
  

 

 

2015 

Winner 

Stories 

 

hcklibrary.wordpress.com 



INDEX 

 

 Do the Blind Dream in Colour? by Caoimhe Devaney, 5 Alpha  

(1st Place Senior)                                                                                              3   

 

 Dreams by Lani O’Donnell, 2A (1st Place Junior)                                        9  

 

 The Darkness Came by Hannah Cuffe, 4A (2nd Place Senior)                 12 

 

 A Land of War by Martha McKinney-Perry, Form 1 (2nd Place Junior) 19 

 

 Consciousness by Hannah Adams, Form 5 (3rd Place Senior)                 24 

 

 The Rêver Sorciére by Eanna Ferguson, 1A (3rd Place Junior)               27 

 

 First, There is Only Black by Síofra Drohan, 1 Alpha  

           (Highly Commended)                                                                                       31                           

 



 

 3 
Do the Blind Dream in Colour?  

Caoimhe Devaney, 5 Alpha 

1st Place (Senior) 

Michael rested his head against the cool train window and watched as a 

smoky film appeared near his mouth. He had been dreading this night for a 

long time. He was tired of his old friends and their banal conversation. 

These outings, half-hearted attempts at normality; they were the things 

that annoyed him most about his small community.  

The train leaned into a stop, and the doors slid open. The first thing he  

noticed about her was her bearing. She stood rod-straight and stepped onto 

the train with an easy grace. She shook her cane across the floor,  

clicking against the yellow support-poles. Her hair was white-blond. She 

found the edge of the seat across from him, and slid into it. She clicked her 

cane down until it was the size of a baton and pulled herself in against the 

window.  

Her eyes were a disconcerting shade of electric blue, almost as colourless as 

her hair. The pupils were like tiny black pinpricks, punched into paper. She 

stared into a distance he could not see, somewhere above his head. She 

relaxed into her seat and crossed her legs, accidentally kicking him in the 

shin. He must have winced louder than he meant to, because she  

apologised immediately. 

‘Goodness, I didn’t notice you there,’ she said. She seemed to be waiting for 

an answer from him. What was he going to do? He couldn’t answer with a 

vague shrug. When he spoke his voice felt scratchy and awkward. 

‘S-s’okay,’ he said, finally.  She was hauntingly pretty, with skin pale and 

clear as a goose egg. He fixed his gaze on his shoes. 

She tried to strike up a conversation with him, but he couldn’t offer her  

anything more than a few monosyllables in return. He excused himself and 

walked over to the exit. He felt the train slowing down around him, but did 

not reach for one of the yellow poles. He enjoyed that feeling, swaying on 

the balls of his feet. The train stopped at an empty platform.  He was just 
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about to press the button to open the door when he felt a nudge at his left 

foot. He turned around. 

    ‘Same stop as me, quiet man?’ the woman said. Michael wished, at that 

moment, to have said something more dashing than ‘yes’. He pressed the 

button and the doors opened. She followed him into the biting air of the 

platform, and slid her arm into the crook of his.  

‘How kind of you to offer to help me to where I’m going!’ she said, a smile 

playing across her lips. 

He didn’t have the words to disagree. She told him a place name he knew 

vaguely, enough to be sure that it was in the complete opposite direction of 

the bar where his friends were expecting him. At the turnstiles he put his 

hand into the pocket of his jeans and pressed the off button on his phone.  

They set off, and as they walked he would have to turn to her every so 

often, for direction. They threaded through the streets of the city, arm in 

arm. The frost had been chased into the shadows by the weak noon sun, 

and it lay there, glittering mutely. He accompanied her to a number of 

strange shops. He watched, admiringly, as she counted out her buys entirely 

in coin at every counter.   

 She explained to him that the coins were the only thing she was certain the 

value of, and if she used notes someone might try to pull one over on her. 

She seemed to speak from experience. 

 After the last shop she tugged on his coat and turned to him, saying ‘C’mon, 

I know a place with a lovely view,’ the last three words were accompanied 

by a laugh. All the way there he could feel her hand on his arm quite  

acutely. It seemed the only concrete thing in this strange evening. 

They got a little lost on the way there, and by the time they reached the 

park the winter sun was slipping slowly down the sky, like a broken egg 

down the side of a bowl. They went into the park and sat down on a bench 

together. It was, indeed, a nice view. She seemed to be looking at him to say 

as much, to break this comfortable silence that had been hanging between 
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them. As the sun slipped out of sight, it left clouds like bloody veins  

throbbing behind a filigree of bare, black trees. 

She turned to him. ‘Are you completely deaf, or just slightly?’ 

‘Completely,’ he replied. 

‘How can you hear me, then? 

‘Lip reading,’ he confided.  He was glad she knew it now. It had been  

difficult, trying to turn towards her to read what she was saying and walk 

simultaneously. He had nearly tripped up about eighty times. 

‘Sorry?’ she asked. 

‘Lip. Rea-ding,’ he said, carefully enunciating each syllable. By the time he 

lost his hearing, he had grown to hate his voice. It had taken on the soft, 

nasally quality of every child with a hearing aid. It must be even worse now. 

She laughed, and Michael realised that he would endure many hours of 

hearing his own painful muffled voice to hear that laugh. It must be  

beautiful, clear like cold water. 

 ‘We’ll have to find a way for you to talk,’ she said, taking out her handbag 

and digging round in it, with her head still turned towards him. ‘One with 

full-sentence possibilities.’ 

She spread out a serviette on her knee, and handed it to him, along with a 

pen.  

‘Take this down,’ and she called out an email address. 

The following night a black line blinked at the end of that address on his 

computer screen.  Michael sighed. Every message he tried to write  

wavered between overly keen and downright creepy. Perhaps he should 

wait a little longer. The light flicked on and off in the hallway, interrupting 

his thoughts. It was dinnertime. 

Dinner was always a slow affair. One person signed while the others ate. 

They were a small family. Michael and his mother were totally deaf.  
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His father could hear only very highly pitched noises. His younger brother, 

however, was a hearing person. The parents, despite themselves, were not 

glad of this. It was difficult to raise a boisterous child in a silent household. 

As well as that, the younger son had attended mainstream school. This 

meant that he didn’t understand some more complicated signs and  

sentence structures, and was a constant source of embarrassment to their 

friends. 

However, tonight, Michael was the object of his parent’s disapproval. When 

they asked him about his night out, he proudly told the whole story,  

believing they would greet this interesting escapade with positivity. They 

listened to him with expressions of dawning incredulity.  

‘Weren’t your friends annoyed when they found out you stood them up?’ 

His father asked. 

‘I haven’t really spoken to them since-’ 

His mother interrupted him. ‘Are you interested in this girl?’ Michael went 

red. His brother sniggered, then choked on his peas. 

‘I can’t believe this,’ she continued. ‘Why can’t you show some interest in 

someone from your own people, for once?’ 

‘Mum, we’re deaf, not a separate race.’ He hated when his parents were 

like this, acting like the rest of the world was something to be at war with. 

He was sick of their ‘community’, it was stifling. 

‘This woman is blind.’ 

‘And?’ 

‘Don’t be stupid, Michael! You know-’ 

Michael stood up from the table and turned away. He slammed the door as 

he left the room.  

He met her again a week later, in a café halfway between his town and hers. 

He arrived twenty minutes early and ordered a coffee by pointing at the 

menu.  In the shops nearer to home everyone knew him, his family and his  
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order. He felt self-conscious here. He was halfway through his coffee when 

she arrived. She wafted in the door, hair and scarf unsettled by the gusty air 

outside.  

He went up to meet her and guided her to the table. She smelt like cold wet 

street, and her hair was coated in a misty halo of tiny rain droplets. They sat 

down, facing each other. 

‘I’ve been thinking,’ she began, launching into the conversation without any 

pleasantries, ‘and I’ve come up with an idea. First I was thinking of one of 

those text-to-speech machines. But then I realised that they are really heavy 

and expensive and they make you sound like Stephen Hawking, not that he 

isn’t a great man, but-’ 

She handed him a piece of paper. It had the alphabet written down the side, 

with little black dots and dashes corresponding to each letter. She touched 

his hand. He flinched, and raised his gaze from the paper. 

‘Morse code,’ she said, proudly. ‘I’ve already learnt it off. The dots are taps 

and the lines are pauses.’ Their first proper conversation followed, Michael 

leaning forward in his rickety chair, tapping out tentative sentences on the 

soft skin of her wrist. On the way back to the train station, she laced her  

fingers into his.  

The way they spoke together was one of his favourite things about their 

relationship. They would walk down the road together, hand in hand, slowly 

tapping out secret conversations that no one around them could  

understand.  When they were apart, the space between his fingers echoed. 

One night, four months after they met, he made his way over to her  

apartment, as usual. A question had been itching within him all week, but 

he had saved it for when they could talk in person.  He pressed the doorbell, 

feeling the click beneath his finger. A few seconds later she opened the 

door. She called out his name, and he stepped forward and embraced her. 

He pressed his nose into her hair and inhaled her scent, familiar now, of 

rosemary and something like balsa wood. She knotted her fingers together 

behind his back.  
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They stood like that for a minute or so, wordlessly, allowing the storms and 

stresses of their weeks to unravel and fall away. 

They ate dinner and watched a movie together, subtitles and audio  

description both turned on.  When the movie ended Michael slid the  

shoulder of her shirt down, and tapped out a question on her bare skin. 

‘What do you dream of?’ He had been wondering about it for a while. She 

turned to face him, carefully pronouncing each word so she was sure that 

he would catch them. 

‘Most of the time I dream in noises and feelings. The older I get, the more of 

my life spent in the dark, the fewer images I see. People like my mother look 

forever as they were fifteen years ago.’ She reached forward, searching for 

his hand.  

‘For some reason, since I went blind, I have a lot of nightmares. Not about 

anything fantastical, I get lost, drop my cane, fall into a pothole, that kind of 

thing.’ Her eyes had drifted up beyond him, into that familiar faraway  

distance. He traced a comforting circle in her palm. 

‘But most of all, I dream of you. You are a blur, an image of how I imagine 

you look. But I know your shape, I know your smell, I know your voice  

immediately. You’re always there, stretching out a hand to me if I need it.’ 

At that moment, the world shrank away. He took her face between his 

hands and kissed her. Not the first kiss, but the first one he gave unasked 

and untrembling.  

‘I guess I know why, Michael. You’re always in my thoughts; from when I 

wake up in the morning to last thing before I go to sleep.’ 

That night they dreamt together; her head on his chest, his fingers woven in 

her hair. In the dark, Michael closed his eyes and drew her arms around her. 

His heart sped up a little and, slowly and deliberately, he tapped out three 

words on the back of her neck. She traced two back to him, in long block 

letters on his bare chest. 

 ‘I know.’  

He felt her smile against his skin. 



 

 9 

 

  

 

Dreams 

Lani O’ Donnell, 2A 

1st Place (Junior) 

 As I make my way to school, the sun beats down. I can feel the  

oppressive heat through my headscarf. I clutch my dress in my sweaty 

hand; underneath my feet I can feel the rocks, the thin leather of my  

sandals offering little comfort. The speed of my pace causes dust to whirl 

around me. I know I should slow down but the adrenaline has kicked in as I 

see the entrance in front of me. 

I scan the path ahead and take a furtive look behind me. All clear. So I dash 

across the road into the safety of the white-washed walls with a cool fan 

whirring in the background. Here I am, comfortable. There is chatter and 

laughter as the clock hits 8 am. We take our books out and soon we are 

immersed; voices ring in unison as we answer questions, recite tables, 

learn new facts. Our teachers are strict but fair. They have had to fight hard 

to become teachers and want for us to do our best. Maps cover the walls 

and piles of well-thumbed books are stacked on shelves. Older girls help 

younger ones; we must do our work in school as when we go home we 

must help our mothers. 

After school, we sit out on a takht and the teachers hand out naan bread 

and - if we are really lucky - some fresh fruit. It is during this time that we 

are allowed to read storybooks. Sometimes I dare to sneak one home in 

the pocket of my shalwar but it is a risk as my father would not be happy 

for me to waste my time on what he calls “fairy tales”. 

I love to read about girls in other countries. I want to go to New York,  

Disneyland, London and Paris. The colours in these stories seem so vivid, I 

feel drab in comparison. My life — like my clothes — always seems dirt-

coated and dull. There are no malls here, only street markets which day by 

day are becoming less vibrant.  

As we prepare to leave school, we do it as individuals so as not to draw 

attention to ourselves. In our region of the North-West of Pakistan the  
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Taliban have been moving in and they do not believe in a girl’s right to  

education; they have threatened to kill both us and our families. My father 

is getting more and more nervous but my mother is strong and encourages 

him to let me go. 

We all line up to leave and our teachers straighten our hijabs. It is more a 

sign of affection as we rarely let them slip. I dread when the time will come 

when we have to wear a burqa but under Taliban laws not wearing it means 

flogging or execution. As I scurry out onto the street, my head is down but 

butterflies flicker in my stomach. I dream of letting my hair flow, bare legs 

running up the road and laughing and shouting with my friends. This will not 

happen but my books have given me a vision of hope.  

My brother meets me around the corner. He walks me to and from school 

every day as it is risky to be out unaccompanied. If I were to be seen with 

another male figure other than my family, it would dishonour them and 

everyone would shun me. If a woman is not chaste she is unworthy of  

marriage. I don’t want to get married at 16. I want to go on and study, but I 

am good at cooking and cleaning, so my father says I will make a good wife. 

He has already started saving for my dowry. A local boy, Fazal, has  

expressed an interest in me. He is horrible, with crooked teeth and a limp. 

My mother has said I cannot marry him until I am 16, so hopefully he will 

have got bored by then and marry someone else. My brother scuffs the 

ground as we walk home. We don’t talk. I think he resents me and fears for 

the family, but, like him, I have ambition. I wish to be a lawyer to fight for 

real Pakistani people. But for now I lead a day-to-day existence. 

At home I am happy. My mother is so kind and a hard-worker. We cook the 

evening meal together most of the time. It’s a lentil stew cooked over an 

open fire served with Naan bread. My brother helps my father with the  

animals and this is when my mother and I talk about my day. She is always 

interested in what I have learned but when I tell her about the stories I read 

she looks sad and shakes her head. I know to silence myself when my father 

and brother come in as they are irritated by my silliness. 
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Night time is cold and after the lamps are turned out I curl up underneath 

the blankets and watch my breath break the blackness of night; my mind 

drifts to other places, the heat of the fire and the smell of the food lulling 

me to sleep and, here, in my own mind, I can explore my hopes (ummeed) 

and dreams (khaab) until tomorrow. 

I didn’t feel morning come, because it hadn’t. All I remember was the rush 

of cold as the door burst open, my mother’s screams as my father was 

dragged from beside her and pulled to his feet. Men shouting as they 

pushed my father and brother outside. They lined them up in front of  

neighbours who had stumbled out after hearing the noise. My brother 

looked at me straight in the eye and I could see blame and hate in his eyes. 

My father’s just registered fear. A quiet descended and without explanation 

gun fire started ripping through them, orange bursts just before they  

crumpled to the ground. The neighbours ran quickly back into their homes,  

fearful they may be next. 

My mother is sobbing beside me. We are being held in a makeshift jail, 

awaiting Taliban trial. We know our fate is already decided, it is only a 

matter of time before we are executed as an example to our community. 

Each night, as I cling to my mother, I hope my dreams don’t turn to  

nightmares, but, in reality, they already have. 

 



 

 12 The Darkness Came 

Hannah Cuffe, 4A 

2nd Place (Senior) 

Pitter-patter. The quiet drumming of the rain did nothing to soothe the  

lady’s nerves. Each raindrop sounded like a miniscule fist knocking on the 

train window, persistently looking for a way in. The lady was sitting on the 

edge of her seat far away from the window. Still she didn’t feel safe. The 

darkness outside stretched and shrank in the night. In here the dim lights 

offered little protection. It had been awhile since they had come out to play 

in the light. Not since then. 

The lights flickered. Was it them? Were they here? No, it was probably the 

storm. They hadn’t appeared for months. Six months, five days, eleven 

hours now. Common sense reasoned with her, telling her that the wind was 

making her this uneasy. Still, there was something worrying about their  

silence. What were they waiting for? Or, was it that she had…escaped? Was 

she finally safe from their torment? No. They would not stop. It had so 

much as told her so then, all those years ago.  

Looking to her right she stared back at the window, into her reflection. A 

pale face stared back, its eyes clouded and weary. Was this really her? Or 

was another of their tricks? Getting her to give up so that they could take 

her. Just… just like Mother. 

It had been eleven years ago. She had been walking home from school. The 

sun was smiling down at her from in between the buildings. She had got to 

the front door and knocked. After waiting awhile with no answer she went 

in. Oh, why did she go in? If only she had gone to the park like normal. She 

had called out then, searching for her mother. Her voice ringing ominously 

in the full silence.  

Walking forward, her younger self had entered the kitchen. Upon opening 

the door she screamed. On the floor lay her mother. Above her a man – no, 

it had been them – was leaning over her. In his arms he had a pale wisp of a 

thing.  
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Her mother lay still as a corpse.  

Slowly, the thing turned towards her. Darkness was all she could make out. 

Except for two deep blood red hollows where his eyes would have been. 

Stunned, the girl could only stand there. No noise fell out of her open 

mouth. Wordlessly, the thing left. How the girl could tell? It was like he 

simply vanished into some unknown door. 

The paramedics had come shortly after. A neighbour had called them after 

hearing the girl’s scream.  They were too late for the mother. She was  

declared dead at the scene. None of them noticed the girl in the corner, 

staring . When they did, she hardly responded to their prompts. Grudgingly, 

she was taken away by the neighbour.  

She ended up with a distant relative after the funeral. People whispered 

about her. Poor child was dropped daily. Behind curtains, that is. One child 

dead of a stroke, the other left shortly after birth. Couldn’t handle the  

responsibility.  

The girl became quiet, distant with all. When questioned why she never 

played with the other children, she only replied with this: “They are  

watching.”  

Numerous therapists had then been called to try and “fix” this child.  

Childhood trauma, they all said, she will grow out of it. How wrong they 

were. The girl heard all this and started trusting less and less people. She 

knew that they were out there, bidding their time. Growing stronger. She 

grew up paranoid, always counting flickers and shadows.  

Eleven years have passed. The girl grew up into a young lady of twenty-six. 

Unable to hold down a job, she had decided to go to the country.  

On a train she sat now. Travelling out of the city, she sat staring out the  

window. She sat alone, away from the other passengers. A small bag at her 

side her only companion. Her coat buttoned up tight, concealing a weapon 

in her pocket. Her head was angled up towards the light above her. If you 

had been close to her you would have heard her whispering. 
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“Dash, dot, dash, dot, space, dash, dash, dash, space, dash, dash, space, dot, 

dot, space, dash, dot, space, dash, dash, dot,”  she said, over and over. It 

seemed to be Morse, but what for? Her eyes trained on the flickering light 

above her. The rest of the train didn’t seem to hear the lady’s ramblings. 

Maybe if they had, they would have been able to stop her. Or maybe not, 

perhaps this was intended to happen.  

A piercing screech could be heard reverberating throughout the carriage. 

Passengers were jolted forwards as the brakes skidded on the tracks. Shouts 

rang as bags and people fell to the ground. The train skidded to a slow stop. 

Ten meters ahead the end of the tunnel could be seen. The lights flicked 

madly in the panic, throughout the carriage people checked for injuries or 

damages to baggage. Our lady was not so lucky. She whacked her head into 

the metal pole by her side. A dull thud echoed inside her skull.  

She then blacked out and dreamed. All she could perceive was a black void. 

It didn’t seem that she had a corporeal body in this world. More like her 

mind was drifting. Being without actually being. Dreaming, you could say. 

Although these dreams were always similar to each other and nearly always 

forgotten by the person upon awakening. Maybe having these dreams were 

what caused our lady’s worrying mental state. Or perhaps they came upon 

because of it. 

 Anyway, the dreams followed this sort of pattern: In the back of her mind 

there were voices, talking, conversing about something. There were always 

two. One was familiar, it had appeared often in her mind. It was gruff,  

male-sounding, but oddly comforting, as if some part of her mind was  

remembering but never succeeding. The other voice changed around. One 

that was usually quite official-sounding, and others that sounded like 

squeaking mice. Never could she make out all that was said. Here and then 

a few words could be understood. The ones that she could remember when 

she woke up were even less. The words always sounded made up, like  

Reticular Activating System was damaged or comatose. This time was no 

different. Although the voices were more anxious. Worried, even. The gruff 
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voice sounded hoarse as if he had a cold. The words were even more  

gibberish than usual, they sounded like futile treatment or failed treatment. 

These dreams never made sense, thought our lady. After a while – minutes, 

perhaps even seconds – she faded out of this dream state.  

She was back on the train. Shaking, she rose. One hand reached into her 

pocket for the cool hardness of her gun. Its sense of security reassured her. 

Never would she be unarmed again. Breathing in and out she calmed her 

racing heartbeat. A handy trick that the therapist had taught her. The only 

smart thing they had every said.  

Common sense took over and a plan of action began forming. First contact 

the authorities, then…let them figure something out. Now, where was her 

phone? In her bag, which was now under the seat in front of her. It was a 

block of a thing. Very low-tech, can’t trust anything that you can’t see 

where its brain is. The phone must have gotten damaged, as the screen had 

begun flashing. Unconsciously, she began counting. Four short flashes, so 

dots. A “H”, that is. Next, a single dot. An “E”. Then a dot followed by a long 

flash, a dash, followed then by another dot. This was an “R”. Her? Lastly was 

a repeated letter. A single dot. “E”. “Here”. With a sharp intake of breath, 

she dropped the phone as if it had burned her. The screen went black upon 

impact. No, no, they can’t be here — she thought — I’m safe, and the lights 

are still on. Panicking, she began to hyperventilate.  

Looking around she saw the window. Yanking on the handle, she pushed it 

open. A gust of cold air whipped her hair back. Relaxing to cold air on her 

skin, she looked at her reflection. A stranger with crazy hair and wide eyes 

stared back. She looked insane, her hand gripping the handle too tightly 

causing her knuckles to whiten. Her reflection stared back at her accusingly. 

Next to the reflection self she saw movement. Someone was stirring on the 

ground. Turning around, she watched, as a man slowly rose from the  

shadowed corner where he lay. A chill ran down her spine. She stood frozen 

as he clutched at the pole for support. Shakily he stood, one hand reaching 

out, the other still around the pole. Gasping, he made guttered sounds as if 
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choking on something. Beneath his hood two red beads glowed in the  

darkness. 

“No, it can’t be!” exclaimed the girl, as she stepped backwards into the 

aisle, her eyes never leaving the hooded figure. “Stop, stop!” she shouted at 

him as he followed after her, grasping one pole, then the other, using them 

to drag himself along.  

Her back hit the end of the carriage. She was corned. Reaching to her side, 

she scrambled for her pocket. In it lay her only protection from them.  

Yanking it out, she held it in front of her, her arms shaking with fright.  

Someone screamed. Still the figure walked forwards. It showed no signs of 

stopping. It was still emitting those incomprehensible noises. People were 

looking at the two. Panic showing clearly in their eyes but still they did not 

look away. Foolish creatures, their curiosity would kill them in the end. One 

of the figure’s hands reached towards the lady. The other was now at its 

neck, as if it was chocking. With a familiar yet so different voice it uttered 

out the words “Here I am.” A smile full of inhuman teeth appeared in the 

darkness beneath its hood. The train lurched forwards just as a shot ran out.  

When the other passengers looked back on this incident, they would say 

that the trauma had caused them to see things. For the girl still stood. Her 

gun still pointing at the space where the figure had stood. On the floor lay 

the figure, its hood had fallen back to reveal a girl’s face. The same face of 

the girl standing above her. The two were identical except for the quickly 

blossoming redness that spilled out of one’s head. 

This is when the real panic started. The three other passengers all reacted 

simultaneously. One fell to her knees in prayer. One was staring in frozen 

disbelief at the dead girl on the floor. The last one began to move towards 

our girl. His hand held up in surrender as he cooed at her, “It’s all right,  

darling, it’s all OK now.” 

When he was within arm’s length, his eyes darting from the gun to her face, 

he said, “Just put the gun into my hand and it’ll all be OK.”  



 

 17 

She still hadn’t acknowledged his presence. She was staring at the person 

on the ground that wore a disconcertingly familiar face.  Why couldn’t she 

remember who that person was? The shocking sight of features, so  

comforting and similar to her own, had made her act without thinking. Now 

a body lay dead on the ground.  

Taking his chance, the guy made a grab for the gun. Stupid. Her head 

whipped up and the gun was now pointed at the left side of his chest. 

“You’re one of them, aren’t you?” she whispered. “You won’t  get me alive,” 

and before he could utter a protest, she shot him.  

With a surprised shout he collapsed onto the ground. The other two  

passengers stared at her with shocked silence. Maybe they just realised 

their fate had just been sealed.  

The girl looked down at the body; around her she saw the shadows creeping 

in. Over the edge of the window and through the cracks they slithered. “You 

won’t get me,” she whispered over and over again like a mantra. Above her, 

the light had stopped flickering; it remained silent to the scene below it.  

Next to her, the other passenger kneeled. Leaning over the dead guy’s body, 

he began shaking his shoulders. 

 “Johnny, Johnny! Wake up!” he called, his voice growing more desperate, 

“Wake up, Johnny, open your eyes, wake up for Linda, Johnny.” Tears 

spilled from his eyes as he buried his face in his friend’s shoulder, his face 

now shrouded in darkness.  The other lady had begun praying again. It 

sounded more like wailing but our girl was never an avid believer so what 

would she know? The wailing reached her ears and she paused. The noise 

was too high-pitched to be humanly possible, the words running into  

themselves until they were incoherent, but it sounded like she was calling 

for someone. No, it can’t be, she is one of them, thought the girl, as panic 

seared up in her chest again, they all are! 

“Stop!” she screamed at the praying lady. “Stop that!”  
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Frantically she pointed the gun at the lady. Beside her, the man’s crying was 

getting louder and louder. Wait, it didn’t sound like crying, now. He was 

laughing, his shoulders rising up and down madly. The wailing prayers had 

also turned into a manic laughter, its sound almost inhuman. The man on 

the ground – the one she had shot – twitched, as if he was rebooting. 

Backing up, the girl searched for a door, a handle, any way out of this  

madness. Looking out, the others had begun to move towards her. Their 

faces hidden in shadows. Bright red eyes glimmered out from under glasses 

and fringes. The one on the floor had risen too, seemly not caring that his 

heart should no longer be beating. Soon they were within arms length. 

Coming closer, they towered above her in unseemly impossible heights. 

They surrounded her, blocking out the last of the light. Pressing against her 

until all that was there was a wall of blackness. Nothing could be seen in this 

void of darkness. Their screaming was getting higher pitched, surrounding 

her, suffocating her lungs and ears. Louder and louder it became until it all 

ran into one monotone noise. The flat noise of a monitor. Other noise could 

be heard in the background. Only one voice this time. The quite sobs of 

someone crying out in grief and anguish. 

We look down on this person. It is an old and weary man. Not old in age, but 

experience. This here is a man that has known life’s hardships. Bundled up 

in a tattered overcoat, he stands by a hospital bed. A bunch of flowers held 

limply in his right hand. A bedside table lies to his left covered in bouquets 

and get well cards. Around him, nurses are removing needles and wires 

from the body in the bed.  The body of a young girl, barely fifteen, lies under 

the covers. Still, as if she were asleep.  

Reaching forward, the man lies his hand over the girl’s and says,  

“Here I am.” 
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A Land of War 

Martha McKinney-Perry, Form 1 

2nd Place (Junior) 

Voices. Flashes. Impossible memories, all whizzing through my head like 

fireflies and lightning. Beasts, villains, stories and legends fill my mind until 

there’s nothing left to learn, and the agony fades for just a moment. Leaving 

me to accept it all. 

“Give it a moment, that’s all you need. Let yourself catch your breath. Your 

journey is hard enough, with the necessary time to recover from the  

transplant,” a female voice says from above. I slowly prop myself up and 

rub my head, my back aching from the cold metal ground. 

“Where am I? Who are you? Who am I? What’s happening to me?” I ask, 

looking up and around me at the room, through blurred eyes. Steel floors, 

steel walls, and no furniture in sight. Just an endless, lonely room.  

“I’m Laura. And you’re late,” the woman snaps at me. I flinch slightly, and 

she softens. “You’re in the transplant room. Memory transplants. Your new 

memories are ancient, from the last queen of our land. And, well, you don’t 

have a name – not anymore. Not if you can’t remember it. But I suppose 

you can call yourself… Anthea. That’ll do.” 

“What am I doing here?” I ask, finally standing up. My ratty old hoodie and 

torn jeans are looking the worst for wear. I think I’m about fourteen. I feel 

for my hair, and pull one short strand in front of my eyes to check the  

colour. Black. 

“Well, there’s a war. An enemy threatens our land. And you are our saviour, 

according to legend. Can you do it?” Laura challenges with a mischievous 

grin.  

“But – I don’t even know where I am. How am I supposed to help you?” I 

plead, pulling at my hair to prove a point. 

“You’re in a land of war, Anthea. Once, this place was bursting with life. The 

realm of Taslanithia. But, now, we need you. The other recruits are gone, 
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and if you don’t stop this within three days – you can’t go home. Your  

memories will burn you from the inside, from your very core. And there will 

be nothing left,” Laura says sadly, grasping her necklace delicately in one 

hand as though something very precious is inside. “Follow your instincts, 

and nothing can go wrong.” 

I nod and follow Laura through a catacomb of halls. She stops at a grand 

door made of oak and nods. 

“This is the training room. You won’t need much – the old queen was an 

excellent fighter – but you need to refresh your technique,” Laura explains, 

unlocking the door with a small key. 

“Oh, and Anthea?” Laura calls from inside as I stand, unsure, outside the 

door. “If you’re going up against the Crimson Rage, I suggest that you train 

hard. God knows that you’ll need it.” 

***** 

“What’s the Crimson Rage?” I ask, as I circle Laura. She holds a target that I 

think I’m supposed to punch, although I’ve never seen such a thing before. 

“The Crimson Rage is our enemy,” Laura grits her teeth, trying to hold in her 

fury. “She wields a powerful sceptre that influences dreams. Many of our 

soldiers have been lost to that sceptre. Only few of us remain in this broken 

land, the mere few that are immune to it.” 

“What about me? Am I immune to it?” I ask, throwing a few punches at the 

glove. It feels good, powerful, freeing. Laura laughs, her head flying back. 

“You? Of course you are – more so than most. Prophecy foretells that one 

of you, one from the human world, will save us. You’re our fourth try,” 

Laura sighs and her head droops back, revealing worry lines and general 

tiredness. I feel so bad for these people – they deserve help. 

I let out a grunt as I finally punch the glove to pieces, and it breaks into 

shards. Laura smiles at me deviously. 

“There you go. You’re finally ready.” 

***** 
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Laura leads me down another endless, winding corridor. Her brown bob 

stays inhumanly still, and I can’t help but wonder how. 

Laura turns to me, her age shining through. She can hardly be older than 

twenty, though her eyes show the grief of at least forty years. 

“Choose,” Laura says, gesturing at the table behind her. Weapons: swords, 

knives, daggers, sceptres, bows, but no guns. Do they even have guns here? 

I take my time, hovering over the table, with my eyes closed. Suddenly, my 

hand closes over one that feels right. I open my eyes to see a longsword. 

“Katrina,” my memories whisper. 

Laura frowns curiously. 

“B-but that’s not possible. That was Queen Vic’s sword,” she mutters to  

herself in disbelief. The silver handle fits my hand perfectly, and I test out its 

name. 

“Katrina,” I say, and the blade glows blue momentarily at my call. Laura half-

laughs. 

“Well, what do you know? Looks like you’re more like Queen Vic than I  

expected. Funny, that,” Laura chuckles. “I hope that means you’ll be strong 

enough to defeat the Crimson Rage.” 

***** 

I climb into the helicopter as steadily as I can. Laura helps me in, but there 

are no seatbelts. Just handles on the walls and ceiling, to hold on to for dear 

life in a dead man’s grip. Laura gestures at the parachutes and I strap mine 

on with shaking hands. 

“We’ll get you in, don’t worry,” Laura tells me. I nod, and clutch the hilt of 

my sword to stop my hands from trembling. This is real, this is all real. The 

helicopter flies swiftly through the battlefield. With one glance out of the 

filthy window, I really wish I hadn’t looked. All that I can see is death.  

Soldiers fight ghostly enemies, and they fall on the ground hopelessly. Every 

one of them has lost the will to go on.  
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The whirring of the helicopter blades pulls me back to reality and I train my 

eyes on the horizon, trying to distract myself from the inevitable fight that is 

coming. When this comes, there’s no going back. 

 “Hey, Anthea,” Laura says, patting my back comfortingly. I never knew that 

a soldier could be so soft-hearted. “If it takes you, I won’t let go.”  

***** 

“Two minutes, Anthea,” the pilot calls from the front of the helicopter. I nod 

and prepare my parachute. When the time inevitably comes, Laura helps 

me out. 

“Anthea!” Laura calls against the whipping wind. “We’ll be covering you 

from behind! Go, fulfil your destiny!” I spread out my arms and take a deep 

breath in, before I fall into obscurity.  

***** 

The icy air whips past my face as I glide down to the ground. My instincts 

know exactly what to do, and I can’t suppress a smile. Because this is the 

easiest thing that I’ve done all day. Is that bad? I don’t think so. 

The parachute flutters in the wind until it collapses on the snowy ground. I 

unsheathe Katrina and I suddenly realise that this could be the end for me. 

But I’m not afraid. 

***** 

I land gracefully, the snow muffling the impact of my descent. And I see her. 

The Crimson Rage is impossible to miss. Her teeth are bared like fangs, her 

blood-red dress is rippling in the wind and her eyes are black. The cliff  

behind her bears her no danger. She sees me and a smile of pure evil forms 

on her scarlet mouth. 

“Anthea,” she hisses. “Come and play.” 

I stand my ground, taller than I feel, and look her in those black, black eyes. I 

take in the charcoal hair, the height, the features and I suddenly realise; the 

Crimson Rage is me. 



 

 23 

She growls.  

“Finally figured it out, have you? There’s too much magic in your body. It 

went back in time just far enough and you started a war. Dear Anthea, don’t 

you have any regrets?” she laughs cruelly. Suddenly, I actually know what I 

need to do. 

“Did you really think it was that easy?” I snarl in the same cool tone. “Did 

you really think that you could defeat me?” 

I laugh in the face of my enemy. Because my worst enemy is myself. And I 

know exactly what I need to do. 

I grasp Katrina in one hand and plunge the sword into my reflection. She 

gasps at the slowly trickling wound, and I take the opportunity to push her 

off the edge of the cliff. Suddenly, the two of us are falling, falling… 

***** 

My eyes snap open to the sound of a familiar voice. 

“Kate? It’s time for school. Your first day won’t be too bad, I promise,” my 

mother calls from the bottom of the stairs. My mother. 

Kate? Is that my name? 

Is it possible that the war, the terrible and awful war, was just a figment of 

my imagination? A mere dream?  

I sigh and look at my reflection again. 

“Anthea,” I whisper. 

My memories are so vivid, that I can no longer tell the false from the real.  



 

 24 Consciousness 

Hannah Adams, Form 5 

3nd Place (Senior) 

Dreams are successions of images, emotions and sensations that occur  

involuntarily in the mind during sleep. Our dreams can be seen as a  

connection to the unconscious mind. This dream I will remember for the 

rest of my life.  

It was raining quite hard when the garden gate finally opened and I  

stumbled through. I was drenched from head to toe. I could hear my 

mum’s soft whimper from across the hall. I tiptoed around the house  

trying not to make a sound. I dried myself and slipped into bed. I knew I 

really should have gone to comfort my mum but my legs had frozen  

miserably and I fell asleep. 

My curly brown hair covered most of my pillow. I felt like never leaving the 

comfort of my warm bed. All I could think of was my younger brother. His 

beady brown eyes just like mine and his thick rimmed glasses.  My brother 

is many different things — a friend, a good listener and a companion. My 

thoughts were interrupted by my mum’s appearance. She was standing at 

my doorway, eyes all red and puffy. Ever since we heard the bad news she 

hadn’t been the same. I was the one who had to help her pull herself  

together. I sat her at the dressing table. I took my time brushing each knot 

out of the tangled mess. She never once showed any sign of boredom. I 

think she appreciated my company. 

I soon found myself walking through a hospital in the children’s ward. I felt 

uncomfortable, as I came alone. I peered into each room full of sick  

children. The ward was chaotic, to say the least, with nurses and doctors  

jostling about. The clinical smell almost made me sick. I paced myself  

walking through the hallways. The walls were decorated with colourful  

murals. I liked that about the children’s ward; it was full of hope. The  

sunlight poured into the rooms and the children were always grinning. I 

knew I had to visit my brother. I was interrupted by the sound of an  

ambulance that swerved up to the entrance. A sense of panic filled the air 
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as two doctors rushed a patient into a room. I turned my head to avoid sight 

of the child’s body. The swinging doors came to a stance and the ward was 

silent again. I felt anxious and almost faint as I entered the room where my 

brother lay. He looked almost lifeless.  A nurse was adjusting a drip to his 

arm. She looked up at me with a pitiful smile as I sat down and held my 

brother’s hand. The nurse had fiery red hair and fair skin; I admired her job 

as she spent every day of work helping others. She explained my brother 

needed rest and was on a lot of medication. When she left the room, I felt 

alone, isolated from the rest of the world. It was just me and my brother. I 

knew my mum couldn’t bring herself to leave the house yet as she hadn’t 

said a word between sobs. There was no response from my brother as I 

asked him to speak. 

I dozed off again holding his hand close. I saw my brother running like the 

gingerbread man. He didn’t know who he was and his surroundings seemed 

unfamiliar. He dropped to the ground feeling for his glasses.  His world  

began to blur as his senses failed him. He felt an agonizing pain in his head. 

At his funeral I wore my sequined black dress. My hair plaited to one side. 

That crisp morning there was an eerie atmosphere. I felt a sharp wind whip 

my face. We stood around a hole in the ground waiting for some sense of 

relief. I stood head down alongside my mum. Her appearance frightened 

me, such a beautiful woman that I couldn’t recognise anymore.  

I remembered her cheery smile that held the family together. The coffin 

plunged into a never-ending tunnel leading to nowhere but heaven. I accept 

death as it is part of everyday life. However, when confronted with it,  

nothing will ever be the same. 

The sound of a doorbell rang in my ears. I was awake. This unpleasant 

dream that caused so much pain, was it reality? I leaped down the stairs. I 

took a deep breath before steadily unlocking the door. There stood my little 

brother. I hugged him and felt like never letting go. I thought of my dream 

and hoped it would never happen. I have learnt to appreciate those around 

me. Nothing lasts forever, not even your worst nightmare. Being there with 

my brother, in that moment, I felt peaceful. 
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` The Rever Sorciere 

Eanna Ferguson, 1A 

3rd Place (Junior) 

The thick, black, glossy eyes cast a shadow of doom over the  

mildew-ridden premises. Every inch of the eerie, bloodcurdling alabaster  

complexion of her face screamed scariness; the pinched, pursed lips oozed 

slyness. The black lace that enchained the china corpse was tarnished from 

countless years of sitting on the windowsill; the elaborate silver headpiece 

draped over the limp, lifeless obsidian locks of her hair was a sight for sore 

eyes. Nobody knew the secrets, tangled up in a web of deceit that lay in 

her inanimate body, but with one glint of her beady black eye, you were 

enslaved in her malevolent rampage of tyranny, malicious wrath of  

turpitude. 

***** 

It was a rainy, blustery day in South London and at Ms Frogatt’s Home for  

Unwanted Children this gloomy day wasn’t about to get any better. At 

around half past eight at night, a gust of wind blew open the cottage front 

door and a flash of lightning momentarily blinded Ms Frogatt. “Hello?” the 

stout woman questioned with uncertainty in her voice. In a hushed  

monotone Emmeline-Grace Baxwater stated her name and produced a 

note written in a seemingly rushed cursive handwriting:  

“To whom it may concern,  

We have had to flee London with regard to the safety of my husband. It 

would be too much to bring dear Emmie with us and we are uncertain when 

we may return to London. Please take care of her. She is 13-years-old and a 

curious little girl, she will be as good as gold, and there is no need to fuss 

over her too much, as she usually just entertains herself. 

Yours, 

Theodora Baxwater” 
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The bedraggled, dainty little mongrel that was nominally Emmeline  

Baxwater stood with a look of perplexity on her face, observing the shabby 

little cottage that was to be her new dwelling place. “It’s quite messy,” 

squeaked Emmie bluntly. A taken-aback Ms Frogatt dished out a bowl of 

putrid-looking porridge and ushered Emmie to her equally rancid room. 

With spider’s webs creeping across the room and the shoddy, peeling  

plasterwork of the ceiling barely keeping out the violent rain seeping in 

from the decaying roof, the room was neglected certainly. But Emmie didn’t 

mind. She was fixated on the shape that appeared to be a Victorian doll 

peeping out at her from behind the moth-eaten curtains, in keeping with 

the deteriorating facade of the place. Her inquisitive personality taking over, 

she pulled back the upholstery and it revealed just what she had expected. 

A dainty china gothic-Victorian figurine stared at her with black eyes that 

shone in contrast to the placid area around her. Many would have shrieked 

away from the strange puppet, but Emmeline did not. She thought the doll 

to be wonderful and, in need of a little comfort, she brought the captivating 

object close to her chest and snuggled down into her hard, damp bed. 

When her eyes were just beginning to close and her breathing slowing 

down, ready to meld into the world of sleep, a quiver of lightning struck the 

window and the previously weakened door shattered from its forceful  

sudden blow against the brash wooden frame encasing it. Emmeline grew 

weary as suddenly a high-pitched scratchy voice uttered: 

In the deep blue hue of moon 

May the force be now awakened 

Brew and compose a life-like form 

Many fall into death like slumber 

The scattered arrangement of the words confused her, but before she had 

time to think about this, the doll retreated from her grasp and disappeared, 

and the room around her turned into a fairytale-like tundra. The ivy coiled 

itself around the walls and thistles sprouted up viciously from the ground, 

glowing streams flowing endlessly until all that was left was a vast landscape  



 

 29 

that majestically glittered in the moon’s blue-green eclipse.  

Emmie was transfixed by this magical transformation, when all at once a 

small creature tumbled down and parked itself beside  

Emmeline’s feet. "Good day," it muttered in a husk, reassuring tone that 

made Emmeline relieve her tense shoulders a fraction whilst brushing itself 

off. This small being looked odd to Emmie - with a rock-like dwarf body and 

a sprinkling of moss on its hunched back; it was a fantastical creature no 

doubt. But cute, all the same. Its big, anime eyes glared up at her and in a 

brash, hurried tone it spluttered, “you shouldn’t be out this late – don’t you 

know about the Rêver Sorcière?” 

“No,” Emmeline replied, her curiosity and fear merging and practically  

boiling over. With no warning, and a look of fascination, the creature, 

whose name was Hummel, caressed her feeble wrist and had a sudden look 

of realization on his face. “You can save us from her – AT LAST,” he  

exclaimed, wide eyes bulging. “The Rêver Sorcière, or Dream Witch, has 

haunted these lands for years, casting all of its people into a constant state 

of vegetation, repose – sleep, where all they can experience is dreams –  

coerced, horrific ones – being constantly terrorized in this death-like  

coma.” His words ran into each other as he became visibly more distressed. 

“You can defeat her with the temporary magic I instill in you. She needs a 

taste of her own medicine: if she falls into the death-like slumber...  

everyone else will wake up.” Emmie comforted him by placing her pale 

hand on his coarse shoulder. “I’m willing to help,” she proclaimed, just as a 

small yellow fairy creature – a sprite – fluttered over to them, and as the 

sprite and Hummel exchanged promising glances, the sprite’s facial  

expression changed and lit up.  

“I do hope it works with her this time,” she said. 

“No time to waste,” said Emmie briskly, clasping her hands together, as if to 

signify that she wanted to have the magic instilled in her that instant. If her 

treasured collection of Grimm’s fairy tales had been useful anywhere, it was 

here. Hummel agreed with a curt nod and began piercing through the wet 

acidity of the air with his hand, making all sorts of extravagant gestures,  
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until the skilled routine conjured up a small blue ball of fluorescent glow, 

painfully bright to the naked eye. Hummel gently pressed his handiwork 

into Emmie’s chest, and she instantly felt a new power surging within her. 

Hummel opened his mouth, as if to say something, but was interrupted by 

the ground-shaking, thundery noise that was the Rêver Sorcière.  

With every booming footstep, the Dream Witch came closer to enchanting 

them forever. “My, my, what do we have here?” she spat, her venomous 

saliva showering down on their bodies, tiny by comparison. Her  

intimidating, facetious sarcasm was one to be feared – but Emmie had seen 

those black eyes before. “Nighty-night, sweet human victim,” the witch 

called and in one sharp blow sent her fluorescent, raging gas-like ball of 

slumber – the shade a soul-intoxicating black – flying towards Emmie, who 

tried to retaliate with her magic sphere of power – but to no avail.  

She screamed in anguish, the blow striking her on her wrist, and the last 

thing she heard was a mixture of Hummel’s cry of defeat and the malicious 

laughter of the Rêver Sorcière. 

***** 

The lips of the Victorian doll, sitting on the windowsill, awaiting its next  

victim, had now snarled into a thin, wry smile. Emmeline sat bolt upright in 

her bed, panting, breaking out in a cold sweat. She could remember the 

events in the magical fairy-tale tundra vividly, but pondered their reality. 

Scared stiff, she slowly flipped over her right wrist and recoiled in horror to 

see a new scar, in the exact place where the Rêver Sorcière had stricken her. 

She clasped her wrist and opened her mouth to let out a scream of horror. 

But no sound came out – only a dry raspy breath. The Dream Witch had not 

enchanted her, nor killed her – but taken away this little girl’s soul and  

happiness, leaving behind a shattered and empty shell. 

Every night Emmie heard the souls that had been enraptured into the  

death- like sleep, calling out to her, begging her to save them. But she had 

sworn to never again clutch the gothic figurine; never again would she  

venture into the realms of the Rêver Sorcière.  

Until one night, she did. 
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Siofra Drohan, 1 Alpha 

Highly Commended 

First, there is only black. 

Then, I spot a pinprick of light, shining out through the darkness. More and 

more, tiny dots of radiant light pour through the black, until an image 

clears before me. 

I wince at the bright light, but it slowly fades, and I can see properly what 

lies before me. 

A gloomy forest appears before my eyes. Dark, threatening trees looming 

over me, and tendrils of smoke wrap around their black barks. I want to 

run. I want to turn around and sprint as fast as I can, and get as far away 

from this godforsaken place as possible. But at the same time, I have an 

uncontrollable urge to run into the forest and let myself get lost in its  

darkness and depth. 

As the old saying goes, ‘curiosity killed the cat, but satisfaction brought him 

back.’ 

After a moment’s hesitation, I creep forward, my heart pounding. 

Even though the forest had seemed at least a hundred metres away, when 

I take one step, it seems to rush up to me, almost trying to entice me, and 

draw me in, and after just a few steps, I’m there, and I have reached the 

edge of the forest. 

I look into its darkness and see only black. As I lean in, a wisp of smoke 

stretches out and coils around my wrist. 

I take a single, hesitant step forwards, and that’s it. No monsters, or  

demons, or ghouls. Just trees, and the mysterious black smoke drifting 

over my tattered converse, wrapping itself around me. 

Shivering, and thus scattering the smoke, I take another small step  

forward. And another, and another. Soon, the boundaries of the forest are  
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far behind me, and the darkness lies before me. 

My mind is being tossed back and forth. What to do? Do I take the safe 

route and leave the forest, or do I take the plunge, and discover what lies 

beneath the black smoke and darkened leaves? 

Without even getting to decide, an invisible force pushes me forwards, and 

that’s all I need; my feet carry me off, and I am left helpless, the terrified 

part of me clinging desperately onto the chances of retreating and going 

back to safety. 

But there are no chances of that now, as the edge of the forest disappears, 

covered by the smoke, and I have the feeling I wouldn’t be able to get 

through it, not with all the strength in the world.  

I start to panic, and suddenly I notice tiny little red lights, blinking through 

the smoke. They grow in number, and I see that they are in pairs, in groups 

of two, closely set together. “Oh no,” I think, “Not eyes, please not eyes!” 

I’m definitely panicking now, and I back up against a tree trunk, as the small 

red eyes grow bigger and come towards me. I feel a prickling sensation at 

the nape of my neck and take a fleeting glance around. The eyes have  

appeared all around me, and are drawing closer. 

I turn around, my back still firmly pressed to the tree’s rough bark, and try 

to think of something to do.  

Nope. Not a clue. Well done, brain! 

I suddenly look up, and then, I know I’m a goner. Perched on a branch, right 

above my head, is a writhing mass of black smoke, in the vague shape of a 

mangled human, with two blinking red eyes, and a limb, which I presume to 

be a hand, is reaching out to me. 

I scream, but no sound escapes my throat, and I run, thrashing wildly 

through the smoke, scattering whatever is in my path in a desperate 

attempt to get away. The bodies of the twinkling red eyes reach out to me 

as I pass, harsh whispers I cannot understand filling my head. 
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After mere seconds, I skid to a halt, and take a few trembling steps  

backwards, as the demon-thing that was in the tree above me appears  

before my very eyes, in a flash of smoke. 

“W-who are you?” I stutter, every inch of my body shaking in fear. I try to 

move backwards, to get as far away from that thing as possible, but a wall 

of impenetrable smoke has formed behind me, covered in blinking, red 

eyes.   

“What do you want?” I shout, my voice a little stronger. There is still no  

reply, but the body of smoke starts to slowly move towards me, reaching 

out a long, spidery hand. 

“What do you want…” the thing whispers, as it brushes a withered hand 

across my hair. I shriek and try to push past it, but trip when my hand sinks 

into the cold figure of smoke. 

I scramble to pick myself up off the hard ground, taking a few leaves with 

me, and start to run. I run faster than I have ever run before, my arms and 

legs flailing wildly as I sprint blindly. 

As I run, the tress close in on my path, forcing me to slow down, and I 

swerve in between their thick, black barks. Their spindly branches reach out 

and tangle in my hair as I desperately look for the edge of the forest. 

I feel as if I have been running for months, years, and I am exhausted.  

Finally, I trip over a tree root, falling onto the cold, hard ground, and I stay 

there, too tired to even move. I look back behind me, and see the  

smoke-beings come after me. I let my head flop down onto the leaves,  

defeated. 

“This is it,” I think to myself. “I’m going to die in a few minutes.” I look back 

again, and there they are, slowly approaching me. I curl up on the ground, 

and my body jolts in fits of silent sobs.   

“But why should I die?” I suddenly think to myself. “I haven’t done anything 

to deserve this!” I heave myself up from the ground, and face the demons 
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indignantly. “You can’t get rid of me that easily!” I scream defiantly and, 

filled with new energy and power, I turn and continue running from them. 

Bursting with a newfound power and strength, the once intimidating trees 

seem to cower away from me, and I look back in scorn. Those stupid things 

can’t do anything to me! 

After a couple of minutes of running, I see a faint light, shining through the 

trees. I gasp in delight. Finally! I can be free from this horrible place of  

misery and despair! 

But to my horror, the closer I get to the light, the more sluggish my steps 

become. It feels like trying to run through honey, as I drag my legs through 

the sticky, moist air.   

I glance behind once more, terror creeping up my back like a spider, and the 

demons are getting closer. And they’re getting faster. 

The closer I get to what is definitely the edge of the forest, the heavier my 

legs become, and the slower I get.  

When I am mere steps away from the edge of the forest and the green, 

fresh fields that lie beyond it, I am so slow that I am barely moving, and I 

can feel the demons’ eyes staring hungrily at me, and their hands brushing 

my back, desperately trying to grab hold of me.  

After what seems like hours of agonisingly dragging my legs in front of each 

other, the toe of my worn shoe peers out from the gloomy forest and is 

touching the clean, fresh grass.  

Suddenly, I no longer hear the harsh whispers of the smoke demons, or feel 

their hands reaching out towards me, and I can move freely again! 

So desperate to leave the forsaken forest, I fall onto the green grass, but 

instead of landing on the soft earth, I continue through it, and land with a 

jolt on cold, wooden floors. 
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I look around me, bewildered, to see my mother standing over me, her face 

creased with worry. I realise that I am in my bedroom, and on the floor,  

apparently… 

“Ciara, Ciara, are you alright?” I hear my mum’s soft voice say. 

“Yeah… yeah, I just had a weird dream… I think…” I reply, confused. 

“Oh, OK. Anyway, it’s gone half seven, you need to get ready for school!” 

she says as she leaves the room. 

I groan as I heave myself up off the floor and stumble over to my wardrobe. 

 Another boring, mundane day of school and homework awaiting me.  

Great.  
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