I’m here to learn how to better manage the 
finance and accounting for my business.”

The class didn’t even move an inch.

“Oh, so you already have a business, why don’t you 
tell us about it?”

The person in the third row, far left shifted.

“Uh, so I am an accountant and we process big 
money transactions for our clients.”

The person in the third row, far left grinned. 
Everyone else stayed still.

“So what is your target client?”

The person at the back slumped.

“We often work for garbage disposal companies, 
especially small ones that specialise in specific kinds 
of waste disposal.” 

The class grew anxious. The occupant of the third 
row starred blankly.

“Really? That’s interesting. What’s the name of your 
company?”

The guy smirked, trying to keep a beaming smile 
down.
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Grammar 
Nazi
BY ISMAIL  

She used the wrong IT’S!

My English teacher sent my parents a note about 
how I am “a distraction” with my vape pen, and how 
“its disrupting the class”. It’s IT’S, not ITS!

Of course, I sent back the letter with the correction, 
I gave her a D-, and a little note next to the grade 
saying: Good attempt, need better grammar skills, 
better luck next time :)

My mother – a university professor – and my 
father – a surgeon – are always working, so they 

communicate with me through sticky notes. But you 
know what really butters my eggroll? What really 
tits my tat? When my mum leaves me a note saying 
Your grounded. 

She used the wrong YOU’RE! Can you believe that? 
My own mother, my own flesh and blood, used the 
incorrect YOU’RE. Being grounded doesn’t really 
affect me, since I don’t really have any friends. It’s 
not that I can’t make any – I’m popular at school 
and good at socialising – it’s just that I don’t want 
to be friends with people who are always making 
grammatical errors.

Like this one time a kid fell out of a second storey 
window, and guess what my ex-friend Timmy said! 
“Somebody call a ambulance.” Can you believe that? 
A before a word starting with a vowel!

Anyways, I was meant to go to the kid’s funeral 
today, but I’m grounded, so I’ll just tell them that. 
They’ll probably write Hair lies Bobby anyways.
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Burpless
BY HYI  

“I’m sorry, are you sure?” asked Dr Jamal. 

I sighed. Some psychiatrist she was. Weren’t they 
supposed to go along with whatever you said? Or 
maybe it was understandable. After all, I’d just told 
her that I was a former world champion burper, that 
my parents had died in a car crash, and that one of my 
lungs had been stolen.

“Yeah, it’s the truth.” I replied. 

Dr Jamal stood still and stared at me for a second. I 
could see the cogs grinding in her head, trying to figure 
out whether this man before her was for real. After 
what seemed like an eternity, she spoke again.

“So, again, why did you eat the fortune cookies?” 

Finally, a good question. “I was… looking for answers. 
I’d lost my reputation as a burper, and then my parents 
and my wife and finally my next job. I didn’t know what 
to do.”

I rambled on and on until the interviewer started to 
phase out. But suddenly she perked up. 

“I’m sorry — could you repeat that?” she asked me.

“Which part?”

“What I think I heard you say is that you lost your lung.”

“Yup, one lung. Someone stole it. I’ve been having 
breathing problems and it’s been very stressful ever 
since.”

“I’m sorry — you can’t smoke cigarettes here.”

“But I’m really stressed, and cigarettes are cheaper 
than alcohol.”

The interviewer shrugged me off and proceeded to 
question my appearance. Her eyes immediately darted 
to part of my scar that revealed itself above my shirt. 
Without needing to be questioned, I explained the scar 
that would haunt me forever. 

“It was right after I faced the biggest upset of my 
career. I faced stage-fright in front of the world. In the 
world championships, I was burpless. I made a pretty 
rash decision after that.”

I paused. I was in too much pain to talk about it. The 
memories started to rush back, flooding my emotions 
and causing me to seize up. 

“I… I decided to sell my lungs after that performance. 
I gave up on my dream and knew that I was going to 
lose my sponsorship with Heinz Beanz. At the time it 
seemed like a logical decision.”
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Monster
BY REINA  

It is loud. So very loud. The sound echoes through the 
school as if the world has split in two, yet it doesn’t 
move. We all are crouched under the dirty desks, our 
backs pressing against the gum covered interior, mine 
in the back left corner of the classroom. Colourful 
drawings decorate the room, mine right behind me. It’s 
a drawing of a huge monster with red eyes, my initials 
in the corner C.L year 1. The usually open yellow tinged 
curtains are drawn and the faded, blue door bolted 
shut. The teacher crouches under her slightly larger, 
white desk, shaking as if she is in a blizzard. I wish my 
desk was that big. BANG! the sound echos again. I claw 
at my ears to get rid of the ringing. The children around 
me have their heads in their hands, most shaking like 
the teacher, their eyes wide and glossy with tears of 
fear. I’m not crying though, I’m not shaking.

Thunderous footsteps sound from behind the right 
wall, from the hallway. The footsteps are heavy, and 
almost as loud as the bangs. The loud footsteps begin 
to slow as the thing reaches the door. The teacher 
is praying now, muttering incoherent mumbles as 
more tears spill over her cheeks. The boy beside me, 
Ryan I think, clamps his chubby hand over his mouth, 
stifling his sobs, but letting out small, choking noises. 
I glare at him in annoyance as I move further into the 
shadows of the table. I miss my mum, maybe even her 
stupid boyfriend, Taylor. I hate Taylor though, he eats 
everything in the house and makes everything smell 
bad. My sister Caty says it’s the cancer sticks. I hate 
everything about Taylor — his stupid bald head, his 
dumb habits, like how he always tucks the laces into 
his shoes or how he always takes Mum’s money. Never 
mind, I don’t miss Taylor. I miss Caty though. I wish she 
was here.

BANG! The door crashes down and the teacher lets out 
a scream of terror, the rest of the students doing the 
same. Not me though. I try to move further away but 
my back hits the wall. The strange being walks slowly 
into the room, its head almost touching the roof. Its 
enormous body is covered in black fabric, and strange 
symbols decorate his covered arms. His legs are as 

thick as my waist. He’s huge. In his arm, I see a strange 
black machine. It is as long as my arm span and as thick 
as the being’s legs. But that isn’t what has caused me 
to start shaking. Its face is made of bits of black twisted 
metal, a sheet of reflective black glass where its eyes 
would be. 

I’m crying now. It stalks threateningly towards the 
teacher. She moves further under the desk, crying out 
pleas. The monster grabs her hair and drags her out of 
the table. She starts screaming. Ryan grabs me into a 
hug, but I am too afraid to complain. BANG! Everyone 
is screaming now. It then moves towards the tables, 
kicking them over to reveal the children underneath. 
BANG BANG! They too fall to the ground, asleep I think.

He continues to do this again and again. The screams 
grow quiet or maybe my hearing is going. The air tastes 
like metal but the monster still continues. BANG BANG! 
It stops at my table. I can only see its shoes. They are 
scuffed, yellowing Nikes with the grimy laces tucked in. 
Ryan grips me tighter, no longer concealing his cries. 

BANG!
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The Last 
Night 
BY MANASI      

I watched, rather calmly, as Sophia tore down our 
very new sofa with pieces of glass that were once the 
fancy mirror in her room. I was used to this. I knew, 
very accurately, what was going to happen as soon 
as the clock struck six. Mum and Dad would return 
— sullen from their work — and shout at Sophia for 
doing things that she probably wouldn’t have done if 
Mum and Dad weren’t the way they were. Or maybe 
she would. I don’t know — she’s very unpredictable. 
Sophia was a bit cranky ever since she was a little 
kid. But then stuff happened, such as she would turn 
into this passive-aggressive monster that bottled 
up every bit of pain, grief and anger that she faced. 
When our five-year-old brother died, she was ten. 
And shattered. He was, pretty much, the only living 
thing that she was ever close to. Since then, she 
wasn’t close to anyone. She hated Mum and Dad. 
She hated me. 

When Mum and Dad returned, the same things 
happened. But today was slightly different. Today, 
things escalated very quickly and Mum started 
throwing things at Sophia. 

“Calm down, Mum!” I cried. 

“Sophia, go to your room!” Dad commanded. 

Just when it looked like everyone would be serene, 
Mum and Dad started their own blame game, and by 
the time it was seven, everyone went to their rooms 
— angry, stressed, and upset. 

“I hate you guys! I’m gonna get all of you one day! 
Wait and watch!” I could hear Sophia screaming at 
the top of her lungs.

Sometimes, I just felt like hiding under my bed…

This is why I really hated vacations. I have the 
responsibility of Sophia, since I’m older. To be really 
honest, even though I’m four years older, I’m terrified 
of her. Every time I’m around her, I have really weird 

feelings. It’s like someone is behind me; or that 
something is going to happen that will destroy 
everything. Really strange and mysterious things 
happen around her. The other day, I was forced to 
go shopping with her. When we entered the mall, all 
the lights suddenly went off. Authorities explained it 
as a blackout. But I knew it wasn’t true, for this has 
happened too many times to ignore. Other things, 
such as CCTVs not working and speakers playing 
spooky sounds, have also occurred. Because Mum 
and Dad don’t want to pay much attention to her, I 
am usually forced to look after her. 

It doesn’t help that her room is right next to mine. I 
can hear everything happening in there, and it’s not 
pretty. Almost every night, I stay very still and silent 
in my bed and hear all the noises coming from her 
room, trying to figure out their source. Tonight, I lay 
on my bed again, listening for any sounds from her 
room. I couldn’t hear anything for quite a while and 
I was just going to fall asleep when I heard it. It was 
the spine-chillingly soft noise of some metal being 
rubbed against a stone. Alarmed, I sprang out of bed 
and dashed to her room, knocking on the door. 

As soon as she opened the door, I turned on the light 
and scanned my eyes around. “What were you just 
doing?” I asked.

“Sleeping, what else do you think I’d be doing at 
three am?” She sounded cross, but I didn’t care. I 
was very sure I had heard it.

I didn’t know what to do, and so, I just walked back to 
my room and tried to sleep. Soon, I dozed off. 

Later in the night, I woke up to the sound of a thump. 
It seemed distant, so I didn’t pay much attention to 
it. Suddenly, there was a bang and my door flew 
open. A figure slowly walked in. I couldn’t see very 
clearly. It walked straight towards me, and I lay still. 
As it slowly but steadily moved towards me, I felt 
more and more anxious and frightened. Who would 
come here at this hour and not even say a word? 

Suddenly, the dark sky was lit up by lightning, and I 
saw the figure’s face. 

It was Sophia. 

And in her hand was a knife. 
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Abandoned 
Child
BY VANESSA  

The teacher scribbles down the chemistry formula 
on the whiteboard, occasionally turning around to 
hush the noisy students. Alessia is different, her 
straight and sharp gaze never moves away from the 
whiteboard and her shaky hand copying down the 
notes never stops. She pulls her hair back as her 
black eyes switch between her notebook and the 
white board, in a robotic motion. As the class buzzes 
with whispers and yelps, she stands out, quiet with 
a strong aura, demanding others to stay away and 
avoid disturbing her in this moment.

RINGGGGG

She is jolted out of her zone, her black eyes 
refocusing.  

“Hey Alessia, wanna go shopping together after 
school?” Daisy, the only girl who would talk to her 
in class, asks.

“I’m not able to go today, sorry,” Alessia replied 
abruptly as she quickly packed up and rushed out of 
the classroom.

“Why would you invite her, she’s an unsocialised 
nerd!” “Yeah, I don’t want to go out with her, it’s 
going to be awkward and boring if she comes,” the 
girls whispered as Alessia ran through the hallway 
and straight to the bus bay. 

The next morning, Alessia’s long brown hair flows 
with the breeze as she briskly walks to school. Her 
chin is up, her back is straight, and her gaze is sharp. 

“Hey Alessia!” Daisy taps Alessia’s shoulder.

“Hey…. Daisy.” Alessia smiles at Daisy, with a fake 
smile.

“Would you like to join me at the amusement park 

on the weekend?” Daisy asks as her eyes glow with 
excitement.

“No! Go away! I hate that place!” Alessia screeches 
back at her. 

She flashes back to a memory hidden deep in 
her mind. The muffled laughter of children whirls 
through her head, spinning wheels of blurry lights 
flash sporadically, screeching sounds of screams 
made by people in roller coasters echo through her 
mind. She covers her ears and screams “make it 
stop… make it stop!”

Silence. 

“Ahh.. are you alright Alessia?” 

“Daisy…I’m so sorry, I know I look like a psychopath.” 
Alessia’s voice trembles. 

Daisy’s reaction is not what Alessia expects. She 
grins and pats Alessia’s back.

“You’ve finally shown the real you, Alessia.” Daisy 
says with a smile across her face.

“It’s ok Alessia, I was like you, pushing everyone who 
tried to be close with me away. Sometimes, relying 
on others can make you feel better.”

“But I don’t trust anyone, everyone will leave me one 
day,” Alessia sobs.

“Here I am! Alessia, nothing is eternal, everything 
changes, but what you can do is enjoy the present. 
Hold my hand and tell me your story.”

Alessia smiles momentarily before her facial 
expression turns. She explains to Daisy that in that 
chaotic amusement park, it was her third birthday 
and her happiest day. Her mother told her to wait 
in front of the ice cream shop for a while. But, in the 
moment her mum let go of her hand, Alessia lost 
everything. Happiness, family, and love.

Daisy holds Alessia’s hand.  “Let’s replace those bad 
memories with new ones. C’mon.”

Alessia smiles, her smile is as warm as the sun “We’re 
almost late for school, let’s go!”
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