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Foreword
From the Commissioner, Mark Morrissey

It gives me great pleasure to publish the 

outstanding entries in this year’s Young 

Creative Writers Awards which have been 

selected by our highly regarded judging panel. 

As Commissioner for Children and Young 

People, an important aspect of my role is 

to promote and advocate for the rights and 

wellbeing of all Tasmanian children and young 

people. These Awards aim to foster, recognise 

and reward children and young people’s 

creative expression. They also provide an 

engaging way to raise awareness and respect 

for children’s rights among Tasmanian children, 

young people and their communities.  

This year I encouraged young writers to 

explore the theme of “fairness and respect” as 

they worked on their entries. This theme, which 

comes up frequently in my conversations with 

children around the state, recognises the right 

of all children and young people to be treated 

fairly and with respect – whatever their race, 

religion or ability, whatever they think or say, 

and whatever type of family they come from. 

We all have rights. This means that everyone, 

including children and young people, have a 

responsibility to respect other people’s rights. 

I am privileged and delighted to have 

had the opportunity to read the many 

thoughtful and unique poems and stories 

which were submitted by many passionate 

young writers from around Tasmania. I was 

struck by their wisdom, compassion and 

kindness. The outstanding entries selected 

for publication in this small anthology show 

very clearly that young Tasmanians have 

a keen and often unique understanding 

of concepts like fairness and respect.  

By publishing these short stories and poems, 

I hope also that children and young people 

will be inspired to read, engage with and 

reflect on the wonderful stories and poems 

written by their peers on this beautiful island. 

I was delighted this year to support the 

Tasmanian Writers’ Centre to offer creative 

writing workshops for children and young 

people at LINCs and libraries around the 

state during the July school holidays.  

The specially designed workshops saw 

established Tasmanian writers, the Story 

Island Project and writing students from 

the University of Tasmania working with 

around 350 young writers and story tellers 

in places such as Currie, Queenstown 

and Glenorchy. The Awards were also 

offered this year as an online Learning 

Destination through Tasmania’s Children’s 

University. I look forward to continuing and 

strengthening these collaborations in 2017. 

My heartfelt thanks go to the members of this 

year’s judging panel – Robin Banks (Tasmania’s 

Anti–Discrimination Commissioner), Matt 

Deighton (editor of The Mercury); and 

Tasmanian writer, Danielle Wood (who also 

writes for children under the pen–name 

Angelica Banks) – for their invaluable 

expertise and support for these Awards. 

Finally, but of course most importantly, 

I thank every young writer who entered 

this year’s Awards and acknowledge the 

many parents, teachers and others who 

have supported their children and students 

to prepare and submit their entries. 

Mark Morrissey
Commissioner for Children and Young People
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The Judging Panel

Danielle Wood is an award-winning 
author whose books include The 
Alphabet of Light and Dark, Rosie 
Little’s Cautionary Tales for Girls and 
Mother Grimm. Along with Heather 
Rose, she is ‘Angelica Banks’, author of 
the internationally acclaimed Tuesday 
McGillycuddy adventure trilogy for 
children: Finding Serendipity, A Week 
Without Tuesday and Blueberry 
Pancakes Forever. Danielle teaches 
writing at the University of Tasmania.

The English writer Colin Wilson once wrote: 

‘Imagination should be used not to escape 

reality but to create it’. After judging this year’s 

entries in the Commissioner for Children’s 

Creative Writing Prize, both halves of Angelica 

Banks have decided they would like to live 

in a reality created by the imagination of the 

many young Tasmanians who took the time 

to put pen to paper and submit their work for 

readers to enjoy. These young writers have 

imagined themselves into lives that may be 

very different from their own. In considering 

the themes of fairness and respect, some 

have imagined what it is like to be older than 

they are presently, and some have imagined 

what it is like to live far from this small island, 

while others have imagined themselves 

into the skin of other animals. All, however, 

have imagined how things could be better 

than they presently are. Angelica Banks 

congratulates the competition’s winners, and 

all the entrants, on their stories, and hopes 

that there will be many, many more to come.

Words from Angelica Banks  

(the writing partnership of  

Danielle Wood and Heather Rose)

Robin Banks has been Tasmania’s Anti-
Discrimination Commissioner since 
July 2010. Robin came to the role with 
extensive experience in human rights 
and discrimination law and policy, as 
well as public policy development 
and advocacy, public interest law and 
access to justice.  She has worked 
with a range of equality seeking 
groups including people with disability 
(including mental illness), young 
people, Aboriginal people and Torres 
Strait Islanders, people experiencing 
homelessness and visible and ethnic 
minority groups. She has worked in the 
public, not-for-profit and government 
sector, including for a year in Canada 
at the Canadian Human Rights 
Commission. All of those experiences 
have shaped the approaches she has 
implemented in her current role.

Matt Deighton is a journalist with more 
than 25 years experience. A multi 
award-winning reporter, he has been 
editor of The Mercury for the past three 
years and is a former long-time editor-
in-chief of Messenger Community 
News in South Australia. His passion is 
local journalism and media campaigns 
which help build communities.

Danielle Wood

Robin Banks

Matt Deighton

If Only… by Aloisia Barry

Congratulations  
to our overall most 
outstanding entry



8 years and under
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Jo’s New House 
by Eva Thomas 

Hi, my name’s Josephine but most 
people call me Jo. I’m six years old. My 
family and friends’ names are Josie, 
John, Jeff, Jess, Joan and little Josepher. 
I like playing in the bush around my 
neighbourhood, especially playing in tall 
trees. I love to eat sausages, potatoes, 
bananas, wraps, apples… 1, 6, 4 of my 
favourite foods. Sorry, I can’t count very 
well.  I have fuzzy, dark hair that I have 
trouble keeping tidy, and big brownish 
eyes. I like to think of myself as pretty.   
 I moved into the neighborhood last 
September because my parents thought 
it was getting too dangerous and windy 
in our old neighbourhood. In the new 
place, we had a great view, now, over the 
Derwent River, the city and the bushy 
valley under Kunanyi.  Dad was so excited 
when we arrived that he nearly screamed 
his head off! Our new home was very 
safe, and made out of wood, with great 
places to go on windy days. There were 
so many friends nearby to play with, and 
because it was so close to the city it was 
easier for mum and dad to get our food.  
 That was my good life. The reason I’m 
telling you this story is because I want to 
tell you about when my life changed.   
 “Hi! Welcome to the neighbourhood!” 
said my new neighbour, John.    
 John was only three weeks older than 
me, he had a bit lighter hair than me and 
he had four brothers, so it was nice for 
him to hang around with a girl.  
 “Do you want to come and 
see something?” he asked 

 “Totally! But where are we going?” 
 “That’s a secret. Come on,”  
whispered John. 
 We walked and ran and walked and 
scampered and scurried until we were 
there. We were in heaven, I was sure of it!   
 “Now look over here, this is where all 
the good stuff is,” said John. 
 I couldn’t believe it. There were two 
massive containers covered with writing 
that I couldn’t read. Anyway, inside there 
was food! And loads of it! And a big 
playground! We played and ate and ate 
and played and we had a great time. 
 We scampered home fast and on 
the way we heard a piercing crash! We 
were very scared but we knew we were 
going to be safe at home. We arrived at 
home to find… nothing!  Instead of our 
home we saw a mess of scattered wood. 
We heard logs being put on a huge fire, 
and chuckling voices. We smelt thick, 
yucky smoke. We felt lonely, scared, 
worried and not safe. We snuggled up 
under a big tree thinking about our 
families and hoping that they were 
safe. We hope our next home will be 
respected. It’s hard being a possum.  

The moral of this story:  Jo and 
John and all their friends want 
you to respect wildlife.

WINNER
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I hold my breath as the final seconds tick 
down. Only one minute to go in the final 
soccer game of this season. The score 
is even – we need a goal now to win the 
game. We need something amazing!  
 But this story really begins way back at 
the beginning of the soccer season, when 
the teams were being chosen. My name is 
Bobby, but my nick name is Speedy (my 
friends say it suits me because I am very 
fast – it’s fun being fast on the soccer 
field!). My best friend’s name is Nathaniel. 
Although we both love soccer, Nathaniel 
isn’t on my team because people say that 
he is brown and that brown people can’t 
play soccer with us. His skin is a different 
colour to mine because his mum is 
Aboriginal. But I think that it’s not fair to 
say that brown people can’t play soccer. 
I think they are great at soccer. In fact, I 
think they are awesome at soccer, in fact 
– I know Nathaniel is!   
 Even though he hasn’t been on our 
team for this whole soccer season, 
Nathaniel has been watching us every 
week at training and during games. 
He cheers for us and plays with us at 
lunchtime at school, and he even has the 
right soccer gear to wear. He puts on his 
team strip, his shorts, shin pads and his 
long socks. He laces up his soccer boots 
tight so they don’t come undone. He’s 
wearing all his gear today – the day of  
the finals. 
 Our team has been waiting for this 
moment all season.  It is finally the day 
of the last match and Nathaniel is there 
to watch as usual. It is in the last quarter 
and the score is one all. Our team’s 
defence has been fighting hard to keep 
the opposition’s strikers from scoring, and 

our goal keeper has been doing really 
well too. But we’re getting tired out here. 
Suddenly our coach and shouts “Sub!  
Nathaniel is on our team now!  We need 
to give him a go on the field.”  
 I give Nathaniel a high five as he races 
out – it’s great having my best friend on 
the team! Now there is only one minute 
left. The opposition is about to score but 
Nathaniel stops the goal! He keeps the 
ball close and runs straight down the line, 
dodging the opposition’s defence as they 
come at him. Suddenly he’s at the other 
end of the field! He lines up the ball and 
takes a shot. It’s an amazing kick! We all 
hold our breath and watch as the ball flies 
through the air . . .  it’s in!  Hooray!   
 Three seconds later the ref blows 
the whistle and the game ends. We’ve 
won!  Nathaniel and me and the rest 
of the team leap around and hug each 
other. We’re a team! It doesn’t matter 
what colour we are – we all love soccer 
and playing together. Sports like soccer 
mean everyone can join in and have a 
go, and that’s what being fair is all about. 
Even if things are different between 
us (like Nathaniel has brown skin and 
mine is white, or Nathaniel is awesome 
at kicking goals and I’m super fast), we 
can learn to respect the abilities that we 
each have. We can each play a big part 
in what makes our team work so well. I’m 
so happy that we won the final, but the 
best part is that everyone on my team 
and everyone watching the game knows 
that we are all the same no matter what 
colour we are – that’s best prize of all!  

My Soccer Story
by Jasper Kamphuis

HONOURABLE 
MENTION
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Once there was a monkey called Joe. 
He drank all the water in the water hole. 
All the other animals – an elephant 
called Charlie, a parrot called Steve and 
a giraffe called Peter – said, “We really 
need to do something about Joe.” 

The next day Joe went to the water hole 
to drink some more water but because 
he’d been so greedy there was none 
left. Joe felt really sad. The other three 
animals said, “That’s how we feel when 
you drink all the water in the water hole.”

Rain came and filled up the water 
hole. From that day on Joe never 
drank more than he should.

The end. 

The Greedy Monkey
by Tom Dawkins

HONOURABLE 
MENTION
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A big bright animal glides across the 
water. Strange people, painted with 
white ochre greet us at the shore with 
smiles and a strange way of grabbing 
our hands and shaking them. 

We show them our camps and they ask 
permission to use land to make camps of 
their own. We ask them kindly not to use 
our sacred land and they happily oblige. 

We share meals together. Our tribe 
shows them our best hunting grounds, 
and they show us their ways of getting 
food. They show us some fruits that we 
find peculiar, and we show them berries 
that they thought would kill them. 

We dance for them around fires with 
our didgeridoos, and they show us their 
instruments. We sing them songs and 
tell them stories that have been passed 
through our family for generations. We 
slowly learn each other’s languages. 

They live with us in peace and 
friendship from then until today.

... if only.

If Only…
by Aloisia Barry OVERALL 

WINNER
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1

Central African Republic

“Gorilla” whispered David.  
 Belvie bubbled with laughter.  
 “Be quiet or I won’t be your best friend 
anymore,” she giggled, hitting him with 
her maths homework.  
 She and her best friend David were 
sitting on a big rock in David’s back 
garden. Even though it was fun thinking 
up rude things about her Grandmother, 
she knew that she had to get her division 
work to her teacher tomorrow or there 
would be trouble.  
 “But you have to agree that she is very 
hairy,” David said seriously.  
 Belvie cracked up. So did David. They 
were so loud that David’s mother came 
out. Belvie liked David’s mother. She 
looked like a princess, with special orange 
beads in her hair and a very pretty orange 
coat that she sometimes let Belvie try on. 
Belvie’s hair had tight frizzy curls that she 
wore woven into little braids. 
 “You making fun of Belvie’s lovely 
Grandmother, David?” said his Mum with 
raised eyebrows. “Even if you do have 
more hair in different places, you always 
have the right to fairness and respect, 
and that means not being talked about 
behind your back.”  
 David giggled and was sent to  
his room.  
 On her way home, Belvie thought 
about what David’s mother had said. 
Had she and David been mean to Gran? 
Would Papa find out? She gulped. When 
she got home she went straight to her 
room. She did her division homework 
right until dinner when Papa got home. 
At dinner Belvie avoided conversation. 
All went well until Papa asked, “How’s 
that naughty friend of yours Belvie? Not 

Belvie’s Story
by Christina Rossi-Dyer

RUNNER UP

causing any more trouble is he?” 
 Belvie gulped.  
 “Good”, she muttered, staring down at 
her yam stew.  
 “Actually, I was talking to David’s mum 
on my way home,” Papa said.  
 Belvie hoped her stew would suck  
her up.  
 Her Papa continued, “She said that 
David is going to start choir tomorrow. 
You’ll like having him in the choir, Belvie, 
won’t you?”  
 Belvie smiled and nodded. Choir was 
her favourite thing. Belvie carried her 
plate to the kitchen. The sooner she got 
to sleep, the sooner choir would start.

2

The next day, instead of deciding what 
tree to climb after school or where to 
make their mud pies, Belvie and David 
spent their break time talking about choir. 
Belvie told him which songs they were 
singing, and how they had to stand in two 
lines, and how once a year they sang in 
the centre of the village so their families 
could see what their children had learnt. 
 After school, Belvie, David and 
some other children walked down to 
the church. Belvie was buzzing with 
excitement. Finally she could share her 
favourite thing with her best friend, but 
when they reached the church her choir 
teacher was leaving.  
 “Has choir started yet?” Belvie asked.  
 “No. You must go straight home,” the 
teacher said.  
 “Why?” Belvie asked.  
 “Just go as fast as you can and don’t 
stop,” she answered.  
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Belvie’s Story by Christina Rossi-Dyer 

 Belvie and David ran home. When they 
got to David’s house his Mum was waiting 
for him. She pulled David inside. 
 To Belvie, she said, “Be a good girl and 
run straight home. Go!”  
 Belvie was almost home when she 
saw lots of adults running in different 
directions. Some were carrying little 
children and some were carrying their 
belongings. When she reached her house 
she saw men with guns coming out. She 
saw Gran running towards her, two small 
bags under her arm.  
 “Come with me” Gran said, grabbing 
Belvie’s hand.  
 “Where’s Papa?” Belvie asked, running 
with Gran.  
 “He has gone to help some families 
escape,” Gran said.  
 “From what?” Belvie asked, but Gran 
didn’t answer.  
 Suddenly a big truck full of men in 
special suits holding guns drove past. 
Gran grabbed Belvie and jumped into 
a bush. Five other people were already 
there so it was a squish. Belvie landed 
with her face flat in the mud – the mud 
that she and David used to make mud 
pies; the mud that she walked to school 
in every day; the mud that Gran turned 
in her veggie patch. She didn’t dare 
move, breathe or speak. She felt her 
heart beating in her throat. She feared 
that the men with guns would hear it. 
She closed her eyes and then heard 
an ear splitting scream. She prayed 
that this would not be the end…

3

Australia

“Gorilla” Ryan said.  
 It was long ago when David and Belvie 
used that word on Gran in Africa. And 
now, three years later, an Australian kid 
in an Australian school was using the 
same word except towards Belvie. Sarah 
squeezed her hand.  
 “Go away or I am telling on you,” Sarah 
said, giving Ryan her evil stare. 
 He shrugged.  
 “Dibber Dobber,” he said, but still 
walked away.  
 “Thanks,” Belvie said to her friend.  
 Sarah smiled. “What do you think 
friends are for?”  
 Later, Belvie opened her new diary: a 
birthday present from Gran. She began 
writing: A lot has happened in the past 
three years. For starters, I have a new 
‘Aunt’ called Dorsia. We now live with 
her and her three children in Australia. 
Sometimes we play games together 
that we learnt in the refugee camps. We 
haven’t heard from Papa, and Gran says 
we probably never will, but I believe that 
one day I will. I haven’t heard from David 
either and sometimes I wonder if he 
misses me as much as I miss him. I still like 
singing.  I’m in a new choir at school and 
my choir teacher says I’ve got a strong 
voice fit for opera. Most importantly, I 
know this: no matter whatever country 
you’re from, no matter whatever colour 
your skin is, or which religion you choose, 
or even how much hair you have – Belvie 
stopped writing for a moment, and 
giggled – you always have the right to 
be treated with fairness and respect. 
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Every day, at lunch and recess we play 
four square. Four square, for those of you 
that don’t know, is a really popular game. 
You need a ball (usually a basketball), 
four or more players and an area that – 
you can probably predict this – is divided 
into four squares. The four squares are 
the places where four people stand (if 
you have any more than four players 
they go in line and wait for someone to 
get out). There are five positions you can 
hold: king, queen, knight, peasant and 
line. The aim of the game is to stay alive 
in the most powerful spot you can get. 
 Anyway, every time we play, our 
fun game gets disturbed by Gordon. 
Everyone hates him, except some of the 
teachers, who appear to see nothing 
wrong with him at all. Gordon has big 
black eyes like ash, a nose that has a 
thread of snot dangling from hosepipe 
nostrils, and a big round body that 
looks like fat but is actually all muscle. 
He eats five hamburgers every day and 
after school he has boxing lessons. He 
is currently second for his age in the 
Australian championships, which is quite 
a big achievement because there are 
100,000 competitors. Gordon thinks he’s 
the king of the school. Which is kind of 
annoying because he makes himself in 
charge. He throws his weight around  
the place. 
 Let me tell you about some of things 
Gordon has done in the past to me 
and my friends: kicked the ball away, 
sworn at anyone who would listen, 
punched anyone who said stop, and 
disturbed any fun within 10 meters of 
him. Basically, he doesn’t show any 
respect to anyone. No matter what.

HONOURABLE 
MENTION 

 Last Wednesday, it all changed. It was 
a nice sunny day and my friends and I 
were playing four square. Patrick was in 
king when then the ball went over the 
fence. I went to get it. It seemed to be 
stuck between two tree trunks. It took a 
while to get it out, and when I got back 
with the ball I saw Gordon walking over. 
 “Oh no.” I thought. “Who’s he going to 
swear at this time?”  
 Gordon looked daggers at me. 
 “What do you want?” asked Patrick in a 
half-frightened, half-defensive way.  
 Patrick is a good friend. Patrick has a 
very round head and lots of brown hair 
that always has one or two visible nits. 
He has a very straight body with stumpy 
little legs poking out. He had tiny fat arms 
that look like cannons. His only problem is 
that he has a very quick temper.  
 Gordon pulled a face. You could 
tell he thought this conversation was 
unnecessary. He rose like a silverback 
gorilla meeting its challenger.   
 “All I wanted, idiot, was to join in this 
stupid game.” 
 “Well if you think it is stupid, then clear 
off!” shouted Patrick. 

Gordon
Leo Thomas
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Gordon by Leo Thomas 

 I looked at Gordon and then Patrick. 
Patrick was being just as mean as 
Gordon. They weren’t showing any 
respect to each other at all; they were just 
like sea gulls fighting over chips at the 
dock. I said to Patrick in a small voice, 
 “Maybe he just wants to play.”  
 Patrick said, “I bet he just wants to 
swear and kick the ball away”. He thought 
for a moment. “I’m not playing if  
he’s playing.”  
 He turned to leave. I had to act quickly.  
 “OK then. Hey, Gordon you can 
play with us if there is no swearing or 
punching or hitting or kicking,” I said.  
 Patrick stopped and looked over  
his shoulder. 
 “You’re on man!” shouted Gordon. 
He seemed happier now. 
 “You have to start in line though,” said 
Patrick, grudgingly walking back to the 
king square.  
 Gordon made a threatening move but 
stopped half way through, as if choosing 
between two desserts on a menu.  
 “OK,” he said, in a voice I had never 
heard from him before. Well he might 
have used it before, but, well, whoever 
listens to Gordon? 

 “I only kicked the ball away because 
you guys never let me play. All I wanted 
was to join in the game,” mumbled 
Gordon under his breath. 
 Then I realised that it was our fault 
that we were being bullied. And we were 
blaming it on him. That wasn’t fair.  
 “No. Don’t you apologise. We do. We 
are sorry for not letting you in the game. 
We should have let you play,” I said. 
 “It’s OK, guys,” he replied with a smile.  
 And from then on we 
have played together.
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I think fairness is when you do not exclude anyone and try to treat everyone equally.  
I think respect is when you respect everything about other people,  
respect their ideas, and look after people who are less fortunate. 

I am 10 years old and I live in Australia. 
My big brother is annoying and mean. 

He takes my things without asking and calls me rude things. 
When he throws things at me I say ‘stop doing that’ and  

He says ‘stop doing what?’ 
It’s unfair that he does this just because I’m smaller.

I am 10 years old and I have no home. 
I wish I could live in a house like all my friends. 

My one blanket is not enough to make me feel warm at night. 
Without a pillow my head is always hurting. 

It’s not fair that we don’t have as much as other people.

I am 10 years old and I wear a head scarf. 
The women in my family wear these as part of our religion. 

When people ask me why I wear a scarf I say because I want to. 
I think people should respect my choice.

I am 10 years old and my country says girls don’t need to go to school. 
When my brothers are at school doing who knows what,  

I’m at work making toys and soccer balls for everyone but me. 
After work my hands are so sore they feel numb and I can’t feel my fingers. 
I think it is very unfair that girls in my country aren’t allowed to go to school.

I am 10 years old and my country is at war. 
I can hear the gunshots near my house. 

I wonder if my dad is still alive. 
My mother says we might have to move soon, to a country that is safe. 

Why don’t other people respect our decisions and leave our country alone?

Lots of children have to deal with these things every day.  
We can help them by treating everyone we meet with fairness and 
respect and we can support people who try to help make children 

safe and happy in Australia and all around the world.

 

I am 10 Years Old
Phoebe Thiessen HONOURABLE 

MENTION 
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Friendship Disaster
by Ashley Walker

Brooklyn raced outside to the school 
playground clutching her lunchbox, her 
heart pounding. She swung herself up the 
freezing cold monkey bars, finishing in a 
sitting position at the top. She smoothed 
down her checkered school dress, and 
proudly glanced at her leather shoes that 
she had polished the day before.   
 Brooklyn looked down from her perch. 
The school yard was almost deserted, as 
most people were still getting lunch from 
the tuck shop. The Australian flag swayed 
in the early morning air. The screech of a 
sulphur-crested cockatoo shuddered in 
the distance.  Brooklyn strained her dark 
brown eyes, trying to distinguish every 
face that walked out of the rainbow-
painted school door.  
 It wasn’t long before she found the 
gang she was looking for. Chelsey 
was at the centre, strolling across the 
playground, scattering frightened 
kindergarteners in all directions. 
Surrounding Chelsey were several girls 
also in year three, all shoving to get closer 
to the tall, blonde girl with the bluest  
eyes possible.  
 As the giggling girls drew closer, 
Brooklyn put on her happiest smile and 
waved at Chelsey. Chelsey rolled her eyes 
at Brooklyn but still swung herself up next 
to her. Chelsey’s admirers pushed each 
other, desperate to find a space on the 
crowded monkey bars. 
 Brooklyn noticed Monty sitting alone 
on the other side of the oval, and turned 
to Chelsey.  
 “Why isn’t Monty playing with us?”  
she asked. 
 Chelsey’s angelic face contorted into a 
sneer. “I don’t know about you, but I want 
a break from her pathetic little voice!” 

 Monty was small, shy and very loyal. 
Brooklyn felt like telling Chelsey that it 
was wrong to exclude Monty just because 
of her lisp but didn’t want to make 
Chelsey mad at her. 
 The reason Brooklyn had gone to 
the effort to polish her shoes, wash 
her normally stained dress and sprint 
outside so quickly was because it was 
the second Monday of April. On the 
second Monday of every month, Chelsey 
revealed her friend list. Brooklyn was sure 
she would be Chelsey’s best friend this 
time. Brooklyn had given all her recess to 
Chelsey for over a month, bought her a 
silver watch, which had cost her lifetime 
of savings, and helped her to cheat in  
a test.  
 Chelsey held up the piece of scented 
purple paper high as if it was a trophy. 
The whole playground fell silent. 
Onlookers gathered around, eager  
to witness the drama that Chelsey  
dished out. 
 “I have finished the list of my new 
friends!” Chelsey said, twisting a lock of 
her long, soft mane. 
 She passed the note to the girl on her 
right and then began the scramble of 
girls ripping the note out of each-others 
fingers, desperate to see the list. Brooklyn 
lunged for the list several times, but was 
always by another girl. Finally, Brooklyn 
was given the list. Her heart beat wildly as 
she looked down at the paper. She traced 
her finger down all the names. Her chest 
plummeted when she got to her name.  
It was dead last.  
 Chelsey unsympathetically shooed 
away the crying few that had not made it 
to the list at all. 

HONOURABLE 
MENTION
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 Brooklyn’s fists shook uncontrollably. 
How could I be Chelsey’s last best friend? 
A girl snatched the list out of Brooklyn’s 
hand. Brooklyn opened her mouth and 
turned to Chelsey, who smiled sweetly 
back into Brooklyn’s disappointed face.  
 “Why are you so sad? Are you not 
happy with my decisions or have I made 
a mistake?” she asked. “Now, don’t be shy, 
I won’t bite your head off for pointing out 
a mistake.”  
 Brooklyn sighed with relief. She was 
glad Chelsey was so understanding. “Well, 
I’m sure there must be a mistake! I can’t 
be last!” Brooklyn whispered. 
 Chelsey looked back at her. Chelsey’s 
face was no longer smiling. It was 
smirking! 
 “What’s that?!” Chelsey said, raising 
her voice. The company on the monkey 
bars turned to face her. “What? Brooklyn, 
you think I made a mistake? How rude!” 
Chelsey paused. “A person with that kind 
of attitude doesn’t deserve to hang out 
with us! Who agrees?”  
 Every one of the others raised their 
hands. A few discreetly mouthed ‘sorry’, 
but that was it. Chelsey tricked me! 
Brooklyn opened her mouth to retort but 
the uncaring eyes bored into her flesh. 
She swung down like she didn’t care one 
bit, but the truth was she did. They don’t 
care about me. They are not my friends. 
She walked across the oval and slumped 
next to Monty, both of them miserable 
from Chelsey’s harsh treatment. They sat 
together in silence. 

 Brooklyn felt a tap on her shoulder. 
She turned around, so did Monty. Behind 
them was a freckle-faced, wispy haired 
girl, and an olive-skinned boy with 
very dirty, grass-stained knees. Both of 
them were smiling. It took a moment to 
recognise Mia and Rory. In all her years 
at Bottlebrush Primary, Brooklyn hadn’t 
really gotten to know anyone else in her 
grade except Chelsey and her gang. 
 “Wanna play together?” Mia asked. 
Brooklyn and Monty nodded and Mia  
and Rory lead them over to a dry stretch 
of grass. 
 “What should we do?” Rory asked.  
 Monty pointed over to the ladybug 
tree. “Let’s make a ladybug hotel!”  
 “Awesome!” exclaimed Mia and Rory in 
unison. They laughed.  
 The four scampered up to the ladybug 
tree. Mia bent to collect sticks, Rory dug 
out a trench to make a swimming pool, 
Monty squirted water from her drink-
bottle to fill the trench, and Brooklyn 
gently swept a dozen ladybugs onto her 
hand. Brooklyn’s newly found friends 
worked together to create a beautiful 
ladybug hotel. The finished product  
was magnificent.  
 Brooklyn grinned with absolute joy. 
She had felt happier playing with Monty, 
Mia and Rory for a few short minutes 
then she had with Chelsey for years put 
together. Monty, Mia and Rory cared 
about her. These were her real friends! 

Friendship Disaster by Ashley Walker
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Consequential Karma
by Bella Nettlefold

“Ew, move over.”  
 Brielle squishes herself against the  
car door. 
  “I don’t even know why I’m sitting next 
to you.” She rolls her eyes.  
 “Cos Mum’s got bags in the front?”  
Zac suggests.  
 “You are so annoying” Brielle says, 
returning her attention to her phone.  
 “Brielle Frances Gordon, be nice to 
your brother” their mum chides. 
 “Whatever,” Brielle mutters. 

“Thanks, Mum.”  
 Sophie Gordon gives a tight smile. 
“I’ve got a really crucial meeting today, 
I normally wouldn’t ask you have Brielle 
and Zac, but the neighbours are away 
and I don’t feel comfortable leaving the 
kids home alone.” 
 “It’s no trouble, darling, no trouble,” 
Granny Jones assures her daughter. “You 
head off now. Kids, come inside and wave 
to your mother.”  
 She ushers the siblings in the door. 
Zac waves frantically and calls goodbye 
to his mum. Brielle rolls her eyes again 
and plonks herself down on a chair in the 
lounge room.  
 “Hey, Brielle, d’you wanna play Hot 
Wheels with me and Granny?” Zac asks 
excitedly. “Cos Granny’s got a new track 
we can race them down!”  
 “No way,” Brielle screws her eyebrows 
up. “Go away. I’m really busy updating  
my Instagram.”  
 “But – I –” Zac starts.  

 “Come on, Zac.” Granny Jones bites 
her lip. “Let’s leave your sister in peace 
and go see if we can find any treats in my 
cupboard. There’s nothing better than a 
day spent with good food and a good  
car race.”  
 Zac’s face lights up. “Yes! Yes! D’you 
have any Tim Tams, Granny?”  
 “Well, I might,” Granny Jones says 
mysteriously. “We’ll  have to check,  
won’t we?”. 
 Brielle sighs inwardly, picks up her 
phone and dials a number.  
 “Hi! You’ve reached Trudy! Leave a 
message and I’ll, like, totally call you back 
when I can! Mwah! Mwah!”  
 Brielle summons all of her bubbliness 
and responds in an equally over the top 
voice, “Omigod, hi Trudy! It’s Bri! I’m, like, 
stuck at my grandma’s place for the day 
with my little brother. I know, right? Lame! 
So, if you’re free can we, like, catch up at 
the mall or something? I’m over my head 
in boredom! Call me!”  
 She hangs up and fiddles 
with her phone case. 

“Brielle, d’you want a Tim Tam?” Zac asks 
meekly, offering one of Granny’s special 
china plates covered with the biscuits.  
 “Ugh. Go away Zac. D’you know how 
many calories are in those things? Ew!” 
Brielle reapplies a coat of lipgloss, but 
Zac is still there, hovering. “Go on, shoo!” 
 Zac retreats sadly into the kitchen and 
Brielle can hear him saying, “She doesn’t 
want any, Granny. I don’t think she likes 
me anymore.”  
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 Brielle can hear what Granny says, too: 
“No, no, Zac. That’s not it, not at all”.  
 Brielle returns to her phone and sends 
Trudy a Snapchat asking her to check 
her voicemail. Then she flicks the page to 
get it to load any new messages. None.

“Brielle!” Zac yells “Brielle! Granny’s hurt!”.  
 “Yeah right!” Brielle calls back. “I 
would’ve heard her screaming if  
she was!”.  
 Brielle’s phone pings. She hastily 
checks, hoping it might be Trudy. It isn’t, 
though. It’s a warning that her phone 
has 10% charge left. She searches the 
room for a power point and, once she 
realises there isn’t one, storms down the 
hall cursing old people and their lack of 
technology. She bangs open the kitchen 
door and lets it slam behind her. 
 “Omigod!”  
 She drops both her phone and her 
charger. They land with a clatter on 
the beige tiles. Brielle rushes over to 
where her brother is crouched over their 
grandmother, sobbing.  
 “I told you!” he cries to Brielle. “I told 
you and you didn’t believe me.”  
 “It’s OK. It’s OK now, Zac. I believe  
you now.”  
 She picks up her beloved 
phone and dials triple zero. 

Sophie Gordon arrives at her mother’s 
home to find an ambulance parked 
outside.  
 “What have they done this time?” she 
asks herself, hurrying up the footpath. 
“Hello? Kids? Is everyone OK?”  
 A paramedic greets her in the hallway. 
 “I’m Alyssia. It seems your mother’s had 
a bad fall. The children are undeniably 

in shock. I’m afraid we’ll have to take 
Rosemary into hospital – just for a few 
more tests”.  
 Alyssia takes Sophie into the kitchen 
where the other paramedic, Dave, is 
packing up equipment. Zac races up to 
his mum and gives her a huge hug.  
 “What happened, Zac?” Sophie asks as 
they follow the paramedics outside of  
the house. 
 “Granny fell over and she wouldn’t 
wake up and I told Brielle but she said I 
was lying and I couldn’t find a phone to 
call the ambulance and Brielle came in 
to charge her phone and she called the 
ambulance and Alyssia and Dave came 
and then you came” he explains, rushing  
in an effort to get it all out as quickly  
as possible.  
 “And did Brielle spend the whole time 
on her phone ignoring you?” Sophie asks, 
turning the car engine on.  
 “Yes” Zac nods.  
 “Bri? You’re banned from using your 
phone for a week. You’ll use it only when 
you have to go somewhere and I need to 
contact you. Does that sound fair?” 
 “Yes, Mum” Brielle says, thinking of 
other ways to access Instagram.  
 “And you’ll also apologise to your 
brother, you haven’t been very nice 
lately,” Sophie adds.  
 “Sorry Zac” Brielle says sincerely “I 
promise I’ll believe you and be nicer  
to you.”  
 “Very good.” Sophie puts on her 
sunglasses. “I think, darling, you’ve finally 
found a little thing I like to call respect.” 

Consequential Karma by Bella Nettlefold  
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Throughout my life I have found that it is 
common for me to be viewed as different. 
I guess you could call me different. A lot 
of people say that I’m different. I think 
being different simply means that I have 
something unique to offer the world. All I 
really want is to belong. All anyone really 
wants is to belong. 
 I never fitted in at school.  I was 
certainly not ‘cool’.  I didn’t even have any 
friends. I have feelings, and most of the 
time I feel sad. I just wanted to be treated 
fairly and equally. 
 I am Gabby. I am twelve, nearly 
thirteen, years old. I have just finished 
grade six at Mark Street Primary School. 
I have to be honest with you, primary 
school was not easy for me. The 
schoolwork was easy, yes, but dealing 
with bullies every day and dealing with 
being perceived as different, no. 
 You see, I am different. I am different 
compared to everyone I went to school 
with. The thing is, I like school. No matter 
how minor a problem it may seem to you, 
it is actually quite big. You see, people 
like me, who love school, who listen in 
class, who hand in assignments on time 
and do all of their work will probably go 
somewhere in life, but that will be in the 
future, and right now the future is a long 
way away. 
 There were kids who didn’t listen to 
the teacher, didn’t do work, distracted me 
and didn’t follow the rules. I sometimes 
wonder what they will end up doing with 
their lives. They couldn’t seem to handle 
seeing people trying hard and doing well.  
At least, that’s what happened at  
my school. 

 It seemed to me that everyone in 
the whole school couldn’t actually be 
bothered being there. That is why I 
was an outsider. I got teased for having 
glasses and braces. I got punched when 
I read my book at lunch time. People just 
couldn’t accept me. I felt like a tiny fish 
in the deep, dark ocean, trying to swim 
against the tide. I was lost. I was lonely. I 
am lost. I am lonely. 
 I was always the last person chosen for 
teams during sport. I applied for school 
captain in grade six but I didn’t get the 
role. I thought I wrote a great speech, 
and so did my Mum and Dad. I guess we 
were wrong. I only got one vote – my 
own.  I wasn’t ‘popular’ or ‘cool’.  You will 
notice that I put these words in inverted 
commas. This is because everyone 
involved in the ‘popular’ or ‘cool’ group 
thought that they were popular or 
cool. People started to believe that and 
admired their confidence. The reality is 
that all the kids who thought they were 
popular or cool really had no real friends. 
They had an attitude which drew people 
to them because they were afraid to 
be individuals. I don’t like this type of 
friendship.  I believe that if people can’t 
like you for who you are, then they don’t 
deserve you as a friend. 
 I only just survived the end of primary 
school festivities, like the leavers’ dinner 
and performing the leavers’ song.  I don’t 
think I have ever been more anxious 
about anything in my life. Imagine how 
much worse it is going to be at high 
school!  More people. More bullies. More 
bad things. The little fish swimming 
against the tide shouldn’t worry about 

Being Different Makes No Difference

by Olive Morris
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the tide anymore – the little fish is about 
to hit a tsunami.  
 No one can help me feeling so 
anxious about high school. What if 
no one likes me? What if people still 
think I’m weird? Could I just be feeling 
like this for no reason at all? Could my 
thoughts be making things worse?

As I hopped out of the car on my first 
day of high school, I didn’t think I was 
ready.  My nerves were three times as bad 
as they had been during the holidays. My 
morning classes were terrifying. I felt sick 
with nerves. At lunch time, I went to my 
locker, grabbed my lunch and went to sit 
in the cafeteria. I sat at an empty table 
away from everyone else.  
 I was just sitting there, eating my lunch 
and minding my own business when a girl 
came and sat at my table. She introduced 
herself as Jessica. My mind was spinning 
with thoughts and questions. What was 
this girl doing sitting at my table?  No one 
likes me and no one sat at my table in 
Primary School. Does she want to be my 
friend? No, of course not. No one wants 
to be my friend. Before I knew it we were 
having a conversation, and Jessica and I 
were chatting like old friends.   

Being Different Makes no Difference 
by Olive Morris

 This is crazy. Jessica and I actually have 
a lot in common. We were both teased at 
primary school, we were both lonely and 
had no friends, we both enjoy learning 
and we both had ‘geeky’ hobbies, like 
debating and chess club. This is the best 
day of my life. I actually made a friend. I 
actually met someone like me. Now I can 
say that she’s ‘my friend Jessica’. When 
the bell rang for the end of lunch we 
smiled at each other and I noticed that 
Jessica was wearing braces too! 
 So, that’s it from me. Don’t doubt 
your value. Don’t run from who you are. 
I think that every person has their own 
identity and deserves to be treated with 
fairness and respect. Everyone being 
different is what is really beautiful. If we 
were all the same, life would be boring.
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I tried to run, but in their sight, caught by 
two men, suddenly there was no light.

The settlers aren’t like us.

Forced to work, I was a slave. Worked 
in a mine, down deep in a cave. The 
settlers just sat, water they saved. 
The settlers deserve to die.

Caught a disease, caught the ‘flu’, coal 
deep in the lungs. Working my life, many 
a strife. I think the settlers have won.

They demand respect. We don’t give. 
Big fights have broken out, we give a 
shout, the bullets fly, we slowly die. The 
settlers may have the land. This is not fair.

I would play between the gumtrees, 
singing our tribal songs. 

At least I did, before the 
settlers came along.

Waving their shooting sticks in the 
air, forcing us to be like them.

I would fish for yabbie, hunt 
kangaroo. The tea drinkers banned 
it, old customs into new.

Our language is nothing to the tea 
drinkers, who insist we speak like them. 
I found this unfair, but what did they 
care? The settlers just don’t understand.

We were welcoming, and in return 
they killed. They were clumsy; we were 
skilled. They came in ships, down by the 
sea. The settlers would never learn.

I would dance around the fire, songs of 
great acts. They banned that too, see 
what they do? It was time to face the 
facts. We were told to wear ‘clothes’ 
and things on our feet, despite the 
amazingly strong heat. Take them off, 
you got beat. The settlers rule this land.

They raided our camp late at night, killing 
everything/everyone who put up a fight. 

Not Fair
by Lara Vincent HONOURABLE

MENTION
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Saturdays were always the busiest days. 
The streets of Sydney were crowded 
with parents and their crying, screaming 
children, early morning workers, joggers, 
cyclists, and teenagers shopping in 
groups or smoking in darkened alleys. 
The scents of brewing coffee and 
takeaway wafted from nearby cafés and 
fast food restaurants. The sounds of 
laughter and excited weekend chatter 
filled the plazas and sidewalks, drowned 
out by the incessant honking of impatient 
taxi drivers and the screeching of tyres.  
 I made my way slowly down Main 
Street, keeping to the sides of the 
crowded footpaths, avoiding the pitying 
stares and disgusted glares of passers-by. 
I kept my eyes trained to the ground in 
front of me, trying to suppress the throb 
of nostalgia against my heart. I used to be 
one of those people. 
 I turned left at the end of the street, 
heading down past Chinese restaurants 
and dry-cleaners that didn’t open until 
later. The street was mostly empty. I 
focused on the sound of my feet on the 
cobblestone pavement, on the squeaking 
wheels of my small suitcase – anything to 
get my mind off what my life used to be. 

What my life could never again be. 
 I came to a halt outside a closed down 
pub with boarded up windows and 
scrawled graffiti markings. The section 
of dilapidated tin roof that covered the 
footpath gave me shelter from the glaring 
sun, which seemed to have taken up 
permanent residence in the sky for the 
past two weeks. It was mid-October but 
it seemed that summer was coming early 
this year. I would soon need to move to a 
small, nearby park. 
 I sat back against the pub’s wooden 
boards, pulled out one of my remaining 
cigarettes and watched the activity 
on Main Street. With each passing 
moment, it increased. By noon it would 
be chockers, full of wailing toddlers, 
tired parents, and sweaty kids who’d just 
finished sport. I lay my head back and 
closed my eyes, taking a puff as I did 
so. I’d have to go scrounging for loose 
change to buy another pack soon. The 
thought dismayed me, but it was better 
than begging. 
 “Mummy, can I go say hi?” 
 My eyes snapped open, flying instantly 
to the source of the voice. A little girl, 
around six years old, was skipping beside 

Just a Gesture
Melina Fullbrook CATEGORY 

WINNER
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her mother and a stroller with a little boy 
asleep inside. She held a purple balloon 
in one hand and, in the other, a bright 
rainbow lollipop. Her legs were decorated 
with leggings in the same pattern as her 
lollipop. Over the top she wore a light 
pink tank top and tutu, and her hair was 
in high, ribboned pigtails.It was obvious 
she’d just been to a party. I looked away, 
hoping this little family would pass 
without noticing me. 
 “No, sweetie. Just stay with me, okay?” 
 I pretended to fiddle with something 
in my lap as I heard their approaching 
footsteps. I tried to make myself seem 
invisible. I couldn’t stand being around 
kids. Not anymore. 
 But unfortunately, the universe didn’t 
seem to care. 
 The sound of their footsteps grew 
louder and louder. Loud groaning and 
shouting followed and I was surrounded 
by darkness. Or in this case, the shadow 
of a six-year-old girl, blocking the 
sunlight. 
 I didn’t look up. I wasn’t going to have 
a conversation with a child. My last one 
didn’t go so well. But she was relentless, 
and after five seconds of silence she bent 
down to look me in the eye. Now we were 
staring at each other, and she grinned.  
 “Hello,” she said. 
 I continued to look at her. She cocked 
her head to the side.  
 “You’re not very talkative, are you? My 
mummy says I am. I talk a lot. She thinks 
that’s why I get in trouble at school.” She 
leant in closer and lowered her voice to a 
whisper. “But really it’s because I try and 
kiss the boys at lunch.” 

 A giggle escaped her lips and I couldn’t 
help it. I smiled too. She appeared excited 
by this and wrapped her arms around my 
shoulders. I stiffened. It’d been so long 
since someone hugged me. 
 “Mummy also says I’m very 
affectionate,” she whispered into my ear. 
“I don’t know what that means, but I think 
it’s hugging someone.” She pulled away, 
but not before placing something small in 
my hand. “Are we friends now?” 
 I nodded, looking down at the small 
object in my hand and back at her again, 
with her chocolate brown hair and wide 
blue eyes. I cleared my throat.  
 “My name’s Daniel.” 
 She smiled again, spinning in a circle.  
 “I’m Emily,” she said. “I hope you enjoy 
your gift!” And with that she skipped 
back to her mum, who instantly started 
chastising her. I chuckled, watching them 
until they disappeared down the street, 
gone from view. 
 In my hand was a bracelet: purple 
and pink plastic beads situated in a 
small circle, adorned with a silver heart 
with the letter E engraved on it. It was 
just a gesture, a small one from a child 
who wouldn’t remember me by next 
week. But to me, a homeless man, 
something like this … I remember forever.

Just a Gesture by Melina Fullbrook 
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Little hearts  
do as they are told, 
yet they are the ones 
who truly know  
what is right.

They say, 
“good things come in small packages” 
and for once, 
they were right.

You deem it unfair 
that you don’t own the latest 
technologic atrocity; 
you deem it unfair 
that your boss 
isn’t paying you enough.

‘Unfortunate’ and ‘unfair’ 
share the same page in the dictionary; 
but their definitions could not be 
farther apart.

Unfair is  
when a little heart with  
two loving mothers 
cannot be educated  
in the same  
wretched 
education system 
as a little heart with 
a mother and a father.

A little square house 
etched into the mud; 
little hearts in grass-stained jeans 
with dirt sprinkled on their noses.

Little artists paint pictures  
of a world that does not exist; 
a world where every colour is as  
important as the next.

A little heart with a silk scarf  
draped delicately over her head 
meets  
a little heart with a cross  
around his neck.

They paint with the same brush, 
yet their palettes are filled with only 
one colour.

White paint 
on a white canvas 
because our idea of equality is 
one size 
fits all.

But little hearts know better. 
They know that  
friendship  
is not exclusive  
to those  
who look the same. 

Little Hearts 
by Laura Whittaker HONOURABLE 

MENTION
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Perhaps  
a world run by  
“grownups” 
is not always the best world 
for little hearts to grow up in.

Their feet may be 
too small  
to walk the earth. 
Their hands may be 
too petite 
to carry the weight of  
the world.

But their little hearts are  
infinite.

Small and insignificant  
they seem now, 
but as they age 
they will move mountains 
and sculpt societies 
that are founded on the  
basic principle of 
fairness and respect.

But it is on us now 
to give little hearts 
that chance.

In a cruel,  
horridly judgemental world, 
the time is now 
for little hearts to 
shine.

Little Hearts by Laura Whittaker
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 Laylie nodded. “How sweet and 
honourable it is to die for one’s country.” 
 “Yes. And many people did in the war.” 
 “Did you fight, Mr Cairns?” Laylie asked. 
 “Me? No. Well, not really. Once I was 
old enough I joined the air force, but 
that wasn’t until ‘45 and by the time 
I was done with training the war was 
over. Disappointing, but my mother was 
relieved. She gave so much during that 
war: a husband, son, brother, niece.” 
 “A niece?” Laylie hadn’t thought girls 
died in war. 
 “Yes. Young Audrey volunteered as a 
nurse. The hospital was bombed and...
well...” his voice trailed away“… so much 
was lost.” 
 After a moment, he continued, “Then 
there was George.  He came back so 
changed it was like we’d lost him too.” 
 Laylie could see this was upsetting Mr 
Cairns, so she carefully turned the pages 
until she had skipped all pictures of men 
wearing uniforms and women rolling 
bandages. She came to a photo of a 
young man beside a plane. On the corner 
was written, Go get ‘im Ti. 
 She touched Mr Cairns’ arm.  
“Who is this?” 
 He looked down and smiled at  
the memory.  
 “That’s me standing there. See my 
smile? I was so proud to be a part of 
that Lab. I knew at the time that circling 
overhead herds of elephants wouldn’t 
stay interesting, but I think just flying was 
enough for me.” 
 He touched the writing on the side, 
“This was written by a good mate of 
mine, Jerry. We got our pilot’s licenses 
together, then we both worked for the 
Lab. They were good years.” 

...and the beauty of old men is  
their grey hair. 
Proverbs 20:29

Laylie was knocking on the door of Mr 
Cairns’ home. She had seen Mr Cairns 
in town several hours before; he’d been 
struggling with a heavy bag and she had 
offered to help.  Mr Cairns had thanked 
her, saying that his cane often got in his 
way but he wasn’t always so fortunate 
to have someone like Laylie to help. 
This had started a brief but interesting 
conversation about the time Mr Cairns 
had spent as a scientist in Africa, 
collecting data for the Wildlife Research 
Lab. That was before he injured his hip.  
Science had always interested Laylie, and 
Mr Cairns had offered to show her some 
photos and tell her a little more about it. 
Laylie had agreed, then peddled home to 
bake a batch of biscuits. 
 “Hello, Laylie,” said Mr Cairns, opening 
the door.  “Come in.  Those biscuits smell 
beautiful, I always say nothing beats a 
chocolate biscuit!” 
 Laylie smiled. “Hello, Mr Cairns.” 
 It wasn’t long before they were both 
seated on the lounge with mugs of 
steaming chocolate in hand, biscuits 
within easy reach, and the old leather-
covered photo album spread across  
their knees. 
 Mr Cairns opened it and pointed to the 
first photo.   
 “This is my father in his uniform just 
before he left in ‘39. We were all so 
scared for him, but we were proud too. 
He believed the Latin words: Dulce et 
Decorum est Pro patria mori, do you 
know what they mean?” 
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 “What did Ti mean?” asked Laylie. 
 “Short for Titus,” said Mr Cairns,  
“that’s me.” 
 “Hmm,” she said, “hadn’t known that.”

Laylie turned the page. There was 
another photo of Jerry and more of other 
people. A few had messages written in 
the corners, words that were treasured 
by Mr Cairns. One of them, particularly, 
caught Laylie’s attention: it was of a 
young women wearing aviator gear. 
Laylie flicked through the pages and 
found that there were many photos of 
this girl. Sometimes she was in her plane, 
sometimes it was just her, but mostly she 
was with Mr Cairns. In the corner of one, 
the last in the album, was written, Soar.   
 “Who’s that?” Laylie asked. 
 “That’s Ocy,” said Mr Cairns softly. “My 
wife. She was only nineteen when we left 
for Africa.  I remember how excited we 
were, our first flight as newly-weds. Ocy 
hadn’t been flying for more than a year, 
but she was made for it.” 
 “What happened to her?” Laylie asked 
quietly, but even as she said it, she felt the 
answer would be sad. 
 “She was killed,” said Mr Cairns. “The 
Cub went down in the middle of nowhere. 
I only smashed my hip, and I’m thankful 
for that now, but at the time I wished I’d 
been taken too. I thought I was going 
to die anyway, slowly. Rescue seemed 
impossible.” 
 Laylie was shocked. “What did  
you do?” 
 “I buried Ocy.  Almost killed me, but I 
did it. The African sun is hot, Laylie.  And 
with the last of my strength I was going 
to make sure that Ocy was buried  
and safe.” 

 Laylie couldn’t imagine the agony 
those few hours must’ve held for Mr 
Cairns.  She looked at his face, old 
and wrinkled, and knew that he could 
still feel the pain of them now.

And it was then that Laylie realised 
something. 
 It was something important that 
she never forgot: the war, the flying, 
the discoveries – all elderly people 
have stories like these. They were all 
adventurous, once, and excitable. They 
had lived full lives, they had memories 
and they had learned many things.  Their 
bodies might be shrunken and feeble 
now, but they were made strong by 
their past. The past, Laylie realised, is 
the backbone that now holds us up, and 
without the people the elderly had once 
been, we would be nowhere. 
 It’s unfair, Laylie thought, I’ve 
never thought of old people as being 
anything but old.  I never considered 
what they might have done, I never 
thought that the things they did had 
anything to do with anything. But 
from now on, she decided, I will always 
give them the respect they deserve.
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