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Friendship 

By Natalie Barclay 

 

!ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ Ψ! ¢ƻƪŜƴ ƻŦ CǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇΩ  

by Arthur Collingridge, 1890  

 

In the field the grass 

is dry beneath my feet. 

It smells of hay.  

This delicate afternoon 

is full of birdsong. 

Slowly the brown calf 

approaches me. 

I put out my hand 

and show her an apple. 

She sniffs it, 

her damp nose  

touching my skin. 

Friends. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Losing A Friend 

By Rebecca Ethige 

 

²ƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΣ L ƭƻǎǘ Ƴȅ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ WŜǎǎƛŎŀΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ Řŀȅ L ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ 

forget. Almost every detail is as fresh as it was the day it happened. It was a normal Monday 

at middle school. I remember getting on the bus and feeling very strange and thinking to 

ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ΨŘƛŘ L ǿŜŀǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǳǘŦƛǘ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΚΩ L ōǊǳǎƘŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŀǎ 

quickly as I could, I got to school, went to my locker like normal and then went to my 

classroom where I sat and talked to my friend. I remember asking if she had seen Jessica 

because I was waiting for her to get there. Jessica and I always went to get breakfast from 

the cafeteria together in the mornings. I figured she was just running a little late and 

decided to sit and talk with my friend a little more. 

While sitting there talking to my friend, another classmate ran into my homeroom 

Ŏƭŀǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎΣ ΨWŜǎǎƛŎŀ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭǿŀȅΗΩ ¢ƻ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

class rushed out into the hall while I yelled bacƪ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ Ψ²ƘƛŎƘ WŜǎǎƛŎŀΗΩ ǘƻ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ 

Ψ.ŀǘŘƻǊŦΩΦ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘ ƻŦ ƪƛŘǎ ŎƛǊŎƭŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƭȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

ground. My teacher was holding her telling everyone to get back to class. My two other best 

friends were standing there with us; my teacher told the other teacher in the hall to call the 

nurse and again told us to return to our classrooms. We all did as we were told and I sat by 

the door of my classroom so I could keep an eye out. I watched out the windows next to the 

door as the nurse came up the elevator and started to perform CPR on her. 

The guidance adviser saw my friend and I watching and came into the room and told 

me that Jessica was going to be fine and that I needed to return to my seat. She told me 

they were taking Jessie to the hospital and her mom was on her way. I remember seeing 

5ŀǿƴΩǎ ŎŀǊ Ǉǳƭƭ ǳǇ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ǌǳƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ 

her daughter lying there. At that moment all I wanted to do was leave the room and hug her 

aƴŘ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳƛŘŀƴŎŜ ŀŘǾƛǎƻǊ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ 

The whole school was to stay in the classroom until the ambulance and paramedics got 

there and had taken Jessica to the hospital. 

After they had allowed us to leave the room, I went to my first class where everyone 

was talking about what had happened, how we were going to visit her in the hospital, and 

Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƪΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƛƴ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ Řŀȅ 



 

because I was too concerned about my best friend. After that class, I had gym, where again 

everyone was talking about it. I heard from a few people that this one girl in our grade had 

made a horrible comment about the situation, so I got really angry and decided to go 

address the issue with the vice principal. When I got to the office, I found that the vice 

principal was at the hospital with Jessica and her family and that my issue would just have to 

wait. I was told to return to my classroom. I remember thinking it was strange for the vice 

principal to be there with them, even though it was also nice of her to do. I was furious 

about what this girl was saying and the rude things about Jessica, but I just had to wipe it off 

my brain. 

When I got to class, I took my seat as usual and then an announcement came on that 

ǎŀƛŘ Ψ¢ŜŀŎƘŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƎƛǾŜƴ ŀ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ŎƭŀǎǎŜǎΦ tƭŜŀǎŜ Řƻ ǎƻ ƴƻǿΩΦ ¢ƘŜ 

room fell silent and my stomach turned around, knowing this probably was really regretful 

news. I fell into shock hearing my teacher, the one who had been out in the hallway with 

WŜǎǎƛŎŀΣ ǊŜŀŘ Ψ!ǘ фΥмр ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ !ƴƴ .ŀǘŘƻǊŦ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀǘ Iƻƭȅ {ǇƛǊƛǘ IƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΦ 

LŦ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎǊƛŜŦ ƻǊ ōŜ ŜȄŎǳǎŜŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅΩΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ 

ŎǊȅƛƴƎΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ ƛǘ ǘogether, so I got up from my chair along with a few good friends 

and walked out of the room. I remember throwing my books across the hall and just falling 

ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǿŀǎ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΣ 

how can an 11-year-old girl just die? My friends pulled me up to my feet and we walked to 

the library holding each other. 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅΦ {ƻƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ WŜǎǎƛŎŀΣ ǎƻƳŜ 

that were mean to her, and others that were close to her like I had been. The teachers were 

ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊƻǳƴŘǎ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ !ƭƭ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ƧƻƪŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ Řŀȅ 

and everything would be fine. I ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƻǊǊȅƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ 5ŀǿƴ ŀƴŘ IŜŀǘƘŜǊΣ WŜǎǎƛŎŀΩǎ 

ƳƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ L ǎŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊǎ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǎ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ 

start calling our parents to come get us from school. 

I got to the phone, still not crying, and called my house. My dad, who was working 

nights at the time, was home and answered. As soon as I tried to say what had happened, I 

ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎǊȅ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜ 

ƘƛƳ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƧƻƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ L ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƎŜǘ Ƴe. I could tell instantly the change in his 

ǘƻƴŜ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳǳǎǘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ ƘŀŘ ŘƛŜŘΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜƴŘ Ƴȅ 



 

ƳƻƳ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƳŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΤ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 

remember the ride home. I just know that when I had got to my house, my sister and a close 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƻŦ WŜǎǎƛŎŀΩǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƛƴŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ²Ŝ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

while, hugging each other. 

It turns out that Jessica, at the age of 11, had a heart murmur. When she collapsed, 

ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƘŀŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǾƛǾŜ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΦ [ƻǎƛƴƎ ŀ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǊƻǳƎƘ ƻƴ 

ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ LΩǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŦŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭƛǾŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ L 

talked to her was the previous Saturday, she was so happy. I remember her telling me how 

much she valued our friendship and that she loved me. Losing her taught me not to take 

people or things for granted. To not be judgemental of people, that was definitely a lesson 

to our whole school that year. 

[ƛŦŜΩǎ ǘƻƻ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǘƻ ǿƻrry about the negative things, to be angry or to be mean to 

anyone. The most important thing for me now is to be happy and grateful for a healthy 

ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƻǾŜǊŀƭƭ ƭƛŦŜΦ LΩǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘǊǳƭȅ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ 

fight for. I also ŦŜŜƭ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ LΩǾŜ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΣ ƳƻǊŜ ƭŜǾŜƭ-headed, and 

ƭŜǎǎ ƧǳŘƎƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ L ǿƛƭƭ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ŘƛŜΦ LΣ ƻƴŜ ŘŀȅΣ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ 

about her and teach them that life is to be cherished because it should be. You never know 

ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƻƛŎŜǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƛƴ 

your life. I know I will be. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Hold My Hands 

By Ankitha Nair Bijukumar 

 

Small wrinkled fingers clench and unclench in the fringes of your blurry vision. They 

are roll-like in their chubbiness, almost ridiculously plump, but babies have always been 

endearingly disproportionate. Soft, unblemished skin, a gentle, glowing pink, adorned by 

fingernails so impossibly tiny and delicate they appear like miniature seashells. Your fingers 

are outstretched, blindly searching for security. Warmth surrounds them as a larger hand 

cradles your own, your fingers gently curling around it by their own accord, holding on with 

a fierce, stubborn tenacity, a hardwired, biological instinct.  

When you arrived in this world, the only fears that had been ingrained into your 

psyche were the fears of being dropped and of loud noises. Your mind is untainted by worry 

and caution, and the world is a marvellous place of wonder and discovery. Your hands are 

your tools of navigation, always grabbing, fiddling and wandering to appease your insatiable 

ŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘȅΦ {ƻƳŜƘƻǿΣ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǾŀƎǳŜƭȅ ǎǘƛŎƪȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ meal you ate, food that was 

mashed carelessly between grabby fingertips and shoved in the vague direction of your 

mouth, usually missing their destination by a few inches. Your mother sighs wearily, and 

wipes the smeared remains of yet another meal off your face.  

Dirt somehow also makes its way under your fingertips, much to her chagrin. Your 

ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǳŎƘ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅ ǿƘŜƴ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

perfect sand castle. It had been a masterful creation, you reminisced with a distinct air of 

ǇǊƛŘŜΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǳǊΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǘƻǿŜǊ ŀǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳǊǎΦ IŜǊ ǘǳǊǊŜǘǎ 

were too wonky, and her flags were all wrong. 

There is a row of callouses on your palm now, the mark of a true playground master, 

as every child knew. The other children on the playground would watch you in awe. You 

could skip one bar, two bars, even three on the monkey bars, and perform ridiculous 

gravity-defying feats on the flying fox. A pleased smirk grew on your face. You were, 

indisputably, the coolest kid in your class.   

! ƳƻƳŜƴǘΩǎ ƭŀǇǎŜ ƛƴ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘƛƻƴΣ ŀ ǎǘǳƳōƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀ ŦŀƭƭΦ  

You raised your hands shakily to examine them. They were covered in countless 

miniscule grazes, but the sting of embarrassment and wounded pride hurt more deeply. 



 

Tears streamed down your grubby cheeks as you wailed, the injustice of the situation being 

ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǘƻ ōŜŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘƛƴƎ ŀǊƳǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ǎǿŜǇǘ ȅƻǳ ǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ 

the sick-bay staff coddled and cooed over you. Rightly so, you thought, sniffling petulantly. 

They presented you with a Barbie bandage, and patted your sore hands reassuringly. ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ 

ōŜ ŦƛƴŜΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ōƛƎ ƎƛǊƭ. You looked down dubiously at your injured hands. Barbie smiled 

confidently up at you, her face slightly distorted by the stretching of the bandage. You took 

a deep breath and rubbed your eyes before putting on a brave face. They were right. You 

are a big girl.   

Your plain nails are now decorated in glittering, dizzying shades of pink, blue, purple. 

Bracelets and bangles jingle on your wrists, and you had squeezed as many rings as humanly 

possible onto your fingers. You look ridiculous, your sister piped up snidely. LǘΩǎ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴ, you 

ǎƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ Ǌƻƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ  

Soon, the glamour of your hands begins to matter less and less. Your nails are plain 

more often than not, worn and jagged from excessive chewing,  

Ψ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ŎŀǳǎŜ ǇŜǊƳŀƴŜƴǘ ŘŀƳŀƎŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘΣΩ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǊƴǎ. Buried 

ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǇƛƭŜǎ ƻŦ ŀǎǎƛƎƴƳŜƴǘǎΣ ǘŜǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŜȄŀƳǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩt care less about the state of 

your nails. The callouses of your childhood have faded away, and new ones emerge in their 

place. One on the inside curve of your thumb, another by your index finger, the skin shiny 

and sore. Nowadays, your hands are rarely free of ink stains.  You clench your fists to hide 

their shaking and nervously clutch your pencil case, footsteps shuffling and unsure as you 

walk into your final exam.  

ΨDǊŀŘǳŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ IƻƴƻǳǊǎΩ ǊŜŀŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊƻƭƭ ƻŦ ǇŀǇŜǊ ŎƭǳǘŎƘŜŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǘƛǇǎΦ 

You ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƭƛŦŜ Ƙŀǎ ŜǾŜǊ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜΦ 

The wedding band on your ring finger sends light glittering and dancing in all 

ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΣ ǎƘƛƳƳŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƛŦŜǘƛƳŜΩǎ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜǎΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΣ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ŜǾŜƴΣ ōǳǘ 

nowhere near as perfect as the feeling of your fingers intertwined with his. Tanned, warm, 

ŎŀƭƭƻǳǎŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǇŀƭƳ ŎǊŀŘƭŜǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴΦ IŜ ƘƻƭŘǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦŜƭǘ ǎŀŦŜǊΦ  

The frosty June air nips at your numb fingertips, and you absently remind yourself to 

add gloves to the weekly shopping list. Your fingers are clumsy in their half-frozen state, 

fumbling with the keys to the front door.   

ΨaǳƳΗΩ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǾƻƛŎŜǎ ŎƘƻǊǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎǿŀǊƳŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƴȅ 

figures of your daughters, arms outstretched in embrace. Small fingers clutch your clothes, 



 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǘǳƎƎƛƴƎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŎŀǊŦ ŀǎ ŀ ǘƛƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǇǊƻŎƭŀƛƳǎ ǇǊƻǳŘƭȅ ΨaǳƳΣ L ƳŀŘŜ ȅƻǳ 

ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎΩΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ 

Your skin has become wrinkled, shrivelled. Almost like old leather, you observe 

detachedly. Veins bulge, and the slender, artistic fingertips that had earned you so many 

compliments in your youth appear to have vanished entirely, replaced by squat, rough 

digits. A plastic tube disappears into your wrist, one of many connected to your body. The 

wedding band is still there, the only comforting constancy amongst the strange newness of 

everything. Your tired senses haltingly examine and process the world around you. The 

ever-present bustle of doctors, the clinical, cool cleanliness of the bed sheets, the crinkle 

and rustle of the hospital gown.  

The outline of your fingertips becomes blurry, wavering, and darkness gathers at the 

corners of your vision as the beeping of the heart rate monitor fills your ears. Around you, 

the frantic sounds of the doctors and nurses begin to fade away, and your ears strain to 

distinguish another sound. Warm laughter, a low timbre, with a slight breathy quality to it 

that you have grown to love over the years. You wonder how you lived for an entire decade 

without hearing that wondrous sound. A beloved voice calls your name, the syllables 

achingly familiar and well-worn on their lips. It sounds like home. The light finally dims, 

darkness rushing forward to take its place as a roaring, whooshing emptiness fills your ears. 

Inhale, your brain instructs your failing lungs and miraculously, they obey, drawing their first 

ōǊŜŀǘƘ ƛƴ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ǎǘƛƴƎƛƴƎΣ ǿƘŜŜȊƛƴƎ ǊŀǎǇΦ LǊƻƴƛŎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ 

your last, the remnants of your conscience supply wryly. Exhale. Your hands relax, fingertips 

unfurling gently, palms facing the sky. It was a good life. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Home 

By Zahra Shahriar 

 

My home is people. 

¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΣ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎΣ ƧƻƎƎƛƴƎΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎΣ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǇǊƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜƭŜǎǎ 

ŀǎǇƘŀƭǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ōǳƳǇƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ƳŜΣ ǘƛƭƭ now, I can feel their restless selves brushing across me 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ψ{ƛŘŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΗΩ in a beautiful broken English. So excited. Eagerness radiating from their 

every soul, they rush to wherever; their ever important jobs using up 80% of their lives, to 

their parties where every other family in the area was invited, to their families. 

 

My home is architecture. 

Historical buildings take me back in time. I walk through the alleyways of the Old City 

that sighs a hundred years of memory, I trace my fingers lightly along the crumbling brick 

walls. I see the longstanding home of my father and grandfather. A bigger one of my 

ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ŀ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

mine. Gleeful children flying their artwork during the Kite Festival. The main city contains 

ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ ǳǘǘŜǊ ǾƛōǊŀƴŎȅ  ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳǳǎƛŎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭƻǳǊǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ǊƻǳǘŜǎΣ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ƳǳǎƛŎΣ 

laughing colours and a whispering magic; for anyone willing to find it.  

 

My home is food. 

LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ ōǳȊȊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ {ǘarting with the bearded 60-something tea stall 

owners, sending you toothless grins as you compliment their tea, to the betel-stained smiles 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ΨƳŀƳǳǎΩ serving you the best biriyani in the world, as you breathe in the ancient 

scent of a million years of heritage. Smirking at the portions served anywhere else in the 

ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ǿŜ ŘƛƎ ƛƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŎŜΣ ƭŜƴǘƛƭΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƛǎƘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǎǘ ƳŜŀƭ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ 

forever. I still can taste the rice cakes served with the spiciest mustard and dried fish paste 

ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ŜŀǘΣ ƳƛȄŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘȅǇŜǊǾŜƴǘƛƭŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ΨǿƘŀǘ-will-my-parents-say-if-they-catch-

me-eating-unhealthy-street-ŦƻƻŘΩΦ  

 

My home is religion. 

The blowing of a conch welcomes me as I reach the colourful Temple. They chant to 

their Gods, palms pressed together, eyes closed. I stand outside in respect and smile, 



 

watching them. When the Puja is over, they rush to me, adorn me with flowers, feed me 

delicious sweets despite me begging for no more, laughing at the pleasurable chaos. I cover 

my hair with my scarf, edging closer to the Masjid, my arms and feet still wet from wudu. I 

greet my fellow sisters as the enchanting Adhaan sounds, music to my ears. I close my eyes 

and step on the prayer mat. Soon we are done, and we sit and ask Allah for his mercy for 

our sins, thank him for the life we are granted. It is a peaceful, serene atmosphere.  

 

My home is festivals. 

The beating of drums. Singing. Dancing. The sounds of various glass bangles. The 

ruffles in saris. The silly masks. The bursts of red and white. The welcoming of a New Year. I 

walk in my sari carefully, adjusting it as I wave at a giggling little girl who waves back, her 

tiny face painted in a spectrum of colours. The atmosphere suddenly changes with a gasp of 

Boishakhi ǊŀƛƴΦ LǘΩǎ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǎǇǊƛƴƎǘƛme, Falgun, and we welcome it with splashes of orange 

and vivacious yellow. We dance some more, sing some more. Birds chirp. Flowers bloom. 

The grass smells stunning.  

Eid-ul-Fitr is wonderful. The new clothes, tasty food, family holding you tight. How 

the entire city empties the night before, we watch on TV as they hustle back to their houses. 

We take pictures of our henna decorated hands, bickering over whose design is nicer. 

aŀƴŘŀǘƻǊȅ 9ƛŘ ǎŜƭŦƛŜǎΦ 9ƛŘ ŘŀȅΣ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ Ψ9ƛŘ aǳōŀǊŀƪΗΩ, after 30 days of fasting comes a 

celebration of a lifetime. Eid-ul-Azha marks sacrifice, reminds us that whatever comes from 

!ƭƭŀƘΣ Ƴǳǎǘ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ IƛƳ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦ  

Durga Puja is vibrant. I again wait patiently for their Puja to complete, smiling at the 

statue with 10 arms guarding 10 directions wearing the most beautiful sari and ornaments. 

There is so much food, I go home with a bright streak of vermillion bindi on my forehead. 

Holi is special. The kaleidoscopic colours that bring the city alive, promises, that the world of 

black and white can ōŜ ŘƛƳƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ 5ƛǿŀƭƛ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǎǘƛǾŀƭ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ  ŦƛǊŜǿƻǊƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƪȅ ƭŀƴǘŜǊƴǎ 

embed the night sky with some more stars. 

 

My home is hard work. 

[ŜǘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅǎƛŘŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōƛǘΦ [ǳǎƘ ƎǊŜŜƴ ǇŀŘŘȅ ŦƛŜƭŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƳǳǎǘŀǊŘ 

fields shining with gold carry the footprints of hundreds of farmers, wiping the sweat off 

their foreheads with their worn out sleeves, planting a few more seeds and picking the 



 

bounty off during harvest season. Silvery waves on the crystalline water, reddening with the 

ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǎǳƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǎƘŜǊƳŀƴ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ŦƛǎƘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀǊǘΩǎ 

content, singing traditional majhi songs; all dedicated to put food on our plates. The village 

ǿƻƳŜƴ ǎŜǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƎƻǊƎŜƻǳǎ ΨƴŀƪǎƘƛ ƪŀǘƘŀΩ, depicting their stories through needle and 

thread. The cowherds whistling to the cows, playing flutes under trees, towing his animals 

back to shelter at night. The students all over the country during exam time, nails biting, 

pens clattering, hums of the studying of their last minute revision and aiming for that A+. 

 

My home is about sacrifice. 

LǘΩǎ мфрнΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƘǳǎǘƭŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊǎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ others 

wanted to influence another language onto us, thus signalling rebellion. No, we are not 

ǿŜŀƪΤ ȅŜǎΣ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǿƛƴΦ !ƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘΦ ²Ŝ ƛƴǾŜƴǘŜŘ ŀ Řŀȅ ŘŜŘƛŎŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ƻƴŜΩǎ 

mother tongue. 

LǘΩǎ мфтмΦ ! ǿŀǊ Ƙŀǎ ōŜƎǳƴΦ ¸ƻǳƴƎ ǊŜŎǊǳƛǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ nation have joined forces 

to drive the foreign leaders out of our country. Blood was lost. Mothers wept, clutching the 

lifeless bodies of their children close to their hearts as they breathed out final words of 

triumph. We won that battle as well. United, we are unbeatable. 

 

My home is painful. 

! ƭƻƴŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƛǘƘ ŜȅŜǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ƻŦ ŦŀƳŜΣ ǿŀƭƪǎ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ {ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜΩǎ 

behind her, hands rough, yellow teeth glistening, eyes filled with desire. She will make the 

headlines tomorrow, but can now never show her face to the world in shame. A man with 

only so much money to support his family of 6 and a sick 80 something year old mother 

ǊǳǎƘŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜ  Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜŀǘŜƴ ŀƭƭ ŘŀȅΦ IŜ ƛǎ ǊƻōōŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜ ōǊŜŀƪǎ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ 

agony. A cafe, popular amongst the wealthy and even foreigners, becomes a warzone in a 

matter of seconds. Lives are lost, my people are blamed, tears are shed. Mothers becoming 

murderous to their own children. Politicians everywhere, sprouting out their own theories, 

muddling up right and wrong, propaganda flooding my newsfeed, democracy and justice 

forgotten. 

 

But, my home is beautiful. 



 

LǘΩǎ ƘŜŎǘƛŎΣ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ŀƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƭŀƴŘΦ ! ƭŀƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘ ƘŜŀǊǘōǊŜŀƪΣ ŀ 

continuous fear in our minds. But amidst the suffering, there is hope I hold on to. My home 

has unity; it has a bond so strong that I feel the loss of it now from time to time, now being 

away from it.  

 

My home ignites nostalgia. 

Midnight drives through the city with my parents, the night sky illuminated with 

lights and stars. 

DƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƳƛƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƛƭŜǎ ŀǿŀȅΤ ƳǳƴŎƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŎƘƛǇǎ ǘƘŀǘ 

mum packed, through the sweltering heat and sitting in the traffic jam for hours. 

Chatting with my cousins under the open air at the evenings, swatting at mosquitoes 

but marvelling at the blinking fireflies smiling in the dark. 

Warm, summer rain. Drenching in the sweetness while eating sour, green mangoes. 

Those never-ending winter weddings, a new dress every single time. 

Exam season, us sweating bullets at whatever question thrown at us. 

Parties with my friends. 

My last day of school. 

Leaving, and saying goodbye. 

 

My home holds memories to last an eternity of lifetimes, the secrets that I shared 

with it hold a million more.  

 

My home cradles me close, safe and protective, awaiting the day I return. 

 

My home, is Dhaka. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Orphaned 

By Anjali Bijukumar 

 

I shivered as the harsh wind cut through me like a knife and large droplets of rain 

pelted down like bullets. Wistfully, I watched laughing children purchase hot snacks from 

stores and devour them in seconds. The smell of spices, sweets and savouries wafted in the 

air, aggravating my hunger and in despair I shrunk further back into my bed made from 

discarded newspapers. I curled into a ball, my numb hands buried in my tattered jacket as I 

slowly drifted off to sleep. When I woke up, the sun shone warmly on my face and wispy 

clouds adorned the blue sky. I got up and strolled around the busy market place scouring for 

food. 

Life was different until a month ago. What was happening to me right now was 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǾƛǎǳŀƭƛǎŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜǎΦ L ƘŀŘ ƭƻǾƛƴƎ ŀƴd doting parents, a 

decent family home, good friends; all of that had vanished into thin air in seconds. My dad 

ŀƴŘ ƳƻƳΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΦ Iƻǿ L ŦŜǊǾŜƴǘƭȅ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ L ǿŀǎ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ 

now was a very bad dream. 

While we packed for a trip to India, I was very excited. Escaping the harsh winter in 

London was an added incentive. My parents and I had an awesome time in the first two 

weeks of our vacation. In the third week of our trip, we went to Delhi, the capital city of 

India. We had an ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŜȄǇƭƻǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ǊƛŎƘ ƘŜǊƛǘŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŀǎǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ 

scrumptious food from the restaurants. On a Friday, the day before we were to fly back to 

London, we went to a busy market place to buy some artefacts to take back home. During 

our shopping spree, we suddenly heard people shouting and screaming. We immediately 

sensed something was wrong and hurried off to the parking lot. Suddenly, a dozen men 

came running towards where we were. They were tall and muscular with a wild look on 

their faces. They had huge guns in their hands and with no provocation, they suddenly 

started firing shots at the crowd. Mom and Dad dragged me along as they ran. Blood 

curdling screams filled the air. Just as we reached the large metal gates leading to the exit, I 

heard deafening shots near me and I fell on the ground as both my parents collapsed on the 

ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƘƻǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōŀŎƪǎΦ L ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƛƴ ƘƻǊǊƻǊΦ aȅ ŘŀŘ ƳƻǳǘƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ΨǊǳƴΩ ǘƻ 

me when I looked at his dying face. With one last look at my parents, I crawled out of the 

place.  



 

India was a foreign country for me. My mom was an Indian by birth who migrated to 

UK during her university days where she had met my dad, an English native. They fell in love 

and got married. My connection with India was only through the stories my mom told me 

and the occasional visits from my maternal grandparents while they were alive. This was our 

ŦƛǊǎǘ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƻ ƳƻƳΩǎ ƘƻƳŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦ L ƘŀŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘǊƛǇ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƛŦǘ 

for me to experience a part of my cultural ōŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ  aȅ ƳƻƳΩǎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜǎ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ YŜǊŀƭŀΣ ŀ 

state in South India with tropical climate and a multitude of beautiful beaches. They were 

ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƪƛƴŘ ǘƻ ǳǎΦ .ǳǘ ƛƴ 5ŜƘƭƛΣ L ƪƴŜǿ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǇŜŀƪ IƛƴŘƛΦ  

Everything else that happened on that horrible day was a blank page in my mind. All 

I remember is that I took refuge in an abandoned house that night and cried myself to sleep. 

I was all alone in the world, an orphan in a foreign country. Terror seized my entire spirit 

ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜn know how many days I spent in a dazed stupor. 

Maya, the rich girl from London started begging in the Indian streets for food. Life on 

the streets was hundred times harder and dangerous than you ever read in books or 

movies. I befriended a group of beggar children who taught me the skills to stay safe in the 

ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎΦ ! ƎƻƻŘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŀ ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴǘ Ǌƛǎƪ ŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƘƻ 

prowled the night to abduct sleeping kids. Everyday as I begged in the streets with my new 

friends, I was treated like filth. Privileged children scoffed at us. I never realised until then 

that money was so important in this world. With no money, there was no guarantee of food, 

ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ƻǊ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ LŦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳŜǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƪƛŘǎΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƛŜŘΣ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ have 

ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ƻǊ ōŜƎ ŦƻǊ ŦƻƻŘ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭƭȅ ŀǎ ŀƭƭ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŀǎ 

ǘƻ ŘƛŜ ǘƻƻΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊǳŜƭ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƻŦ 

beggar kids I befriended took me under their wings and I became one of them. Even with 

the language barrier, they helped me a lot. They took me to a police station once to ask 

their help in getting me back to my country. But none of the police paid any attention to us 

and beat us for hanging around there. I had lost all hope by then that I would ever return to 

London. I started to adjust to my surroundings. Some days I ran errands to earn money like 

my friends, other days we begged. Illness was one of my worst nightmares and the harsh 

weather often caused other kids in our group to contract horrible diseases. Without the aid 

of shelter, food or medicine, even the common cold was proving to be deadly.  

 



 

But my life changed for the better one fine day. One day I saw a group of English 

tourists outside a restaurant. I watched them and listened to their conversations in English, 

the language which was ingrained in me. An ache went through me and a sudden nostalgia 

for my home country coursed through my body. I remembered my parents and my life a few 

months back and tears started streaming down my face.  Then suddenly, the security person 

standing in front of the restaurant started shooing me away. As I was not budging, he 

pushed me, and I fell on to the concrete road in a heap and my leg started bleeding. One of 

the ladies in the group let out a cry seeing the cruelty and came running towards me. She 

helped me get up and asked me if I was fine. When I replied in my good English accent, she 

appeared shocked. She called her friends over and they all started to speak to me at once. 

They asked me to follow them to their hotel. 

Snuggled in cosy blankets in a posh hotel, sipping hot chocolate, I told the group of 

9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ǘƻǳǊƛǎǘǎ Ƴȅ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ L ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΦ 

Within hours, I was on the phone to my grandparents, who had thought I was also dead 

ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ƻƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ ƻŦ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ 

death and how they were all enquiring on what happened to my dead body. They were over 

the moon that I was aliveΦ !ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ¦Y ŜƳōŀǎǎȅ ƛƴ LƴŘƛŀ ƘŀŘ Ŧƭƻǿƴ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ 

bodies to England and they were given a proper burial. 

Sarah, one of the ladies in the group became my guardian till my grandparents 

arrived in India. There were many official formalities to be taken care of before I could fly 

back to London. When I finally boarded the flight for London, I slumped on my seat with 

relief imagining the horrible life that I so narrowly escaped. The death of my parents 

weighed heavily on my soul. As ǿŜ ŘǊƻǾŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴŘǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ƘƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ IŜŀǘƘǊƻǿ 

airport, I took in my surroundings and felt hopeful for the first time in many months. I was 

going to begin a new chapter of my life. As I had experienced the harsh living conditions of a 

beggar, I vowed to myself that I would never take for granted the life that I have. Before 

leaving India, with the help of my grandparents, I enrolled my street friends to a reputed 

orphanage and contributed a good sum of money for their welfare. I would never ever 

forget the strong little people who helped me survive those horrible days. There was a talk 

of someone planning to make a movie on my experiences. If that happens and I become 

rich, I will go back again to India and start an orphanage myself. There is nothing worse in 

this world than feeling alone and I would do my share in helping those who are truly alone. 



 

Emotions 

By Senaya Pimburage 

 

Emotions flow in our heart everyday, 

IŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎ ŎƘŀǎŜǎ ƻǳǊ ǎƻǊǊƻǿ ŀǿŀȅΧ 

Relief twinkles and excitement glows, 

Like a river, emƻǘƛƻƴ ŦƭƻǿǎΧ 

Anger is drowned by calmness and love 

CŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎƳŀȅ ŘƻŜǎ ōǊŀǾŜǊȅ ǎƘƻǾŜΧ 

Grief is covered in a blanket of joy 

9Ƴƻǘƛƻƴǎ ƳŀƪŜ ƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜ ŜƴƧƻȅΧ 

All these feelings fill our lives, 

²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ǎƘŀǊǇ ŀǎ ƪƴƛǾŜǎΧ 

The good feelings conquer the bad 

Because of that, we should all be glad. 

But deep in our hearts, there's a black hole, 

¢Ƙŀǘ ŘǊƛƭƭǎ ōŀŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ƛƴǘƻ ƻǳǊ ǎƻǳƭΧ 

5ŜŦŜŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎƳŀǊǘΧ 

For there lurks disappointment, 

Which darkens every heart... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

A CŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ²ƛǎƘŜǎ 

By Kelsea Thomson 

 

The game of life was truly cruel. 

ΨIŜȅΣ 5ŀŘΦ Lǘϥǎ ƎŀƳŜ ƻǾŜǊΦΩ {ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƳōŜŘŘŜŘ ƎǊŀǾŜǎǘƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ 

wind ruffling her brown locks. The sky was a pale lilac and pink, not a cloud in sight as the 

sun slowly sunk behind the horizon. 

{ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǎŀŘƭȅΦ ΨIƻǿ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜŜƴΚΩ 

   She knew she wouldn't receive an answer, but the tears still welled up in her dark 

blue eyes. She placed the dark yellow carnations in front of the head, running her fingers 

over the engraved words. ΨLǘϥǎ CŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 5ŀȅ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƭƭ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ŦŀƴŎȅ ƎƛŦǘǎ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘŀŘǎΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ǎǘǊƻƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜΦ ΨWŜǎǎƛŎŀ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ƳǳƎΦ Yŀȅƭŀ ŜǾŜƴ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ŀ 

crocodile-ǎƪƛƴ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭΦΩ 

   She looked over her shoulder, her eyes skimming over the seemingly endless 

gravestones, but the lack of other people comforted her. 

Her sad eyes found her father's grave once more, and she sat in front of it, crossing 

ƘŜǊ ƭŜƎǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǎǎΦ ΨaǳƳ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǊƻƻƳΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊΣ 

but I ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΦΩ {ƘŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ Ŏƻŀǘ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊΦ ΨL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ȅƻǳ 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƴƛŎŜǊ ŦƻǊ CŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 5ŀȅΣ ōǳǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ŎŀǊƴŀǘƛƻƴǎ ōŜǎǘΦΩ 

   She thought back to the smiling faces of her friends as they purchased their gifts, 

laughing and joking around as she glanced around the store. They hadn't seemed to notice 

ƘŜǊ ƳƻƻŘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ƳƛƴŘΦ ΨYŀȅƭŀΣ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ƭƻƻƪ ŦŀǘΚΩ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ 

tightened the green coat around her shoulders and looked through the mirror to her red-

headed friend. 

She frowned slightly, not understanding her friend's careless comments. The trio of 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ CŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 5ŀȅ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ Ƴŀƴȅ 

different stores before finally buying anything for their parents. 

   ΨDƻŘ ȅŜǎΣ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ Řƻƴϥǘ ōǳȅ ǘƘŀǘΣΩ Yŀȅƭŀ ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘΣ ōŀǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ŦŀōǊƛŎΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŦŜƭƭ ƻƴǘƻ ŀ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ ǘƻǇΦ ΨhƻƘΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴΦΩ ²ƘŜƴ Yŀȅƭŀ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƻƴŎŜ 

more, ready wearing purple lipstick and fake eyelashes, she had to admit it looked good. 

The purple top was shoulder-less and clung to her skin. But she couldn't bring herself to 

ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ Ψ¦Ƙ YŀȅƭŀΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ŎƘƻƻǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ 



 

ǊŜŀƭƭȅΚΩ WŜǎǎ ǎŎƻŦŦŜŘΣ ǎƴƛŎƪŜǊƛƴƎ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŜȅŜŘ ŀ ƳǳƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊŜϥǎ ǎƘŜƭǾƛƴƎΦ ΨL ǘƘƛƴƪ L 

will just buy something for Dad like that old mug, but it's not like I actually want to spend 

ƳƻƴŜȅ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΣ 5ŀŘΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƻŀǘƘ ƛǎ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƎǊƻǿ ƻƴ ǘǊŜŜǎΦΩ 

   Her two friends went off to look around, giggling, as she stayed where she sat. She 

knew it was a joke, but it wasn't funny. She knew she would give any amount of money just 

to see her father one more time, but the chance had long gone. Staring at the white mug 

that held a heart and the words 'Number #1 Dad', she stood up and walked towards it. If she 

couldn't have her father, then she would at least have made sure Jess' father would be 

ƘŀǇǇȅ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘŦǳƭƴŜǎǎΦ 

   Despite her blonde friend's hesitation to buy the cheaply priced mug, she 

purchased it and hurried out of the store to see her two friends talking with a boy around 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀƎŜΦ ΨWŜǎǎΣΩ ǎƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳƎΣ ΨL ōƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀŘΦ 5ƻƴϥǘ 

ōƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƛǘΦΩ  

¢ƘŜ ōƭƻƴŘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀŘΚ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ 

ƎǊƻǎǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦΩ  

Ψ¦Ƙ- L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ Ǝƻǘ ƘƛƳ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊƛƴƎƭȅΣ ǎǘǳŦŦƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳǳƎ 

ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ŎǊŜŀƳ ōŀƎΦ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ ŦƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōƭƻƴŘ ǎǘraight hair over her shoulder before 

shrugging and strutting down the hall, her noisy high high-heals clopping loudly on the shiny 

floor. 

   ΨL Řƻƴϥǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ ŀǘ ǇŜŀŎŜ ǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ 

ǳƴŘŜǊƎǊƻǳƴŘΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜΦ Ψ¢ƘŜȅ Řƻƴϥǘ ŀǎƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƳǳŎƘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦΩ 

She sighed, picking up a small pebble and tossing it in the air before putting it back. 

Her hands grasped and fumbled feeling the small pebble, anything to remove the useless 

feeling of emptiness on the inside and feeling nothing on the outside. She wanted to hug 

him, tell him that she loved him, to feel his unshaven beard as he kissed her forehead 

goodnight. But she never would again. 

   Ψ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ȅƻǳΣ ƭŀǘŜǊΣΩ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜrs 

ƎǊŀȊƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊŀǾŜΦ ΨL ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ȅƻǳǊ 

favourite, the yellow carnations, and they laughed at me. But I couldn't bring myself to tell 

ǘƘŜƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦΩ {ƘŜ ǎƘǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǎ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǿŜƭƭŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

ΨL Ƴƛǎǎ ȅƻǳΣ 5ŀŘΦΩ {ƘŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŎƘƻƪŜŘ ǎƻōΦ ΨL ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ƴƛǎǎ ȅƻǳΦΩ 



 

   Her pillow was already soaked in tears when her father walked in. His hair looked 

ǊƻǳǎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƭŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ōƭƻƻŘǎƘƻǘΦ Ψ²Ƙŀǘϥǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ 

honey-beŜΚΩ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

IŜ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΣ ΨLϥƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŦƻǊ ǿŀƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ ǎƻ ŜŀǊƭȅΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ 

ŘƻŜǎƴϥǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΦΩ {ƘŜ ǎƴƛŦŦŜŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ Ǉƛƭƭƻǿ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘǊȅ ǎƛŘŜΣ 

and shrugging deeper into her covers.  

ΨWǳǎǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ōŀŘ ŀǎ ǿŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴϥǘ ƳŜŀƴ 

it doesn't hurt, honey-ōŜŜΦΩ  

She turned her head to look up at her father, her teary eyes brimming with more 

tears. 

   ΨIŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ L ƭƻǾŜŘ ƘƛƳΧ ŀƴŘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻƻΣΩ ǎƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ 

ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ƘƛŎŎǳǇǇƛƴƎ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ ΨIŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ŀƴ ŀǿŦǳƭƭȅ ƘǳǊǘŦǳƭ ƴŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ 

ƻŦŦΦΩ 

He cupped her chin and made her look up at him. 

ΨIƻƴŜȅ-bee, your mother did not spend nine months making you and growing your 

ƘŜŀǊǘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎΣΩ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ŀ ŦƛŜǊŎŜ ƛƴǘŜƴǎƛǘȅ ǿŀǎ 

ŜǾƛŘŜƴǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǊƪ ōƭǳŜ ŜȅŜǎΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜŘ 

you anyway. You are truly amazing, very beautiful and the strongest person I have ever 

ƪƴƻǿƴΦΩ 

   She flung her arms around her father, weeping softly. He repeated the action, 

ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ŎƭƻǎŜΦ Ψ!Ƴ L ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻǘ ƘƛƳ ȅŜǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ƘǳǊǘǎΣ ƻǊ 

do I have to wait a specific amount of time before that's allowed, I am asking for your 

permission. Because I will not let an inconsiderate juvenile boy ever hurt my little thirteen-

year-old honey-ōŜŜΣΩ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘȅ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ  

She giggled quietly, ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ Ψ5ŀŘΣ ȅƻǳϥŘ ƎŜǘ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘΗΩ  

ΨLϥŘ ƎŜǘ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ƘƻƴŜȅ-bee, and would never once regret 

ƛǘΦΩ 

   ΨaǳƳ ǎŀȅǎ LϥƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻΦΩ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ 

ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŘŜŜǇƭȅΦ Ψ{ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎ ƛǘ ƛǎƴϥǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ǎǘŀǘŜΦΩ 

The sun sunk deeper and deeper under the horizon, as night-time settled in around 

ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜȅŀǊŘΦ ΨL Ŏŀƴϥǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōƭŀƳŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ǎƘŜ ƳƛǎǎŜǎ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ L ŘƻΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ 



 

Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙƻspital? When I wanted you to hold onto my hand and 

say ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘΚ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴϥǘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ŀƎƻΣ ōǳǘ L Ŏŀƴ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΦΩ 

   Ψ¢ƘŜ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ 

me, because you were being you, staying in control and keeping charge of your feelings and 

emotions. I couldn't see that the one thing you wanted was for your pain to all be over. You 

wanted freedom, and I wasn't willing to give it to you. I'm sorry for that, Dad. I didn't mean 

to cause yoǳ ƳƻǊŜ Ǉŀƛƴ ǘƘŀƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ōŜŜƴ ƎƛǾŜƴΦΩ 

Dad had died later that day. A harsh leukemia, that had affected him for years. She 

was too young and naive to notice the colour fading out of her father's eyes, his gradually 

shallower fading skin, and the dramatic change he made as he visually lost too much weight. 

It had happened so quickly. Her father collapsing suddenly, in a still moment of time, then 

the rush of ambulances and her mother sobbing hysterically. She didn't understand what 

had happened. 

   She didn't understand that the last words her father would hear would be those 

she said at the hospital. The last words that he would ever hear again. 

Ψ5ŀŘΚ 5ƻƴϥǘ ŘƛŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅŜǘΦ aǳƳ ŀƴŘ L ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ²Ƙŀǘ 

ŀōƻǳǘ ƻǳǊ ƎŀƳŜΚ 5ŀŘΚΩ IŜǊ Ŧather had fallen into a sleep he would never wake up from 

again. 

It was then she had understood. She knew her father had died. Through desperate 

tears and screams, the doctors rushed in to try and restart his heart. She remembered 

having to be pulled back, ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ 

never got his heart to beat again. 

   Ψ{ƻΣ 5ŀŘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƳŜΦ aǳƳ ƛǎ ƎƻƴŜΣ ŀ ǎƘŜƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǎƘŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ !ƴŘ 

I? I want the depression to end. I want the constant pitiful looks from people who knew you 

to cease, and I no longer want to cry myself to sleep and expect you to come into my room 

and comfort me like you did a year ago. I have never forgotten that, Dad. I never would be 

ŀōƭŜ ǘƻΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ŎƭǳǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛŦŜ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ Ψ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘōȅŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ 

ƻƴƭȅ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊΦΩ 

She dreamt she could be happy. She hoped her father could come back. She wished 

that she didn't feel the guilt of causing her father's death. She prayed that she would see 

him again. 



 

   But he also wished, hidden behind the thick bracken in the bushes and invisible to 

humans, that she saw him. He wished that she could hear his echoing screams as she 

shoved the knife into her heart. He wished she could see him crumple to the ground, 

sobbing as he watched his daughter die alone. 

   The sun finally sank behind the horizon, as the sky turned dark. The body lay, a 

motionless figure gazing upwards to the clouds next to her father's grave, fingers holding 

onto the knife. Blood stained her black hoodie and her scarred legs were evident from 

underneath the material of her shorts. The dark circles under her eyes were visible as her 

silent tears washed away the makeup, and her sickly pale skin shone iridescently 

underneath the rising moon. 

And now it was truly game over. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Father 

By Lucinda Worthing-Shore 

 

even now he haunts me 

a ghostly memory refusing to fade 

he is trapped, he cannot escape the seas 

in my imagination where he continues to wade 

 

maybe i cannot escape him 

possibly i myself am trapped inside my mind 

in my own nightmare that will not dim, 

he is creeping, lurking, waiting from behind 

 

he will not drown in my tears 

for they are nothing against his rough skin 

his skin with the lines of words and fears 

permanent words that mean i belong to him 

 

glassy eyes and rosy cheeks 

years on end i feel the same 

of cigarettes would he reek 

but now i refuse to call him dad and call him by his name 

 

does he remember me saying no? 

i wonder how he felt 

when his daughter said she ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ 

did my hatred make his melt? 

 

when will you leave, dear father? 

i hope you know that i hate you 

i ask myself; if my father is a monster 

am i a monster too? 



 

I Deserve It 

By Olyvia Khaw 

 

bƻǿ LΩƳ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΦ 

Terrified. 

LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ н hours non-ǎǘƻǇ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎΣ ƘŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƭǳƴƎǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ 

aȅ ƭŜƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǳǎŜŘ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ р ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ LΩƳ 

ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŘŘǊƻǇ ƻŦŦ ŀƴȅ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ .ǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇΦ bƻ ǿŀȅΦ 

 

They might catch me. 

 

Flashback: 

ΨtŀǇŀΣ ǿƘȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǊƻƭƭŜǊ ǎƪŀǘŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ŜƭǎŜ ƘŀǎΚΩ L ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ 

poking at the glass in the the department store. 

Ψbƻǘ ƴƻǿΣ ƘƻƴŜȅΦΩ 

Ugh, that was always the reply. There was never an explanation. Or an appology. I rolled my 

ŜȅŜǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦŀƛǊΦ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ƘŀŘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƻƴŜ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ǊƻƭƭŜǊ ǎƪŀǘŜǎΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

matter what colour or style. White, red, jewelled, low cut. I just wanted a pair. I wanted to fit 

ƛƴΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛŘΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴ, that never joined in on skating 

ŎƻƳǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ Ŧǳƴ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎƪŀǘŜǎΦ 

 

Present Time: 

bƻǿ LΩƳ ŀƴƴƻȅŜŘΦ 

At myself. 

LŦ ƻƴƭȅ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀƴ ǳƴƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ŀǘǘƛǘǳŘŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƭƛŦŜΦ 9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΦ LŦ 

only I had kept my big mouth shut and not started the same argument that had been 

happening for the past 3 weeks. About how I never get anything I want, which is not true, 

and how no one ever gives an explanation as to why, which is also once again not true. 

 

The searing sun was shining directly on my face. Not that it mattered anymore. I just had to 

keep running. 

 

Flashback: 

ΨIŀǇǇȅ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ ƘŀǇǇȅ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ IŀǇǇȅ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ŘŜŀǊ aƻƴƛǉǳŜΣ ƘŀǇǇȅ 

ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦΩ tŀǇŀ enthusiastically sand to me as he presented me with a box wrapped in 

ŀ ǳǎŜŘ Ǉƛƴƪ Ǉƻƭƪŀ Řƻǘ ǿǊŀǇǇŜǊΦ Ψ{ǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΗΩ 



 

 

L ƎŀǎǇŜŘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ 

me was the present. I almost never receive any big or major presents, let alone in a big box, 

only mini cardboard messages. The other thing was the wrapper. Yes, it was old and worn. 

.ǳǘ ǎǘƛƭƭΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ tǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƻƴŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜ ǘƻ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ 

the present. Layers and layers of the wrapper, falling to the ground. I guess what I saw next 

shocked me. 

ΨhƘ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎΗ tŀǇŀΗ ¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻΧΗΩ L ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘΦ 

 

L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƴΦ bƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ tŀǇŀ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƛŦ L ƭƛƪŜŘ ƛǘ ƻǊ not. 

As my vision started fogging up and tears began to fall right in the corner of my eye, I saw it. 

Lying between sheets of thin, translucent paper, was a brand new pair of roller skates. 

 

Present Time: 

That was probably the most amazing part of my 13 years of life. Now I could see why I had 

ǘƻ ōŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΦ bƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊ ŎƻƳŜǎ Ŝŀǎȅ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜΧ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ 

else, the only thing I wanted to do at that moment was test them out. 

 

However, under all the excitement there were other thoughts, more deep and dark, like 

negativitiy swirling through all the laughter and joy. The thoughts that would change 

everything. 

 

Flashback: 

ΨDƻƻŘƴƛƎƘǘΣ tŀǇŀΗ ¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΗΩ aȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΦ aȅ ƭŜƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ 

tired from spending 3 solid hours in the hot sun practising on the roller skates. I could finally 

ǎƘƻǿ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƭƻƴŜǊΣ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ǊƻƭƭŜǊ ǎƪŀǘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

that kid that was always left out. I slowly fell asleep, peacefully. 

 

I woke to some men ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƘŜŀǘŜŘ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ Ƴȅ ŘƻƻǊΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƻǳǘ 

what they were saying, but I could tell there were two men yelling at Papa. 

ΨLǎ ƘŜ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘΚΩ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƘƛƳΦ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōǊƻǿƴ ŎŀǊŘƛƎŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ōƻƻǘǎΗΩ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ 

accented, replied. 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǎ ƛǘ ȅƻǳΚΩ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǊǇ ǾƻƛŎŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΦ 

ΨbƻΗ Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǇǊŜǇƻǎǘŜǊƻǳǎ ǘƘƛƴƎΗΩ tŀǇŀ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΦ 

 



 

Papa! I jumped out of bed and opened the door. In surprise, the men turned around. 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜǊŜΚΩ aǊΦ {ƘŀǊǇ ±ƻƛŎŜ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΦ 

Ψ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚ ²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ tŀǇŀΚΩ L ŦǊƛƎƘǘŦǳƭƭȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΚ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΣ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƴƻȅŜŘΦ ²Ƙȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ǇŜŀŎŜΚ 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣΩ aǊΦ !ŎŎŜƴǘŜŘ ±ƻƛŎŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ Ψƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ ǇŀǇŀ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ ǎǘƻƭŜ ŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ 

ōǊŀƴŘ ƴŜǿ ǊƻƭƭŜǊ ǎƪŀǘŜǎ ǘƻŘŀȅ ŀǘ тΥнт ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ǎƘƻǊǘƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘΦΩ 

Stole? 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǊŘ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎƭȅ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ {ǘƻƭŜΚ tŀǇŀ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎΗ IŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 

most kindest and caring person you will ever meet. 

Ψ{ƻ ǘƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŎƻƴǎŜǉǳŜƴŎŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŀŎǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜ ǘƘŜŦǘΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ 

ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳȅΣ Ƨŀƛƭ ŦƻǊ с ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻǊΧΩ aǊΦ {ƘŀǊǇ ±ƻƛŎŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳǘŜŘ ƻƴΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ŀ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŀŘ 

vibe about the whole thing. The other guy elbowed him in the ribs. I glanced at my aging 

father who, hiding in the shadlows, gave me a pleading look. 

 

So he did. He stole those brand new roller skates. Just for me. For my joy and happiness and 

wanting to fit in. For my unnescessary selfish needs and stubborn attitude. For me. Not for 

ƘƛƳΣ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ǿŀȅ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ !ƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ 

ΨbƻΦΩ L ŎŀƭƳƭȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Ψ²ƘŀǘΚΩ aǊΦ {ƘŀǊǇ ±ƻƛŎŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΣ ŀƴƴƻȅŜŘΦ 

 

Present Time: 

I gasp as I struggle to hold back the flowing ears. They could fill the oceans. Did I really turn 

into that selfish, unwanted person? 

My Papa. 

No. 

¢ƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ǿŀƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻŎŜŀƴ Ŏŀƴ ŘǊȅ ǳǇΦ .ǳǘ tŀǇŀ ŎŀƴΩǘΦ 

 

Flashback: 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜǎŎƻǊǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǎƻƴΚΩ I asked cautiously. 

ΨIƳƳΧ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƻƻ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎΣΩ aǊΦ !ŎŎŜƴǘŜŘ ±ƻƛŎŜ ǊŜŀŘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ 

papers. 

ΨLǘΩǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ tŀǇŀ ǎŜǊǾŜǎ ǘƛƳŜΧ hw ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘΧΩ 

ΨbhΗ bh¢ ¢I9 59!¢I {9b¢9b/9ΗΩ tŀǇŀ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ΨbhΣ bhΣ bhΗΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ȅŜǎΣ ȅŜǎΦΩ .ƻǘƘ the men smiled. 

 



 

At that moment, I realised how careful I had to be. These men were not to be reckoned with 

and one wrong move meant punishment. Severe. I quickly grabbed the pair of roller skates 

and ran for the door. 

ΨIŜȅΗ ¸ƻǳΗ DŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ƘŜǊŜΗΩ 

I hesitateŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀǿ tŀǇŀΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΥ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΣ ǇŀƴƛŎƪȅ ŀƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ 

ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎΦ IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψ.ȅŜΣ ōȅŜ 

Ƴȅ ŘŀǊƭƛƴƎ aƻƴƛǉǳŜΗ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ƻǊ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ L ǎƘŀƭƭΗΩ 

 

Present Time: 

{ƻ ƘŜǊŜ L ŀƳΦ wǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŎƻǊǊǳǇǘ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 

ŎƻƴǎŜǉǳŜƴŎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǇ ƻǿƴŜǊ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŏǳǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƭŀŎƪΦ 

!ƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ 

All of it. 

 

!ƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƻǊ ƛŦ LΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ŎǊƛƳƛƴŀƭ ƻǊ ƳŀȅōŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ 

maybe, a little luck might come my way and save me, but I know I deserve this. In fact, no. I 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ƭǳŎƪΦ {ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ŘƻŜǎΦ 

 

That little piece of luck needs to save my Papa. 

 

It needs to do it quick. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

An Ode To Ice-Cream 

By Ava Pretorius 

 

You are as cold and icy  

as the ocean 

 

All your different flavours 

make me weak at the knees 

 

You melt on my mouth like 

the sun melts the snow 

 

Oh Ice-cream what would 

I do without you 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Ode to Water 

By Ethan London 

 

Oh water, oh water! 

You have many uses, so necessary. 

When I am hurt, I preciously pour you on my wound. 

Without you, life is dreary. 

 

To me you are most wondrous, 

With a taste as fresh as a newly plucked peach. 

Your rain can be most thunderous, 

Like waves crashing on a beach. 

 

When I feel thirsty and vulnerable, 

I drink you and am satisfied. 

My strength becomes unimaginable, 

Even though your powerful rain drenches me. 

 

Unlike the scorching, humid sun, 

I am refreshingly cooled by you. 

When swimming in a pool for fun, 

I know what I can do. 

 

Water you are my most trusted friend, 

Extremely clear as crystal. 

Your uses will never end, 

Even once you turn to ice. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Stone Seekers 

By Jacob Burfoot 

 

1 

The boy woke up, gasping for air. He was in a dark room, void of any light. The bed 

ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƭŀȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘΦ {ǳǊŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƛŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ 

boy had no idea how he got there. The air was stale, like a sterile hospital.  At the end of a 

corridor there was a steel door with no features at all. The boy got up out of bed and walked 

towards the metal door. It loomed over him. He put his ear to it. ΨMŀǘǘΩΧ The boy reeled 

back. He remembered. His name was Matt. He pushed it open. 

The scene of a beach with two other children on an island greeted him. They were on 

the other side of a body of water. Matt took a step into the water. A horrible chill ran down 

his spine. He took another step. And another. He was almost on the other side. Then the 

ground began to break beneath him. Suddenly, it opened up beneath him and the last thing 

he remembered was the sense of falling.... 

Matt woke up in his real bed, taking in shallow breaths. The sound of the fire 

crackling in the orphanage calmed him. Matt's parents were killed in a freak plane accident 

ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ .ŜǊƳǳŘŀ ǘǊƛŀƴƎƭŜΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƻǊ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ 

deaths. 

ΨCan't sleep?Ω Xavier asked from the bunk above him.  

ΨBad ŘǊŜŀƳΣΩ Matt answered. 

ΨGet back to sleepΣΩ Xavier told him.   

!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ aŀǘǘ ŘƛŘΦ 

 

2 

He's back at the door again, but this time he's more prepared. He shoves it open and 

walks through. As Matt expected, the mystery children were still there. He takes his first step 

into the water and he feels the air thinning around him. He continues towards the kids on 

the other side. Again, Matt feels the ground cracking beneath him. Matt bolts for the other 

side and one of the mystery children notices him and starts to run towards him. Matt is 

going to make it. But just as he has this thought, he slips and falls. He scrabbles for ground 

but finds no purchase. He is once again overcome by the sense of falling, until the mystery 



 

boy catches him. He hauls him over the edge. Matt kneels on the ground, inhaling oxygen, 

when he notices something about the mystery kid that he should have noticed earlier.  

ΨTƘŀƴƪǎ ·ŀǾƛŜǊΣΩ Matt says. 'Why are we here?Ω He opens his mouth to speak, but 

before he can answer, a sudden darkness washes over the two of them and sweeps them 

from the dream world like the wind playing with a leaf. 

Matt wakes up in his bed again, half confused, half annoyed. 

ΨWhy was Xavier in my dream?Ω Matt asks himself. 

He iss annoyed that the dream had ended so abruptly. Xavier seemed to have woken 

up at the same time as him. He looked at him with a look Matt had never seen on his face 

before. Confusion. 

That was when Matt knew that it was no ordinary dream. Xavier's look told him that. 

 

3 

It was morning again. Time seemed to pass quicker in the real world. 

Mr. Wammy, the founder of the orphanage walked into the room. 

He was a decent man and never lost his temper. He had become like a father to 

Matt. 

ΨXavier, Matt, we have a new child joining us and I would like you to make him feel 

welcome. He transferred from our New South Wales ōǊŀƴŎƘΣΩ Mr. Wammy explained.  

As if on cue, there was a knock on the heavy doors of the orphanage. ΨAh, that must 

be them now.Ω  

He walked to the door made of wood that looked like it belonged on antique 

furniture. 

The door creaked as it opened, and Xavier and Matt saw a relatively tall boy with fair 

hair looking at them. A man with a greying beard and hair accompanied him. 

Matt and Xavier looked at the boy in shock. It wasn't because he was as tall as Mr. 

Wammy (who was quite tall for his age), it was because he was the boy from Xavier and 

Matt's dream. 

ΨGreetings, Mr. Wammy. My name is Johan Skiter. You two must be the friends that 

Thomas here mentioned.Ω  

The three boys locked eyes with each other and they knew that they were meant to 

meet. 



 

They began by showing the new boy around the orphanage -  ΨThis is the kitchen...Ω, 

that sort of thing. Thomas didn't talk much, but he seemed nice enough, laughing at their 

jokes and all that. When Matt went to bed that night, he hoped he would have the same 

dream that he had last night. 

 

4 

LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǘŀƭ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ aŀǘǘ ƛǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ happy. He wants to talk to Xavier and 

Thomas. 

He pushes it open with confidence, and he's back at the beach. He steps into the 

water for the third time. But there is no cracking ground, no dark wind to sweep them away. 

He spots Thomas and Xavier on the island. They wave to him. Matt takes some time to 

examine the place. The beautiful clear blue water that he paid no attention to on his last two 

visits. He walks up to Xavier and Thomas and they smile. They wanted to have a closer look 

at this place as much as he did, but just when they thought they were safe, the ground once 

again began to crack. Matt groaned. Not this again! The ground broke, but there was no 

dark, endless hole for them to fall down. Instead, it was a cave with solid ground. Well, it 

looked solid. Xavier gives them a look, and then says, ΨShall we go?Ω  

Matt and Thomas nod their heads. They each jump down, Matt first, then Thomas 

and finally Xavier. 

 The cave is pitch dark, and they don't have any lights. ΨDamn!Ω says Thomas as he 

stares at the cave they must navigate in the dark. Matt sees him looking around and has a 

brainwave. ΨWell, this is our dream. Maybe we can control it somehow,Ω Matt says. A bright 

light appears in his hand. 

 Ψ!ǿŜǎƻƳŜΣΩ Thomas breathed.  

ΨHow did you do that?Ω Xavier asks. 

 ΨWǳǎǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ƛǘΣΩ Matt tells him. Two more flickering lights appear alongside Matt's. 

 ΨCool!Ω Xavier exclaimed. 

 They continue along the once dark cave, the lights in their hands creating shadows 

on the walls, making the cave seem very eerie. They arrive in a room that had been carved 

out of the rock cave. It seemed so perfect. The walls were impossibly smooth, like someone 

had used sandpaper on them. In the centre of the room, a large crystal sat on a pedestal, 

hovering in the air. Thomas drew a breath in awe.  



 

ΨWhat is it?Ω Xavier asked. 

ΨDon't know,Ω ǎŀƛŘ aŀǘǘΣ Ψbut I'm finding out.Ω Matt walked up to the crystal and put 

his hand to It. It immediately started glowing red hot. Matt drew his hand away from the 

crystal. 

ΨThat's hot!Ω Matt exclaimed. The crystal shattered, sending chunks of white hot rock 

around the room. Where the crystal once was, a beige book formed on the pedestal. 

 ΨHey, I know that book!Ω Thomas shouted. ΨIt's in the bag I brought with me! I was 

never able to open it though. It was like the pages had been glued shutΦΩ  

Matt and Xavier stared at him in amazement. The next thing they know, they are 

sucked out of the dream world and they're waking up in bed. 

 

5 

Ψ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ŘǊŜŀƳΣΩ Matt hears Xavier mumble to him and Thomas.  

ΨWhere is this book anyway?Ω Matt asks Thomas.  

ΨIn my bag. But I can't open itΩ. 

Thomas takes out the book and hands it to Xavier. ΨDƛǾŜ ƛǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜǎǘ ǎƘƻǘΣΩ Thomas 

says.  

Xavier tries to open it. He fails. He tries harder. He fails. He tries his hardest. What do 

you suppose happens? Yep. He fails.  

ΨMan, you're righǘΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘǎ ōŜŜƴ ƎƭǳŜŘ ǳǇΣΩ Xavier gasps.  

Ψ[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǘǊȅΣΩ Matt says.  

ΨSure, go ahead.Ω Xavier tosses the book to Matt. He grasps the pages and the book 

opens. 

ΨHuh?Ω Xavier and Thomas say in unison. Matt scans the first page. A red gem with 

gold veins coursing through it is on the first page.  

ΨThat's the gem from our dream, isn't it?Ω ¢ƘƻƳas asks. 

ΨSure is. But the one in the dream didn't have those gold veins.Ω 

Matt turns the page, and a bunch of photos spill onto the floor.  

Ψ¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ŦƭƛƎƘǘΦΩ He looks at the records and 

something clicks inside his head. Shock.  

Ψ·ŀǾƛŜǊΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŧƭȅ ŀ ǇƭŀƴŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŘƛŜŘΣ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚΩ 

Matt asks him. 



 

Ψ¸ŜŀƘΣΩ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ. ΨIt has the readings of all the flight instruments here. Is there 

anything wrong with them?Ω Xavier must have noticed the same thing as Matt, because his 

eyes light up with shock.  

ΨNo. All the instruments have the right readings. But they only show them right 

before the crash, which means that whatever caused the crash fried all the instruments. 

Which subsequently means...Ω he drew a breath, ΨΧŀ ōƻƳōΦ hǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƻƴ 

the planeΩ. 

ΨWhat about a lightning strike or something?Ω ¢ƘƻƳŀǎ ŀǎƪǎ. 

ΨWouldn't cause that kind of damage. A lightning strike wouldn't damage the plane 

because of the metal body. It would just disperse around the plane.Ω 

Ψ{ƻΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘŜǊǊƻǊƛǎǘ ŀǘǘŀŎƪΣΩ aŀǘǘ ƳǳƳōƭŜǎ.   

 

6 

Johan Skiter entered the room. He was wearing a fancy shirt and appeared to have 

shaved some of his beard off. 

ΨWhy shave the beard?Ω Thomas asked him.  

ΨBecause I felt like it,Ω The man joked. ΨSorry to bother you boys. Looks like you're 

getting along well. Just want to have a quick chatΦΩ  

Matt noticed the man looking at the open book on the floor. Matt may have 

imagined it, but a flash of surprise crossed the old man face.  

ΨYou opened the book...Ω he said. He regained his composure and began to talk. ΨI'm 

ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳϥǊŜΧ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ ¸ƻǳϥǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ƻƴŜǎ ǘƻ ŀŎǉǳƛǊŜ ŀƴŘ 

ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎŜƴŘŀǊȅ tƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘŜǊΩǎ {ǘƻƴŜΦΩ 

ΨYou mean like Harry Potter?Ω Thomas asked.  

Ψ¢ƘŜ tƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘŜǊΩǎ {ǘƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀƴ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘƻǊȅΣΩ explained Mr Skiter 

ΨLǘ ƛǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ōȅ Ƴŀƴȅ ƴŀƳŜǎΥ tƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘŜǊΩǎ {ǘƻƴŜΣ /ŜƭŜǎǘƛŀƭ wƻŎƪΣ wŜŘ 9ƭƛȄƛǊΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦ 

It was rumoured to be able to turn rocks into gold, grant eternal life and make dreams 

reality. Alchemists, people who tried to turn matter into other forms sought out the 

tƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘŜǊΩǎ {ǘƻƴŜΦ Lǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ƭŜƎŜƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƛǎ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǳǊ ŎǊƛƳǎƻƴΦΩ  

That crystal from the dream... Matt thinks to himself.  

ΨGet to the ǇƻƛƴǘΣΩ Thomas says. He seems to have grown more outspoken since they 

first met, which was only yesterday.  



 

ΨMatt, your parents were on the plane that crashed, correct?Ω 

ΨYeah, your point being?Ω he answers.  

ΨIt was believed that your parents where the poǎǎŜǎǎƻǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŜ tƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘŜǊΩǎ 

{ǘƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜ ŎǊŀǎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǘŜǊǊƻǊ ŀǘǘŀŎƪΦΩ He drew a deep breath and a 

hacking cough emerged from his throat. He took a handkerchief out his pocket.  ΨIt was an 

attack by the stone seekers. It is highly likely that they hŀǾŜ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƴƻǿΣΩ 

he explained. Ψ²ŜΩǊŜ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƴƻǿΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇƭŀƴŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ŀ 

boaǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǎ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀǎƘ ǎƛǘŜΣΩ he continued. 

ΨMr. Wammy can come too, right?Ω Xavier asked.  

The man smiled. ΨOf course, he canΩ. 
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The flight was relatively uneventful, apart from when Xavier drew a moustache on 

Thomas when he was asleep. Thomas cracked up laughing. It was only then that he realised 

ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ƳǳŎƘ ǎƛƴŎŜ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŘƛŜŘΦ IŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ŀǘ the thought.  

They landed on top of a massive ship on the ocean. ΨDo you own all of this?Ω Thomas 

asked.  

Ψ[ŜǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅ L ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǊƛŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣΩ Mr. Skiter joked. 

Matt, Xavier and Thomas got to share one of the massive rooms on the gargantuan 

ship. Johan walked in and explained that they might experience some winds.  

Ψ¢ƘŜ .ŜǊƳǳŘŀ ǘǊƛŀƴƎƭŜ Ƙŀǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŀƛǊ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜ ǿŀǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 

ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀƴȅ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ōƻȅǎ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŘƛǾƛƴƎ suits so 

we can explore down there.Ω 

A few minutes later, they were ready to leave. 

They walked to the starboard side of the boat and Mr. Wammy told them the basics 

of diving, like how to push off the edge and the art of equalising. 

Matt noticed Thomas was shivering. Ψ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚΩ he asked the boy.  

ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ aȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŘǊƻǿƴŜŘ ƛƴ ƛǘΩ.  

Ψ5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŘƛǾƛƴƎ ƎŜŀǊΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΚΩ Matt 

ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ǳǇ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ  

Mr. Wammy spoke up. ΨLΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ƛƴ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǊŜŜ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ 

communicator inside the helmet. Use it to communicate if we get separated.Ω  



 

He pushed off the edge and disappeared into the blackness. Thomas looked skeptical 

but followed anyway. Xavier and Matt ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǾŜŘ ƛƴΧ 
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Black. 

Everything is black. Matt, Xavier and Thomas regroup and meet up with Mr. 

Wammy. The salty water is cold as ice. Out of the corner of his eye, Matt notices Thomas 

seems to be having trouble. Has his fear of wateǊ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΚ bƻΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘΦ 

The hose to his air tank has snapped. Matt kicks over to him as fast as he can. Not sure what 

ǘƻ ŘƻΣ ƘŜ ǘŀƪŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǘƻǊ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǇƭǳƴƎŜǎ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ¢ƘƻƳŀǎΩΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǿ aŀǘǘ ƛǎ 

drowning. His foot catches on something on the floor and he kicks hard to try to get away 

ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜǎ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻŎŜŀƴ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ƳŜǘŀƭΦ !ƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀ 

door. He heaves at the handle and it finally pops open. He swims inside and discovers the 

door is an airlock. Who would need an airlock all the way out here? He asked himself. 

Thomas follows him and he contacts Xavier and Mr. Wammy. They swim over to the airlock 

hatch and get in. As the water drains out, Matt asks them who would need something like 

this in the first place. 

ΨMy guess is the stone seekers. They probably wanted to be close to the plane crash 

site for some reasonΩ.  

The four of them made their way through the silent corridors of the mysterious 

complex. It was incredibly still.  

ΨLooks abandoned.Ω Matt commented.  

ΨIŜȅΗ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƳŀǇ ƘŜǊŜΗΩ Xavier said. 

Ψ/ƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǊƻƻƳΩǎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜΩ. Thomas pointed to the centre of the map.  

ΨLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜΦ /ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΣΩ Matt replied. 

They travelled towards the control room without issue. They even found time to look 

out of the windows overlooking the sea. Ψ²ƘƻŀΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŀǉǳŀǊƛǳƳΗΩ Thomas said in awe. 

A few minutes later they arrived in the control room. There was a chair and a woman 

ǿŀǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƛǘΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ŀŎƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿŎƻƳŜǊǎΩ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭΦ [ƛƎƘǘǎ ōƭƛƴƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

flashed around the room. Security cameras were trained on areas of the complex and one 

was trained on the control room. The woman spoke up. 



 

ΨLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΣΩ she said. She had a throaty voice, like she was sick. She got 

up out of the chair and turned towards them.  

ΨYou three are necessary for the resurrection. You are the sacrifices for the Devourer 

to finally enter this reality!Ω. 

Ψ²ŀƛǘΧ sacrifices?!Ω Xavier shouts at the woman.  

{ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎΦ She droned on. Ψ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ tƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘŜǊΩǎ {ǘƻƴŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ 

possession I can finally restore him to full power!Ω 

She stared at Mr. Wammy. ΨBut you are not neededΦΩ She drew a pistol from a 

holster on her belt and shot the old man twice in the head and four times in the chest. Matt 

was speechless. Mr. Wammy, the man who had given him a home for most of his life. Mr. 

Wammy, the man who had looked after him, who cooked his meals, who had put a roof 

over his ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘǎΦ IŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΦ  

ΨGet up, boy!Ω the woman shouted at him. A brutal, overwhelming rage overcame 

him. With a ferocious roar, he charged at the woman and slammed her into the wall with 

tumultuous force. With all the savagery he could muster he screamed. Ψ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ 

ȅƻǳΗΚΗΚ  ¸ƻǳ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴȅ ƻƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƘǳƘΚ !ƴǎǿŜǊ ƳŜΗΩ he 

spat. 

Ψ9ƴƻǳƎƘΣ aŀǘǘΣΩ Xavier said, tear marks streaking from his eyes. Ψ{ƘŜΩǎ ŘŜŀŘΦΩ 

aŀǘǘ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ ƭŜǘ Ǝƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƛǘ ŦŀƭƭΦ IŜΩŘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ 

ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΦ IŜΩŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ƙŀǳƴǘ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜΣ 

even if it was someone as evil as that.  

ΨCome on, ƎŜǘ ǳǇΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘΦΩ Still shaken from the experience, he got 

up and started walking. ΨIŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƳŀƴΣΩ Xavier said. 

They reached the back of the massive control room and saw a crystal floating on a 

pedestal. It was the same crystal from the dream: ¢ƘŜ tƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘŜǊΩǎ {ǘƻƴŜ. Xavier and 

Thomas nodded to him. He walked up to the pedestal and touched the crystal. Just like in 

the dream, it grew hot and shattered. But this time, instead of scattering across the room, 

pieces of the stone flew towards the trio and imbedded themselves in Matt, Xavier and 

¢ƘƻƳŀǎΩǎ ŀǊƳǎΦ ·ŀǾƛŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ aŀǘǘ ŀƴŘ ¢ƘƻƳŀǎ ŦŜƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ 

with the force of the impact. The pieces of the stone vanished inside their arms and began 

to glow a deep crimson beneath their skin. They stared at the pieces in awe.  

Ψ/ƻƻƭΣΩ Xavier breathed. 



 

ΨBut what does it mean?Ω Thomas asked.  

Ψ5ƻƴΩǘ ŀǎƪ ƳŜΣΩ Matt answered. ΨBut I reckon we should get out of hereΦΩ 

Ψ{ǳǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣΩ said Thomas and Xavier in unison. They ran through the corridors of the 

evil building, wishing to leave all memories of it behind. But they stopped dead in their 

tracks when an inhuman screech filled the air. 

ΨWhat was that?Ω Xavier asked, covering his ears. 

ΨSomething I think we should run away from!Ω exclaimed Matt. 

So they did. They reached the exit of the building only to find a shocking sight.  

ΨWhat the hell happened to the ocean?Ω Xavier shouted. The entire ocean had been 

drained. Another screech filled the air.  

Ψ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣΩ Matt answered. A massive creature was rising out of the 

ocean.  

ΨNo, it is ǘƘŜ ƻŎŜŀƴΣΩ Matt thought to himself.  

The creature spotted them and threw a massive fist at the three boys.  

ΨTake cover!Ω Matt yelled. They dived to the left, barely avoiding the doom that 

would have befallen all of them if they had been a second later.  

ΨWait! Remember what Johan told us about the stone?Ω  

ΨbƻΣΩ Xavier answered. 

ΨHe said it can make dreams a reality. Remember what we did in that cave back in 

the dream?Ω  

·ŀǾƛŜǊ ŀƴŘ ¢ƘƻƳŀǎΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƛǘ ǳǇΦ aŀǘt focused hard and summoned a ball of flame 

into his hand and hurled it at the beast. It was extinguished immediately.  

Ψ5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΗ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ CƛǊŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪΦΩ  

Xavier placed his hands on the ground and a massive fist leapt up from the ex-

seabed. It passed right through the monster. 

Ψ[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǘǊȅΣΩ Thomas said.  

Jets of water shot up from the ground and slammed into the body of the beast, but it 

only made things worse. The creature seemed to get bigger as the water jets hit it. The 

monster roared and sent one of his gargantuan fists right at Matt. He jumped out of the 

way, but he was too late. The fist sent his body cartwheeling through the air and into the 

ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΧ 
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Matt is back at the door again. He pushes it open and finds himself at the beach 

again. But there is no Xavier. No Thomas. He walks over to the cave where he, Xavier and 

¢ƘƻƳŀǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ tƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘŜǊΩǎ {ǘƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇŜŘŜǎǘŀƭ ƛǎ ƎƻƴŜΣ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǘŀōƭŜǘΦ 

It is written in a language Matt has never seen before, but he can read it all the same. Matt 

ƎŜǘǎ ǳǇΦ IŜ Ƙŀǎ ǊŜƴŜǿŜŘ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜǘΦ IŜΩǎ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ǎǿŜŜǇǎ 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ aŀǘǘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ǿƻǊƭŘΧ 

Matt wakes up. He has a plan. Xavier and Thomas are still fighting the monster. Matt 

Ǌǳƴǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǘǎΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ 

stare at him in disbelief. Ψ̧ ƻǳΩǊŜΧ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭƛǾŜΗΩ Xavier shouts. The commotion caused by the 

monster is almost forgotten.  

ΨI have a planΣΩ Matt tells them. ΨXavier, I need some fireΦΩ  

Ψ.ǳǘ ŦƛǊŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ƛǘΣΩ ·ŀǾƛŜǊ ǎŀȅǎ ǎƪeptically.  

ΨJust do it!Ω Matt orders. Xavier sighs and throws two balls of flame at the creature. 

As before, they are put out immediately.  

ΨThere, are you happy?Ω he says with an annoyed look on his face.  

Ψ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘΦ ¢ƘƻƳŀǎΣ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅΣΩ He looks confused but does it anyway.  

Ψbƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ǘǳǊƴΣΩ Matt says. His hands begin to glow an electric, crackling white. He 

shoots the beam of energy into the sky. The realisation dawns on Thomas and Xavier as they 

ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ aŀǘǘΩǎ ǇƭŀƴΦ IŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΥ 

Ψ¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ ·ŀǾƛŜǊΣ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛǊŜ ŜǾŀǇƻǊŀǘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ 

ƻŦ ¢ƘƻƳŀǎΩǎ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ wƛǎƛƴƎ ǎǘŜŀƳ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ ǊŀƛƴŎƭƻǳŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴΧΩ he looks to the sky. The 

cloud created by Xavier and Thomas is hanging in the air, charged with electricity. A blinding 

flash of light shoots down from the cloud and strikes the monster in the back. It roars in 

agony and begins to lose shape. It splashes over the seabed and fills the ocean up once 

again. 

ΨΧŀ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊŎƭƻǳŘ ƛǎ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘΣΩ Matt finishes.  

The crisis averted, Matt calls Johan with the communicator and asks him to pick 

them up. 

WƻƘŀƴΩǎ ŎǊŀŎƪƭȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘƻǊΦ 



 

Ψ̧ ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭieve this. We were heading out of the danger zone and the ocean 

starts to vanish. The ship had nothing to float on, and we were on our side for a while, but 

ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ōŀŎƪΦ ²ŜƛǊŘΣ ƘǳƘΚΩ  

The three boys look at each other sheepishly. 

                                   

Epilogue 

Matt, Xavier and Thomas return home to the orphanage. Johan becomes the new 

manager of the orphanage and a memorial is set up in honour of Mr. Wammy. Everything 

may be fine now, but Matt will never forget his experiences or his parents. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Nature 

By Syazwani Saifudin 

 

Have you ever seen the first rays of light, when the sun cracks open the day?                                             

Or the way the flowers with their colourful clothes dance and sway? 

 

What about the tide rolling in and out like a blanket on the bed of the sea?                                                       

Or the birds, swooping through the cotton clouds, feeling ever so free? 

          

Do you ever notice the way the earth provides so much life and allows so much to grow? 

Or the beautiful, white crystals glimmering on the ground after freshly fallen snow? 

 

Have you ever wondered what the wind whispers to the trees?                                                                                    

Or why the leaves are always waltzing with the calming melody of the breeze? 

 

Can you clearly imagine the tiny, twinkling stars lighting up the night? 

Or the moon casting down shiny glows, ever so bright? 

 

Do you picture the morning dew, resting on the sparkling shards of grass?                                                            

Or the gorgeous colours that glow with liveliness as the seasons pass? 

 

What can you feel when your feet sink into the crunchy, golden specks of sand?                                                

Or do you wonder what the rocky giants of the earth think, standing proud and grand? 

 

Have you ever given a thought to where the crystal clear rushing water goes to?                                                         

Or the palette of warm colours merged together on a gorgeous dusk, creating a spectacular 

view? 

 

For these small things in nature,                                                                                                                                                             

Are what makes life so worthwhile,                                                                                                                     

Because every once and again, these things tend to make you smile! 

 



 

Umbrella 

By Daniella Camacho 

 

In a sea of dullness  

He stood out 

A trusty companion 

For any whereabout 

A hero for all 

Through thick and thin 

But most of all 

IŜΩŘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴ 

 

In the springtime he rested 

Until security was at stake 

Birds swooping 

A most certain fate 

WHOOSH! WHAM! 

Were the sounds heard 

But luckily  

He knew how to deter 

Spreading his own wings 

He commenced his attack 

Heroic and fierce  

And all without a scratch 

 

During the summer 

A shield from the sun 

No matter where you go 

¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ƎƭǳƳ 

Although on the big side 

He may seem bulky 

You can trust in him 



 

.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳƭƪƛƴƎ 

 

As flame coloured leaves 

free themselves of their captors 

Our helpful little friend 

Begins a new chapter 

A protector from raindrops 

A different kind of task 

He strives to keep all dry 

Even in the dark 

 

The climate continues to cool 

Blankets of snow on the ground 

The wind picks up its pace 

And new dangers are now found 

He begins to wobble 

And is blown inside out 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Sorrow 

By Sreeja Gullapalli 

 

They sailed on great ships, 

And brought along thieves. 

They stole our territories, 

And claimed them theirs. 

They brought along rabbits, 

And built more fences. 

Sentenced us to lonely lives, 

Of sorrow, horror and fear. 

 

No motherΩǎ ŀǊƳǎ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ǳǎΣ  

No fathers love to guide us. 

They stole from our family, 

And from our infant days. 

Sentenced us to lonely lives,  

Of sorrow, horror and fear. 

 

Ones who fought for us, 

Were soon turned to dust. 

They stole our lives,  

Ψ¢ƛƭ everyone shivered with fear. 

They sentenced us to lonely lives,  

Of sorrow, horror and fear. 

 

We sailed to different islands,  

Or hid in the shadows. 

Till sun shone brightly, 

And they gave back what was ours. 

Now there is no reason to live lonely lives, 

Of sorrow, horror and fear. 



 

Dignity 

By Joann Manoj Jacob 

 

Based on the marching of the Jews during the Holocaust. Never again. 

 

Sneered at, jeered at, rags flapping in the wind. 

Men, women, children, who never even sinned. 

Heads down in shame, pale faces gaunt and thin. 

Marching to their death, on the outside, looking in. 

 

He stands out from the rest, his face shining and proud. 

He marches with dignity, quiet, but loud. 

He looks on, he knows his grim fate. 

Yet, he is dignified, and walks with a determined gait. 

 

Keep on marching, regardless of age, 

The young, the old, in an invisible cage. 

Walking barefoot, cold and damp, 

Walking to their doom, a horrific death camp. 

 

He marches on, his proudness reflects. 

All curses and pain his demeanour deflects. 

His fellow men stare at him with red sunken eyes, 

He seemed blissfully unaware of their horrific surprise. 

 

Shoved into the train, no room to breathe, 

Smells like urine, blood and rotten teeth. 

Fear permeates the air, nowhere to run, 

Long gone are the days of sunshine and fun. 

 

He looks out of the box shaped window, tiny and square. 

Rolling green hillsides and blue lakes at him stare. 



 

He looks on in dignity, he looks on in pride. 

He takes a breath of freedom, takes it into his stride. 

 

Arrive at the work camp, a terrible sight. 

The strong being separated from the old and the slight. 

Families torn apart, broken spirits and broken hearts. 

The smell of fear mixes with the smell of blood, 

Being scorned at, treated like mud. 

 

He is led to a chamber, he knows what is in store, 

He marches with dignity, ignoring the gore.  

He walks into the chamber, prodded by a guard. 

He knows what must be done, it is set in stone and hard. 

He breathes his last, he takes his last breath. 

He dies proudly, a dignified death. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Scissors 

By Odessa Zubanov 

 

Never trust scissors unless you must! 

Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǳƭǘΗ 

The scissors went crazy 

they twisted and turned, 

they snipped and snapped, 

and cut and tore. 

 

They poked and ripped, 

they zipped and tipped, 

they zoomed and whizzed 

and made a BIG MESS 

ƻŦ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŘǊŜǎǎΦ 

 

Lǘ ²ŀǎƴΩǘ aȅ CŀǳƭǘΗ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Unwanted Guilt 

By Katie Hutton 

 

She lay still in the dark, a hazy shadow as her flesh melted in a puddle of ink black 

guilt. Her face emotionless but her soul inflicted with agony. The feeling of the rusty metal 

against her raw skin, scraping and tearing, echoing in her mind. Anguish as the hook 

grabbed at her flesh and yanked cruelly, engraving scars of permanent pain. The steel edge 

prodding, poking and scratching the lining of her insides and drawing blood with every 

rough movement. Her hand disobeying her mind, shaking and clenching at the metal 

triangle. The broken flesh, a bloodied mess on the ground as the wire curve kept digging and 

jerking at the cells of life inside her. 

And then her willpower broke. 

 

ΨL ƎƛǾŜ Ƴȅ ŎƻƴǎŜƴǘΦΩ IŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǘƻƴŜ ŎƻƴŘŜƳƴŜŘ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ 

daughter with eyes that said ΨLǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΩΦ 

Immediately the forms were slapped in front of the uncertain girl and a pen forced 

into her hand. 

The papers were signed, dated and the youth whisked away. 

She lay on the flat bed, which had cushioning but not comfort, her mother planted 

ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǿƻǊŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜǎΩ ǊŀǇƛŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǿŀǎ ǳƴƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ƭike curtains in a room. 

The clean white room was slightly blued from the bright lights which reflected off 

the polished floor and into the eyes of the girl. 

{ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŎŜƛƭƛƴƎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘƭŜǎǎΣ ǿƻǊŘƭŜǎǎΣ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴƭŜǎǎΧ 

Her leg twitched in response to an unconscious squirmish. 

IŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ŀǊƳΣ ŀƴŘ 

ƎǊǳƴǘŜŘΣ Ψ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǘƘŀƴƪ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƛǘ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƳŜΣ L do ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΩΦ 

Another leg twitch. 

Ψ.Ŝ ŎŀƭƳΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘΣΩ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜΩǎ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦƭƻǿƛƴƎ 

through the air. 

1, 2, 3. She counted in her head as her breathing evened out. She was calm, because 

ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘΦ 



 

At the slight twinge of the needle being propelled up inside her, she felt a twinge 

from somewhere else inside, that she would never be calm again. 

Ψ!ƭƭ ŘƻƴŜΣΩ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŦƭƻŀǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊǎΣ ȅŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜŘ 

ŜƭǎŜǿƘŜǊŜΣ ŀōǎŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ōŜƛƴƎΦ IŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŜŎƘƻƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘΣ ΨTrust 

me, I knowΩΦ 

It was finished. 

The mother and daughter were whisked out and they left. With the artificial light 

from the clinic still in her eyes, she stared out the car window. Her mother sat behind the 

steeing wheel driving the conversation. 

Ψ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǇŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇŀƛƴΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǿŀȅΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ƛǘ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ 

ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƛŜŦ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛǎƻƭŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΦ .Ŝ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭΦΩ 

 

Mother and daughter went home, to the house with clothes folded in drawers and 

all the coathangers thrown out. They shared the same car, the same house, but they were 

not together. 

 

Her agony pierced the glass around her and her voice sent shards of pain resounding 

through the house. She sat in the puddle. Water beat down on her as she beat the glass 

around her. The water pounded on her and scalded her skin. With each throe, her 

distressed body quivered and threatened to abandon her. Her shrieks were ever constant in 

the background, but for her, there was just the glass around her and the bruised infant 

between her legs. 

 

Her anguish driven eyes looked down at the battered form that lay, not moving, not 

crying, not breathing. Her soul panged with utmost despair as her hands, unguided, scooped 

up her little one and held her tightly in a tender embrace. 

For the only time. 

And there was only a mother and her stillborn, and the glass around her. 

 

The door hung feebly but upright, despite the pressure it was holding in and the 

shards of pain trying to penetrate the wood. Despite the conflicting emotions spinning 

around it in a tornado, it stood firm. Behind the glass, in the hallway, slumped against the 



 

door to the bathroom, leaning with head in hands, sat an older mother. Barricaded from her 

baby and separated by the glass between them. Sobbing and provoked by a pain not hers, 

even her own scars showing her poignancy. The tumult of emotion not completely held back 

by the door, sent her weeping body into utter desolation and remorse. 

 

In the house absent of coathangers, was a young mother trapped in the shower, her 

stillborn at her breast, both surrounded by glass. And outside, her mother sat surrounded by 

wood. 

 

The sharp changed from scalding to biting went unnoticed by the girl sitting in the 

dark, filmy pool. She was paralysed in time, just as the life of her daughter was. The absence 

of emotion made things evident that were covered before in layers of sentiment. And she 

knew. She just knew. 

 

When she did emerge from behind that feeble door, she walked without life because 

that was inside the shower still. She walked on, past the hallway, with every noncommittal 

step the shards of pain embedded themselves further into her. 

And life distanced itself from her. 

Life and her mother. 

Her eyes absent from even artificial light as she walked to where her mother was still 

crouched, head bowed. 

ΨL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦ CƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΦΩ 

It was not an accusation, it was merely a statement deprived of feeling as she now was. 

 

ΨLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΦ L ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜΣΩ ǘƘŜ words choked out at first and then rushed out like 

ǿŀǘŜǊ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴ ǳƴǳǎŜŘ ǘŀǇΦ ΨL ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƎƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǿƘȅ L ƘŀǘŜ 

ŎƻŀǘƘŀƴƎŜǊǎΦΩ {ƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜΦ 

ΨL ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ ¢ƘŜ Ǉŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƛƭǘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƳŜΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ L ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘŜƭŘ ȅƻǳΧ L 

ǊŜƎǊŜǘǘŜŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏƻŀǘ ƘŀƴƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǎƻ ƎƭŀŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦΩ IŜǊ 

daughter stiffened at her words, the first confession at last. 

bƻǿΣ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǳƴƎǳƛŘŜŘΣ ǎǘǊƻƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŘŀǳƎƘŜǊΩs hair. 



 

Ψ[ƛƭƛōŜǘƘΣ Ƴȅ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΦ L ōǊƻƪŜ ȅƻǳΦ aŀŘŜ ȅƻǳ ŜƴŘǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀƛƴ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ 

ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ [ƛƭƛōŜǘƘΣ Ƴȅ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΣ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƳŜΦΩ 

With those simple, ardent words, one of the shards was removed gently from her 

chest and the wound left behind began to heal. And there was only a mother and her 

ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ƛƴ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀǊƳǎΣ ǿŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ Ƨƻȅ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ƎǳƛƭǘΦ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

On The Shelf 

By Lucy Ruffell-Hazell 

 

She sits on the toy-shelf, 

day after day. 

 

Porcelain skin chipped, 

Dress worn ragged, 

Hair falling out in patches, revealing the decaying glue beneath. 

 

Come and love me, she seems to call. 

But she is too desperate, too old. 

She has been played with too many times,  

By too many children to have any value now. 

 

Beauty had not brought with it eternal love. 

All too soon she was discarded; a younger prettier doll took her place. 

 

No one to repaint her porcelain skin, 

Or to sew together her shabby dress. 

 

She is alone- 

Without her pretty face she has no purpose. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

memento mori 

By Margaret Fan 

 

ǎƘŜΩǎ ŦƛƴŜΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘŀȊȊƭƛƴƎ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ 

ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘΦ 

ƛΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŎƻƻƭΣ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΣ 

ƛ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŦŦŜŎǘŜŘΦ 

ƛΩƳ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΦ 

she keeps up the pretense, the façade, the mask, 

and they all believe her. 

they all believe her. 

and she crumbles and swirls and takes her final stand, 

she goes unheard for the final time, 

she drops the pretense. 

she throws away her script and picks up the pill, 

chasing it down with bitterness and truth. 

because even the strong must die. 

and even the famous must fade. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

How she and she fell in love 

By Jesse Blakers 

 

she is gorgeous, damn it. gorgeous. 

lips so full that they pout even when lifted into a smile 

her chest rises and falls, hills hiding a valley of freckles. 

ƛǘΩǎ ŎƻƭŘ ς is it okay to reach for her hand? 

ƛ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ 

 

ƛ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ ǎƘŜ ōǳǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƻŀǘΦ 

ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ǎǇǊƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ eyes are sparkling. 

her toe nails are sporting the bright pink polish i bought her 

ƛǘΩǎ ǿŀǊƳƛƴƎ ǳǇ ς legs intertwine on the grass. 

Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ L ōŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀǇǇȅΚ ƛǘΩǎ ǎǘŀǊǘƭƛƴƎΦ 

 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƎǳŜǎǎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦ breathe, play it cool. 

the sweltering heat of ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳŜǎǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǳǇ 

because that mini skirt hugs her hips so damn well. 

does she want to roll around in the sand as much as i do? 

ƛ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ƘƻƻƪǳǇΦ 

 

there are leaves all over the ground now. 

she has another tattoo, but only i get to see that one. 

a denim jacket hides it; i keep her warm as we walk 

she lets go my hand to dance in the leaves 

and I am falling in love. 

  



 

When Your World Revolves Around Him 

By Jesse Blakers 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

he 

could  

make 

me  

so 

incandescently 

happy  

that 

i 

forgot 

how 

to  

breathe 

 

he  

could  

make 

me 

so 

indescribably 

empty 

that 

i 

forgot 

how  

to  

smile 

 



 

[ŜǘΩǎ bŜǾŜǊ Dƻ /ƭǳōōƛƴƎ !Ǝŀƛƴ 

By Jesse Blakers 

 

ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ 

ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ƘŀǎƴΩǘΦ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

 

sandpaper hands where 

they are not wanted. not really 

 

someone building themselves 

on top of you, around you. 

planks of wood pressing 

against wherever it hurts most 

 

even though IT never happened. not really 

even though i danced in mesh and glitter 

the wooden planks still hurt 

and the sand paper hands still burn 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Addison 

By Margaret Fan 

 

Addison Campbell is fifteen-years-old when her first boyfriend breaks up with her. 

ΨhƘΣ !ŘŘƛΧ LΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΧΩ 

Addison laughs into her phone, brokenly, tiredly. She sits cross-legged on her bed, 

ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ¢± ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ bŜȄǘ ¢ƻǇ aƻŘŜƭ ǊŜǊǳƴǎΣ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƛŎŜ-cream 

ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ .Ŝƴ ŀƴŘ WŜǊǊȅΩǎ ǘǳōΦ 

ΨWait, are you sad at all?Ω Ƙer best friend asks, her voice inquisitive. 

Ψ¸ŜŀƘΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎΧ we were just together for so long, you know? And then out of 

ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŜȄǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƳŜǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

How does someone do that?Ω 

ΨLΩƳ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣΩ Genevieve informs her from the other end of the line. 

ΨI reallȅ ŀƳΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ ƴƻǘ 

ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ IŜȅΣ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƘƛƳΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴƴŀ ǿŀǘŎƘ ŀ ƳƻǾƛŜ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǇƭŀŎŜΚΩ 

ΨWhich one?Ω 

ΨThat one about the black hole.Ω 

ΨLΩƳ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘΦ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƛƴ ŦƛŦǘŜŜƴΦΩ 

 

--- 

  

Addison Campbell is fifteen-and-a-half-years-ƻƭŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜǊ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŜǎΦ 

ΨAre you okay?Ω ǎhe asks, sitting down on the marble steps next to Genevieve. 

!ŘŘƛǎƻƴΩǎ ōƭƻƴŘŜ ƘŀƛǊ ŎŀǎŎŀŘŜǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴ ƻŦ ȅŜƭƭƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻǿƴǎΦ 

Genevieve is silent for a minute, long fingers playing with the braided half-crown in 

her hair. She finally brings her hands down to her lap, clenching them into fists, her nails 

pressing into her palms. A random thought leaǇǎ ǳƴōƛŘŘŜƴ ƛƴǘƻ !ŘŘƛǎƻƴΩǎ ƳƛƴŘΥ those fake 

nails must hurt. 

ΨLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΣΩ Genevieve answers unemotionally. She keeps her face stoic, but Addison 

Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊƳƻƛƭ ǊŀƎƛƴƎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭƻǎǎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀŦŦŜŎǘŜŘ 

ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ Lǘ ƭŜŦǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ever made, wounded. 



 

ΨLΩƳ ƘŜǊŜΣΩ ǎhe says suddenly, and those two words are enough to make Genevieve 

break. Her shoulders start shaking, her eyebrows knit together and the tears start flowing 

down her face. Will she ever run out? 

ΨLΩƳ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ ±ƛǾƛΣΩ AŘŘƛǎƻƴ ǎŀȅǎ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΤ ǎƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 

lets Genevieve lean into her and cry quietly. 

Sometimes all you need is a shoulder to cry on. 

 

--- 

  

Addison Campbell is sixteen-years-old when she is betrayed. 

ΨWhat have you done?Ω DŜƴŜǾƛŜǾŜΩǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ !ƳȅΣ ǎƘǊƛŜƪǎΦ !ŘŘƛǎƻƴ ƎƭŀƴŎŜǎ ǳǇ 

ƴƻƴŎƘŀƭŀƴǘƭȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΦ !ƴ ŜŀǎŜƭ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎŀƴǾŀǎ ǇǊƻǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƛǘ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ 

front of her. 

Ψ̧ ƻǳΩǾŜ destroyed it!Ω !Ƴȅ ǎƻōǎΦ !ŘŘƛǎƻƴ ƎƭŀƴŎŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊΤ 

ƻƴŜ ƻŦ !ƳȅΩǎ ƻƭŘ ŀǊǘ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŀ ǘƻǳŎƘ-up. 

Ψ!ƘΧΩ Addison winces. ΨWell, um. You see. I was just ςΩ 

ΨGET OUT!Ω Amy screams, tears running down her cheeks. She rushes over and dabs 

ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƳǇ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘǳƳōΣ ƪƴƻŎƪƛƴƎ !ŘŘƛǎƻƴΩǎ ŀǊǘ ǎǳǇǇƭƛŜǎ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ 

She feels her face twist into a scowl. Melodramatic, she thinks. 

And she is, really. All Addison has managed to do in those quiet five minutes is fill the 

blank, monocolour sky with fluffy clouds. 

!ŘŘƛǎƻƴ ƎƭŀƴŎŜǎ ƘŜƭǇƭŜǎǎƭȅ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǎ DŜƴŜǾƛŜǾŜΩǎ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ŘƻƻǊ ŎƭƛŎƪ 

ƻǇŜƴΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ǎǘŜǇǇƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŎƘŀǊƎŜ ƘŜǊ ǇƘƻƴŜΧ !ŘŘƛǎƻƴ ƳƻǳǘƘǎ ΨhelpΩ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ ǇƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ 

silently for backup. 

Genevieve casts her gaze over at Amy. Her eyes shift to Addison. 

She shakes her head imperceptibly. Mouthes, sorry, Addison. 

And she walks right past her to plug in her phone. 

 

--- 

 

Addison Campbell is seventeen-years-old when she is offered a cigarette by her 

boyfriend. 



 

ΨIt makes you feel good,Ω ƘŜ ǎƘǊǳƎǎΦ !ŘŘƛǎƻƴ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƘƛƳΤ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ǾŀǊǎƛǘȅ ƧƻŎƪΣ 

ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ŘƻƛƴƎΦ  

She lets him light it and stick it between her lips, layered with dark red lipstick. She 

inhales. Exhales. 

She feels relaxed. 

She looks cool. 

!ƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩt care, for the moment, that she is changing everything. 

 

--- 

 

Addison Campbell is eighteen-years-old when she is left behind. 

It is the start of senior year, and Genevieve already feels Addison is drifting away.  

She hates how Addison has dyed her hair platinum blonde. She hates the stupid hipster 

cigarettes. She hates that Addison adds swear words to every sentence she speaks. 

She starts hanging out with other girls like herself: the freckled, curly brunette with 

hazel eyes, Stacey; the transgender girl-to-guy with bronze bangs falling in his dark eyes, 

Alex; and of course, her geeky blonde boyfriend, Thomas, who loves Star Wars and 

Genevieve with all his heart. 

Addison Campbell is alone. Her varsity jock boyfriend has broken it off with her, 

ŎƭŀƛƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŎƘŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΦ !ƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ǎƘŜ ƛǎΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŦƭƛƴƎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ōƻȅǎ ŀǘ 

ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ her fault. She blames it all on the tequila. 

Addison is alone. 

There is no one there to help her when she starts failing in biology and history. 

There is no one around to tip off a teacher or a doctor when she starts coming to 

school, not in crop tops and short shorts, but in long-sleeved shirts and sweatpants. 

There are so many scars on her wrists she can keep tallies on them. 

!ƭƭ ƘŜǊ ΨŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΩ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŜǊ ōŜƘƛƴŘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŜ Cǳƴ hƴŜΦ {ƘŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ 

longer the Loud One. She is the Depressed One. 

She is not Addison Campbell anymore. 

 

--- 



 

 

Addison Campbell is eighteen-years-old when her depression spirals down at an 

uncontrollable rate. 

ΨIƻƴŜȅΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƪŀȅΚΩ Ƙer mother asks one night, spearing a lamb chunk 

with her fork. ΨLΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƘƛǊŘ-quarter report card, and 

ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƻŘΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦΩ 

Addison almost tells her. She almost melts down. 

Ψ¸ŜŀƘΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǎƘǊǳƎǎΦ ΨLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΦΩ 

LΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΦ LΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΦ LΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΦ 

But this world is a big one, and it contains many ignorant people. One of them is 

!ŘŘƛǎƻƴΩǎ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǿƘƻ ƴƻŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦƻƻŘΦ 

²ƘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎŀȅǎ ΨLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΩΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳΣ ΨL 

ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘΩΦ 

bƻ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǎŀȅǎ ΨLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΩ ƛǎ ŜǾŜǊ ƻƪŀȅΦ 

bƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƻƪŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǎŀȅǎ ΨLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΩΦ 

 

--- 

 

Addison Campbell is eighteen-years-old when she carries out her plan. 

She leaves the envelope in her drawer and pins the folded piece of paper to her 

ōǳƭƭŜǘƛƴ ōƻŀǊŘΦ IŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƛǎ ŀǘ ǿƻǊƪΤ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀǘ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘŀȅǎΦ 

She takes out the pills and goes to the bathroom, looking at herself for the last time. 

Skinny arms. Oversized sweater. Jeans so faded they could be Addison herself. Long, 

choppy and thin platinum blonde hair. Big blue eyes, clear of mascara. 

She puts on her most scuffed sneakers and walks outside into the snow, letting the 

wind freeze her face. She starts walking. 

Soon, she reaches it - the old oak tree Genevieve and she always played at. Its 

branches are bare, the snow falling steadily now. The wind is howling at a million miles an 

hour. 

Addison half-smiles at it. She slips out her black Sharpie and hesitates. 

No. 

She needs something more permanent. 



 

She shoves the Sharpie back into her pocket and takes her Swiss army knife out of 

her other pocket. She starts to carve in the tree. A reminder of who she was. 

Addison Campbell, she writes, is okay now. She signs it with a heart. 

The pills slide down her throat, quick as anything, and she chases it down with snow. Her 

vision doubles, and she crumples to the floor like a paper bag. 

Early the next morning, the police locate her body. She lies so still, face still fixed in a 

ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΦ 

Addison Campbell is finally at peace. 

 

--- 

 

[ŀǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΣ ŦƛǾŜ ƘƻǳǊǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƛƴŘ !ŘŘƛǎƻƴΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƛŎƛŘŜ ƴƻǘŜ 

ǎƘŜΩŘ ǇƛƴƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ōǳƭƭŜǘƛƴ ōƻŀǊŘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǾŜƭƻǇŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŘǊŀǿer. 

LǘΩǎ ƭŀōŜƭƭŜŘ To GenevieveΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ DŜƴŜǾƛŜǾŜΣ ǿƘƻΩǎ 

already a sobbing mess. 

 

--- 

 

Dear Mom, Thomas Wells, Stacey Eldridge, Alex Valdes, my best friend Genevieve 

Stewart, and the police: 

 

My name is Addison Campbell and I took my own life. 

.ȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘƛǎΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǊŜǾƛǾŜ ƳŜΤ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƭǎ ŦŀƛƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ 

me, my first Harry Potter T-Shirt and faded jeans will succumb to the cold faster than I do. 

LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ aƻƳΣ ¢ƘƻƳŀǎΣ {ǘŀŎŜȅΣ !ƭŜȄΣ DŜƴŜǾƛŜǾŜΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ 

ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǘŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜΦ .ǳǘ Ǉlease, know it had to be done.  

There is, with exceptions to the people this letter is addressed to, no one who liked 

ƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ 9ŀǊǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŀǎǇŜŎǘ ƻŦ ǿƘƻ L ǿŀǎΦ ¢Ƙere are going to be so 

Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ǎƴŜŜǊ ŀƴŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ ŀ ŎƻǿŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ 

because they drove me to this. 

bƻ ƻƴŜ ŎŀǊŜŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ΨLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΩ ƭƛŜΦ bƻ ƻƴŜ ŎŀǊŜŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ 

about me to pull up my sweater sleeves and find the scars. 



 

I implore you - all of you - to change that. Look deeper than the surface and the lies, 

ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΣ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿƛƭƭ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŦƻƻǘǎǘŜǇǎΦ L Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƛƴ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΩ ŦƻƻǘǎǘŜǇǎΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ 

commit suicide every day, and no one cares enough about them - really cares - to try and get 

the word out. 

aŀȅōŜ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ŎŀǊŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƻŀƪ 

tree. 

Oh, and one last wish; bury me in the clothes you find me in. Bury me in my first 

Harry Potter T-Shirt, my first jeanǎΣ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎƴŜŀƪŜǊǎΦ .ǳǊȅ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ΨŦƛǊǎǘǎΩΣ ǎƻ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 

old and tattered can finally rest as well. 

L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƴƻǘŜ Ŏƻǳƴǘǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǿƛƭƭΣ ǘƻƻΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŘŜƴȅ ƛǘΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ L ƻǿƴ ǘƻ 

be donated to suicide prevention charities and causes. I want to save those on the edge. 

 

Love, 

Addison Campbell 

 

--- 

 

Dear Genevieve, 

 

LΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƻǊǊȅ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ƘŀǳƴǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ 

ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΣ DŜƴŜǾƛŜǾŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŎŀǊǘƻƻƴƛǎǘΦ  

L ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƻǊƪ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ¢ƘƻƳŀǎΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻ ŎƻƳǇŀǘƛōƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ so safe, 

you know?  

Anyway, you have my luck. You have all the love I was denied.  

¸ƻǳΩǊŜ DŜƴŜǾƛŜǾŜ {ǘŜǿŀǊǘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅΦ 

 

I have faith in you. 

 

 

Love,  

Addison Campbell 

Your (former) best friend 



 

Stars 

By Tahlia Walker 

 

The stars twinkle above me. 

Shades of green surround me. 

Light is faint. 

The leaves rustle beneath me. 

With its hollow black eyes, it lifts its head 

and strikes. 

Yellow fangs pierce my skin and I fall to the ground. 

As I hit the leafy floor bed, 

I hear it slither away 

and I wonder if it will be the last sound I ever hear. 

My eyelids close. 

 

The sirens wail. 

I stare at the red cross symbolised on my blanket. 

I feel a sharp pain in my arm. 

The needle pushes deep into my skin. 

It hurts. 

Suddenly, warm relief spreads through my body and I find I can speak 

But I will never be the same again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Big Cheater 

By Mia Ishii 

 

Ψ²ƛƭƭ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǎǘƻǇ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΚΩ Ƴȅ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ōǳǎȅ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ 

about a coming event, the race! It comes up every year on February the 10th. 

!ŦǘŜǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ƴŀƳŜŘ LȊȊȅ ōǳƳǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƳŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊΦ  

ΨIƛΣΩ LȊȊȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘƭȅΦ  

ΨIƛ LȊȊȅΣΩ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

{ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ ΨDǳŜǎǎ ǿƘŀǘΚ L ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜƴǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŎŜΗ L ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿƛƴΣΩ LȊȊȅ 

said happily.  

How come Izzy wanted to enter? Izzy always loses the race. Izzy always hated sports, 

so why had she signed up for the race again?  

Every time, you put your name in a hat. Sometimes you get your name picked out. 

When your name gets picked, you choose who you want to compete with. 

ΨIƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ YŀǘƛŜΚΩ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ aŜ ŀƴŘ LȊȊȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀ ǘǊŜŜ 

talking. 

ΨL Ŏŀƴ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǇΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎƛƭƭȅΗΩ LȊȊȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ LȊȊȅ ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

compete with Katie if she would get her name picked out. 

Katie was the fastest girl in the whole school! Katie always won the race. 

 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŎŜΗ ¢ƘŜ aŀȅƻǊ ǿŀǎ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƎŜΦ Ψ¢ƻŘŀȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŎŜΗ L ǿƛƭƭ Ǉǳǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǇƛŎƪ ŀ ƴŀƳŜΧΩ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴΦ ΨLȊȊȅΣ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ 

going tƻ ǾŜǊǎŜΚΩ ǘƘŜ aŀȅƻǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨYŀǘƛŜΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ LȊȊȅΣ ǎƛƳǇƭȅΦ 

ΨhƪΧΩ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ aŀȅƻǊΣ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΦ 

 

ΨhƪΦ DƻΗΗΗΩ ǘƘŜ aŀȅƻǊ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ 

Izzy was so fast! I never knew that. Katie was way behind Izzy! Izzy was so close to 

ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ƭƛƴŜ ǿƘŜƴΧ 

¸9{Η LȊȊȅ ƘŀŘ ǿƻƴΗ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ believe it. 

The crowd clapped louder than when Katie had won before. Suddenly, a boy called, 

ΨIŜȅΗ [ƻƻƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƛǊƭ Ƙŀǎ ǿƘŜŜƭǎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻŜǎΗ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘȅ ǎƘŜ ǿƻƴΚΩ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ 



 

up. The Mayor looked at Izzy and chased Izzy all the way to the next suburb. Everyone 

laughed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Space Attack 

By Abdul Rahman 

 

Ψ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƎƻŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΗΩ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ƛƴ !ƳǳƭΩǎ ȅŜŀǊ ƭŜǾŜƭ ǿŜǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǾŜǊȅ ƛǊǊƛǘŀōƭŜΣ 

listening to Amul drone on and on about dull aeroplanes. A little boy named Amul had a 

passion for aeroplanes. He could tell the type of an aeroplane in the air. He could tell you 

the aeroplanes in order of fastest to slowest or from biggest to smallest.  

Amul could tell you the parts of aeroplanes, ways they were built and even name the 

engines of the different types of aeroplanes. He also had a lot of confidence in everything, 

ǿƘƛŎƘ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 

lot of confidence, he was also very intelligent. 

Now, more than anything, the kid named Amul wanted a plane company of his own 

to run. But when he grew upΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ƻǿƴ ŀ ǇƭŀƴŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ ƘŜ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ Ǝƻǘ ŀ Ƨƻō ŀǘ 

a government department. He was able to earn enough money to make his own car 

company and made his own type of really fancy cars and was able to get his own plane 

company. He worked day and night to design and make new planes and their parts. He 

made hundreds of new engine types and other plane parts. He also made big ones, small 

ones, supersonic ones as well as slow ones. But as he made more and more planes, the 

demand also got higher and higher because the people of the world loved the awesome, 

supersonic airplanes that Amul made. 

Once the president of NASA had heard about the supersonic airplanes that were in 

service, he was keen to meet the owner of those airlines. He was soon able to get in contact 

with Amul, and when he did, the owner of NAZA scheduled a meeting with him. 

In the meeting, Amul showed the head of NAZA all of the rooms in his headquarters. 

He showed how everything was built as well as where everything was designed and ideas 

weǊŜ ŦƻǊƳŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦŀƴǘŀǎǘƛŎ ŀƛǊ ŎǊŀŦǘǎΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ !Ƴǳƭ ƘŀŘ ǘŜŀ ŀƴŘ ōƛǎŎǳƛǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ b!{!Ωǎ 

head, Amul was asked many questions. The final question the visitor asked whent like this, 

b!{!Ωǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƛƴ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ǘƘe whole time 

ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ !ƳǳƭΩǎ ǎǳǇŜǊǎƻƴƛŎ ǇƭŀƴŜǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎΣ Ψ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ 

ƛƴǘƻ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΚΩ  

¢Ƙƛǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ōȅ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƳƭȅ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ !ƳǳƭΦ Ψ¸ŜǎΣ 

ǎǳǊŜΦ L ǿƛƭƭΗΩ 



 

After promising to stay in touch with Amul, the president of NAZA left. 

 

The very next day, Amul went into his private workshop and started to draw up plans 

for the super craft that would be going into space, one that would provide him with luxuries 

of home but be able to withstand all that space could throw at him. Amul and his smarts in 

the end, got him a space craft that would fit the requirements. He named the craft Space 

Slicer. 

He put everlasting batteries, a special TV, food resources, oxygen suppliers, and 

gravity machines as well as many other things that would be necessary in the trip. Once he 

was prepared, he gave a few interviews and then left earth in an extremem machine. 

5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ !Ƴǳƭ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ōǊŀǾŜΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ млл ǇŜǊŎŜƴǘ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ 

having to spend a few weeks, maybe even months in space. In a week, Amul passed Pluto 

and with seeing all the planets in the solar system, he had new thoughts on this space idea. 

Another week went by and Amul was starting to reconsider the choice of having to be in 

space. But, the next day, Amul was met with a surprise, he was back at earth! But at least 

that was what he thought. 

He was about to check the radar when he noticed that the structure of the 

continents were not the same as the ones at the earth that he came from. He checked the 

radar and confirmed that this must be a parallel earth. Amul snapped a few quick pictures 

and then went into the atmosphere to check if the planet was inhabited or uninhabited. As 

he went inside the atmosphere and came close to the ground, he found it was inhabited by 

human-like creatures. The human-like creatures saw Amul and rushed to grab aything 

nearby to throw at the Space Slicer.  

Amul reacted lightning fast and deployed all defence and attack forces along with 

the secret weapon. Whipping Doritos. All of his weapons were working hard, they were 

shooting and the Whipping Doritos were whipping. He was able to quickly make the citizens 

surrender. 

Amul quickly took a few pictures and was about to exit the parallel earth and go back 

to the earth that he had come from. But the army came and was heavily armed. They forced 

Amul to surrender. He was in plain disgrace at being captured by some human-like 

creatures. Amul got all of his gadgets taken away. He was left in a prison cell which had only 

one window. But the window was made from force glass (a type of really strong glass). Amul 



 

was stuck in the prison for 33 hours before remembering he had some acid shoe laces on his 

shoes, which he still had. He used themto cut the bars. He then sneaked to the room where 

his suit was kept. He found it empty and unguarded. 

Amul carefully made his way to the suit but his feet got hit by a laser trap. As soon as 

he realised his mistake, it was too late and all the guards had come and already captured 

him. He was soon sent back to his cell. Amul gave up hope and decided to just rest. He went 

to the window to look outside, but found a crack and started to hit the glass with some 

parts of the bed that he was meant to be sleeping in. Amul soon broke it and escaped. He 

then went into the main entrance as a stranger and went to see his suit and ship. He stole 

them back and then quickly zoomed out of the parallel earth and headed back towards 

earth. 

He had a lot of fun going back to his home because he was really quite relieved. After 

a couple of weeks, he got earth in his sights. When he arrived at earth, Amul was greeted 

with many millions of people all trying to get a glimpse of the person who had just gone out 

of the solar system and back all in one piece. He gladly met everyone. But soon stuff started 

to get out of hand and so he went back to his house to have some rest. The next day, he set 

off to see the head of NAZA and showed him the pictures. Then he showed them to the 

world. After showing such amazing things, Amul was getting a lot of interviews. Amul was 

also in every new history book. The great Amul was the richest and one of the most 

successful people to have ever lived on the face of earth. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Hide 

By Asun Deng 

 

LΩǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜŜƴ the one to hide. I guess you could say I could beat anyone in a game 

ƻŦ ƘƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƪΦ .ǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ L Ŏŀƴ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ IƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ 

play. Maybe because my whole life is just a game. Me, the hider, and the police, the seekers. 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜΦ {ƛƴŎŜ ōƛǊǘƘΣ L ǿŀǎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘΦ {ƛƴŎŜ ōƛǊǘƘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘƛǎ 

game even began. I wonder which side wins. The hiders or the seekers. 

 

I slowly bring myself to peer over the top of the edge, wishing, hoping that they were 

gone. They were. I hauled myself out of the water tank, dripping wet. The lid clanged to the 

ŦƭƻƻǊΦ L ǿƛƴŎŜŘΦ !ƴȅ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪΦ L ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ L ƻƴƭȅ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ 

distant wail of sirens. I sighed and  pulled myself out. Sometimes, I know L ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘƛǎΣ 

but the police can be kind of annoying. I flopped on the grass, catching my breath before I 

ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŘǊŀƎƎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŦŜŜǘΦ ²ƘŜǊŜΚ ¢Ƙŀǘ L Ŏŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ LΩƳ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ ¢ƻ ŀǎƪ ƘƛƳ ǘƘƛǎΦ 

²ƘȅΚ ²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǇƛŎƪ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǘƘ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜΚ LǘΩǎ Ƙard for you, for Mum and for me. No. I 

thought bitterly. bƻǘ aǳƳΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ a mum. Remember. You did that. 

²ŜƭƭΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜΦ hƴŎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ 

when I had to bury myself alive. Good thing they were in a rush, or I would of suffocated. 

They searched briefly before racing off. As I was thinking I heard the distant wail of sirens 

nearing. aȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘ Ǝƻǘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŦŜƭǘ ŎƭŀƳƳȅΦ bƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩt 

bother me, but I just escaped. Normally, they would give up on the search for at least an 

hour, and another hour to find me again. Not this fast. Were they following me this whole 

time? They knew I was here. I knew I ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǊǳƴΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎΧ ǎǘǳŎƪΦ  

Hurry up. I told myself. 5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƭƛƪe this. ̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƴ ŀ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘΧ him. Not to get 

caught by the police. L ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴŜ ƎƻŀƭΦ !ƴŘ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜ ƛǘΦ 

Heart pounding, I darted away. 

As I ran, I remembered things. Like how my father would come home covered in 

blood, and how he slammed the door behind him, as he heard the police sirens. How my 

mother screamed, and ran, advising me to do the same. And the next morning, everything 

seemed normal. As if last night never happened. 



 

I burst through the surface of realiǘȅΣ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ōŀŎƪΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

matter anymore. As I neared my destination, I stopped, panting, straining my ears for the 

unmistakable sound of sirens. None. I blew a sigh of relief before opening the door. 

 

The room was dusty. Layers, upon layers of dust sat on each other. And the cobwebs. 

They were every everywhere. In every nook and cranny and  in all the corners. I ducked my 

ƘŜŀŘ ŀǎ L ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘΣ ǎƻ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊǳǎƘ ŀƴȅ ƛƴǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ǎǘǊŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƛŎƪȅ ǎƛƭƪΦ In the middle of 

the room sat a man. Seen only because of the candle, which sent flickering shadows of him 

across the room. The man was the infamous Icarus Paladin himself, scheming another plan 

to make himself feel noticed, feared, and respected.   

 

I walked forward, hesitantly. I could see that he was armed. I picked up a gun on one 

of the cardboard boxes, stuffed it in my belt and walked forward.  

Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚΩ Ƙe snarled. He was always the one to speak first.  

Ψ¢ƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣΩ I replied calmly. 

ΨTo reason. With ME!?Ω He let out a harsh laugh, which filled the room with its 

horrible, mocking sound. 

ΨaŀȅōŜΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘΗΩ I insisted. 

ΨListening is bad enough. Listening to people is worse. But I can tolerate it. But 

listening to unworthy scum, like you, and ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ ƛǎ ōŜȅƻƴŘ Ƴȅ ƭƛƳƛǘΣΩ Ƙe spat out. 

Rage engulfed me. Shaking, I brought out the gun, and pointed it right at him. Ψ5ƻƴΩǘ 

you dare talk about my mother like that in front of me.Ω 

Ψ5ƻ ƛǘΣΩ Ƙe said, jeeringlyΦ Ψ{Ƙƻƻǘ ƳŜΦ !ƴŘ Ǉrove to me who you really are. But to 

ǎƘƻƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩƭƭ ōŜ Ǿƛƭƭŀƛƴȅ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜΦΩ 

I dropped my gun. LΩƭƭ ōŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ father, I realized. Ψ No.Ω 

ΨWell? Who are you going to ōŜΚ ¢ƘŜ ƘŜǊƻΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƛƴΚΩ Ƙe asked mockingly. 

ΨNeither.Ω And I walked into the night. 

 

As I walked on the pavement, I heard the distant sound of sirens. The sound I had 

ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŦŜŀǊŜŘΦ  .ǳǘ ƴƻǿ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ LΩƳ ŀ ǾƛƭƭŀƛƴΦ 

 



 

Origami Cranes 

By Chelsea Hindle 

 

Silence is a powerful prison, Conlan knows that better than anyone else. He has been 

trapped in a silent prison since he was nine, cut off, isolated. 

He finds his solace in his hands. A slip of paper can become a flower or a crane. He 

can fold anything with his quick fingers, but he likes cranes the most. 

Every afternoon, Conlan slings his backpack over his shoulder and trudges to the 

park. He curls up under the elm tree that is his tree, his back rubbing against the rough bark. 

Then out comes his coloured paper and he begins to fold his paper cranes. He has made 

eight hundred and thirty cranes. Today he will add ten more to his collection as he folds 

beneath the elm. He never says anything, never does anything other than fold, and once he 

has ten cranes, he stands and leaves. 

But ǘƻŘŀȅ ƛǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ IŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘŜǊ ȅŜǘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻŀƪ 

ǘǊŜŜΦ {ƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŦƻƭŘƛƴƎ ŎǊŀƴŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ŀǎ ƭƻƴŜƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƛǎΦ {ƘŜ ƛǎ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀ ōƻƻƪΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ 

ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦ {ƘŜ ƛǎ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ /ƻƴƭŀƴΦ 

Suddenly, she gets to her feet and hurries over to him. She puts her hands on her 

hips and speaks. 

/ƻƴƭŀƴ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǎŜŜǎ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛŜƭŘ ƻŦ ǾƛǎƛƻƴΦ IŜ ōƻǿǎ 

Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ Řƻǿƴ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŎǊŜŀǎŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ go 

away, he glances up. He takes in her thin body, thin hair and too big eyes and he 

ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ŎǊƛŜǎ ƻǳǘΥ ǎƛŎƪΗ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΗ ŘȅƛƴƎΧ 

/ƻƴƭŀƴ ǎǘƛŦŦŜƴǎΦ IŜ ǎŜŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƳƻǾŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǘŀƭƪǎ ǘƻƻ Ŧŀǎǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ 

understand what she says. His hands tremble with anxiety, crushing the paper under his 

fingers, he wishes she would go away. 

{ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŀǿŀȅΦ {ƘŜ ǎƛǘǎ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǎǎ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǇƛŎƪǎ ǳǇ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ 

finished birds. She turns it over in her hands, frowning at it. She wants to know what it is. 

Conlan puts down his half-finished crane, and then signs to her, o-r-i-g-a-m-i. Paper 

crane. 

She tilts her head on one side, and this time he can see her question. Why? 

Conlan tries to stop his hands shaking. LΩƳ Ƴŀƪƛƴg a thousand. 



 

{ƘŜ ǘƛƭǘǎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜǎΦ 

Then her eyes light up. I know, ƘŜ ǎŜŜǎ ƘŜǊ ǎŀȅΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜŀŦΦ ¢Ƙŀǘϥǎ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳϥǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜ 

thing. She flicks her finger downward in imitation of the thousand sign.  

Conlan nods, hoping that she will leave him alone now. He turns his attention back 

ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀƴŜ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎƛƴǎ ŦƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŜƴŜǿŜŘ ǾƛƎƻǳǊΦ bƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƘŜ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŦΣ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ 

ƭŜŀǾŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǿΦ Wǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΣ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ǎƘǳǘ ƻŦf and leave. 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜΦ {ƘŜ ƪŜŜǇǎ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀƴŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ 

taps him on the shoulder. She holds out the crane to him, then picks up a piece of white 

paper. She waves the paper at him. Gestures to the crane. 

He frowns at ƘŜǊΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ōŜƎƛƴǎ ǘƻ ǳƴŦƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ ŎǊŀƴŜΦ /ƻƴƭŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘŜƴ ƛƴ 

alarm, but she quickly stops and puts it back together. Teach, she says, very clearly. Teach 

me.  

Conlan hesitates, but she is insistent. Please?  

He sighs and takes the paper, teaching her how to fold the crane, making each 

crease with care. When he has finished, she smiles and pulls out a yellow sheet of paper. 

Then she begins making her own crane. He goes back to finishing off his first. Occasionally, 

she taps his shoulder. He looks and corrects her mistakes.  

Ten minutes later, Conlan has finished nine cranes, and the girl has finished her 

yellow crane. It is a clumsy bird, very lopsided, and it makes Conlan grin. She has done her 

best. He motions to her to keep the crane, but she puts it in the bag with his. 

Then she grins and gets to her feet. She waves and runs away. 

Conlan gets up too. He has only made nine birds today, but a tenth bird, a little 

lopsided yellow crane, lies folded in his bag. He smiles to himself and begins his walk home. 

 

The next day he walks to the park and finds her leaning against his tree. She looks up 

and grins at him. 

She pats the ground next to her. Conlan hesitates and then sits down. Eagerly, the 

girl greets him, hesitation making her sign language clumsy. Conlan returns the gesture. 

¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƘƛƳ ŀ ŎǊŀƴŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƭƻǇǎƛŘŜŘ ŀǎ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΩǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƳŀŘŜ 

from her school paper. Conlan smiles, shakes his head and tips out his origami paper. 

He nods to his paper, ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǇŀǇŜǊΦ /ŀƴΩǘ ŦƻƭŘ with that. He nods to her paper. 



 

She deflates, but she picks a blue sheet of his origami paper and begins on her 

ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŎǊŀƴŜΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǎƘŜ ƎƛǾŜǎ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŀŘŘǎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇƛƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ 

painstaking care, she begins spelling things out for him on her hands. 

He watches, amused, as she clumsily spells out her name. E-N-N-Eτno, they are 

both As. A-N-N-A-B-Aτno, that is an E, she has E and A confused. A-N-N-A-B-E-L-L-Aτ

another E. 

A-N-N-A-B-E-L-L-E. My name is Annabelle. 

All afternoon, Conlan and Annabelle make paper cranes. When they have tenτeight 

hundred and fiftyτhe teaches Annabelle more sign language. He laughs at her clumsy birds 

and clumsy signs. But Annabelle laughs too. They laugh togetherτlike friends. 

The next day, they are back. Annabelle makes three paper cranes, and Conlan 

notices that they're no longer lopsided. Conlan makes seven and now has eight hundred and 

sixty. He teaches her more words. Tree. Bird. Friend. 

Each day the number of cranes grows by ten. He reaches nine hundred birds. 

!ƴƴŀōŜƭƭŜΩǎ ŎǊŀƴŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǿ ŀǎ ŜƭŜƎŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŀǎ /ƻƴƭŀƴΩǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎƘƻǿ ƴƻ ǎƛƎƴ 

of the clumsiness the first had. And each day, Conlan takes them home and he hangs them 

in the curtain of birds that cover his doorway. 

He explains to her as time passes, that he was not always deaf. Once he could hear. 

.ǳǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƭƻǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǎƛƎƴ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΦ IŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƘŜǊ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƘƛƴƎ 

he has always loved languages and can learn them fast. He says he once heard that making a 

thousand papeǊ ŎǊŀƴŜǎ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ƎƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪΦ IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ ƎƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ 

to make a thousand paper cranes, show that he can. 

!ƴƴŀōŜƭƭŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴǎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎƛŎƪ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ hƴŎŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ 

ƘŜŀƭǘƘȅΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ Ǝƻǘ ǎƛŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ Ŏŀƭƭ ƭŜǳƪŜƳƛŀΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ 

been to proper school in two years. While Conlan comes from school each day, she comes 

from the hospital. 

aŀȅōŜ ƛŦ ǿŜ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ŎǊŀƴŜǎ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ 

she tells him. [ŜǘΩǎ try. 

Conlan nods. 

²ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΣ Annabelle tells him as she gets ready to leave. But 

you could see me in hospital. 

 



 

The next day, Conlan and his mother go to the hospital in visiting hours. He asks after 

Annabelle and the nurse takes them to her room. She looks very small in the white hospital 

bed, with lots of tubes and needles in her. She smiles when she sees Conlan, his origami 

ǇŀǇŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ !ƴƴŀōŜƭƭŜΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƳƛƭŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ /ƻƴƭŀƴΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ 

her. 

Conlan sits in a chair. Okay? He asks. 

Annabelle nods. Good. You? 

Good too. 

He takes out the origami paper and hands her a sheet. Ten more paper cranes come 

alive that day, Conlan takes them home and they hang in his doorway. They make a rainbow 

that spins and swirls whenever anyone walks through. Only ninety more cranes. Only ninety 

more before he has a thousand. 

The next day he is back at the hospital. He and Annabelle bring the count to nine 

hundred and twenty. 

The days pass. Conlan notices the little birds that Annabelle makes lose their 

gracefulness. They are clumsy again, but Conlan says nothing. He hangs them in the 

doorway. 

 

Soon, Annabelle is out of hospital and they meet in the park again. They reach nine 

hundred and forty beneath the autumn-coloured elm tree. 

They have nine hundred and fifty the next day. Nine hundred and sixty the day after. 

They are friends. They share their dreams, hopes, fears. Conlan tells her of his 

loneliness and at night thanks God for his new friend. Annabelle tells him how much she 

hates hospitals, of her longing to go back to school. 

The days turn cold and the count of cranes becomes nine hundred and ninety. Then 

nine hundred and ninety-nine. 

[ŜǘΩǎ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻƴŜ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭΣ Annabelle tells him. So we always remember the 

thousandth crane. 

Conlan shows her a piece of paper which he has kept ever since he started the 

origami cranes. It is glimmering silver and will make a beautiful crane. 

Conlan brushes his fingertips against it and smiles, then he hands the paper to 

Annabelle. You make it, he says when his hands are free. 



 

Annabelle smiles and begins to make the crane. He notices that her hands are 

trembling. Her folds are not right, her hands are shaking too much. 

In frustration, she throws down the half-finished crane. L ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘΗ Her signs are 

sharp and angry. ̧ƻǳ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ƛǘΣ /ƻƴƭŀƴΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀƴŜǎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ 

Conlan finishes the crane, and then he holds it up and hands it back to her. She holds 

the crane and smiles at it, the same way she smƛƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻƴŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴτeight 

hundred and thirty-one. 

We did it, Conlan tells her. We finished. We made a thousand paper cranes. 

Annabelle grins. Then she says, wiƭƭ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΚ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΧ her hands stop 

moving. Even though we ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ŎǊŀƴŜǎΚ 

hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΗ ²ŜΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ Conlan gets to his feet. See you tomorrow? 

Annabelle nods. Yep. 

 

Conlan gets to the park before Annabelle the next day, he sits down with his back to 

the elm tree, just like he used to do. But ƘŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǊƛƎŀƳƛ ǇŀǇŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ IŜ 

has no more cranes to make, they each hang in their rainbow glory in his doorway. 

IŜ ǿŀƛǘǎ ŦƻǊ ŦƛǾŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣ ōǳǘ !ƴƴŀōŜƭƭŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊΦ IŜ ƎǊƻǿǎ ǊŜǎǘƭŜǎǎΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ 

watches the kids on the monkey bars and thŜ ǎǿƛƴƎǎΦ !ƴƴŀōŜƭƭŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜΦ 

Finally, he gets to his feet and he walks home, feeling his heart squeeze up inside 

him. Loneliness gnaws his stomach. 

 

He sits in his room, watching a draught spin the thousand cranes. Then his mother 

opens the door and comes in. She sits on the end of his bed and puts her hand on his knee. 

Her whole posture immediately tells Conlan that she has bad news. She looks as if 

ǎƘŜΩǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŎǊȅΦ .ŜƛƴƎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎŀƪŜΦ 

Conlan, she says, ƛǘΩǎ !ƴƴŀōŜƭƭŜΦ IŜǊ ŘŀŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜ ōŀŘ ƴŜǿǎΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ 

ǎƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊǎΧ her fingŜǊǎ ǎǘƻǇ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ōƛŘǎ ǘƘŜƳΧ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ 

okay. 

¢ŜŀǊǎ ǎǘƛƴƎ /ƻƴƭŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŀǿŀȅΦ IŜ ǎŜŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŜŘŘȅƛƴƎ ŎǊŀƴŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻŎǳǎŜǎ 

on the last one, the silver one which AƴƴŀōŜƭƭŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘΦ 

Can I see her? 

He glances back at his mother as she answers him, LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ǎŜŜΦ 



 

¢ƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ /ƻƴƭŀƴ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴΦ /ƻƴƭŀƴ ƎƛǾŜǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜǎ ǘƘŜ 

crane and she promises to take it to Annabelle. AnƴŀōŜƭƭŜΩǎ ŘŀŘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

ǇǳŦŦȅΦ IŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜǎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴȅ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΦ 

 

It is a little less than a week later when the call comes for Conlan. He cannot use the 

phone, so his mother does for him. He watches as she speaks. He sees her stiffen, tears in 

her eyes, as she nods, hanging up. 

/ƻƴƭŀƴΧ 

Conlan already knows what she is going to say. He wraps his arms around her waist. 

She hugs him and they both cry. 

 

The day of the funeral comes, and Conlan arrives early, his bag over his shoulder. 

!ƴƴŀōŜƭƭŜΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƘǳƎǎ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŘŀŘ ǎƘŀƪŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

They talk to him and he understands some of it, but his mother translates it all for 

him. 

Thank you for coming, Conlan, her dad says, and thank you for your offer. Annabelle 

ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ that. 

!ƭƭ !ƴƴŀōŜƭƭŜΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ Ŏŀƴ ǎŀȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƛǎΣ thank you. You know what, 

/ƻƴƭŀƴΚ ¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜǊ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΧ 

She was adamant about that, her dad adds. {ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ 

sickness, like other children were. She loved being your friend. Thank you for that. 

Conlan looks away, unable to see through his tears. Silently, he hands his bag to 

!ƴƴŀōŜƭƭŜΩǎ ŘŀŘΦ IŜǊ ŘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƻǇŜƴǎ ƛǘΦ His mouth falls open as he sees nine-

hundred-and-ninety-nine paper cranes in rainbow glory. Thank you, is the only thing he can 

mouth as he stares at them in amazement. 

/ƻƴƭŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŀǘŎƘŜǎ ŀǎ !ƴƴŀōŜƭƭŜΩǎ ƳǳƳ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ŎǊŀƴŜ ƘŜϥŘ 

given Annabelle. For you. 

Her dad motions for him to follow. Conlan follows, and her dad leads him to her 

coffin. She looks very small in the coffin, like she had when he first saw her in the hospital 

bed. She clasps a bouquet of paper flowers. 

Together, Conlan and her father spread the lid of the coffin with rainbow paper 

cranes. Nine hundred and ninety-nine of them. 


