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The Northern Beaches Young Writers’ Competition is open to students from Kindergarten to Year 12 and 
has been running for over ten years. Over 580 wonderful stories were received in 2018 and it was again a 
tremendous challenge for the shortlisting team and the judges to arrive at a list of finalists. ‘Tiny Door’ is the 
fourth eBook of finalists’ stories, with ‘Upside Down’, ‘Treehouse’ and ‘Doorway’ published from 2015 to 2017. 

The finalists’ stories are entertaining and varied. It is fascinating to see the development of writing throughout 
the stories from the very young writers to those just about to complete their formal education. The primary 
school tiny door stories delight with a would-be circus cat, a sick dragon, a tree nymph, a haunted house, 
x-boxing grandparents, the first girl to surf pipeline, a reference to Roald Dahl’s Minpins and much more.

The older writers, in high school, have turned their imagination to more serious aspects of the human condition. 
There are tiny doors stories about revenge, addiction, dying, love and forgiveness. Stories about a brutal 
dystopian future and a technology trap, a family escaping the Nazis, a mysterious town, the magic of books, 
and a seductive monster add to the mix and demonstrate some very thoughtful writing.

Northern Beaches Council Library wishes to thank the following talented and generous professional writers 
who made the difficult decisions to select the award winners: Rebecka Sharpe Shelberg, Anna Fienberg, Tim 
Harris, Mick Elliott, Tonya Alexandra and Wendy Fitzgerald. Most of all, the Library would like to thank each and 
every one of the young writers who entered the competition. The Library team are also grateful to the teachers 
and librarians across the peninsula who encouraged and supported students to write their stories. We hope you 
enjoy these wonderful, award winning stories. 

Northern Beaches Council Library Service

Introduction
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Rebecka Sharpe Shelberg 

The judge for the K-2 category is Librarian, children’s author and general book 
enthusiast, Rebecka Sharpe Shelberg. Rebecka lives with her bearded husband, 
three small mischievious children, two fluffy dogs, two goldfish and a bearded 
dragon. Though she is obsessed with books of all kinds, she is particularly 
enamoured of picture books and would happily spend an entire day (and a year’s 
salary) in a good book store. Rebecka’s picture books include Reflection (Walker 
Books Australia) and Visiting You (EK Books).

Anna Fienberg 

The judge for the Years 3-4 category is Anna Fienberg. Anna is a beloved Australian 
author, publishing many best-selling titles in the categories of children’s literature 
and young adult fiction. Most notably, Anna is the author of the Tashi series. 
Comprising over 30 titles, the Tashi stories portray Anna’s talent as a storyteller 
and her passion for stories full of adventure and wonder. Anna is also the former 
editor of School Magazine and has won Children’s Book of the Year Awards for both 
younger and older readers. Anna lives locally on the Northern Beaches reading and 
writing fantastic stories, with a cappuccino in hand. 

Tim Harris 

The judge for the Years 5-6 category is Tim Harris. A former primary school 
teacher of 15 years, and advocate for creativity and short stories. Tim’s first series 
of books, Exploding Endings, had primary-aged readers both captivated and 
laughing out loud. The first book in the series, Painted Dogs & Doom Cakes, was 
awarded Honour Book at the 2017 KOALAs. His second series, Mr Bambuckle’s 
Remarkables, contains his trademark quirkiness, mixed with a touch of poignancy. 
The lead book was awarded a CBCA Notable in 2018 and has been shortlisted for 
the 2018 REAL Awards (as voted by children in NSW, Victoria and NT). Tim lives in 
Sydney with his wife and three young children. 

About the Judges
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Mick Elliott

The Judge for the Years 7-8 category is Mick Elliott. When he’s not writing 
disgustingly epic books for kids like The Turners trilogy, Mick Elliott is a TV producer, 
scriptwriter, illustrator and mischief maker. For nearly two decades he headed up 
the Creative Department at Nickelodeon Australia, producing shows such as  
Slime Cup, Camp Orange, Slimefest, The Kids’ Choice Awards, Play Along With  
Ollie and squillions of commercials. He is currently working on a brand new, 
illustrated series titled Squidge Dibley Destroys The School which will be released 
by Hachette in 2019.

Tonya Alexandra

The judge for Years 9-10 category is Tonya Alexandra. For many years Tonya has 
worked in marketing, public relations, web producing and travel writing but realised 
there was only one way to utilise her overly creative imagination; writing. Tonya has 
published three titles for young adults; the latest works titled The Impossible Story 
of Olive in Love and The Implausible Story of Olive in Love Far, Far Away. Tonya is 
also on the committee of the Children’s Book Council of Australia Northern Suburbs 
Branch and is a passionate advocate for reading and writing for mental health. 
Tonya lives locally with her husband, three sons and their puppy Lola. 

Wendy Fitzgerald

The judge for the Years 11-12 category is Wendy Fitzgerald. Wendy is a teacher 
with a Grad Dip in Primary Music and an MA in Children’s Literature and Literacy. 
She is currently the proud Co-President of Children’s Book Council NSW Northern 
Sydney Sub-Branch. She teaches school creative writing workshops and is a tutor 
for the Sydney Story Factory in Redfern. She is a role model for the Books in Homes 
Program. Wendy loves to encourage kids to enjoy reading and to write their own 
stories.
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Category 1: Kindergarten - Year 2

The Minpin’s Door  
by Melody Paletto

Lily and Liam’s Adventure  
by Caitlin Wood

Plimble Plot and the Invisible Hat  
by Coco Mannall

Follow the Lizard  
by Valentina Drury
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Swish, the ball went zooming past me as I tried to catch it but it slipped out of my fingers. I was playing cricket 
near my house, next to the woods, with my brother and my dog Jessy. Jessy was running back and forth as 
excitedly as ever. The ball bounced away into the woods.

Jessy went chasing the ball. I followed her into the woods. My brother yelled “are you ok going in there yourself?”. 
I replied “yes”. Jessy ran off the path. I kept following her. Suddenly she stopped under a big oak tree. Her body 
turned stiff, even her bushy tail stopped wagging. I asked her “what happened?”. I saw the ball near the bottom 
of the tree. Jessy was not alerted by the ball. She was growling at a pile of leaves at the bottom of the tree.

Curiously I cleared the leaves and suddenly a strange thing happened. On the tree stump behind the leaves was 
a tiny door made of wood with a golden handle and an arched frame. It was almost camouflaged by the mossy 
tree bark.

I was shocked because I have never seen this before. Curiously I opened the door. All of a sudden it became a 
normal sized door. Jessy and I went inside. There was a staircase leading up. We walked up the stairs nervously 
and carefully. When we reached the top we saw a beautiful town, the wooden houses were built on the tree 
branches and people dressed in olden day clothes walked about.

A girl and a boy came to us and asked “where are you from?” I said “Grandy Forest, outside the door”. The boy 
said “so you’re a human”. “Aren’t you human too?” The girl answered, “we are Minpins”. I thought to myself 
“Minpins, that sounds familiar” “We are the Minpins from Roald Dahl’s book.”

Now I remembered that I read that book before. “But Minpins aren’t real, they’re only in books” I said. The boy 
said “everything that writers have written become real and people just don’t normally see them”. “Can you take 
me to see Don Mini your leader?” “Sure” they agreed.

Just then a familiar voice came from outside. “Melody, where are you?” “That is my brother’s voice.” The voice 
alarmed the Minpins. “You’d better go now. We don’t want more people knowing about us” the boy said. I asked 
“can I see you next time?”. “Maybe” the girl replied.

Jessy and I ran downstairs to the door. We opened the door and went outside. I turned around to look at the 
door and it had disappeared. It was just the old oak tree.

“Where have you been?” my brother asked. I said “I went to see the Minpins”. My brother laughed. “Yeah, as if I 
believe you.” Jessy then barked. I know she wants to say “I believe you”.

The Minpin’s Door
By Melody Paletto
Year 2
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At the edge of the rainforest in an old wooden cottage lived a young girl called Lily and her family. Lily and her 
little brother Liam were playing in their lush garden when a little bit of earth moved where Lily was standing.  
It made her fall over.

“What was that?” she said.

“I don’t know, but look!” said Liam.

They both looked closely where Lily had been standing. They couldn’t believe their eyes! They saw a dull, brown, 
tiny door. They couldn’t resist looking at it without going inside, so they opened it and crept through the door. 
Just inside were some stairs curling down into the earth. Slowly they crept down the stairwell….At the end was  
a small maroon door.

“Another door? This is a bit strange” thought Lily.

They slowly opened it. Behind the door was a brown field, and in the middle of it to their surprise they saw a big, 
whizzing tornado! The tornado was sucking them towards it. It picked them up, and they were so scared, but 
then it gently put them down. They were astonished when they looked around and saw a tropical island. Lily 
spotted something twinkling in a tree. She took a step closer. It looked like a twinkling star, but it could talk.

“Hello” the star said, “My name is Twinkle, what is yours?”

“My name is Lily, and this is my brother Liam. It is our pleasure to meet you, Twinkle.”

“It is very lucky that you are here. Look around you, all the plants on Glitter Island are dying from a curse of  
the evil black star. Only a human can break the curse by touching a flower. Could you do that?” said Twinkle

Lily and Liam looked around and noticed all the plants’ leaves were brown and droopy.

“Yes” said Lily. She and Liam went over to a bush full of flowers and touched one together. The curse was 
broken! All the plants began to stand tall and their green colour came back.

“Thank you, my new friends!” Twinkle said with excitement. “Now I will sprinkle my star dust so you can go  
back to your cottage.”

Lily and Liam closed their eyes. When they opened them they were back home. They were sad to leave  
the magical island, but felt very proud of themselves and happy to see their family again.

Lily and Liam’s Adventure
By Caitlin Wood
Year 2
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One day there was a cat. The cat’s name was Plimble Plot. Her owner was named Miller Plot. Miller loved 
Plimble Plot.

One day they were going for a walk when Miller saw that Plimble Plot had a hat on her head. But then it 
disappeared! Miller thought Plimble Plot had taken it off. She went to tell her Mum. She was so excited because 
she thought Plimble Plot could go to the circus.

Miller’s Mum called the circus to ask if Plimble Plot could be in the circus. They said “yes, Plimble Plot can be in 
the circus”.

The next day Plimble Plot went to the circus. Plimble Plot had been practising all night long. Just then they 
heard Plimble Plot’s name. They raced through the tiny door and on to the stage. Ready, set, go! But nothing. 
Go! Nothing happened. Go! Nothing happened. Miller began to go red. So did her Mum. “Right” said the circus 
master. “Off you go” said the circus master. With drooping faces they went home. “You tricked me, naughty cat. 
You can never be in the circus again.”

Suddenly he put the hat on again. Cheeky Plimble Plot.

Plimble Plot and the Invisible Hat
By Coco Mannall
Year 2
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One day Max went for a bush walk and he saw a rock. The rock had a blue tongue lizard on it and the lizard was 
called Garigan. 

Garigan used to be a person but he turned into a lizard a long time ago. Garigan was smart and he made Max 
follow him. Max wanted to pick Garigan up but he was very fast so he just followed him. Garigan led him to a 
special tiny door. 

The tiny door had lots of bushes around it. It was under a big bush. 

The problem was, the door was too tiny for Max to fit in it. Because Garigan was magic, as soon as Max picked 
him up, he shrunk!!

Max and Garigan went through the tiny door. Behind the door they found a little tree and it was a lolly 
tree. There were flowers, nice skies, and rainbows. Then it started raining ... eggs!!! They were splattering 
everywhere. Even on the people’s heads. The weather was very hot so people got their egg flippers and  
started flipping the eggs over on the hot concrete so they could eat them. 

There was a special egg that was blue with black dots on it. One of the people saw it and caught it and it 
hatched. A penguin came out!! 

Max and Garigan went back out through the special tiny door and it didn’t look as nice outside because there 
were rainbows every day inside the special tiny door. 

Follow the Lizard
By Valentina Drury
Year K
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Category 2: Years 3 - 4

The Sick Dragon  
by Dexter Carr

Diary of a Forgotten Kid  
by Daria Coleman

Stage Fright  
by Alice Surace

Same Old Saturdays…?  
by Leah Worrell



16

Zip! I sped through the woods, dislodging a cluster of leaves and leaving a soft slipstream, like a gravitational 
pull, in my wake. I was a little dragon, only three years old, with elegant emerald scales that looked as old as  
the moon and a sharp tongue that often got me into trouble. 

I whizzed through the forest, maneuvering through the air like water over a rock.… CRACK! I fell to the ground. 
The last thing I remembered was feeling a silky leaf coming over me like a warm blanket, wishing me to sleep.

‘Huh?’, I woke up in a fit of pain to find myself in a ginormous bed of sweet, soft cotton wool. I was lying in a 
white bedroom, filled with stuffed animals. An anxious voice came from down the hallway. ‘It’s time to feed him 
before we go to the vet.’ I held my smoke but she found me anyway. Large, sausage-like fingers shot through 
the toys, grabbing my wings. I squibbled and squirmed but her grip was strong. ‘Well, you’re finally awake. 
Come now, let’s take you to the vet and see if she can help you.’ My captor was a beautiful young woman. Her 
blue eyes were like the turning tide, always restless as they danced around the room.

She took me into the kitchen where an angry looking vet with gloved hands stood waiting, black eyes glittering 
cruelly as she picked me up with a look of disgust on her warty, dinosaur face. She handled me so that my 
scales would not touch her bare skin. Dropping me on a cold, metal tray, she turned towards a table littered with 
weapon-like needles that would kill you before they helped you. She selected the sharpest one, took a sedative 
dart and poked me saying ‘I think it’s a cold,’ in a gravelly voice.

I woke up being spoon fed some interesting medicines like bath foam, half boiled egg, wombats’ fur and a 
chocolate éclair. It was the girl again, taking care of me like I was a cute puppy dog and not an unknown little 
dragon. The girl spoke gently to me, her voice tinged with worry ‘Oh you poor thing, you’re most definitely sick. 
I’m Milla by the way’, she concluded in a light tone. I was slow to respond for I felt tired and vaguely nauseous. 

‘Young woman,’ said the gravelly voiced vet I’d seen earlier, ‘after much experimentation, we have found a cure 
for your young friend’. The word ‘friend’ was spat out like poison in her reptilian mouth. ‘Eucalyptus soap shall 
help him recover’. Milla took the foamy liquid then fed it to me in teaspoons. Immediately, I started to feel better, 
I could feel my wings now and wiggle my claws. I jumped up and flew around the room. Milla’s head drooped 
like a wilting plant, almost like she was sad I was better. I forced that thought aside. We were entirely different 
species, how could she care for me?

Milla took my claw and led me to her kitchen. In the far corner of the room was a tiny door that I hadn’t noticed 
before. You could tell it led outside by the greenish light seeping through the cracks. Milla met my eyes defiantly. 
Then she dropped her gaze. ‘You can go now. Goodbye’. She softly pushed me towards the door, I opened it and 
replied. ‘Goodbye. But Milla…’ she looked up. ‘I’m coming back’. The last thing I saw was her mouth open with 
amazement and the rest of Milla’s features a mixture of surprise and happiness.

The Sick Dragon
By Dexter Carr
Year 4
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Monday; 

It’s me, Daria Elaine Coleman. I am 8 years old, small and slight, have green murky eyes and long brown hair 
that mainly ends up in my eyes and mouth. 

Right now I am walking the muddy streets on my way to school, watching out for and trying to avoid stepping 
in doggies brown sludge. My new white shoes are starting to get muddy and I am afraid people will laugh at me 
when I get to school. 

I wouldn’t consider myself to be one of the popular kids but I wouldn’t consider myself to be unpopular either. 
Unnoticed might be a better description of my social status. I often dreamed of a magic feather floating through 
my window that would tap me on the head and make me a someone. But we all know that magic feathers  
don’t float through your window tapping you on the head. ln my case those feathers were more likely to just 
cause me to itch. 

I am close to school now and things are starting to get worse I see Biff and Biff spots me. Biff is the school bully. 
He is twice my size and has a reddish face that radiates anger. 

By way of greeting he shoves me hurtfully and fixes me with the icy glare he uses when he wants to scare his 
victims. “Guess what” he snarls terrifyingly, “You are a loser”. .He fixes me with an icy glare, as cold as steel.  
I walk away, shuddering at the thought of it. 

I’m now at school and things are not looking cool. I’m late to my first lesson and there is one remaining  
seat in the math class which is next to Biff. I slide into the spare seat next to Biff hoping that this class  
would end shortly.

Biff strangely is quiet and looks worried. Without thinking I suddenly found myself whispering to Biff “Are you 
0k?” No Biff quietly replied, I can’t answer this question and people are going to laugh at me. Without saying 
anything further I write the formula for him. 

The teacher then asks Biff to answer the question. Biff looks at me, looks at the paper and then answers  
the question. “Excellent -that is correct” the teacher says” 

Finally the class is over and I retreat to the playground only to run into Zara Whitehall. Zara was the school 
prissy princess. As usual, her blonde hair was perfect —not a hair out of place, her uniform was ironed and 
spotless and her shoes were so shiny she could admire her image by looking at them. Her attitude to me was 
not so perfect though. “Hey Daria’ did you sleep in a dumpster ‘ she laughs. 

Biff appears again. A perfect storm I am thinking. “I hope you are being nice to my friend” Biff says to Zara, 
fixing her with that glare that always caused me to tremble. “Sorry” says Zara and disappears. 

Strangely Biff then smiles at me and says “Come play with me and my friends”. I did and it was fun. 

Being popular and having friends up to then seemed like a tiny door that I would never get through. That door 
was now opening and I was moving through it to much greener pastures. 

The trick to getting through that door was not being a star. In my case it was showing some care to someone 
who needed it as much as I did.

By Daria Coleman
Year 3

Diary of a Forgotten Kid
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There was always something mysterious about the Old Town Hall in the village of Nelson. The local folk say it is 
haunted by the sad ghost of the towns first Mayor. It was a hot summer’s day, for as long as I could remember 
I enjoyed sitting by the ocean. I could feel the salty ocean breeze blowing up against my cheeks and I could see 
the Sapphire blue water until … My Mother came walking outside holding a letter and excitedly she then said 
”you got into the grand finals for the Annual Youth Public Speaking Competition!” My stomach turned and my 
eyes were wide with terror she then turned away and said ”better keep on practicing your speech honey!”. 

I then quickly scurried into our house along the beach front. I felt anxious. The Youth Public speaking competition 
was only in two days. I questioned whether I really deserved to be in the final. I didn’t know which thought to 
believe, until I fell asleep for TWELVE HOURS. I awoke and realised that I had a lot of work to do in the next 
couple of days. 

I went to bed at midnight after practising my speech as many times as possible and woke early. It was now 
Speech Day. I got up early combed my hair and put on my favourite outfit. I was too nervous to eat breakfast. 
Mum drove the car out of the garage and we headed on our way. Traffic was heavy and we just made it there 
on time. We parked outside the town hall and entered just as my name was being called to come to the stage.  
I heard “Isabella Nelson is the next speaker”. 

My stomach turned and was full of butterflies. I walked slowly to the stage and stood by the microphone.  
I thought “I wish I could just disappear down a tiny door”. I remember a shudder and I was under the stage.  
To my surprise there was a faint outline of an elderly man that greeted me. He looked strangely familiar. I 
thought, was this my Great Grandfather Thomas Nelson? This human shadow looked at me with a tear in his 
eye and spoke, “You must help me Isabella, so I can rest in peace”. “My final task as Mayor was to judge the 
first ballet scholarship contest”. “The winner should have been Violet Jones but I chose another girl who was 
the daughter of a friend”. “Poor Violet never danced again and was broken hearted”. “Violet is now in her final 
days”. “I wrote her a letter to apologise”. “It was never sent”. “It sits in original town map book in the post office”. 
“Please go to this post office, find the letter, give her the letter and set me free”. I sudden woke. I was on the 
stage. It was “Stage Fright” and my mother was fanning my face. The contest suddenly didn’t mean that much 
and I said to her, “We need to go to the post office now; I have something I must do”. We left the town hall and 
headed to the post office much to the shock of the audience. 

I found the map book and the letter was inside. I looked in the local directory for Violet Jones. She was living in  
a cottage in the next street. I left the building and ran. I saw her pale and sitting on her veranda. I handed her 
the letter saying, “Sorry”. I completed the task I was given and finally set the remorseful spirit free.

By Alice Surace
Year 3

Stage Fright
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Grumpy, old, boring. Are your grandparents like that? My grandparents certainly are. “Jake get off the IPad”, 
“Jake get off the Xbox!” That’s what they say when they babysit me.  But it’s much worse when my parents go 
out every Saturday because I go to Nan and Grandad’s house overnight. I have been doing this FOREVER and 
the older I get the more frustrating it gets! 

It’s the same every week. Reading books, playing monopoly, doing homework and then we have dinner  
(pork chops and overcooked vegetables are certainly not something I get excited about). I then must go to  
bed at the ridiculously early time of 7.30pm, which makes me feel like I am three years old again!

I’m not allowed to take my IPad there as going on devices is apparently ‘bad for you’. Once, my grandparents 
caught me secretly playing Fruit Ninja on my phone.  When I showed it to them they looked confused and asked 
why anyone would want to spend time splitting pretend fruit? They said I couldn’t play it and then ambled away, 
mumbling about the ‘good old days’.

I was surprised a few Saturdays ago because they asked questions like which is my favourite game and how 
much it cost. Of course, I still wasn’t allowed to play but at least I got the chance to talk about something I 
actually like! 

Being creatures of habit, they go to Bingo on Mondays at the local hall but last week when I was at the shops 
I bumped into one of their friends Mabel, who asked me if Nan was feeling better after her nasty cold. I looked 
surprised but just nodded because that was news to me. I know Nan didn’t have a cold because my mum’s the 
biggest germaphobe and will not let me see anyone who has the slightest sniffle.

Last weekend I had to stay at Nan and Grandad’s on a Sunday night as mum and dad moved their date night. 
This was even worse than usual because I had to get up and head to school the next day, so I had all my school 
things too. 

On Monday morning I got up on time, only because I had set my own alarm. Nan and Grandad seemed to be 
having a sleep-in, maybe it is because they are getting even more ancient?  

I walked up to the bus stop but then remembered I had left my Science assignment behind. I knew if I ran back I 
would probably miss the bus, but I’d rather have to run to school than face the wrath of Mr Labcoat my science 
teacher. He’s so grumpy he makes my grandparents look like Mary Poppins! 

I went into the house and called out but there was no answer, and I couldn’t even hear the shifting, shuffling of 
their feet. A moment of concern came over me and my heart skipped a beat. Where were they? Surely not still 
in bed? Then I heard shouting coming from the garden. I raced out the back and headed to the small old shed 
where the raucous rants were coming from. 

As I opened the tiny door, my jaw dropped like a ten tonne boulder off a cliff top. There were Bert and Nina, 
my now not-so-grumpy grandparents, each holding a joystick, jumping up and down like a pair of excited 
grasshoppers……playing on a brand new XBox. 

It looks like Saturday could now be my favourite day of the week!

By Leah Worrell
Year 4

Same old Saturdays…?
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Category 3: Years 5 - 6

Forest Friends  
by Talia StClare

The Haunted House  
by Madeleine Wise-Mann

Lost in Wonder  
by Stella Julius

Being Different  
by Jessica Hamill
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Francesca awoke and sat bolt upright in bed, listening to the sound of rain whipping against her windowsill. 
Heavy grey thunder clouds were rumbling in the sky above. She looked around, rubbing her arms. She was 
about to fall back to sleep when something caught her eye. Curiously, she got out of bed to take a closer look 
and stumbled sleepily to the window, rubbing her eyes.

At first she didn’t see anything apart from her curtains, but then they began to shimmer and a tiny delicate body, 
so small that you could almost mistake it for an insect, peered out from the side. ‘Hello,’ it said in a sweet but 
tired way. Francesca didn’t do so much as jump, in fact she was eager to find out what this little creature was 
and where it had come from. So she asked it many questions.

Francesca found out that the little creature was a tree nymph. She had wandered away from the forest out of 
curiosity, and accidentally drifted into human territory. She was attacked with fly spray because she had been 
mistaken for an insect! She had then flown into Francesca’s house without knowing it. She was weak, and 
homesick. Francesca wanted to do all she could for this tiny creature.

Before Francesca hopped back into bed, she was careful to tuck the tree nymph into her smallest jewellery box, 
with a tissue as a pillow and a handkerchief for a blanket. Francesca stared down at her tiny pet. She looked so 
cute like that, with her little wings all folded up and her blonde hair neatly combed, but she was confused, pale 
and very weak.

The next day was Sunday, so Francesca took the nymph to the forest in the hope she could return her to her 
own land. As she strolled down the old stone path, Francesca breathed in the beautiful scent of wildflowers, 
plants and shadowy pine trees. The forest was her favourite place to be. The trees would whisper to her their 
darkest secrets, and the blue jays would circle around her head, their soft aqua feathers brushing against  
her face. 

Today however, the forest was quite silent and she was surprised not to hear the blue jays calling from up high 
in their nests. Francesca pulled out the jewellery box and her heart skipped a beat. The poor creature was 
getting weaker, and if Francesca didn’t get her home fast she would surely die.

Francesca scrambled around every tree trying to find the tiny door the tree nymph had mentioned last night. 
‘Where is it?’, she thought to herself as she again stared at plain bark. Just as she was about to lose hope, she 
spotted it, a beautifully carved door speckled with tiny golden stars hidden behind a moss covered rock at her 
feet. Francesca put the box on the ground and ever so slowly twisted the tiny doorknob in the tree. As soon as 
she opened it magical colours filled her eyes and a smile crept across her face. The soothing light surrounded 
the nymph. She sat up and watched her friends and family playing in the sunlit paradise with green hills, blue 
skies and a rainbow streaked across the horizon.’ Go on,’ Francesca said as she stifled back tears. ‘I must leave 
you here.’

‘I grant you one wish,’ said the nymph.

‘I wish that people wouldn’t use fly spray because it kills and injures lifelong friends’. They laughed. The nymph 
kissed her nose and Francesca watched as she skipped through the tiny door. ‘Goodbye’, she called, ‘and  
thank you’. 

By Talia StClare
Year 5

Forest Friends
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Thalia dragged Peter out the school bus and down an alleyway. Peter knew what was about to happen, Thalia, 
his sister, was going to take him to the haunted house because he had told his friends that he was not scared of 
it so that he would seem cool, but in truth he was terrified.

“Let me go hey-what Thalia…” Peter protested, Thalia just glared at Peter with her electric-blue eyes. Peter tried 
to stare into her eyes she wore dark clothes, her hair was pulled into a plat so tight that there was no hiding her 
eyes. Those blue eyes that seemed to pierce through your skin and see what you are thinking. The fact that she 
was taller than Peter made her seem quite formidable. Peter gulped and tried to make himself heard, but Thalia 
just kept moving.

“You said that you aren’t scared of the haunted house,” Thalia said giving Peter an icy star.

“About that… I don’t think that we should go in there.” Peter said, all of the colour draining from his face.  
Thala glared,

“Well you are my older brother, so if I go in you have to come and protect me.” Thalia said grinning. She knew 
that was Peter’s greatest flaw, protecting her, she was his sister so he had to protect her. Thalia turned and 
ran down the dark alleyway past the up-turned bins and up to the tiny door. She turned to Peter and beckoned 
him to follow. Reluctantly he did, his feet pounding the concrete and sounding like thunder clapping on a stormy 
night. Thalia disappeared behind the door, Peter had to get to her to make sure that she was OK.

Thalia was waiting at the foot of the stair case for Peter, tapping her foot against the old wooden floor 
impatiently like a metronome. When Peter reached her she grabbed Peter’s hand.

“It’s Ok, I’ll teach you to get over your fear.” She said. 

Together they walked up the stairs, Thalia’s high heal tapping against the wood like the ticking of a doomsday 
clock.

“Why are we doing this?” Peter asked.

“So that I can show you that there’s nothing to be scared about.” Thalia replied impatiently.

They walked to the living room and Thalia let go of Peters hand, his breathing had become shallower and his 
heart was pounding his rib-cage.\

“No,” Peter yelled as Thalia walked down to the landing.

“Watch me,” she said and as she started to jump up and down on the old wooden floor.

“No!” Peter yelled again. Thalia jumped and the floor gave way as she fell.

Peter ran to the edge of the hole and peered down. He could see Thalia’s broken body on top of a pile of wood. 
Tears fell off Peter’s face and down to where Thalia lay.

“NO!” He screamed, despair engulfing him like a blanket. Peter knew that he had to follow, that he had to join 
her to be happy again. Peter looked around and whispered, “For Thalia.” He then jumped into the obis, Hoping 
that Thalia was still alive and had not left this world forever.

By Madeleine Wise-Mann
Year 6

The Haunted House
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Smoothly and slowly the thin paint brush slid across the small canvas, spreading colours to every corner.  
The long strokes, the short strokes, beginning to create a masterpiece. Round shapes, small shapes forming  
the objects and the black outline to make everything clear. She had skills. Her delicate hand floating over  
the priceless painting, flowing from one end to another. Her creative thoughts all shown on her artworks and  
the vibrant colours stood out from far, far away.

She was called Lulu and she lived in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil. Being surrounded by beaches, beautiful landscapes 
and incredible animals, her paintings were always colourful and inspired by her surroundings. Although she 
found a white canvas challenging, she always managed to wow everyone.

On a sunny summer’s day, Lulu began to paint, but it was no ordinary artwork. It was a piece as big as a cinema 
tv!!! It was a surrealist painting of a door, a life-size door enclosed with beautiful vegetation. It took ages, 
perhaps months to finish this massive masterpiece.

Suddenly, as she added the final touches, the painting started to move. Wobbling from side to side, swirling 
around and around until it stopped.

Surprised, Lulu touched the door on her painting and it swung open. Determined to find out, she stepped in and 
watched the door close behind her. Of course, she couldn’t miss an adventure as mysterious as this!

As Lulu made her way through the dark, narrow tunnel, she could see a faint light at the end of the passage. 
Slowly the light came closer, until Lulu was left with an amazing view. It was as if she was Alice in Wonderland! 
The tall trees created a big shadow, and the clouds were softer than fairy floss. The sky was a splash of sunset 
colours and the grass greener than ever. Just imagine a world like this: no rubbish, no pollution, just wonder.

Lulu stared in amazement. Never had she seen a view like this before. The colours were like carnival! Standing 
on the top of the hill she looked down at the long river rippling over the rough stones. She was mind blown.  
Then she had a thought: “What if I can’t get out of here?”

Pushing the thought away, Lulu started to make her way down the steep mountain sliding down half of it.  
She started to gain speed. Sliding down the hill wasn’t such a good idea after all! Lulu was heading towards the 
stream and she couldn’t think of any way to stop herself. In only a few minutes she would reach the river and 
crash into the rocks, who knows where that would lead her to!

Then up ahead her small eyes spotted something that would slow her down. As she came closer she  
prepared herself to grab the thick tree stump, she only had one shot at this. Closer and closer she was getting  
to the tree and…

Bang!!! Her hand slapped the tree as she got hold of it. She did it!!! As her dizzy body came up to stand she saw 
a glance of red in the lake that led into the stream. Moving closer she realised it was a tiny door. Perhaps it was 
her way out of here. As Lulu dived in she could feel the cold water running down her spine. And soon she began 
to close her eyes….

Lulu woke up on the floor of her studio expecting to see the blue water.

Maybe it was a surreal dream! But her wet, dirty clothes seemed real to her…

By Stella Julius
Year 6

Lost in Wonder



25

I glanced over and saw them whispering behind their cupped hands. I glared at them as they continuously 
giggled together. I looked away from them and out into the crashing waves before me. I strapped my leg rope 
onto my ankle, picked up my board and ran into the ocean. 

As I twisted and turned along the waves, I noticed that the girls were still sitting on the beach. I knew why. They 
thought it was weird for a girl to surf, not normal and something they could laugh at. It bothered me that I was 
different, even though it shouldn’t matter at all. I rode my last wave onto the sand right in front of where to girls 
were sitting. Immediately all three girls started giggling again. They whispered and pointed, they giggled and 
rolled their eyes. I couldn’t deal with it any longer, the pain got to me. I felt my eyes stinging with tears, ready to 
fall down my cheek. So I quickly ripped my leg rope off my ankle, picked up my board and headed up the beach. 

That night I tossed and turned in my bed struggling to get to sleep. The image of those girls at the beach was 
stuck in my head and it made me feel horrible. I surfed just like the boys did, so why was it a problem that I 
was a girl? I was always told that it shouldn’t matter what other people think of you and only what you think of 
yourself. But what if the opinion of others affected the opinion of yourself? That was my problem. That night I 
cried myself to sleep and every night after that. 

The more I thought about those girls at the beach, the more I questioned my life. Particularly the fact that I was 
different to all the other girls. I was the only girl that surfed in my whole school and what felt like the whole 
world. I wanted girls and boys to experience the same things and live the same lifestyle. Of course there are 
going to be differences, but on a whole girls and boys should be living the same life. I needed to show people 
that, but I was only thirteen years old, so no one would listen to me. The only thing I could do was to continue 
to surf and show everyone my passion for it. But there was one problem with that plan, the other girls will keep 
bullying me. 

“Hahaha,” the sound of that laugh echoed around the beach. She’s so weird!” I could hear those words as I 
surfed. The wave that I was on just finished and I was really close to the shore. I could hear every word the 
girls were saying. Every word of it was hate. I paddled out again on my stomach lying on my board. I sat out 
the back, waiting for another set to come through. Once again the words of the girls echoed in my head. I was 
waiting for a tiny door to open in my mind so that I could be happy again. 

This tiny door would help me to show people that girls can be whatever they want to be, they can do whatever 
they want to do and they shouldn’t be judged at all. Girls like me are getting bullied for being different and like 
the boys. This tiny door will let me escape from the bullies and find my dreams again. To be the first girl to surf 
pipeline.

By Jessica Hamill
Year 6

Being Different
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The nurse drew back the curtains and the unforgiving sunlight that streamed through the window momentarily 
blinded me. I could hear the leaves of the eucalyptus trees swaying with the warm, summer breeze. In the 
distance a flock of galahs laughed at my plight. “Another beautiful day, Mr. Wallace!” Announced the nurse in 
her irritatingly cheerful manner. I didn’t even know her name. She was just another in a long line of paid staff 
my family had sent to care for me, so they didn’t have to bother. Everyone knew my fate; it was only a matter of 
time.

As I lay in my bed I listened to the sound of my breathing. I had never given much thought to it before my 
illness. It was something I just took for granted for most of my self-absorbed life. My autonomic nervous system 
tirelessly taking care of my most basic functions, so I could focus on other, seemingly more important issues. 
Now it took all of my energy and dogged determination just to breathe once, so laboured, so exhausting. I 
was drowning without water. I had been told by many that I had had “a good innings”. I had certainly lived a 
charmed life, rich and powerful. But now, as the end neared, I wondered who would care enough to write my 
eulogy. What would they say about me? Would any of my four ex-wives be present at my funeral? Which of my 
six children would pay their last respects? Respects they didn’t pay while I was alive. They would all, no doubt, 
be present for the reading of my will.

As I lay in my pitiful reality, the faint sounds of children playing outside my window drifted upwards. And as I 
listened to the joyful, carefree laughter, a million childhood memories flooded my mind. I was suddenly pulled 
back to a time and a place that I had not allowed myself to think about for most of my adult life. And there it 
was, as clear as day, my old country town, the place of my birth. A proud but neglected outpost on the edge 
of the sun scorched plains. I could see the glorious flame trees in full bloom lining the only road into this dusty 
old place. I could hear the constant hum of the singing cicadas punctuated by the everyday mundane sounds 
of life in a small, country town. I could smell the yeasty aroma of the local pub and the comforting scent of 
freshly mown lawns. And I could feel the weight of expectation that the gathering storm clouds would (surely 
this time?) bring the long-hoped-for summer rains across the corrugated iron rooves and upon the grateful soil. 
Everything was in its place, just as it should be. Even the post office cat was still lying, drowsily, in the shadow of 
a gatepost. The exquisite ache of the familiar overwhelmed me.

And there, in the distance, in the shimmering heat haze, was Jack’s farm. Jack was our town’s favourite son, 
the kindest, most compassionate boy you could ever meet. He and I were inseparable and every moment spent 
with him was a joyful adventure. We used to go fishing for yabby in the dam on his property on those impossibly 
long, summer days. We played in the farm machinery that his father told us never to touch. We camped out in 
the bush and made forts with dead wood. We skimmed stones on the creek for his faithful old dog to chase (the 
skinniest runt of the litter Labrador that we told everyone was a dingo). And we laughed until we cried.

Jack knew everything there was to know about me. That I was allergic to bee stings, that I had always loved 
Lizzie Mitchell, even though she never, not once, looked in my direction and that I always dreamed of seeing the 
ocean. He knew I came from “the wrong side of the tracks”, that my family were desperately poor and exactly 
where my father’s belt had left the forever scars on my legs and in my mind. And he knew I longed, more than 
anything else, to escape this town and its judgmental eyes. Jack also knew I had stolen the money from the 
poor box at St Matthew’s church. So, on that stiflingly hot, fly-ridden day when the police came knocking at my 
door, Jack took the blame. And I let him. As the last tiny door to my mongrel heart slammed shut forever, I left 
that town and never looked back. The kindest, most compassionate boy you could ever meet never reached his 
nineteenth birthday. He was killed on a sacrificed, faraway battle field in France during World War II. Another 
son of the Southern Cross mowed down in his prime.

By Selby Mumford
Year 8

Breathe
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But now, I could hear his voice as clear as the town’s church bell. He was calling out to me. “Come on Billy, 
it’s time to go. Come on, hurry up! We’re all waiting for you.” And there he was, standing right in front of me, 
barefoot, long baggy shorts full of holes, bruises on his legs and dirt on his arms. A scruffy mop of blond hair fell 
across his sun-kissed, smiling face. He stretched out his hand to me and I took it. Finally, I could breathe again.
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He was terrified. Hidden under the oak floorboards of his family house, tears streaming down his cheeks, 
pressed against his mother he wished with all his heart this was just another nightmare. But no, he knew this 
was real, he could feel his heart pounding against his chest, his sweaty hands holding his mother’s, desperately 
waiting for the bad men to leave. ‘Nazis’ his father had called them before ushering him and his mother through 
the tiny hidden door. The tiny door had always been there hidden behind a cupboard, in case something like this 
happened. Now his father stood before the men dressed in smart uniforms. He could see the bottom of their 
shiny boots and the bottom of his father’s familiar brown shoes. They seemed to be having a discussion, no they 
were arguing but he could only make out snippets of their conversation 

“He ordered us too………... not you………. we know they are here and we will find them!”. The soldiers gruffly 
pushed the boy’s father aside and began pulling everything apart. They proceeded to destroy everything in their 
path in their quest to find whatever they were looking for.

 “Jason? Are you ok?” his mother breathed into his ear. Jason frowned and bit back tears. He nodded not trusting 
himself to say anything. Every once in a while, a crash would echo through the house, Jason’s father would cry 
out in protest, and the soldiers would snigger. Eventually the soldiers sighed in disappointment and turned back 
to Jason’s father 

“Don’t worry we will be back!” and the soldiers turned and left laughing. 

* * *

“Quickly go get your bag Jason, that one we packed remember?”. Jason’s mother told him. Jason ran through 
the trashed house and grabbed his old bag hidden in a small cupboard in the pantry and raced back to find his 
parents talking quietly.

“Ok good boy Jason. I want you to back under the house, behind the potato sacks there is a passage that I want 
you to go down. It has always been there and is one reason we chose to live here. Bring some food, your bag 
and water and sleep in there tonight. Here have my watch and there is a box of matches and a candle in your 
bag. Your mother and I will hopefully join you in the morning. At the end of the passage is your aunt’s house, you 
and hopefully your mother and I, will on Wednesday board a boat. Be good and remember we love you!” His 
father told him.

“What? Where will you be? Why?” Jason said confused.

“We will tell you when you’re old, ok? But now you have to trust us and do as your father says. Be brave and… I 
love you dear.” His mother replied hugging him tightly. 

“Now go.” She said herding him down through the tiny door. Jason turned around just as the little door shut.

“Mum it’s to do with the war isn’t it? To do with the yellow star we wear and the concentration camps that the 
Nazis want to send us to?” He said. 

By Nikola Puhl
Year 7

Escape
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“Don’t worry, it’s going to be ok” His mum said softly. He turned around and set his bag down. Using the light 
that escaped through the cracks in the floorboards he rummaged through his bag until he found a box of 
matches and a candle. Carefully he lit the candle and picked up his bag. He walked over to the pile of sacks 
in the corner, ducking his head so it wouldn’t hit the wooden beams. He dragged away the sacks and found 
a small narrow stone passageway. He frowned, just great another tiny door. He crawled through twisting his 
body, so he could fit, in one hand he held his bag and in the other his candle. The passage grew bigger the 
further he went and soon he was able to walk properly again. 

* * *

He didn’t know how long he’d been walking, he just kept walking. It gave him something to do, he knew as 
soon as he stopped he would start to worry and think about his parents. Eventually he was too tired to keep 
walking. He sat down heavily and glanced at his watch 9:32pm it read. He unpacked his cold bread and cheese 
for dinner. He curled up his blanket pulled over him hand used his jumper to make a makeshift pillow. He was 
asleep before he even had time to worry about the days ahead. He woke up to the sound of something dripping 
on the floor. Jason got up yawning, lit a candle and ate the leftovers of dinner the night before. He stood back up 
and begun walking again. As he walked he checked his watch. 8:46am it read.

* Three days later *

“Can’t we wait for them?” Jason asked his aunt for the thousandth but knew the answer would be the same. His 
aunt sighed wearily.

“Dear I want to wait for your parents as much as you do but if we do we will miss this boat. Don’t worry dear, 
they know where we are going on the boat so I’m sure that they will catch up.” She said trying to be reassuring 
but wouldn’t meet Jason’s eyes. The eight-year-old boy looked around the harbour curiously. The sea churned, 
hitting against the boats. Jason and his aunt boarded the boat they would take to England. He went off leaving 
his aunt to chat to a friendly sailor. He wanted to be alone and so he found a tiny door in the hallway. He 
climbed through and found a storage room with a window. As he looked out the window he saw two figures 
running towards the boat. He almost jumped with joy as he realised they were his mother and father. He 
climbed through the tiny door and realised that it had jammed shut. He didn’t care though, this was the start of 
something new, they were going to England! 
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Breathe in, breathe out. That’s what they all say. I feel the burning tears rapidly approaching my cheeks, my 
eyes begging me to blink once more. My lips, they beg for one more sip of alcohol, dreaming about the better 
days slumped on a couch in complete ecstasy. “I will not, I cannot, I must not” I scream to myself. I reach for the 
bottle and stroke the soft glass with my hand wrapped around the ergonomically designed neck. I know better. I 
let go and reach for the phone. I need help. I dial the magic number, but the lines are so jam-packed that no one 
answers. All I hear is the dull beeps of the relentless, inescapable night ahead.

After hours of tossing and turning, I finally fall into a hazy coma. Dreams, they are harrowing things. They 
control you. You can’t wake up until they allow you to. They make you think of horrible, tortuous things. Too bad 
you can’t stop them. As I aimlessly wander around a white room, a tiny door appears. There’s no way I could 
fit through and it was locked anyway. I look through the peephole and see a film. Memoirs of some of the best 
times of my life. I can feel the safety of the sunrays on my back. I can feel my grandma’s soft old hands and I 
breathe in the smell of her chamomile tea. These were the good old days. 

Chocolate milkshakes at the diner, homemade apple pie and warm hot chocolate on snowy winter nights. I’m 
in a heavenly space of mind, when the film stops. Still looking through the peephole, I see myself now. The bags 
under my eyes have grown. The smile has fallen off my face, almost like the seams attaching my lips somehow 
frayed. Then I woke up. As simple as that, it was all over. There was no more door, no more films, nothing. Just 
the remnants of what I had just saw in that white room.

Days pass, days full of staring at the static screen on the TV, contemplating whether anything will ever get 
better. Withdrawal. That’s what they call it. If only they knew. Hell, that’s what I would describe it as. My 
tastebuds plead me while my hands shake. I am aware of everything. I can feel every drop of blood running 
through my veins. I can feel my nerves tingle with every movement I make. Suddenly, I know I can’t drown my 
sorrows with the bountiful stock of whiskey in my cabinet. I need to do something.

I get up and drive to my sister’s house. I knock on her door and she answers. “Daisy?” she says. “What do you 
want? A second chance?” she spits “No, Delilah, I-” I try to apologise but she slams the door. Closure, that’s 
all I want, but the only thing closed was that door in my face. Next, I drive to my best friend, Bellamy. Of all 
the people in this world that I need to apologise to, he is the one that I want to forgive me. He is the fuel to my 
car. The flame to my candle. The light of my life. The one who convinced me to stop in the first place. The one 
I blamed. Again, I knocked on the door, everything feeling all too familiar. He opens the door. “Look who it is, 
Daisy the drunk. Wanna borrow a bottle of gin? Or would you prefer whiskey?” he spoke with an essence of 
sass in his voice and I roll my eyes. “No, I wanted to give you this bottle of I’m sorry. It was made in the country 
of please forgive me.” I give him a smile and he grabs my hand. “Daisy, you know how much you mean to me. 
But what you don’t know is how much you hurt me. You almost drove me to insanity and unlike you, I came back 
from that space of mind. I’ve given you so many chances. I’m done”. 

By Rommi Cleaves
Year 7

Sober
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The oncoming traffic is blurred by the tears that fill my eyes. The taillights just bright orbs floating around like 
alien stars in the night sky. I feel myself swerving. Then, the lights went out. I can feel an oxygen mask on my 
face. I can feel that I’m in a moving vehicle, but I’m not driving. Then the pain hits. I scream. Then a sharp jab 
enters my arm. I wake up in a hospital bed with a dozen doctors standing over me. “What happened?” I ask. 
“You were in a car accident. Broken wrist, but that’s the least of your worries. Your liver, it was badly damaged. 
You need a transplant and a donor has come through. You’ve been put on top of the list because of your 
condition. Sign this and we will take you into surgery immediately”. Someone must have died, and that liver is 
going to me. I sign the contract and get prepped for surgery. As I fill the woozy effects of the anaesthesia, I enter 
the white room once more. This time, I wasn’t alone. Delilah and Bellamy, my mum and dad, my grandma. All 
there in a line, not speaking, just staring. Then I realise. I’m getting a new liver. Years of alcohol abuse, gone. A 
second chance. Then, Delilah points to the couch. On that couch lay a red sledgehammer. I know what I have 
to do. I march towards the tiny door and vow to myself that for my family and for the donor, I would never drink 
again. I smash the walls down. I smash that door down. My addiction has been crushed.

I wake up with my family around my bedside. I smile at them, and I know that I’ll be alright. I was given a second 
chance from an angel up above. There is a long road ahead, but I am determined to be sober. I promise.
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The aroma of fresh coffee greeted me as soon as I entered the café. The warmth of the shop made me more 
relaxed as I began to order my usual. The barista smiled, then moved the way I had seen her do many times 
before, making my coffee. I took a seat near the window corner of the shop, glancing around. People came in 
to order, parents with their kids, business women and men, teenagers of all types. Some looked rushed, others 
calm, but my eye was caught by one alluring woman striding up to the counter. 

I watched her order, taking in her bewitching body, the way she tapped her nails against the surface 
subconsciously. Her dark brown hair reached down to the small of her back, naturally full of curls and waves. 
She wore a maroon shirt that exposed some of her stomach and back, and black jeans which clung to her 
curves. Her bronzed skin looked like it was glowing in the artificial light. As she turned to find a seat, her eyes 
skimmed the room, until they stopped at latched onto mine, my heart stopped and my stomach flipped.

She smiled at me and I felt myself caught, like a deer in the headlights, as my face flushed. She had caught me 
staring, and I mentally scolded myself. I barely noticed the barista place my coffee down in front of me, and as I 
looked up to thank her, the words died in my throat as the statuesque woman from across the room now stood 
in front of me. Her mouth moved but I didn’t register what she had said. 

“What?” I said, louder than I meant to. She laughed. That laugh. I felt like I was in a daze. I looked down finally. 
When I looked back, she had settled again, but a smile stayed plastered onto her face.

“I asked if I could sit with you” she said, her voice as gentle as her appearance. 

“Here? Sure” I replied, quieter now. She pulled out the chair next to me, took a seat and sipped her coffee, her 
eyes looking up to meet mine. They were swimming with blues and greens and flecks of gold. Incredible. They 
were like tiny doors, seemingly open just for me to see her. Her smile reached them easily, and she leaned back, 
relaxing in her chair, the morning sun in the window brightening her whole being.

“So… what’s your name?” I asked, looking back down to my drink.

“Valentina. You?” She stuck out her hand out.

“Elijah. My name’s Elijah” I shook her hand. She smiled again, and we talked. I was trapped in her spell and she 
seemed to like me. It was nice, but eventually she stood up to go and my heart sank. This would probably be the 
last I saw of her. I looked away as she lifted my phone from the table and put her number in. I felt like my heart 
would break out of my chest.

“We should do this again sometime, Elijah” I nodded, not trusting my own voice with an answer. With one last 
smile, she turned and walked out of the cafe, down the street and out of view. I drove home, watched TV and 
relaxed, but I couldn’t seem to shake her from my mind. Midday turned to evening which turned to night, and 
when I laid back onto my bed, sleep found me easily.

By Thea McKnight
Year 8

Under Her Skin



35

The next morning, I realised I needed to go to the store, so I sighed and headed out. Chilliness of the early 
morning brought goose bumps to my skin. The air was thick, and the grass glistened in the dim sunshine. I 
shrugged my jacket tighter around me and got into my car, immediately turning on the heating. I started my 
drive to the store, the scenery all the same. Trees and houses on repeat. I was about to turn into the parking lot 
when a familiar figure caught my eye. Valentina. I felt my mood brighten and decided to stop to see her, maybe 
grab another coffee. I parked my car close to where I had seen her, only realising how deserted this part of the 
town was once I was walking its streets. The walls looked alive with graffiti, the only colourful part of this dead 
area. I looked to the side, just in time to see her move into an alleyway. I smiled, and jogged across the street. I 
looked down the alley but she wasn’t there. I frowned to myself and was about to turn away when I heard her 
voice and another. 

Continuing down the alley, I saw her standing, as magnificent as always, with some other guy. I felt my 
mood sink, and suddenly wanted to leave, only stopped by my own curiosity. The man looked… scared? I saw 
Valentina run her hands through her amazing hair, but something was off. Then I saw it, blood seeping from 
her scalp as she ripped the hair and skin right off her scalp, down her neck and every other part of her, letting 
it fall to the ground. Her glowing skin and flowing hair was gone, and all I could see was a paper thin, pale 
monster. Her eyes, which I had instantly fallen for, were now pitch-black slits, those tiny doors now closed, the 
façade gone. She stepped out of her dress that had pooled at her feet along with her skin and hair, and stepped 
towards the man. He was frozen in shock, looking like he might be sick. I realised I must look like that too, hidden 
away behind my corner. She lunged at him, tearing out his jugular, blood spurting all over herself and the wall. A 
drop, as she tore her mouth away, landed right in front of my shoe. I whimpered, and looked up to see her eyes, 
those black slits latched onto mine, and we both froze. Then she darted towards me.
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A line could be drawn in the dirt where the suburban towns ended, and White Cliffs began. A quaint little town 
with a population of just 47 where no one ever left, and no one ever entered. Where nothing ever happened, 
and where everything was perfect. Or so it seemed. The unnaturally fluorescent grass faded into almost 
unnoticeable patches of gravel at first, and then transformed itself into a long dirt path, completely averting any 
possible interest of passing tourists. A rural town, it looked like, screaming, nothing to see here! I can’t say this 
town would’ve been my preferred spot for my car to break down. In the middle of nowhere, with no reception, 
and the only inkling of civilisation a small wooden sign stuck in the ground, white paint flaking and slightly 
crooked, White Cliffs, it read. 

I looked out the front windscreen to see the horizon and earth joining into one. Red earth all that could be seen, 
hiding what I assumed was the town in the far distance. A sinister cloud lurked overhead, waiting. The car 
wouldn’t start on its own and the roads were silent, it was getting dark. As soon as I stepped out of my car the 
heavens opened. The dirt beneath my feet became so heavy it began to droop, creating a small divot where I 
was standing. Dust clouds so obscure formed a wall and prevented me seeing anything at all so I had no choice 
but to walk in the direction one would assume would be towards the town. Water curled itself around my legs 
and wind grasped onto my hair, pulling me back, preventing me from entering the town. It was almost as if it 
were a warning; a sign from the heavens itself cautioning against the very existence of this town, or at least my 
discovery of it. 

I fought the wind and continued walking further from safety and civilisation and towards the allusive town. I 
don’t know at what point the rain stopped, but eventually the earth was dry, and the sky was clear, as If nothing 
had happened at all. I eventually came to an old wooden shack with a tin roof. It was small enough I could see 
around it that it was the only structure in the so-called town. I stepped towards it and immediately took notice of 
the door. A very new addition compared to the rest of the house, whilst still looking like it was at least a decade 
old. The door, once steel blue, was now faded in parts, with dark charcoal like scarring climbing half way up, 
seeping into the surrounding windows and onto the floor. It looked as though someone had seen the fire that 
had obviously occurred, but only put out the flames because they felt obliged, not because they cared about 
whatever was in the house. The door was filled with delicate embossments, carved in intricate designs that 
swirled up and around and then joined together in the centre to make a small rectangle, the outline of a smaller 
door of the exact same design. My fingers caressed the shallow etchings, taking blue flakes of paint with them. 
I traced the small vein like cracks that dominated the windows and panelling. Dust filled the ledge and spiders’ 
webs took over the upper corners of each window. 

I knocked on the door and waited, then knocked again. When no one responded I began to become suspicious. 
What sort of town has one house with no one in it? White Cliffs, apparently. I reached for the door handle, but it 
wouldn’t budge. I was about to turn around and walk back to my car when I remembered the tiny door. It had a 
smaller handle, the same as the normal door. I twisted it and it opened, revealing a box with a brass key laying 
in the centre. I took it out and taking my chances, tried it on the big door, which swung open. 

By Ash Wattle
Year 10

White Cliffs
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The sun was setting, and the house was filled with nothing but the ominous sunset tones. There was no 
furniture, no doors leading to other rooms, nothing. Just a single room. In the middle of the room on the floor lay 
a small latch, the same colour as the wood floor as to not draw any attention to it. I went over and attempted 
to lift the cover. By the time I got it open the sun had completely set and I was standing alone in the darkness. 
Except for what was beneath the cover, a staircase illuminated by a light so bright I had to squint and turn away. 
Considering my only other option was to turn around and walk back to my car in the darkness, I went down 
the stairs. They were as old as the house it seemed and creaked with every movement. At the bottom of the 
staircase there was a large metal door with a pristine glass sign hung on the front, “Welcome to White Cliffs”. 
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I hadn’t thought it was possible to love anyone more than I did Alice Martin. Not that she knew, of course. Poised 
by the window, her stance was eased into a casual lean, the familiar smirk of a smile playing on her lips. Black 
vans, slim jeans and, as usual, her hair was freely roaming down her shoulders, wavy and tousled from the 
night’s air. My gosh, by just simply existing she was causing my pulse to throb violently beneath my paper white 
skin. My gosh. 

Tearing my eyes away before she could meet them, I subconsciously flatten down the tight fitting fabric of my 
dress, gnawing at my lip. Surrounding me, the party was bursting from all corners of the courtyard. That’s what 
the art of the theatre creates, a wildfire of adrenaline and laughter echoing from every inch of skin and smile 
within the space. Fairy lights strung along the beams of wood slanting down from the roof, the cobblestones 
clicking against my heels as I brush past the drinks table. So many eyes alight, beaming, as I swept my gaze 
over the crowd. 

“Adelaide, my darling!” My mother bustles over, champagne in hand and lips gleaming red, “How lovely this is! 
I can just see so many men… you didn’t tell me how attractive that young Joseph is…” Her raised eye brows and 
suggestive smile say it all. Obviously that’s why I am here, mother. Obviously to scout out an attractive man to 
take home. All I want to to is scream at her, I’m not interested in GUYS! I’m in love, mother… with a girl, a fiery, 
protective, loving girl, who…

“Adelaide?” She questions, but I am already pushing past her and rushing towards the theatre. The only place I 
really feel like I can breathe. If my mother ever found out… that’s the thing, she can’t. Society has created these 
tiny doors, expectations and stereotypes we are supposed to shrink ourselves down to in order to fit in. Not that 
I believe that’s true, but what other choice do I have? Staggering into the theatre, a murmur of surprise startles 
me as I find Alice sprawled out in the middle of the stage. Oh. 

“Ads, hey!” She calls, beckoning me over. The lighting is dim, casting a gentle glow among the vast black of the 
stage floor. This exact place, she held me, we sung and I traced the features of her face. All under the stage 
lights, in synchronisation to the script and eyed by the audience. Her dressed as a male character, naturally, it 
wouldn’t be acceptable any other way. My breath quavers. 

“Hey… sorry I didn’t realise there would be anyone in here…” I settle down next to her, she studies my face, 
reaching her hand to clasp mine.

“You ok?” Her voice softens, I seize her hand tightly. 

Six months we spent in this room. 

“I…”

 She would smile and I would find it so damn hard to breath. 

“The thing is…” 

We kissed once. It happened behind the closed doors of the dressing room, after a ton of iced coffee and messily 
rehearsed lines. Her lips collided with mine, smothering us into a kind of silence that neither of us had ever felt. 
The kind followed by flushed cheeks and laughter as we decided it was just acting. It was just the adrenaline of 
the chemistry from our characters. We were just experimenting. I wonder if she still thinks so. I sure as hell don’t. 

By Ally Simpson
Year 9

Love is a Big Word
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Alice’s hazel starched eyes fumble to reach mine, she tilts her head ever so slightly, regarding me with a certain 
curiosity. She pushes her black frame glasses up her nose. Fiddles with her shoelace. I start to speak, and her 
features shift tenderly. 

“I think that I am… well I think that I am in love. With someone that can never be mine.” I stutter, the words 
dredged from my lips in a croaky whisper. The darkness of the space cloaks my skin. If I close my eyes, maybe 
when I open them I can walk outside and flirt with Joseph. Maybe the world in black and white could be so much 
simpler than one exploding in colour, the world where I love Alice Martin. 

“Love is a big word”. She cups my face in her hands, “Are you sure you love them?” She pauses. “Her. Are you 
sure that you love her?” She smiles mischievously. 

The reflection of myself in her glasses blinks, and blinks, nodding hesitantly. She knows. 

“Well… then I guess...” In a sudden she is pulling away, springing to her feet and disappearing out the door, as 
my chin lingers her touch and features bewildered in her absence. I could have sworn she knew. There was 
a startled glimpse of a moment where her it felt as if she was almost going to… my lip trembles. I guess if she 
doesn’t accept me, society never will. 

Ten minutes later, my lips are freshly slick with lipstick, my mother’s. My cheeks ache from the smile plastered 
onto them, my eyes water but I catch myself every time I sense the plummeting of a tear. If she won’t have me, 
no one will. 

“Shall I introduce you to Joseph?” My mother croons, tucking a strand of strawberry blonde hair behind my ear. 
Everything feels numb. 

“There won’t be any point in that.” A hand clasps mine, and a small gasp escapes my throat. Alice’s eyes, 
stained a light auburn under the shine of the moon pierce mine, softly but sharply. Scalding but gentle, 
steadying my pulse. 

“I am scared, so scared… but who am I kidding? I’ve loved you long before I learned to love myself and without 
you…”

“I don’t want to be shut behind their doors.” I stutter. 

“Me neither.” She reaches for me, our intertwined hands fitting almost as perfectly my name on her lips. And her 
name on mine.
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The walls shook, fractures spreading like spider webs along the ceiling. The sobs of a young girl were unheard 
as the sound of a deep rumbling filled the air. She quivered, her small hands clenching on to the skeletal frame 
of her bed. She didn’t deserve this brutal ending that would wrench her from her life. She moulded herself into a 
ball, a stuffed bear in one hand and her eyes tightly closed. 

I stared at her body, so tiny and innocent. My stomach felt weighted, a paralysing dread and guilt filling my 
bones. I reached out and could feel the flickering life within her soul. A weak light that I could extinguish with the 
slightest touch. Why me? Why did I have to look at her beating heart and the blood that ran through her veins 
with a look that could kill. That would kill. 

People see me as evil. Snatching at souls at dusk and clawing into the hearts of men who have sinned. For 
eternity I am forced into the depths of tales and stories. I play the devil in a child’s nightmare. A cruel kidnapper 
in a parent’s worrying mind. Always banished into the shadow of the light. But, staring into the girl’s smooth 
clean face, I think to myself; “I deserve this”. Who am I to take everything from someone? To replace their 
feelings of colour and spring and joy with the bitter feeling of nothingness?

In a millisecond, the frail glow of life within her was stolen, her petite cold hands frozen around a childish toy. 
With one last fleeting look, I left. Swallowed by the shadows and consumed by the night, I felt as if I was being 
forced into a tiny door with no escape.

The barren dirt stretched before me. An endless sea of brown splattered and stained with bodies and blood. 
As I walked, I felt the light of life wavering beside me, like feeble hands reaching for my embrace. As I strolled to 
each and stole the final ticks of the clocks which was their pulse, the invisible shackles around me grew. These 
carcasses that lay at my feet seemed more alive than the ghosts that pranced around me, still fighting for what I 
would eventually have to take. This hypnotic dance of war would not earn them anything. I swallowed, the taste 
on my tongue burning my throat as more and more of the men fell. Joining their friends in my empty world. 

I am alone in the midnight void that is my home. Some people say in darkness to look for the stars, but each 
star I see, I am forced to snuff out. One by one. And with each, a link joins the chain that compresses my heart. 
Pulling at me with its callused rust and encaging me with its regret engraved metal. Like I have a choice when 
I stare at a battlefield into the dying faces of soldiers whose last glimpse of their world is one of pain and sorrow.

I am more punctual than the paparazzi in the midst of a disaster. The first shudder of a bomb. The first teardrop 
of lava. The first piercing scream of tyres in a car accident. The first bullet that rips the air into two. I am there. 
Treading the steps of the living, I collect the lingering silhouettes of life. It’s ironic, isn’t it? Death wishes to be 
alive. I dream of a life where I could visit someone’s house without leaving a limp body behind me. I wish I could 
laugh and smile. Instead, I am stuck in the bitter end of every collection of memories. But somebody has to do it.

I had just left another battlefield when I felt a tug on my consciousness and the familiar wave of dread engulfed 
me. Winding around my torso, it felt like a python strangling me gradually. When I arrived, all I saw was a 
small huddle in the middle of blank walls. I walked closer, my feet silent upon the sterile floor. I peered over the 
shoulder of a man to see a lady laying on a bed, limbs arranged as if she were sleeping. An irritating beeping 
noise emanated from a machine beside her, but none of the people seemed to notice. Cords ran through her 
nose and into her skin. This would be who I was collecting. I gazed at her face and could feel the weight of 
her soul joining the chains that were slung on my back. I turned, and began walking away from her deathbed, 
wanting to leave the sorrow that had stitched itself into my thoughts behind. 

By Amy Jones
Year 9

The Epilogue to Everything
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An intake of breath was all it took to turn me back around. I was not used to seeing the smiles and laughs of 
relief that had escaped the visitors. I rushed back to the bed. She blinked and coughed, her eyes full of a joy that 
I had never seen before. I felt the chains that had constricted me for so long fall off my shoulders. In that second, 
I realised that it wasn’t my fault that people died. After all, death doesn’t have a choice who he takes. It could be 
you next. The timer on your heart will stop ticking one day.

As the sight of the girl faded and the passing of another spirit pulled at me, I was left with the memory of a smile 
and the easing realisation that I wasn’t to blame. Every story has an end. I don’t enjoy my job, but I get to write 
people into the sequel of their life. It’s your choice of how you want your first story to be read.
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“The most important factor in survival is neither intelligence nor strength but adaptability…” - Charles Darwin.

The human species is now subterranean. We now hide in the carcasses of dead cities; tunnels are now our 
dwelling. Down here, only fuel matters. Fuel buys warmth, food, water and safety. Without fuel things can come 
and find us and kill us. So, we search for fuel in tunnels, we track paths and map systems so what’s left of our 
families back at home can live for another day. My name is David, I was grouped with fifteen other broken men. 

I only knew three of them, William a small timid man who hid behind thick spectacles, Derek a huge brooding 
man with an emotionless face to match and Cal, a charismatic, proud man who I knew for his cold logic. 

After a journey plagued with odd sounds, slick mud and the suffocating darkness of the sewers we were 
weary and disorientated. We gathered the fuel at old power plant pumps while the other groups scavenged or 
explored the huge facility. We had only filled 8 jerry cans when it happened.

A bloodied man was thrown from an upper deck and landed limply on his side. Just as my trembling lips began 
to form words to match this horror, the creature dropped down and began to feed on the limp figure ahead. 
With a wet tear from the now very dead man, we scattered. 

We scooped up the jerrycans and scrambled for the tiny door back into the tunnels. I had snatched two 
jerrycans along with Cal, a sizable sum of food each. As we glanced back to see William struggle with one 
jerrycan, we were overtaken by Derek hauling three cans. We raced down the escape pipe and ran for what felt 
like hours. 

William was sobbing, babbling about his wife and kids. Wailing about the terror outside. “We have to… have to 
hide, that thing could catch us easily.” We stared at him, knowing fear was controlling him. Cal said we couldn’t, 
that would be suicide. William was manic now and took up his can and tried to grab me to hide with him, I 
pushed him back, unfamiliar with this side of him. 

He fell back and looked into our eyes for some approval or trust. He began to shake and screamed “Fine! Die 
here and rot in these tunnels!” He stole off into the tunnels, exhaling heavily. William was doomed, that thing 
would find him very quickly and he would be weak. With that dark last thought, we continued our escape back 
to the city. 

These tunnels were beginning to take a toll. Derek refused to drop any fuel and was now moving in a heavy 
trod. We no longer spoke, the tunnels silencing even Cal with the oppressive darkness and invasive cold. A 
loud thump drew my attention to Derek and as I turned to be met with an accusing glare. I turned back around, 
feeling somehow more tired than before. “That, that was not me.” Derek said in his deep baritone. 

Another couple of distant thuds confirmed this. Cal took off and was flying down the tunnel after the next set. 
I in fear followed, almost forgetting about Derek. I turned and screamed “Come on! Ditch the cans, we have to 
go!” Derek, showing the first sign of emotion on his face. 

Derek spat “NO! I can’t leave these, without them… without them I can’t fix what I did, what I caused.” Now 
pleading, I cried out for him to run, to escape that he could fix it later, that he had to come, he had to come now, 
but he wouldn’t go. The thumps were now mighty booms that echoed though the pipes. With a desperate look,  
I stared into his face, trying to find reason, trying to find logic, but I was met with a dark adamant mask  
of anguish and rage. I turned, and ran after Cal. Soon after deep screams echoed from the tunnels that we  
had ran from.

By Josh Croxford
Year 9

The Creature
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We had ran for long, too long. In silent agreement we sat down. My head was throbbing, and my body 
demanded rest. Aching I set my head down to be met with an ominous stare from Cal. “Give me your torch 
David.” he coldly uttered. “Give me your fuel, give me your food, give me your water.” My eyes widened as I rose 
to be met with the blank stare of Cal, wielding a harsh, rusty piece of metal. I had barely enough time to move 
when he lunged for me. In a panic I lashed out, striking him harshly on his left temple. He halted briefly and then 
touched the impact, wincing inaudibly. 

“C..C..Cal what are you doing?” I stuttered, stunned by his menacing action. He replied with a frenzied look and 
bared his cracked teeth at me. Stricken with fear, I clutched at some loose pipes. “I didn’t want to do this David. 
But there is no other way, my torch is dead, and I have only one canister.” Hysterically I tugged at the pipes, 
hoping to find some defence. “I was actually hoping Derek made it further than you, he would have been easier 
to kill, but the truth is…” 

Cal was cut off by a sudden clang and an ear-splitting noise as the pipes above exploded, spraying foul liquid 
and sharp metal into Cals exposed head. Staying with Cal was certain death. I left his fuel and his torch, as 
respect to the man I once knew. I ran again into the tunnels and was now faced with something terrible. I now 
had one choice, an ultimatum. I could lie down here and die giving myself rest in this hellish world, or continue, 
dooming myself to a grizzly fate for the chance of surviving. 

I knew what I had to do.

The others had made their choices and they had all chosen wrong.

I was not going to do the same.
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The computer whirred. Its mechanical blade spinning seamlessly in its tiring effort to write data. The plastic 
air conditioning unit vented above him, enveloping him in its pleasurable warmth. The television blared in the 
background ‘Nirvana’s clothing is what you require, for your old fashion that will expire.’ The clock on his wall 
set the beat for the machines. The ambient symphony put him at ease. The caressing blue light of the screen 
cloaked him, coating his room in an artificial day. 

His eyes were bonded to the screen absorbing everything. His fingers tapped at the keyboard in a fragmented 
rhythm. His face was frozen, still, as his mind was lost in the multitude of information. Velvet rivers coursed 
through his eyes yet the dry itchiness that should have brought tears was at the back of his mind. 

He was connected. The world was at his fingertips, emails, texting and videos - his feed. Linked to thousands 
of his friends, free in this vast web. His fingers scrolled, his eyes sifted and his mind was numb. His fingers were 
independent of his brain, commanded by his hollow eyes. 

The advertisements scrambled on top of one another craving his attention, each promising him a more fulfilling 
life. He consciously ignored them not giving them the chance to distract him. ‘Come to T-mart with super speed 
to buy the kitchenware you desperately need’ droned the television. 

‘Tick tock, tick tock,’ sung the comm system. ‘9 o’clock. Get up, get up, it is morning. Today’s forecast is a severe 
weather warning, get up, get up.’ 

Waiting downstairs on the dining table was a duo of perfectly cooked toast, and resting on top was a tofu and 
corn mash, all the nutrients to get ahead of the day. Adam sat down on his stool and pulled out his phone. He 
became engrossed in the newest game of Sims 10. 

The electrical fire pit sprung to life and emitted its embracing heat. The breakfast remained untouched. The fire 
pit timely turned off and the room darkened. Once the warmth was evicted from the toast, mechanical hands 
collected and disposed of it. 

The churning of steel and water could be heard behind the wall. Outside, the tempestuous weather bombarded 
the house which was protected and secure in its steel cage. The only thing separating him from the wasteland. 

‘12 o’clock, 12 o’clock. Tick tock, tick tock,’ whined the comm system. ‘Don’t be late for your daily routine that 
promotes health and will make you lean.’ 

Adam marched down the hall, where behind the walls, the gears and whirring of machines was controlled by its 
electric brain. Arriving at the gym, the lights, sensing his presence turned on, of which the rest of the house was 
dim. Once he stepped onto the treadmill, the screen in front of him turned on. There was no need to change the 
channel. There was only one. 

He set his muscles to work as his eyes obediently followed the screen taking his mind off the strenuous activity. 

‘Come to Mickey’s store and buy, buy, buy from computer galore!’ 

Water trickled out of its compartment into his plastic cup for after his exercise. The water around the house rose 
as the sky cried for its partner. The ground became a sea of mud. The house bore the scars of the acidic rain, its 
sky blue paint peeling and tinged with green. The house responded and did its usual work of sealing itself and 
blocking any leakages. 

By Harry Peters
Year 11

Cell
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Adam felt a tinge of fear as the comm system informed him what was happening. But it was becoming a more 
regular occurrence, the house informed him, due to the atmosphere still stabilising after the changing climate. 
Adam drunk the water from the cup greedily and grimaced as the purified water always stung his throat with 
its metallic after taste. He threw the cup into the bin, where the machines churned it up. 

‘2 o’clock, 2 o’clock,’ wailed the voice in the wall. ‘Time to sit back and have a snack.’ 

When he arrived in the lounge room, the silver hands retreated, leaving the brandy and crackers resting next 
to his chair. As he slumped down into his chair it molded to his body sucking him in. The internal heaters turned 
making him emit a soft sigh as his body relaxed. The television was already switched on, depicting a forlorn 
wasteland. The monochrome land was littered with rubble. The sky was mirrored by the ground, a blanket 
of toxic pollution that hung over a city’s remains. Even though it looked the same year after year, he viewed it 
again, obliged by the voice. The green hue from the television gave him him a sickly feeling. 

Yet he felt a faint attraction to this place, a suppressed yearning to be there. The house became more alarmed 
by outside. The tempest started using munitions of gravel and rock against it’s steel. The water lapped up 
against the house, higher and higher. The acid rain soaked into the house faster than it could spray it off. Whilst 
Adam lay there, the house protected him, nurtured him. 

‘A blissful life is what you deserve, your techno-house is ready to serve,’ murmured an intermittent commercial. 
‘4 o’clock, 4 o’clock’ droned the voice. Time to catch up with your friends and complete your odds and ends.’ 

Adam compliantly clambered up to his room. Once more the blue hue coated him in its comforting glow. He 
was once again online chatting to his friends and family confirming that they were well and happy. Switching to 
ePay, he scrolled through thousands of items, purchasing whatever his heart desired. 

His fingers stopped. In front of him, an advertisement, smaller and hidden behind the others. ‘Are you living the 
way you want to live your life?’ 

It showed a man outside, in the sun, lying on grass, with a content smile on his face. 

The computer glitched and the advertisement disappeared. In the back of his mind those same words kept 
churning over each other. He walked over to the iron plated window, a safety precaution for the house. He 
pushed the button to open it which was coated in layers of dust. It was ineffective. 

He opened the panel and manually overrode its programming. The rising blinds creaked reluctantly during their 
ascent and halted only a few inches from the bottom. Sunlight streamed through the slim slit under the blinds 
and the shadow of the window frame covered him. He tried the panel again to no avail. Perched beneath the 
window he looked out the wooden prison bars. He could only see the blue hue behind the blinding rays. 

Dejected, he chided himself for even hoping there was more to life. He returned to his computer. 

The house breathed a sigh of relief. Its occupant was unable to see what its prison bars are for what they were - 
many tiny doors that distracted him from its entirety. The house would have him for another day.
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Emily crouched down to view the lowest shelf of the bookcase, carefully clutching onto the many books she had 
already collected.

Emily, we are literally the last two people in library.” her sister, Gemma, frustratedly said, leaning on the wall at 
the end of the aisle and chewing, annoyingly loudly, her pink bubblegum, “Just pick a book already and drive me 
to Chloe’s party.”

Her phone chimed with a upbeat ringtone. “That’s probably her asking why I’m late,” she took out her phone 
from the back pocket of her unhealthily tight jeans, “and now I have to text her to let her know it is because my 
nerdy, indecisive old sister is checking every shelf in the library AGAIN!”

“Love you too, Gem.” mumbled Emily, eyes still fixated on the books lined up in front of her. She stretched her 
neck to rest her head on her right shoulder, reading the titles of the books printed on the spines. Emily continued 
to shuffle along the carpet, making her way closer to the end of the aisle. Abruptly, she stopped as she noticed 
a book had been shelved the wrong way, with the page edges facing towards the aisle, not the spine. Securing 
the books she had already claimed with a protective right arm and her chest, she reached her left hand to pull 
out the book.

“The Book by An Indecisive Author” was written on the cover, in a simple black font on a simple white 
background. Intrigued, Emily flipped the book to see its back cover, hoping to see a blurb of some sorts. Instead, 
the cover was also plain white. She placed the other books on the floor, in messy tower and crossed her tired 
legs on the carpet to sit. She turned to the first page…

Bright white light blinded her vision, forcing her to close her eyes. She only opened them once again when the 
stinging subsided. Gradually, in a foggy blur, the world around her returned to her senses. However, she was 
in the familiar aisle of the library no more, finding herself in a dark alleyway, with wailing sirens to be heard 
in the distance. She scrambled to her feet, hands ready to attack whatever strange thing that may lurk out of 
the twisted shadows. Instead, she discovered that there was no one there with her in the frightening alley. Her 
pulse began to rush, beating at an concerning speed, causing her face to start flushing bright red in the dark, 
cold night. Emily was afraid.

She let out a small shriek when her phone buzzed, lighting up with a text message on the lock screen.

“Look behind you…”

Emily bit her lip and slowly turned, shrinking in her skin, vulnerable and suspicious. Yet, even after a full turn, she 
could not find anyone, nor anything.

“Look down…”

The second text glowed. She did, only to find a tiny door, standing by itself, leading from nowhere to nowhere, 
placed oddly in the centre of the alley, like a lone stone on the pavement. The door was no larger than the size 
of her phone. Emily pushed the door open with her finger, causing it open and stay ajar. She could see the piles 
of her books, only they were huge. She moved to get a better angle and she could see her sister’s Gucci bag, 
ridiculously enlarged.

“What’s going on” Emily whispered to herself.

“Now, Detective Emily Jean-Clark. If you are in search for answers, return to the place where this all began. ”

As soon as Emily finished reading the message, her phone went out, glowing with a red “out-of-battery” 
symbol.

“The place where it all began…” she thought to herself, “Heck, I don’t even know where I am right now. But first 
thing is: I need shelter.” Emily marched into the main road in search of a hotel, or a police station at least.

By Moe Iwasawa
Year 11

At Every Page
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Instead, she found the library building across the street.

“Of course, the aisle in the library!” Emily realised. She ran across the street, climbed the sandstone steps and 
pushed the door to the building open…

The world suddenly turned to day and the library was packed with its usual local people. Emily smiled and 
waved at familiar faces as she quickly walked to the aisle in which she had found the book.

Carelessly, she turned the corner and collided with Peter Gerald, her high school crush of three years.

“Hi Emily!” he greeted, with that charismatic smile that Emily fallen for. “Have you read, “The Mysteries of a 
Fellow” by Jacob Moorekins?” he asked, turning the book to show it’s cover.

“Are you kidding? That’s my favourite book!” Emily responded in shock. She wondered if Peter had done this 
intentionally. Emily always carried the book to school and placed it on her desk, in chemistry class, when she sits 
next to Peter.

“Well, I’ve been standing here and reading it for hours.” he said with gleaming eyes. “Do you want to grab some 
coffee and talk about it?”

“Now?” Emily couldn’t believe her luck.

“Now.”

In that moment, she forgot about the strange encounters she had faced. Peter led the way to the entrance of the 
library and opened it for her like a true gentleman…

Suddenly a huge, green dragon landed in the main road, crushing two cars under its weight. Emily and Peter 
gasped in shock. An army of wizards and witches on brooms swooped by the tall gum trees, chanting usual 
enchantments and magical spells. Emily grabbed Peter’s hand and ran back indoors into the library.

With a blink, Emily was transported to a white room, with white walls and white floors, and a white ceiling. 
Peter was nowhere to be found. On the wall furthest away from Emily was a white door with a small black sign, 
reading “Conclusion”. She raced to it and twisted the small silver doorknob.

She opened the door.

An old woman with curly white hair and wrinkled skin sat in a burgundy armchair by the fireplace, carefully 
writing in a notebook, pen in hand.

“And with my final chapter,” she whispered as she wrote, “I conclude my thoughts. As a writer of many genres 
from mystery to romance, fantasy to non-fiction, I struggled to find the right style for my final work. So, I decided 
to write, about a mix of the lands that I created, in hope that one day, a reader will realise that at every page of 
a book is a door leading to a new and exciting world.” The woman’s hand came to a rest and, with a hearty sigh, 
she met eyes with Emily, giving her a wink, so slight it she might have missed it, and closed her book.

A warm light enveloped Emily, carried her gently away from the old woman. The light grew stronger, until 
Emily could see no more. A familiar chime of a ringtone woke her up in the aisle in the library. She turned to see 
Gemma, still texting with one hand and chewing on her gum. Noticing Emily staring at her, Gemma stopped 
chewing and looked up with annoyance.

“I’m done. Let’s go.”
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Shadows pour in through the windows, seeping underneath the curtain, flooding the room and smothering my 
vision. My eyes are wide as they strain to catch a glimpse of light. They flick left. Right. Up. Down. 

Nothing. 

The cold slithers into the room and bites my skin, seeking to make me shiver. But it’s too late. I am already 
shivering. From fear. From pain. I strain my ears, but no sounds reach them. I breath in and I smell nothing. I 
focus on feeling, yet I feel nothing.

Nothing but pain. Nothing but suffering. 

Those cruel voices start to echo in my head. It begins with a whisper, and then more whispers join until it 
becomes a deafening wave of sound; I let it engulf me.

A cold sweat forms on my skin, pushing me to shiver more intensely.

I clench my fist and feel the smooth objects in my hand shift. My throat constricts. My eyes squeeze shut. Tears 
drag their way down my face to drop to the ground, a slow steady stream of despair. I hear the light thuds as 
they hit the carpet. My heartbeat pounds in my ears, throbbing behind my eyes and pushing out my chest. I take 
a deep, shuddering breath, and feel the cold air’s icy fist take hold of me. I raise a trembling hand to my mouth, 
tip my head back and swallow hard. And when I let my hand fall…

Its empty.

Later… 

It shrieks along the hallways, wheels screaming in protest. Frenzied people haul it along, their breathing heavy. 
It screeches to a halt and switches are thrown, needles puncture the spasming body. Tubes are fed under the 
skin; fluids pumped into the veins. A gasping mouth is smothered with a mask and oxygen is forced down 
his throat. A rapid and piercing sound thrums from a nearby machine, the line on display wildly rising and 
falling. A body is torn apart to be repaired. The swarm of people around it waits, eyes glued to the monitor as 
the fluids worm around the body. Within his veins a battle rages, the chemicals draining his life from him are 
battered with the cure. Beneath lowered lids his eyes roll about. His lungs suck in the stale air and expel it with 
shuddering breaths. Dark circles ring his eyes, gaunt cheeks lie beneath. The shuddering ceases, the eyes lie still 
and the rasping breaths relax. The line on the monitor tames and breaths of relief from the observers wash over 
the boy.

Sensing all is well, the crowd disperses.

And he is left alone.

His eyes open, dark irises surrounded by streaks of red. His pupils constrict under the harsh light. The rhythmic 
thrumming floats to his ears. His eyes search desperately around him, seeking someone, anyone. A staccato 
rhythm of taps and the heavier slapping of shoes echo down the hall towards him, feet flying with panic. A 
sobbing mother enters to see her son lying before her, tubes fed into him and bloodshot eyes peering at her. Too 
relieved to utter a word she embraces him as best she can despite the obstacles. A weeping father grasps the 
cold hand of his son. The son locks a pained gaze with each of them, an apology and a plea for help flowing 
from his eyes. Silently they reach an agreement. Things must become better.

By Connor Greig
Year 11

A Brush with Death
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He stared at his reflection and saw someone broken. But not lost. Not anymore. The need to rebuild was 
foremost in his mind. For months he had stayed indoors, confined to consider what had passed and what was 
to come. His brush with death had given him a new perspective, a new hope. Seeing how his parents needed 
him gave him his drive to start over, not only to live, but to prosper. The road to this new life stretched out before 
him and the climb to these new heights loomed over him.

His return to society was not a grand entrance. He set his jaw, took a deep breath and with head held high, he 
strode into school once more. Immediately eyes locked onto him, and words began to circle around. Encouraging 
but nervous smiles were thrown his way, some faces were filled with sadness, some remained blank but there 
were no longer hateful gazes. No smug faces loomed above him and no hands shoved him around, no fists or 
feet struck him. Perhaps words still swirled around him, but they were no longer the malicious words that tore at 
his very spirit. He focused his gaze forwards and it settled on his previous tormentor. He stopped before him and 
saw a sinking ship, remorse and despair was plastered over his face and his eyes were filled with sadness and 
regret. Before he could stammer out his apology the boy clasped his shoulder, looked him in the face and said. 

“Let the past stay where it belongs.” 

He gave as reassuring a smile as he could and as he walked away he could feel a shift in the mood, pity was 
replaced with respect and admiration. In his mind, he saw the darkness in his mind fleeing from the flame which 
roared into life, stumbling out as their escape route constricted. When the last of his demons slithered out, the 
opening was sealed by an ever-shrinking tiny door which dissipated into nothingness. The ice that had been 
thriving in the shadowy recesses of his mind melted under the newfound fire, and a wave of warmth flowed 
through him. 

And suddenly, the path before him seemed a lot shorter.
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She is my everything. Her flowing blonde hair, her crystal blue eyes, the way that she gets a dimple on only her 
left cheek when she smiles. The way she always picks a new ice-cream flavour, never having the same one 
twice saying, “Life is only boring when you let it be”. I had asked her to marry me on the pier by the sea. Through 
trembling lips and with tears blinding her she said yes and fell forward into my arms. We had been planning to 
have the wedding on the same pier, 3 months from when I had proposed. My life was looking so amazing, then, 
in one day it all changed. She died.

I cross over the road, ice cream in hand and when I reach the other side I look back. She’s smiling her world 
stopping smile, the dimple in her cheek is showing, her hair is loose and free. She’s staring at me as she crosses 
the road, she continuous to stare at me as the black SUV runs through the red light slamming directly into her. 
Her body crumples to the ground. I rush over, cradling her head in my lap. The life being ripped out of her, with 
each rasping breath until . . . there is nothing more. The only sound is my sobs, she is silent, still. The world I 
knew was shattered, fragmented, in pieces.

My life is falling apart. I lost my job, I can’t afford to pay my bills, I’m spending more and more time at the pub, 
staring longingly into the dregs of my beer. I’ve pushed all my friends away, even though I know they are only 
trying to help. I just can’t stop thinking about what happened. How just moments before we had bought ice 
cream. How we were talking about what to have for dinner that night. How she died in my arms. How the man 
in the back seat of the car had told his driver to just “continue on”. I’ve done some digging on the man and I 
found out all I can about him. His name is Troy Roberts, he lives in a pent house in the high end part of town. He 
is extremely wealthy and has shares in almost every major company so his money just continues to grow. I have 
become consumed by this man, having to know everything about him. I seek revenge. Revenge for what he took 
from me. I have followed him around and learned his daily routines. It would be too easy to slip a knife through 
his ribs, to put a bullet through his brain but I can’t let him off that easy. He must suffer the way I’m suffering 
now, he must lose everything.

There is one thing I haven’t been able to find out about this man. What is inside his vault. He visits it every day 
so there must be something important in there but it seems no one knows what it is. I even went up to the bank 
manager but he didn’t even know. Apparently Troy has a special deal with the owner of the whole banking 
company. The vault is absolutely huge, custom made from Germany with a door 4 feet thick and is big enough 
to live in. It’s got an ironic nickname, Tiny Door. Whatever is in there, it must be very valuable to him especially 
since he needs to visit it every day.

It’s been two and a half months since she died. I have the plan all ready and set to go. I initiate phase 1. I go and 
speak with the bank manager, asking to set up an account with access to a private vault. He agrees, maybe 
because I’m wearing a very nice ‘borrowed’ suit. I ask to inspect the vault I’ll be given and follow him down to 
the lower levels of the bank. Tiny Door is still another floor down but I bide my time and follow along placidly. 
The bank manager shows me around and opens up my vault. It’s a tiny little thing only made for holding small 
items like jewellery. You need to pay extra or show what you have, that you want to store, if you want a larger 
vault. After he’s done showing me and I pretend to be interested, I claim that I need to go to the bathroom. I 
pretend I’m busting so that when he tells me to head back upstairs to the public bathrooms I can shake my head 
and he believes me so that he takes his key off from around his neck and gestures me towards a staff only door. 
“I’ve got to head back to the front now cause I have a business meeting just go back the way we went in when 
you done.” “Sure thing” I reply. When I enter the bathrooms I cant help but have a grin on my face, the plan is 
going well. 

By Zac Haley
Year 11
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One of my drinking buddies is the one that the manager is having the meeting with and I already know from the 
blueprints of this building that I’ll be able to go down to the Tiny Vault through a service access door.

I make sure to wait a a minute just to be sure that the bank manager is gone and then creep out and down the 
service hatch. As I go through it I see these strange large tubes, its almost as if they are pumping large amounts 
of gas or liquid down here. I reach Tiny Door. The Vault seems even bigger in person then it does just hearing 
about its size. It must weigh thousands of tons. I pull my rucksack off my back and take out a very special 
chemical formula and a tube. This chemical mixture is so acidic it can melt right through metal. However, in order 
to place it on I have a custom built straw made of a special compound that is resistant to the acid. I carefully 
place the straw to the main holding bolt and slowly, carefully drip the acid in.

Once I’m through I step forward and am amazed by what’s inside. There is a massive room with a table and 
chairs. A huge pill cabinet at the back, a bathroom, even a large flat screen tv! I am absolutely dumbfounded but 
am quickly brought back to my senses when I hear a young female voice say, “You’re not one of my doctors”. I 
snap towards the sound and am even further shocked when I see what appears to be a ghost. A totally white 
figure dressed in a white gown looking about 16 years old. Now it all makes sense. The reason for the large 
pipes, why Tiny Door was so big and especially why Troy came here every day. His daughter was living inside. I 
start up a conversation with her and find out that she’s practically a prisoner down her. Only once a year is she 
allowed outside because of how protective her father is of her. I realise that I don’t need to take anything from 
Troy Roberts, he is already broken enough as he is.




