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Friendship
By Natalie Barclay

I FGSNI GKS LI AydAy3
by Arthur Collingridge, 1890

In the field thegrass

is dry beneath my feet.
It smells of hay.

This delicate afternoon
is full of birdsong.
Slowly the brown calf
approaches me.

| put out my hand

and show her an apple.
She sniffs it,

her damp nose
touching my skin.

Friends.
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Losing AFriend
By Rebecca Ethige

2KSy L gla Ffty2ad GSy @SINmR 2fR> L fz2ad v
forget. Almost every detall is as fresh as it was the day it happened. It was a normal Monday
at middle school. | remember getting on the karsd feeling very strange and thinking to
YeaSt T WRAR L ¢SINJ GKAa 2dziFAd G2 a0OK22ft &8
quickly as I could, | got to school, went to my locker like normal and then went to my
classroom where | sat and talkedny friend. | remember asking if she had seen Jessica
because | was waiting for her to get there. Jessica and | always went to get breakfast from
the cafeteria together in the mornings. | figured she was just running a little late and
decided to sit and t& with my friend a little more.

While sitting there talking to my friend, another classmate ran into my homeroom
OfFaa YR gl a akKz2dzZiAy3das WwwSaaAroll 2dzad O2ftftl L
class rushed out into the hall while [ yelledpac i KSNE W2 KAOK WS&aaaiol H
W, | GR2NFQ® L NBYSYOSN) LIMzAKAYy3d GKNRBdzZZIK GKS ON
ground. My teacher was holding her telling everyone to get back to class. My two other best
friends were standing thereith 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 | sat by
the door of my classroom so | could keep an eye out. | watched out the windows next to the
dooras the nurse came up the elevator and started to perform CPR on her.

The guidance adviser saw my friend and | watching and came into the room and told
me that Jessica was going to be fine and that | needed to return to my seat. She told me
they were takimg Jessie to the hospital and her mom was on her way. | remember seeing
51 gy Qa OF NJ Lddzt € dzLJ 2dzi FNRBYyG FyR 461 0OKSR KSN
her daughter lying there. At that moment all | wanted to do was leave the room and hug her
ayR 32 gAGK OGKSY G2 (GKS K2alLAalf odzi (GKS 3Idza
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 leavedlroom, | went to my first class where everyone
was talking about what had happened, how we were going to visit her in the hospital, and

A ¥ 4 A x

K2g 6S it SELSOGSR KSNI G2 0SS 21 L R2y Qi NB
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because | was too concernatbout my best friend. After that class, | had gym, where again
everyone was talking about it. | heard from a few people that this one girl in our grade had
made a horrible comment about the situation, so | got really angry and decided to go
address the igse with the vice principal. When | got to the office, | found that the vice
principal was at the hospital with Jessica and her family and that my issue would just have to
wait. | was told to return to my classroom. | remember thinking it was strange éovitte

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

about what this girl was saying and the rude things about Jessica, but | just had to wipe it off
my brain.

When | got to class, | took my seat as usual and e announcement came on that
aFAR W¢SIFOKSNBR KIFI@S 6SSy 3IAGSYy | adlridaSySyda i
room fell silent and my stomach turned around, knowing this probably was really regretful
news. | fell into shock hearing my teachdretone who had been out in the hallway with
WSaaAoOlFZ NBIR WI'id dYmp GKA& Y2NYyAy3d:r WwWSaaaior
L¥ aGdzRSyida ySSR (2 RSIFHf 6AGK GKSANI ANRST 2N
ONBAY3II L Odgetter Royl @oiiup KanfmiR chairlalorig with a few good friends
and walked out of the room. | remember throwing my books across the hall and just falling
2y GKS 3ANRdzyR ONEBEAYy3Id L O2dzf RyQil o06StASGS Ada
how can an 11yearold girl just die? My friends pulled me up to my feet and we walked to
the library holding each other.

CKSNBE 6SNB | 20 2F LIS2LX S Ay (GKS f A0NI NE
that were mean to her, and others that were clogefter like | had been. The teachers were
YFTAY3 GKSANI NRPdzyRa O2YF2NIAy3d GKS {ARa® L ¢
ANRBdzyR® ! ff L O2dzZ R GKAYy]l ¢6Fla Ald ¢l a az2vysS 1A
and everythingwould be ineNEYSY0 SNJ g2NNEAY A | 62dzi 5Fgy |y
Y2Y YR AAAGSNX® L R2y Qi (y2¢6 K2g f2y3 L &t i
start calling our parents to come get us from school.

| got to the phone, still not crying, and called my houdg.dad, who was working
nights at the time, was home and answered. As soon as | tried to say what had happened, |
aGFNIGSR (2 ONB 42 KIFENR KS O2dzZ RyQil dzyRSNEGI Y
KAY L ¢lFayQid 221Ay3 I ¢Rcodld tefl B$aRtly iRe ckahge inhig O2 Y S
G2yS a az22y |a L O2dAZ R YdzaGSNI 2dzi GKS 62NRA

Wyndham City



v2y G2 386 vYSo L R2yQl NBOItt K26 f2y3 L KI\E
remember the ride home. | jushlow that when | had got to my house, my sister and ai'élose
FNASYRAE 2F WSaaAiolQa FyYyR YAYS 6SNBE (KSNBE ONE
while, hugging each other.

It turns out that Jessica, at the age of 11, had a heart murmur. When slapsed,
KSNJ KSINI KFR &ad2LJJSR FyR 02dzZ RyQi NBGAGBS Al
YSTZ odzi LQ@®S fSIFENYSR L KIFI@S (2 0SS KIFLILR F2NJ
talked to her was the previous Saturday, she was so happy. Imbereher 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.

[ ATSQa ( 2r8 abbuf BeNdgativething< 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
FILYAfE@>Y YR Y& 20SNYff ftAFSd LQOS € SIFENYySR G2
fightfor. lalsoF SSt T FGSNJ f 2aAy 3 KSNI LQ@Sheaw&addyS | ai
f Sda 2dzZRIAYIP {KSQa | YSY2NER L gAtt OF NNEBE gA
about her and teach them that life is to be cherished because it should be. Yeukrew
GKSY @2dzNJ GAYS A& dzLJ FyR (2Y2NNRg &2dz Ydzald o

your life. I know | will be.
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Hold My Hands
By Ankitha Nair Bijukumar

Small wrinkled fingers clench and unclench in the fringes of your blurry vision. They
are rolHike in their chubbiness, almost ridiculously plump, but babies have always been
endearingly disproportionate. Soft, unblemished skin, a gentle, glowing piokned 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 byrtbein 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 untaytedrry
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
OdzNA2aAded {2YSK2g3> (KSeé QNieallydu até, Boéd thetwasdzSt & &
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 iyface.

Dirt somehow also makes its way under your fingertips, much to her chagrin. Your
Y20KSNJ RARY QU dzyRSNRGFYR GKIFG &adzOK avYlft al C
perfect sand castle. It had been a masterful creation, you reminisced withiaatligir of
LINARS® 9@Sy GKS ySAIKo2dzNRA RIFdzZZKGSNI KI Ry Qi
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. Thather 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 coolasid in your class.

I Y2YSyidQa 1 LAaAS Ay O2yOSYyiGNYGA2y X | &l dzy

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.
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Tearsstreamed down your grubby cheeks és you wailed, the injustice of the siation being ;
(22 YdzOK F2NJ | OKAfRQa KSINI G2 08FNI® ¢KS O2
the sickbay staff coddled and cooed over ydrightly sgyou thought, snifftig petulantly.

They presented you with a Barbie bandage, and patted your sore hands reassuyriggtzQ f £

0S FTAYSI & ¥ar®dkBddéwn dubidusiyBak ydr injured hands. Barbie smiled
confidently up at you, her face slightly distorted by theesthing of the bandage. You took

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

are a big girl.

Your plain nails are now decorated in glittering, dizzying shades of pink, blue, purple.
Bracelets and bangles jimgbn your wrists, and you had squeezed as many rings as humanly
possible onto your finger.ou look ridiculoygyour sister piped up snidely. i Qa ,Fob & KA 2 y
AA3IK YR NRftf @2dzNJ SeSaod | 2dzNJ FlFYAfe&e 2dzad Oz

Soon, the glamour of your hantggins to matter less and less. Your nails are plain
more often than not, worn and jagged from excessive chewing,

W 2dzQf t OFdzaS LISNXYIyYySyd RIYI3S ek 2dz 1SS
0SYySIFGK LAt S&E 2F | &a&A 3y Y Bodré lass abdubttielstate of y R S E | Y
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 raredefof 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.

WDNJ RdzZ SR ¢gA0K | 2y2dz2NEQ NBIRa GKS &aONRTt
YouUR2y Qi GKAY]l ftAFS KFa SOSNI FStd GKAaA AYyONBR

The wedding band on your ring finger sends light glittering and dancing in all
RANBOUAZ2YAEAT AKAYYSNAY3I gAGK F ftAFSOAYSQa 62N

nowhere near as perfect as the ieeg of your fingers intertwined with his. Tanned, warm,
OFftf2dzaSRZ KA&a fFNAS LIfY ONIRfSa &2dzaNJ 24y ®
The frosty June air nips at your numb fingertips, and you absently remind yourself to
add gloves to theveekly shopping list. Your fingers are clumsy in theirtiaifen state,
fumbling with the keys to the front door.
WadzYHQ GKNBS avlftf @g2A0Sa OK2NM¥za>X yR Fff

figures of your daughters, arms outstretched in embrg@mall fingers clutch your clothes,
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FYR GKSNB A& | GdzZ33Ay3 2y @2dz2NJ aOFNF & |
FYy20KSNJ RN gAy3IQd | 2dz aYAf So

Your skin has become wrinkled, shrivell&tmost like old leatheryou observe
detachedly. Veins bulg@nd 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 bands still there, the only comforting constancy amongst the strange newness of
everything. Your tired senses haltingly examine and process the world around you. The
everpresent 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 nusskegin 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 wondroa sound. A beloved voice calls your name, the syllables

achingly familiar and wellvorn 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 lrain instructs your failing lungs and miraculously, they obey, drawing their first

0 A

ONBIGK Ay a2 f2y3 0(KIG KIRYyQlG oBSEFYAYIHISEKNIizZLR

your last the remnants of your conscience supply wriyhale Your hands rek, fingertips

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

By Zahra Shahriar

My home is people.

CKSE2QNBE SOSNEUKSNBI gltl1Ay3a:r 2233FAy 33 Nz
FaAaLKIFfGdad ¢ KSe QNBow ldzahlidel yhair réstess Belves Brushidgraérdss me
g A0 KA RS W lidgfadeadtitiHken EnglisBo 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. | walk through the alleyways of the Old City
that sighs a hundred years of memory, | trace my fingers lightlygailbe crumbling brick
walls. | see the longstanding home of my father and grandfather. A bigger one of my
AN YRFFOKSNRA 3INIYRTFFGKSNE F 06A33ISNI 2yS 27
mine. Gleeful children flying their artwork during the Kite kedt The main city contains
0dzAf RAy3a 2F dzidSNJ GAONI yOe GKSNBEQ&a YdzaA O |

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

My home is food.

LGQ& GKS Yl Ay 0 dartihg whfthe beférSed 6@omathing teaRtallf f & @ {
owners, sending you toothless grins as you compliment their tea, to the-bttled smiles
2 T I K $ dslitding you the best biriyani in the world, as you breathe in the ancient
scent of a million years dferitage. Smirking at the portions served anywhere else in the
g2NI R ¢S RAI Ay G2 (GKS NAROS: tSydadAts FyR ¥
forever. | still can taste the rice cakes served with the spiciest mustard and dried fish pas
@2dzQft t SOSNI SIdX YAESR awilimgpareritsSayikifey-atbiId Sy G A
me-eatingunhealthystreet¥ 2 2 RQ ®

My home is religion.
The blowing of a conch welcomes me as | reach the colourful Temple. They chant to

their Gods, palms presd together, eyes closed. | stand outside in respect and smile,
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watching them. When thé’ujais over, they rush to me, adorn me with flowers, feed me
delicious sweets despite me begging for no more, laughing at the pleasurable chaos. | cover
my hair withmy scarf, edging closer to the Masjid, my arms and feet still wet fromdu. |

greet my fellow sisters as the enchantiAghaansounds, music to my ears. | close my eyes
and step on the prayer mat. Soon we are done, and we sit and ask Allah for his orercy f

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 insaris The silly masks. The bursts of red and whitee welcoming of a New Year. |
walk in my sari carefully, adjusting it as | 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
BoishakhiNI A y ® L { Q &meyF&8lgulNdné weiweldbie iBviith splashes of orange
and vivacious yellow. We dance some more, sing some more. Birds chirp. Flowers bloom.
The grass smells stunning.

Eidul-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.
al YRIFG02NE 9AR &S f9fAARS aabdzoakexBO| dEyQeoE fasthigdmésiay 3 W
celebration of a lifetime. Eidl-Azha marks sacrifice, reminds us that whatever comes from
lffFKZ Ydzad 32 6101 G2 IAY Fa gSttod LGQa |

(@]

Durga Puja is vibrant. | 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, | go home with a bright streak of vermibliodi on my forehead.
Holi is special. The kaleidoscopic colours that bring the city alive, promises, that the world of
black and whiteand6 S RAYAYAAaKSR® 5AglfA Aada GKS FSadaiogl

embed the night sky with some more stars.

My home is hard work.
[ SG6Qa KSIFIR (2¢6FNRa GKS O2dzyiNBAaARS F2NJ |
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 moredseand picking the
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bounty off during harvest season. Silvery WaVes on the crystalline water, reddning. thh-the | " %
58GGAYT &dzys GKS 61 GSNI O2YT2NIFofsS Sy2daAK 7
content, singing traditionamajhi songs; all dedidad to put food on our plates. The village
g2YSYy aSeAiy3a (KIS 15ESNehBtHIKEERCES thiugh needle and

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

back to shelter at night. Thstudents 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.

LiQa mMppHd® ¢KSNB Aa | KdzadGft S 2yotherkS aid N
wanted to influence another language onto us, thus signalling rebellion. No, we are not
gSI1T &Sasx 6S oAttt BsAYyd® YR 6S RARD® 2SS Ay(g
mother tongue.

LGQA mpTtmd | g N KIFa oS3 dmfidn have jdinedfortes O NJzA (
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. Unitedie are unbeatable.

My home is painful.

I f2yS 3IANI 6AGK SeSa FdzZt 2F RNBIFYya 27
behind her, hands rough, yellow teeth glistening, eyes filled with desire. She will make the
headlines tomorrow, but can now neveh@wv 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
NHza KS&a o6l O]l K2YS KA&d OKAfRNBY KI@SyQid SIS
agony. A cafe, popular amongste 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 rightand wrong, propaganda flooding my newsfeed, democracy and justice

forgotten.

But, my home is beautiful.
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LiQa KSOGAOzZ G2 adlre FtEAGBS Ay &dzOK |
continuous fear in our minds. But amidst the suffering, ther&ope | hold on to. My home

has unity; it has a bond so strong that | 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.

D2Ay3 (2 Y& 3IANIrYRY2GKSNDa K2dzaS YAf Sa
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 neveending winter weddings, a new dress every single time.

Exam season, us sweating bullets at whatever qarghrown 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 | shared

with it hold a million more.

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

My home, is Dhaka.
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Orphaned
By Anjali Bijukumar

| shiveredas the harsh wind cut through me like a knife and large droplets of rain
pelted down like bullets. Wistfully, | 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 | shrunk further back into my bed made from
discarded newspapers. | curled into a ball, my numb hands buried in my tattered jacket as |
slowly drifted off to sleep. When | woke up, the sun shone warmly on my faceviapg
clouds adorned the blue sky. | 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
a2YSGKAY3 L RARYQG S@Sy OAadz tddétify pareits, ¥ ¢ 2 NA
decent family home, good friends; all of that had vanished into thin air in seconds. My dad
FYR Y2Y3X L OFyQil 0StAS@®S GKIFIG GKSe& INB 32y Sa
now was a very bad dream.

While we packed for aip to India, | was very excited. Escaping the harsh winter in
London was an added incentive. My parents and | 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. WehadaS EOAGAY 3 GAYS GKSNB SELX 2NAy3 GKS OAd
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 sh@ping 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, |
heard deafening shots near me and | fell on the ground as both my parents collapsed on the
ANRdzyR 6AGK aK2Ga Ay GKSANI ol Olae L aONBI YSR
me when | looked at his dying face. With one last look at my parents, ledtawt of the

place.
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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 throtilgé stories my mom told me
and the occasional visits from my maternal grandparents while they were alive. This was our
FANBO QAaAirld (2 Y2YQa K2YS O2dzyiNBE® L KIFR {dzN
for me to experience a part of my cultu@ll O1 I NP dzy R ® ae Y2YQa NBft I
state in South India with tropical climate and a multitude of beautiful beaches. They were
GSNE 6StO02YAYy3 YR 1AYR (2 dzad® .dzi Ay B5SKfAZ
Everything else that happeneaih that horrible day was a blank page in my mind. All
| remember is that | took refuge in an abandoned house that night and cried myself to sleep.
| was all alone in the world, an orphan in a foreign country. Terror seized my entire spirit
YR L RkmRwHow maeywtdys | 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. | befriended a group of beggdnildren who taught me the skills to stay safe in the
a0NBSGaow ! F22R yAIKGIQa aftSSLI gta faz | aid
prowled the night to abduct sleeping kids. Everyday as | begged in the streets with my new
friends, | was &ated like filth. Privileged children scoffed at us. | never realised until then
that money was so important in this world. With no money, there was no guarantee of food,
AKSEGSNI 2N Of20KAY3Id LT L KFERYQO Ymve GKSaS |
1AftESR YS 2y GKS &aiNBSdiaoe L RARYQU glyd G2 S
G2 RAS (22d 2A0GK2dzi Yé LI NByidas L RARYyQlu sy
beggar kids | befriended took me under their wings and | becane 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. | had a$hope by then that | would ever return to
London. | started to adjust to my surroundings. Some days | ran errands to earn money like
my friends, other days we begged. Illilness was one of my worst nightmares and the harsh
weather often caused other kide bur group to contract horrible diseases. Without the aid

of shelter, food or medicine, even the common cold was proving to be deadly.
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But my life changed for the better one fine day. One day | saw a group-f.Eninsh :
tourists outside a restaurant. | wetted them and listened to their conversations in Eng'lish,
the language which was ingrained in me. An ache went through me and a sudden nostalgia
for my home country coursed through my body. | remembered my parents and my life a few
months back and tearsatted streaming down my face. Then suddenly, the security person
standing in front of the restaurant started shooing me away. As | was not budging, he
pushed me, and | fell on to the concrete road in a heap and my leg started bleeding. One of
the ladiesm the group let out a cry seeing the cruelty and came running towards me. She
helped me get up and asked me if | 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 neeat on
They asked me to follow them to their hotel.

Snuggled in cosy blankets in a posh hotel, sipping hot chocolate, | told the group of
9y 3If AaK G(G2dz2NAaita Y& aG2NEBe® L G(G2fR 0KSY gKSNB
Within hours, | was on the pme to my grandparents, who had thought | was also dead
dzy GAf GKSyo® ¢KSe& FA{EfSR YS Ay 2y Fft G4KS RS
death and how they were all enquiring on what happened to my dead body. They were over
the moonthat Iwas alive ! LILJ NSy Gt ez GKS !'Y SYyolaae Ay Ly
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 officiatmalities to be taken care of before | could fly
back to London. When | finally boarded the flight for London, | slumped on my seat with
relief imagining the horrible life that | so narrowly escaped. The death of my parents
weighed heavilyonmy soul. #8S RNB @S G261 NRa Y& 3ANI yRLI NByi
airport, | took in my surroundings and felt hopeful for the first time in many months. | was
going to begin a new chapter of my life. As | had experienced the harsh living conditions of a
beggar, | vowe to myself that | would never take for granted the life that | have. Before
leaving India, with the help of my grandparents, | enrolled my street friends to a reputed
orphanage and contributed a good sum of money for their welfare. | 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 | become
rich, I will go back again to India and start an orphanage myself. There is notrisg in

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

By Senaya Pimburage

Emotions flow in our heart everyday,

| F LAYy Saa OKI asSa 2 dzNJ
Relief twinkles and excitement glows,
Likeariver,e® A2y Ff2gaX
Anger is drowned by calmness and love
CSFNJFYR RAAYlI & R2Sa

Grief is covered in a blanket of joy

gY2tA2ya YIS 2dNJftATFS SyzazeéexX

All these feelings fill our lives,

2 A0K GKS o60FR F¥SStAy3a
The good feelings conquerdtbad

Because of that, we should all be glad.

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

aZNNR g |

N} @S NE

aKlFNLI |

¢CKIG RNAffa o0FlR (K2dzaKGa Aydz
@2dz F NB &Yl NI X

5SFSIG GKFEG SY20A2y AT

For there lurks disappointment,

Which darkens every heart...

gl eX

4 1yArA@8ax

2dzNJ a 2 dzt X
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ACI GKSNRa 2ArAakKSa
By Kelsea Thomson

The game of life was truly cruel.

Y| S&> 5FR® LGUa 3ILYS 20SNWQ {KS adGFNBR R?2

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

{KS aYAfSR adalRfed Wl 2g KI@S &82dz 6SSYKQ

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
overtheengraed wordsWL 1 4&d ClF GKSNRa 5F& G2RIF&X FyR Ye@
GKSANI RIFRAZQ aKS gKAALISNBR>X adNRB|iAYy3I GKS &adz2
crocodilea 1 AYy ec22dz2Ny It ©Q

She looked over her shoulder, her eyes skimming oveséeeningly 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
KSNJ £ S3a4 20SNJ 6KS 3IN}aao Wadzy RARyUdG 0O2YS 2d
butlKSFNR KSNJ ONBAYIPQ {KS aKNMHzZISR 2y KSNI 021!
A2YSUKAY3I YyAOSNI F2NJ CIFiIKSNR&a 51 &3 odzi L (y26¢

She thought back to the smiling faces of her friends as they purchased their gifts,
laughing and jokinground as she glanced around the store. They hadn't seemed to notice
KSNJ Y22RX o0dzi aKS RARYU(G YAYR® WYl @&flz R2Sa
tightened the green coat around her shoulders and looked through the mirror to her red
headed frend.

She frowned slightly, not understanding her friend's careless comments. The trio of
FNASYRA KIFIR 0SSy aK2LILWAy3a F2NI CFGKSNDRa 5@ L
different stores before finally buying anything for their parents.

WD2R 2385t RSRRBY Ui o0dz2 OGKIGZQ YlI&flF AKNRS
KSNJ SeSa FStf 2yd2 | LMzNLIX S (2L Wh2KI L gAf
more, ready wearing purple lipstick and fake eyelashes, she had to admit it looked good.
Thepurple top was shouldeless and clung to her skin. But she couldn't bring herself to
SyO2dzNF 3S KSNJ FNASYR® W' K Yleftlz O02YS 2y @&2d
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NEBFffteKQ WSaa a02FFSRI ayAO]l SNA WY AjedzA43 {0 (G&K Aly3
will just buy something for Dad like that old mug, but it's not like | actually want to spend
Y2y Se 2y KAYZ 51 RQa FlLYAfte 2FGK Aa Y2ySe R2S
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 athhie 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
KIF LIl 6AGK KAA RIFIddZAKISNRDa (K2dzAK{iFdzZ ySaao
Despite her blonde fried'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
GKSANI F3Sd WwWSaaxQ aKS YdzYof SR K2t RAy3a 2dzi
020KSNJI NBUOdzZNYyAy3a AlGPQ
¢tKS 0f2yRS t221SR G KSNJ adzalLIAOA2dzatesr ye
IANRP&a fAGOHGES GKAY3I (G2 KAY®Q
WI-K KIS It NSFIRe 320 KAY a42YSGKAYy3IZQ akKs
Ayid2 KSNI FNASYRQ& ONXSI Yaigbthdar dverW& shdulder befofef A LILIS R
shrugging and strutting down the hall, her noisy high Hghls clopping loudly on the shiny
floor.
WL R2y Ul glyd G2 G§Stt GKSY®P [ 2dz {y283 (K
dzy RSNANR dzy RZQ aAK$2WER | $CREFIRZ2Y U2 WKXE Ko 2 dzi
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 insidd 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.
WeKSe KFR FaAa1SR YS 46KIG L KIFEIR ®s20GSy @& 2dz

AN TAYy3 20SN) GKS 20KSNJ Ft26SNB GKFG alrd | Ned
favourite, the yellow carnations, and they laughed at me. But | couldn't bring myself to tell
GKSY lo0o2dzi 82dz0pQ { KS &Kdzi KSNJI SéSa |a GSI Na

WL YA&da &2dzx 5FR®PQ {KS tSG 2dzi I OK2{1SR a
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Her pillow was already soaked in tears when her father walked in. Hisair Iob,ked ‘
NREdzaSR FNBY fleAy3d Ay KAa O0SRNR2YXI |yR KAa S
honeybeSKQ KS GKAALISNBRI aAdidAyda 2y (GKS SyR 27

| S &1jdzSST SR Al GAIKGEe a &AKS NBalLRYyRSR:
R2Saydid YIFIGGSNE AG A& y20 GKFG AYLRZNIFYGOQ {
and shrugging deeper into her covers.

WWdza G 0SOlFdzaS Ad A& a2YSOGKAy3a GKIFG A
it doesn't hurt, honeyo S S ® Q

y 2 i

Qx

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

WIS ONBAGK dviSd L f 20SR KAYX YR L (K2dAKI
jdzZA SGf &> KAOOdzLIWIAYy 3 az2FdGfte o0SG6SSYy 62NRAD Wi
2ZTFT0Q

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

W1 2 ¥ dyour mother did not spendine months making you and growing your
KSIENI AYaARS KSNJ G2 KI @S AlG OoNRB1SYy Ay | FSg
SOARSYlG Ay KAa RIFEN)] o0fdzS SeSaod W yR AF KS 06N
you anyway. You are truly amag, very beautiful and the strongest person | have ever
1y26y dQ

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

K2f RAY3 KA&a RIdAKGISNI Oft2aSed wI'Yy L ft26SR (2

do | have to wait @pecific amount of time before that's allowed, | am asking for your

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

yearoldhoneyd SS>Q KS | 41 SRXZ OdzNA2aAade | OldzZ tfe KAI
Shegiggled quiethR SALIA GS KSNE St Fd W51 RxE @&2dzd4R 3Si
WLYR 3ISG FNNBadSR ¥ 2Hée@maddzould navet andexrdgnétR G A Y S

AlGoQ

Wadzy a4le&a LUY y2i adzllRaSR G2 OAaArld @&2dz
SeSa IyR 0NBI SK AR AA YA IR S\SILWEUEIP FR{2ZR F2NJ Y& YS)

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

GKS 3aANI gSel NRd WL Olydyd NBrtte oflYS KSNI (K2
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W52 @2dz NBYSYo S Npita'KWhien | ivdntédyouktghold date myhand and
sayd Kl i @2dz ¢62dzf R YIS AGK L O2dzZ Ryud asSsS A
WeKS RSALISNIGS 221 Ay @e2dz2NJ SeSasx dGdKFd S
me, because you were being youawihg in control and keeping charge of your feelings and
emotions. | couldn't see that the one thing you wanted was for your pain to all be over. You
wanted freedom, and | wasn't willing to give it to you. I'm sorry for that, Dad. | didn't mean
tocauseydz Y2NB LI Ay GKIFYy 6KFIG KIR IfNSFRe& 0SSy
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 theamnatic 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.
W51+ RK 52yUdi RAS 2dzad &Sidio® adzy FyR L f2@S
I 6 2dzii 2 dzNJ 3 I athSrihadTFaleR iitQa sleépM@ \ifould 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
havingtobepulledback | yiAy 3 (G2 6S 4 KSNI FFIKSNRDa aARS
never got his heart to beat again.
W{2> 5 R (GKAa Aad YS® adzy A& 3I2ySz |

Qx
A
(0p))

I? | want the depression to end. | want the constant pitiful looksifpeople who knew you
to cease, and | 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. | have never forgotten that, Dad. | never would be
FofS (23Q &aKS g KAAaLISRKRSRKSNDOkBAKI XY KRS AEA IS
2yfe @2dz g2dzft R 3ISG G2 KSINWQ

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.
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But he also wished, hidden behind'.t.h‘e thick bracken in the bushes an 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,
solbing 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 blatioodie 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 nowit was truly game over.
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Father
By Lucinda Worthinghore

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

permanentwords 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 siRtA Ry Qi ¢ y i G 2

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?

32
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| Deserve It

By Olyvia Khaw

b2 LQY &aoOlF NBR®

Terrified.

LQO@S 0SSy holbzyiosd YALIFI2ZWR HY & o0 dzNYy Ay 3IZ KSIFGAy3 f
ae £S8S3a GKFG L KIFE@SyQia NBFftfteée dzaSR YdzOK T2 NJ
FFNFAR (KIFIG GKS® YA3IKG RRNRLI 2FF lyeée Y2YSyidd

They might catch me.

Flashback:

Wt I LI gKeé OFlyQi L KIFE@gS (GK2asS NeRffSNJI allrdsSa
poking at the glass in the the department store.

Wh2i y263 K2ySeoQ

Ugh, that was always the reply. There was never an explanation. Or an appologd hrgll

SeSad LG glayQli FTFHAND 9@SNER2YS Ay Yeé Oflaa K
matter what colour or style. White, red, jewelled, low cut. | just wanted a pair. | wanted to fit

Ay® LG RARYQO gl yid G2 0 Sthairfevedjoingdirfor sk&iggS NBE ¢ Kd
O2YLISGAGAZ2Ya YR S@SYyAy3a Fdzy 06SOlIdzasS L 0O2dz R

Present Time:

b2 LQY Iyy2&8SR®

At myself.

LF 2yfé L RARYQU KI@S &dzOK |y dzyINF GSFdz | dd
only | had kept my big mouth shut and not started the same argument that had been

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

and how no one ever gives an explanation as to why, which is also once agairenot tru

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

Flashback:

Wl F LI OANILIKRFE (2 &2dzZ KILIWLERE OoOANILKRFIE G2 @2
0ANIKRI & i@grghusiagtidatly@and tb md as he presented me with a box wrapped in

I dzaSR LAYl LERf1l R20 6N LILISND W{ dZNLINKR aSHQ
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L JFaLSRe® L R2y Qi (GKAY]l L KIFI@S S@OSNI 6SSy az
me was the present. | almost never receivg hig 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.

cdzih adAtfr GK2dAK® t NRPolofé GKS FANRG GAYS L
the present. Laysrand layers of the wrapper, falling to the ground. | guess what | saw next
shocked me.

WhK Y& 3I22RySadaaH tltLIH ,2dz RARYQUO KI @S (G2XHC

L O2dz RyQi NBIffe F20dza 2y lyeidKAy3a &L &S NI 3
As my vision started fogging up and tears began to fall right in the corner of my eye, | 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 18rgeof life. Now | could see why | had

G2 0SS LI GASYlGd b2KAY3 SOSN)I 02YSa Slhae Ay fA
else, the only thing | wanted to do at that moment was test them out.

However, under all the excitement there were otherudplats, more deep and dark, like
negativitiy swirling through all the laughter and joy. The thoughts that would change
everything.

Flashback:

WD22RYAIKOGZ tFLIH ¢KFIyla F2N 6KS LINBaSyuHQ a
tired from spending 3 solidours in the hot sun practising on the roller skates. | could finally

AaK2g SOSNEB2YyS Ay Yeée Oflaa OGKFG L glayQd | 2
that kid that was always left out. | slowly fell asleep, peacefully.

|woketosomemeK | Ay 3 | KSIFOGSR | NHdzYSyid 2dzad 2dziaail
what they were saying, but | could tell there were two men yelling at Papa.
WLa KS (0KS 3Idz2 GKIFaG G221 AOGKQ + @2A0S Ay GKS

W Sas>s Al Aa KAYD L NBIYKSSr 065tNI QiK So 202NRaH/Q O yNZRIA KT
accented, replied.

W2 SfEfx A& Al @2dKQ (KS
Wh2H 1 2¢g O02dzZ R &2dz al &

ax

KIFNLJ g2A 0SS &Sttt SRo
dzOK | LINBLIR2aidSNeRdza

ax
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Papa! | jumped out of bed and opened the 'ddor. In surprise, the men turned around.
Whtfx 9Sttx Sttt 6KFHG R2 68 KFE@PS KSNBKQ aNX
W2 K 6 Qa 3A2Ay3 2yK 2K2 |NB (KSasS LIS2L) Sz t I LI
KFELIISYAY3IK L gl a a2 02y FdzaSRXE GANBR YR lyy2
W2 St f3x0Q aNDS ! DOSYHIBRSR2AWALGL asSSya GKIFG &2 dzNJ
ONI YR ySg NREtfSNJI a(ilasSa G2RIFe G T1TYHT AY GKS
Stole?

¢CKFG ¢62NR SyRfSaate SOK2SR Ay Yeé KSIFIR® {d2f S
most kindest and caring person you will ever meet.

W{2 GKSNBF2NBE>X (GKSNBE gAff 06S O2yaSldsSyoSa T2
GAYS Ay (GKS FNXYeéx 2FAf F2NJc &@SIFNBE 2NXQ aN
vibe about thewhole thing. The other guy elbowed him in the ribs. | 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 mynnescessary selfish needs and stubborn attitude. For me. Not for

KAYX AG RARYQUO KStLI KAY Ay lye glteée |4 Fffao L
Wh2odQ L OFfYfté &alARO®

W2 K §KQ aNXW» {KFENL) +2A0S ayl LLWISRE yy28SRod

Present Time:

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

into that selfish, unwanted person?

My Papa.

No.

¢KS GSIFNR Ydzad gl AdGd ¢KS 20SlIy OFy RNE dzZLo

Flashback:

W2 Sffx FNBYyQG @&2dz 32 Ahaskedicautiosy.O2 NI YS G2 GKS
Wl YYX Al aSSya a GK2dAK @2dz2QNB (22 &2dzy3a T2
papers.

WLGQAa SAUGKSNI @2dzNJ t LI &aASNWSa GAYSX hw @&2dz 3
WhbhH bh¢ ¢19 59! ¢l {9b¢9b/9HQ tI LI &ONBIFYSR
Y Sas>s eSthemed SlelQ . 2 (K
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At that moment, | realised how careful | had to be. These men were not to be reckoned with

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

and ran for the door.

W) Se8H , 2dzH DS ol O]l KSNBHQ

lhesitatd)R F2NJ I Y2YSyid odzi GKSy alg tF LI Q& FIFOSY
GKS t221 2F dzyRSNARUGIYRAYy3Id IS (ySs 6KFEG L &1

Y& RFENIAY3 a2z2yAljdzSH L akKlftf asSS e2dz 3ILAYysS ¢

Present Tne:

{2 KSNB L YD wdzyyAy3a gl & FNRY | O2NNHzZLI LR
O2yaSljdsSy0Sa GKIFIG L RSaAaSNIBSR FyR (KS aK2L) 26
YR AGQa Iff Yeé FldzZ Gdo

All of it.

YR L R2Yy Qi (y203K28) AFYHQEOQt BdA 8 Ry VAVl yiS
maybe, a little luck might come my way and save me, but | know | deserve this. In fact, no. |
R2y Qi RSaSNBS tdz01® {2YS2yS StasS R2Sao

That little piece of luck needs to save my Papa.

It needs to dat quick.
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An Ode To Ic€ream

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 Icecream what would

| do without you
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Ode to Water
By Ethan London

Oh water, oh water!
You have many uses, so necessatry.
When | am hurt, | preciously pour you on my wound.

Without you, life is dreary.

To me you are most wondrous,
With a taste as fresh as a nevgiucked peach.
Your rain can be most thunderous,

Like waves crashing on a beach.

When | feel thirsty and vulnerable,
| drink you and am satisfied.
My strength becomes unimaginable,

Even though your powerful rain drenches me.

Unlike the scorching, humidis,
| am refreshingly cooled by you.
When swimming in a pool for fun,

| know what | can do.

Water you are my most trusted friend,
Extremely clear as crystal.
Your uses will never end,

Even once you turn to ice.
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The Stone Seekers

By JacolBurfoot

The boy woke up, gasping for air. He was in a dark room, void of any light. The bed
GKSNBE KS flFe glFayQi KAa o0SR® {dz2NBZ AlG gl a ya
boy had no idea how he got there. The air was stale, like a dteslatal. 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 Wiit. i (TeeXoy reeled
back. He remembered. His name was Matt. Hehed 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 almosteoather 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 higealbed, taking in shallow breaths. The sound of the fire
crackling in the orpanage calmed him. Matt's parents were killed in a freak plane accident
2OSN) GKS . SNXdzRI GNARIFy3IESd IS RARYUG tA1S dGF
deaths.

Zan't sleep@Xavier asked from the bunk above him.

BadR N5 |MatEafswered.

Bet back to sleepXavier told him.

YR (KIFIGQa SEFOGte 6KFEG alidd RARO®

He's back at the door again, but this time he's more prepared. He shoves it open and
walks through. As Matexpected, 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 nos¢tem and starsto 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 taitihthe mystery
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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.

WK I y1a MdttgaysS/NiE @e we here@He opens his mah 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.

Why was Xavier in my dreai¥att asks himself.

He is 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 drearavi¥r'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 maand never lost his temper. He had become like a father to
Matt.

Wavier, Mitt, we have a new child joining us and | would like you to make him feel
welcome. He transferred from our New South WabeblJ yMD.RMa®MY explained.

As if on cue, there was a knock on the heavy doors of the orphal¥igethat must
be them nowQ

Hewalked 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 Xaier looked at the boy in shock. It wasn't because he was as tall as Mr.
Wammy (who was quite tall for his agé)was because he was the boy from Xavier and
Matt's dream.

Breetings, Mr. Wammy. My name is Johan Skiter. You two must be the friends that
Thomas here mentione@

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

meet.
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They began by showing the new boy éround the orphana@his is thekitc_en..g
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.

LGQ&a GKS YSilFt R22 MhppydHegnis toltajk ® Xavierand A a
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 thandl 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 muchsahe 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
lookedsolid. Xavier gives them a look, and then si8/sall we goQ

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 ligB@smrsays Thomas as he
stares at he cave they must navigate in the dark. Matt sees him looking around and has a
brainwave.Well, this is our dream. Maybe va&an control it somehoviMatt says. A bright
light appears in his hand.

W1 g S & Zhorkak I2eathed.

How did you do that@Xavier asks.

Wwdza (A Mdtt Blks yiird. TWolnmdr@ flickering lights appear alongside Matt's.

EoolXavier exclaimed.

They continue along the once dark cave, the lights in their hands creating shadows
on the walls, making the cave seem veryi@€eFhey arrive in a room that had been carved
out of the rock cave. Beemed so perfect. The wallens impossibly smooth, liisemeone
had used sandpape&mn them. In the centre of the rogma large crystal sat on a pedestal,

hovering in the air. Thomas drew a breath in awe.
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What is iPQXavier asked.

Pon't knowQ & I A But lanHirdingiouttMatt walked up to the crystal and put
his hand to It. It immediately started glowing red higtatt drew his hand away from the
crystal.

What's hottMatt 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.

Hey, | know that bookKIrfhomas shoutedH's in the bag | brought with me! | was
never able to open it though. It was like the pages had been gluedbsaut

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

WeKIFG o1 a MatYdars RaMi& mfbl@to him and Thomas.

Where is this book anywag¢Rlatt asks Thomas.

4h my bag. But | can't oper(t

Thomas takes out the book and hands itto Xa¥eD A @S A (G &Thazdd 6 Sad a
says.

Xavier tries tampen it. He fails. He tries harder. He fails. He tries his hardest. What do
you suppose happens? Yep. He fails.
Wan, you'rerigit @ LG A& f A{%avidrgadps.0 SSY 3IAf dzSR dzLJZ Q
W[ S W&tsaydk = Q
Bure, go aheatXavier tosses the book to Matt. He grasps the pages and the book
opens.
HuhZXavier and Thomas say in unison. Matt scans the first page. A red gem with
gold veins coursing through it is on the first page.
What's the gem from our dream, isn't @? ¢ & 2sKs
Bure is. But the one in the dream didn't have those gold v@ins.
Matt turns the page, and a bunch of photos spill onto the floor.
WKS&aS NBX TfA3IKG NBER doksatthe fedardyand LI NSy G a Q
something clicks inside his head.o8k.
Wl GASNE &2dz sSNBE fSIENYyAy3a G2 FteQl LIXLIFyS
Matt askshim.
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W S| KZIQ .HMHtfas thdréaﬂiﬁgslﬁ‘ all the flight instruments here. |'theré,
anything wrong with them@avier must have noticed the same thiag Matt, because his
eyes lght up with shock.

WNo. 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 meanghe drew abreath®{ I 062 Yo ® hNJ a2YS 20 KSNJ |
the planeQ

What about a lightning strike or somethir@? ¢ K2 Y. a | ai a

Wouldn't cause that kind of damage. A lightning strike wouldn't damage the plane
because of the metal body. It would jussderse around the plan@.

W{2x AG ¢la I GSNNRBNRAG aGdlrO01=ZQ al dd Ydzy

Johan Skiter entered the room. He was wearing a fancy shirt and appeared to have
shaved some of his beard off.
Why shave the beardhomas asked him.
Becausd felt like itQrhe man jokedBorry to bother you boys. Looks like you're
getting along well. Just want to have a quick ch&t
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.
Wou opened the book(he said. He regained his composure and began to #tk.
ddz2NS eé2dz I f NBIFIRé (1y2¢ (GKIG @2dzdNBEX RAFFSNBy I
LINPGSOG GKS fSISYRINE tKAf2a2LKSNRa {(2ySo
Wou mean like Harry Potte@Phomas asked.
WKS tKAf2342LKENRY {yAYR NG lek@aguMeIkiderd KI G &
Wi A& 1y26y o0& Ylye ylIYSay tKAf2a2LKSNRa {i:
It was rumoured to be able to turn rocks into gold, grant eternal life and ndagams
reality. Alchemists, people who tried to turn matter into other forms sought out the
t KAf2a2LKSNRa {d2yS® LG KFa 6S02YS KR tS3aSYyR
That crystal from the dreamMatt thinks to himself.
et to theLJ2 A Vhona®says. He seems to have grown more outspoken since they

first met, which was only yesterday.
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Wiatt, your parents were on the plane that crashed, corrért?

Weah, your point beinghe answers.

W was believed that your parents wherethep@ Sa a2 NAR 2F GKS (0 NUzS t
{G2ySd ¢KS LI IYyS ONIakK (K®oHedewaddeep Reath B8 61 ay
hacking cough emerged from his throat. He took a handkerchief out his podketas an
attack by the stone seekers. Itis higlikely thattheyh @S Ll2aaSaaizy 27F (KS
he explained® SOQNB KSIFRAYy3 G(KSNB y26d L KIFIOBS | LI Iy
boai G2 3IS0 dza yhSeoMhuekS ONJF aK aAaxisSzQ

Wir. Wammy can come too, righiXavier asked.

The man smilé. Wf course, he cdd

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
KS KIFIRYyQG fIdAKSR YdzOK a AtgeGhSught.A & LI NBy da RAS

They landed on top of a massive ship on the ocdaa.you own all of thi€Xhomas
asked.

PSiQa 2dzagYSI AR DKKEF g8 MrIBkited NEdlzE FTNASYRAZQ

Matt, Xavier and Thomas got to share one of the massive rooms on the g¢aagan
ship. Johan walked in and explained that they might experience some winds.

WKS . SN¥dzRF ONAFyYy3IES KFa adNIy3aS AN OdzNT
gKe ¢S OFyQil 3SG lFye Of2aSNX¥ , 2dz osgitdso | NB 32
we can explore down ther@.

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 washivering® K I (i Q & Che hsRed theboy.

Y R2y QU fA1S GKS g DSNXP» ae LI NSyGad RNRgY

B2y Qi GU2NNED® 2SQ@S 320 3I22R RAGXMag IS NI
YSIyG (G2 OKSSNI GKS o02@ dzLJ 6dzi KS RARY QO f 221

Mr. Wammy spokeip.® Qf £ 32 Ay FANRGSE GKSy @&2dz (KNB

communicator inside the helmet. Use it to communicate if we get separ@ted.
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He pushed off the edge and disappéaréd into the blackness. Thomas I'ul;él,
but followed anyway. Xavier and Maft2 RRSR (2 SIF OK 20KSNI. I'y

Pl

pol . -
> ol - "

Q

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 wite O dzZ3 K dzLJ ¢ A 0K KAYK b2
The hose to his air tank has snapped. Matt kicks over to him as fast as he can. Not sure what
G2 R23X KS (F1Sa8 KA&a NBIdzE I 62N 2dzi 2F KA&a Y2d
drowning. His foot catchesnassomething on the floor and he kicks hard to try to get away
FNRY Al .dzi GKSYy KS NBlIftAaSa Ad AayQd LI NI
door. He heaves at the handle and it finally pops open. He swims inside and discovers the
door isan 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.
Wy guess is the stone seekers. They probably wanted to be close to the plane crash
site for some reasa@
The four of them made their way through the silent corridors of the mysterious
complex. It was incredibly still.
Wooks abadoned Matt commented.
WSeéH ¢KSNB @vidrsad.l LI KSNBH
W2y iaNRt NPQTYidias pdmidd to khE délire of the map.
WiQad Ny ZFINPTY KSNBE® Matraphed.2yZ f SGQa 3I23Q
They travelled towards the control room without issue. They even found time to look
out of the windows overlookingthe se® K2 | = A (G Q& {Okhprias saif in Bwp.dzl NRA dzY
A few minutes later they arrived in the control room. There was a chair and aawom
gl a artiadAy3a Ay Al {KS RARYyQl aSSy (42 |0ly2¢
flashed aromd the room. Security camerasve trained on areas of the complex and one

was trained on the control room. The woman spoke up.
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WL Q@S o0 S 3y afiefoniif Shé hay althroaty voice, like she was sick. She got
up out of the chair and turned towards them.

Wou three are necessary for the resurrection. You are the sacrifices for the Devourer
to finally enter this reality®

W2 | KatrkicesAXavier shouts at the woman.

{ KS RARY QU &S Shedrangd od45A & K aliiSY Atyr@AdE 2 & 2 LIK S N
possession | can finally restore him to full povier!

She stared at Mr. WammiBut you are not neededShe drew a pistol from a
holster on herbelt 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
overhiss YR KA& 06Sad FTNASYRQa KSIRad IS adlkNISR «

Bet up, boylthe 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 beuld muster he screame® K| 1 Qa ¢NRy 3 6 A
&8 2dzHKHK . 2dz YdZNRSNI I YIYy FTYR GKAYTheGKI G AGC
spat.

W9 y 2 dza KXavieadaid, tear Marks streaking from his efgK S Q& ORS | R

al GG RNRLIWISR (2 GKS Ff22NE tSd 32 2F UGKS
a2YS2ySo® | SQR | ObGdzrtfte (AfftSR a2vYS2ySo 1S 1y
even if it was someone as evil as that.

ComeonaSi dzZlJd 2 SQ@S (Bl shaken frani tReyesperiérplee §ok Yy R @
up and started walking?1 S g1 & | Xadi&8aR. YI y3Q

They reached the back of the massive control room and saw a crystal floating on a
pedestal. It was the same crystal fromthe dredmK S t KA f 2 4. Xdvigr&dmdna { G2y S
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 themsslin Matt, Xavier and
CK2YlIaQa IN¥Yao - F@BASNI gl a {y201USR o6FO01 F3AFAy
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 staatthe pieces in awe.

W/ 2 Raliex Breathed.
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But what does it mearf@homas asked.

g 2y Qi zMytjansWefedBut | reckon we should get out of hebe

W{ dzNXB saldRHogias ar@d Xavier in unison. They ran through the corridors of the
evil buiding, wishing to leave all memories of it behind. But they stopped dead in their
tracks when an inhuman screech filled the air.

What was that®Xavier asked, covering his ears.

Bomething | think we should run away frdakclaimed M&.

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

What the hell happened to the ocea@Ravier shouted. The entire ocean had been
drained. Another screech filled the air.

We¢ K GQa ¢ K Miitt afciverddI® yhSsBivEature was rising out of the
ocean.

Wo, itisii K S 2 Neft thgighfxo himself.

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

Wake covel®Matt yelled. They dived to the left, barely avoiding the doom that
would have befaéin all of them if they had been a second later.

Wait! Remember what Johan told us about the stofe?

Wh Xavi@r answered.

He said it can make dreams a reality. Remember what we did in that cave back in
the dream?®

. @ASNI | YR ¢ K2 YifaRed hadaBdisunimbried adizblldf flante (
into his hand and hurled it at the beast. It was extinguished immediately.

B2y Qi 0SS a0dzLARH ¢KIFI{d KAZIAQA YIRS 27

Xavier placed his hands on the ground and a massive fist leapt ughHmeeax
seabed. It passed right through the monster.

W[ S YHomas BER.Y Q

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

AARS 2F GUKS o0dzAf RAYy3IX
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Matt is back at the door again. He pushes it opead finds himself at the beach
again. But there is no Xavier. No Thomas. He walks over to the cave where he, Xavier and
CK2YlFad FANRG FT2dzyR KS t KAf232LKSNDRa {d2ySo
It is written in a language Matt has neveeen before, but he can read it all the same. Matt
3SGa dzlde IS KA NBYSgSR aGNBy3IdK FNRY GKS Gt
GKNRdzZAK FyR al G4 NBGdNya G2 GKS NBIf 62NI RX
Matt wakes up. He has a plan. Xavier and Thomas are still fighting thetenoMatt
NHzya 2@0SN) (2 GKSYP ¢KSE@QNB O20SNBR Ay &aONI GC
stare at him in disbeliety 2 dzQEN2SdXQ NXBXawief shaditS. flhe commotion caused by the
monster is almost forgotten.
Whave a plah Mhatt tells them. Wavier, | need some figeQ
W, dzi FANB R2SayQiepgiicN] 2y AGZQ - GASNI al @
Yust do ittMatt orders. Xavier sighs and throws two balls of flame at the creature.
As before, they are put out immediately.
Where, are you happy®e says wittan annoyed look on his face.
WKIFGiQa 3J22Rd ¢ K2 Y| AHE lodks oorBuseadl buil ddéslit Anywayi K S A 1
W2 g YAdl QiamatigaysQHis hands begin to glow an electric, crackling white. He
shoots the beam of energy into the sky. The realsatlawns on Thomas and Xavier as they
0S3Ay (2 dzyRSNEGlIYR alGidQa LIXIyod IS SELX | Aya
WKFEG GKAY3IQa YIFIRS 2F 4 GSNE NAIKGK - @ASH
2F CK2Yl aQa ¢ SN wA&Ay 33 ahélSdksviotileSK.ZINeSa NI Ay
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 splashex the seabed and fills the ocean up once

again.

W | 0 Kdzy RS ND G @adzfnisiles. ONB I (G SR

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

- A

W2 Kl yQa ONIOlfte @2A0 SYSNHSR FNRY G(GKS O2
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Y 2 dz ¢ 2 ddeve thiQ tive We@efhéading 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
y2g (0KS ¢l GSNR&D o O1d 2 SANRI KdzKK

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 hiepts.
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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 prog&glso 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 dewesting 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!
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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

| SOR FAIKG F2NI GKS gAy

In the springtime he rested
Until security was at stake
Birdsswooping

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
,2dzQff yS@SNI 6S 3f dzy
Although on the big side

He may seem bulky

You can trust in him
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. S0l dzaS KS 42y Qi

As flame coloured leaves

free themselves of their captors
Our helpful little friend

Begins a new chapter

A protector from raindrops

A dfferent 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

82dz &dz 1 Ay 3

Wyndham City



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.

NomotheQ& I N¥a (2 K2fR dzaz
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 foughtor us,

Were soon turned to dust.

They stole our lives,

W texetyone 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.
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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, pdiaces 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 deténed 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 dayd sunshine and fun.

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

Rolling green hillsides and blue lakes at him stare.
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He looks on in dignity, he looks on in pride.' -

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

Arrive at the workcamp, 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 atlis 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.
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Scissors

By Odessa Zubanov

Never trust scissors unless you must!

LG ol ayQd yvYeé Tl dz GH
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

2T Y2G0KSNRa LINBGGe

LG 2FayQid aeé CIdz GH

RNBaao
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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 faceemotionless 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 digding a
jerking at the cells of life inside her.

And then her willpower broke.

WL JIABS Y& 02yaSyidoQ | SNIY2GKSNRa G2yS O2
daughter with eyes thatsaL 1 Qa F2NJ 0 KS o06SaiQo

Immediately the forms were slapped in front of tbacertain 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
O0SKAYR KSNJ aleay3da y2i | 62 NRkKecot&Sinfo®E Sa Q NI

The clean white room was slightly blued from the bright lights which reflected off
the polished floor and into the eyes of the girl.

{KS aGFNBR dzLJ G GKS gKAGS OSAftAy3aAr (K2 dz3

Her leg twitched in respomsto an unconscious squirmish.

| SNJ Y2GKSNJ &GSLIJISR F2NBINR FyR LINKaaSR |
IANHzy 0 SR W, 2dzQf f GKIldg{ly 2 FRING AXiG @& GISNES (iNHza

Another leg twitch.

W, S OFf YY 200XKkY@S 22 6 2NNE | 62dzi>Q OFYS (K
through the air.

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

AaKS RARY QO KIF@S yedKAYy3 (G2 62NNE | 02dzi o

Wyndham City



At the slight twinge of the needle being propelleg mside her, she felt a twinge
from somewhere else inside, that she would never be calm again.

Wi ff R2YyS>Q GKS g2NRa Ft21Q 4G4SR Ayid2 KSNI St
St aS6KSNES oaSyid FNRBY KSNI O2yaOAa 2 dzaTrustSAy 3 o
me, | knowQ ®

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.

WewAEE ALINB &2dz | 20 2F LI Ayd LGQa GKS
g2y Qi KI @S G2 32 GKNRdAK Fff 2F GKS INARST 27

Mother and daughter went home, to the house with clothes folded in drawers and
all thecoathangers 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 shehaeglass
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 thisdat 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 tendembrace.

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 tsans spinning

around it in a tornado, it stood firm. Behind the glass, in the hallway, slumped against the
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door to the bathroom, leaning with head in 'hénds, sat an older mother. Barric_d'ed f.ro'm her
baby and separated by the glass between them. Sobbingoesubked 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 trappteeishower, 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 aditbeof 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 showestill. 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 béienwas still
crouched, head bowed.
WL OlyQl GKIFy{|l &2dzdp C2NJ gKI(G &2dz GNASR (2

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

WLQY &2NNE® L woeldsReBokdd ouyak fastidnd tised i@shed ks like
gl GSN) O2YAYy3 FTNRBY |y dzydzaSR () L) WL &aK2z2dzZ R K
O2F Kl yaSNE®PQ { KS NBIFIOKSR FT2NJ KSNJ RIdzZAK{ISNRA
WL O2dzZ RYQi o &KSAaLRMWSRYRSEKBY JWAS Y2YSyi
NEINBGOGGSR SOSNI LIAOTAY3A dzlJ GKFG O21 0 KIFYy3ISNI |
daughter stiffened at her words, the first confession at last.

b2g> KSNJ KFIyRa ¢SNB dzy 3wk RSRX aGNBlAy3 KS
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WIAfAOSOKZ Y& LINRPRYAaSd® L oNR1S @&2dzd al RS
FNE GKS 0Sad GKAy3a GKIFIG KFELIWSYSR G2 YSo [AfA
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
RFEdzZZKGSNE Ay SIFOK 20KSNRA& FN¥Xax ¢gSSLIAYy3A 6A0K
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On The Shelf
By Lucy Ruffellazell

She sits on the toeghelf,
dayafter 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 childreto 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 herpretty face she has no purpose.
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memento mori

By Margaret Fan

aKSQa FAYyS:T akKS aleas gA0GK I RIFETTEAYy3I aYAf S
GKSNBQa y20KAy3 @2dz ySSR (G2 @¢2NNE | 02dzi®

AQY FAYS: AGQa 022t SOSNEBOIKAY3IQa 21l ez

A glayQid I TFSOGSRO®
AQY &adGNRy3IOD

she keeps up thpretense, the fagade, 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 idown with bitterness and truth.

because even the strong must die.

and even the famous must fade.
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How she and she fell in love

By Jesse Blakers

she is gorgeous, damn gorgeous.

lips so full that they pout even when lifted intcsanile

her chest rises and falls, hills hiding a valley of freckles.

A G Q & is &kayRo reach for her hand?

A RARY QO GKAY]l 6SQR 06S 2dzi F2NJ 4dzOK | @gKAf Sd

A RARY QU K2fR KSNJ KFYR® aKS 0dzNASR GKSY Ay K
GKFiQa 211& 0SOl dzadesyrd sparlingQa &aLINAYy 3 YR KSNJ
her toe nails are sporting the bright pink polish i bought her

AGQa ¢ chelsAingedwingzhd the grass.

K2g OFy L 0S (KA& KILILRK A0Qa adGFNItAy3D

R2y QG &S 02 y Rbreatiedbyait céoR dzNB St F @

the sweltering heatofi dzY YSNJ OF y Qi YS&aa GKAA& dzLJ
because that mini skirt hugs her hipsdamn well

does she want to roll around in the sand as much as i do?

A R2YQG 6l yd F &AAYLX S K221 dzLid

there are leaves all over the ground now.

she has another tattoo, but only i get to sd®at one.
a denim jacket hides itkeep her warm as we walk
she lets go my hand to dance in the leaves

and | am falling in love.
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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
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By Jesse Blakers

@2dz FSSt tA1S AdQa KILIWSYSR
K2dzaK A0 KlFrayQio y20i NBIFffe

sandpaper hands where

they arenot 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 happeneagbt-really
even though i danced in mesh and glitter

the wooden planks still hurt

and the sind paper hands still burn
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Addison
By Margaret Fan

Addison Campbell is fifteeyearsold when her first boyfriend breaks up with her.

WhKZ ! RRAX LQY a2 a2NNEXQ

Addison laughs into her phone, brokenly, tiredly. Shecsiisslegged on her bed,
GKS avYlftt ¢+ Ay FNRYy(OG 2F KSNJ LX | &ckegnd ! YSNA OF
AGNFAIAKG 2dzd 2F GKS .Sy FYR WSNNEQ&a (dzm o

Wait, are you sad at all¥er Kest friend asks, her voice inquisitive.

W S| KI we weledeStdgetker for so long, you know? And then out of
Y26 KSNB KS 2dzad G(SEdGa G(KIFIG KSQa YSG az2vysSz2yS
How does someone do tha®?

WQY NRffAy3d WEenedevéSrfornsRed fioin thg’ @&hérend of the line.
Wrealk | Y® ¢KI 0Qa K2¢g addzLAR @2dz2QNBE 06SAy3 NARIK
FYy@Y2NB® | Ses gKSY @2dzQNBE 20SNJ KAYSX R2 @&2dz ¢

Which one®

What one about the black hole.

WQOQY 20SN) Ald DQft 6S 20SNIAY FAFGSSyo

Addison Campbell is fifteeand-a-half-years2 ft R g KSy KSNJ 60Said FNRS)
Wre you okay@ heasks, sitting down on the marble steps next to Genevieve.
|l RRAA2Yy Qa o0f2yYRS KIANI OFaOFRS&a 0SG6SSy GKSYZX
Genevieve is l@nt for a minute, long fingers playing with the braided kathwn in
her hair. She finally brings her hands down to her lap, clenching them into fistsale
pressing into her palm# random thought lebJd dzy 6 A RRSY A yihdefakR RA 42y Q
nails must hurt
WY QY Fehegli€vE answers unemotionally. She keeps her face stoic, but Addison
Oy &SS (GKS {(dzN¥2Af NI3IAy3I 2dzad o0Sft2¢ GKS ad
KSNJ Y2G3KSNX LG fSFTaG SOSNE 2wrdnadeyvoukdedN) FI YA &3
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WY QY ®h8ass suddenly, and those two words are enough to make -eneyiéve
break. Her shoulders start shaking, her eyebrows knit together and the tears start fIdWing
down her face. Will she ever run out?

WQOY KSNBE PRRAEB2W\zZAAPDAEdZA SGt ed { KS R2SayC
lets Genevieve lean into her and cry quietly.

Sometimes all you need is a shoulder to cry on.

Addison Campbell is sixtegrearsold when she is betrayed.

What have yoloneXDSYy S@A SPSQa fAGGES aAadiSNE ! Yeéx
Y2YOKFIfFyGdfe FNRBY 6KSNBE aKSQa ¢g2NJAy3Ioe 'y S|
front of her.

Y 2 dzaegtdyedt!Q Y& &a20ad ! RRAaz2y 3Iftt+yoS
2yS 2F lyeQa 2fR NI LINRe2Sapa OGKFG &

W1 KAddxlson wincesWell, um. You see. | was jugd

a o
KSQR (K2

WET OUTAmMy screams, tears running down her cheeks. She rushesndeatabs
Fd GKS RIFEYL) Adz2NFIF OS gAGK KSNJ GKdzYosx 1y201Ay13
She feels her face twist into a scoMelodramatic,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.

| RRAaz2y 3flyOSa KSftLX Saate 20SN) sKSy &akKsS
2LISYd { KSQa &0 SLILAyAa RRdkia 20y2heff@rdhliKEREK HNE NILEISE RIS
silently for backup.

Genevieve casts her gaze oveAmy. Her eyes shift to Addison.

She shakes her head imperceptibly. Mouthasry, Addison

And she walks right past her to plug in her phone.

Addison Campbell is seventegrarsold when she is offeika cigarette by her

boyfriend.
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W makes youdel goodQ S Ka KNHz3ad® ! RRAaz2Y
KS 1y26a oKIG KSQa R2Ay3o

P
N
w»
Qx
<
Qo
C

She lets him light it and skidt between her lips, layered with dark red lipstick. She
inhales. Exhales.

She feelselaxed

She looksool

I YR & K $care,FoBthey@ment, that she is changing everything.

Addison Campbell is eightegrarsold 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 hatipum blonde. She hates the stupid hipster
cigarettes. She hates that Addison adds sweards to every sentence she speaks.

She starts hanging owith other girls like herselthe freckled, curly unette with
hazel eyes, Stacethe transgender girto-guy with bronze bangwlling 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 brokenwitbfher,
Of FAYAY3 GKIO aKSQa OKSFiAy3a 2y KAY® ! yR
LI NI A Sas> o0 dzérfaditiiSOesblayfe? ii all BidiHe tefuda.

Addison is alone.

There is no one there to help her when she starts failingjotogy 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 leslgeved shirts and sweatpants.
There are so many scars on her wrists she can keep tallies on them.

lff KSNJI WFNASYRAQ KIS STl KSNI 0SKAY
longer the Loud One. She is the Depressed One.

She is not Addison Campbell anymore.
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Addison Campbell is eightegrearsold when her depression spirals down at an '
uncontrollable rate.
Y2ySes | NB @ 2 do cikiothEr ask2odehgiB, sp@drihgd& Kamb chunk
with her fork ¥ QY NBIFf & 02y OSNY SR Ilgiaedzédportcardzend L 2 dza
Aly@al 322RX SalLISOAlLffe F2N &2dzpQ
Addison almost té$ her. She almost melts down.
W SIKZIQ aKS aKNUZAa&P WLQY FTAYSHQ
LQY FAYS® LQY FTAYyS® LQY FTAySo
But this world is a big one, and it contains many ignorant people. One of them is
|l RRAa2yQa GANBR Y20KSNE 6K2 y2Ra yR Gdz2Nya o
2 KSY az2YSZVFAYISOE B2z YySSR G2 221 Ayidz i
1Yy26 €2dzQNB y20Qd
b2 2yS K2 aleéa WLQY FTAYySQ Aa SOSNI 21 1le&o
b2 KAYy3 Aa 21le& (42 GKS 2yS K2 aleéa wLQY

Addison Campbell is eightegrearsold when she carries out her plan.

She leaves #envelope in her drawer and pins the folded piece of paper to her
odzf t SGAY 02FNR® | SNI Y2UKSNJ Aa |G ¢2N] T akKsSQa

She takes out the pills and goes to the bathroom, looking at herself for the last time.

Skinny arms. Oversized sweatdeans 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 itthe 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 halsmiles at it. She slips out her black Sharpie and hesitates.

No.

She needs something more permanent.
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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 Campbelshe writesjs okay nowShe signs it with 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
fAGGES aYAtSy OGKIFG Fd FANRGET (GKS@ GKAY]l &akKSgc

Addison Campbell is finally at peace.

[FGS Ay GKS FFOGSNYy22ys> FTAOS K2dzZNBR | FGSNJI 0
AKSQR LIAYYSR (G2 KSNJ odzf f SGAY e2F NRX (KS& TFAYyY
LiQa ToGeredieleSR 2 (KSe& R2y Qi (G2dzOK AdGd ¢KSe

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 artdok my own life.

. @& OGKS GAYS @2dz NBIR (KA&axX L gAff o0S A2y S
me, my first Harry Potter-Bhirt and faded jeans will succumb to the cold faster than | do.

LQY a2NNEI az2YI ¢K2YHAY yRHlI @RaXNt!f{ DET ab Ry
@2dzQf f KFGS YS 7TRrdda knéwithadliob&@ddneR2y S® . dzi LJ

There is, with exceptions to the people this letter is addressed to, no one who liked
YS 2y GKA&a 9FNIK GKF{d RARY Giear®doingt@®esoda 2 YS | alL
YIye LIS2LXS gK2 aySSNIIFyYyR OFff YS | O2g6F NR ¥
because they drove me to this.

b2z 2yS OFINBR Sy2dzaK 62dzi YS (2 SELRA&S (K

about me to pull up my sweater sleevesldind the scars.
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| implore you all of you- to change thaii Look deeper than the surface a. the I'ies,' :
680FdaS AT 82dz R2yQis 20KSNE G6ATf F2i(26 AY
commit suicide every day, and no one cares enoughtahem- really cares to try and get
the word out.

ald6S AT L KFR LIS2LXS ¢6K2 OF NBR Fo62dzi YSEZ
tree.

Oh, and one last wish; bury me in the clothes you find me in. Bury me in my first
Harry Potter TShirt, my firstjeada = Y& FANRG aySF{SNAR® . dzZNBE YS |
old and tattered can finally rest as well.

L 3IdzSaa GKAA y20S O2dzyda a + gAfts (220

be donated to suicide prevention charities and causes. t twasave those on the edge.

Love,
Addison Campbell

Dear Genevieve,

LQY NBIffeé a2NNEB odzi AG 6l a F2N GKS o06Said
@2dzNJ f ATSY odzi €2dz 62y Qi 0Sd® L |1y2¢6 e&2dzz DSy
L K2LJS GKAy3Ia ¢g2N] 2dzi 6AGK @&2dzsdsaleR ¢ K2 Yl
you know?
Anyway, you have my luck. Yoavk all the love | was denied.
, 2dzONBE DSYS@AS@®S { 0S4 NI FyR &2dzQft FAYR |

| have faith in you.
Love,

Addison Campbell

Your (former) best friend
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Stars

By Tahlia Walker

The stars twinkl@bove 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 | fall to the ground.
As | hit the leafy floor bed,

| hear it slither away

and | wonder if it will be the last sound | ever hear.

My eyelids close.

The sirens wail.

| stare at the red cross symbolised on my blanket.

| feel a sharp pain in my arm.

The needle pushes deep into my skin.

It hurts.

Suddenly, warm relief spreads thrdugny body and | find | can speak

But | will never be the same again.

Wyndham City



The Big Cheater
By Mia Ishii

W2 Aff SOSNRB2yS LXSIFHasS adz2L) GFrf{Ay3IKQ Y&
about a coming event, the race! It comes up every yeaFeoruary the 19.

l FGSN) aOK22f> | 3IANI yIYSR LIiT @& 0dzYLISR Ay

Wl AZQ LTT @& aFAR 616 NRf&od

WA LIiTezZzQ L FyasgSNBRO®

{KS aYAftSR 44 YS® WwDdzSaa ¢KIFIGK L Y 32Ay3
said happily.

Howcome lzzy 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 yoantta compete with.

Wi 2¢g ¢2dz R 82dz OF GOK dzLJ 6AUGK YIFGASKQ L | a
talking.

WL Oly OF 0K dzldJd 52y Qi 06S &aAffeHQ LIT & NB
compete with Katie if she would get her name picked out.

Kdie was the fastest girl in the whole school! Katie always won the race.

LG ol a FAYylLfte GKS RIFed 2F (GKS NI OSH ¢KS a
2F GKS NIYOSH L gAff Ldzi Y& KIYyR Ay GKS KIFO |
going?2 OSNESKQ GKS aleé2N alSRo

WYFGASZQ &alFAR LTITeésx aayLieo

Wh1XQ aFAR (KS al @2NE &dzZNLINAASR®

Wh{1{® D2HHHQ GKS al &@2N) aK2dzi SR®
Izzy was so fast! | never knew that. Katie was way behind lzzy! 1zzy was so close to
GKS FTAYAAK tAYyS gKSyX
9{H LIT& KIIlegedtyH L 0O2dzZ Ry Qi
The crowd clapped louder than when Katie had won before. Suddenly, a boy called,
Wl SeH [221 GKIFIG 3IANI KFa ¢oKSSta 2y KSNJ aK2Sa

5
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up. The Mayor looked at Izzy and chased Izzy all the way to the nexbsiwueryone
laughed.
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Space Attack
By Abdul Rahman

W¢ KSNBE KS 32Sa FAFLAYHQ 'ttt GKS o62ea Ay 1Y
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. Hetetyldu
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 irtleagry
GKAOK dzadzl fte SR KAY (2 06S o6fS (2 R2 (KAYd
lot of confidence, he was also very intelligent.

Now, more than anything, the kid named Amul wanted a plane company of his own

torun. Butwhenhegrewdp KS RARY QG 3ISdG G2 26y | LXLFyS

O«

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 andghit 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 highbecause 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 tocgetact
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
weNBE F2NXYSR F2NJ RAFFSNByYyG FrLydrFradAaio AN ONI T
head, Amul was asked many questions. The final question the visitor asked whent like this,
b! {1 Qa4 KSIR fSIFYSR Ay Of 2aSNJ) I y RRwhdetiBeR G KS |
AAYyO0S KS KFER KSIFENR 27F ! Ydzf Q&4 &dzLISNB2YAO LI |y
Ayid2 aLl OS FyR GNB FYR RA&AO2OSNI I ySg LI IySi
CKA& ljdzSadAaz2y glFa AYYSRAIFIGStEE yagSNBR o8
adzNB® L oAffHQ
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After promisingo 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 abled 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 $paite
Slicer

He put everlasting batteries, a special TV, food resources, oxygen suppliers, and
gravitymachines 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.
5SaLAGS GKS FIFOG GKFG !'YdzZ gFa ljdzidS oNF @Ss
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 havibeg 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 tiimcame 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 cltse¢he ground, he found it was inhabited by
humanlike creatures. The humalike 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 secreé 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 arzhgk
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 Hikmaan
creatures. Amul got all of his gadgets taken away. He was left in a prisevhadilhad only

one window. But the window was made from force glass (a type of really strong glass). Amul
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was stuck in the prison for 33 hours before'remembering he had some acid shoe laces on his ,:f' &

shoes, which he still had. He used themto cut the barsthidie 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 alrgadieda
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 bt@ed 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 becaused®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 guiece. 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 suchmazing 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.
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Hide
By Asun Deng

LQ@S I f the odeito hid& Sgyiess you could say | could beat anyone in a game
2T KARS YR a4SS{1® .dzi L OFyQdG are GKFG L OFy
play. Maybe because my whole life is just a game. Me, the hider, and the police, the.seekers
L R2y QG S@Sy (1y26 o6Keé (GKSe& glyid YS® {AyOS oA

game even began. | wonder which side wins. The hiders or the seekers.

| slowly bring myself to peer over the top of the edge, wishing, hoping that they were
gore. They were. | hauled myself out of the water tank, dripping wet. The lid clanged to the
FE22N L gAYOSR® !yeé& YAydzwiS y2¢6> (GKSeQft 02V
distant wail of sirens. | sighed and pulled myself out. Sometimes, | knovd K 2 dzf Ry Qi a |
but the police can be kind of annoying. | flopped on the grass, catching my breath before |
A0FNISR RNI}3IIFAYy3I Y& FSSiod 2KSNBK ¢KFd L OFy
2 K@K 2Keé g2dzf R &2dz L3didryod, FoANMum bid fokme®dF f A TSK L
thought bitterly.b 2 i a dzY @ La mBr2 Rednémbir! Y@LSdid that.

2SStttz Fyegltez AlG grayQi tA1S GKAA g1 a GKS
when | had to bury myself alive. Good thing thvegre in a rush, or | would of suffocated.
They searched briefly before racing off. As | was thinking | heard the distant wail of sirens
nearinga® ONBIFGK 320 OFdAKG Ay Yé (GKNRFG=t FyR Y
bother me, but | just escapediormally, 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 | was here. lknef¢ I R G2 NXzy> odzi L gl ax &idzO{ d

Hurry up. told myself5 2 y Q lie thisS 2dZQINE 2y | hifh Moltagety G2 F
caught by the police. ay F LILJSR o6F O] G2 NBlIfAGed L KI @S 2
Heart pounding, | darted away.

As | ran, | 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. &if last night never happened.
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| burst through the surface of redlie =  Lddza K A y3 GKS LI Ay Tdz
matter anymore. As | neared my destination, | stopped, panting, straining my ears for the

unmistakable sound of sirens. None. | blew a sigh of relief before opening the door.

The room was dusty. Layergan layers of dust sat on each other. And the cobwebs.
They were every everywhere. In every nook and cranny and in all the cbcumised my
KSR a L SYGSNBRI a2 L ¢2dzZ Ry Qinthémidtie@ e I ye A
the room sata man. Seen only because of the candle, which sent flickering shadows of him
across the room. The mavas the infamous Icarus Paladin himself, scheming another plan

to make himself feel noticed, feared, and respected.

| walked forward, hesitantly. | ctlisee that he was armed. | picked up a gun on one

of the cardboard boxes, stuffed it in my belt and walked forward.
W2 K| § | NB @& 2ezsndRédMe/vihs sivayNIhdde t&speak first.
W¢e 2 NB I A 2lfeplizdicaliily. @ 2 dzX Q
Wo reason. With MEXHe let out a harsh laugh, which filled the room with its

horrible, mocking sound.
WIF&80SZ AT @2dz tAadSy @msisve8.> &2dzQf & OKIF y 3¢
Wistening is bad enough. Listening to people is worse. But | can wler8ut

listening to unworthyscum, like you, and 2 dzNJ Y2 0 KSNE A &spat®@.2y R Yeé f
Rage engulfed me. Shaking, | brought out the gun, and pointed it right atthigny” Q

you daretalk about my mother like that in front of m@.
W5 2 elsaidrjéeringlp W{ K 2 2 Grov&t& mewhoyd rehlly are. But to

AK220 @2dzNJ FFEOKSNK QKFEGQtt 0SS @GAftlIAye F2N &
| dropped my gunL Qf t 0 S fadeiziréaliziedURfoR) Y &
Well? WhoareyougoingidS K ¢ KS K SNZ % askddmdcKirgly. dA £ £ | A y K
WNeither QAnd | walked into the night.

As | walked on the pavement, | heard the distant sound of sirens. The sound | had
Ffglrea FSINBR® .dzi y26 L R2y QG OFNBo® LiIQa vy
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Origami Cranes

By Chelsea Hindle

Silence is a powerful priso@onlan 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 HeeB cranes the most.

Every afternoon, Conlan slings his backpack over his shoulder and trudges to the
park. He curls up under the elm tree thahistree, his back rubbing against the rough bark.

Then out comes his coloured paper and he begins to falghéyper 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.

Buti 2 RIFé A& RAFTFSNBYyGD® IS KIFIHayQid aSSy KSNJ
GNBSo® {KS AayQl FT2ftRAY3I ONIySasz odzi aKS Aa |
KFayQid GdzZNYySR GKS LI 3S F2N) aSOSNIft YAydziSao

Suddenly, sk gets to her feet and hurries over to him. She puts her hands on her
hips and speaks.

I 2ytly OFyQi KSFENI KSNE o0dzi KS aSSa KSNJ TS
KAada KSIR R2gy FdzZNIKSNJ FyR ONBIFasSa GgS LI LISNJ
away, he glances up. He takes in her thin body, thin hair and too big eyes and he
AYYSRAFGSt @ (y26a az2YSOBEAYPIH KRESLBAENI B3 Ré&2AKE

[ 2ytly AGAFFSyao IS aSSa (GKS 3IANI Qa Y2dziK
understard what she says. His hands tremble with anxiety, crushing the paper under his
fingers, he wishes she would go away.

{KS R2SayQi 32 lgled {KS aArida R2gy 2y GKS
finished birds. She turns it over in her hands, frowrahg. She wants to know what it is.

Conlan puts down his hdiihished crane, and then signs to hest-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 shakibgQ Y ¥ & tholsgnd.

Wyndham City



{KS (GAfla KSNI KSIR 808y FTANIKSNID.{KS R2SE
Then her eyes light up. [knok S 2SS4 KSNJ &1 &3 &2d2ONB. RSETo ¢
thing. She flicks her finger downward in imitation of theusard sign.
Conlan nods, hoping that she will leave him alone now. He turns his attention back
G2 0KS ONIYYS IyR 06S3Aya F2f{fRAY3I gA0K NBYSHSR
f SIS {KS g2y Qi Glrf1 (G2 KAY fd@leave. Wdzad € A1 S
.dzi GKS 3IANI R2SayQi tShH@So {KS 1SSLJA {dzN
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.
HefrownsaK SNE a2 aKS o6S3Aya G2 dzyF2fR GKS LI
alarm, but she quickly stops and puts it back together. Teach, she says, very Tleacly.
me.
Conlan hesitates, but she is insistent. Please?
He sighs and takes the paper, teachiveg 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 looksdazorrects 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 puis 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 hiowmalk

The next day he walks to the park and fifgs leaning againshistree. 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 languelgensy. Conlan returns the gesture.

¢tKSYy a4KS KIyRa KAY | ON}YySs 2dzad Fa f2L3A
from her school paper. Conlan smiles, shakes his head and tips out his origami paper.

He nodsto hispapety KA & A & 0 S0 ( SvisthiallHelSoNdho herlpgp&ii T2 R
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She deflates, but she picks a blue sheet of his origami paper and begins on her
d4SO2yR ONIyYySd ! F1SNJ aKSQa FTAYyAaKSR a4KS 3IA0Sa
painstaking care, she begins spelling things ouhfm on her hands.

He watches, amused, as she clumsily spells out her n&NeN-Er no, they are
both As. AN-N-A-B-At no, that is an E, she has E and A confusédtNAA-B-EL-L-At
another E.

A-N-N-A-B-EL-L-E. My name is Annabelle.

All afternoon, Conlanrad Annabelle make paper cranes. When they have teight
hundred and fifty he teaches Annabelle more sign language. He laughs at her clumsy birds
and clumsy signs. But Annabelle laughs too. They laugh togetikerfriends.

The next day, they are back. Aabrelle 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 wordgee. Bird. Friend.

Each day the number of cranes grows by ten. He reaches nine hubiddsd

lyylFoSttSQa ONIySa INB y2¢ a StS3ryd | yR
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 tinmasses, that he was not always deaf. Once he could hear.

. dzi KSQR f2ad KA&A KSFENAY3I YR KSQR KIFIR G2 f S
he has always loved languages and can learn them fast. He says he once heard that making a
thousand papdld ONJ yS&a oOoNARAy3Ia 3I22R fdz01® IS R2SayQi
to make a thousand paper cranes, show that he can.

lyylFoSttS SELXIAya (G2 KAY (GKFIG akKsS g4l ayQi
KSFHfdKeéd . dzi aKSQR H2UYyRAQBNIAUKBYKEBRGOULKS ¥ 8§
been to proper school in two years. While Conlan comes from school each day, she comes
from the hospital.

aledoS AT 6S YIS I (GK2dzalyR ON}XySa LQff 3
she tells him[ S inQ &

Conlan nods.

22y Qb 0SS o6fS Amab@etyShiniad 3he deldReddy to lediat

you could see me in hospital.
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The next day, Conlan and his mother go to the hospital in visiting hours._He asks after -,:f' %
Annabelle and the nurse takes theémher room. She looks very small in the white hos'pAitaI
bed, with lots of tubes and needles in her. She smiles when she sees Conlan, his origami
LI LISNJ AY KAad KFEIYR® !yyloStfSQa Y2G3KSNJ aYAf Sa
her.
Conlan sits im chair.Okay?He asks.
Annabelle nodsGood. You?
Good too.
He takes out the origami paper and hands her a sheet. Ten more paper cranes come
alive that day, Conlan takes themrhe and they hang in his doorwayhey make a rainbow
that spins and swirls wimever 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 Anitalbeakes 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 autumcoloured 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 ninetyine.

[ SGQa YIS KMAnabdlleitells himBdve awals Geinéntoer the
thousandh 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 hdshéne paper to

Annabelle.You make ithe says when his hands are free.
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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 thedtf-finisned craneL O | y ®lér sijRLareA (i H
sharpandangry. 2dz FAYA&aK AGX /2yflye L OFyQd YIF1S 0
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 shésinSR 2 GSNJ G KS tBghNBR G 2y S

hundred and thirtyone.

We did it,Conlan tells hetWe finished. We made a thousand paper cranes.

Annabelle grins. Thenshesawdf, f L adGAff & Shérhandsdtsp 9 Sy (K
moving.Even thoughweé NSy Qi YI {Ay3 yeé Y2NB ONIySakK

h¥ O2dz2NESH 2 Sanlhietsitd HisffebSeerybitdngriodXp

Annabelle nodsYep.

Conlan gets to the park before Annabelle the next day, he sits down with his back to
the elm tree, just like he usedtodo. BitS Kl a8y Qi o6 NRdzZAKG KA & 2NAR3I
has no more cranes to make, they each hang in their rainbow glory in his doorway.

1S gl AG& F2N) FAOS YAydziSas odzi !'yylroSttsS
watches the kids on the monkey barsandth A g Ay 3ad® ! yylI 0SS R2SayQ

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 andames 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
AaKSQa UGNBAY3I y20 G2 ONRO® . SAy3I AGNRYy3I F2N KA

Conlanshesaysh 1 Q& ! Yyl 0SSt f 88t fFSNSRBERYSI bt BRY $ % 2
AA01 YR BeKfBgSREOGZRENX R2 Ay 30 K Fie akBy @ik Rjay &K SV
okay.

¢CSINER adAay3a /2yftlyQa SéSa FyR KS t221a I ¢
on the last one, the silver one whicly A/ I 6 St £ S 02 dzf Ry Qi FAYAAKOD

Can | see her?

He glances back at his mother as she answerslhi@Y y 24 adz2NBZ odzi f S
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¢tKS R2O00G2NABR 62y Qi S0 /2yfly YR KAa Y2U0K
crane and she promises to take it to AnnabelleyAndo St £ SQ&4 RI'R A& GKSNBX

7 A

LJzFfFeod 1S LINPYA&AaSa (2 Sttt GOKSY AF GKSNBQa |

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 satiffére, tears in
her eyes, as she nods, hanging up.

I 2yt yX

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 ostohisler.
lyYylroSttSQa Y2GKSNJ Kdz3a KAY FyR KSNJ RFR aKkl |

They talk to him and he understands some of it, but his mother translates it all for
him.

Thank you for coming, Conldrer dad saysand thank you for your offer. Annabelle
g2dz2 RQ@nat. £ 2SR

Lff 1yyFroStftSQa Y2iKSmhn®yoy. Yaukndw vih&tNE dz3 K K S
/| 2y yK ,2dz 6SNBE KSNJ 6Sad FTNASYRX

She was adamant about thater dad adds{f KS f 2 3SR GKIF G @2dz 4 SNB
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
lyYyl oSttt SQa RIFR® | SN mRdutRfali$ bperSadhekdesning R 2 LISy &
hundred-and-ninety-nine paper cranes in rainbow glofifhank youis the only thing he can
mouth as he stares at them in amazement.

| 2ytly aviatsSaszr GKSy gl G0KSa a !'yylLoSttSg
given Anabelle.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, Conlanral her father spread the lid of the coffin with rainbow paper

cranes. Nine hundred and ninetyne of them.
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