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                                                                                   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 and the places 

they come from are celebrated. The guiding philosophy of WestWords is that the unique 

stories and perspectives 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, give voice to their stories 

and experiences, hones skills in written expression and illustration and sets them on a 

trajectory for life. 

 

The After School Creative Writing groups run after school for students in grades 4-12. The 

program was formerly held in-person, but like most good things during this period of lockdowns 

and uncertainty, WestWords took the model into a Zoom room. This worked really well; many 

students from different places in Western Sydney and beyond were able to become part of a 

small writing community whose primary concern was creativity, imagination and writing craft. 

  

At the end of 2021, when we asked the students how they’d like to celebrate their good work, 

they said they would like to publish their work online, to share with friends & family. Some 

students chose to create graphics to accompany their stories, which we encouraged, as 

mastery and ownership of one’s creative work is so important to thrive. 

  

Guided by Creative Writers and Facilitators Catherine Pelosi and Michelle Hamadache the 

students learnt about writing-as-craft, how to flex those editing muscles and how these 

considerations need not fence in ideas. They came to understand that the use of ‘writing tools’ 

clears the ‘brush’ around the ideas so they stand clear and strong. The work contained here 

is a small peek into imaginations that know no bounds. 

  

Thank you to all those who contributed to this small collection and to Catherine who edited the 

work. WestWords is proud to have such long-lasting programs such as After School Creative 

Writing and hopes that initiatives such as these helps give confidence and seed the new 

generation of writers and the stories only they can tell. 



The Facilitators 
 

Catherine Pelosi  
Upper primary (yrs 4-6) & Junior high (yrs 7-9) 

 

Catherine is the Sydney-based author of middle-grade 
novel, Quark’s Academy and picture book, Something 
for Fleur. Both books are being released in Turkey 
and are available online in the USA and Canada. 
Both books were selected for 2019 NSW Premier’s 
Reading Challenge. Quark’s Academy was also 
one of the few selected texts for the CBCA Readers 
Cup for 2019 and shortlisted for the 2019 Western 
Australian Young Reader’s Book Award. 
 
She adores teaching writing to young people and 
is available for school visits. Catherine runs 

weekly after school creative writing workshops with 
Westwords and has been a speaker at several events including 

the Sharjah Children's Festival - twice, CBCA events, as well as writing festivals 
including Writers, Unleashed. Children’s books, in Catherine’s opinion, are the best.    
                   They are the ones that shape us, give us hope, help us find our place in 
the world…and, take us away to wonderful places. They can also be  
read by everyone, which she loves.  
 
 
 
Michelle Hamadache 
Senior high (yrs 10-12) 
 
Michelle teaches English Studies and Creative 
Writing at Macquarie University. Michelle 
writes fiction and creative non-fiction, and is 
working on a history of Resettlement Camps 
in Algeria during the Algerian War for 
Independence from France (1954-62). She 
was an editor at Southerly until 2018 and is 
now Managing Editor at Mascara Literary 
Review, a bi-annual literary journal interested in the 
work of the contemporary migrant, Asian Australian and Aboriginal 
writers. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Who took the nerf guns? So, we were just about to go play nerf guns but then  
THE NERF GUNS WERE MISSING!!! We started to look so I asked Luca who was 
the last person who went to the table before we ate lunch. 
 
Oh, it was Rei, ok let’s ask him Rei said, “I was doing my homework that’s why I  
was the last one there.” So he didn’t have it. 
 
But then we heard a loud BANG!! We thought it was a nerf gun being fired. We quickly 
ran to where the noise was. It was Rose who was watching her computer. 
We asked her if she had the nerf guns and she said I was tired of school and  
started to watch YouTube on my computer, so she didn’t have it. 
 
So that means there was one more suspect and it has to be Noah he must have done 
it. Let’s go to Noah’s room. I bet you he has it there “ok let’s go” said Luca  
we went in and… 
 
He HAS A BUNKER! and all the nerf guns are in there we need to beat him in a  
nerf battle do you keep a spare nerf gun “yes,” said Luca he went to his bedroom 
and came out with a nerf gun, but it is only one so one of us has to hold a shield ok. 
 
“Sure I will do it,” said Luca. 
“When I say three, we push through ok.” “Ok,” said Luca. 
 
One two three charge we were shooting but we dodged the bullets we were all on one 
life and we each had one bullet so one shot each we went to the corridor. 
 
Luca made a target whoever shoots closest to middle wins he shot first but he missed 
it was my turn and I was ready I held my gun up a took a shot with my eyes close then 
I opened them it was exactly on the target and we got the nerf guns back and we beat 
him. 
 

Bob’s Lunchbox 
BY Emilio Jara-Gonzales  

 
After maths Bob realised he had lost his lunch box and if he didn’t find it, he will starve 
to death. Bob asked his teacher Mrs Toungs if he could go around the school to find 
his lunch box. 

 
Firstly, he checked the library just in case he dropped it when he was borrowing and 
returning his library books, but it was not there. He even asked the librarian if she have 
seen his lunch box, but she said no. 
 
Secondly, he checked the big play area just in case i got distracted while playing with 
my friends but there was no sign, we even asked the teachers on duty if they saw me 
if I dropped my lunch box, but they did not see me. 

Missing Nerf Guns 
BY Carlos Jara-Gonzales  
 

Grades 4-6 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A race towards the finish 
BY Arna Gupta 
 
Everyone was excited! Ms Learton was announcing the winners of the 2022 
captain/prefect election for Pinewood Public School. Most of the grade five students 
were eager to find out who had gotten in. Other students from grades four and six 
were just chatting and not bothered. After minutes of waiting, Ms Learton, the principal, 
finally got up to the stage. 
 
The teachers shushed the children and Ms Learton began to speak. She raved on for 
minutes about how becoming a leader comes with commitments, blah blah blah. And 
then finally she said, “Now, I am going to announce the winners of the leadership team 
election. I will begin with the girls. Rosa Parkin, Madison Mattinhood, Mia Halton and 
Claudia Martin. Now for the boys…” 
 
Claudia Martin didn’t listen to the rest. She was stunned. “Did Ms. Learton say my 
name? Me out of all people”? Claudia asked herself. A punch on the shoulder sent 
Claudia dreamily back to Earth. Mia Halton was in front of Claudia and yelling at her 
to follow her.” 
 
“What are we supposed to be doing?” Claudia whispered back. But Mia didn’t reply, 
everyone in the hall did. 



“Ms Learton said, the elected people are to go to the stage to receive a letter,” the hall 
chorused. Claudia felt embarrassed. It was the first time she had actually achieved 
something, and she had already messed up. Quietly and quickly, Claudia went up to 
the stage. That day, Claudia was receiving so much attention from her fellow 
classmates and some strangers too. She finally understood why Mia and Madison 
liked grabbing attention. She grinned, it was nice to be so popular. 
 
The next day, however, Claudia barely smiled at all. Mia had posted online that Claudia 
was the meanest kid on the planet as she littered and truly her election speech had 
consisted of making her school environmentally safer. This consisted of less littering, 
more recycling, etc. Claudia’s best friend, Alice was ignoring her too. She was jealous 
of Claudia or something from what Claudia had heard. There was one person that 
wasn’t ignoring her, and that person was Rosa. Rosa had been kind to Claudia ever 
since kindy. 
 
She never was involved with the recent trends or decided to yell and people for no 
purpose. Rosa Parkin was a girl with a heart-warming smile and a personality that 
would brighten anyone’s day. The day dragged on, Claudia become more and more 
upset. An idea began to form in her head. 
 
“Why don’t I play a trick on Mia”, she thought. So that night Claudia created a post 
about something that had occurred in year two. Mia had “accidentally” punched 
Claudia. Meanwhile, Claudia had written that “ do you really want someone like this to 
be your school leader”? 
 
The following morning, IIa was receiving for the first time in her life, no attention at all. 
Instead, Claudia was receiving popularity instead. At lunch, Mia left Claudia a note; 
 
“Meet me in the lunchroom at 1. need 2 speak 2 u” 
 
Unwillingly, Claudia went to the lunchroom at 1 and spotted Mia in the corner. She 
walked up to her. 
 
“What do you want with me,” she asked. “To make some things quite plain,” she 
responded. 
 
“I’m all ears”, Claudia glared back. “YOU ARE A FOUL, ATTENTION-SEEKING 
PERSON WHO HAS NO RIGHT TO TELL ANYONE OR ANYTHING ABOUT ME. 
AND ALSO, MISS POPULAR I WILL WIN THE CAPTAIN SPOT IN THE 
LEADERSHIP TEAM!” Mia yelled into Claudia’s ear. “I’m not so sure about you 
receiving the captain spot, but anyways good luck. Plus, that information was 
already leaked by Madison,” said Claudia. 
 
And without another word, Claudia left the lunchroom. After lunch, Claudia complained 
to her teacher about how Mia was bullying her verbally. Her teacher listened patiently 
and promised Claudia she would speak with Mia. And it looks like she did... 
 
The next day Claudia presented her speech and the following week, the results 
arrived. The captain for 2022 will be Claudia Martin. Mia glared at Claudia. However, 
Claudia didn’t notice. She swelled with pride and walked in the direction of the stage. 



 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Fantasia 
BY Lily Semms 
 
 
“Knock knock!” said Avery 
“Who’s there?” replied Charlotte 
“The interrupting cow” 
“The interrupting cow who-” answered Charlotte before she got cut off. 
“Moo!” exclaimed Avery. The two girls start laughing. They were almost home after a 
long day at school before they came across a great big tree. They run over to take a 
closer look. 
 
“Hmmmm, it seems to have a door,” stated Avery. Charlotte grabs the handle. 
“Don’t do that-” before Avery could finish, a raspy voice came over. 
“You are now being teleported into The Secret World. To exit, you must find a secret 
key, hidden underground hidden amongst the trees. There will be some challenges 
but none of which will compare to Smith...” blurted a voice. 
 
Before they can say anything, even to each other, they find themselves in another 
world with a giant sign saying “Fantasia”. 
“Fantasia? Hmm, that must be the name,” whispered Charlotte. 
 
They walk deeper and deeper into Fantasia, telling jokes back and forth to each other. 
They walk for a couple of minutes before they stumble upon a hole. 
“I fell!” screamed Charlotte. 
“Thanks Einstein, I didn’t notice,” Avery replied sarcastically. 
 
They grasp the key in their hand before Secret Agent Smith comes. 
“STOP RIGHT THERE!” yelled Smith. 
 
Charlotte and Avery run as fast as they can. Avery has the key held tightly in her grip. 
They run towards the tree and trap the key inside the keyhole and shuffle it around. 
Click. 
 
The two girls run out of the tree and Smith close behind. 
 
Moments later, Avery wakes up from her dream, with Charlotte right beside her. 
 
 



Family is Forever  
BY Harshini Ramanandh 

 
When it was twilight pitch black, the wind flew in the room. There was a boy awake and 
furious, Tom Gettins. He lived with his loving adopted parents in a normal comfy home. But 
Tom was nothing but an ingrate and a spoiled brat. He hated everything his adopted parents 
Alison and Carlos would do for him. 
 
He only wanted more and better. Take for example, he is a truant as he skips school just to 
go to the park and other fun places, when he comes home, he stomps on the floor bangs the 
door shut. When his parents come into the room they don’t shout or scream at him for 
skipping school they’d rather apologise to him for making him go to school. 
 
But fractious Tom stubbornly shouts, “GO AWAY!! GET OUT!! I HATE YOU. MY LIFE IS RUINED 
AND IT’S ALL BECAUSE OF YOU!!!”. His parents are used to these things as he does this every 
single day. 
 
The next day, Tom Gettins went to school. Surprisingly he didn’t skip school and he did math, 
English, science and PE. without missing any classes. That following day when Tom was leaving 
school, he saw a millionaire. His mouth opened staring at their gorgeous clothes and limo. He 
ran to a fancy store and stole some nice clothes and didn’t get caught stealing clothes because 
nobody was in the shop then. 
 
Then he purposely bumped into her while rambling on about how poor everyone is here. 
 
As he stumbled on her, the lady said, “WATCH WHERE YOU ARE WALKING KID !!” Then she 
looked at his clothes and what he was saying the lady realised he was also a rich person. 
 
She replied, this time very politely. “Oh, sorry I thought you were one of those poor ugly 
people anyways my name is Natalie Himphlgrey!!! What about you?” 
  
Tom replied. “I am Tom Gettins and how could you even think I was one of those pesky dirty 
rats!!! My eyes are falling out from how poor they are. 
 
Natalie said, “sorry well where are your parents, Tom?” 
 
“Ohh my parents they are uhhh... on a very long trip ya.. that’s right on a long trip in our fancy 
private jet for a work yep that’s right my parents are the popstars. 
 
“My mum is Olivia Rodrigo and my dad Justin Bieber,” Natalie said. 
 
“Ok well let’s go to my house, it’s a mansion. Then the two of them went in the fancy limo to 
Natalie ‘s house. When they arrived, Tom saw it was dark, gloomy, dusty, scary and full on 
black but he thought this must have been another person’s house then he looked around for 
any other house, but this was the only one. Tom was petrified drastically. When Tom was just 



about to ask Natalie about where her house is quickly a man in black put a sack over his face 
and tape on him and drove him to a house. 
 
The next day, when Tom woke up, he could only see pitch black when Natalie turned on the 
light she said, “hello Tom you might be wondering who amI!! Well dear Tom I am your real 
mother. I got rich by ROBBING MUAHAHA!!!!!!!” 
 
Tom attempted to run away but he couldn’t. The lady said, “come with me Tommy boy we 
have some robbing to do.” Tom froze for a second not knowing what to say. 
 
Back at home, Alison and Carlos were so worried after school they couldn’t find Tom. They 
got the police involved in this. Police 1 checked the school camera they saw a rich person 
taking Tom into the car then the camera went black as they couldn’t see the number plate, 
but they thought that’s since that particular day was a muddy day. Fortunately, they could 
see some car prints which led to two trails - one the normal way and the other one the quite 
odd way. The police finally concluded that the kidnappers would’ve probably taken him 
through the odd way. Then police then checked the mud prints on the odd way it lead them 
up to a strange looking house up the hill but the bad part was it was a really steep hill. 
 
At the old house where Tom was taken, the kidnappers were waiting for a reply from the little 
boy to be a part of their team, but those people never got one but instead of shouting at him 
Natalie said a bit calmly. 
 
“Tom, look we have been tracking you down all the fights with your parents. Oh I mean 
adopted parents! How you skip school and also how you wanna be rich. See I know everything 
about you. I have unlocked the security cameras in your house also I know you are not rich. I 
pretended that you were rich so I could kidnap you and remember if u want to be rich YOU 
MUST DO WHAT I SAY! WHEN I SAY IT! GOT IT!” 
 
Tom trembled with fear and sacredly replied-o-k jus-s-t don’t-to hur-t-t me.” When Tom 
finished talking, kidnapper one said, “Natalie! police troop is coming. I see them but they can’t 
get up here.” 
 
“Oh no get the kid and make a run for in the black jeep put him in the trunk Natalie screamed. 
 
Kidnaper 1 said “what about Barry?” 
 
Natalie shouted again. ”WHAT DID I SAY!! LEAVE HIM HERE I DON’T CARE ABOUT ANY OF 
YOU. HE CAN GET CAUGHT TO SAVE ME I AM THE ONLY IMPORTANT ONE HERE. NOW GET 
THE CAR STARTED AND TAKE THE BOY IN THE BOOT!!!!!!!!!!” 
 
Tom was so scared he had the brilliant idea of running away but he thought how he could 
escape when there was tape all over him. Then Tom remembered when he focuses on 
something it might work so Tom was so focused on breaking the tape from his hands and he 
did it successfully, but he only did it when the kidnapers and Natalie were getting the jeep 
ready. Tom managed to get the tape off from his body and ran back to the end of the hill but 
sadly when he reached there his parents were not there and then he forgot the way back. So, 
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he just walked straight in search of people who can help him. But just then he realised reached 
a jungle, he was super-duper scared he was still walking straight through, and he found out 
that was a pretend jungle for kids like a play area and then he ended up in the middle of the 
city and found some police officers. 
 
When he saw a police officer he scurried to him and told him his story. While the police officer 
was enquiring him a few details his Aunt Sarah noticed him and said, “oh hi Tom! your parents 
have been looking for you everywhere, let me take you home.” Then his aunt drove him home 
straight away without any further delay. 
 
When he saw his parents, he raced up to them and hugged them and said in a loving voice. 
“Mom Dad I love you.” His parents were so happy they found him and also that he called them 
mom and dad for the first time. 
 
Tom realised that money is not everything in life and family is the greatest asset one could 
possess. He restarted his life with a sense of content, love and affection. 
 
 
 
 

 

 
The Angelus of Hevonius 
BY Bond Wolfson 
 
Reuben leaped towards the beautiful portal, enchanting him. As he entered the Island 
of Hevonius, happiness overwhelmed him, the clear blue sky was amazing, and the 
lush green bushes filled the island. As he stepped forward, an angel floated towards 
him. 
 
“Welcome to the Island of Hevonius,” said the angel formally. 
 
“Hi,” Reuben said, surprised that he was talking with an angel. 
 
“How have you got here?” Replied the angel, stunned by how Reuben had reached 
Hevonius. 
 
“I came here through a portal.” Called back Reuben. As soon as he said that, he 
rushed away, causing the angel to panic. 
 
“Come back here!” Shouted the angel. But Reuben didn’t care. A few minutes later, 
he found himself lost in the Jungle of Hevionus. Mysterious plants surrounded him, 
and he didn’t know what to do, other than find a way out. After a few hours, he found 
his way in and out. But he didn’t realise he was looking straight into the mythical 
Angelus. 
 



Reuben reached out to touch the floating object, but a magical force pushed him away. 
“You shall not touch the Angelus!” said an angry voice. At that moment, Reuben 
rushed away, with the voice stuck in his voice stuck in his head.  
 
Reuben strolled along the dirt road, still thinking about the object that one floated in 
front of him.“The Mythical Angelus,” muttered Reuben. After an hour to Reuben, he 
arrived at a small village. People stared at him wherever he went, making him 
extremely uncomfortable. Reuben came to a stop at a dead end. All he could see were 
busy shops crammed with customers. Except one. Reuben sprinted towards 
this particular shop. The store was dimly lit, and dusty antiques were scattered around. 
He went up to the counter. An old lady sat there, dressed in old clothes. 
 
“How can I help you today?” said the shopkeeper in a melancholy tone. 
 
“I would like to ask you if you know anything about the Angelus.” 
 
The shopkeeper quickly looked up with a scared face and dragged Reuben into the 
back of her shop. “Why are you asking?” said the lady quickly and fiercely. 
 
“I nearly touched it, and someone invisible shouted at me angrily.” 
 
The shopkeeper gasped in horror. “I can’t tell you anything about it. You have already 
nearly broken the one sacred rule of Hevonius.” The old lady then shoved the boy out 
of the shop, leaving Reuben dismayed. 
 
“How rude,” Reuben said under his breath. Reuben then decided that he would try to 
get the Angelus once and for all. Reuben grabbed a map from an information desk 
and set off on his journey. He would venture through the forest, climb up the holy stairs, 
and reach the statue of the mythical Angelus. 
 
Reuben took out some matchsticks from his new backpack and set a campfire alight. 
Smoke rose up into the sky as he roasted some beef on the fire. After a few minutes, 
the beef was ready. Reuben chomped on the beef hungrily. “Mm.” He said hungrily. 
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In the heart of the tropical rainforest, there was a civilisation. A civilisation of monkeys. 
Most of them were playing in the trees but one monkey stood apart from the others. 
He had decided to leave. He was on a mission to find what had been stolen from the 
monkeys, what was rightfully theirs. All the banana trees had been chopped down and 
taken away to human civilisations. Someone had to find the missing bananas, that 
someone was Hubert. 
 
As he left Hubert cried out “Someday, I will come back here. Someday. I will find the 
bananas.” And so, began the journey of Hubert the monkey. He may not have thought 
himself to be a hero, but today the fate of the bananas rested in his hands. 
 
The first night on the road was so bleak and horrible, Hubert needed something to 
bring some light to his dark situation. He slowly strummed his banjo, seconds later a 
family of mice ran from their hole covering their ears. Hubert began to sing. 
 

“I left the wood of delights 
Cause I hated all heights 

Where the earth is higher than me 
Please set me free 

 
I can’t find bananas nowhere 

Almost given up hope yeah yeah 
But their counting on me 

The bananas used to grow free 
 

They’ve stolen my food 
I’m not in a good mood 

It’s no fair 
Yeah yeah yeah” 

 
Slowly the sun set, and Hubert closed his eyes. His dreams were full of bananas and 
screaming weasels trying to destroy the bananas. 
 
The sun rose turning the sky from black to pink, to blue. Hubert opened his eyes. 
Today he was going to enter a village and search for bananas. “Always remember that 
bananas are yellow and curved.” Hubert reminded himself. 
 
The village gates slowly creaked open to reveal a bustling market. “Ooooh! Yellow 
curvy objects everywhere!” Hubert could almost jump for joy. Two days and he had 
already found the bananas. He rushed forward and bit into the first yellow thing he 
saw. It was… Crunchy? Bananas aren’t normally crunchy. 
 
“Oi! Why are you eating my capsicum?”, a man yelled. Hubert turned with a look of 
surprise on his face. What is a capsicum? As soon as he saw Hubert’s face the man 
reacted. “Monkey! Monkey in the market! Monkey eating my capsicum! GET IT!” 
 

Grades 7-9 Mission Bananas 
BY Xavier Hanna  
 



 
“Oh, the man is cranky,” thought Hubert. “What are you meant to do when a human 
gets cranky? Run. Run? Oh yeah, I should be running.” Hubert took off at lightning 
speed dodging the stalls and crowds. The man charged after Hubert like an angry 
rhino knocking stalls everywhere. Hubert kept running desperately trying to avoid the 
man. If he got caught that would mean he wouldn’t return to the forest, he wouldn’t be 
a hero and he wouldn’t find the bananas. 
 
After many terrifying minutes Hubert looked behind him, the man was nowhere to be 
seen, Hubert collapsed, out of breath. 
 
“Hello there, I’m Will. Can I help you?” Hubert looked up in a panic. There was a man 
with a kind face standing over him. “You look hungry,” Will said,” Can I get you 
something to eat?” Hubert jumped up and down in excitement. He was so hungry he 
could eat anything. Well, maybe not a capsicum.  
 
Will reached into his bag and pulled out some bananas. A massive smile spread over 
Hubert’s face. Somehow, he knew everything was going to be ok now. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Magique 
BY Nimmi Nadarassan 
 
Magic is hard. Especially when you’re an apprentice and your master is the biggest 
snob in the world. My tutor, Hayley Rivers only cares about herself, and her pet 
Gryphon FooFoo. Strange name for a beast that can single handily wipe out most of 
the population. These thoughts in mind, I hurriedly rush to clean up my cottage. Hayley 
is coming over to give me an in depth tutorial on how to tame a unicorn. 
Believe it or not, Unicorns are NOT the beautiful, calm creatures that fairytales make 
them out to be. To put it simply, they are brats. I daresay they are even pests. Unicorns 
don’t drink water. They only drink Golden Ale, made from the golden pear which is 
only found on top of the tallest mountain in the world. 
 
“Monica!!!” A voice calls from the front door, and I instinctively roll my eyes. The, too 
sweet, sugar coated voice can only belong to one person. I scamper to the front door, 
and oh what a surprise, it’s Hayley! 
 
“Monica!” A grimace falls upon her features as soon as she notices my presence. 
“What are you wearing?!” She asks, hands on hips. 
 
“Uh...Clothes?” I respond. “I know,” She pauses again to scan my outfit. “It looks like 
you skinned a cow and wore its skin. I want to bring it back to life and slap it for getting 
involved.” I raise my eyebrows. “Is there a specific way I’m supposed to dress Hayley?” 
I ask, frustrated. She stares at me, as if I’ve suddenly turned into a worm. 
 
“Uhh.. Yes! Like me!” She responds, pointing to her own ensemble. It’s only then I 
notice the extravagant outfit she has assembled. Hayley has paired a ridiculous pink 
tutu with an ugly Christmas sweater. Her makeup is over the top and her eyeliner looks 
like it’s been done by a blind baboon. No offence of course, I think. 
 
“Right…” I sigh loudly. “Anyways, can you please teach me how to train a Unicorn?” 
“I would rather fix your fashion choices first, but whatever!” She shoots me a wry smile. 
“Watch & learn.” Hayley turns in a full circle, her feet rising off the ground momentarily. 
Suddenly, standing next to me, is a short, stout unicorn! Or what I liked to call, an 
overrated, overgrown goat with a horn on its head. “Awww, look at him!!” Hayley coos, 
patting the unicorn. 
 
It gives a satisfied “humph.” 
 
“Hayley, it’s literally a white goat with one horn.” I quip, and in response the unicorn 
turns to me, giving me the “look”. It’s the classic “I will eat your face” look. And trust 
me, I’ve gotten that look not only from unicorns, but humans too. The unicorn gives a 
defiant snort before swishing its tail and leaving an unwelcome surprise on my foot. 
“Ugh!!” 
 
* an hour later* 
 
“Well come on now!!” Hayley shouts at me. 
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I pant as I rush to catch up with her. Hayley’s riding the unicorn, (which she names 
Aaron, even though she’s a girl. She says it’s “chic”) which I’m supposed to be doing- 
but instead, I’m running behind them. Hayley claims I need to be in top shape to be 
able to ride a unicorn, which is ironic, as she’s a middle- aged woman of about thirty! 
She’s so old!” 
 
“I….*pant* am coming! *pant” I manage to get out, before collapsing to the ground. 
“Chop, chop girl!! Hurry up!!” She calls, and I rush to catch up with her. Hayley & Aaron 
are already halfway down the street, and I’ve noticed that Aaron has left behind a trail 
of droppings! Since I’m used to cleaning up after Foo Foo- this should be a walk in the 
park for me! 
 
By the end of the day, I’ve cleaned up multiple droppings left behind by Aaron and 
finally learned how to properly care for a unicorn! It involved a lot of bathing, cleaning 
& scrubbing. Suffice to say, I was exhausted by the end of the day. 
 
After Aaron & Hayley leave, I crawl into bed exhausted. I snuggle into bed, but I feel 
something……soft, and squishy on my cheek. A small poop has been cleanly laid on 
my pillow. “AAROONNNNN!!!!”  
 
 

The Finish Line 
BY Karuna Yang 

 
The day of the dragon race finally arrived. 
 
Bella did a last air-circle round the frozen lake on her dragon, Winter. She swerved 
sharply to her right, narrowly avoiding her older cousin, Henry, who had flown his 
dragon, swift, full speed towards her. He was obviously trying to make her fall off and 
hurt herself so she couldn’t compete. 
 
He must be worried that I’ll beat him! thought Bella, smiling to herself as she continued 
her warm up lap. 
 
The race horn blared. 5 minutes until the race starts, Bella thought nervously. She 
finished her lap and patted Winter’s iridescent peacock-blue scales. “Let’s do this.” 
 
A mocking voice near Bella’s ear made her jump. “You sound scared.” It was Henry. 
 
“No, I’m not, actually.” But she was, really. Henry didn’t need to know that though. 
 
Henry tried to bump Swift against Winter again but only succeeded in making Winter 
let out a snort of hot steam – prompting him to fly quite a lot further away. 
 
Bella glared at Henry’s retreating and gave Winter a firm pat. “Nice one, girl.” 
 
The horn hooted again. 3 minutes, Bella thought. She halted Winter in front of the blue 
ribbon that marked the start of the race. It hung in the air between two tall poles. Other 
competitors began to line up too. 



 
The judge did a quick head count of the competitors, before declaring that everyone 
was there and ready to race. 
 
Bella looked across at Henry. He was mouthing something at her that she couldn’t 
understand, when the commentator’s voice suddenly boomed through a microphone. 
 
“On your marks, ready, set, GO!” 
 
Every single dragon shot forward, their wings beating powerfully against their sides. 
 
Henry did a dangerously sharp turn around one of the corners, causing one of the 
riders to fall off their dragon. 
 
The commentator started bellowing his lungs out again. “One rider off! Phew! She’s 
been caught in the net. This puts Henry B –B –Boomatical in the lead.” The 
commentator stuttered over Henry’s name but managed to continue. “Laurena 
Humblecuff is hot on his tail! And coming in 3rd place is Bella Eslinger!” 
 
Bella urged Winter faster. “Come on, girl.” she muttered. “We’ve got to catch them up.” 
Bella HAD to win this race unless she wanted to be bullied by Henry for the rest of her 
life. 
 
Winter flicked her spiny tail, and before Bella could say another word, Winter had 
overtaken Laurena and her dragon, Cobalt. Now there was only Henry to pass. Henry 
pushed Swift into a strange dive. Weird, Bella thought. He did another dive, this time 
blocking Bella’s path. Oh, that’s what he’s doing, she realised, trying to block me. 
 
That night, when Bella was feeding Winter in her stall, she smiled. She couldn’t wait 
for their next challenge. 
 
They were a few metres away from the red end-of-race ribbon, when Henry did a last 
ridiculous dive down, just as Winter decided to shoot forwards. 
 
Winter soared right over Henry and Swift. Bella grinned ecstatically and hoped that 
Winter had chosen that moment to do one of her famously smelly farts. 
 
Then Winter powered through the red ribbon, leaving Henry and Swift to cross a few 
seconds after her. 
 
Cheers burst out from the side lines and the commentator’s voice shrieked excitedly. 
“In 3rd place is Laurena Humblecuff on Cobalt. In 2nd place we have Henry… er… 
Boomatical…riding Swift! And in 1st place – Bella Eslinger riding Winter!” 
 
Henry glared daggers at Bella, as she was presented with her prize, but for the first 
time, she couldn’t care less. 
 
Once Bella was holding her silver, dragon-shaped prize, she and Winter did their lap 
of honour with Laurena and Henry following behind. She couldn’t believe it. They. Had. 
WON! 
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* * * 
 
That night, when Bella was feeding Winter in her stall, she smiled. She couldn’t wait 
for their next challenge. 
 
 

Love is in the Hair 
BY Sarvana Yang 
 
‘I’m going to dye my hair!’ my little sister Lily announces dramatically at the dinner 
table. 
 
Dad and I don’t take much notice. Dinner is for eating – not talking. It’ll just be another 
of Lily’s crazy, scatter- brained plots. Probably something to do with getting money 
from us. 
 
‘Sorry, Darling. What?’ Dad absentmindedly pours his glass of water over his 
sausages. 
 
Lily tosses her long blonde hair and preens. ‘I’m dyeing my hair!’ 
 
‘Hmm, that’s nice.’ Dad goes back to stabbing at his sausages. He seems confused 
they’re so soggy. 
 
‘Well?!’ Lily drums her fingers on the table. 
 
‘Well, what?’ I say, exasperated. Why does Lily always have to spoil a quiet weekend 
night? 
 
She sneers. ‘You’ve got dirt on your face, Jack.’ 
 
I quickly rub my nose. Only because I was in the garden all afternoon helping Dad. I 
know for a fact Lily was watching TV, though she said she was working on a “school 
project”. 
 
‘Saw that.’ Lily smirks. I hastily pull my hand away from my face and glare. 
 
‘Like anyone wants to hear you talking about yourself anyway.’ 
 
Lily turns away pointedly. ‘Can I have a pot of pink paint, Dad? 
 
I frown, suspicious about her sudden change of subject. Oh well. That’s Lily for you. 
From one crazy scheme to another. 
 
‘Why?’ Dad stares at his plate vaguely. 
 
‘Because.’ 
 
 



 
‘Oh. Well, actually I do have some in the shed. It’s left over from painting your 
bedroom.’ 
 
‘Perfect!’ Lily smiles angelically and starts to sidle out of the room. Of course she’s 
going to get away with not doing the dishes. As always. 
 
‘What do you want the paint for?’ I ask just before she disappears. 
 
She strokes her hair, smiling cryptically. ‘Nothing!’ 
 

* * * 
 
By the time I’ve finished clearing the table and doing the dishes, it’s after 9pm. Dad’s 
asleep on the couch and the TV is blaring out the sports news. I drag myself across 
the living room and switch it off. Silence at last. Beautiful, peaceful silence. 
 
‘AAAAHHHHHHHHHH.’ A scream like a banshee pierces the air. 
 
Dad leaps off the couch. ‘What’s happening?! Is it the fire alarm?’ 
 
I smile grimly. ‘I don’t think so.’ 
 
‘What then?!’ 
 
‘Lily,’ I hiss, giving him a meaningful look. 
 
Dad stares at me for a second, before pounding up the stairs, two at a time. I follow 
apprehensively. Dad hammers on Lily’s bedroom door, then bursts in. Lily is sitting on 
her bed sobbing. Her hair is…pink. Sort of. But not dyed pink. It’s slathered with paint. 
Dad closes his eyes. Then opens them. And closes them again. 
 
‘Lily!’ he exclaims at last, horrified.  
 
Lily continues to sob. I desperately try to stifle my laughter. Lily looks awful. It sounds 
mean, but that’s the only word for it. And if you’d been living with Lily for as long as I 
have, you’d be taking the chance to have a laugh too. 
 
‘Lily!’ Dad repeats. 
 
Lily hiccups, then looks at Dad with beseeching eyes. Somehow, her dripping, 
strangely coloured hair and tear-stained face work in her favour, because Dad takes 
a deep breath, and cautiously edges toward her. 
 
‘Why would you do this, Lily?’ he asks. 
 
‘I told you,’ Lily says defensively, ‘I wanted to dye my hair.’ 
 
Dad groans. ‘You’ve painted it! Not dyed it!’ 
 



 
 
Lily doesn’t answer. Dad sighs. ‘Get in the shower, Lily. Quickly, or your hair will be 
ruined. First thing tomorrow, I’ll take you to a hairdresser’s and we’ll see what they can 
do to fix this…mess.’ 
 
Lily nods sulkily. ‘Fine then. Make sure they know I want hot pink streaks.’ She stomps 
downstairs. 
 
Dad shakes his head, bewildered. ‘I didn’t say she could…that’s going to be really 
expensive…I only meant…’ he trails off. 
 
‘Just say no!’ I exclaim. Dad looks at me like I’m a lunatic. 
 

* * * 
 
After a four hour session at the hairdresser’s, Lily gets home with Dad. Her hair is 
curled and shiny, with perfect “hot pink streaks”. Personally, I can’t see much 
improvement, but I’m definitely not going to tell her that. 
 
Dad actually doesn’t look as tired as I expected, but he does look angry. The bill must 
have been pretty big. 
 
He storms into the living room. I’m about to ask him if he wants a cup of tea, but before 
I can say a word, his furious glare turns to me. ‘Why would you tell Lily that the best 
way to dye hair is with paint?!’ I stare at him, gobsmacked. And then it hits me. The 
little monster. 
 
 
 
 


