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Foreword

Imagine: An anthology of  Geelong secondary school writing is a regional 
literacy initiative funded by Deakin University. Geelong’s secondary 
school students were invited to imagine the future in any form or 
shape. The project has been coordinated by words@deakin, a group 
of  Literary Studies and Professional and Creative Writing students at 
Deakin University in Geelong. 
For more information, please contact Dr Maria Takolander at
maria.takolander@deakin.edu.au or on 03 5227 1274.
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imaGine that

Monica Ashworth
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

Imagine you are walking along the narrow footpath of  our town 
called Geelong. You begin to wonder if  this is where you really 
belong. You walk down a side street of  the town, cars running on 
petrol and gas, polluting the air more and more each metre they 
travel. 

Screeching young girls skip past you, pulling out things they stole 
and taking pride in what they have just done. They act older than 
their years, they smoke, they drink, they swear and they disrespect 
everyone. The surroundings over-power the moods of  minds, taking 
away the freedom of  thought that humans endure. 

Now, imagine walking along that same street fifty years later. You 
pass a couple of  young girls who greet you with a smiling nod, one 
by one. Cars move smoothly and the sound of  frustrated vehicles 
and their drivers no longer exist. 

The footpath is clear of  cigarette butts and the feeling of  cleanliness 
is as though the old Geelong was a town that never existed. Minds 
now have the freedom to think, the control of  people as they walk is 
made by them and them only. 

People are smiling the smile they deserve and the smile they should 
have, now that Geelong is somewhere worth living. No drug nor 
alcohol-related accidents, and every person looks after another.

Care belongs in the moment of  2060. 

The world did not end in 2012; the world got a second chance and 
the world found peace. It gave every individual their right to live and 
right to make this world a place worth living in.

Imagine that.
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hope For the Future

Eliza Barry
Age 13, Year 7
Belmont High School

My head was heavy and my eyes ached. Every inch of  my body was 
exhausted. My fingers moved slowly tapping each key with barely 
enough force to get the letters on the screen. I closed my eyes for a 
second as the clock-hand moved slowly to 1:00am. I sighed and held 
my head in my hands. Knowing I had to finish this essay and keep 
studying if  I wanted my life to be worth something. The handle on 
my door turned slowly and I wondered who was still awake at this 
time. I lifted my head up innocently and looked through the tiny 
crack in the door, straight down the barrel of  a gun. 

My body jerked as I twisted out of  the way and rolled on the floor. 
At the same moment, he pulled the trigger and interrupted the 
great silence of  a minute ago. I lay still, he looked in, his eyes were 
bloodshot and though I expected the face of  a mad man, a psycho-
path, what I saw was a calm face, a sneering smile. I felt sick. A man 
stood three metres away, showing no remorse after just shooting at 
a fifteen-year-old girl. He thought I was dead, quietly shut the door 
and moved on.

More shots rang out, screams and chaos was just outside my door, I 
was dizzy, and I stumbled to my feet and opened the door a crack. I 
saw him point his gun at my brother and sister. My body was para-
lysed. Leaning against the wall I saw the horror and felt all life come 
out of  me when he pulled the trigger at Clem and Aaron, and I saw 
the surprise flash for a moment in their eyes and the pain in both 
their faces, just before they died. Clem saw me just before she fell, 
her hand to her chest.

My mother and father were on the stairs, staring at Aaron and Clem, 
they couldn’t see me, but I was seeing everything. He turned around 
and shot my mother, I saw her pain and I started to cry. Maybe it was 
all a dream.



5h o p e  f o r  T h e  f u T u r e

Why? Why Clem and Aaron? What had they done wrong? I saw the killer 
turn to my father. He lowered his gun and began to talk, and my father 
was screaming and crying. He shook his head at something the man said.  
There was pain and suffering already written all over his face. The 
man said something and once again my father shook his head. The 
man raised the gun.

‘Juliet!’ He cried out, though he couldn’t see me.

Once again I heard a last shot, and my father crumpled to the floor.

‘Daddy,’ I whispered, ‘No …’

~~~

It was winter in New York. The streets were covered in sleet and 
ice. People walked covered in various coats, scarves and gloves. The 
streets were less busy, most people stayed inside. This suited NYPD 
detective Ryan Bridge perfectly. He operated alone, and liked it. He 
had no close friends and had no family in America. His mum died 
three years ago and he never knew his father. His sister married an 
Australian and moved to Sydney. He had an aunt and a few cousins 
living in Canada, but that was all. He didn’t have a fancy phone, didn’t 
have a huge apartment though his job was highly paid. He wore plain 
black clothes and a large coat to keep out the cold in winter. He 
never went on holidays, used debit instead of  credit cards and drove 
an old black Ford sedan, which looked like it could do with a coat 
of  paint and a good service. It didn’t have any of  the gadgets that 
modern cars have, he couldn’t be bothered working them and didn’t 
need them. He rarely used the internet for anything other then occa-
sionally checking emails.

He worked hard as a child and was already considered one of  the 
best and highest ranked homicide detectives in the NYPD, even 
though he was only twenty-eight years old. He didn’t have a huge 
childhood. When his mother died, his father became alcoholic and 
abusive. He would come home in the early hours of  the morning, 
drunk and tired. Ryan was forced to become a mother and a father to 
his little sister, Amelia. His dad died of  a heart attack caused by too 
much drinking. Every night, the regret haunted him; he wished he 
had done more to make him stop drinking. He could have got some 
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outside help, told the police or one of  those help-lines or alcoholic 
support group; put him into a rehab course; told a relative. If  he had, 
maybe his dad would still be alive. 

Ryan pulled his worn-down sedan onto a neat mowed curb. The 
house was old and very beautiful. Uniformed police and Crime 
Scene Techies were grouped in clumps around the house. Ryan 
ducked under the tape and walked up the long sloping driveway. He 
saw the young, new female detective, Demi, talking to a young girl 
who looked about fourteen or fifteen. She looked like all the other 
victims, witnesses and family members he had interviewed over the 
years; they all looked the same and after a while Ryan stopped feeling 
sorry for them. The emotions merged together and all he saw was 
an emotional wreck, exactly the same as everyone else. Ryan avoided 
the whole emotional aspect of  his job. He had no sympathy left for 
anyone. Ryan was sick of  all the pain and suffering. It was hard to 
feel like you were doing a good thing anymore, after all you deal with 
is someone’s tears and messed up life. 

Juliet’s mother, father, brother and sister were the murder victims; 
their bodies were lying in body bags on the landing upstairs. For 
Ryan this was something he saw nearly every month. He stopped 
feeling disgusted at the sight of  blood and spilt guts. The horror of  
murder had stopped affecting him emotionally. Now they were part 
of  his job, something he had dealt with and will deal with hundreds 
of  times. Again and again, over and over, like a broken record.

~~~

‘He was male, tall … um … unshaven, messy dark hair, um, no jewel-
lery, he was wearing a black T-shirt and dark jeans. He had a pointy 
chin, a long face, thin cheeks and um … brown shoes. Oh! He had a 
scar … here, and long droopy eyelids.’

The artist nodded and finished the drawing. I had wanted to be a 
doctor, but now wasn’t sure what my future would hold, and that’s 
when I realised I never really did. I hopped off  the table and went 
to talk to Detective Bridge; he was the one that I needed to tell what 
happened.

~~~
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‘Is there anything, anything, you can tell us about that night?’ Ryan 
asked, slamming down the yellow cover of  the report. He saw the 
girl shake her head, he knew that look, there was something more. 
Something she wasn’t telling him. 

‘So he closed your door and went back out to the landing and shot 
you mother, brother, father and sister, you didn’t get up or watch. 
You just stayed on the floor.’

Ryan pressed for more details. Juliet didn’t say anything and looked 
at the smooth table, running her finger along the marble.

‘Juliet! Tell me! If  you don’t cooperate then we can’t catch this 
murderer and you can’t go back to your normal life!’

Ryan stood back and Juliet jumped to her feet.

‘You think after your case closes and you catch him, you actually 
think that everything is going to go back to normal. You think my 
parents and siblings are just going to rise back from the dead and 
go back to their normal lives? I have a funeral to plan and things I 
could be doing, I don’t have time for you; you don’t even really care 
anymore. Every case is just part of  your job. Every murder is just a 
body on the floor covered in blood to you now, isn’t it?’

They were both standing opposite of  the table. Ryan was surprised 
and sat back down.

‘Did you, or did you not see him murder your family?’ Ryan didn’t 
look at her and spoke quietly. Juliet shook her head, tears welling up.

‘Yes, I did. I got up and opened the door, only Clem saw me when 
she died. Only Clem …’

Juliet stood up, stepped around Ryan, opened the door and left. 
From the window, Ryan saw her jump in a cab and drive off. 

~~~

I just turned twenty-two, and every morning for the last seven years 
I though about my family’s murder; it was declared cold one year 
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after it happened. Detective Bridge transferred to the San Francisco 
Police Department and was working there patrolling traffic. Demi 
married and now lives in Rutherford, New Jersey as a journalist. I 
lived with Hailey, my best friend until I was old enough to buy a 
small apartment in Middle Manhattan, near Central Park. Hailey’s 
parents got job transfers to Beijing and they left about a year ago. 
Hailey stayed behind and bought an apartment in upper Manhattan. 
I still see her but she is engaged and building her own life. 

Me, well I am now an office clerk and I hate my job. I live by myself  
and my closest friend is Hailey. For about a year after they declared 
my family’s case cold I hoped, stupidly, that they would reopen it. 
Thinking that they just can’t give up, that can’t be it. But it was and 
the quicker I realised and moved on the better. But I decided with 
this boring job and useless life I was going to do something about it 
and that’s why I jumped in my Mazda this morning holding a yellow 
resignation letter. 

~~~

Ryan stared at the cars speeding over the San Francisco Bridge; he 
handed out tickets nearly every ten minutes. He decided he couldn’t 
deal with the pain of  New York when he last filed the Cameron’s 
case cold, he saw the small room filled with files, all cold. He couldn’t 
live here, where nearly every day he passed someone who he hadn’t 
solved a case connected to them, he had given them no reassurance, 
no answers. And they looked sad all the time, because they hadn’t 
gotten the justice they deserved, and the peace of  mind knowing the 
death had been avenged. 

A month to the day after he declared it cold, he applied for a transfer 
to San Francisco Traffic Patrol and drove there in his brand new 
Ford Fiesta, his old car squashed and recycled. But the case that stuck 
in his mind, the one he thought of  everyday was Juliet’s. The only 
mass murder he personally had declared cold and he left someone by 
herself. He left Juliet completely alone.

~~~

Demi looked at her computer and then glanced up at her office. Filled 
and overflowing with paper and documents there was really only room 
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for one person but she remembered every document and its place, 
because she was one of  the best journalists for the New Jersey Times. 
But every morning when she dropped off  her two children Juliet and 
Ryan Thompson she thought of  the Cameron’s case. Every time the 
little Juliet turned around and smiled back at her mother, Demi saw 
Juliet Cameron reflected in her six-year-old daughter. Demi thought 
of  the Cameron’s case every day, every time she closed her eyes and 
every time she opened them. It was declared cold by Ryan after no 
new leads for months, the Cameron’s case was her first and her last. 
There was no pain in journalism except the occasional paper cut, but 
it wasn’t like working at the NYPD; the pain there, lasted forever.

~~~

I really have to thank Ben, the homeless guy outside my apartment, 
for everything I have. I sat there in my small apartment holding the 
files and everything the NYPD had on the murder of  my family. I 
smiled to myself  and laid everything out on the small table I had in 
front of  me. Ben had hacked into the NYPD’s computers for me and 
downloaded all the files to my computer. He also helped me break 
into the building and get the written file and report from the room, 
the one stored with all the other cold cases. 

I looked at them and read over the titles slowly. Clementine Cameron, 
Aaron Cameron, Julie Cameron, Justin Cameron, Juliet Cameron … 
I stared at my report. It had my year ten school photo pasted on the 
first page. All the details came rushing back. My old house, my room 
and the essay I was working on. I picked up the black bag filled with 
the evidence they had taken from the crime scene that Ben had helped 
me get. I took out my old laptop. I pulled it out of  the bag and turned 
it on. A message came up saying that the files hadn’t been saved 
properly and I might have lost some data. A second message came 
up saying that the files had been recovered. The screen flashed and 
up came an essay I couldn’t forget. It was long and I scrolled down to 
the very end and saw the half  finished sentence. The words hanging 
in suspense and I was wondering what I would have written next and 
where I would be right now if  he never had opened our front door. 
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The computer beeped and said I had twenty emails. I looked at the 
senders, I had seven messages from my service provider, birthday 
messages etc, I had a few from Hailey and my other mates from high 
school. I exited everything and closed down the computer. Ben came 
over at about four. He told me he had found a job and a small, cheap 
apartment. He helped me sort through the evidence, but we came up 
with nothing new. 

‘There has to be something they missed.’ I was frustrated and 
slammed yet another useless report down on the bench. Ben picked 
up an evidence container filled with vials of  blood they had collected 
from the carpet.

‘These are all untested, says here they were found after Ryan closed 
the case.’

I leaned over and looked at the blood. I had studied blood in school 
when I had wanted to be a doctor in year nine.

‘That is not my family’s blood. It is a different colour and texture.’ I 
pointed at the smallest lot of  blood there. We squinted together at 
the tiny drop of  blood and thought about how, maybe, just maybe, 
that tiny little red drop could make a difference. I asked Hailey for 
some help. Her job was to find a cure for cancer and she had access 
to a number of  labs for research. Hailey agreed to test the blood and 
send me the results, pretending the blood was for research. I looked 
at Hailey as I handed her the small vial in a corner of  the building. 
We were alone and she assured me no-one would ever know.

~~~

I stood in the NYPD’s waiting room; it was empty but the door 
opened and Detective Ryan Bridge walked in. He wore a smooth suit 
and smiled for the first time ever. He shook my hand and sat down. 
Demi came next; her camera away for once and her notepad was at 
home. She gave me a hug and laughed. That’s when I noticed little 
Juliet, poking around her mother’s leg. Ben and Hailey came next and 
an empty waiting room was now nearly full. Full of  people I hadn’t 
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seen for years and some for days. They were all there because every 
single person cared, about me and about justice. 

Hailey’s results had come back, finally, and everything had come 
together, well nearly everything. I stood up slowly when an officer 
walked in and everyone turned.

‘We found him living in a luxury apartment on West 52nd.’

He handed me a yellow profile. Completely empty on the front, but 
I knew what was inside. 

Everyone came to my apartment and though I hadn’t seen some of  
these people for years it felt like family, something I hadn’t felt in a 
long time. What no-one needed to know was what was in that yellow 
file, lying deep inside the magazine rack, unopened, because it is the 
future we should be imagining, not the past. 
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SoulS oF the Future

Eliza Barry
Age 13, Year 7
Belmont High School

The long white vans pulled up outside of  a longer, lonely white 
building. The building seemed to stretch on forever, no matter which 
way you looked. It was tall and plain. One door was presumably set 
in the middle. No windows seemed to exist and the air was chilly; too 
cold for a summer night. It was as if  the presence of  the building 
and its purpose were to drive away warmth and love. The length, the 
colour and the feel was depressing and no one spoke. It was dark 
and the only thing you could see around you was black, even with the 
faint glow coming from inside the institution. One by one the van 
drivers got out and opened the boot; like police cars, it was designed 
to hold people. The men, dressed in white, pulled children from the 
back. The children were all wearing the same thing. White pants and 
a white shirt similar to the sort of  clothing a doctor would wear at 
work. They were all lined up, and marched inside. The door slid back 
automatically to allow them in. They walked in single file, and did not 
speak or show any emotion; for the future had come. 

The white cells were narrow and only long enough to fit a small 
white bed. Each cell had one small chest of  white drawers. On top 
was a small white lamp. The cells were lined up in rows, thousands, 
millions of  cells, both sides of  a white pathway. The door to each 
cell was a clear sliding window. Above this was a white hatch, the sort 
of  door you would find on an aeroplane. The cells were cold and 
the people weren’t allowed to speak to one another, the clear sliding 
door was soundproof  anyway.  Most of  them looked like they were 
in some sort of  trance, obediently doing whatever the White Leaders 
told them to do. The White Leaders didn’t speak either and to them 
it felt like death, no one spoke and barely moved. In this institution 
death would come as a gift.

Olive picked the lock in less then ten minutes, she and her dog, Cairo, 
climbed up to the roof  and hid in the gutter that boarded the ceiling. 
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They crawled along until Olive and Cairo reached the first of  all the 
cells. They were the ones closest to the huge door at the very start of  
the passage. They saw the White Leaders come through the doors 
and open the first one hundred cells, the oldest of  the prisoners 
here, the prisoners that have turned or turn eighteen at the end of  
the year. Those teenagers have been here since they turned thirteen, 
like her. The little girl and her dog had been here for a month and she 
heard from some of  the other people that the oldest hundred disap-
peared as soon as they enter their eighteenth year and they never 
return. Most people would accept their fate as soon as they were 
locked in their cell, as that was the way they had been taught. Hope 
didn’t exist; everyone in today’s new world was a realist.

Olive held her breath as they turned around, and then one looked up. 
Olive gasped, their eyes were white; their pupils had been removed. 
She saw one man look down and speak to another, who spoke into 
a small microphone almost hidden on his full-length body suit. The 
door opened and someone different came in, a very tall man dressed 
in a white suit who she knew as The Master. Suddenly he was looking 
straight at her in his dark glasses. He reached out and she felt his 
hands clasp around her small waist, she kicked and punched as he 
held her tight and lifted her down. Cairo barked and howled, before 
running back to Olive’s cell, hoping his little mistress would be there 
when he got back. But the only person waiting for Cairo when he 
got there was a White Leader, who slammed the door and locked 
him in there. 

Olive pressed her face against the glass pane. She was looking 
straight into a white room, similar to a hospital room and showing 
small similarities to a lab. Suddenly the three prisoners they had 
taken less then an hour ago came in, and they all sat down on chairs. 
Surrounding the chairs were various medical instruments that Olive 
had never seen before. They were handcuffed to the chair and 
the first machine came up and pulled over their eyes. The prison-
ers screamed and struggled against the handcuffs. Olive screamed, 
as the machines were lifted away and the prisoners were left, eyes 
white with no pupils and trails of  blood sliding down their faces. 
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Next a facemask made of  metal was placed over their face and it 
began to take away pigment and alter the figuration of  their face, 
so they all looked the same. Their screams died out and their lips 
were pale. Next, two small instrument came and all their hair, their 
eyebrows and eyelashes were stolen from them. They kept scream-
ing and kicking, until the very last instrument came along. It was a 
small dome the size of  a heart and it was placed over their chest.  
It began to hum, and slowly the prisoners’ legs and arms stopped 
struggling. They stopped screaming, and made no noise. The pain 
lifted from their face; they were emotionless and their faces passive. 
They didn’t move and sat tall and straight. The machine went quiet 
and left their body. Their souls had been taken. 

Olive screamed as she saw the same thing over and over again, the 
hundred prisoners slowly taken away. What had made them them-
selves, and their personalities, had gone. Olive bashed her fist against 
the glass but it didn’t break. She cried and threw all her energy into 
a massive tantrum, but she couldn’t look away. She couldn’t turn 
around; their screams pulled her to them. She heard their pain, then 
nothing at all. A blind was pulled over the window she was looking 
through and one opened up behind her. She ran over and saw all 
one hundred new soulless White Leaders line up. They were wearing 
the suits she had come to know— a large one-piece body suit that 
covered all their skin, except for their faces. On their feet were tall 
white boots. They were all the same height, now, all with the same 
expression. The Master gave them a short lecture and they left. 
The Master left too, but used a different door. Suddenly someone 
grabbed her wrist. 

‘Olive,’ someone gasped. Olive spun around; she hadn’t thought 
there was anyone else here. It was a male and he reached up and 
turned on a light. Suddenly Olive could see how large the place she 
was in was.

‘Olive.’ The man lying on the floor sat up. He was thin, tired and 
dirty. But he looked familiar to Olive, someone who had been in her 
dreams since she was a little girl.
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‘Daddy!’ Olive ran to him and sat next to him. ‘Did you see what they 
did to them? Did you see it, Daddy?’

‘I have seen it lots of  times, I don’t need to see it again.’

‘Why are you here Dad? Where did you go?’

‘Same reason you are. I disgraced the new laws and tried to find out 
more than I was allowed to know.’

‘It …’

Someone else clapped their hand over her mouth and pulled her 
hands behind her back. Olive bit the hand; she was angry and sick of  
being handled by people. But they didn’t move and made no noise. 
They held her tight, and two White Leaders, came and grabbed her 
father this time dragging his dying body out a door. She hadn’t seen 
he was chained to the chair surrounded by the instruments. Olive 
screamed as she realised exactly what they were planning to do with 
him. 

The Master held her there and made her watch it. Her father screamed 
and her heart broke. She bashed against The Master and begged him 
to let her go, but he only held her tighter and laughed. Her father sat 
there, his eyes empty and his face emotionless. 

Olive held Cairo in her arms and snuggled beneath her blankets. Her 
white T-shirt stained with tears and pain. Olive hadn’t slept; every 
time she closed her eyes she could see their pain and the eyes. Their 
pupils gone, the only colour then was white. No emotion. No more 
pain.

She knew it was too early. Knew they were only doing it because she 
knew too much and could possibly tell somebody. She was hand-
cuffed to the chair. And the very first instrument came and fixed on 
her eyes. The pain was excruciating and she screamed as loud as she 
could. It lifted away and the blood touched her lips and she could 
taste its bittersweet flavour. She couldn’t see what her eyes looked 
like but she knew they were white, all white.  The mask came on 
and all she could see was metal. When it had done its job, her beauty 



16 s o u l s  o f  T h e  f u T u r e

disappeared and her face looked like all the others. She couldn’t 
touch her face but she knew her colour had gone, all the life had 
gone. She could feel her long brown hair fall to the ground, she no 
longer looked like a fourteen-year-old girl, and her young beauty and 
individuality had been taken. She closed her eyes for a second as the 
very last machine pressed over her heart. 

‘Cairo,’ was the very last thing she said, and then all her memory, all 
her life had gone. They had stolen her soul. 
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who would have thouGht?

Maddie Blahodyr
Year 10
Lara Secondary College 

I looked around outside my bedroom window wondering what the 
past was like. Did they ever ponder how the world would turn out? 
Did they ever imagine this?

When a scientist brought forward the idea of  robots to take care 
of  the mundane for every household, everyone was excited there 
was finally someone to take care of  the cooking and washing, giving 
people more time to spend with their families.

The expected outcome was not robots banding together to take over 
the human population and make us prisoners in our world. There is 
no doubt anyone thought this would occur.

I sat crossed legged on my bed and continued looking out the 
window; everything was so empty. Everything was dead. Since the 
robots had no need for oxygen they were slowly taking down every 
tree, and because they had no need for food they stopped farming. 
They were slowly taking away everything that humans needed to 
survive. 

I watched as the life-like machine rolled past my window, her dead 
red eyes turning to lock with mine. I involuntarily shivered wonder-
ing what had been done to deserve this. She turned her robotic 
body—it looked scarily like mine—towards me and muttered one 
fear-inducing word.

‘Soon!’

This word could mean so much. What would be happening soon? 
Would all humans die soon? There were so few left.

I closed my eyes and imagined a better world; a world filled with 
smiles and grass and trees and people unafraid to leave their houses. 
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As I opened my eyes I saw the robot turn back to the path and keep 
walking, her fake blond hair swinging in the breeze behind her. I 
watched her walk away and wondered how something so evil could 
look so normal … so much like me.

I wanted to leave my house so badly. I wanted to leave this stupid 
oxygen tank behind me and run free. Hell, I wanted to be free. The 
only thing that the robots allowed us humans or slaves was oxygen 
tanks so we could keep breathing. The fact that they allowed us this, 
made me wonder what they were preparing for. Did they need us for 
something they couldn’t do? Why would they keep us alive unless we 
were needed?

The door to my bedroom slammed open and there stood two robots 
dressed in army uniforms with guns in their hands, even though they 
could kill me without them. I shrank against my bed wishing myself  
to disappear but it was no use, they were coming for me and there 
was no escape.

‘Come Human,’ the robotic voice said its mouth widening as the 
words came out. The other robot simply held out a hand for me, 
before I had a chance to grab it, my wrist was being clutched by the 
steel of  the robot.

‘Move,’ he bellowed, making me whimper. 

I was pulled off  my bed and I struggled to walk; not having had the 
chance to walk distances in so long, I was exhausted by the time we 
got the end of  the block.

 ‘What are you doing?’ I asked, my fear rising. 

‘The end is near,’ one of  the robots said, making me shiver.

 ‘What is the end?’ I asked again, desperate for answers.

‘I pity you and your small brain, desperately trying to work out what 
a superior race would need humans for.’

He practically spat the word humans, or he would have if  he had any 
saliva glands.
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‘Please just tell me,’ I said, feeling my eyes water up. 

‘You will program all the robots to our settings, then after that we’ll 
see.’

‘See what?’

‘Whether you continue living or you die.’

The present sucked. 

I closed my eyes and dreamt of  a better future; one without robots, 
the future was the only hope any of  us had left and in the past few 
minutes all my hope had been squished like a bug, not that there 
were any of  them left either.

When someone now long gone dreamed of  the future, I hope this 
wasn’t what they imagined. I hope this wasn’t what they deserved. 



20 T h e  f u T u r e

the Future

Lewis Butler 
Age 14, Year 9
Belmont High School 

Once upon a time in the future, when people went aboot on hover-
crafts and all yon fancy new stuff, there bided a wee laddie ca’ed 
Jeemy wha all he ever wanted was ane o’ them new fangled hover 
contraptions. But he was a skint, wee laddie, and kent that he’d never 
hae’ enough money for ane. He’d go for a wee dander evry day tae 
try tae find somthen tae eat. He’s come hame again and his ma would 
gie him a row. She’d yell  ‘Jeemy ye dirty wee toe-rag, hae ye been 
eatin mud again?’

Jeemy would look a’ glakit for am meenit an’ then reply ‘But Ma, I 
washed it first.’

Then he’d trudge up yon stairs an’ into his room where he’d bide the 
rest o’ the night. 

Ane day when he was oot for an dander wi’ his pals he heard a noise 
form yon auld brae. He pit his hand tae hi lug and listened tae the 
noise.

‘Have ye tatties in yer lugs, ye cannae hear yon sound?’

His pals replied, ‘Nae ye ejit, yer tho anly ane who can hear it.’

‘It sounds like someone nedds oor help,’ said Jeemy.

Then suddenly his pals all heard the noise tae. They legged it taewards 
the brae and were crossin the burn when the noise got louder. They 
arrived up the tap o’ the brae tae find a wiffie doon a hale in the brae. 
They saw some rope next tae the hale they lowerd the rope doon yon 
hale tae pull the wiffie up and ontae the tap o’ the brae. The wiffie 
got up an’ said ‘Thank ye for rescuen me, I dinnae ken wha I widda 
done if  ye hadnae saved me. Here, hae thon hovercraft tha’ I hae 
spare in ma purse’.
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The wiffie pulled out a hovercraft and pit it doon on tap of  the brae. 
All the ladies stood there lookin’ glakit but then jemmy jumped intae 
the hovercraft and sped aff  doon the brae. Just as he was speedin aff, 
he heard the wiffie yell, ‘Dinnae dae that. It thon hovercraft dinnae 
hae brakes!’

He hovered across the brae and through the toon. He anly jist missed 
yon pet shoppie by a whisker. I was almost at ther bottom o the brae 
when he ran intae a house.

‘Who pit yon house there?’ said Jeemy as he got oout o’ the ruined 
hovercraft. Then he saw his ma come round the corner and he knet 
that it was his hame that he ran into.

‘Jeemy ye ejit, ye’ve ruined oor hame!’ she yelled at him.

Just then, some rich mannie came and looked at the ruined hovercraft 
and said, ‘Is that a nitro defribulater there, laddie?’ and he picked up 
a peice from the ruined hovercraft.

‘Here, hae this million quid faer it,’ said the mannie.

‘We’re rich,’ said Jeemy.

And they a’ bided happily ever after.
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when ink talkS to a white Shirt

Sarah Constantine
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

So I’ll start this story by saying ‘once upon a time’, because we know 
all the good books do … 

Once upon a time Malcolm and Rhys Washington chanced upon 
their grandfather’s journal. It had stories of  his amazing adventures 
with dragons, wish-granting genies and tree imps. Of  course their 
grandfather was crazy, mad and completely nonsensical in all he did 
and said. Or was he?

Their grandfather, Alvin Washington, was an ideas man. His heart 
and mind were set on this Utopia World somewhere out there in the 
galaxy, filled with everything anyone had ever thought or dreamed 
existed. Rhys was sixteen years old and a non-believer in his grandfa-
ther’s work. He couldn’t wrap his mind around it so he passed it for 
madness. Malcolm, on the other hand, was an eager fourteen-year-
old who admired his grandfather’s work. He hung off  his mother’s 
every word whenever he was brought up in conversation.

‘Rhys, listen to this tale!’ Malcolm said with excitement. 

‘Don’t be stupid, you know all of  his “adventure” stories are made 
up. That type of  stuff  just does not exist,’ Rhys replied.

Malcolm ignored Rhys’s comment, he knew differently. He contin-
ued to read out this tale to Rhys. 

‘May 21, 1947; it was amazing, beyond belief. I knew that all of  the 
time I’d spent on this project was not wasted. This Utopia World … 
I found it! Me! It was breath-taking; everything I had imagined was 
there ... dragons, fire-breathing, death-defying dragons! Just when 
had I almost lost hope, just when I almost believed that I was going 
crazy, everything pulled through.’

 ‘Wow, Malcolm! That is so, so, so unbelievably ... unbelievable! 
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This is a waste of  time, I’m going to Dean’s. Try not to get yourself  
wrapped up in his silly stories or you’ll end up like him!’

Malcolm continued to read though the journal. He was going to 
prove to Rhys that their grandfather was incredible and an intelligent 
man. He spoke of  a ring that apparently takes you to Utopia. 

‘I could go there,’ Malcolm mumbled to himself. ‘I could leave; I 
could prove to Rhys that he wasn’t a crazy person.’

Something Malcolm never knew about his grandfather was that in 
1947 he went missing. With no discovery of  his body the police 
claimed him MIA. Malcolm’s mother could never bring herself  to 
tell the boys this, so she kept it from them, but very soon, Malcolm 
would find out something very interesting. Something nobody else 
knew. All he had to do was find the ring, and who knows how long 
that could take. Alvin Washington was a genius. If  it took Malcolm 
more than six months to find the journal, he could be in for the long 
haul. 

As Malcolm was rummaging through shelves he stumbled upon an 
old cardboard box labelled GPLST. Malcolm had no idea what this 
meant, but it woke up enough curiosity for him to investigate. He 
opened up the cardboard box to find that nothing was in there. Not 
even a letter or a note. As he was just about to put the box away a 
little silver reflection caught his eye. There was a second compart-
ment to this box; he lifted it up to see what was underneath. With 
disbelief  Malcolm whispered to himself. 

‘No way! I found it!’

 It was a simple silver ring with a blue stone of  some sort in the 
middle of  it. Without thinking Malcolm put the ring on and clung 
onto his grandfather’s journal. All of  a sudden, ‘ping!’ Malcolm 
awoke with an overwhelming sense of  excitement, overjoyed that 
the ring worked. He stood up and looked around him to see that he 
was in a hay barn. 

‘Oh …’ Malcolm said uneasily.
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It was an unusual place for him to wake up. If  this was the Utopia his 
grandfather described, why didn’t he wake up in a palace, or some-
thing more magical? He felt a twinge of  disappointment but that 
only lasted a moment. He walked out of  the hay barn and he was in 
awe at what he saw. 

‘Wow,’ he said.

Outside the barn, he saw rich green grass with little toadstools, tree 
houses, little wooden cottages, castles and even igloos. Mythical and 
majestic creatures roamed around; dragons, elves, leprechauns, fairies, 
mermaids, dwarfs and even Pegasus. Every single season seemed to 
be going at once. In one corner there was winter, in another spring, 
summer and autumn. Everything Malcolm read about in books, in 
fairy tales, existed here. 

As he wondered and pondered life he began to believe that closed-off, 
narrow-minded people were missing the remarkable. While Malcolm 
was walking, making sure all of  this was stored in this memory; he 
came past a tree imp. It looked muddled.

‘Oh no, no! No! This cannot be happening, I had one job! One! I 
stuffed it up, oh no, Master will not be happy! No not one bit!’ the 
tree imp cried.

‘Hello? Uh, hi, I’m Malcolm, are you all right?’

‘I know who you are! You’re the reason I’m in this mess! I thought 
I got rid of  that ring centuries ago. This is not good … You need to 
go! Go back,’ he said, frightened.

‘Why? Who is after me? I don’t want to cause any trouble; I just 
stumbled across this place because of  my grandfath …’

‘You naive soul … Did nobody ever tell you what happened to your 
dear grandpa Alvin? Hmm … Well, sorry kid but he discovered this 
years ago and it wasn’t the Utopia he wanted to see. It was at first yes, 
but this ‘Utopia’ as he slowly found out is actually something your 
mind creates, something which you cannot leave once you’re in too 
deep. Just like your grandfather,’ the tree imp explained.
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‘What? No! My grandfather died of  old age,’ he said with a confused 
tone.

‘Nope … He’s right here, in his imaginary Utopia, which you are 
now a part of. He put up a fight, but over time it turns you mad. He 
instructed me to dispose of  the ring. Apparently, I didn’t hide it too 
well. You need to leave now.’

‘Can I see him? Please?’ Malcolm pleaded.

‘No. Never. Master would never allow it’.

In the distance they heard loud footsteps which seemed to make the 
imp frightened.

‘Imp … Leave!’ spoke a loud booming voice. Without saying another 
word, the tree imp fled. 

‘I suppose you’re my grandson, following in my footsteps I see. 
Malcolm, you can’t be here.’ Alvin spoke with sadness in his voice.

‘Grandpa? What happened to your journal? I’ve read it but, you 
never mentioned this.’

‘It was a decoy; I didn’t want my family to know what really happened 
here. I can’t leave here so the imp took it and the ring and hid them 
both. Obviously not well enough. I’m sorry, so sorry. How about 
I show you around a little? It can’t be too long, otherwise you’ll be 
stuck.’

Malcolm nodded and for a few seconds, which seemed like a life 
time. He studied his grandfather’s face. It looked the same as it did in 
photos, his bright green eyes, pale white skin and his now receding 
brown hairline. That moment ended by Alvin taking Malcolm by the 
hand and pointing out his favourite creatures.

Alvin introduced him to Pegasus, his and Malcolm’s favourite. As 
Malcolm was playing with his new-found friend Pegasus, he asked a 
rather difficult question, ‘Grandpa, do you ever think you’ll be able 
to come home?’

Alvin wanted to say yes, so badly, but he knew he could never.
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‘No, I’m sorry. It’s also time for you to go.’ 

Malcolm started to tear up but as a grandfather knows best, he picked 
him up in the best bear hug anyone could ever get. 

‘I love you, never forget that,’ Alvin said.

‘I love you too, Grandpa. Bye.’

His grandfather pulled the ring off  his finger and within a moment 
he was back home. It felt like he had been there for hours, but he was 
only there five minutes.
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the eFFeCtS oF Global warminG

Adam Costello
Year 9
Lara Secondary College

The year is 2010 and technology is at its high point. Millions are 
buying and using gadgets to get stuff  done in their life but what is it 
really doing to our planet? What will eventually become of  us? People 
don’t realise it but the gadgets they know and love are destroying this 
world and a lot of  stuff  might not seem like it, but it goes in deep.

~~~

I’ll start with the basics. So there is transport, which millions use 
every day. Cars: people drive their cars long distances to get to their 
work, but this is affecting the environment. Air pollution is a huge 
issue, look at China. There the pollution is so bad that they have to 
wear face masks. Human poisoning is very bad because of  breath-
ing the air. It can be very dangerous if  too many exhaust fumes are 
polluting the air and people breathe them in.

~~~

Global effects need to be recognised. There are the polar ice caps 
melting, sea levels rising and the world being submerged. But this 
isn’t just caused by cars. It’s caused by electronics such as computers, 
phones, TVs, planes, boats and trains but most of  all global warming 
is caused by ignorance and people who think they are not going 
be around for the consequences. They couldn’t care less but people 
need to realise that the use of  electronics is killing this planet and in 
the future it’s only going to get worse.

~~~

As we move forward in life the technology will build up and 
become more popular and we won’t find a solution in time. All 
people need to do is turn their electronic stuff  off  at the power 
and take that extra time to do something for the environment—
reuse water, recycle paper and ride to work once in while.  
You don’t have to do it everyday but every little bit helps.
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~~~

We need to find new clean fuels. What about turning garbage into 
fuel, building more wind turbines and installing more solar panels? 
Just turn your appliances off  at the switch; all this helps reduce green 
house gases. The ozone layer is dying and we need to pull our heads 
in and start getting stuff  done about this worldwide problem. It does 
not matter if  you’re not here to see the worst of  it because it could 
happen sooner than we think.

~~~

Everyone says kids are the future, so why do we let this go on? If  kids 
are the future why let them suffer in this waste, in this problem? Why 
don’t we do something now? Start taking steps to make this a better 
world. Next time you do something just think what can happen if  
you make the wrong choice. 
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when the world CaveS in

Crystal Curtis
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

7th March, 2045
It’s freezing cold and the sky has turned a dark blue but even in the 
dark the war still goes on. I hear gunshots constantly, each time I 
hear it I know yet another person, another Christian has been killed. 
My heart races after every shot, I fear that I’ll be next …

It all began three years ago when a twenty-two-year-old Christian 
guy from Australia, went over to Saudi Arabia for a mission trip and 
was killed on the spot for proclaiming his faith. His ambition was 
to help children and youth who were homeless or had an unhealthy 
lifestyle. But his ambitions of  course were never fully met. I would 
call this situation genocide rather than an actual war as our side is 
not fighting back. We would rather be martyrs than murderers, but 
troops from America and Australia have been sent over to control it. 
They failed miserably at that. 

My name is Saria; my family and I are prisoners in a high-intensity 
concentration camp. Where all my worst nightmares have come to 
life and just when I think things can’t get worse … they do.

We first got here two years ago after the Islamic soldiers raided our 
country and took many people who admitted to their faith away. We 
had no protection because our country just didn’t care, as long as 
they were safe they had no concern for us, as our faith and what we 
believed was our choice and therefore we should pay the price. Not 
long after we arrived they started taking lives, as people refused to 
convert religions and worship their God.

My mum, Sheryl, was one of  those people; she was shot right before 
me, for proclaiming her faith to an Islamic leader. I didn’t even get 
the chance to say goodbye or tell her how much I loved her, the 
only thing I held was that she would be going to a better place and 
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even though the memory still shatters my heart, I try really hard to 
imagine her being happy up in heaven.  

My dad, Eli, and two younger brothers, Troy and Isaiah, didn’t have 
a chance to say goodbye either. They had been forced into slavery, 
working up to fourteen-hour days and if  they don’t follow orders 
they would die, like so many already have. Ever since we arrived 
they’ve been starved, whipped, yelled at, hit, and many other unim-
aginable things. I don’t see them anymore now; they are somewhere 
different to me. I just know that they’re still alive, and I’m so thankful 
for that.

A few tears fell from my eyes. 

‘I wish this would just end, I wish that I could be home and safe with 
my family again.’ 

I cling to the cross dangling from my necklace and say a quick prayer 
asking that God will free us all, that my family will survive this and 
that I will have comfort in this lonely time, since now there is nothing 
or no one else to have hope in now, but God.

I’m in a small room all by myself, with nothing but a toilet and a sink 
to accompany me. My train of  thought has wandered to the very day 
we arrived at this place. It was awful, there were bodies everywhere. 
People were killed right in front of  our eyes, little children, teenagers, 
parents, grandparents; it was like hell on Earth. So many of  us were 
scared. We feared the worst. My family knew that if  we died it would 
be for our God. We wouldn’t die for being pushovers, we would die 
for standing up for what we believed in, and that we had somewhere 
to go.

In the midst of  all my thoughts I heard a loud sharp scream, it sounded 
really close, could’ve been the girl next to me. My heart began to 
pound rapidly. I heard a loud gunshot, and then it sounded like a body 
falling to the ground. I had a feeling that my time was finally up, I did 
my best to fight for my life … and so I was right.

Footsteps neared my door, I quickly stepped back, then it opened and 
two Islamic soldiers barged in. Both were armed. I was so frightened, 
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but tried to contain myself.  They both looked angry, but one of  them 
looked more important than the other, he was fuming, he looked like 
he wished everyone would die, and that he’d take enormous pleasure 
in doing the killings himself. 

‘Bow to Allah!’ he shouted.

I was shaking now, shivers running all throughout my body. Then 
suddenly I heard a voice inside my head, almost audible, ‘Do not be 
afraid, I am with you.’ 

I wasn’t shaking anymore and the shivers had disappeared. Both 
guns were now directed right at me. Again the soldier shouted, this 
time with more force.

‘Bow to Allah!’ 

I would never bow to another God no matter what the outcome. I 
didn’t fear death; I knew where I was going.

‘No,’ I said firmly.

The soldier looked furious that I had actually refused his order. He 
held up his gun with a tighter hold ready to shoot. I said a quick 
prayer, ‘May it be quick and painless Lord. Amen.’

Before another word was said the soldier shot the gun and the 
bullet went right through my stomach. I fell to my knees; gripping 
my stomach, with blood pouring everywhere. He hadn’t killed me 
instantly so he shot again, right through my chest. I collapsed to 
the floor instantly losing consciousness then everything went black. 
Before long I started to see a bright light, I was finally home.

The Islamic may have won the war, but the Christians won the battle.  
Never did the Christians turn and use violence as revenge, never did 
they do any wrong, but they fought for what they believed in and it 
was a sacrifice that they were willing to make, but at least they died 
for a purpose. They were inspirational, to have survived and endured 
that suffering. It was something that no one could compare to. Those 
that survived had to live their lives underground after the genocide. 
Christians were banned from speaking or proclaiming the slightest 
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bit of  their faith to anyone. Other religions had all the freedom to do 
as they pleased and for years it continued this way. Anyone who so 
much as attempted speaking their faith or going to church was either 
locked away in prison or killed. But those who believed didn’t give 
up hope; they knew they would be rescued. Their God would take 
away all the pain they’d endured on Earth and set them free once 
and for all!
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the Future

Dionysis Daglas 
Age 15, Year 9
Belmont High School

A world where everyday survival was trivial; Catos tried to imagine 
himself  in such a reality, but decided it was essentially useless as it 
did nothing to aid him in surviving the post-apocalyptic wastes of  
the 22nd century. He was alone with his thoughts as he had been for 
quite some time, after his previous companion Matthew was mauled 
to death and devoured by the freakish monstrosities, slowly tainted 
and eventually mutated from the radioactive fallout from the many 
nuclear devices unleashed upon Washington DC and the rest of  the 
country. 

The third world war ravaged and scarred the Earth in a hail of  
destruction and nuclear weapons and in its wake, left a war-torn 
wasteland where dog eats dog and nothing is left unquestioned.

Rumours told of  a safe haven, somewhere containing food, water 
and protection. This was, of  course, just a rumour and the majority 
of  the remaining population saw it as just that, but as Catos looked 
upon the endless sea of  various shades of  brown and grey, he really 
wanted to believe that there was a place where he could get away 
from everything, to not have to fight to ensure that today would not 
be his final day.

He knew it was pointless, but he devoted the remainder of  his years 
trying to find this wondrous place. He had nothing better to do as he 
roamed the wastes trying to sustain his life, so he figured that if  the 
rumours had any hint of  truth to them, he would be safe, and even if  
he didn’t, anything was more interesting than sitting around hoping 
an animal scurries around to be killed for food.

Before he left for his daily scavenging trip he collected all his meagre 
supplies; an empty 9mm handgun, some water and some unlabelled 
tins of  food. He took his normal route, finding nothing of  use but 
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as he reached the end of  his usual route, he kept going and headed 
towards the one landmark that still retained some of  its former glory, 
the White House. It no longer retained its marble white colour, 
appearing instead to inherit the dark greenish-brown shade of  every-
thing else out there in the wastes. He carefully ascended the cracked 
stairs. 

From his position, he could see far and wide across the huge, dull 
expanse of  the wastes. He found some people camping-out inside, 
they all looked sickly and diseased, wearing nothing more than 
tattered rags. Their skin was a faint green colour and they looked to 
be in the early stages of  mutation, they stared at him as he made his 
way into the building. Immediately, something caught his eye, the 
glinting of  a polished metallic case, he approached it, and whipped 
around as he heard the snarls of  the beings behind him. He pressed 
on, and opened the case, revealing a small black button, as his fingers 
curiously lingered above it, the creatures leapt at him, he brought his 
hand down upon the button and the floor opened up a hole below 
him. It closed just in time and he fell onto a soft surface. Cupboards 
lined the walls around him and he swirled around taking it all in, 
finally allowing himself  a peaceful respite of  sleep.
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Future oF the Cyber world

Emma Dalziel
Year 9
Lara Secondary College 

There are new bullies in town and this time they’re not after your 
lunch money. You can’t necessarily see or touch them as they’re hiding 
away behind computer screens in the world called Cyberspace. They 
don’t have the guts to walk up to you and throw a pathetic punch, 
but take their anger out on the buttons of  a mobile phone or the 
keys of  a computer. The internet’s ability to share information has 
become too simple for young people. Just signing into a chat room, 
checking your profile on a social networking site or even turning on 
your mobile phone can open the door to several cases of  bullying. 

Research shows that almost one in four young people between the 
ages of  eleven and nineteen have been the victim of  cyber bullying. 
When you think of  twenty-four people in a high school classroom, 
six of  those students are being, or have been, cyber bullied. Research 
also shows that girls are more likely to be victimised than boys. 
Statistics state that the most common types of  places and technolo-
gies bullies tend to strike on are: text messages, chat rooms and social 
networking sites; with Facebook and MySpace being most common. 

MySpace and Facebook are both extremely popular social network-
ing sites where you can interact with people, either in your friend 
list or all around the world. They both do have their positives and 
negatives. A positive is being able to find relatives and friends who 
you have lost contact with over the years. With a simple search you 
can receive the surprise of  being able to communicate with a long 
lost family member every day. Sadly, there are more negative stories 
than positive, such as two girls who were suspended from a Sydney 
private school due to actions they took on MySpace early this year. 

The girls were removed after posting inappropriate material contain-
ing personal information about one of  their classmates. The details 
included sexual encounters with more than one boy, drinking and 
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using illegal substances. These false allegations led to strange boys 
approaching the young girl in the streets. The girls’ so called ‘friends’ 
comments supported the bullies. Comments like this just show 
bullying at its worst: ‘Everyone thought she was a sweet nice girl 
who was never mean. She is actually a bitch and really mean about 
some people. She also sucks up to people.’

This is just one example which makes us seriously question the 
future of  these sites and technologies. It’s easy to tell people to block 
and delete bullies, but it seems easier to fight and retaliate. Reducing 
the prevalence of  cyber bullying can only make life easier, with fewer 
people feeling defenceless and stressed in our world. If  you are ever 
affected by cyber bullying or see someone that is, make sure you get 
help. In the end it’s not worth putting your life at risk, tough times 
past, but death is forever.
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pale blue dot

Scott Day
Year 9
Lara Secondary College

‘It has been said that astronomy is a humbling and character-building experience. 
There is perhaps no better demonstration of  the folly of  human conceits than 
this distant image of  our tiny world. To me, it underscores our responsibility to 
deal more kindly with one another, and to preserve and cherish the pale blue dot, 
the only home we’ve ever known.’ (Carl Sagan http://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/
Carl_Sagan )

I’m a swimming polar bear on the edge of  a thin board of  ice … in 
complete silence, almost tranquil, despite my dire situation.

Perhaps that is the message of  all this madness, complete equanim-
ity through chaos and destruction. Perhaps that has always been the 
nature of  sentient beings.

This thin, board of  ice breaks and departs from my vision, and yet I 
am still constantly calm. 

Strange how such primitive beings can be in total silence over what 
humans perceive to be terrifying. Strange why we don’t cry despite 
the fact that we know we are bound to fall. As if  it is meant to occur.

As I descend into the frigid blue waters I know not what is happen-
ing to the humans. I’m neither angry nor infuriated with their folly 
for I am in a state of  euphoria; a euphoric sensation of  complete 
beauty despite my incredibly fragile and dilapidated condition. Those 
human beings, with their obsession with violence, warfare and 
dominance, of  course it would be their downfall.

Briefly I see a struggling seal, so helpless, so vulnerable, so … delicious.  
I take a bite before realising I don’t possess the strength to complete 
my meal. I did the best I could so it’s not as if  I could have done 
more in order to save myself.
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As I descend further into the depths of  the ocean, questioning the 
point of  this futile and primitive existence. I question this treacher-
ous and cruel existence. I question our nature …

‘It is in our nature.’
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the CodanG Capture

Malcolm Denning
Age 14, Year 9
Belmont High School

Case number:  VT 05/04/01/3462
Incident:  Gang Infiltration and Arrest
Reporting officer: Constable Cody Mort
Date of  report: 21 April, 2135

Since the 15th of  August 2133 I have been a part of  the gang known 
as Codang. I have slowly grown in rank until I have become part 
of  the Upper Three.  In the Codang Gang, I was known as Speed. 
On the 13th of  April I was part of  the heist on the Bourke Street 
Commonwealth Bank. The Codang Gang had planned on stealing 
three million dollars after Cod, another member in the Upper Three 
and the leader, deposited four million dollars after which he would 
then withdraw. The four million dollars had come from other bank 
heists. The reason for this was so that the Codang Gang could cripple 
the bank and then take it over.

The day before the heist, I met with my partner, Constable Martin 
Dales, and told him what the Codang Gang was planning. We then 
devised a plan on how to stop it. The next day I went in with Cod, as 
his security guard, and delayed the transfer of  the money by pretend-
ing the lock was broken. The police came in, capturing everyone 
involved in the heist, except a small few including Cod and Snake; 
the last member of  the Upper Three.

All the captured members of  the gang were taken to the high-security 
section of  Melbourne Gaol They were kept under constant surveil-
lance and in raised-shield cells. At 21:13 the free members of  the 
gang infiltrated the prison to free all the prisoners. They used stun 
blasters, flash bangs and downloads. The guards tried to fight off  the 
attack but it failed in the end. Three guards were killed in the fight.
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The escaped prisoners from the gang were transported back to their 
base but a battalion of  police was waiting there. They captured all 
the gang leaders and rounded up all other members.

Total Cost of  Operation: $30,254
Gang Member’s caught: 1457
Officers Killed:   3
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FaShion in the Future

Emma Durkin
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

Fashion is a very popular thing in Australia, and not just here but all 
over the world. Fashion is all about the hottest and newest clothes. 
The hottest brands introduce the hottest clothes to the public. 
Fashion can be a different thing all together. Fashion is not just all 
the hottest clothes and the newest clothes or brands. Fashion can 
be accessories to dress up your outfit, making it more sophisticated 
and giving some sexy, hot flavour to it. Beautiful or hot shoes—
maybe you even call them stilettos, that’s if  you are able to walk in 
high heels—will make the outfit the best it gets. I’m guessing in the 
future, that the public will recognise that the world has changed by 
now. There will be girls walking around with fake beards, if  it goes 
with the outfit. 

Fashion is all about the look. How does the outfit make you feel? 
And, what does the outfit make your body look like?  For example, 
if  I had a colourful print dotted dress on and if  I ever saw that dress 
on display, I would instantly think of  happiness. Just imagine, if  you 
had the dress on, you would feel even more cheerful. In the future 
fashion will be so different. All the fashion that we wear and the 
fashion we see will be changed into different styles that we would 
never imagine. The public will realise that fashion is everything; it’s 
what makes the bread and butter of  our country.  If  we didn’t have 
fashion we would be a walking line to be made fun of. Every country, 
state and place that you visit, or even see, will have great fashion. In 
their own way, they will have their own style. Different countries do 
talk about fashion and how all different fashion materials make it big 
and be seen on television. The public sees it, and when the public 
likes it, they want to buy it.

All different fashion is always made into one thing. For example 
today’s fashion, and maybe last year’s fashion, are one pair of  leggings 
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and one pair of  jeans put together, so instead of  calling it jeans and 
leggings, they have now leggings that are a jeans pattern. So you get 
the fashion, just wait til you see the fashion in the near future to 
come. There might even be different colours we have never seen or 
heard about.
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ZaCh’S liFe: heroeS oF the modern aGe

Zach Eastwood 
Age 16
Western Heights College

The first comic was produced in the 1930’s and Superman was born. 
The reason I make this example, is that I’m making a point. Long 
gone are the days of  real classic comic book heroes. Zach is one of  
these new heroes. Born in 1994 and currently kicking back at the age 
of  twenty-one he’s partying and living large in the year 2015, but he’s 
just about to get a wake-up call.

The alarm clock started to beep and Zach looked up at the time. It 
was seven o’clock on a Saturday; he didn’t have to get up so he went 
back to sleep. He dreamt of  money, money and more money. He was 
woken by his good friend, CJ, shaking him awake. 

‘Ah, what!?’ Zach asked.

‘Zach, this came in the mail,’ CJ replied.

CJ held out an envelope that was a letter addressed to Zach. He 
opened the letter; it was covered in blood stains. The letter read:

My dear rival Zach, 

How is your life? Enjoying my riches and my home? Are you happy that you are 
the man who single-handedly ruined my life and sent me to the horrible prison I 
now call home for life. Well all that’s about to change, I suggest that you get out 
of  my house before I make you. Consider my words wisely, for this letter is not 
the end of  my story but the beginning of  the end for you Zach. 

You didn’t expect your whole life to go perfect just because you defeated me at the 
young age of  thirteen, now I’m older, more experienced and you have let your 
guard down. Don’t expect CJ, Nick or Josh, your precious friends, to save you, 
not even your seriously disturbed brother, Andrew, can save you now. 

Goodbye Zach, we will meet again, I assure you.
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Adam Goren

‘Whoa. Scary,’ CJ said, startled.

‘Ah, CJ.’

CJ stood for Connor Jones but everyone called him CJ after Zach 
said it one day and it just clicked. Zach thought how CJ had been 
his good friend since he was five. CJ would help him out of  any 
scenario. CJ was just a smidge smaller then Zach, with longish brown 
hair, glasses and a few small hairs on his chin which would eventually 
accumulate into a beard. 

‘So, why’d you come over here?’ Zach asked.

‘You owe me a drink,’ CJ told him.

‘So I do,’ Zach said recalling the bet he had lost about which one of  
them would be kissed by a girl first.

‘Ok, let’s go,’ Zach said.

Zach got dressed and they headed out the front door. Zach was 
seemingly tall, not like six foot but tall, and of  stocky build. Zach 
always had very short hair. He didn’t like things to be abnormal like 
bald girls and guys with hair stretching down to their elbows. Zach 
opened the garage doors and marvelled at his red Ferrari he had 
won in a bet. Yes, Zach was the gambling type but for good reason. 
Zach always had an ace up his sleeve (metaphorically). He was always 
hiding a trick and revealed it just at the right time; he only lost the 
bet with CJ because he was a hopeless romantic. He believed that 
men had to be stupid and spontaneous to be lucky in love. Zach was 
neither of  these things. CJ and Zach got in the car, Zach turned the 
ignition and they set off  down the road passing the other cars. Zach 
felt utter bliss. Ever since he beat Adam, his life was perfect, but like 
Adam said, ‘All that’s about to change’.

Meanwhile, in a high-security prison on the other side of  town, 
Adam Goren was about to be executed by hanging. He was walking 
to the podium accompanied by two guards. He stepped onto the 
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platform. The noose was placed around Adam’s neck. Adam saw his 
comrade in the audience. He winked at the man. 

‘Any last words?’  the masked executioner asked.

‘Just one,’ Adam replied. ‘Now!’ he yelled.

His comrade quickly stood and threw the eight small balls he was 
holding. They excreted smoke covering the entire room in blinding 
white. Adam put on the sunglasses his comrade, disguised as a priest 
to give last rites, had given him. The glasses registered heat signals, 
so humans were the only things Adam could see. Adam’s comrade 
beckoned, Adam and his comrade ran out of  the back entrance 
towards their car. They jumped into the car and drove off.

‘Thank you, Tom,’ he said to his comrade. The car they were driving 
was an old black sedan with a metal A as a hood ornament. 

‘Look out Zach, cause here I come,’ Adam said as they headed for 
home. 

Zach and CJ went to a bar; Bright Spirits. They sat down on two 
stools next to each other and ordered two beers. As they sat there 
drinking Zach noticed a piano with a man playing Clocks by Coldplay. 
He approached the piano man, with an idea. 

‘Can I make a request?’ Zach asked. 

‘Sure thing, Mate,’ the pianist said.

Zach picked up the mike and asked if  the pianist knew Piano Man by 
Billy Joel.

‘Sure do,’ he said as he started a quick introduction melody. So Zach 
began singing Piano Man. A woman CJ had been talking to was the 
first to notice, then CJ realised what his friend was doing and had a 
look. Zach had finished when he realised that this girl was looking at 
him, he approached the girl.

‘You’re a fantastic singer,’ she said.

Z a C h ’ s  l I f e
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‘Thanks. I don’t know why I did that,’ he admitted.

‘You look familiar. Have we met?’ Zach asked.

‘I don’t think so, does the name Lily Harken ring a bell,’ she answered. 

‘Zach Farlow, you married?’ he said as he shook her hand. 

‘No,’ she answered. 

Zach remembered someone, someone he met in primary school. 

‘Now I know where we met, it was back in primary school! You’ve 
grown up,’ Zach exclaimed.

‘Of  course, Zach Farlow. The Zach Farlow who single handily 
defeated the criminal mastermind Adam Goren!’ she said.

Everyone looked at him.

‘Thanks a lot, now everyone’s staring at us,’ he whispered angrily.

‘Zach Farlow!’ the pianist exclaimed. 

‘I knew I recognised you. It’s me James, James Ford from high 
school,’ he said jumping from the piano.

Everyone was still looking at the four of  them.

‘What do we do now?’ Zach asked.

‘I have an idea,’ said James.

He pushed the piano at some members of  the crowd then the rest of  
the crowd stared at the piano. Zach and the other three ran out the 
door and into the night. 

There wasn’t enough room in the Ferrari for all four of  them, so CJ 
and James took the Ferrari and Zach and Lily walked back to Zach’s 
house. 

‘So, how’s your life been?’ Zach asked Lily. 

Z a C h ’ s  l I f e
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‘Good, good. How’s that cut of  yours?’

Zach knew what she was talking about, Lily and Zach had a ‘falling 
out’ when they were younger and Lily had cut Zach’s back open and 
they hadn’t talked since. 

‘It’s just a scar now but that’s all in the past,’ he told her.

They continued talking long into the night. When they got back to 
Zach’s house CJ and James were already standing out front next 
to the Ferrari. The house was surrounded by police tape and cops 
standing around patrol cars. 

‘What’s going on here?’ Zach asked.

‘Sir, you may want to step back,’ said an approaching policeman.

‘You don’t understand. This is my house,’ Zach yelled.

‘It’s being seized by the police as a precaution,’ the policeman told 
him.

‘Why?’ Zach yelled.

‘Haven’t you worked it out? Adam Goren’s escaped.’

This revelation had come from James.

‘What makes you say that?’ Zach asked.

‘They repossessed his old house and his execution was today,’ James 
said.

‘Don’t forget the letter,’ CJ said.

Zach pulled out the letter and now he saw its true meaning: Well, all 
that’s about to change, I suggest that you get out of  my house before I make you. 
Consider my words wisely, for this letter is not the end of  my story but the begin-
ning of  the end for you Zach. You didn’t expect your whole life to go perfectly just 
because you defeated me at the young age of  thirteen, now I’m older, more experi-
enced. We will meet again. I assure you. Zach had just finished re-reading 
the letter when James’ phone started to ring.

Z a C h ’ s  l I f e
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‘Hello,’ James answered. 

An explosion of  sound erupted from his phone. 

‘What? Evicted ... piano, money, I owe you how much?’ James said, 
in between the yelling. Then he hung up.

‘You know the bartender at Bright Spirits, he’s also my landlord. I 
owe him fifty thousand dollars,’ James told them. 

‘How did you manage to cause that much damage?’ Zach asked in 
disbelief. 

‘Antique piano, law-suits, pretty self  explanatory,’ James said.

‘You could come live with us,’ Zach suggested, then remembered 
why that was impossible. 

‘Well, what now?’ CJ asked.

Then Zach had an idea 

‘We could move in with my brother; he’s got heaps of  room.’ They 
all agreed that was a good idea.

‘Well, one thing’s for sure. You’re gonna need a bigger car,’ CJ said, 
making them all laugh.

So they had a lot of  things to do; first Zach and James sold Zach’s 
Ferrari for three hundred and fifty thousand dollars. They bought a 
deep blue sedan for thirty-five thousand dollars. Zach gave James 
fifty thousand dollars but James still couldn’t go back to his apart-
ment. Then Zach, CJ, and James went to drive the one person who 
still had a house, back to her place. They stopped outside a cheap 
hotel, Lily was about to get out when the entire building exploded 
sending a giant piece of  rubble into one of  the sedan’s headlights. 

‘I’m homeless,’ Lily said, devastated.

‘Then it’s settled, were all going to Andrew’s,’ Zach said.

Adam saw police surrounding his precious childhood home. 

Z a C h ’ s  l I f e
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He pulled out his golden rapier, ready to strike. He was garbed in his 
old, golden-coloured armour with a long black cape billowing out 
behind him. Then one of  the cops saw him.

‘Halt!’ the police officer said holding his gun out. 

Adam merely chuckled and summoned up dark, wraith-like shadows 
from his hand that engulfed the policeman and dissipated. The 
policeman’s pupils became a murky black. The policeman walked 
towards his fellow cops. He shot one, then another and then another; 
picking off  his comrades one by one. Once they were all defeated 
the policeman returned to Adam.

‘You’ve served your purpose,’ he told the policeman. Swinging his 
sword he sliced off  the policeman’s head. 

‘Now to reclaim my birthright,’ Adam said as he walked inside Zach’s 
old house.

Andrew heard a knock on the door, he went to answer it. When he 
opened the door he saw his older brother Zach. Zach was a little 
bit taller and skinnier then Andrew but was much smarter. Andrew 
was shorter than Zach but was more muscular. Andrew had longish 
brown hair and blue eyes. Zach also had brown hair and blue eyes 
but Zach’s kept his hair short, and it was always sticking up. 

‘Andrew! How long has it been? Three years!’ Zach said.

‘What do you need, money, food?’ Andrew said eyeing him suspiciously.

‘How big’s your house? Three bedrooms?’ Zach asked.

‘What’s it to ya?’ Andrew asked.

‘We need a place to stay.’ Zach told Andrew. 

‘Who’s we?’ asked Andrew. CJ, James and Lily stepped into the light. 

‘Oh, no you don’t!’ Andrew said. 

‘Please, we’ve got nowhere to go,’ Zach pleaded. 

Z a C h ’ s  l I f e
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‘Ok, but you can only stay for three months,’ Andrew said.

Meanwhile, Adam was getting well acquainted with his old house. He 
had recruited several of  his old allies. There was Tom, a loyal henchman 
with a dark side, Ben, a young man with a burn scar across the side of  
his face and Simon, nice on the outside but with a dark side. Adam had 
made them all his loyal subjects by infecting them with his shadows. 

‘Sir, we were unable to kill Lily or Zach,’ Ben said, ‘We detonated the 
bomb too early and missed them by ten seconds’.

Adam lost it; he smashed a vase with the shadows and then sat down 
on his custom-made throne. 

‘What do we do now?’ Tom asked.

‘We claim a business and start undermining Australia’s precious 
democracy,’ Adam said with a grimace.

It was a sunny afternoon and things were looking good for Zach. 
He had been living with Andrew for a month; he and James became 
good friends again. He and Lily were dating now and had been for 
three weeks. He and Lily shared a room and James and CJ shared a 
room. Adam disappeared from everyone’s minds; he was now just 
another escaped prisoner. Zach was searching for a new house with 
four bedrooms, a garage and other necessities but nothing jumped 
out at him. Suddenly, there was a knock on the door, when Zach 
went to see who it was he found his old friends, Nick and Josh. Nick 
and Josh told Zack the story of  how their company had been under-
mined and sold to a powerful businessman.

‘This is the life!’ said Adam as he entered the main office. Adam 
had taken over a powerful company called NiJo owned by Zach’s 
friends, Nick and Josh. He had undermined their company bank-
rupted them. They had nowhere to go ... except to Zach, who was 
still living at Andrew’s place. Now, he would strike. It wouldn’t be as 
sloppy as his first attack. It would be better planned, more precise … 

Zach found a six bedroom mansion based on top of  a hill. He could 
use the extra money to build a small gym. However, there was a small 
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problem since Nick and Josh had joined their adventure. Their five-
seat sedan was too small. So Zach, CJ, James and Lily bought a new 
car. They were looking around the auto dealer and then Zach saw it; 
a silver 2005 Chrysler Grand Voyager. When Zach and the others 
returned they found Andrew’s house was scorched and Andrew, 
Nick and Josh were sitting on the lawn. 

‘Any chance of  an extra seat there?’ Andrew asked.
They all got in the Voyager and Andrew, Nick and Josh retold the 
story of  the bomb and Adam’s henchman. There was a bad light bulb 
in the lounge room. Andrew called an electrician from a company 
called Bright Spark. They didn’t know it at the time but the bulb had 
been a bomb. Andrew heard the slight beep and quickly got Josh, 
Nick and a couple thousand dollars out of  the house before the 
bomb blew, throwing Nick, Josh and Andrew onto the lawn. 

Zach searched the paper until he found the perfect house. It was 
situated on the top of  a hill. It had seven bedrooms, two bathrooms 
and a double garage. They all chose their own rooms. Zach gave 
them each five thousand dollars each, to spend on renovations on 
their rooms. Then he went to the paint store, not for household 
paint, for spray paint for the car. 

When he got back he found the others hard at work renovating and 
designing their rooms. So he set to work on the car. Last time, he 
had stolen his parents’ car and painted Zach’s Life on the side (he 
got in so much trouble). Now he was painting his own car, blue and 
yellow. He was in the garage for most of  the afternoon; only coming 
out for a quick bite. The painting stretched late into the night and 
by the time he was done he had as much paint on him as there was 
on the car. When he had finished he stepped back and admired his 
work. Both sides of  the car proclaimed, rather colourfully, Zach’s 
Life: Heroes of  the Modern Age. Then he drove the car to a furni-
ture store and half-an-hour later he returned with seven beds. He 
unloaded them the truck that had come with him. This process of  
renovating finished around eleven o’clock at night. The house looked 
like a home, now everything was done. The Zach’s Life house was 
complete.

Z a C h ’ s  l I f e
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‘It’s time the public knows I exist!’ yelled Adam to his small legion 
of  recruits. 

All of  the recruits were going to join the army but were convinced 
by Adam’s loyal henchman to join Adam. Adam had been at work 
developing special suits of  armour; light but sturdy, for some of  the 
lower units and for the more experienced units he designed special 
lightweight flying vehicles resembling dragonflies.

‘I’ve been developing new suits of  armour for you all. Try them on 
and let’s get to work!’

They all yelled in agreement. The revolution had begun …

Somewhere in the Southern Pacific Ocean, a naval ship with two 
hundred and fifty Australian war veterans and five hundred long-
serving naval and army men was coming home for Remembrance 
Day after visiting Gallipoli,  when the ship was hit and the anchor 
was lowered by an unknown force. The captain yelled to one of  the 
navigators, ‘What the hell was that?’

‘We don’t know,’ the navigators replied.

‘I know,’ said Adam as he appeared, flying in front of  them.

Zach sat down to the news the morning after renovations. First there 
was a report on a fashion show, no-one in the house was particularly 
interested. Then there was a story involving seven hundred and fifty 
army, navy and war veterans being abducted along with their ship. 
The network showed a clip of  two giant metallic arms reaching out 
of  the ocean. It grabbed the naval ship and lowered the hundreds of  
passengers into the giant, gaping, metallic mouth and then the arms 
and mouth disappeared into the ocean. 

‘The network also received this tape relating to the disappearance of  
the seven hundred and fifty soldiers and veterans.’

The footage showed a deep cave and a man walking to a small chair 
situated in the middle of  the camera’s point of  view. The man looked 
like Adam Goren but Zach hadn’t seen Adam in years and this man 
looked older, stronger and had short hair and a short, fuzzy beard.

Z a C h ’ s  l I f e
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‘Hello, many citizens. I am Adam Goren; I was convicted of  treason 
at the age of  thirteen. I was tracked down and captured by Zach 
Farlow. Hello Zach. Zach got a hero’s congratulations along with my 
riches and my home. I was sentenced to eight years imprisonment, 
then death, but I escaped. The world will bow at my feet in a couple 
months time. Now, about the missing soldiers, they are all fine and 
they have vowed undying loyalty to my cause. Goodbye, Australia. 
You’d better hope to God there’s a hero out there …’ The video 
ended and Zach turned off  the TV. 

‘Oh, don’t worry. There is!’ he said.

Adam’s plan was simple, he was going to kidnap the entire Australian 
Army and make them his loyal army. He had already kidnapped most 
of  the army and ‘converted’ them. He had infected them with his 
shadows. Now there was one last squadron left situated in Afghani-
stan. So Adam and his small platoon headed off. 

The soldiers were on an important mission to infiltrate a Taliban 
outpost when Adam and his group of  specialised soldiers confronted 
them, captured them and flew back to Adam’s base with ease. It was 
complete, Australia was completely defenceless and their army was 
in his twisted Adam’s hands… 

Zach and Lily were sitting at a table in an expensive restaurant, this 
was their tenth date. The meal went fairly quickly and they weren’t 
expected home for another hour after they had finished eating they 
decided to walk home by the pier. It was a beautiful night and Zach 
admired the way the moon glistened off  the water. Lily’s red hair 
almost sparkled in the moonlight; this was a moment of  utter bliss. 
Then, out of  the blue, a jet of  smoke was trailing behind Zach and 
then an unknown force knocked him off  his feet and then the smoke 
stopped several feet in front of  him. It was Adam.

‘Hello Zach!’ he yelled

‘ … and who might this be,’ he said looking at Lily with a grimace 
on his face.

Z a C h ’ s  l I f e
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Adam grabbed Lily’s arm.

‘Let me go!’ Lily yelled. 

‘Oooh, fiery. You better watch out for this one. She’s trouble,’ he said 
grimacing.

‘Let her go, Adam.’ Zach ordered.

‘Or what … You’ll call the cops!’ he yelled. His chuckle made 
everyone turn cold. Adam grabbed Zach’s arm next. 

‘I know a man who would like your heads above his mantle.’ Then 
he laughed.

Adam had created a small prison area 
on level thirty two of  his headquarters.  
He imprisoned Zach and Lily in different cells. Zach sat in the corner 
tired and annoyed. Meanwhile, Lily was frantically trying to find a 
way to escape. 

‘There’s no way out,’ Zach told her. Their cells were next to each 
other. 

‘At least I’m trying!’ she yelled angrily.

‘Try all you want. I’m telling you there’s no escape,’ Zach replied.

‘So you’re just going to roll over and die are you!?’ Lily yelled.

‘Of  course not, I’m waiting for Andrew,’ Zach told her. 

‘But … how?’ Lily asked.

 ‘My phone has a distress reaction, when I am captured the phone 
sends out a GPS signal containing my current location and it goes 
straight to CJ’s phone and Andrew’s phone’, Zach explained.

A faint vibration came from beneath them. A minute later the 
elevator opened and Andrew and CJ stepped out. CJ got to work on 
the lock on Lily’s cell door while Andrew did the same with Zach’s 
cell door. Andrew and CJ failed with the lock picks, so then Andrew 
brought plan B out of  his bag. Plan Bomb the crap out of  the doors. 

Z a C h ’ s  l I f e
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‘Stand back!’ Andrew yelled. Plan B worked.

‘Like the character from Decline said. Why is Plan B always the better 
one?’ Zach said. 

They all laughed. All four of  them hurried down the stairs.

‘Why don’t we use the elevator?’ Zach asked.

‘They’ll be expecting that,’ Andrew said.

When they exited the stairs in the main lobby they found Adam’s 
soldiers crouched with their guns pointed at the door. 

‘Great plan!’ Zach yelled.

‘It was, wasn’t it?’ Andrew said as he bolted for the door heading out 
to the street. 

Zach, Lily and CJ quickly followed. Adam’s soldiers quickly followed 
them out into the streets. James was waiting with the Voyager. 
Andrew and the others jumped in and as soon as everyone was in, 
James drove off  into the night. 

When Adam heard about what happened he was furious. Using the 
shadows he smashed a statue. 

‘How could they escape from right under your noses!?’ Adam yelled. 

‘To be fair, sir, we didn’t know about the distress signal’ said Ben. 

‘Oh, my mistake. You didn’t know!’

He threw Ben across the room with the shadows. 

‘Get him out of  my sight!’ yelled Adam.

‘Yes, Sir!’ said Simon as he faithfully dragged Ben away. 

‘If  you can’t dispose of  Zach, I will do it myself ’. 

Zach was walking down the road after his incident with Adam when 
Adam’s soldiers confronted.

Z a C h ’ s  l I f e
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‘Hands on your head!’

Zach didn’t move. 

‘Do it now!’ Zach did as they ordered. 

‘Sir, the area’s secure,’ said one of  the soldiers talking into his small 
portable radio. A chopper landed on the street and Adam stepped 
out, in his gleaming gold armour. 

‘Now Zach, you can either come with me or be shot down here,’ 
Adam said.

‘I’ll come with you,’ Zach said as he lunged at Adam.

Adam was knocked off  his feet before he could summon the shadows. 
Zach started to run away from the soldiers, but the shadows caught 
up to him. He was caught by a giant hand of  shadows. He was lifted 
five feet in the air in front of  Adam. 

‘Now, why would you do that?’ Adam asked. 

‘Well …’ Zach quickly pulled a gun from his pocket and fired at 
Adam. Adam blocked it with the shadows. 

‘You’re gonna regret that.’

Adam was so preoccupied with Zach he didn’t notice Andrew 
sneaking up behind him. Andrew punched Adam in the back of  the 
neck. Adam fell, and Zach escaped. Later, back at Adam’s HQ Adam 
was furious about what had come to pass but he had no-one to blame 
but himself  which Simon reminded him of.

Zach had just barely escaped another sticky situation and it was all 
thanks to Andrew. He had made a decision, they all needed weapons 
which is why he was calling an old friend at that moment. The phone 
rang, once, twice, three times and then there was a voice on the other 
line. 

‘Hello?’ the man on the phone asked. 
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‘Hey, Matt, it’s been a long time. Hey you remember those weapons 
you were working on eight years ago?’ asked Zach.

‘Yeah,’ Matt answered.

‘I was wondering if  you still had them locked away somewhere.’

‘Yeah. You can come and get them now if  you want,’ Matt told him.

‘Thanks,’ Zach hung up the phone.

Matt was a weapons manufacturer eight years ago He made a sword 
that had successfully slain ten of  Adam’s minions. It was a glorious 
sword but was alas, no more. It had been broken when Zach tried to 
apprehend Adam. Zach got in the car and headed off  for 25 Atler St.

Adam had been locked away in his office for four nights now. Everyone 
was under the impression that he was making something to help 
defeat Zach. Adam was looking at what he was creating, sometimes 
he doubted the shadows. Sure they made him powerful but at what 
cost, the shadows conscious thrived in his mind. ‘If  everyone thought 
such treacherous things we wouldn’t need to exist.’ The shadows talked to 
themself  constantly. Sometimes he could hear them but other times 
he had been excluded from their thoughts. He remembered when 
they had found him; it was in the juvenile-hall yard. He had just been 
‘initiated’ when he saw a smouldering part of  Earth; he went for 
a closer look but took a step back when he skin prickled as he got 
closer. It looked like something had crashed; a small meteorite or 
maybe a penny dropped from a plane flying past, when he got closer 
he saw a silver orb with strange markings on it. He quickly picked it 
up. That night he observed the orb in his cell. It was a strange object, 
this orb. Maybe it belonged to one of  the guys, maybe it was an 
heirloom, he thought. Suddenly the cell door opened and in stepped 
his bunkmate. His bunkmate was a burly guy, at least seventeen. He 
had heard that his bunkmate had been reassigned to seven different 
juvenile halls after no warden or prison wall could hold him. Adam 
just stared at him.

‘What are you looking at, Fish Fillet?’ said the burly kid. 
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Everyone called Adam, Fish Fillet because he was scrawny. 

‘Something ugly,’ Adam replied without realising what he was doing.

The burly kid held him up against the wall. 

‘You hurt my feelings,’ he said. He didn’t seem hurt. 

‘Now I’m gonna hurt you!’ The next few seconds happened so fast 
he thought he’d died and everything onwards was a dream.

The shadows attached themselves to Adam because of  all his negative 
emotions. The big kid didn’t feel much so they quickly veered away 
from him. Then Adam threw the burly kid across the room. The 
guards saw what happened and rushed to Adam’s cell. The guards 
quickly rushed to the burly kid’s aid. 

‘What happened?’ asked the Warden. 

‘Sir, he’s dead,’ said one of  the guards.

Adam soon got the respect he deserved in juvenile hall. By the time 
he was seventeen he had been to eighteen different juvenile halls. 
When he was nineteen, he was transported to Melbourne Jail on 
Death Row for two years, which led to his execution. He had found 
out that the shadows were the form of  extreme evil in the universe, 
condemned to Earth by the Heavenly Dax. ‘So that’s how all this 
happened,’ Adam thought as he continued the shadow’s work. 

Zach was at Matt’s shop when he got a call. It was Lily. 

‘Zach, Adam’s at the house. You better come.’  She hung up. 

‘Matt, let’s get this stuff  packed up. We’ve got a home delivery to 
make.’ Zach grabbed some boxes. 

‘What?’ Matt was confused. 

‘Adam’s at my house. Have these weapons been field tested?’ Zach 
said.

‘No,’ Matt answered, looking at Zach strangely.
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‘Good. Now’s our chance for a full scale test.’ 

Adam was closing in on the others when Zach arrived. Zach natu-
rally pulled out the ‘Clobber’ an eight-barrel gun that attaches to 
one’s arm. When the bullets run out blades stick in the end of  the 
barrels and it is used as a bashing implement. 

‘Right, Adam. Party’s over,’ Adam turned around and charged.

Zach shot several bullets and Adam used his shadows to block the 
bullets. Zach started to charge at Adam. They collided at full speed, 
the shadows were pinned. Adam was defenceless. 

‘Go on. Kill me,’ Adam hissed. 

‘That’s not my place. Lily, call the cops.’ Lily called the cops. 

‘Yes send a squad up, we have Adam Goren in custody,’ Lily told the 
person on the other end of  the line. 

Fifteen minutes later Adam was taken away in handcuffs. 

‘This isn’t the end, Zach. No prison can hold me!’ Adam yelled as he 
was shoved in the car. 

Lily leaned on Zach’s shoulder. 

‘It’s over,’ Lily said, sighing.

‘Yes,’ Zach said as he took her hand. ‘Adam’s gone.’

Zach gathered everyone in the lounge room to get their weapons. 
Zach had already claimed the Clobber. Lily pulled out two blades 
without a hilt; they just had a rounded bottom. Matt explained that 
they attached to your wrists under your hands and the hilts extended 
like webs but flexed like rubber. Andrew’s weapons were three blades 
that attached to his wrists. One sat on top of  his fist, the other two 
by the sides of  his fist. They were longer then his fist so when he 
punched he would puncture skin and armour. CJ’s weapon was a staff  
with a blade on each end. The handle in the middle could extend and 
contract if  he stroked it outward or inward. James’ weapons were 
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dual grenade launchers that leaked black powder behind him and 
when he was out of  black powder it dropped a small flame that 
ignited exploding the black powder. Nick’s weapons were like long 
claws that attached to each finger, good for slicing. Josh’s weapon 
was a plasma gun, it attached to his arm and shot blobby orbs that 
disintegrated wood and metal but not flesh. Everyone had their 
weapons so when, not if, Adam escaped they would be ready.

Adam was locked in a cell awaiting trial. His cellmate was a big burly 
guy but he was quivering in the corner. He had heard of  Adam 
before and was scared shitless. Adam and the shadows were thinking 
of  a way to escape. The walls were incredibly solid. The bars were 
made of  a diamond-like substance. The shadows couldn’t help him 
here …

Zach had called Lily out onto the front lawn. He had bought a 
diamond ring. He was going to propose to Lily. 

‘Lily, we’ve been dating for five weeks now and …’ Zach paused.

‘I want to go to the next level.’ They both sat on the lawn in silence.

‘I’m not going to sleep with you.’ Zach looked at her. 

‘No, I mean. Lily will you marry me?’

Lily paused. 

‘I can’t marry you. I’m sorry, I have to go now,’ she said as she walked 
away from Zach’s house crying …

It was the next morning, Zach was devastated. Where had Lily gone? 

‘Zach, you might want to see this,’ Andrew told him handing him a 
newspaper. 

The headline read: ‘A Free Man’. There was a picture of  Adam and 
Lily kissing. If  he wasn’t angry before, he was angry now. Zach 
started to read the article ‘Adam Goren was found innocent of  all charges 
yesterday after his lawyer, renowned Lily Harken presented several witnesses who 
could plead against Mr Goren’s crimes. Several witnesses claim that on the night 
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in question Mr Goren was enjoying his thirteenth birthday with friends. After the 
trial Mr Goren and his lawyer, Miss Harken enjoyed a few drinks and ended up 
entwined in each other’s arms. Details on Page 3.’ Now he was furious. He 
was going to kill Adam, no matter what.

The shadow’s plan had worked perfectly; creating fake evidence for 
Adam’s trial, hiring Lily as his attorney and then getting her drunk 
and putting it in the paper. Zach was furious, which would later alter 
his logic and thought pattern. Zach would die tonight. 

Zach had to do one thing before he went to destroy Adam. He wrote 
a letter to Lily telling her what would happen if  he died, which was 
likely. He left it on his bed; it was to be opened in twenty-four hours. 
Then he grabbed the Clobber and left. It took half  an hour to get 
to Adam’s HQ. He was stopped at the door and had to be searched. 
However, a few bullets took care of  that. He stormed the front 
entrance with no intention of  letting Adam’s minions stop him. 

Adam had been told of  the disturbance in the lobby. The shadows 
knew that Zach had arrived and was making his way to the top floor, 
where Adam’s office was. Adam was not afraid; the shadows would 
take care of  Zach because without Adam they were nothing. 

Zach was slowly making his way through the different levels of  
Adam’s heavily guarded fortress. Zach slowly made his way to level 
fifty-seven; Adam’s office.

Adam was making a call to his ‘lawyer’. He would truly demoralize 
Zach. Lily made her way up by the elevator, unlike Zach who took 
the stairs so he could personally destroy as much of  Adam’s fortress 
as possible. Lily got to the top floor before Zach.

‘What did you call me here for? I did your dirty work, now leave me 
be.’ Just as Lily finished talking, the door to the stairs opened and 
Zach stepped in.

When he saw Lily and Adam entwined, he got mad and charged 
straight at Adam. Zach pinned Adam against the wall. The shadows 
had abandoned Adam. They knew when he was doomed, but they 
still hid deep in his mind. 
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‘You took her from me, so now I will take everything from you!’

Lily spoke. 

‘Damn it, Zach. Don’t you dare hurt him!’ Zach ignored her and 
talked to Adam again.

‘Even in your final hour, you try to stop me with her; you pitiful 
excuse for a human!’

Then Zach drew the blades and they stabbed into Adam. The 
shadows screamed and seeped from Adam’s body. Adam Goren was 
dead …

… but the shadows needed a new host. They felt the presence of  
Anger, Hate and Jealousy burning inside a human. The other human 
in the room was grief-stricken and pointless to attach themselves to. 
So, with that the shadows attached themself  to the angriest, most 
hate filled and jealous human in the room.

The shadows clung to Zach’s skin. They burned into his skin and 
made his body an odd grey discolouration.

‘Zach, are you all right?’ Lily asked.

‘I’m bad … and I like it!

To be continued …
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make a ChanGe

Dylan Fairchild
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

Imagine that you are standing in the future ten, twenty or even fifty 
years from now. That is where I am and it almost destroys me. How 
did we let the state of  the Earth get like this? Why didn’t we do 
anything to stop it? Yes we were aware of  global warming and its 
effects yet we did nothing to stop it. There is no one to blame but 
ourselves. We are destroying the Earth and without a care in the 
world. But let me start from the beginning. My name is Tom Dixon 
and this is my story.

It all started when I was about ten. My family and I were having a 
picnic at our local park when I decided to take a walk by the river. 
I knew the place quite well, as my parents loved the environment 
and especially loved the park. They were hippies and the love they 
showed for the environment inspired me. Anyway I was walking 
along my favourite track when I saw a couple of  teenagers playing 
with matches. The heartless tools had no respect for the environ-
ment and it disgusted me. One of  the teenagers had the matches in 
his hand, trying to light his friend’s hair on fire. What this achieves 
is beyond me. Unfortunately he tripped and dropped the match. I 
screamed and jumped into the river as the whole park was set alight. 
I don’t remember much else that day. The only thing I remember 
are my grandparents crying as the police told them my parents were 
burnt to death along with the rest of  the park. I also remember the 
hole in my heart that was never replaced.

That was ten years ago. That was the day I vowed to protect the 
environment. That was the day I decided to stop global warming. It 
may have seemed a pretty big task for a ten-year-old but I never gave 
up and to this day I have almost succeeded. I mean, I was the first 
person to invent a fuel-efficient car and I was also the first person to 
stop the destroying of  rainforests. Some people call me a hero but 
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in my view I have not yet fully succeeded and that is where my next 
idea comes into place.  My next idea is to travel to the future to see 
if  my plan to stop global warming has succeeded. 

The day I went to the future was the day I turned twenty and exactly 
ten years after my parents’ death. Whether I chose this date for a 
reason, I don’t know, but it soothed me and the hole in my heart 
that was left ten years ago was partially repaired. I didn’t know what 
to expect when I landed but it was not this. The first thought that I 
had was death. Every time I looked, I died a little inside. It’s hard to 
describe the horror in words but I will try.

The first thing I notice is the smog. It is so thick you could cut it with 
a knife. It chokes me as I try to breathe. Also it’s darker because the 
smog covers the sun. It’s like being in a dark hole. I am in the middle 
of  what was once a town. The soil is a mixture of  dust and mud. The 
trees are bare which means oxygen is hard to come by. I spot what 
was once a river in the distance but like the rest of  this once beauti-
ful town, it has been destroyed by years of  neglect and overuse. The 
sea is in the distance but it is full of  oil and rubbish. Although it is 
dark, the temperature is well above thirty degrees and it just makes 
this place even worse. If  it wasn’t for the buildings the Earth would 
be a desert. The worst thing though, is the lack of  life. No humans, 
no animals and no trees. Mankind has destroyed it all and no one 
bothered to stop this mess. 

I walk around using the last oxygen that this Earth has. Life as we 
know it will come to a complete standstill. Mankind has to realise 
that it won’t just affect their children or grand-children but it will 
affect themselves and the life that they live. Humans have no one to 
blame but themselves.

You may act as though you don’t care and that it doesn’t concern 
you but it does. It affects all of  us. So make a change. Change your 
life, change the way you view the environment because unfortunately 
if  we don’t it will eventually destroy us and that is the truth that we 
have to face. I am Tom Dixon and that is my story.

m a k e  a  C h a n g e
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untitled

Zach Flanagan
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

I walked through the city with a confused look on my face. The 
people here were all smiling, and happily walking to work on a day 
where the clouds are as black as night. The rain hit the ground like 
falling rocks. Except for the occasional child wearing a kilt and a 
tank top, the people were wearing fluorescent coloured jeans with 
black overcoats. Vehicles roamed the streets travelling at extremely 
fast speeds, sliding around corners. They didn’t look much like cars; 
they were huge, sphere-shaped rolling machines, with room for ten 
or more people in each one.

Buildings were round and had millions of  shades and colours in the 
mix; they were higher than anything I had ever seen. People began 
staring at me, so I walked into a clothes store and grabbed some 
things. I looked at the size of  a polo shirt and it said ‘One size fits 
all’. I went to try it on and I discovered that it sucked to my body 
when I pulled it over my head. I bought a few things and walked out. 
As soon as I left the store, I heard a loud bang and didn’t think much 
of  it. I walked around the corner and there were people screaming 
around a man in a pool of  blood, he had been shot. He was dead.

The police showed up in a heartbeat; yelling at the crowd to back 
off. An old man wearing dark clothing, with grey, curly hair, got out 
of  the vehicle and strolled to the man; everyone moved out of  his 
way as though he was royalty. He took one look at the corpse that 
lay on the ground and turned around and walked back and entered 
the vehicle. He drove away so quickly that I barely saw him leave. 
The place made me feel uneasy. I left the crime-scene and ran to the 
outskirts of  the city, where all the public transport terminals were. I 
didn’t plan on going back.
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the Future

Jordan Isaiah Fletcher-Blain 
Age 14, Year 9
Belmont High School

What has the world come to? Back in the early parts of  this century 
there was nothing major wrong, but now, we’ve had it all happen.  
New diseases, stupid wars, global warming, you name it! But now 
look at the mess it’s created. 

First I’ll start with the big disease that tore right through the human 
population ... of  Madagascar. It was called SDS, or Skin Deficiency 
Syndrome, and it was shocking what it did to people. When you 
contracted SDS, you could not stop it from slowly spreading through 
your body and gruesomely melting away your skin from your body. 
SDS originated in the jungles of  Madagascar, where it slowly crept 
into the capital of  Antananarivo. Luckily for the rest of  mankind, 
the various CIA-like intelligence agencies around the world caught 
wind of  what was happening and shut off  all contact, and access, 
into Madagascar. Of  course there was a massive uproar at the idea 
of  leaving all the people on the island to die, but it was nothing 
compared to the panic that the disease caused. 

As shown by previous pandemics, the stock markets of  the entire 
globe plunged and the largest global recession in history began. Once 
powerful countries like Italy and Japan crumbled under the economic 
pressure and had to rebuild their economies from scratch. The most 
curious and shocking thing to come out of  the SDS pandemic was 
the fact that even though around seven hundred and fifty thousand 
people died on Madagascar, the amount of  deaths caused by suicides 
related to the financial crisis caused by SDS was almost five million 
more! The 2034 financial crisis was the worst in history, but it was 
not the last of  the big problems mankind would have to face.

Once predicted as the greatest issue that humanity would have to 
face, global warming turned out to be a massive farce. After a global 
ban on fossil fuels, everyone expected the ozone layer to heal and 
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global warming to stop, but that was not the case. Warming contin-
ued and scientists were perplexed, until they found out what was 
going on. It was rubbish. Gigantic piles of  rubbish.

It was this overstocking of  rubbish that caused the biggest war in 
our history, interestingly enough; it was a purely diplomatic war. Super-
powers launched the biggest taunting with nuclear missiles since the 
Cuban missile crisis. On one side was the USA, with its APEC allies 
and its South American friends, and on the other side there was 
Europe and Africa (excluding Madagascar of  course).

All of  humanity begun to predict a huge nuclear war but unfortu-
nately for anarchists and thrill seekers it didn’t eventuate and eventu-
ally scientists agreed on the solution; to chuck all the rubbish onto 
a spaceship and blast it into space where it could float around and 
be out of  everyone’s worries. Unfortunately for us, scientists obvi-
ously didn’t think it through properly, and exactly three years after 
the rubbish was blasted away, it returned to Earth, blowing Earth up 
and killing us all.
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riCh piCkinGS

Mitch Gavin
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

The year is 2012 and, in the secluded hills just outside modern-day 
Paris, an elegant mansion sat in complete silence until BANG! A 
gunshot sounded, awaking the startled residents. One of  the sons, 
Edward, and the butler rushed hastily around the luxurious home-
stead. Edward bumped into George IV, who was heading upstairs 
in his underwear. They finally arrived at the study, where George 
Penn III sat motionless in his favourite armchair, with one solitary 
gunshot in his stomach.  With his last dying breath he gasped, ‘It 
was, it was …’ 

They gazed at each other in amazement, merely trying to process this 
peculiar and shocking scene. In a shaky but stern voice, the butler 
immediately protested his innocence, claiming he would never inten-
tionally hurt his master. At this point, the other son, George IV, 
rushed in, glanced at the scene and slumped to the ground. Edward 
blankly wandered over to the phone and called the police. 

The police arrived in a flash and were instantly suspicious of  every 
member of  the family. They closed off  the study and began looking 
for clues. It only took minutes, when one of  the officers searching 
yelled wildly, ‘Chief  we have found something.’ 

Chief  LaRoux, who was overseeing the study search, rushed to 
where the voice was coming from. He arrived at the butler’s head-
quarters and his expression changed instantly. Bloodstained clothes 
and an empty bottle were scattered under the bed in what looked like 
a hurried attempt to hide them. The chief  immediately arrested the 
outraged butler, who continued to protest his innocence all the way 
to the police van. The search continued upstairs and in the master 
bedroom Jew, the wife, lay motionless. She was dead. Suddenly the 
butler was suspected of  double murder, but what could his motive 
be? 
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When George IV and Edward where given the news, George IV 
had tears in his eyes but Edward stayed emotionless, in utter shock. 
The two boys were taken down to the station for brief  questioning, 
arriving home just as the sun was rising. Edward immediately went to 
his room and lay there, unable to comprehend the night’s gruesome 
happenings. Just as he was about to go to sleep, a knock at the door 
awoke him. George walked in, his hands in his pockets. He spoke in 
an upbeat tone.

‘Hello brother, did you suspect me?’

‘Suspect you of  what George?’

‘Ha ha, so naive. It was me all along, an act, and now it is all mine!’

BANG! 
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the Future

Tayla Gibson
Age 14, Year 9
Belmont High School

Their home was still upright, grasping onto the last roots, which 
thread through the dead soil below. Walls were lined with pictures 
and therefore memories, reminding each one of  their past. It was 
sublime; the images of  the world around them, yet every member of  
this family still resided there, unable to make up the courage to leave 
their abode. Looking out those dust filled windows, all that could 
be seen was darkness, but to their relief  it was silent and still. It was 
peaceful within this house, but outside was a mystery.

The youngest child approached the front door on the twenty-eighth 
day of  what their father called confinement. He had forgotten about 
the harmful world outside, not in any way frightened or cautious but 
simply eager to go beyond this door and play. A task that used to be 
so simple, of  which no thought was necessary. With no hesitation he 
twisted the handle, but before he could pull on the door, his mother 
reminded him of  how dangerous this was, rushing to stand in front 
of  the exit. The boy retreated to his room and sat beside his window, 
which he often did, trying to spot something within the darkness, 
and for just a split second his set of  swings were visible. This gave 
him hope.

The other children had a better understanding of  their situation, 
hearing the cries for help and watching countless bodies dropping 
in the streets. They were still unsure about the severity of  this situ-
ation; the fact that every person outside this house had died, was 
still an uncertainty. The second child born was sure that there was 
nothing left, and figured that it would soon be the end for their 
family. She spent every day imagining it as her last, praying that the 
disease would break through her immunity.

The man responsible was a medical professor who lost his license 
to treat disease and injury many years prior, but continued to study 

T h e  f u T u r e



71T h e  f u T u r e

and experiment with medicine in his own home. His solitude and 
exile from society put him in a repressed state, where he believed 
that he was right and anything he created would be successful.  
He set out to find a cure for cancer, as many other physicians were doing.  
Telling himself  that he needed this, to prove to the medical prac-
titioners, somewhat responsible for the loss of  his licence, that he 
was worthy. Every day he would get up and make his way to the 
basement, where he would research and conduct tests.

Unfortunately, one day a test went horribly wrong; an experiment 
mutated and became a pandemic. Due to the radiation from all his 
experiments, this professor and his family were able to survive as the 
virus spread throughout the house before mutating, thus creating an 
adverse affect within the house. However, if  the family leaves the 
house for too long, the virus they breathed in would be expelled and 
they too would die.
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another epiSode oF CopS

Brian Gilmore
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

My first day of  work, two weeks after being released from state 
penitentiary, on probation. The government had set me up a job as 
a clown.

I was just a tad drunk, minding my own business, when all of  a 
sudden a cop comes out of  nowhere and tackles me on to the back 
of  his car. I’m thinking, ‘Oh crap. What have I done to deserve this?’ 
I did black out for a bit before, but I don’t think I could have done 
anything. 

He starts searching me and I say,  ‘Careful what you’re grabbing, 
there.’  

This gets me in more trouble for being a smartass. He finds my 
balloons and thinks they’re extra large condoms. I’m thinking that he 
thinks that I’m a prostitute and I’ve just come back from some sort 
of  clown fantasy.

He puts his hand on his radio and replies, ‘I’ve got a 624 on the 
corner of  Fifth and Seventh.’   

I don’t know what the hell that means. He throws some handcuffs 
on me. 

‘Mind your head,’ he says sarcastically, while he pushes my head 
violently towards the door trim. Then just when my head is about to 
slam into the door, he pulls me back and laughs.

All of  a sudden, Ashton Kutcher jumps out of  the bushes and says, 
‘You just got punk’d.’
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a SuCCeSSFul approaCh

Chris Gosling 
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

The subtle distraction of  colourful gutter-water, caused by the 
oncoming parade of  businessmen in black. All-wheel drives that take 
no notice of  others. Memories of  sad inner-city dreams that have 
turned sour. The pursuit of  a yuppie dream and an individualist’s 
nightmare that has been wasted on others who cannot pursue such a 
thing. How hard it is to be a part of  the great behemoth cog, which 
is everyone else’s subconscious hope to be a part of.

They want this because it is what’s expected of  every twenty-some-
thing who had once dreamt of  movement, but that was such a false 
image of  how to be. They now find themselves trapped amongst 
each other with no room to breathe, no room for help or change; 
you’re stuck because they have told you what to do, it would’ve been 
better to rebel earlier, than to have the late realisation of  so many 
wasted, pointless hours, years, and people.

No one cares; you believed the bullshit that dribbled out the fat 
bastard’s mouth, like he had come to set you free, but now you’re 
trapped in a pointless miserable existence. Happy?
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expired

Harrison Gray
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

I’ve always felt that I have spent my life inside a television. Although 
I suppose everyone lives like this nowadays, with screens lining every 
available wall space and the constant roving shapes that dance across 
them when they’re not in use. I don’t suppose it’s the same outside, 
though personally I’ve never been. I suspect when they devised the 
educating program they considered leaving out the part about there 
actually being an outside, to eliminate any possibility of  the workers 
going mad with the knowledge that they are imprisoned. But they 
probably suspected that we would turn out weird, not entirely reliable 
unless we had the same education as a regular citizen. 

To put it simply, I have never left my room. Since I was old enough 
to stand I’ve spent my life inside this room, with all the necessary 
appliances needed to keep a human being alive. But is that what I 
really am? Or am I just a cog in the grindingly efficient machine that 
is modern-day industry, a pawn in the giant chess game of  consum-
erism and production? Just another slave, raised from birth to fulfil 
the one purpose they have been given in life, over and over again. A 
purpose allocated to them, chosen at random from a list of  occupa-
tions they needed, before they had even started to talk.

I was raised to be an accountant. For as long as I can remember 
there have been numbers all around me. You could never escape 
the educational programs when they were played; every screen was 
devoted to the lesson and so any direction you turned you would see 
the sums and equations plastered across the monitors, with the voice 
reverberating out of  the hidden speakers. That voice was the closest 
thing I had ever had to a mother, father, friend or even an enemy. It 
was all I had, and I obeyed it.

Every single day up until my fourteenth birthday, I had been filled 
with all the information I would need to complete the task I had 
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been set by an unknown group of  people who dictated how thou-
sands would live out their lives, without any say in it at all. I don’t 
think everyone lives like this; there are those who are free to do 
whatever they wish, where all their needs and services spurt out of  
a hole in the wall and they never need to do a day’s work in their 
life. We must be only be a small portion of  the population, thought 
up by some cruel businessman who thought nothing of  the human 
feelings that he lacked, to raise thousands of  slaves like clones for 
the betterment of  the majority.

There is no real purpose or reason as to why I am writing this. It 
won’t be cared for, it won’t change any lives, probably won’t even 
make it out of  this room. Nevertheless, I’m writing it, if  for some 
hope that I will be somehow remembered as an individual, and not 
just another miserable slave that didn’t meet the mark. 

I started writing this when I made the mistake. It was a couple of  
days ago. I knew I had a little time because it would take them that 
long to find it and lead it back to me. I slipped a dot. One miniscule 
decimal point that will bring about the destruction of  the miser-
able life I was leading. But life it was, and although depressing and 
horrendously lonely, I thrived on it nonetheless. 

I had sent the document with the wrongly placed decimal before I 
had even registered that I had made the mistake; I had forwarded 
it out of  pure habit. I don’t think I could have stopped myself  if  I 
had tried. I had watched the document slide off  the screen, out into 
the swirling mass of  Cyberspace, and had known I couldn’t get it 
back. Now, all I do is write and wait. It takes me a long time to get 
anything down, because I’ve had to teach myself  how to write on 
paper, which was scrounged from a dinner packet. To write it on the 
wall would have been a certified guarantee that it would be flung into 
the little trashcan icon in the corner of  the screen. 

Now I notice the lights go dim, and the screens go black. A low 
hissing sound fills the room, one that I have never heard before. A 
panel is moving. Whether it is Death himself  or just his messenger, 
it doesn’t matter; the end result will be the same. I will die as I have 
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lived, with startling efficiency and all alone, but for the murderer. My 
last thought is that the only person that I would ever know would be 
the man to kill me.

e x p I r e d
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our ChoiCeS

Michelle Grinter
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

You can imagine the future, in any shape or form. Imagine it however 
you wish, but you’ll never be right. Our future will be determined 
through our choices, nothing else. However we can’t always be sure 
that our choices will be the best thing for the future, the right thing. 
There is always a point in one’s life where nothing will seem right. 
When everything you do, everything you say and everyone you know 
is ruining your life. But we can change things. It’s not the worlds fault, 
it’s ours. It’s the 6,833,877,000 of  us living here, that’s the problem.

And what you don’t know is that you can make the change. We 
have so much to look forward to; so many more great things in life. 
And we don’t even know they’re there. The future is just around the 
corner and to be completely honest with you there are some little 
things that I don’t want to have to worry about. Today I was told 
that the whole world only has six weeks of  food left. Things like this 
are making our future look dull. And you know why? Because we’re 
selfish, there’s no need to doubt it. I don’t know about you but I want 
to make a change.

So here’s the plan. If  I was to smile at someone who—I don’t 
know—looked sad or angry or whatever, of  course I would want 
them to smile back. It’s called courtesy. But seriously, just think if  
that person smiled at someone else instead of  me, then it would be 
like passing on a smile. So if  that person smiled at someone else, 
and then someone else, and then someone else, then who knows 
what will happen. I’ll bet it won’t hurt and maybe, just maybe by the 
time the next generation has come along the world will hopefully 
be a better place. Now I know there’s no need to brag but I do have 
a million and one other plans in mind but I’ll leave that up to my 
children to tell you, because I have a funny feeling this time, that this 
will work.
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Whoever said there was no such thing as a selfless deed? I won’t lie to 
you, I am proud. And just like John Lennon said, ‘You may say that 
I’m a dreamer, but I’m not the only one. I hope someday you’ll join 
us and the world will live as one’. Trust me, I may have found a way.
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oF rainbowS and butterFlieS 

Dayle Grixti
Age 18
Lara Secondary College

This story is dedicated to those who made sure I could never lose hope, my loving 
mother, my caring teacher Mrs Peel and the understanding Mel. Had these people 
not supported me when I needed it the most, I would have lost sight of  my own 
rainbows and butterflies.

In the year 2013, within a time span of  three months, the planet 
Earth had been almost completely cleansed of  life by a virus which 
had been known, in the short time humanity was aware of  it, as 
Sigma Green.

Like most things that ultimately threaten humanity, Sigma Green 
was a manmade virus, which had been painstakingly synthesised in a 
rather foolishly placed chemical research facility located in the midst 
of  the bustling business district in Geneva, Switzerland.

Even from its inception, Sigma Green had been intended to be a 
fatal virus. Its creators had designed it as a biological weapon, to be 
used to wipe out terrorists and insurgents and other such people 
whose hideouts were often secreted away in treacherous territory 
and otherwise impregnable to enemy attack. Sigma Green had an 
infection rate of  ninety nine percent and its mortality rate was a full 
one hundred percent.

The cruel, indifferent scientists who toiled away creating what would 
eventually destroy them and their families had devised an ingenious 
way of  making sure that their weapon was incurable and immune 
to any antivirus; they programmed Sigma Green to be able to adapt 
and evolve within hours upon encountering new forms of  anti-
biotics or medicines. Weeks later, this would prove to be a deadly 
oversight; humanity’s attempts to counter the accidental outbreak 
of  Sigma Green that would consume the world would merely cause 
it to mutate rapidly until it became able to infect nearly every living 
creature on the planet.
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Initial tests of  Sigma Green’s effectiveness, conducted apathetically 
on innocent rats, cats, dogs and monkeys which died wailing in pain, 
spluttering froth out of  their mouths and bleeding from every orifice 
only twenty four hours later, showed that it killed quickly and effi-
ciently.

In an effort to nullify any danger involved in using it to anyone other 
than its designated targets, the scientists designed Sigma Green to 
die off  and dissipate once it had been airborne for a full forty eight 
hours. The logic behind this was that the enemy hideouts Sigma 
Green would infect were to be quarantined and blocked off  to all 
would be trespassers until the plague within had faded away, prevent-
ing its spread outward.

With all of  these aspects carefully planned and meticulously discussed, 
Sigma Green was declared by its corporate backers to be the ultimate 
stealth weapon. A commercial demonstration, led by Doctor Lena 
Ross of  the Geneva branch of  ChemiCo Research Corporation, was 
held for the benefit of  the virus’ would be purchasers on July the 
thirteenth, 2013.

The demonstration was held at eleven at night and the night in 
question was blanketed in storm clouds which yielded torrential rain 
and furious lightning upon the city below.

As rainwater poured down upon the streets and buildings outside, 
Doctor Lena Ross sat in the experiment observation room of  the 
ChemiCo Research laboratory with ten of  her colleagues and an 
interested group of  fifteen defence officers from the USA, Britain, 
Australia, Germany, France and China.

Ignoring the furious storm raging outside that generated a tense, 
stifling atmosphere within the crowded room, Doctor Ross pressed 
the button on her laptop computer that prompted a small air vent 
in the tiny room on the other side of  the thick glass sheet that Ross 
and her companions eagerly watched to open, releasing Sigma Green 
into the air, to infect the helpless cats sleeping in the cages opposite.
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As Sigma Green began to waft into the experiment room and 
hungrily set to work within the bloodstreams of  the doomed felines 
offered to it, on the other side of  town, an unfortunate driver, his 
vision hampered by the thick rain and his wheels unstable on the 
soaking road, drove head on into a roadside power generator, which 
immediately exploded with a deafening roar, incinerating him and 
seven innocent passers-by immediately.

Unbeknownst to Doctor Lena Ross who continued her Sigma 
Green demonstration without hesitation, the seemingly insignifi-
cant accident caused one seemingly insignificant fuse in the fuse box 
which was concealed in the dark, usually deserted basement of  the 
ChemiCo laboratory to crackle with an electric surge and die. In the 
room where Sigma Green was airborne, the ventilation shafts that 
kept the room cooled during the day and which were supposed to 
close tightly to prevent the virus escaping to into the atmosphere 
remained open.

Doctor Lena Ross and everyone who had been in the room with her 
died horribly the next afternoon, but not before they had unknow-
ingly infected everyone who they had interacted with in the hours 
after the demonstration.

Three months later, the Earth had become a necropolis. Once 
populous cities became abandoned husks and lush fields soon turned 
into dry, windy wastelands. The dead and dying lined the streets and 
roads of  the world like a macabre carpet and buildings had fallen 
into disrepair. The sky was blue and empty; birds had long ago fallen, 
screaming, from the air.

Everywhere, an eerie, disconcerting silence prevailed which would 
have overwhelmed anyone still alive to experience it. Life itself  
seemed to have been cleansed from the planet’s surface. Not even 
simple butterflies frolicked in this empty, gutted shell. Only tiny 
insects crawled upon the dead ground and as it had once been 
millions of  years ago, life seemed to belong in the oceans alone.

When Stuart Jones was twelve years old, a savage cyclone swept 
through the tiny suburb that was his home and left behind it a scat-
tered pile of  debris, devastation and broken dreams.

o f  r a I n b o W s  a n d  b u T T e r f l I e s 
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Holding tightly onto the arms of  his mother and father, he slowly 
walked out of  the damp cellar where he had sheltered during the 
deluge.

As he came up onto the firm ground, bitter, cold wind immediately 
attacked him in the face and made him cringe as he looked around, 
forlorn, at the remains of  an isolated, but once prosperous neigh-
bourhood.

At last, he turned around, expecting to see his house standing over 
him, perfectly intact, his bedroom on the second floor calling to 
him to come to it and play and forget the chaos he had just endured 
hours before.

‘The house is gone, he said sadly, timidly, to his parents.

‘Unfortunately that’s how things are son,’ his father said to him, 
pointing weakly at the heap of  splintered wood and brick that 
sprawled in its place.

‘Everyone’s lost something in this storm, Honey,’ his mother said, in 
an attempt to soothe him. ‘We’re all going to have to stick together 
and work as a team, so we can help each other get things back to 
normal.’

‘Is it going to be like this forever? Where will we live?’ asked Stuart, 
his voice trembling.

‘No, son,’ said his father solemnly, shaking his head. ‘But it’s going to 
be a bit hard for a while. You need to do your best to stay strong, so 
that we can do what needs to be done.’

‘The worst of  it is over now,’ his mother said softly. ‘The most impor-
tant thing is that we are alive.’

Stuart could still remember vividly the storm that had raged the 
night before. As he nodded silently to his parents, his mind relived 
the hours he spent cowering in the corner of  the cellar, his heart 
beating, crying at every new gust of  wind or Earth rending crash or 
thunderclap that rang out from the war zone outside. He was glad, at 
least, that that was over.

o f  r a I n b o W s  a n d  b u T T e r f l I e s 
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‘You’re right, mother,’ he said in his timid voice. ‘The night is over 
now. It’s a new day, isn’t it?’

‘That’s right, Honey. And look—nature is calling out to us, to cheer 
us up, to make us celebrate the morning.’

As she spoke, Stuart’s mother pointed at the jagged, hilly horizon, 
where a striking rainbow adorned the sky and offered hope of  a 
bright future to the dishevelled, shell-shocked masses below.

Stuart stared up at the rainbow and contemplated how something so 
beautiful could exist in the aftermath of  such ruination. The majesty 
of  the rainbow was calming and made the entire scene seem like one 
of  serenity. It was a perfect juxtaposition to the devastation below.

Movement flickered in the corner of  Stuart’s eye, instantly drawing 
his attention away from the rainbow. His head snapped to the side 
to follow the moving shadow and he came face to face with a 
brown butterfly, which fluttered carelessly through the air. It seemed 
oblivious to the distress around it, its brilliant wings moving slowly, 
leisurely as it simply enjoyed the fresh morning air.

‘Look, mother, a butterfly,’ remarked Stuart, grabbing his mother’s 
arm and pointing towards the insect.

‘Hmm … A rainbow and a butterfly,’ she said thoughtfully as she 
watched it frolic amongst the leaves and blades of  grass that still 
danced in the wind. ‘If  that isn’t a sight to make you forget your 
troubles, I don’t know what is. Butterflies only appear where it’s 
calm.’

Even after butterflies had stopped frolicking and rainbows ceased 
adorning the sky to inspire hope, Stuart Jones lived on, alone, in an 
empty world.

On December 25th, 2013, Stuart sat in the tiny, damp cabin of  the 
holiday yacht he had been sailing aimlessly through the Pacific Ocean 
for the last two months, biting back tears and holding a handgun 
which held only one bullet to his mouth.

o f  r a I n b o W s  a n d  b u T T e r f l I e s 
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He had been in this state for two long hours. He was contemplat-
ing his existence in a world that had been completely wiped of  life, 
remembering what had been taken from him and the people who 
had been wrenched away from him forever. His thoughts were 
drawn out with the bitter detail only melancholy provides, and each 
new, sad memory proved that he lacked the motivation to give up 
hope entirely and pull the trigger. While he sat in a silent, reflective 
despair, his yacht seemed to embody the emotions welling up inside 
of  him, slowly drifting without a set course, seemingly lost, amongst 
the calm blue waves.

On this forlorn day, the atmosphere in the air was one of  eerie tran-
quillity, disconcerting yet comforting at the same time. The calm 
wind and the living sea below seemed to imply that all was well and 
that there was a bright future ahead, yet the sheer emptiness of  the 
sea and the vast, open sky above, free of  birds and airplanes, was a 
stark, disturbing contrast.

In his overwhelming melancholy, Stuart Jones was reflecting upon his 
predicament. Somehow, he had become, he was almost completely 
sure, the last living human on Earth.

He had not seen another living soul for more than eight weeks now. 
The small, messy cabin which he confined himself  to most days now 
was decorated with broken beer bottles, empty food packaging and a 
television that only broadcast unrelenting static. On the white table 
beside Stuart’s bed there was an empty picture frame that had, until 
yesterday, held the last remaining picture of  a smiling, innocent faced 
girl; his daughter. There was a bookshelf  opposite this, though all 
of  the volumes within had long been read and reread ad infinitum. 
Strangely, all of  them were novels that had happy, hopeful endings.

Sigma Green had claimed everything that Stuart had held dear in 
his life. As he sobbed and wailed now, he envisioned in his mind 
the faces of  the many friends and family members whom he had 
watched die, screaming in pain, or the dreadful sight of  dead 
men and women who had lined the street outside his boarded up 
apartment.
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Next, he remembered his daughter, who he had loved with all of  
his heart and fibre. There was a second bed in the tiny yacht’s cabin, 
which was unmade. It had remained the same as when Stuart’s 
daughter had last slept (and died) in it, a mere two months ago which 
to Stuart now seemed like a century. She had been the last reminder 
of  the peaceful life he had lived. He had brought her to the yacht 
with him, hoping to escape Sigma Green and survive together, but 
she had taken sick. For some reason, Stuart himself  had not fallen ill. 
Through all the death around him, he had remained healthy.

He had eked out his lonely existence for the past two months, feeding 
from the canned rations he had stocked into the yacht’s galley and 
then catching fish from the sea everyday at sunset when those had 
run out. Before he retired to sleep as night fell, he twiddled the 
dials on the long range radio installed on the deck, hoping to hear 
someone out there, still alive in the world, calling to him. He never 
heard anything except white noise and the strangely soothing sound 
of  the waves crashing upon the hull of  his boat.

Everything and everyone that had ever held meaning for Stuart was 
long gone and now it was all but certain that he was alone. He had 
become the unwilling participant in a solo race around the world 
which had no finishing line, and no audience to watch it.

Stuart wondered vaguely, as he pressed his handgun into his mouth, 
what else he had left in the world to inspire him to live. He had lost 
all reason to hope long ago. Yet, for some reason, he kept finding 
reasons not to decorate his depressing abode with the contents of  
his skull; try as he might, he could not bring himself  to end his life.

‘Oh God, it’s terrible down there,’ Orelia Jones said sadly, her face 
aghast as she watched the diseased masses writhe and scream from 
the apartment window.

It had been a month since Sigma Green had escaped from Doctor 
Lena Ross’ laboratory in Geneva. In a mere four weeks, the virus 
had made its way undetected onto every landmass on the planet. 
Daily news reports estimated the rapidly rising death toll to already 
number more than half  of  the world’s population.
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There had been chaos at first, when its presence initially became 
known. Looting had swelled in the major cities of  the world and 
people had flocked for the airports, only to find them closed and 
simply acting as hotbeds for the disease. The governments of  the 
world had hastily handed out antibiotics to the masses, which had 
simply caused new strains of  the disease to develop. Within days, 
swarms of  insects and flocks of  birds had carried it to every country 
in the world.

Stuart nodded solemnly in agreement.

‘You shouldn’t sit there staring out at them, Princess,’ he cautioned 
her. ‘Nobody wants to stare at a sight like that.’

Orelia was quiet. Stuart stared at her and noticed that her normally 
silky blonde hair was bushy and haphazard and her eyes were 
drooping with tiredness.

‘You need to get some sleep, Orelia, or you’re going to get weaker 
and weaker.’

‘How can I sleep, Dad?’ she croaked back at him, her voice hoarse. 
‘With those poor people screaming all night? With the gunshots 
from the people who’ve decided to kill themselves ringing through 
the darkness? Besides, I won’t rest until you let me see mother.’

‘You know I can’t let you see your mother, Honey,’ Stuart said, 
bowing his head in sadness. ‘I regret it but she has the Sigma Green. 
I don’t want you getting sick too.’

‘But you haven’t gotten sick yet!’ Orelia moaned dispiritedly. ‘The 
scientists on television said that every one in about a million people 
is immune to it. You’ve been with mother, and you haven’t gotten 
sick! Maybe I won’t get sick either!’

‘I can’t take that chance,’ Stuart said firmly. ‘I don’t want to lose 
you too. Hell, maybe you’ll just catch Sigma Green anyway, from the 
insects, or from the damn air … But if  I can prevent it, so help me 
I’m going to.’
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‘I don’t want to hear another word about it,’ he cautioned her as 
he began to walk to the master bedroom where his wife lay dying. 
‘Please, it’s your mother’s wish too. Now, I’m going to sit with her. 
There should be some cans left in the pantry. You can make yourself  
dinner.’

In the bedroom, a sickening stench of  vomit, faeces and blood hung 
in the air. Stuart’s wife, Mary, lay sprawled on the bed, her body 
soaked in sweat and splotches of  dried blood painting her wrinkled, 
dehydrated face a visceral crimson brown. Below her body, the sheets 
upon which she lay stunk with urine, sweat and blood. She could not 
move, but touching her caused so much pain that she had requested 
of  Stuart that she be left in this humiliating state.

As Stuart entered the room, she began to cough violently. She 
wheezed, out of  control, as he rushed to pick up a glass of  room 
temperature water beside the bed and pour it into her open mouth. 
Finally, her coughing turned into weak spluttering, and she stopped.

‘How is she?’ she breathed in a voice that was almost a whistle.

‘She’s sad,’ Stuart replied. ‘It’s hard for her, not being able to see you, 
but she knows that we don’t want to lose her.’

‘It’s weird, isn’t it?’ Mary asked weakly, trying to smile. ‘I was fine 
yesterday morning and now this? She must know there’s only hours 
left … I feel so sad thinking about her.’

‘I’m sad too,’ Stuart said feebly. ‘How can I go on without you?’

‘You have to do it for Orelia, you need to be strong for her, so that 
the both of  you can keep hope in your hearts. Without hope, you’ll 
lose the will to survive,’ Mary told him, reaching her sore ridden 
hand up to stroke his face. ‘Why haven’t you left for the yacht yet? If  
you stay here, you’ll both eventually get sick. You need to leave! Get 
to the ocean where there are no disease carriers!’

‘Hope …’ Stuart whispered, as if  it were a foreign word. ‘How can I 
do that? Orelia watches those poor wretches outside every day. I hear 
them scream … How can we remain hopeful in this?’
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‘Hope is the most important thing of  all,’ Mary consoled him, 
softly. ‘It stops us from giving up, it makes us persevere. Do you 
remember the story you told me about your childhood? The storm? 
The rainbow and the butterfly? You should know the importance of  
hope, Stuart.’

Stuart vowed to take Orelia and leave as soon as darkness fell that 
night. Once the apartment had been thrust into shadow, he gave 
his wife one final kiss of  farewell and carried the supplies he had 
packed down the garage where his car was waiting for him, dusty 
and unused.

As the sun began to climb over the horizon in the following dawn, 
Stuart’s yacht had set sail on the quiet ocean, leaving behind it a 
devastated, demoralising world that quietly suffered through its 
death throes.

As father and daughter sat on the deck, staring into the sun as they 
sailed away from the lives they knew and tried hard to remain hopeful 
for the future, Orelia coughed sharply through the green paper face 
mask Stuart had forced her to wear. It was the second such seemingly 
benign occurrence in forty-eight hours. Stuart’s desperate escape to 
the sea had unfortunately been too little, too late.

As the sun once again set over the horizon beyond the never ending 
expanse of  sea, Stuart still had not lost hope. Crying bitterly, he 
rocked back and forth in his tiny cabin as he wailed, still cradling his 
handgun uselessly in his hands.

Finally, his tears subsided and he calmed down, taking deep breaths 
until he was still. Noisily wiping his tear stricken face upon his hand, 
he threw the handgun violently onto the floor and his face slowly 
turned to stare out of  the small window above his bed head.

Outside, the sky had turned a vibrant crimson, and the waves sparkled 
like liquid light. There were the remnants of  storm clouds in the 
sky, and the occasional raindrop fell upon the glass and rolled down 
it, leaving a clear, shimmering trail. It was obvious that it had been 
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storming merely hours ago. So intense had Stuart’s fervour been that 
he had not noticed.

Stuart soon became entranced by the majestic sight which to him 
never lost its splendour, no matter how many times he had seen it 
previously.

Silently, he watched the sunlight dance on the surface of  the ocean 
and make it glitter so that it ceased being water and became a sea 
of  sparkling crystal. His finger traced a raindrop as it slowly rolled 
down the window, its path zigzagging and rapidly changing direction 
without discourse.

The scene was peaceful and it calmed him almost immediately. For a 
moment, it seemed as if  Sigma Green had never existed and life on 
Earth still flourished as it had only months ago.

Suddenly, on the horizon, a gigantic wave wavered and collapsed and 
revealed, sitting on the very edge of  the sky, a far off, black smudge 
which Stuart knew immediately was land.

Stuart’s heart leapt into his throat as his eyes took in the first sighting 
of  land they had seen in eight weeks. At once, he felt an overwhelm-
ing urge to run to the deck and jump into the ocean and swim towards 
the coastline he saw, back to civilisation which he had forsaken. 
Almost as quickly, he became once again overcome by sadness as 
the realisation dawned that the land he saw ahead was empty, as dead 
and empty as the sky above.

Stuart knew, somehow, deep down within his subconscious that he 
could not be the only human left alive on Earth. Common sense 
told him, and without realising it he hoped, that somewhere, in 
some remote corner of  the planet where humans could possibly 
lived untouched by Sigma Green, as he had for the last two months, 
others looked to sky just as he did and called out for help.

Yet, he knew just as well that even if  this were the case, only a small, 
almost insignificant remnant of  humanity would remain. Although 
he had always hoped to find it, he told himself  that the odds of  him 
doing so were insurmountable, and he was truly and utterly alone.
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Sighing deeply, Stuart began to turn away from the window with the 
intention of  adjusting his course away from the land and the poten-
tial dangers of  Sigma Green. As his gaze began to move away, there 
was a small flash of  movement in the corner of  his eye as a huge 
brown butterfly, of  almost unnatural size swept past the window and 
frolicked amongst the sparkling rays of  light.

Immediately, Stuart turned back to the window, incredulous, to 
follow the flight of  a creature that he was sure had been reduced to 
extinction. The butterfly zigzagged over the waves and played with 
the glittering stars that floated within it as it flew on its way, growing 
smaller and smaller as it receded into the distance towards the coast-
line.

In a startling, excited movement, Stuart leapt from his bed and raced 
up the stairs at the end of  it towards the deck above.

His face emerged from the trapdoor which led to the dreary cabin of  
the yacht and immediately he was blinded by the stifling light from 
the huge red sun directly above him.

He quickly held his hand to his forehead and squinted around him 
to see if  he could find the butterfly again. He soon caught it once 
more in his gaze and watched it with stunned rapture as it flew 
gracefully through the air. Once it had receded so far that it was no 
longer visible, he sighed again, this time strangely with optimism, 
and turned to confine himself  once more to the cabin, to sleep and 
dream of  things long lost.

As he turned, his eyes once again caught something that made his 
heart beat fast with excitement and a hint of  happiness. He slowly 
stepped forward to the edge of  the deck and tilted his head skyward, 
to survey, in awe, what he had seen suspended somewhere between 
the sun and the clouds.

It was a brilliant rainbow.
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On what would have been the twelfth of  April in the year 2817, 
if  anybody had been alive to note that, a spacecraft of  extraterres-
trial origin landed in the crumbled, almost completely degenerated 
remains of  what had once been New York City. It found nothing but 
a world completely void of  sapient life and the scattered, fragmented 
remnants of  a once great civilisation awaiting it.

For a full week after the shimmering, cylindrical monolith had 
touched down on the weed infested expanse of  land where small piles 
of  powdered debris lay scattered amongst moss and bushes, there 
came no activity from it save for a single small, sphere shaped probe 
which emerged from it every day at sundown. This sphere hovered, 
humming loudly, through the surrounding hills and fields, recording 
all it saw with the fifty three dome shaped cameras that pockmarked 
its surface and beaming it back to its port of  origin. Scaled, reptilian 
beings most closely resembling spiders waited eagerly at a computer 
console to receive the day’s recordings.

Finally, on the seventh day following the alien vessels descent from 
the cosmos, a rounded hatch on its front noisily slid open to reveal 
an imposing looking, multi limbed creature clad in a shining purple 
space suit.

The creature was a tall, slim being, its height being near on eight 
feet with its width being no more than the trunk of  an old oak tree. 
It lumbered forward into what humanity had once named Times 
Square on three gangly, rubbery looking legs which ended in a 
small, spheroid that appeared to be both its head and body, where 
seven tiny eyes rapidly absorbed these ruinous environs that were 
completely alien to the surveyor. From the sides of  this small head 
reached four long arms, two on each side and each one ending in six 
spindly finger like appendages. The little amounts of  skin that were 
visible through the creature’s spacesuit were dark brown and its eyes 
a reptilian yellow.
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As the bizarre creature stood at the bottom of  the ramp that led 
from its spaceship to the moss covered ground below, testing the 
air with various intricate instruments which its many hands waved 
around precariously, a second, slightly taller creature in a similar styled 
uniform of  sickly green emerged slowly from behind it, and joined 
it, conversing via a quick, almost inaudible series of  undecipher-
able clicks and humming sounds. Until the sun set on this seventh 
day, the two spider like aliens walked abreast as they explored the 
vibrant green locale in which they had landed, occasionally stopping 
to examine in detail an occasional crumbling ruin or some other 
nearly non existent trace of  an extinct society. The further the aliens 
travelled, and with each new ruin they discovered or ear-splitting 
beep from their instruments that occurred, their clicking, humming 
dialogue became rapidly more frenzied and excited as they furiously 
pondered the wonder and mystery of  this long dead, but clearly alien 
world they had discovered and lamented over the bitter realisation 
that their long, lonely journey to Earth through space from a solar 
system over four hundred years of  constant travel away had culmi-
nated in nothing more than an isolated, depressing planet whose 
only saving grace was a few half  crumbled structures here and there 
that were so utterly consumed by vines and moss that they looked as 
if  they were ready to fall apart at the slightest touch anyway.

Almost eight centuries earlier, on the twentieth of  May of  2034, 
the same empty, grassy streets that the aliens slowly explored with a 
mixture of  sadness and sheer fascination were alive with the chaos 
of  a furious riot.

As crowds of  panicked people fought and trampled each other to run 
up the packed sidewalks and through the halted, congested traffic on 
the roads to loot newly smashed shop windows and ransack cars that 
had been overturned, crashed or lit on fire, the sky above glowed a 
dull crimson, suppressed both by the coming darkness of  the night 
and by the stifling clouds of  black smoke the resonated from the 
burning buildings, people and cars below.

While the people screamed, swore at each other and murdered 
over the last scattered pieces of  loot and provisions that were still 
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untouched and the few remaining cars that still worked, the world 
was gripped in a most unnatural, eerie twilight; the very centre of  
the sun which still at this time gleamed prominently in the sky was 
eclipsed by a large, jagged black shape which sat just above the 
Earth’s atmosphere and was even now hurtling down to the planet 
to wipe out all life.

In a lonely, completely woebegone shell of  an electronics store, as 
the rioting crowd outside yelled, ran and destroyed, a small televi-
sion remained intact, plugged into a tiny outlet in a cramped storage 
room that had been somehow ignored by looters. On its screen, a 
tired looking newsreader stood behind an ironically elegant vinyl 
desk where he gave a grim narration about the scenes of  chaotic 
anarchy that played on in the background.

‘It has now been a full week since the asteroid known as UKR-424 
became visible to the naked eye. Again, we are reminded grimly that 
the angle of  its trajectory means it will almost certainly collide with 
the Earth,’ he said quickly, in a fearful, almost hysterical tone, his 
voice wavering as he talked.

‘The governments of  the world are now unable to restore order. 
The armed forces and law keeping authorities of  the country have 
joined the riots that are rapidly swelling throughout the major cities 
and anarchy has been declared. It seems that everybody is now 
left without a shred of  hope for anything but an explosive end for 
humanity at this rate.’

‘Meanwhile …’ the newsreader continued, the image on the tele-
vision screen changing to a computer animation of  a gargantuan 
meteorite colliding with the planet Earth, sending shockwaves and 
explosions surging over its surface. ‘… Scientists are at a loss for 
discovering some way to ensure humanity’s survival. The asteroid 
is predicted to strike the Earth some time within the next seventy 
eight hours and the speed at which it is travelling will generate an 
impact so powerful that it is proposed that all land based life will 
die out within months due to rising temperatures and toxins that 
will be released into the atmosphere. At this point, they declare that 
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nothing more can be done. Underground shelters have been set up, 
but even these are said to be doomed to fail as in their current state 
they cannot sustain potential survivors for the many years that will 
pass before the Earth’s surface becomes habitable again.’

Finally, the image on the screen changed to show a cramped, chock 
full underground bunker, packed beyond capacity with huddled 
masses that stood still, holding each other and shaking as terror and 
despair overwhelmed then.

‘It seems … That we are all going to perish,’ choked the newsreader, 
his voice becoming distorted by emerging tears. ‘I am going to try to 
make it back home, to my family. The only thing I can suggest you 
do now is try and be with your loved ones. It is important that you 
are able to comfort each other as the final moments of  humanity 
grow closer. If  there’s any chance that some semblance of  solace can 
exist in this dire hour, it will be found in the arms of  those we love.’

While the doomed newsreader lamented over his unfortunate, inevi-
table fate, a small enclave of  the most intelligent minds humanity 
had to offer discussed their uncertain future in a reinforced titanium 
bunker buried deep beneath the permafrost of  the northern ice cap.

Doctor Marcus Blank, a physicist, wondered about the striking 
images of  the asteroid that were plastered all over the internet with 
some of  his colleagues in a tiny mess hall while another haunting 
newscast, this time showcasing the rioting that was sweeping Green-
land, played on an old black and white television in the corner.

‘Why can’t I go back to America and bring my family here?’ Marcus 
Blank demanded loudly of  his associates as he began clicking through 
still photographs of  looters and burning houses. Tears glistened in 
his eyes, which were a deep, enticing blue.

Currently, he was gripped by an overwhelming melancholy. He had 
not seen his wife or two daughters for a full six months now and 
yearned for nothing more now than to make sure they were okay and 
comfort them as the world collapsed around them.
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‘When will we see you again?’ his teary wife had sobbed six months 
ago, when he had told her about an assignment he had received 
which required him to travel to a research station at the North Pole. 
He had no choice to accept the job or lose his well paying position at 
NASA, even though the details of  his task had not yet been revealed 
to him.

‘They promise me it’s not too long,’ he had reassured her, wiping her 
cheek tenderly with his hand to calm her. ‘They told me my work at 
the station will last a year at most. It’s very important and I’m the 
only one who can do it. Besides, the pay they offered numbered 
around the six digit mark.’

‘Mary starts school tomorrow, Marcus,’ his wife whispered, talking 
of  their oldest daughter, who had turned six just a week prior. ‘She 
wants you to be there to hold her hand. We don’t want you to leave.’

‘It’s okay,’ Marcus had replied, trying to sound calm even as his voice 
began to choke with regret and a hint of  sadness. ‘I’ll be back before 
you know it. Besides, there is always the internet, isn’t there?’

‘What is it?’ Marcus asked his new boss a week later, staring at a 
black and white photograph of  a meteorite taken with the Hubble 
2 telescope that Marcus had helped bring online the previous year.

‘An asteroid, one you’ll be familiar with too,’ the gruff, bearded astro-
naut told him as they sat down at an icy steel table in the under-
ground bunker, relishing the warmth in their cups of  coffee like 
sunlight starved flowers. ‘It’s the one you named UKR-424. It’s as 
bad as we feared. We’ve detected that Earth is right smack dab in the 
centre of  its damn path. I don’t think we can stop it.’

‘Holy shit,’ Marcus whispered, taking a sip from his coffee. ‘What the 
hell are we going to do then?’

‘For the majority of  us, nothing,’ the astronaut replied, exasperated 
and almost without feeling. 

‘There’s no way we can set up suitable hiding places for eleven 
billion people. Though for us, there is this bunker we’re in right now. 
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We started building it early last year, when you first suggested that 
UKR-424 might enter our solar system. It’s almost finished now; 
we just needed you to run a few simulations for us so we can get it 
up and running. It’s enough to sustain the majority of  NASA’s most 
important staff  for as long as it takes for the Earth to recover from 
the asteroid’s impact.’

‘How does it work?’ Marcus asked his boss eagerly. He had fool-
hardily assumed at the time, as he did right up until the facility was 
placed on lockdown a month later to keep it hidden from the public, 
that the phrase ‘NASA’s most important staff ’ included the families 
of  the aforementioned staff  as well.

For the next six months, Marcus had worked as hard as he could to 
bring the last bastion of  hope for mankind up and running. Even 
after told being one month following his arrival by a grim, square 
faced army general, who waved a rifle in his face as he said it, that he 
was now forbidden to leave the bunker or contact anybody outside 
it, he continued on, telling himself  that eventually he would be able 
to bring his family there to save them.

With Marcus’ help, the secret bunker hidden underneath the perma-
frost of  the North Pole that was officially known as Cocoon was 
declared operational. The next month was spent calibrating and 
testing the sixty five cryogenic chambers that were to keep the 
station’s occupants safely in stasis while the eleven billion other 
inhabitants of  Earth suffered painful, burning deaths. While Marcus 
did this, Cocoon’s technicians set to work, programming the under-
ground radio transmitter that was to beam distress signals into the 
reaches of  space after the cryogenic chambers had been turned on 
and the last remnants of  humanity had been plunged into oblivion.

‘What’s the radio transmitter for?’ Marcus had asked when the retired 
astronaut had shown him the huge satellite dish. ‘Aren’t the cryo-
chambers set on a timer? They won’t deactivate on their own?’

‘No,’ the apathetic man had answered simply. ‘Don’t know how long 
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it will take for the Earth to be fertile again. Figured it would be 
best to just beam this out and wait for somebody else to come to 
us. If  they’re able to get to us, then we know that the time is right 
to emerge. It’s a long shot, but we’re dead anyway, so in short, who 
really gives a shit about it?’

Later, on the twentieth of  May of  2034, the day before the Cocoon’s 
sixty five inhabitants were to be placed into a hibernation for which 
they saw only an uncertain, perilous future, doctor Marcus Blank 
demanded, as he clicked through still photographs of  looters and 
burning houses;

‘Why can’t I go back to America and bring my family here?’

‘We’ve told you countless times before, Marcus,’ the unfeeling astro-
naut told him with a cold indifference. ‘Nobody else can know about 
this place. This is the only hope we have.’

The next day, at four in the afternoon, Marcus angrily refused to 
climb into his cryogenic chamber. His face was drenched in tears.

Approximately four hundred years later, on a planet light years away 
from Earth, whose name was comprised of  a series of  humming and 
clicking sounds that could be rendered only by the tongues of  the 
tall, spider-like creatures that were its dominant form of  sapient life, 
a lonely radio station situated on an isolated peninsula on the north-
ernmost coast of  the planet’s single continent detected a distress 
signal that had emanated from a tiny star system four hundred light 
years away that was known to humanity as Sol but was known to this 
species as a mere, non descript number in an astronomy textbook.

If  the bizarre beings that fiddled excitedly over the radio receiver 
console to decode the message that they had received could have 
understood English, this is what they would have heard;

‘To whoever receives this, we ask for your help. We are the inhabit-
ants of  a planet which has been struck by an asteroid and sentient 
life here is on the brink of  extinction. Our world has been wounded 
and in order to survive the centuries that it will take for it to become 
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fertile again we have placed ourselves in stasis. Here, we await 
whoever comes to rescue us. If  you receive this message and can 
pinpoint its origin, please come to the planet Earth in the orbit of  
the yellow star Sol and help a once great civilisation rise again. Only 
with your help can we withstand this devastating crisis.’

From this point, speech cut off  and a track of  music began to play; 
Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata, inserted simply to make the message 
longer and easier to detect by whatever receivers it was to reach on 
its endless journey through the galaxy.

One of  the aliens who had listened to the message as it played for the 
first time was known to his people as Emmtik. Like Marcus Drake, 
he was a physicist.

‘Wow!’ he exclaimed to his partner as the message finally ended, in 
his strange, clicking dialect. ‘It’s definitely been created artificially. 
We’ve made contact with an extraterrestrial civilisation!’ Emmtik’s 
partner, Yiktiki, a slightly shorter female, simply stared back, speech-
less, her eyes lit up with excitement.

‘It was too long and its amplitude too high to be a natural occur-
rence,’ she suddenly spluttered, almost choking with the effort. ‘And 
that last segment sounded like music! I can hardly believe it myself, 
but I think you’re right!’

‘Get the president on the communicator, now!’ barked Emmtik, his 
voice elated and his body visibly shuddering.

The people to which Emmtik and Yiktiki belonged were bombarded 
in the weeks that followed with a nearly endless barrage of  news 
bulletins and celebrations that proclaimed loudly the existence of  a 
radio message that originated from another world.

This huge frenzy of  activity that swept their planet was not anything 
frivolous; much like the humans who they were so excited to make 
contact with, they themselves had posed the question if  they were 
indeed alone in the universe.
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The arrival of  the communiqué from Earth was powerful enough that 
it even halted wars that were raging in the most troubled parts of  the 
alien planet. All the people in all of  the nations united to celebrate 
the existence of  their new found galactic neighbour and, putting 
aside their differences, the leaders of  the world joined together to 
discuss the wondrous occasion. Nobody even bothered decoding 
it first, caught up in the frenzy centred around its mere arrival. The 
logic behind this was simple to the people of  Emmtik and Yiktiki’s 
planet; why bother trying to understand a completely alien language?

‘The most important thing about this alien message is that it has 
made us realise who we truly are,’ Emmtik said as he addressed an 
awe struck crowd who had assembled to hear once again his exciting 
story about the night when he had received the broadcast. On this 
day, it was sunny and quiet as all the people stared admiringly at the 
physicist as he spoke. ‘Indeed, finally learning that there are others 
like us who are out there, calling out to be heard has made us realise 
that we are all just the inhabitants of  this same, lonely little planet,’ 
he went on, his audience captivated by his every word.

‘Right now, for the first time in history, our entire world is united 
under a single cause and an unnatural peace reigns supreme. Why 
were we fighting endlessly over the tiny confines of  our own planet, 
against our own brothers and sisters, when we have just discovered 
something much, much more? How can the trivial disputes within 
our own society compare with this compelling revelation? How can 
we forge a friendship with a people from beyond the stars if  we 
cannot even let each other live in peace? If  anything, this outreach-
ing hand from our friends in space just puts into perspective for us 
that we’re all the living on the same planet; we are the same people. 
Why must we fight amongst ourselves?’

Merely two months after Emmtik’s inspiring speech, the decision 
was made to trace the origin of  Earth’s signal and to meet its senders. 
Emmtik and Yiktiki, now the most famous heroes ever known on 
their planet, were given the immense honour of  being those chosen 
to travel to Earth to meet what they expected to be a prosperous, 
glistening world waiting to welcome them with open arms.
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Both of  them were fully aware that with their current technology, the 
journey would take a full four centuries. Unlike Marcus Drake, both 
were aware that they would never see their families again. However, 
it was with a gleeful anticipation and with the hopes of  an entire 
world resting on their shoulders that they accepted their mission 
and looked forward to the day when, alongside humanity, they could 
build a universe that was truly something to behold.

The society to which Emmtik and Yiktiki belonged prided them-
selves on being a frivolous, spontaneous species which generally 
never thought its decisions through. However, had they understood 
English and had they bothered to decode the message from Earth 
first, they may not have left so readily on a dangerous journey into 
the unknown and left all they loved behind.

Both of  them were smiling widely as they settled into the cryogenic 
chambers on their spacecraft, as the thousands of  spider limbed 
aliens that had gathered outside to wish them farewell waved until 
their arms became blurred brown arches and raised an ear splitting 
cacophony of  whimsical cheering.

‘It’s … All gone …’ whispered Emmtik dispiritedly, his hopes dashed.

‘Whoever sent that message, they’re long gone.’

‘It can’t be,’ Yiktiki said blankly. ‘What about all of  this?’ she asked 
hopefully, her many arms waving to point at the scattered debris and 
burned out buildings that dotted the landscape.

‘The instruments say they’re at least eleven hundred solar cycles old,’ 
Emmtik groaned sadly. ‘There are copious amounts of  volcanic ash 
and sulphur in the ground as well. The people here were wiped out 
before we had even invented electricity.’

‘But … What about the message?’ Yiktiki protested, disbelievingly.

‘They called out to us!’

‘Yes, we cannot deny that they did,’ Emmtik muttered. ‘But it was a 
call for help, a distress call. We came here for nothing. We sacrificed 
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our lives and everyone we knew and loved to come to a world that 
had been destroyed long before we could do anything about it.’

Silence hung in the air for several minutes as both of  the aliens 
let the overwhelming sadness sink in. On the jagged, pitch black 
horizon, the reddened sun was beginning to set. The light slowly 
diminished, and in the darkness, Earth became a lifeless wasteland. 
The tall, spacesuit clad spiders sadly contemplated the empty, husk- 
like world around them.

‘What do we do now?’ Yiktiki asked. ‘Is there any point even going 
back? That message was the best thing to happen to our people. To 
reveal to them that it was nothing…’

‘That would be the worst of  all,’ Emmtik agreed solemnly. ‘Even 
worse than arriving home and finding none of  our loved ones 
waiting for us in the crowd.’

‘Wait a minute,’ Yiktiki interrupted her voice suddenly animated 
again. ‘The receivers on our ship were still detecting the radio signal 
even as recently as yesterday. If  everything on this planet is destroyed, 
how can a radio keep broadcasting?’

Emmtik stared at her when she said this, incredulous at first. As she 
spoke however, his face slowly changed to an expression of  anticipa-
tion. His seven eyes began to sparkle again with the desire to explore, 
and he smiled.

‘Perhaps we’ve landed in the wrong place,’ he said simply. ‘Let’s get 
back to the ship – we’re going to trace that signal to the exact point 
where it originated from. If  the transmitter survived, who knows 
what else will be there?’

‘They look as if  they are made of  glass,’ Emmtik whispered in awe 
as he walked through the frozen, long deserted confines of  the 
Cocoon, gazing rapturously at the scientists and technicians locked 
in an indefinite sleep, their faces peaceful and unknowing. ‘They 
look delicate, but this place was obviously crafted by skilled, careful 
hands. They must be highly intelligent beings.’
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Meanwhile, Yiktiki had come upon the computer terminal that 
oversaw the running of  the facility while its inhabitants were sealed 
in stasis. Her four hands clumsily manipulated the mouse and bashed 
keys at random on the keyboard. The computer began cycling 
through a series of  recorded newscasts depicting the very last, hellish 
week of  civilisation on Earth.

‘Look at this,’ she said, disgusted, pointing out to Emmtik the scenes 
of  death and destruction on the screen. ‘They are more violent and 
cruel than any wild beast I know of. Maybe it is wise to leave them 
in their current state.’

‘Sapient life cannot exist without violence, it seems,’ Emmtik said 
to her thoughtfully, watching the newscasts intently. ‘We were the 
same once as well, you know,’ he whispered. ‘These people just never 
had the chance, as we did, to realise that they all share the same 
planet. They were never given the chance to wonder what else there 
was, were never told that there was something more than the trivial 
disputes over minerals or ideals. That’s the only difference between 
them and us; we realised that there was more to life than fighting, 
that there are incomprehensible, wondrous things out there awaiting 
us! We realised that the way forward is to work as one, to meet these 
creatures with welcoming arms. It is because of  them that this was 
able to happen to us.’

Yiktiki was silent for a second as she contemplated his words.

Finally, she took a deep breath and smiled at him.

‘You’re right. Even if  they didn’t mean to, these people helped us. 
We owe them a debt. It’s our duty to teach to them what they taught 
to us. By working together, we can help them rebuild their world and 
then…’

‘Then, together, we will face whatever secrets the universe holds,’ 
Emmtik finished for her. ‘Try to find some way to turn on the power 
to this base, and find some source of  heat if  you can; I’m going to 
go and awaken these people from their slumber.’

T h e  o u T r e a C h I n g  h a n d 



103

One by one, Emmtik visited the capsules that contained the frozen 
remnants of  mankind and turned them off, waiting for the humans 
within them to awaken and then helping them to their feet with 
tender care.

The humans gathered in a group and watched Emmtik in awestruck 
silence as he awakened their comrades and extended his hand to 
each one, inviting them to take it in their own and let him help them 
out of  the icy cylinders that they had lain in for eight hundred years.

Yiktiki emerged from a far off  corridor carrying in her hands a 
smooth, dome shaped instrument that radiated a soothing heat and 
a tray piled high with green tablets that were apparently food. While 
her partner went about his business of  awakening the humans who 
still slept, she busied herself  by warming and feeding the woebegone 
survivors that stood before her. They accepted her food without 
question and moved as one to the heat source.

There was no sound; all was silent. Nobody spoke and nobody 
fought. Emmtik and Yiktiki could not understand English and they 
did not know the names of  the people that they carefully restored to 
life and nourished, and nor they theirs. None of  this knowledge was 
needed; the gestures of  friendship between alien and human broke 
through every barrier, and instantly an unbreakable bond was born.

Two aliens and sixty three humans emerged from the Cocoon as 
the sun rose high in the sky and illuminated the landscape which no 
human eye had witnessed for centuries. A new day had dawned.

Only two humans were absent from this surreal, optimistic scene. 
Down below the permafrost of  the North Pole, in the pearly blue, 
chilled environs of  the Cocoon, there were two cryogenic capsules 
that had never been inhabited.

The broken, watery skeleton that had once been Doctor Marcus 
Blank lay slumped over the frozen remnants of  an armchair in a 
lonely office hidden in the deepest section of  the facility. Its skull 
was cracked and a single bullet hole adorned the crown. Its hand held 
a six chambered revolver, and two bullets had been used. Opposite 
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Marcus’ corpse was a dampened, mossy vinyl desk. An old brass sign 
upon it read ‘Jeremy Ross – Station Overseer.’

Beside the sign there was an old astronaut’s helmet, proudly placed 
on display for all to see, on its own special stand.

A second skeleton lay slumped over the desk. Its left hand rested 
upon the helmet. A bullet was lodged in its spine.
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iF every day were monday

Dayle Grixti
Age 18
Lara Secondary College

On every Monday of  his life that he could remember, John Smith 
woke up in the morning and stared at himself  through polished glass 
as he washed his face and brushed his teeth.

Once he had dressed into one of  the twenty similar grey suits stored 
in his closet as he had done since time immemorial, he would sit for 
twenty minutes on the black sofa in his living room and watch the 
early news.

Each time John turned the news program on, he saw himself  on the 
screen reading the same news stories about manufacturing output 
increases and blow-by-blow accounts of  battles that raged in a war 
nobody knew about in some non existent country.

Once John had watched the news, he would always pull open the 
single drawer in his coffee table and check his emails on the drab 
black laptop that was tucked away between piles of  television guides 
and instruction manuals inside.

He would scan his inbox thoroughly and always took the time to 
answer correspondence from Robert Jones and Jack Johnson. Occa-
sionally he would open a letter which held the boring tales of  a non-
notable holiday taken by one of  his friends to generic resort places 
in locales he had never heard of. John’s well meaning and ignorant 
friends would always attach photos of  themselves to these copy and 
pasted template journals and so John would always download them 
and see pictures of  his own face smiling back at him from a sunny 
beach or busy city square.

Very rarely, his friends would capture passers-by in their photos too, 
so John would sometimes see himself  up to ten times in one picture. 
After his emails had been read and responded to, John would once 
again fold up the laptop and tuck it into the tiny space it owned in 
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the single coffee table drawer and then he would leave his two room 
apartment and march down to the silver automobile that waited for 
him every morning in the underground car park.

As he went, he always passed others who were also on their way to 
similar silver vehicles parked in the same car park. All of  them wore 
similar grey suits and lived in similarly furnished two room apart-
ments. Their faces looked identical to John’s.

Even after John had unlocked his silver car and driven himself  out 
of  the car park into the busy streets above that were alive with silver 
cars and lined with a seemingly endless succession of  oppressive 
concrete skyscrapers, all John would see was his own face staring 
back at him from anywhere he cared to look.

No matter where John’s eyes chose to search and no matter who 
he chose to stare at as he drove alongside the monotonous rows 
of  silver cars that all drove at the same speed, a strikingly familiar 
straight, narrow face, the same neatly combed, thinning brown hair 
and two identical brown eyes followed him everywhere he went.

This is how life had always been for as long as John could remember, 
and this is how it would always be until the end of  time; John Smith 
looked like everybody else and everybody else looked like John 
Smith.

 The rest of  John Smith’s day went like this; As the silver cars drove 
down the long, rigidly straight street that ran through a city where 
every block looked exactly the same as the last, John Smith’s broke 
off  from the crowd and turned into a hidden, ominously shadowy 
alleyway that was ignored by everyone who passed it on their journeys 
to work every day.

John’s car drove into an underground car park identical to the one 
which he walked down to every morning from his cramped apart-
ment and here it stopped. John Smith stepped out of  his car and 
walked swiftly to a narrow, oft-overlooked stairwell and climbed it. It 
led to a single grey, metal door, which guarded the cold, claustropho-
bic maintenance closet that served as a clandestine meeting place for 
John Smith and twenty other people who looked like him.
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John was always the first one to arrive here, and the room was always 
quiet and empty when he entered. The twenty other clones of  John 
Smith never arrived less than half  an hour after John had, so John 
sat down at the small steel table that sat in front of  the room’s only 
window and he stared silently out at the shining, sunlit monolith on 
the horizon that towered above all the other buildings on the city’s 
skyline.

This monolithic structure was known to John Smith as ‘The Palace’. 
Everybody knew that it was the headquarters of  the despotic, author-
itarian government that governed this boring world. John knew of  
the horrifying, whispered rumours of  what happened to prisoners 
who had been taken away into the eerie depths of  The Palace. These 
prisoners never emerged from The Palace unchanged and it was said 
that the ordeals they survived within The Palace were unthinkable 
and inhumane.

In this cell-like, non-descript maintenance closet, John Smith and 
twenty other John Smiths met every day to plot the end of  the 
unspeakable evils that befell anyone who ever entered the govern-
ment’s palace.

Here, they plotted revolution unknowing that what they discussed 
had in fact been carried out countless times since the inception of  
this drab, depressing society.

Unbeknownst to John Smith and his compatriots, the monolithic 
palace had passed between seven different governments through six 
successive revolutions that had occurred in the short span of  thirty 
years.

Not one of  these revolutions saw any changes made to the ordered, 
uniform lives of  John Smith and all who looked like him. Every-
thing in the world had only gradually turned even more ordered and 
uniform than it had been before.

This day, a cold, overcast Tuesday which insisted on annoying the 
world with a never ending, continuous stream of  rain droplets, was 
different than all of  the days in John Smith’s life that had preceded it.
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At first sight, it did not look to be different at all. The world John Smith 
lived in was still comprised solely of  identical silver cars, carefully aligned, 
perfectly straight city streets and oppressive concrete office blocks.  
Fifty thousand, four hundred and sixty one other John Smiths still 
swarmed through this infinite sea of  sameness like ants all walking 
in single file. In fact, for anyone except John Smith himself, the day 
seemed to be just another uneventful, predictable exercise in tedium.

Nobody who had not been awake at three that morning would have 
guessed that a bloody revolution had been instigated and that The 
Palace in its entirety had been captured.

However, today, John Smith did not awake in a tiny two room apart-
ment and watch himself  on the morning news or read emails from 
friends that looked just like him.

Instead, John awoke in a four poster bed adorned with satin sheets 
of  a deep crimson in a warm, sunlit palace chamber which led out 
onto a wide balcony which John had used the previous night to see 
the grey expanse of  urban monotony spread out around him in all 
directions for as far as the eye could see.

After John had awoken in this luxurious bed, he washed his face and 
brushed his teeth in a bathroom lined with reflective marble and 
glittering gold edges, and then he crossed over to the oak armoire 
opposite where he chose his usual grey suit over a cashmere one 
of  vibrant purple and walked out into a vast meeting hall, whose 
floor was carpet of  red velvet and which was lined with twenty four 
imposing, bleached stone columns, where he sat at the furthermost, 
most extravagant gold plated chair at a long vinyl table where twenty 
other John Smiths sat waiting for him.

‘Morning, Emperor Smith,’ one of  the clones greeted him in a dull, 
expressionless tone.

‘How was your first night in the imperial abode?’ asked another with 
bored indifference.

‘Sleeping in a different bed was a disconcerting experience,’ John 
Smith replied, with an equal lack of  enthusiasm. ‘And in addition, 
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awakening to the sight of  many different colours was disconcerting 
to say the least.’

‘I understand exactly how you feel,’ said a third clone, smiling in 
understanding. ‘I could not rest in such unfamiliar surroundings 
either. The horror stories I had heard about the prisoners the old 
regime brought here must have been true; it is a nest of  terrifying 
individuality.’

‘Yes, I daresay you are right,’ agreed Emperor John Smith. ‘It is a 
good thing we instigated a revolution and destroyed them. Now we 
have put an end to the atrocities that were carried out here. Has the 
surrounding area finished being cleaned of  the chaos we wrought 
last night?’

The first clone who had spoken nodded.

‘The bodies have been removed and the damage done to property 
has all been repaired. The city is the same as it was yesterday and no 
visual evidence remains of  it ever being different. The last remain-
ing members of  the old regime have been executed and the tools of  
torture they unleashed upon our society have been burned.’

‘Excellent,’ said John Smith excitedly. ‘In that case, let us begin the 
busy day we have ahead of  us. Call for the painters – the horrible 
colour scheme in this cesspool makes me feel depressed.’

‘They are already here, Sir,’ droned one of  the clones seated the 
furthest away from Smith. 

‘They’ve repainted one whole room from blue to grey already.’

As the John Smiths all sat around the vinyl table in the vast entrance 
hall discussing the business of  the day, the clones known as Jack 
Johnson and Robert Jones sat in The Palace’s enclosed, newly 
concreted courtyard contemplating the scene around them.

The concrete was a dark grey that was almost black as it had not 
yet set. Jack and Robert had poured it less than an hour prior, and 
had felt immense relief  as the sludge spread across the ground and 
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covered the artistic carvings and colourful flowerbeds that had given 
life to The Palace only the previous day.

Ruinous statues and sculptures lay discarded in a pile in the most 
shadowy corner of  the yard, where they waited, drenched in gasoline, 
to be reduced to charred, misshapen lumps that would be taken by 
groups of  identical men and buried in a deep pit that had been dug 
in an expanse of  dead (poisoned) grass over the stone wall which 
had been an elaborate hedge maze the previous night. This pit was 
guarded by more identical John Smiths, who stood with their backs 
turned to it so that they did not see the disgusting sight of  mutilated, 
bloodied bodies piled high in it, considered grotesque because of  the 
various different hair styles they wore and the colourful, stimulating 
clothing that was now torn and bloodstained on their bodies.

‘Whew! said Jack Johnson as he shuddered at the sight of  the vandal-
ised artwork that had been piled up for disposal.

‘Don’t you just get the creeps when you think of  all the poor people 
who were exposed to these evil objects? I’m glad that nobody will 
ever be made to appreciate them ever again.’

By Tuesday’s close, the colourful building that John Smith had known 
as ‘The Palace’ had been repainted to grey and its courtyards had all 
been paved over with boring, unmarked concrete. John Smith went 
to sleep that night in the same hard, steel hospital bed with white 
sheets that he had had lamented over back in his tiny two bedroom 
apartment. The four poster bed and everything else that he and his 
comrades had declared unfamiliar now burned in a massive bonfire 
with the discarded statues and the bleeding bodies of  those who had 
once expressed personality.

Outside of  The Palace, the grey, uniform city remained as it was 
the day before, the only notable change that had occurred being 
yet another building being turned into a grey concrete block of  
conformity.

The seventh revolution in thirty years had accomplished as much, or 
as little, as it had in any of  its past incarnations.
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The next day was Wednesday, but it may as well have been Tuesday 
again, just as Tuesday had been no different than the Monday before it.

Fifty thousand, four hundred and sixty one John Smiths and their 
lookalikes, all clad in similar grey suits, were lined up in rank like 
an army of  mass produced robots, at a memorial service Emperor 
John had announced for the victims of  the old regime’s brutal, de-
humanising art and expression.
There was no monument or shrine to the uncounted thousands 
who had been snatched away and tortured by the hated government 
now nicknamed throughout the city as, ‘The Individualists.’ No, a 
monument or shrine was too artistic, too creative a construct to be 
erected in memoriam of  people who had been forced against their 
wills to embrace non conformity and had become crazed, personal-
ised shadows of  humanity.

Instead, the memorial service was held in an open, empty gathering 
square of  white, immaculate concrete. The square was bordered by 
a stone wall ten metres tall, which blocked the surrounding buildings 
from view. The purpose of  this wall was to prevent the buildings 
casting shadows upon the square, which may have, given the right 
amount of  sunlight and a proper angle, created makeshift patterns 
on the ground which was deemed to be a phenomenon too abstract 
to be allowed.

‘We are gathered here for a solemn, despairing occasion,’ John Smith 
said from a podium that allowed him to stand above the collective 
entity of  conformity that stood before him. ‘At long last the Indi-
vidualists have been toppled and all remnants of  this tyrannical old 
regime have been destroyed,’ he addressed his subjects in a monosyl-
labic voice. ‘So here we are gathered today, to remember those of  us 
who were tragically lost to the cruelty of  the dictatorship of  ambi-
guity and imagination. Our comrades who were forcibly taken and 
exposed to the creations of  twisted minds that have forever made 
blighted our great nation! We must make sure that we remember 
the sacrifices made for this glorious revolution to have happened! 
People, I call upon you never forget the terrifying ordeals our 
comrades endured in the Hell the old regime called their Palace; 
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have compassion for all those who were driven crazy listening to 
music, revere those who became delusional from being forced to 
look at paintings and never lose respect for those who were reduced 
to rambling wretches reading literature. Never let these people be 
forgotten. Their uniformity was extinguished so that ours was able 
to prosper in this great age of  conformity.’

The air was chilled with an atmosphere of  sadness and regret as John 
Smith spoke his words. As if  to complement the scene, storm clouds 
formed in the grey sky above as he talked and rain began to fall.

Smith’s words were the only sound that could be heard; beyond his 
expressionless, regurgitated speech, there was only eerie, disconcert-
ing silence.

Of  the fifty thousand, four hundred and sixty-one John Smith clones 
assembled, not one cried, closed his eyes or bowed his head without 
first seeing all the others do so. Their movements were in unison and 
they reacted to their Emperor’s speech as a single sentience; to react 
in any other way, to cry without their fellows doing so, to speak when 
they were not meant to, was self  expression.

Self  expression was not a desirable aspect of  the John Smith society. 
The dictionary of  the John Smith language did not even have the 
word ‘self ’ in it.

On Thursday morning, which was again another Monday, John 
Smith did not awaken.

As the sun rose and illuminated his now grey bedchamber, he lay 
lifeless in his bed, his white sheets having been dyed crimson with 
the copious amounts of  blood that gushed out of  the twenty-three 
bullet holes that were spread haphazardly across his torso.

His eyes were open, and his pupils dilated. His mouth was frozen in 
a perpetual expression of  frightened surprise and confusion.

John Smith had not understood, upon waking up in the stifling 
darkness of  the previous night to find his own visage staring down 
at him wearing a mask of  murderous rage and producing a silenced 
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handgun from within its blood splattered grey suit, why he had been 
marked to be killed.

Late on Wednesday night, there had been an eighth revolution; the 
John Smiths of  John Smith city had decided that staging a revolution 
and destroying the old Individualist regime was in itself  a display of  
individualism and non conformity. They decided that Emperor John 
Smith was to die so that their uniformity could live.

They had happily chosen and knew no better; every day from now 
on was to be Monday. If  every day were Monday, they knew that 
there could never, ever be another Tuesday.

Every day that followed would be exactly the same as those before, 
just as it had been since time immemorial and always would be for 
all of  eternity.
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mySteriouS wayS

Maria Gundayao
Year 9
Lara Secondary College

Life is always a mystery. We always have days when we feel like we’re 
on top of  the world. And then those days you just want to collapse 
in a hole with your head on your knees. Who can you blame for your 
mistakes or when people make you feel like a rock?

Don’t you sit and wonder why the world can’t just be in peace and 
others don’t have to suffer? In this world we have people complain-
ing about having that piece of  hair in the right place. That’s their 
biggest worry of  the day. Meanwhile there are other people in the 
world who worry about keeping their family fed. They worry about 
where to sleep tonight or what garbage can they’re going to feed 
from tonight. We never feel the pain the little people in this world 
feel. We never go through the worry they do. 

So many self-centred people don’t even bother to think about others. 
Have you ever been past someone who looks like a he hasn’t eaten 
in one month and he’s right there sleeping on the sidewalk with just 
a blanket? I have … the pain shot right through me; it was like I was 
him.

Most of  us are lucky to have a mum or a dad to offer support while 
we grow up; someone to lead on the right path in life, someone to 
make dinner when you get home and someone just to lean on while 
you cry. 

I know that a fourteen-year-old girl from a small town only has a one 
percent chance to get the world to feel or think how she does, but 
what’s going to go wrong if  I try?
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Future unknown

Jessica Harrison
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

Well we all know that the future is unknown,
Imagine looking through your eyes in twenty years time and seeing 
robots running the world,
How would you feel? 
What would the way of  life be like?
Or what about talking animals? 
What would they be saying?

What would happen if  the world was different?
And what we thought could never happen, did? 
Like animals talking or wish-granting genies, 
talking goats and virtual schools.
What would it be like? Would it be a good thing? 
Or would it mess everyone up? Just think …
Would you like that or would you hate it?
That’s the question.
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Future unCertaintieS

Alanna Hassett
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

The Past is the problem;
And the Present is the equation.
So, you ask, will our Future be the solution?
I cannot say.
For every step Time must take forward,
Humans must take two of  their own steps back.
We will, of  course, develop our laws, our medicines, and our ethics;
Time wills it so!
But, who is to say that we shall obey our laws,
That our medicines will always go to those who need them,
That we shall use our ethics as a compass for our actions?
Time cannot, I cannot;
We cannot see our future.
So, how can anyone say …
That it’s even there.
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JetpaCkS

Jessie Hassett
Year 10 
Lara Secondary College

Imagine what would happen, 
And someday what could be, 
If  backpacks with big flames 
Were all we could see
If  they were all we ever knew, 
Jetpacks for you and me.

If  people were zooming and zipping about, 
If  there were no traffic lights or road signs, 
There would be no need to scream and shout. 
If  we didn’t waste paint on big white lines,
If  we didn’t waste money on silly parking fines.

If  jetpacks were created,
Manufactured and produced,
Tires wouldn’t become deflated,
There would be no need for vehicle abuse,

There would be no late or unpunctual staff,
Getting to work would be so easy,
Time to stop, joke and laugh,
When the days are nice and breezy,
Maybe you wouldn’t feel so wheezy.

Well here’s an idea that may stop you in your tracks,
To think that people everywhere would strap Jetpacks to their backs,
‘I’ll be there in ten’ would be matter of  seconds,
You could be anywhere anytime wherever you are beckoned,
So imagine in the future, where everyone had one,
Cars would be unheard of  as flying would be too fun,
Gone with highways, bridges and back roads,



118 J e T p a C k s

All we would need is trucks to carry all the heavy loads,
Public transport would be scarce and the crowds almost non existent,
Everyone would have the freedom to go their own full distance,
And the only thing that could really stop you from getting from A 
to B, is the weatherman’s predicting how the weather seems to be. 
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lookinG For death

Robert Hayes
Year 9
Lara Secondary College

In the year 2552 and the human race is all but extinct; or that’s what 
they wanted you to think.

On a planet called Tosh, there is a small army of  elite warriors that 
have known nothing of  what happened on Earth. They are freedom-
fighters trained and picked to travel across the stars and find anyone 
who needs help. Their chief, an ex-warrior, now leader and master 
trainer of  the fleet, is the only hope the human race has of  surviv-
ing. He is known by the fleet only as Death Wing; his real name was 
lost long ago.

One day Death Wing was training his super troops when he got a call 
saying that the radio bunker had picked up a distress signal from an 
old Earth ship. He prepped his troops and told them the plan—to 
give help to anyone alive. As they were getting on to his custom-
made ship he called Skytallon, one of  the troops, and asked him 
what they should do if  they found any hostile forces. He said: ‘Shoot 
first. Ask questions later. Heck you know the drill.’ 

Skytallon departed and went up to the ship to seek out any survivors. 
He reported back to base, saying they were under heavy fire and 
needed assistance, but the force that was attacking them had set up 
a relay device that made all radio waves bounce back to the aliens 
radio room. 

That was the last words that Death Wing ever said and his ship and 
all the warriors he took with him were lost to the stars.

The forces that were still on Tosh were angry. Their leader was 
missing so they set out searching every star and every planet that 
could support life. They had been searching for thousands of  years, 
mapping most of  the cosmos when they saw it: Skytallon badly 
damaged but it had only one life-form on it. A recon group called 
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Delta went aboard and searched for the life-form and found one.

Right there in a criotube was their leader Death Wings.  Recon group 
Delta called the ship where they had come from, and took their 
leader home. Once Death Wing had come though he had told his 
most trusted men what had happened and how he got out. He had 
taken back Skytallon and set a the core on auto pilot for the closet 
human planet, but as he was taking off  the other ship shot at his, and 
knocked it out of  orbit and crashing though the cosmos.

They fixed Skytallon to be able to fight again, and had their leader 
pick and train a new elite team. They were known as Eden or by 
other warriors as Blazers.  Each warrior in that team had a talent, 
everything from flying, to sniper shooting, and his team was trained 
in any and all climates so they were ready to take on anything.

After the team was trained Death Wing was going over a new soldier’s 
file and noticed something that shouldn’t have been there. All his 
information had been swapped with his own from the time when he 
was new to the army.

He called that soldier in for questions about his file and why it was 
almost the same as his. The soldier said that all the information was 
real and not copied.

He looked at the soldier’s call sign and it was the same as his before he 
got it changed. His old call sign and the new soldier’s one were both 
‘Night Bringer’.

He asked the soldier about his past life before he joined the army 
and it was almost the same as his, only the soldier had grown up as 
a kid with his family, and Death Wing had grown up on the streets.

When he asked about the soldier’s family, they were the same as 
Death Wing had pictured them; as a kid, his father was a great dad 
and spent most of  the time with him and his mother was a stay-at-
home mum and was an ex-chief.

His older sister had died when she was thirteen; she was hit by a 
truck that ran a red light on Earth before the war.
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He looked up from the file and said, ‘Welcome to Tosh. We only 
have one rule here; if  you work hard you train hard.’ He clapped his 
hand on to Night Bringer’s back and walked him out of  the room.
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when piGS Fly

Molly Herd
Age 13, Year 7
Matthew Flinders GS

My name is Matilda Deeriton and this is the past.

When I was fifteen, life was good. I had a mum called Fiona, a dad 
called Colin, a nine-month old brother called Xavier, a ten-year-old 
sister called Katie, and a playful puppy called Ollie. I was healthy and 
active. But then I was walking down the street and the government 
kidnapped me. I was taken to a special lab and shoved into a sleep 
chamber. I realised when I got there that my family was in other 
sleep chambers. Then it went dark …

After what seemed like a minute, I was taken out of  the sleep chamber. 
Everything was different. I looked out the triangle-shaped window 
that wasn’t there before, and saw people riding on small green and 
blue creatures with two legs and three antennae. The people had 
brightly coloured hair, and clothes with what looked like clear pipes 
with coloured water in them attached. I turned around and saw an 
oddly shaped mirror. I looked inside it, and I had pink and orange 
hair with fluro-coloured clothes and a pipe with yellow water in it 
attached to them. I looked at my family and they all had the same 
changes. Ollie had a pipe around his neck with green water in it.

I saw a man with purple hair and asked him what was happening. He 
said that we were in the sleep chambers for one hundred years. It was 
3010. The man’s name was Wale Vera. He showed us everything. The 
strange creatures were called Hoffletops. Houses were not made of  
brick or wood, they were made out of  jelly. Nobody ate animals any 
more. Everyone ate little meals called Zita Ritas. Zita Ritas are made 
out of  no-fat sunflowers and no-fat gummi beanie bears.

There is no such thing as school any more. Kids go to a palace called 
Fritterworks Kingdom for Futuristic Kids, also known as FKFK. 
Kids ride on Hoverfish to get to the FKFK. Hoverfish are rainbow 
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fish that have been mega-sized and equipped with an oxygen system 
that allows them to breathe out of  water. The sky’s colour is differ-
ent every day, because someone called Mortermiss Flame created 
a device that can change the colour of  the sky. Mortermiss is now 
working on a device that can track when a Yokobeetla is around.

A Yokobeetla is a beetle about the size of  small dog. The Yokobeetla 
is very poisonous and deadly. It shoots poison arrows out of  its 
back. It is cream with blue spots. The cream represents Yoko. And 
the blue represents his evil. Yoko is an evil lord trying to take over the 
world using Yokobeetla. Yoko is three hundred and forty years old, 
and immortal, and the only thing that can defeat him is a very rare 
creature called Radijorda. Radijora is a giant bird with four wings, 
five hundred teeth, poison pricks—one can kill an elephant—and 
three nostrils. Radijorda has six hundred pricks, and that is all that is 
needed to defeat Yoko.

Water is now rainbow coloured and the fish are now amphibians. 
Turtles have been classified as amphibians, and books can come 
to life. Movies are now bookmarks that sing and dance. Instead of  
using electricity, we use a creature called Tiabop. Tiabop is a little 
sphere that sits halfway into the ground at special Tiabop farms. 
Tiabops come out of  the ground every nine weeks.

‘Matilda, I think this is a dream, because this can’t be real!’ said Colin.

‘It can be true, Dad!’ Matilda replied. Ha, when pigs fly!
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live liFe to the Full

Ashleigh Hopper
Year 9
Lara Secondary College

7:30am 
Oh boy where do I begin to explain my life? Well here goes. My 
name is Grace and I am ten years old. I have an obsession with sport 
because it is so much fun … And I am a bit of  a gun at it. Today is 
a boring day, though, because I have school, and I get picked on by 
some bullies at school. No one stands up for me. I just have to run 
for my life until they catch me, but I mostly out-run them. Oh, and 
my nickname is Whippet because I am quick like lightning.

8:30am
Unfortunately it was time for school, and I was so nervous that I just 
ran to my first class as fast as I could. I was the first one in, but all of  
a sudden I felt a foot come out from behind me, and I went face first 
on to the ground. I stood up to see the bullies laughing and pointing 
at me. I got up and sat on to my seat with tears in my eyes because 
I was ashamed and embarrassed. I sank down into my chair and did 
my work and I couldn’t wait until the day was over.

2:30pm
Class ended. As soon as the bell went I took off  into the distance, 
trying not to cry from embarrassment. I ran that fast I was struggling 
to breathe. I slowed down to catch my breath. I started to run faster 
again, and then I heard the sound of  bike tires. I quickly jumped into 
the nearest bush. The bullies rode past laughing and talking. Once 
there was no sign of  them I got out of  the bush, pulled the leaves 
from my hair and brushed the dirt off  my legs. I started to run to 
my place, and heard screaming. I turned to see what it was, then I 
screamed because I saw the bullies charging at me! I ran in the front 
door and quickly locked it. I slid down the door with a sigh of  relief.

7:40pm
That night came and it was time for bed, but before I went to bed I 
looked at myself  in the mirror and said to myself:  ‘I need to change 
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the life I am living, I can’t live like this anymore! I’m going to do 
something.’

I got into bed and slept well for the first time in months.

7:30am
The next morning I found myself  up side down in bed. I had a look 
in the mirror—I had changed, and I was freaking out. I washed my 
face about three or four times but I was still the same. I ran around 
the house thinking, ‘what happened?’ I ran back to the mirror but 
it didn’t make a difference. My hair, my eyes were different. What 
happened? 

I looked about twenty years older, I looked at the date. It was 2024. 
I had gone into the future. 

The phone rang. I answered it, and I was so confused. It was my prin-
cipal from my school. She wanted me to work today. I was thinking 
to myself  , ‘Work? What do I do?’ I got ready and started to walk 
to school, my old school. I arrived and the principal welcomed me 
and told me that she was grateful I could come in because the sport 
teacher was ill.

Then I asked her what happened? I was confused and frustrated at 
the same time. And she just said, ‘What do you mean?’

I said calmly, ‘Twenty years ago when I use to get bullied, how did I 
get a successful job?’ 

She explained everything so it made sense. 

‘Twenty years ago, you put in a complaint about bullies. It success-
fully went through and the bullies were suspended. Now the people 
that used to bully you have terrible jobs because they dropped out 
of  school. They thought it was cool to do that. And you became a 
successful sports teacher because you said to me the day you left year 
twelve, “There is no need for bullies, they are just a waste of  time!” 
And you’ve told your kids that every day since’.

I had a big smile across my face and said, ‘There is no time for bullies, 
they are just a waste of  time, live life to the full and just be happy.’
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what doeS the Future hold?

Jessica Hopper
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

There’s one thing you can’t do in life, and that’s predict the future. 
How do we know if  the world will be polluted or if  there will be 
flying cars? People say they expect these things will just happen, but 
do they ever think how? 

If  I had the chance to choose what the future was like than there 
would be no problems. Everyone would live a happy life, we would 
have the best technology, with new inventions all the time, and there 
would be no feuds. The environment would be better than new. 
Everyone wants the same kind of  things, but not everyone is willing 
to help this world become a better place in the future. 

My dreams are simple. Like everyone else, all I want to do is have 
fun and enjoy life. But I will admit that it is easier said than done. I 
have tried to save power and water, but it always gets too hard. When 
you’re living in a house full of  people you can’t control what they do 
and you can’t follow everyone around and turn off  the power after 
them. It just gets too complicated. 

Within the next fifty years this world will have changed so much. 
There will be robots working instead of  some humans. People will 
have clones and cars that can fly, and drive, themselves. The price of  
everything in the world will increase but as I say that the value of  
money will rise as well … or maybe it won’t.

The way this world is going now it is easier to predict what’s going 
to happen. Yes, we will get all those good new inventions, but do we 
really need them? Couldn’t we spend the money on realistic things? 
Things that we can get actually use? I would have loved to be around 
when there was horse and carts. Yes, this is a better standard of  
living but it is also destroying the world. 
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Eventually this world is going to end. Whether it’s in fifty, five 
hundred, or even five thousand years’ time, it will end. Already there 
is a water issue on Earth and we can’t fix that. All we can do is hope 
for more and more rain.

The future is going to be great, but I think it will make us lazy, and 
the world will be over populated because people will have found 
some way to live longer. 

This world is what we make it, so let’s make it right. Let’s make our 
families be able to live for many, many more generations. 
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when beaStS rule

Maddy Hyde 
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

I look around and I hate what I see. No-one is safe; no-one is what 
they say they are. At least, I can’t be sure they are. I trust no-one! 

The world has become a dark place, an unrecognizable, scary night-
mare. Evil has risen up in the worst possible form, human against 
human. It happened just fourteen months ago, on July 17, 2050. A 
scientist by the name of  Henry Swafe discovered a secret, a secret 
that could cause the world to self-destruct while tearing apart the 
entire universe. It was a secret that was supposed to make the world a 
peaceful, dreamlike place. It was meant to unlock the wonders of  our 
universe, of  our entire existence. But it’s just human nature to want 
more power, to be the ruler of  all else, to take everything. Humans 
used this power to destroy our planet, our universe, our everything. 
This power had the ability to unlock and use the full power of  the 
human mind.

I have not been outside of  my hideout in many days, weeks, months 
even. I have no sense of  time, as the sun cannot break through the 
clouds of  gas surrounding the Earth’s atmosphere. How I have 
survived this long is a mystery to me. I am not even sure if  I want 
to survive any longer.  There is no grass, no trees, no rainbows, no 
houses, no cities, and no colour. The Earth is covered in sand. There 
are fires burning everywhere. 

I often think about the past. When Henry Swafe had first made his 
discovery and shared it with the world, I would walk along the street 
and see people practising their new powers. I could hear people’s 
happy thoughts, as we learnt to mind-read and communicate tele-
pathically. People were able to move things by just thinking about 
it, and anyone of  any language could communicate with each other. 
Humans could even talk to animals. The world was happy and at 
peace for once. But now when I look back on it, it seems like a 
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distant memory of  a dream I once had. The world I once saw can’t 
possibly be the world it is today. Can it?

New planets and life forms were discovered. But in no time the life 
forms were captured and used as slaves for humans. Their planets 
were taken over by humans. That’s when everything went terribly 
wrong and out of  control. People found they could shape shift 
into anything they wanted to be. People started to get too absorbed 
in their new-found powers. Everyone wanted more; it was never 
enough. Intelligent individuals wanted to lead the world, and a war 
began. This was not like any war in the history of  the planet; this 
was a war of  immortality. The universe was split into territories. 
The leaders demolished every bit of  civilisation in their territories, 
and built castles to live in. They gathered followers, and destroyed 
anyone who did not join them. They are all at war with each other, 
and they won’t stop until one ruler takes over the entire universe. 

All I hear are bombs and screams of  creatures off  in the distance. I 
miss the sound of  birds signing in the morning, the sound of  baby 
lambs in the spring, the sound of  life. I have had no human contact 
since this hell was created. I have been hiding underground. I refuse 
to join this madness. I am preparing to venture across the universe, 
in search for others like me. Maybe we can build a rebellion army 
and stop this madness for good. I wish for the past to come back, 
but this is the future. Every moment I hope to wake up from this 
nightmare, but I never do. This is a world full of  hatred and evil. I 
do not belong here, nobody does. We are no longer mortal; we can 
no longer be called humans. We are beasts.
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teChnoloGiCal Future

Carlee Klisanin
Year 9
Lara Secondary College

It’s the year 2050. No more credit cards and no more money. 
Everyone is involved in a one-world nation; there are no more coun-
tries.

The population has been decimated by World War III and disease. 
The people who are left in charge are mainly the rich and the elite, 
those who knew war was coming and built massive bunkers. Now 
there is a new beginning. Everyone who survived must have micro-
chips inserted into them. 

If  the ruling elite see that you are not what they want or do not 
believe you are worthy of  reproducing they shall eliminate you. They 
believe they can choose who should reproduce. 

If  you choose to go against them, by demonstrating or any sort of  
anarchist activity, your microchip will allow the authorities to find 
you, and they will deal with you. It won’t be pleasant. The US, or 
the North American Union as they were called leading up to World 
War III, won the war easily against China, which is called the Asian 
Union.

The American Union had a defence shield that could not be pene-
trated by intercontinental nuclear weapons. It did not take long for 
the Asian Union to surrender, but only after massive casualties. They 
then joined the North American, European, African and South 
American unions to create one-world government. Australia became 
a base for North American union before the war and is an important 
part of  the union. 

There are plenty of  military bases to keep the Asian Union in check. 
Religion or any sort of  faith has been abolished and disallowed, unless 
you worship the ruling elite, who declare themselves as gods and only 
they are to be worshiped. Freedom of  travel has been disallowed.  
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The masses are ordered to work at their jobs and to go home. The 
world to the majority of  people has become a sort of  hell.

With no light at the end of  the tunnel, unless you are born into the 
ruling elite, the future is grim. The only hope is a small brand of  
rebels, which the elite haven’t yet been able to track. They live in 
very remote parts of  the world, like desert areas of  Australia and the 
jungles of  the Amazon.

They communicate through primitive means, as all communication 
is controlled by the ruling elite through satellites and the massive 
microwave dish that tracks and monitors all communications on 
Earth. That dish is based in Alaska. 

They keep in touch by using pigeons and the very small number of  
the elite who risk their lives to keep the rebels connected. The ultimate 
goal of  the rebels is to destroy the microwave dishes in Alaska and 
the smaller ones scattered around the Earth. Their mission is huge 
but they are the only hope for the freedom of  mankind to free us 
from slavery. We have all become robotic and full of  fear. Their 
struggle continues but at least they give all humans who are victims 
of  this evil world power a slight glimmer of  hope. 
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that Girl

Rachel Lauterbach
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

I never knew how much she meant to me, how much she was every-
thing I needed.
She was an inspiration to others.  How could I have lost her? She was 
perfect to me.
No one could ever understand her, she had no care in the world; she 
was a beautiful breeze on a warm day. 

She was the energy, she was the pot of  gold at the end of  a rainbow, 
and she was a drum beat flowing through my finger tips.

She was the brightest smile. She was light, love, beauty, grace, a 
complete mystery. I never knew that girl would leave me and how 
painful it is without her.

She’s left a hole in my heart, I need her; I need her back, so desper-
ately …
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livinG-dead

Lauren Leech
Age 16
Corio Bay Senior College

I walked down the cold, dark streets, faintly aware of  the footsteps 
behind me. I kept walking, firmly gripping the silver fork in my 
pocket. I am aware that a fork seems like the most pathetic excuse for 
protection, but it’s actually pretty efficient, considering my pursuer 
was, most likely, a zombie, and the only way to kill a zombie was 
to stab it in the throat with a silver fork. Most people avoided the 
streets these days. Silver forks were hard to get, and unless you had 
one, you were pretty much dead as soon as you stepped out your 
front door. My fork was a relic from the year 2010; this ancient tool 
is the only object known that will kill a modern-day zombie.

Yes, you read right. A zombie. They over took Geelong about a 
month ago. Something caused the refinery to explode, causing a rush 
of  electric blue sludge to ooze over our advancing city, turning those 
in its path into a zombies, who lusted for blood and flesh. I was one 
of  the lucky ones. Being out of  state at the time at a work conven-
tion, I avoided the sludge and stayed human. 

Unlike the zombies everyone has read about in stories, these zombies 
had super strength and speed, but brittle bones, their bones, when 
broken, healed at an accelerated rate. They oozed an unmistakable 
stench and weren’t very smart, but most importantly, they were real. 
There weren’t many humans left, maybe eighty, and our numbers 
were decreasing by the day. Some of  the people I worked with were 
working on a project. They were trying to find a way to kill the 
zombies, but they weren’t having much luck, so we were waiting on 
help from the army. I had heard a whole bunch of  soldiers would 
be sent from Canberra any day now. The plan was for them to come 
and shoot the place up, killing every zombie in sight.

The footsteps behind me had gained speed, and the unmistakable 
stench of  zombie hit me. I spun around to a see the grey, rotted flesh 
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on the face of  my pursuer. From the condition on her skin, wrinkly 
and spotted with missing chunks of  dead flesh, it was safe to say she 
was reasonably old before she changed. She would have been fifty, 
maybe sixty years old when she came into contact with the sludge. 

She snarled a mouth full of  sharp, pointed teeth that would rip my 
throat out in seconds. But she wouldn’t get the chance. I dodged her 
first attack and shoved her against a wall, I heard the numbing crush 
of  her weak shoulder bone as it came into contact with the wall but 
that crush wouldn’t keep her down for long. She spun to face me, 
and there was something familiar about her, I had known her some-
where, before she became a zombie that thirsted for human blood 
and flesh. She came at me again, catching me by surprise this time. 
She threw me onto the pavement and my fork flew from my hand. I 
jumped to me feet and reached for my fork, but as I bent to retrieve 
it, she hit me again. The blow was so hard I flew into the wall I had 
previously shoved her into. My world spun as I grabbed the fork and 
ran at her. She saw me coming and grabbed me, pinning me against 
the pavement. I saw her eyes fill with hunger as she tried to force 
me to stay still, I kept squirming until I saw the perfect opportunity, 
then I drove my fork into her throat. She let out a gargled scream 
and collapsed on me. I shoved her off  and rose to my feet, and, as I 
stood there watching her body twitch and fidget, I realized who she 
was—my boss. I had just killed my boss. The usual panic and fear 
surged in the pit of  my stomach. I shoved it aside, telling myself  the 
monster I just killed wasn’t the same person. The research we had 
done together had proved that. 

We were scientists; our lives devoted to finding the elixir of  life. We 
had spent the last fifteen years trying to create the right chemical 
balance in alcohol to create eternal life. Our results had been less 
than impressive. We had been doing tests on captured zombies. 
That’s how she had been changed. She let her guard down and there 
was no one to save her.

I heard the snarls of  approaching zombie. They would rip apart her 
body trying to catch my scent, and once they had it they would find 
me; I had to run. I sped down the streets; the zombie stench becoming 
more and more pungent. I hit a corner and darted around it, only to 
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be hit with the same horrible smell. It wafted in my face and took my 
breath away, causing me to stop. A pair of  arms wrapped around me 
and I saw the same rotting, grey flesh as always. I squirmed, shoving 
the smelly creature away from me, with little success. 

‘You’re the one that’s been killing us off, aren’t you?’ it snarled in my 
ear. 

‘Yes, I am, I snarled back, faking my fearlessness. I was petrified. I 
kept my voice calm and challenged her. ‘I’m going to kill you too.’ 

She spun me around and pinned me to the wall, I looked at her face 
and realized she was the zombie we had been experimenting on. She 
was the zombie who had changed my boss. I debated my chances of  
getting a clear shot at her neck, they didn’t look good. 

‘You’re not going to kill anyone,’ she snarled. ‘I’m going to end your 
life, right now.’ She tilted her head down towards my neck and I got 
the shot of  a lifetime. I didn’t bother with speeches I took the shot 
and drove my fork deep into her throat. 

Like all the others, she gargled out a scream but she didn’t drop 
like the others. She didn’t clutch her throat and roll around on the 
ground twitching. No, she was still strong, and using what strength 
she had left she wrapped her hands around my throat. I gasped for 
air, kicking and flailing, grasping her iron-strong hands and trying to 
pry them from my throat. It was then I realized there was no hope 
for me. I felt myself  slipping into a numbing state, my head spun and 
as my vision began to fade I saw the sick, evil, twisted smile on my 
killer’s face. With only moments left, I had to think about this stra-
tegically. I closed my eyes and stopped fighting her. I let my body go 
limp ad held my breath. And she bought it, releasing me and letting 
my body slide down the wall into a heap on the cold concrete below.

‘Stupid girl!’ she snarled, ‘I’m the strongest living dead around! And 
you thought you could kill me.’

I heard a squelching sound and her wincing; I assumed she pulled 
the fork out of  her throat. Seconds later I heard the chink of  the 
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fork hitting the ground beside me. I lay still where she had dropped 
me, a silent heap, praying she would leave me for the other zombies 
to finish off. Once my surroundings were silent, I peeped out, she 
was gone. I sprung to my feet, retrieved my fork and ran.

I ran through my front door and activated the electronic locks; they 
were Government issues, installed in the houses of  all the humans 
left in Geelong. I tended to my injuries. A gash on my arm and throat 
and a few minor scratches. I mumbled to myself  as I went, ‘I am 
going to kill her! 

‘I’m going to kill that stupid, murderous zombie!’

That night I vowed I would avenge my boss. I’ve been hunting that 
zombie ever since.
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the Future iS in your handS 

Sarah Lockley
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

Everyone imagines the future to be something much more than it 
appears. We dream of  everything being much better, with flying cars, 
magic powers, a real tooth fairy, having a pot full of  gold at the 
end of  the rainbow. But really, is what we’re dreaming ever going to 
become reality? 

Every day you face a new challenge. Whether you succeed or fail at 
it, you’ve still faced it. It’s going to be there in your head for the rest 
of  your life. We dream of  things even though they are impossible to 
fulfil, although knowing this, we still continue to dream about the 
same thing, like bringing back the dead. The future is scary and when 
it’s predicted we all start to realise what’s really important. We try to 
change things, but the future is the future and if  it’s meant to be, it 
will happen.

We all have strong hopes and dreams and we aim to reach the goals 
we’ve set in life. When you’re young you believe everything is a 
fantasy, like being born in a cabbage patch in your back garden. But 
nothing’s ever told as real as it should be. As you get older you start 
to realise why you were put on this Earth. It isn’t to impress people. 
It is to be noticed and to do something good in your life, not just 
for you but everyone around you. Whether it is cutting people’s hair, 
making food for people at a fast food restaurant or becoming king; 
the future, and reality, changes everything.  

Future is a big word. People think of  it as something that will happen 
later in life but what they don’t realise is that the meaning of  this 
word could change everything for better or worse. You can’t exactly 
ask for the things you want in life, they come naturally, and when the 
opportunity comes or a door opens, of  course you’re going to take 
the risk to become one step closer to your dreams becoming reality. 
There will always be a point in life where you just want to give up; 
start again; where you think everything is unfair. How you handle 
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these situations is all up to you. Everything is up to you. You can’t 
just sit back and let everyone make decisions for you. Your decisions 
shape who you are. It’s your life, your future, you are the determined 
one who is out to make a difference! 

What you do in the future shapes who you are. People judge you on 
your decisions in life. Whether they’re bad or good, it’s all a part of  
life. You have to live with it. The future changes every day; nothing’s 
ever going to go according to plan. You’re always going to change 
your mind about something.

No one’s perfect and everyone’s different. What a boring world it 
would be if  we all looked the same, talked the same and wore the 
same things. This is why God created us differently, to show our 
individuality to the world so that we could do something different, 
to try something new. What you wish for isn’t always what you get. 

Be grateful for what you already have and remember the future is in 
your hands.
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the Future

Bethany Long
Age 14
Belmont High School

I was preparing for another presentation. Going over it in my head. 
Checking the slideshow to make sure nothing was missing. My hands 
started to shake and my mind went blank. It was worse than the last 
time. This time I saw parts of  the world engulfed in flames, build-
ings exploding, people running for their lives. Chaos. Every corner 
of  the world was being mercilessly slaughtered. Half  of  Australia 
was under water; the other half  had erupted into flames. Volcanoes 
all around the world were spewing out a never-ending surge of  lava.

‘Hayley. Hayley. HAYLEY!’ The voice awakened me from my vision. 
‘Boy you were out of  it.’ Jeremy, my boss said. 

‘I was just … uh, meditating,’ I improvised. ‘I’ve been doing it a lot 
lately. It, umm, helps me to keep a clear mind.’

‘Yeah, I noticed. You’re always meditating,’ he said, eyeing me suspi-
ciously. 

I nodded and went back to the slideshow, hoping he wouldn’t inter-
rogate me further. He was my boss, but I didn’t want him thinking 
he hired some loon who claimed to see the future, even if  it was true.

Where I worked, everyone was an expert on global warming and 
other environmental issues, and our aim was to restore the Earth to 
its former beauty. I had been doing all I could to spread the word, 
but there was something about alternative power sources that people 
just didn’t like. 

So, it was my mission to convince people to be more eco-friendly, as 
I regularly saw the catastrophic effects it would have on our planet. 
Many people were cynical about Nostradamus’ predictions, but I 
knew the theory of  the apocalypse in 2012 was true, unless we took 
drastic action. 

T h e  f u T u r e
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My first vision was at just seven years of  age. I quickly became fasci-
nated with the environment and was set on doing all I could to save 
it from its biggest ever threat, humanity. So, for the past fifteen years 
I had been organizing protests and making documentaries in the 
hopes of  improving the outcome of  the world.

There was a time where my premonitions depicted the world as it 
should be. We had improved it, but two weeks ago they got dras-
tically worse. We decided it was time to take bigger, more drastic 
action.

I organized protests and went to some major corporations over the 
next few months. I showed them a documentary of  mine, explain-
ing the impacts it would have and gave some advice on options that 
were more environmentally friendly. I also told them how becoming 
eco-friendly would improve their reputation and may even get them 
some more clients.

My visions were steadily getting better. I was overwhelmed with pride 
when I saw the best outcome I’d ever seen. The world was practically 
glowing. There were lush rainforests, pollution looked as though it 
had been cut down by about eighty-five percent and the people were 
happier, healthier and spending more time with Mother Nature than 
with their televisions. The apocalypse had been stopped—for now. 
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the Future 

Amy Luan
Age 13
Belmont High School

The future is unthinkable
In a way that makes your jaw fall to the ground

The future is unpredictable
In a way that makes you whistle in wonder

The future is unimaginable
In a way that makes you screech in delight

The future is here
Girls and boys
Let your absurd and fantastic ideas fill the world
Let your imagination lead you on
Where you discover wonders
Unearthing treasure from even the most barren places
Where you are never short of  an adventure
Experience the breathtaking
The marvellous
The sensational
For then you can do the unthinkable the unpredictable and the 
unimaginable.

T h e  f u T u r e
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laSt niGht/FirSt niGht

Tom S. May
Age 14, Year 9
Belmont High School

Eric Daniels is more than just a man; he is the Bubonic Plague, the 
Deadly Drought, the AIDS Epidemic and the Locust Swarm. He is 
no mere tapestry of  flesh and bone but instead he is the indestruct-
ible idea, the Horseman of  Pestilence.

I’m sure the recent college graduate in Medicine never thought 
stopping at a station on a failed road-trip would have him become 
the embodiment of  the diseases he would have tried to stop.
Silas seemed like a good guy, he had an abundance of  cash, a black 
Cadillac and a beautiful companion who called herself  Blackbird. 
And what did Eric have? A university degree, a breaking down 
Volkswagen van and a dysfunctional long-distance relationship.

What amazed him further is he wasn’t even an attractive man, he 
looked like he suffered from an eating disorder on top of  leukaemia 
and yet, the reason was more than just a mortal disease.
Eric never thought that his future, and in turn, the future of  the 
entire world, would be defined by a tank of  gas and that the result 
of  borrowing money to pay, would land him the occupation of  
Horseman of  the Apocalypse.

He used to read books about things like this. Becoming a god or 
an immortal was always so dramatic; magical amulets, ancient sigils, 
witches, dragons and ancient rituals. But real life was always so dull 
compared to that of  the dreams and prose of  famous writers.

Eric had a hard time coming to terms with this; he was in a decrepit 
motel room funded, yet again by Silas. One night, Silas came romping 
up the hall, he was stone drunk. He bashed his fist against the door. 
The amount of  noise he made was odd seeing as it seemed he was so 
frail that he would easily break a bone if  he so much as tried to stop 
himself  from falling over.
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‘Yes? Silas is that you?’ asked Eric turning off  the television in his 
motel room.

You know damn well who it is, you little shit!’ Silas yelled, slurring 
his words slightly from all the Coronas and Lagers he had swallowed. 
‘Now open this door right now. You owe me!’

What was Eric to do? Of  course he opened the door, but he was 
prepared, after all, what could a frail man like Silas possibly do? 
Silas’ appearance was horrifying, like a rotting corpse, like that of  an 
embalmed mummy on display.

The sound of  wasps grew stronger and stronger and Silas grew ever 
more brooding, looking down on Eric like the pathetic waste of  
flesh he was.

Silas grabbed at Eric’s hand, cracked and rotting nails dug into Eric’s 
skin as Silas started to chant. The sky grew dark, and wasps were 
louder, and Silas’s skin started to rot and fall of  his body revealing 
black-green flesh underneath. 

Eric looked down to his own skin, which was starting to rot itself. 
Eventually, Silas had disappeared, replaced by Eric, Eric realised that 
what he was wasn’t normal, he was a Horseman of  Pestilence, and 
the future would not be pretty, the end was beginning.
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emotionS

Ashish Motiani
Age 14,  Year 9
Belmont High School

‘David Walter here, reporting from Washington D.C. Recently the 
government has taken a controversial step in order to rule over the 
tiny town of  Hungfern and make people’s lives more simplistic, liter-
ally playing with their emotions. The procedure of  micro-chipping 
the citizens of  Hungfern occurred overnight, but we will be sure to 
keep everyone updated on the effect of  the chip. Only last year, in 
2053, Professor Gary Ivan created an interesting and contentious 
device that could be inserted into the frontal lobe of  the human 
brain to cut off  all emotions felt by the particular human. The chip, 
as small as a pea, is a revolutionary gadget called the simplerlife-chip.’

Off.

Lance couldn’t understand. He still felt love, he still felt hate, he 
could still feel pain, and he was angry. He turned around to see his 
mum waiting next to the oven with empty eyes. Sitting on his fold 
out bed in his room, Lance thought about the past, trying to figure 
out why he was not affected by the chip. Then he remembered. Four 
years ago, he suffered from a rare brain-tumour and was very lucky 
to survive. The doctor had covered his frontal lobe with glue-like 
liquid to support and protect it. 

‘That’s why I can still feel things,’ he mumbled. 

Lance walked out of  his room, only to be bulldozed and flattened 
by his dog, Kent. 

‘Come on buddy, let’s go for a jog.’

Lance changed, charged his newly bought iPod and was ready to go. 
He began to run. He felt uncomfortable, looking around at people 
in their hovercrafts—their empty faces staring back, no waving, 
nothing, even from the people he did know. 
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As Lance turned the corner he took a break, leaning on the old 
blue fence owned by Mr Forfletcher who then appeared to put his 
rubbish out. As he did, Lance asked a cheerful, ‘How’s it going, Mr 
Forfletcher?’

‘Okay,’ he replied bluntly, and walked back inside.

‘Yeah, good thanks,’ Lance softly said when Mr Forfletcher went 
back inside.

Singing along to his favourite tune on his iPod, Lance was inter-
rupted by a terrible screeching and scratching sound. Flicking out his 
headphones and tightening his grip on the dog lead, Lance sprinted 
towards the corner from where he had heard the piercing noise. 
Seeing two hovercrafts damaged horrendously and one tipped on its 
side, Lance hoped that he was wrong about recognising it. He ran up 
to the crafts immediately.

‘Jenny! Sam!’ he shouted, ‘Nooo!’

Both Lance’s cousins were in the craft tipped on its side, blood trick-
ling from their faces.

‘Don’t worry Lance, I’m only dying,’ Jenny said. She was unemo-
tional. A blank expression. 

Lance held her head and sobbed, but it was only a matter of  seconds 
before he was rudely pushed aside and the hovercraft was lifted by 
the Street Police. Three younger workers were left on the scene, 
mindlessly sweeping away glass and body parts. 

Then life went on. 
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the Future

Jakara O’Keeffe
Age 15, Year 9
Belmont High School

Dark, stormy, dangerous and scary. I wake in this place that feels 
distant from something I have known before. Noises, scratching 
down the walls. I stand up and the lights flicker then pounce on as 
soon as I move, like as if  there were a sensor following my every 
move. The door at the other side of  the room has a metallic feel 
about it. I walk over there. With every step I make, the floor squeaks, 
as if  there were rusty springs underneath the metal, cold floor. I 
reach the door and slowly open it. It opens up and a buzz of  excite-
ment flows from the other side.

People (well that’s what I thought they were) buzzing around with 
trays of  multicoloured futuristic food. It kind of  looked like an 
American high school movie. I walk in out of  the room and everyone 
freezes and looks over towards me and stares at me. Stunned, I walk 
slowly towards the start of  the line and am about to order my food 
when the buzzing of  talking starts again. I order some of  this futur-
istic food as I had woken up with deep growling hunger pains. I pick 
up my tray and walk over to a girl who is sitting by herself. I sit down 
and introduce myself. 

‘Hi, I am Elizabeth but you can call me Beth. May I sit here?’ 

She giggles shyly then replies, ‘Hi … my name is, uh Apple.’ 

‘Oh,’ I say, ‘Like the fruit?’ 

She looks confused and asks me, ‘What is this thing you call fruit?’ 

I simply say perplexed, ‘Oh. Never mind,’ and continue eating.  

We finish eating in silence then a sound is heard in the background 
and everyone leaves the room as quickly as possible. 

T h e  f u T u r e
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I go back into the room I had woken up in and find it completely 
rearranged. It is bright and colourful in a way that is, kind of, inspir-
ing to see. I sit in the only armchair and as soon as I do I am belted 
in and shown a slideshow. It is of  a man speaking, explaining the 
rules of  this ‘school’ and why I am here. I don’t take it all in because 
it is a complex story he is telling. Some of  it is about how it is a 
school based upon past president and legend Barack Obama. We 
learn never to speak unless spoken to or if  we are near the cafeteria, 
and to never leave the school grounds. After the man disappears off  
the screen the room goes pitch black. I decide to head over to the 
bed and sleep for a short while.

When I awake, I am surrounded by surgeons telling me not to make 
any sudden movements or sounds. The chief  surgeon told me the 
operation has gone well and that I will not be getting any more sore 
throats for a while. I remember that I was in surgery today to get my 
tonsils removed as I had suffered from several bad cases of  tonsil-
litis. 

T h e  f u T u r e
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the Future oF Skye

Stephanie Pattison 
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

‘Good morning everyone of  New City, I’m Erin Stone. Today a very special 
event is happening; a student from New City Secondary College has been selected 
to test a new invention that has been created by inventor John Pierce. No let’s 
cross live to New City Botanical Gardens. I’m Erin Stone.’

There I was. In front of  me were a thousand pairs of  eyes all staring. 
I sat there nervous and wherever I looked made me that much more 
nervous. In front of  me was the city’s population; to my right was a 
massive screen set up for everyone to see my future. To my left was 
the invention. I felt like I was going to puke.  

‘Go Skye, you legend!’ screamed a familiar voice. I looked around. 
‘Over here, Skye!’ screamed the voice again. He waved his arms to 
get my attention. My nerves started to go away. I waved  dramatically.

‘Hey, Buzz,’ I yelled back. I laughed. Buzz Carter was my best friend 
and was the one who encouraged me to do this invention tester.

 ‘Welcome everyone,’ said President Clark. ‘We have come here today 
to witness the new invention created by John Pierce.’ Everyone 
clapped loudly as Pierce stood on stage waving his hands at the loud 
crowd. 

‘This invention that I have been creating for the past year and a 
half  will let us see the future. Whether it is your future, my future 
or Skye’s future, as we are going to see the future today.’ He spoke 
confidently and with pride. President Clark screamed to the crowd 
‘Are you ready?’ I looked at Buzz and he put his thumbs up at me.

‘Are you ready, Skye?’ asked John Pierce. I nodded, too nervous to 
speak. He pulled three cords towards me and stuck them to the front, 
left and right side of  my head. I closed my eyes. 
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‘Here we go,’ John said. I heard him flick the switch. 

I didn’t feel anything change. 

‘Skye, are you okay?’ someone asked. I opened my eyes and saw a 
twenty-two-year-old Buzz Carter. 

‘Ah, yeah I’m good,’ I replied, confused. He smiled.  

‘Are you excited, Skye? Our first journey to space,’ he said. 

‘Space? Hell yeah!’ I said, still confused but excited.  I looked forward 
and I saw so many people staring at Buzz and I. I looked to my right 
and I saw a massive white space shuttle. I looked to my left and saw 
photographers as well as cameras flash. I looked down and saw that I 
was in an astronaut suit. Wow! This is awesome, I thought to myself. 

‘Let’s wish Skye and her crew good luck on their journey, said Presi-
dent Clark. 

He’s still President? I thought. I laughed then.  The crowd screamed 
and clapped and we made our way to the space shuttle. 

We waved goodbye at the crowd, shook hands with President Clark 
and stepped inside the shuttle. It was huge. The inside was so luxuri-
ous and roomy. For the next few months this was my home. 

I sat inside the shuttle, feeling really excited. I was going off  to 
explore the universe. 

The shuttle took off. My heart was going a million miles an hour 
but I didn’t feel scared. I looked at Buzz and the other member of  
the crew.  Her name was Holly Parker. I started cracking up at them 
because the look on their faces was just hilarious. Finally, the shuttle 
calmed down and became travelling slowly. We were in space, for 
real. We got out of  our seats and looked around. Everything was 
beautiful. 

‘Buzz, this is great,’ I said, amazed. He smiled. 
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‘This is more than great, Skye,’ he said. We looked out into the 
space. I could see the Solar System, the Milky Way and even the Ring 
Nebula!

A Month Later.

‘Look, look,’ yelled Holly. I went over to her. 

‘What’s wrong, Holly?’ I asked. She pointed out the window to a 
strange shape. The shuttle got closer and closer. My mouth dropped 
open. 

‘Buzz!’ I yelled. He came running through the shuttle. 

‘What?’ he said. I just pointed. ‘Oh my God,’ was all that managed to 
escape from his mouth. We were staring at a new planet. 

A few days later, we finally landed the shuttle. Holly, Buzz and I put 
on our helmets and impatiently went outside. 

Over the next 2 months.

The planet was beautiful; everything was purple and very much alive. 
We searched every day and came across so many different things. 
Buzz and I had found a waterfall, a lake and a meadow full of  
flowers, and even horses. The horses and flowers looked a little alien-
ish though: the horses had one eye and the flowers were breathing as 
if  they were humans. Holly planted the New City flag on top of  the 
mountain. Holly, Buzz and I decided that we would make a civilisa-
tion here, build houses of  our own design and even name the planet. 
We are going to name it Skye Huzz. 

We took one last look at the new planet and went into the shuttle. 
We took off, and as we flew away we saw a human-like alien look up 
at us and wave. We waved back.  

On the way home, it was rowdy with lots of  talk about what we were 
going to do with the planet and how we wanted it to look. We talked 
about what we saw and discovered and we talked about just how 
beautiful and amazing the planet really was.
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We were busy talking when we realised a field of  asteroids was 
heading our way. We put our seat belts on. This was the first time in 
my life that I actually felt fear, and gosh, it felt strange. I could hear 
the screams and cries of  Holly and Buzz. The asteroids got closer 
and closer. I closed my eyes ready for the impact, but nothing hit us. 

‘Skye Williams is our future space explorer,’ said Pierce. Everyone 
clapped and cheered. 

I opened my eyes and I was sitting back in front of  a thousand pairs 
of  eyes. 
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Future dreaminG

Kimberley Shier
Year 9
Lara Secondary College

When I was younger, I used to dream of  a future where everybody 
would be happy and healthy.
Now that I’m here in the future, I can see that dreams do come true!

Robots are rolling around doing chores for the elderly, even cleaning 
the streets and now there are people training them to be security 
guards, doctors, police officers, janitors. Robots are working with 
people every day.

Teenagers aren’t as rebellious as they were when I was growing 
up, because the police officers are getting stricter and tougher and 
honestly, I think the kids are a little bit scared of  the cops.

When I was a teenager most of  my schoolmates never did school 
work. They were reckless and they argued with teachers all the time 
and some never listened to their parents. They just did what they 
wanted.

Nowadays crime rates have gone down a lot (thanks to the well-
behaved teenagers of  our society), which means everybody feels safe 
when they walk through the city.

Everybody has a home! A couple of  months ago, on the news, they 
had a story about how people were living in poverty and resorting 
to homelessness because they had lost their jobs, which meant they 
had no money for bills and mortgages. Then people started to see 
that others needed help and weren’t always as fortunate as the rest 
of  us, so they opened up their homes, raised lots of  money, and now 
everybody has a roof  over their head.

Scientists are starting to research ways to prevent still-births and they 
are going pretty well. They have already discovered cures for most 
forms of  cancer. I just hope they find a way to help newborns.
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The whole of  society is grateful for the way that the future has 
turned out.

Everybody is happy and healthy.

I just hope that the future generation loves their future as much as 
we love ours, maybe even more!
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2054

Shawny Smith
Year 10
Lara Secondary College 

I am now sixty years old and 2054 is not at all what I thought it would 
be. I thought everyone would have flying cars and smart houses. I 
also thought that people would get around to fixing the problem of  
global warming. The only people with flying cars and smart houses 
are the ones who are insanely rich. Unfortunately, I am not one of  
those insanely rich people, but hardly anyone is these days. Person-
ally, I would rather spend my money on a smart house than a flying 
car. They react to your voice so well; not like in the good old days 
where you had to say it in the same tone every time something was 
voice-activated. Nowadays, it doesn’t matter what tone you say it in 
and it only does the command if  it’s you talking. It’s all very cool.

The thing I am most disappointed about is that we have done 
nothing about global warming. So many animals are extinct, such as 
the once beautiful bobcat, alligator, armadillo, dolphin and cheetah. 
It’s only a matter of  time before all animals become extinct. It makes 
me really sad to think that my grandkids will never get to see a real 
life dolphin or cheetah; it will all just be recordings of  what used to 
be. I tell my grandkids all the time that they are missing out and that 
they need to be the generation that stops global warming and save 
the animals from extinction. They don’t really care, but hopefully as 
they grow up they will take my advice and do something about our 
global problems.

Another thing is that the younger generations don’t notice how the 
air smells different. It smells so polluted compared to what it used 
to be. I miss the smell of  fresh air. Not to mention how much I 
miss the green grass, the blooming flowers and the beautiful trees. 
I go through photos of  the past when I was still in school and wish 
I could go back to that time when everything was so green and life 
was so much easier.
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As a kid, I used to think I was bad, always staying inside watching 
television and playing the computer, but these days all kids ever do 
is stay inside. These days, the kids hardly ever talk to each other in 
person but when they do, it’s all slang. There are so many more social 
networking sites, I can’t even keep up. I remember when there was 
just MSN, Facebook, Myspace, Twitter and Formspring. You can’t 
really blame the kids; there is just too much technology out there. I 
wish I had better things to say about the future, but I guess people 
just never change and I really don’t know how long the world will 
last before it is destroyed by human influence. I would estimate that 
the resources we have now will only last us another hundred years 
or more.
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my birthday CelebrationS

Luke Snieders
Year 10
Lara Secondary College 

October 6th, 2029. I wake up in my room on my hover bed. It’s my 
birthday and I have a big day planned with my mates. First things first 
I’m going out to have an awesome breakfast at good old McDonald’s 
to eat some hotcakes. I quickly get dressed and go into the garage to 
get in my classic Ford Falcon BA cobra Ute 2006 model. I love this 
car because I have had it since I was eighteen and I paid a hundred 
G for it. She is number sixty-six of  two hundred made. I start her 
up and reverse out the driveway and do a massive power skid down 
the road, to let everyone know I’m coming. I love it these days now 
that we have flying cars because there is no traffic on the road, so I 
can pretty much do what I want. I get to McDonald’s and order eight 
hotcakes with lots of  golden syrup and take them home to eat with 
my wife and watch some 3D movies in my cinema room with my 
ten-metre screen. 

After I finish breakfast, I start to prepare for a mass party, because 
it is a Saturday. I go outside to turn on the robot auto-sweeper to 
clean my burnout pad before I turn on the sprinklers to water down 
the motocross track. I then go into my shed to check if  all my new 
electric motocross bikes are charged up ready for my mates to ride. 
Then I make sure my old classic burnout cars start and have a full 
tank of  fuel. Some don’t, so I have to go out for a drive in my electric 
car because it is too expensive to drive a petrol car around all the time. 
Fuel these days is $6.60 per litre! I remember back when I got my 
first car, fuel was only $1.22. I get home after getting three hundred 
litres of  fuel and fill up all my cars. Although, I don’t think I will 
use that much fuel anyway, because most of  my mates are bringing 
their own old Japan drift cars like Nissan Skyline R35s, Nissan 370zs, 
Subaru WRXs and Nissan Silvia S15s.



157m y  b I r T h d a y  C e l e b r a T I o n s

I then go out to the party shed and turn on all the fridges so the 
booze will be cold for tonight. There is going to be awesome music 
playing because I’ve got my brother coming out from the US. He’s 
taking a break from his professional DJ studio to DJ my party. He 
should be teleporting here at about 4:00pm. 

My mates start to arrive and once they’re all here we go out to the 
burnout pad to rip some fully sick skids and ride the bikes on the 
motocross track. We finish the practical bit of  the party at about 
5:30pm and then head out to the party shed to get drunk and not 
remember the night we will have. 
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2035

Brodie Stevens
Age 15
Belmont High School

13th April, 2035
Eight days since the troops wiped out all humanity in this God-
forgotten place.

Australia, the land of  opportunity. In the end, the only opportunity 
you had was when a soldier’s back was turned. I don’t know how this 
all began, but the ending isn’t swell. A community has collapsed in 
on itself, and staying in your social class is the only way to stay alive. 
The strongest gang gets the better things in life, and the lower levels 
have to make do with what the higher discard. Survival of  the fittest 
at its finest. Violence, drugs, alcohol, all the things that you are hard 
pressed to witness every day, and if  you know what is good for you, 
you wouldn’t intervene. If  you feel like you are living in hell, try 
spending a few days here. Surely you will find a car shell or looted 
building to sleep in.
I need to get out of  this hell-hole.

14th April, 2035
Nine days since the end, and one day since the new beginning. 
The former group known variously as the ‘bogans’, ‘emos’, and 
‘cake-face’ have now finally reached the top of  the survival ladder. 
In an attempt to remain there, they have taken refuge in a bank, and 
renamed themselves the (New Police Force). If  there is any form of  
resistance, you get thrown in one of  the vaults. Any rule breaking, 
you get the vault. They are in possession of  the only working phone, 
radio and computer in the state. I need to use that computer, but not 
being in that social group and being armed with only a blunt kitchen 
knife and an empty 9mm, my chances are all but none.
I need to find the truth.
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15th April, 2035
Ten days since the end, one day since the rise and fall of  order, and 
one day since hope returned to me.
It is attack of  the geeks down here! They somehow managed to 
blackout the bank, and everyone scrambled at the opportunity to 
get the vast quantities of  money hidden down there. Even though 
I attempted to make away with the computer, I was disheartened to 
find it missing from its place. Now the geeks are threatening to blow 
us half  way to Texas if  we don’t comply with their demands. Within 
three hours of  the blackout, they are in control of  every arcade in the 
city, along with a vast majority of  the females with model potential. 
Of  those who escaped, even fewer were accepted into social classes. 
I was very fortunate—and I am guessing she was as well—to find 
Sarah. A search party was chasing her down when I came around the 
corner. She hurriedly limped toward me, and pleaded for help. In her 
hands were a computer and an ammunition box. These being the 
exact things I needed, of  course I agreed to help.

I have a feeling the dawn is coming. Now all we need to do is find a 
power socket … 
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why Can’t we CommuniCate?

Amber Teesdale
Year 9
Lara Secondary College

I remember my mum and my grandma telling me that when they 
were growing up they would have conversations with their families 
for hours, about anything. When I grew up as a teenager, I would 
rather talk to my friends over Facebook than talk to my family. My 
grandma and mum never had to worry about technology affecting 
their lives and their lives were not controlled by it. Facebook, mobiles, 
MySpace, YouTube and emails were non-existent when mum and 
grandma grew up. But they are thriving now more than ever. It is 
this technology growth that has caused the downfall of  the personal 
interaction of  my generation and those who have come since.

My grandma’s teenage years were based around innocent fun. The 
latest she would stay out would be 10:00pm at night and that would 
only be on special occasions. The only way she would be able to speak 
to her friends would be at school or any kind of  social occasion and 
since most people didn’t own phones all they had to communicate 
with was letters.

My mum’s teenage years were also pretty innocent. Using the phone 
was not something that was common. In fact, my mum needed 
permission to dial her friends and back then most of  them didn’t 
even have phones until she was in her late teens. Being around family 
was common, and she spent most of  her time at home with her 
brothers and sisters, not a computer or mobile in sight.

My teenage years were very different. I was surrounded by technol-
ogy from the moment I woke up until I fell asleep at night. Gossip 
went around so much it controlled people’s lives. People could make 
up a rumour and it could ruin a person’s whole reputation, which 
ended up in a lot of  teen suicides. The internet was starting to be the 
centre of  people’s lives; in fact, we thought that if  it was taken away 
we would be cut off  from the world.
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So now I sit in my own family home knowing I haven’t seen my 
fourteen-year-old daughter for three days. I’ve only spoken to her via 
text and video message and I only know how she’s feeling if  I check 
her Facebook status. We have lost the ability to communicate face-
to-face. I can’t even remember a time where we were able to sit and 
have a meaningful conversation. No matter where she goes, with the 
touch of  a button she can access the internet. But I long to hug and 
talk to my daughter over a dinner like my family used to.

My wish for the future generations is to go back to the more 
innocent, low-tech times when people could sit around a table and 
chat for a whole day, when people hugged each other and conversa-
tions weren’t over email or text. So, was it my generation that ruined 
communication or was it technology that we are still not ready for?
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the GreateSt Cup never run

Zak Testa
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

My old man always told me, as a kid, ‘If  ever you start to get nervous, 
give the game up, you don’t belong on the big stage. The horse will 
not respond to a nervy rider.’ 

Those words stuck in my mind for years. Still today it rings as loud 
and as proud as when he first said it, almost as if  I was right back 
there.  I always thought my Dad was nuts. How could I not get 
nervous now? It’s like, for the next three-and-a-half  minutes on this 
first Tuesday of  November, the whole nation holds its breath, and 
only the stupid would dare to exhale. Not only the horse lovers; the 
shoe shiners, the bread bakers, the sheep shearers, along with the rest 
of  the population, all tuning in to the greatest race on Earth. Was 
I nervous? I couldn’t afford to be. There was no room in this race 
for the faint of  heart any more than the pill pushers or glue sniffers. 

The horse itself  was magnificent. The huge, muscle-hardened body 
of  the legendary horse eradicated any nervous doubts or fears I had 
about the coming race. On top of  him, I was all powerful. This 
race, filled with the greatest cup winners of  all time, fulfilled the 
dream of  both the incredibly eccentric scientist who had thought it 
up and millions of  others around the world. This race had renewed 
the world’s long-held love of  racing. The otherwise old and decrepit 
race-goers were filled with new purpose, their deepest desires 
realised, along with mine. 

This horse, arguably the greatest to ever grace our turf, will go in as 
favourite. He was no ordinary horse—he was a machine. His heart 
was as big as any I have ever seen. He would not stop unless he knew 
he had crossed the line first. It would only be fit if  he happened to 
greet the judges before the other fellow equine freaks, if  only for 
one last time. Pharlap, a legend, brought back to life using the newest 
technological advancements in science. He, along with twenty-three 
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other legends, was brought back for this single race, to see who really 
was the greatest race horse to ever live.

We’re in the gates; only thirty-two hundred meters stand between us 
and the crown. The crowd pauses in anticipation, the trainers and 
stable hands have done their part. Only the broadcaster can be heard 
from the three-hundred-thousand-plus people that fill Flemington, 
expanded astronomically for this one event. 

The gates fly open. There is the briefest hesitation, as if  the world 
has stopped and time itself  is hanging still, waiting. Then it is over 
and the violent leap of  the horse beneath me moves onto the course 
and we are right in the thick of  the greatest race I will ever be in. 
The horse takes his line superbly, running sixth in the giant pack 
of  heaving animals as we hit the first turn. Down the back, Pharlap 
comes into his own, and his great legs extend further than any others. 
As we hit the final bend we’re up against the fence but still only 
sitting in third, biding our time, waiting for the perfect opportunity. 
On the straight, all hell breaks loose. Every horse lifts, the very air 
becomes a furnace in the heat and intensity of  those few seconds. 
The tremendous power and thunder of  the great horse comes to 
the shore. Every last ounce of  strength and energy is exerted in the 
final one hundred metres. We finally get to Carbine and Might And 
Power, getting the perfect split between the pair. 

The race was over. His nose had touched the line first, and the 
flash from the photo finish camera provides me with the greatest 
relief  and joy a jockey can feel; the feeling that we have just won the 
greatest race never run, on the greatest horse of  all time, Pharlap.



164 e v o l u T I o n

evolution (SonG lyriCS)

Sophie Thompson 
Age 17, Year 11
Oberon High School

Fly at her
Mindless murder
Bludgeon, batter
Scar her, harm her

Routine slaughter
Staggering daughter
Stand up straight
Lie in the dirt

Ignominy
Blackened names
Step on us! You hear us ask.
It’s not your blunder

Fairer human, humiliated
Spat on, slapped, denigrated
Stop the shame
Protect, defend or die

Time, it recognizes the wrong.
Woman, born diseased
Create iron queens
Destroy the violent nightmare

Adapt, seal scars then scream
Louder, stronger
Reverse the carnage
Converse the disease
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Now they are sorry
For stomping on the flowers
Drag them out by the hair
They will too know shame

Things put right?
It’s retribution
Burn the cross and habits
You can’t control me

No more programmed placid
Evolve, vulva and breast
Men knew a lot
But Mother Nature knows best
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into the Cold

Sophie Thompson 
Age 17, Year 11
Oberon High School

Chloe Oliver lay shivering under her blankets waiting for sleep, her 
head throbbing with the third cold she’d had this winter; or maybe it 
was just one long cold. It didn’t really matter. The point was that she 
wasn’t getting any better. Last summer they had banned air condi-
tioners. Now it was heaters.

Chloe braced herself  as she felt another cough coming; her aching 
diaphragm clenched, and her eyes watered in pain as her throat 
barked.

Nobody had minded too much when air conditioners were labelled 
as Level 5 carbon burners and done away with, because a splash 
of  cold water made the heat bearable, but when the windy Victo-
rian winter came around and heater usage was forbidden nationally 
there were a few complaints, one of  them coming from Chloe and 
her father. The complaints were silenced by a punishment of  a five 
hundred dollar fine for anyone who used a heater, and repeat offend-
ers were arrested and faced criminal trial. 

When these laws were passed, initially people ridiculed them: how 
would they know if  I have my heater on? But when the fines began to 
arrive in the mail, and police began knocking on doors it became 
clear that they had ways of  knowing. Some people were angry, and 
Chloe was most certainly one of  them; in fact she was furious.  A lot 
of  people were happy to suffer: it was for the good of  the planet. 
Something had to be done and Australia had to lead the way. Chloe 
trembled with anger at the thought of  these people; people who 
were happy to see themselves and their children suffer to increase 
the lifespan of  a planet which has a finite existence in the first place: 
it was absurd. With these thoughts floating through her head, she 
finally drifted into sleep.
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Chloe awoke early to the stinging in her throat, though it was much 
better than it had been. She put on another pair of  socks and 
wandered down the hallway, keeping her gaze firmly ahead, avoiding 
the gap on the wall where their heater once was. If  she looked at that 
gap she might have cried. It had been forcefully uninstalled three 
months ago. She went into the living room to her father sitting at 
the kitchen table, head in his hands. She began to feel sick, and her 
throat throbbed once more. Is everything ok? she wanted to ask, but 
was afraid of  what the answer might be.

Bill Oliver sat at the kitchen table, still and silent. He looked at the 
piece of  paper in front of  him, the letter marked with the govern-
ment insignia and stamped with the Prime Minister’s signature. It 
was the third one this year, and he had quickly learned to hate and 
fear the sight of  them. This one was as bad as the others, maybe even 
worse. He reread it, disbelieving, hoping to whoever that he had read 
it wrong. He hadn’t. It was hot water. They were no longer allowed 
to use hot water. Bill’s glassy eyes filled with tears as he thought of  
his daughter; she had coughed all through the night. He hadn’t slept 
a wink, just listened to the wracking coughs coming from the one 
thing left in the world to live for. He buried his head in his hands and 
began to cry as he realized that it was still only July and Chloe wasn’t 
getting any better and probably wouldn’t live through the winter. His 
big shoulders heaved as he sobbed into his hands silently, the sound 
stuck somewhere between grief  and incomprehension.

After some time the crying stopped: he was too tired. Bill sat with 
not a conscious thought in his head. He was suddenly drawn back to 
reality as he heard the sickeningly familiar sounds of  his daughters’ 
cough.

At this sound, the floodgates in his mind burst open and a million 
thoughts ran through his head. How could he tell Chloe the news 
everyone in Australia had just received? How could he tell her that 
she probably wouldn’t live to see the summertime? What would 
happen to his life without her around? Would he just rattle around in 
the house with nothing but memories of  his dead wife and daughter 
to keep him company until he eventually died of  loneliness? But as 
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he looked across at her young, pale face, his mind cleared. All of  
those thoughts were no longer an issue. She wasn’t going to die. 
Because he wouldn’t let her. They were getting out of  this place. Out 
of  this country. They were going away from the soulless, heartless, 
fear-mongering place that Australia had become. He didn’t care how 
it happened, they were leaving. 

It took a long time for Bill to find a way for himself  and Chloe to 
leave Australia: he had to be careful who he spoke to as overseas 
travel was illegal. The government knew that anybody who ventured 
overseas would be reminded of  the joys of  liberal electricity use, and 
would never come back. Bill and Chloe weren’t the only people who 
wanted to leave and had nothing to lose, and they were eventually 
approached by an old man who understood what Bill and Chloe 
were trying to do. He had a small aircraft that could carry about ten 
people. He had been a pilot when he was younger, and had managed 
to keep his prized plane a secret from the authorities. The old man 
had already promised another family and a young couple who were 
expecting a child a seat on his plane, and Bill and Chloe took the last 
two places.

It took time to organize this exodus; the procurement of  fuel proved 
to be difficult, and mapping the flight path to a safe place in Singa-
pore where the young couple had some old friends who would make 
sure they were granted refuge was even harder; for fear of  being 
caught they had to do it the old fashioned way. This planning took 
exactly a month and Chloe, who had come so close to death she 
could taste its bitterness, got better. Most people will tell you that 
anger is a negative emotion; that it causes violence and will result in 
unhappiness. Chloe Oliver knew this wasn’t true. As the injustices of  
this new Australia kept coming, and the situation kept getting worse, 
Chloe got more and more angry. Her anger built inside her, and like 
a fire, it kept her warm. When the day came for her, and her father, 
to leave, her anger slipped away. She no longer needed it. Nobody 
on that plane felt sad to leave. It wasn’t Australia they were leaving; 
it was a warped version of  Australia, corrupted by a deep fear for 
the future and ultimately ruined by an inability to live in the present. 

I n T o  T h e  C o l d
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As a country, it had lost hope. Nobody bothered to hope that what 
the future was going to bring wouldn’t be so bad, so scary. In fact, 
the future might not exist at all, so annihilating the present is only 
destroying what is real for something that we may never live to see. 

‘Everything past is unreal, everything future is unreal, everything 
imagined, absent, mental … is unreal…Ultimately real is only the 
present moment.1

Chloe and Bill Oliver came out of  the cold and never looked back.

1 1. Stcherbatsky

I n T o  T h e  C o l d
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puShinG the river

Sophie Thompson 
Age 17, Year 11
Oberon High School

You are embarking on some journey
To the insidious religion of  the most spectacular vacant retail
It doesn’t have to be scary
It’s not just for the young

You may be contributing
Some to rotting skin
Climb up another sugar-coated meltdown
Think just for a moment
Fully surrender to
$6.99 off-the-rack coffin

She’s famous
To limit herself
For those not satisfied
With perfection

At the gate to chilling figures
Regardless of  our house
Don costumes
Unite coat and hanger

We live sedate but he
Screams

Before you let your children out
Peer from upstairs windows
The daughters: get costumes too

An unnerving horror
Eyes a devilish glare
Which holds a neo-Gregorian calamity
In a very short skirt
Right in our midst
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Make do this time
Call the dentist
Would her white cloth
Glow ghosts?
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all alone

Alanna Tomlinson
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

When I was younger and thought about the future, I never gave it 
much serious thought. In my imagination it was all hover cars, robots 
and people being frozen, but I did honestly believe that one day we 
would become that advanced.  I never bought into the theory that 
6,833,876,000 people would die in 2012 when the apocalypse suppos-
edly came, that life as we knew it would change forever. Neither did 
a lot of  people. Well, we were wrong. I was wrong, yet somehow I 
survived it. It doesn’t make sense to me, it never has and I doubt that 
it ever will because I wasn’t supposed to live. 

I’ve always been the boy on the bottom of  the food chain every-
where I went and with everything I’ve done, until now. Now, I’m the 
last surviving person on Earth. Who’d have thought?

Sometimes I wish I wasn’t completely alone. Sometimes I wish I had 
a friend to share this with or talk to. Even just someone to tell that 
I survived and they could pass it on to my parents and my siblings, 
especially my brother. That’d show him for teasing me for so many 
years. I could tell him to suck it because look who survived the apoc-
alypse. Look at me now, I feel like I’m in one of  those movies, the 
ones where they are stranded at the mall and have the night of  their 
life, except I’m not just at the mall. I have the whole world to myself. 
Okay, technically I only have two continents to myself  because I 
can’t exactly fly an airplane and get to Australia but I have the whole 
of  North and South America to myself. I can drive wherever I want, 
in any car that I want. 

The hardest part of  surviving the apocalypse was in the beginning. 
Nobody thought about the clean up that would be needed when 
everyone died. I suppose it was just that, everybody was supposed to 
die. But I didn’t. Now, just about every day, I see dead bodies. Some 
are gruesome and gory, others just look like they’re sleeping, but they 
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all have one thing in common: the smell. At first the stench was so 
over powering I vomited on multiple occasions. Now it’s just what 
I’m used to, it may seem gross but I’m assuming it’s just my body’s 
way of  coping and keeping my food down. Lately I’ve been trying to 
move them out of  the places I frequent, it’s like a treat for me that I 
can go somewhere and not have to deal with death. I can’t complain 
about everything though; the apocalypse, although terrible, has some 
definite advantages.

I’ve never been this happy. I know that sounds horrible, but to be 
honest, I never got along very well with my family. I never had friends 
and being alone was just my thing. Maybe this was my destiny. Some 
have sports, or careers, but me? I was destined to survive the apoca-
lypse.
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JuSt like the olden dayS

Lachlan Turner
Year 10
Lara Secondary College

The world has changed constantly over the years and now it’s back 
to where it started, Olden Day Times.

Instead of  people driving around in big cities, they ride on horses 
and carts in small country towns with very little population. The 
houses are made of  wood and have dirt for floors. There are no tiles 
or massive brick walls. There are no electrical appliances—just tables 
and chairs and a bedroom or two.  There may not even be windows, 
just cloths to stop dirt.  No air-conditioning or heaters to keep the 
temperature right, just open the door or move the window cloths.

Sometimes there may be Western stand offs with people scattering 
for cover, or even across country horse race, or even just delivering a 
package to a distant town which may take days or weeks.  There may 
be cowboys and Indians who never stop fighting; bows and arrows 
versus old pistols. People wear very old clothes, which may be torn 
and dirty, and bartenders sell beer while a band plays old instruments 
for entertainment.

No sign of  electronics anywhere. Everything is manmade and every-
thing is done by humans—even walking through kilometres of  
fields picking crops by hand. There are no airplanes or jets, just big 
wooden ships with massive sails. People don’t go on vacation at all 
really, it would be too expensive and hard for families to even travel 
short distances.

People would not use boats to fish. Instead they would use old canoes 
to get into deeper water. They wouldn’t even have reels, just bamboo 
with line attached. People would wear cowboy hats for protection 
from the sun and ladies would wear little cloths that covered their 
hair.
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The reason I think this will happen in the future, is that they will try 
to fill the hole in the ozone layer and reduce the greenhouse gasses 
to make the world a greener place.
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liFe raFt

Meg Watkins
Age 13
Belmont High School

The waves of  the ocean crashed into the sides of  the cramped 
life raft. The wind blew my hair around ferociously, and my hands 
were so numb that I could barely feel them anymore. A few of  
the younger children were clinging to me, frightened that the life 
raft would capsize and they  would tumble into the deep, dark 
sea, just like we had witnessed  happen to many other people. 
I glanced around the raft, desperate to find someone older and more 
experienced. The split second that I realised I was the eldest on 
board I turned numb and didn’t move a muscle. I thought about just 
sitting there for a while, but the cries and screams of  the children 
snapped me out of  it. Because I was the oldest person on that water-
craft, I felt as if  I took responsibility for the lives of  those children 
around me.

I racked my memory for anything I knew about life rafts. I couldn’t 
think of  a single thing that  would help me so I started with calming 
down the children. I hushed them, and one by one, comforted and 
supported them. There was one little girl, crouching in the rear 
corner of  the raft. She was looking down, weeping, so I made room 
and crouched down next to her.  The young girl looked up at me and 
I was sure that she was only five or six years old. Tears were rolling 
down her face so she wiped her eyes until she could clearly see me. 

‘Can you sing me a song?’ she asked. I was surprised. No one had 
ever asked me to sing—probably because I couldn’t. 

When I looked into that girl’s eyes, I knew I was her only hope. 
Singing her a song would calm her and make her feel better. I cleared 
my throat and began the lullaby that my mum sang to me before I 
went to bed when I was young. It wasn’t very relevant to our situ-
ation, but it was the only calming song I could think of. I tried to 
imitate her soft, sweet voice; reassuring and comforting …
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‘Golden slumbers kiss your eyes,

Smiles await you when you rise.
Sleep, pretty baby, 
Do not cry,
And I will sing a lullaby.

Cares you know not,
Therefore sleep,
While over you, a watch I’ll keep.
Sleep, pretty darling,
Do not cry,
And I will sing a lullaby.’

At the very end of  the song, my voice cracked and I began crying. 
Tears of  fear and loneliness overflowed my eyes and rolled down 
my face, seeming to never stop. This lullaby brought back too many 
memories of  my mother, when she would tuck me into bed at night 
and give me a soft kiss on the cheek. Now, all I could do was hope that 
she hadn’t been swallowed by the ocean.

The young girl didn’t say or do anything; make a sound, or even 
blink. I felt awkward in the eerie silence between us, so I asked what 
her name was. 

‘Ruby’ she stated. 

‘What’s your name?’ she asked.

‘I’m Aza …’ At that moment, a huge wave smashed into the life raft. 
As if  rehearsed, all the children on the boat screamed simultane-
ously, but the water crashing overhead drowned out their noises. 

I felt Ruby’s hands grasp mine, as we both held onto each other. The 
raft was immersed in freezing water as children were tossed into the 
ocean. They were tiny and powerless compared to the strength of  
the wave. 

A sudden burst of  water covered me, and in one motion, Ruby and I 
were also suddenly falling into the ocean. My instant reaction was to 
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kick my legs, but as hard as I tried,  it felt like I wasn’t even moving—
just sinking deeper and deeper towards the dark, empty ocean bed. 
I kept a firm grip on Ruby’s hand as another wave came above which 
pushed us closer to the surface of  the water. I used my remaining 
strength to swim to the top. When I reached it, I looked around and 
saw Ruby come to the surface. She outstretched her arms towards 
me and we embraced each other in a hug that calmed us down a little.

From another look around I saw that there were other children who 
had also made it to the surface.

My next thought was the remaining children that had been washed 
away by the wave and couldn’t swim to the surface. I felt responsible 
for every single one of  them, so I quickly planned out in my head 
how I would help them out of  the water. I told Ruby what I was 
going to do and, without objection, she swam back to the life raft and 
sat once again in the corner. I found courage and took a huge breath 
before ducking my head under the water. I opened my eyes but it 
was difficult to see. I could faintly make out the blurred figures of  
children, and I was surprised to find that there were only two of  them. 
I focused on the closest child, who seemed very small. The child had 
what looked like long, blonde hair swishing around in the water. She 
was frantically moving every inch of  her body in an effort to stop 
sinking. I tucked my arms and legs into my body and pushed out in 
one move to give me a boost. I kicked my legs towards the young 
girl, and finally got to her. I reached out to grab her arm and tug her 
up, but found she was quite heavy and was just as hard to pull as 
Ruby was. 

As we swum to the top, I craved more and more for a breath. It was 
very slow and difficult as the young girl had given up and was just 
letting me pull her along. My lungs were burning and I thought they 
were going to burst open. I didn’t think I would make it to the top, 
so the joy I felt when I made it was wonderful.

The second I broke to the surface, I inhaled huge amounts of  
air and the burning sensation in my lungs died down. The next 
moment I felt a tug on my arm. My heart stopped as I realised I 
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had momentarily forgotten about the young girl I saved. Trying to 
stay afloat, I gathered the girl in my arms. She was crying and her 
extensive blonde hair was tangled around her body. I pulled the 
hair away from her face and saw she was crying. Her lips were blue 
and her expression of  fright and confusion broke my heart. I swam 
to the life raft, only just managing to stay above water. I heaved 
the pretty girl into the raft and she looked at me with gratitude.  
Without wasting any time, I plunged into the ocean to find the other 
child. When I located them, I was fairly sure it was a boy as he had short 
hair and was wearing a shirt and shorts. I went to grab the boy’s arm to 
pull him up like I did with Ruby and the other girl. The boy must have  
known that I was trying to help him up because the next thing I 
knew he was climbing on my back. This made the journey to the 
surface of  the water quicker and easier and for that I was extremely 
grateful. 

Sure enough, we made it back to the life raft together safe and sound. 
Staying afloat, I dunked half  my head into the water, just enough to 
open my eyes and look around to double check that there were no 
more children under the water. All I could see was blue water; I had 
rescued all the sinking children that had been thrown overboard by 
the ocean. I can’t describe how I felt when I knew that I had saved 
lives.

After waiting in the life raft once again, for what seemed like a 
lifetime, a boat full of  men approached. They had a flashlight that 
was shining in my eyes, and a man was standing at the front of  the 
tug boat. He was shouting out to us, but I couldn’t understand what 
he was saying. I nodded my head and the man signalled to the others 
on his boat to come to us. Children on our life raft looked up as the 
torchlight swept over us. When the man’s tugboat was close, I could 
make out his words. He seemed to be talking directly to me, probably 
because he noticed I was looking after the other children. 

‘Are you okay? Are all the children okay?’ he asked. I nodded and 
a huge smile broke across my face as he said, ‘We’ll help you into 
our boat and take you somewhere warm and safe.’ A few of  the 
other children understood what he was saying and they also seemed 
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relieved and hopeful. One by one the men lifted children into their 
boat. I held onto Ruby’s hand as we sat down in the boat squished 
up next to others. A few minutes later, men came around checking 
if  everyone was alright and gave us blankets and coats to make us 
warmer. With Ruby’s head on my shoulder, I drifted into sleep. I 
awoke with a start and looked around. I was now in a warm room 
with hundreds of  other people, all either standing around or asleep. 
Ruby was lying next to me, resting quietly with our hands still locked 
together. Trying not to disturb Ruby, I slowly and hesitantly rose 
from the ground and took in my surroundings. I seemed to be in 
some kind of  hospital with nurses in white uniforms rushing around 
attending to people. A few seconds later, one of  them approached 
me and asked for my name.

‘Azalea Gordon,’ I stammered. ‘I’ll be back in just a moment,’ the 
kind lady replied. She darted out a door and came back not long 
after with a happy expression on her face. ‘Azalea, would you please 
come with me?’ she asked. I looked back at Ruby lying peacefully and 
decided to go with the nurse. I would come back to see Ruby shortly. 
I followed the nurse through a big glass door and into another room 
full of  people. 

She guided me to the corner of  the room where, standing against the 
wall, were my parents. I ran to my mother and father, into a hug that 
I would never forget. None of  us could speak as we were so excited 
and overwhelmed. Eventually, my dad managed to stammer, ‘We 
thought we’d lost you, Azalea. We thought we never see you again’ 
My mother broke out in tears and all three of  us squeezed even 
tighter together. For the next hour or so, we told each other about 
our encounter the night before. We recalled our dramatic survival of  
our cruise ship’s sinking and I remembered being pulled from the 
freezing water and into a life raft. My parents were so amazed and 
proud of  me for being so brave last night. I was proud of  myself  
too, but knowing my parents are alive was more important to me. We 
embraced in another hug, our love for each other as strong as ever. 
I wish that moment could have lasted forever, right into the future.
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the old

Naomi Wells
Age 16, Year 11
Oberon High School

I remember when I was young. 
She raises her wrinkled hand to her face.
My hair was so long. 
Her hand moves down, as if  stroking hair that wasn’t there.
It was a rich, velvet coloured and the men in my town would watch me as  
I walked.
She puts her hands into her lap; palms cracked and rough, facing 
upwards. 
And when I sat down, it pooled into my thighs like thick, crystal black water. 
She clasps her hands together.
But, like the land, I grew, I developed, I changed; and, as if  connected spiritually, 
my luscious locks eroded from me, just as sand erodes from a beach. 
She sighs, her hand subconsciously running through her white tufts 
of  hair, placed randomly on her head. She looks up into the camera 
that records her every word, movement, expression. 
I don’t mind that much though. Times have changed since the 2050s, people don’t 
take notice of  such … material things like beauty. 
She shifts uncomfortably in her lacy armchair. 
Maybe that’s why they can’t change your life, 
Her hands caress her face, over her eyes, to rest on her mouth, 
absently covering her whispery moustache. 
and bring back memories of  the past. Maybe that’s why they only extend life.
She does up the top button on her cardigan, neatly arranges her skirt 
to form an elegant fan upon her legs.
Because things like beauty aren’t important anymore. 
She looks back into the camera. A tear slides out of  her reddened eye.
I’m not made for this world. 
Her body rises steadily upwards with a subtle clicking of  metal, 
and clanks to a stop. She looks down and sighs once more. Her six 
metallic iron legs, grease, wires and all, move from under her skirt 
in a spider form, as she scuttles slowly out of  the room, out of  the 
camera’s all watching eye.
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arChiteCture oF the Future

Naomi Wells
Age 16, Year 11
Oberon High School

I live in a house
Made entirely of
Shoes, High-heeled, flat-heeled,
Leather and black.

She lives in a house 
Made of  bright blue 
String,
Criss-cross, cross-hatch,
Thick and thin.

He lives in a house
Made of  flattened out
Meat,
Battered and smashed
To form a sheet.

They live in a house
Made of  wood and 
Stone,
Obscure and odd;
They don’t have a sane bone.
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loves playing sport and has an interest in business. He studies Business 
Management, VCE Indonesian, English, Maths and Outdoor Educa-
tion. He plans to go on to university when he finishes school.

Zach Flanagan is a Year 10 student at Lara Secondary College. He 
lives in Lara with his family. He spending his spare time riding his 
BMX and enjoys a casual game of  football from time to time. Zach 
also loves looking after his pet dog, Coco.
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Jordan Isaiah Fletcher-Blain is 14-years-old and has a 1 year-old 
brother and a 6 year-old sister. He has a spastic best friend and a beau-
tiful girlfriend. He lives in Geelong and goes to Belmont High School. 
He plays soccer for Barwon.

Mitch Gavin is a 16-year-old in Year 10 at Lara Secondary College. 
He lives in Lara and plays football and cricket for Lara Sporting 
Club. He hopes to go on to university when he finishes school and is 
considering a career in the sports industry.

Tayla Gibson is an awesome kid who is incredibly humble (but you 
already knew that...) she just writes things because she enjoys creative 
writing, and has an imaginative and unique mind.

Brian Gilmore is a 15-year-old student in Year 10 at Lara Secondary 
College. Brian loves riding his BMX and going camping. He lives in 
Lara with his mother and has recently showed off  his acting skills in 
the school’s annual musical production.

Chris Gosling is 15-years-old and in Year 10 at Lara Secondary 
College. Chris’ story A Successful Approach reflects his love of  
philosophy and politics. He enjoys reading, writing and having good 
conversations with his friends and family.

Harrison Gray is in Year 10 at Lara Secondary College. The 16-year-
old enjoys reading, writing and playing tennis. He is heavily involved 
in community initiatives, including the Lara Youth Agency, and 
hopes to study at Melbourne University when he leaves school.

Michelle Grinter goes to Lara Secondary College and she is 16 years 
old. She loves her family and friends and cherishes every moment 
with them. Michelle has a love for dancing and has been doing 
dancing since she was three. She loves watching AFL and Geelong is 
her favourite team. Jimmy Bartel is her favourite player.

Dayle Robert Grixti is a Year 12 student from Lara Secondary 
College in the Geelong Region. He loves writing fiction and hopes 
to continue it later in life.
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Maria Gundayao is a 14-year-old Year 9 student at Lara Secondary 
College. Maria loves music and writing. Friends and family make up 
a big part of  her life and she loves hanging out with them in her 
spare time.

Jessica Harrison is 16-years-old and is in Year 10 at Lara Secondary 
College. She lives in Lara on five acres, with her family. She loves 
riding her horse, Sam, and also enjoys photography.

Alanna Hassett, a Little River resident and attends Lara Secondary 
College. She is 15-years-old, a Libran and plays the piano. She hopes 
to become a secondary teacher of  English and LOTE. She dislikes 
muffins (they are just ugly cupcakes) and her favourite book is Jane 
Eyre, by Charlotte Bronte.

Jessica Hassett is a Year 10 student at Lara Secondary College. She 
chills in the sticks of  Lara where she is the proud owner of  two dogs, 
Bonnie and Clyde. Jessica loves photography, holidays and music.

Robert Hayes is a 15-year-old in Year 9 at Lara Secondary College. 
His hobbies are computer games, noodle making and reading. He 
has a pet cat called Tom and two dogs called Daisy and Sasha.

Molly Herd’s nickname is Mozza. She is into sci-fiction and photog-
raphy. She is a superdooper, flying purple chocolate eater! She has 
three other human beings in her family: her mum, her dad and her 
brother. She also has three dogs and two goats.

Ashleigh Hopper is a 14-year-old who loves playing sport. She goes 
to Lara Secondary College and is currently in Year 9. Her hobbies 
are playing sport and hanging out with her friends. Her dream is to 
become a personal trainer or a sports teacher.

Jessica Hopper is a 15-year-old who enjoys playing sport and hanging 
out with mates. She loves spending time with family and her favour-
ite sport is football. She plays football herself  and supports the 
Essendon Bombers. She lives in Lara and goes to Lara Secondary 
College. Her favourite colour is purple.
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Madeleine Hyde is a Year 10 student at Lara Secondary College. She 
is a centre-court netballer and lives in Little River with her family. 
She loves to socialise with people and always has lots of  energy so 
likes to keep busy. She loves to laugh.

Carlee Klisanin is a Year 9 Lara Secondary College student. She 
enjoys listening to music and being with her friends. She is 15-years-
old and has a younger brother and younger twin sisters.

Rachel Lauterbach is 15-years-old and attends Lara Second-
ary College. She lives in Lara. She just moved there recently from 
Caroline Springs. She plays the drums and likes cooking and going 
to the gym, and is really looking forward to a future in the fashion 
industry.

Lauren Leech is 16-years-old and currently attending Corio Bay. She 
loves to hang out with her friends and family. She likes to read and 
write and she LOVES music! She is laid back and loves meeting new 
people.

Sarah Lockley is a 16-year-old in Year 10 at Lara Secondary College. 
She works at Subway and in her spare time enjoys long walks with 
her dog, playing soccer and spending quality time with friends and 
family. Sarah’s favourite colours are pink and orange.

Bethany Paige Long loves surfing, listening to music, dancing and 
doing calisthenics. Her favourite bands include Paramore, Midnight 
Youth and JET. She loves watching Glee and Gossip Girl (her 
favourite TV shows). She describes herself  as optimistic, relaxed, 
easy-going.

Amy Luan is an highly unique species of  bookworm. She can be 
found anywhere with a warm blanket and a large amount of  books 
such as in the library. This bookworm does not only read but loves 
writing as well, especially poetry. 

Tom S. May “He looks like he’s been here before” –Jack May on first 
sight of  baby Tom May. Tom May comes from a human equivalent 
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of  an “all-sorts lolly bag” of  a family and has always loved to write, 
having been through Meningococcal Meningitis, Family Loss and 
Gain, Tom loves to bring his dark stories to life.

Ashish Motiani plays Basketball locally and for Country Victoria 
. It takes up most of  his time. Hi thinks food is great, especially 
meat pies and chips. School is not his favourite thing to do, but he 
manages to cope okay.

Jakara O’Keeffe’s interests include netball. She plays for the Anglesea 
Kangaroos. She lives in a coastal town and travels to Belmont High 
School by bus. 

Steph Pattison is a 16-year-old student at Lara Secondary College. 
She enjoys school but also loves watching True Blood and eating 
Oreos. She plays for the Corio Devils netball team.

Kimberley Shier is a 14-year-old Lara Secondary College student who 
loves spending her spare time reading. The Year 9 student lives with 
her aunt, uncle and six-year-old cousin in Lara. Kimberley plans to 
go to uni and become a vet, before opening her own animal shelter.

Shawny Smith is a student at Lara Secondary College. She is 16-years-
old and in Year 10. Shawny is aspiring to be a psychologist and is 
already studying Year 11 Psychology. She currently works at Red 
Rooster.

Luke Snieders is 17-years-old and attends Lara Secondary College. 
He lives in Little River on 50 acres, enjoys riding motorbikes and 
horses and loves fixing up old cars and then driving them. He wants 
to be a builder when he leaves school and work towards becoming 
a developer.

Brodie Stevens is an energetic and enthusiastic student who enjoys 
art, in particular manga, music, in particular Muse, and reading, 
particularly Brent Weeks (author of  the Night Angel Trilogy) He 
is interested in musical theatre, and is an active member of  the 
GSODA Junior Players.
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Amber Teesdale is a Year 9 Lara Secondary College student. She 
enjoys listening to music, going to the movies and hanging out with 
her friends. The 15-year-old loves to sing and has been learning since 
she was five.

Zak Testa is a Year 10 student at Lara Secondary College. He lives 
in Bannockburn and plays football for Bannockburn in the winter 
and cricket for Anakie in the summer. Zak loves sport and follows 
Collingwood in the AFL.

Sophie Thompson has always lived in Geelong, but would like to 
voyage to the Middle East and Sweden. She likes to dance, and create 
things such as music, poems, films and clothes. Sophie would like to 
learn to speak and write Arabic and study criminology. She likes to 
eat raspberries.

Alanna Tomlinson is a 16-year-old from Lara. She is in Year 10 at 
Lara Secondary College and enjoys working hard at school. She 
plans to attend university when she finishes. Alanna enjoys spending 
time with her friends and family on the weekends when she isn’t 
working at her part-time job. She likes watching AFL, especially 
when Collingwood is winning.

Lachlan Turner is a sporty student who plays basketball and football. 
When he is not playing sport or completing his Year 10 studies at Lara 
Secondary College, he relaxes on the couch or practises his shooting 
skills. He loves the beach and enjoys swimming in the waves.

Meg Watkins is 13-years-old. She has lots of  interests but absolutely 
loves literature, dancing, netball and animals! She loves to write 
because it is how she creatively expresses the way she feels.

Naomi Wells is a 16-year-old woman who enjoys life. She is emotion-
ally connected to the environment having grown up on the coast 
where she continually submerges herself  in the pleasures of  nature 
such as surfing. She believes her purpose in life is to help others, 
including plants and animals. She loves to express herself  through 
the arts; on days when she is not so happy she can’t produce some-
thing successful, on days when she is optimistic, she can. Therefore, 
art is her life.

C o n T r I b u T o r s



190


