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The literary issue
This month, we focus on classical and student-generated written works

Locally-grown stories

Broaden your literary experience by 
reading some short stories written by 
Elwood College students.

PAGES 3, 5 & 6

A literary legend

Year 9 student Zeta Hamilton-Durkin 
tells the story of Charlotte Brontë, 
the famous author who refused to 
let societal norms and discrimina-
tion prevent her from pursuing her 
passion.
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Welcome to Hope County, 
Montana
Year 9 student Aditya Arya reviews 
Far Cry 5, a game that invites you 
to join the Resistance against a 
religious cult in America.
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And... scene

Year 12 student Zoe Eyles invites 
her peers to look back on 13 years 
of schooling and discuss their plans 
for the future.
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the study/life balance. Trying not to 
get overwhelmed by study but still 
wanting to have a good time with 
friends.

Ledia Terolli: The most difficult 
part of Year 12 has been staying con-
sistent with my studies throughout 
the year. Another thing would have 
to be constantly having to remind 
myself that there is so much more 
beyond Year 12 studies and it is, first 
and foremost, important to look after 
myself. During Year 12 there are a lot 
of peaks and valleys emotionally, and 
handling this has sometimes been a 
challenge for me.

What has been the best part of 
Year 12 so far?

Maggie: Seeing everyone around me 
become more mature and grow as 
individuals from when I knew them 
in Year 7 and earlier. 

Al: The best part of Year 12 so far 
has been gradually coming to terms 
with what it really means to get to 
the end of the path of high school. 
The realisation that it is not only 
an ending of things, but also a new 
beginning, as the final hurdle be-
tween the tribulations of youth and 
the individual agency of adulthood. 

Vanessa: Getting closer with the 
year level. Everyone bonds through 
the stress and adventures.

Ledia: The best part of Year 12 has 
been both the social and academic 
atmosphere that is created amongst 
the whole cohort. there is something 
very comforting about looking out for 
one another and knowing that we’re 
all going through similar stresses. 
The teachers have also been sup-
portive and always willing to help, 
making Year 12 a little less stressful, 
but most of all the best part has been 
growing close with a lot of friends that 
I previously didn’t know very well.

What are you most looking for-
ward to after graduating?

Maggie: Studying a targeted topic 
that I’m truly interested in and being 
able to kick it at the beach and at the 
park knowing I don’t have to worry 
about Year 12.

Al: What I am most looking forward 
to following graduation is the oppor-
tunity to pursue individual interests 
within a more constructive capacity, 
unconstrained by the boundaries of a 
planned schedule for each day. Whilst 
the structure it provides to my life will 
be sorely missed, I am quite eager to 
define my own pattern of activities, 
rather than having it define me. 

Vanessa: The freedom. Being able 
to choose my subjects and what I’m 
doing as well as expanding and ex-
ploring new avenues.

Ledia: Right after graduating defi-

nitely enjoying summer stress-free 
and sleeping in without feeling guilty! 
I am also looking forward to univer-
sity and tailoring a degree to study 
all the things I am passionate about 
and enjoy.

What is your best memory of 
high school? 

Maggie: Going out to coffee with 
the whole class for ‘class parties’ and 
getting to know the teachers. 

And also Studio Arts (classic), hav-
ing access to all the materials and 
equipment.

Al: The school French trip is my 
most well-remembered sequence of 
events throughout the entirety of my 
schooling days. It was an unforgetta-
ble adventure that I can easily look 
back upon, with it having given me a 
myriad of stories and life experiences 
that I have gained from significantly.

Vanessa: There are so many. From 
Year 9 camp to jokes made in the 
hallway, there’s no way you can pick 
just one.

Ledia: The best memory would have 
to be going on a group bike ride with 
Tori during Year 9 Surf Camp. Both 
Tori and I were practically incapable 
of keeping up with the group and we 
found ourselves having laughing fits 
all throughout the trek!

The pointy end
Written by:
Zoe Eyles, Year 12

With our last full term of schooling 
over and our final exams just around 
the corner, the Year 12s have been 
reflecting on 13 years of schooling 
and laying plans for life beyond high 
school. I spoke with a few of my peers 
to obtain an insight into their lives 
as Year 12 students.

What has been the hardest part 
of Year 12 so far?

Maggie Kontev: Managing stress 
levels whilst completing numerous 
assessments tasks, seeing friends and 
family and having time off for myself 
has been the hardest because it is so 
hard to find enough time.

Aleksander Macleod: The hardest 
part of Year 12 so far has been over-
coming the mental barrier of actually 
undergoing actions that best serve 
the wellbeing of yourself and those 
important to you. Considering each 
decision one makes over the course 
of the year within a holistic manner 
that has overall positive or negative 
effects allows that difficulty to be 
overcome.

Another perspective is possibly the 
most important thing that can be giv-
en to somebody throughout the year, 
as it is incredibly easy to be drawn 
into false ruminations constructed 
by ones own imagination.

Vanessa Charles: Staying on top of 
everything and properly organising 
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The Confidence 
Thief

Jem

I stood on the vast steps of my new 
school, a freezing wind whipping my 
hair into my face. I tucked my hands 
in my armpits and huddled into 
the immaculate school blazer. Mum 
had been so proud of it when we’d 
bought it. She had told me I looked 
like a gem, which is what she named 
me after. Jem. 

She must have been so disappointed 
when she set eyes on me. My mousy 
brown hair and pale complexion. 
My limp eyelashes and dull, blue-
grey eyes.

I knew I was an ugly girl, no matter 
what I wore.

Miss Laure, the principal, finished 
the tour and opened a grand iron 
door, releasing a blast of heated air. 
I followed her thankfully into the 
building. We strode down the cor-
ridor, past fancy classrooms full of 
girls wearing blazers. I could feel their 
inquisitive, unwelcoming glances.

Hunching my shoulders, I made 
myself look as small as possible. 
I couldn’t stop thinking about my 
looks, wondering what the girls 
thought of me. If they were coming 
to conclusions about me, hardening 
in judgement.

Miss Laure came to a stop outside 
a sliding door. She gave me a kind 
smile before knocking on the door. It 
slid open immediately, and a young 
man welcomed me into the class. The 
girls gradually quietened down. The 
teacher introduced himself, and in 
turn introduced me to the class. One 
by one, the girls drawled their names 
as if they really couldn’t be bothered 
with the shy new girl.

I sat beside a pretty girl by the name 
of Marley, with dark skin, curly black 
hair, long lashes and soft brown eyes, 
emphasised under large-framed 
glasses. She smiled at me and asked 
if we could sit together at recess. I 
nodded to acknowledge the question, 
disguising my feelings of overwhelm-
ing relief. 

By the time recess rolled around, I 
was feeling more confident. A few 
girls had introduced themselves, all 
who whispered about their ‘best’ 
friend, Erin. Apparently, Erin was 
some kind of beauty queen, angel, and 
role model all at once, and I couldn’t 
wait to meet her. After all, I wanted 
to fit in. 

A short story written by:
Sayler Delves, Year 8

One dark, stormy night, Erin sug-
gested the group go down to the train 
tracks to meet some boys from the 
public school nearby. I hesitantly 
agreed, feeling frightened of what 
could happen. I bit my lip but stayed 
quiet.

The group of girls walked down the 
steep bank beside the station, feeling 
excited and nervous. Johnny, Erin’s 
tanned, muscly boyfriend, stepped 
out to meet us, dumping a slab of 
beer into my arms and steering Erin 
into the shadow of the overpass. I 
heard Erin’s giggle as they sat down 
on the concrete, covered with messy 
graffiti. Remnants of years and years 
of vandals and teenagers.

Thunder rumbled somewhere in the 
distance. The remaining girls paired 
off with boys, snatching bottles from 
me as they went past. 

I knew it was illegal. But I couldn’t 
stop them.

A large drop of rain hit my bare 
arm. I shivered. Lightning forked 
through the sky nearby. And in that 
bright flash, I spotted someone who 
shouldn’t have been anywhere near 
the tracks.

Marley.

She was rushing to get home. Her 
head was bent. I realised she mustn’t 
have seen Erin yet, but there was 
no way I could warn her through 
the quickening rain. And Erin had 
seen. Her head went up, and so did 
the other girls’, grinning like sharks 
hungrily anticipating their next meal.

Marley shielded her face with her 
hand and looked up, fear in her eyes. 
Johnny yelled to his mates and they 
quickly surrounded her. Marley was 
dragged, yelping, onto the tracks.

I was the innocent bystander, the 
cowardly one who just watched qui-
etly, filled with horror and guilt. 
Watching as Erin kicked Marley in 

the ribs. Watching as Johnny stomped 
on her hands. 

The train tracks started vibrating. 
Johnny, reeling, pulled back his fist 
to punch.

I felt a rush of furious anger and leapt 
in front of Marley.

White.

Everything was white.

I turned my head slightly as a golden 
star went floating past. I tried to catch 
it. It spoke to me, softly singing. 

I could hear running feet. The star 
faded as I regained consciousness.

Marley

I could feel tears mingling with the 
rain running down my face. Erin 
had run, taking her friends with her. 

The pain was fading from my ribs, re-
placed with cold numbness. I shifted 
myself into an upright position, winc-
ing as I felt my bruises. A huddled 
shape was lying on the train tracks. A 
dog? I took off my glasses and wiped 
off the water, then realised it was a 
person. Jem was lying on the tracks, 
unconscious. 

I crawled over to her, whimpering 
with pain. I shook her gently. Jem’s 
eyes fluttered open. Realising that a 
train was coming, I hooked my hands 
under Jem’s armpits and lugged her 
up the slippery slope. Slowly, stiffly, 
Jem sat up. 

As my eyes met hers, I saw only kind-
ness and compassion. Both of us knew 
immediately we’d found a lasting 
friendship.

The train roared past, but we were 
oblivious to it as we helped each other 
up the slippery bank, like balanced 
weights.

Perfectly equal. 

At the end of lunch, I jumped as some-
one touched my head. Turning, I saw 
a tall, blonde girl smiling graciously 
at my fright. She introduced herself 
as Erin.

I immediately understood the girls’ 
infatuation with Erin. She had blonde 
hair, good looks, strength, and con-
fidence I envied. In short, Erin had 
the complete tool kit for popularity. 
So, when Erin asked me to come and 
join her group, and leave Marley, I 
did not hesitate. I was being handed 
popularity on a plate!

Marley

I watched Jem walk away with the 
school bully, her shoulders back 
proudly. Knowing Erin, she was do-
ing this to spite me, and I sank down 
onto the hard metal bench, my head 
in my hands. Jem had been nice, al-
though insecure. I felt lost and alone. 
I wished Erin had never come to this 
school and created the popular group.

The popular group were made of shy, 
insecure, mean girls, all who followed 
their confident leader, Erin. On her 
first day, I came to the conclusion 
that Erin had stolen confidence from 
bullying others. I decided she was 
probably the most insecure of them 
all. I used to have friends. Erin had 
taken them all, transformed them 
into puppets who tried to be some-
body else. After a while, only my best 
friend, Clara, was left with me. Erin 
pushed her out of a tree and Clara 
never came back. Mum offered to 
take me out of school too, but I wasn’t 
running. Erin had taken everything I 
had. She wasn’t going to get me too.

The school bell rang loudly. Shak-
ing my head to clear the thought, I 
stood and made my way slowly back to 
the posh, sprawling school building, 
shoulders hunched.

Over the next few days, I watched 
Jem become a part of Erin’s group.

Jem supported Erin while she teased 
other girls, including me. Jem wore 
makeup and let Erin dye her hair 
black.

When I spoke to Jem, I was quickly 
shut down. But underneath the make-
up, I could see the shy, frightened girl 
that needed power to keep her afloat, 
and I did not give up. I was going to 
help Jem, no matter what.

Jem
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Why we admire Charlotte Brontë (and 
her sisters)

Written by:
Zeta Hamilton-Durkin, Year 9

Jane Eyre was written by Char-
lotte Brontë in 1847, and hav-

ing finished reading it recently, it 
came upon me to ponder on how 
marvellous it was that countless 
books manage to last so long and 
continue to be read by generation 
after generation; continuing to be 
loved, analysed and adapted to this 
day, when there are newer and even 
(I regret to say) more exciting stories 
being published every year. For, isn’t 
it peculiar that in Jane Eyre’s case, 
we are still reading a book on the 
life of a young girl nearly 200 years 
after it was written? Why do we 
admire the authors and their books 
so? After closing the fine pages of my 
paperback, I resolved, that without 
a doubt, these stories don’t remain 
in society simply because they are 
entertaining, nor because of the elo-
quence of the language, but because 
of how the authors’ writing and the 
authors themselves have relevance 
in today’s society and how they had 
importance in changing the future. 

Charlotte Brontë and her sisters, for 
one, definitely changed the future: 
they stuck to their passions despite 
social expectations. Their society 
did not encourage women to fulfil 
their talents, but rather a life already 
written for them. When the twenty-
year-old Charlotte wrote to Robert 
Southey (the poet laureate) for his 
opinion on writing, his response 
highlights the barriers facing women 
wishing to do whatever they like: 
“Literature cannot be the business 
of a woman’s life, and it ought not to 
be. The more she is engaged in her 
proper duties, the less leisure will 
she have for it, even as an accom-
plishment and a recreation.” 

This would have been part of the 
reason why the Brontë sisters chose 
to write behind male pseudonyms 
(Acton Bell [Anne Brontë], Ellis 
Bell [Emily Brontë] and Currer Bell 
[Charlotte Bronte]), to prevent their 
books from receiving the negative 
treatment that novels by females 
received, regardless of the quality 
of writing. However, the import-
ant thing is that Charlotte and her 
sisters wrote nevertheless, each of 
them writing a little collection of 
novels and one widely known book 
each, no matter what anybody else 

said.

But what I admire about the Brontës 
in particular, is that they were able 
to use their skills to address an issue 
that was important to them, and try 
to change the world. This I believe 
to be an important lesson to us all 
- it’s no good to do just what we 
love, we have to make use of what 
we can do to create change for the 
better. Charlotte refused to write 
about heroines with beautiful faces 
and instead wrote about girls who 
had beautiful souls, strong morals 
and strong direction who refuse to 
be controlled.  

“I am no bird; and no net ensnares 
me: I am a free human being with 
an independent will.” 

Women were (and, in some coun-
tries, still are) expected to be “An-
gels in the House,” expected to be 
devoted and submissive to their 
husbands, passive and powerless, 
meek, charming, graceful, sympa-
thetic, self-sacrificing, pious, and, 
above all, pure. Charlotte’s novel 
defies nearly everything written 
before her, as she makes a point in 
emphasising that women are free, 
have the right to be free, are clever, 
are strong, are witty and can be 
loved purely for their souls rather 
than their bodies. 

Some examples of her expression of 
these values in Jane Eyre include:

“Do you think I am an automaton? 
— a machine without feelings? [….] 
Do you think, because I am poor, ob-
scure, plain, and little, I am soulless 
and heartless? You think wrong! — I 
have as much soul as you — and full 
as much heart!”

-

“I do not think, sir, you have any 
right to command me, merely be-
cause you are older than I, or be-
cause you have seen more of the 
world than I have; your claim to 
superiority depends on the use you 
have made of your time and expe-
rience.” 

-

“And what is hell? Can you tell me 
that?”

“A pit full of fire.”

“And should you like to fall into that 
pit, and to be burning there forever?”

“No, sir.”

“What must you do to avoid it?”

I deliberated a moment: my answer, 
when it did come was objectionable: 
“I must keep in good health and 
not die.” 

-

“...it is narrow-minded in their 
more privileged fellow-creatures 
to say that [women] ought to confine 
themselves to making puddings and 
knitting stockings, to playing on the 

Charlotte Brontë had her books published under male pseudonyms to avoid  
gender-based discrimination - Wikipedia

piano and embroidering bags. It 
is thoughtless to condemn them, 
or laugh at them, if they seek to 
do more or learn more than cus-
tom has pronounced necessary 
for their sex.” 

I love Jane Eyre. Charlotte was 
one of the first to defy women 
stereotypes in an era where en-
couraging women was discour-
aged. Not only that, she used her 
talent as a tool to achieve what 
she wanted. Charlotte was brave; 
setting an example for the future, 
for all of us. If we want change 
we have to start somewhere, and 
Charlotte was certainly part of 
the beginning. 

A novelist who refused to let others dictate the course of her life
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Short story written by:
Vadhana Anil Ram, Year 12

Inside My Head

Note: This story is a response to 
Tim Winton’s ‘Damaged Goods’ 
from the collection of short sto-
ries ‘The Turning’, written with 
the prompt of Elvis Presley’s song 
‘Edge of Reality’

I had a thing for this girl with a 
birthmark. Strawberry Alison. A 
crimson coloured mark that starts 
at her forehead and goes all the way 
down to her neck. At first, I was 
horrified, but then it intrigued me, 
pulled me, like a faraway beacon.

It has been over 12 years since she 
passed away in a fatal car accident. 
Now she really is a faraway beacon. 
A distant star. A damned street-
light.

The streetlights in this part of 
Angelus seem to have a condemna-
tion towards light. They flicker to 
the brink of misery. I walk into the 
local library. The lights inside are 
not flickering, providing me with a 
sense of comfort, a sense of safety. I 
walk into aisle number 7 and stroll 
across to find a book. A distraction.

I see a book on the ground, laying 
there lifelessly in the middle of my 
path. I pick it up, open it and read 
the first line I see.

You will find peace not by trying to 
escape your problems—suddenly 
a face appears in the window, only 
two feet away from me, and as I 
blink, it’s gone.

On the edge of reality, she sits 
there tormenting me, the girl 
with the nameless face

I see my teenage self sitting there in 
the cafeteria, looking through the 
pictures I had taken of Alison. Her 
bubbled face, her reflective stare 
and her smooth, silicone-like hands 
with a posture of their own.

In every image, these three things 
are consistent.

The very last picture in the film 
was of her in a green dress, con-
trasting with her face. Almost 
balancing it out.

“Wow!”

“Wow”, I look up, blinking a couple 
of times.

“You couldn’t even turn your phone 

off”, a woman next to me says 
firmly.

Realising I am still in the library, 
I pick up my phone and walk back 
towards home.

After dinner, Alice – my wife – 
and I stand in a close to dead si-
lent kitchen cleaning the cutlery. 
Alice inhales and exhales deeply 
to announce her annoyance, and 
finally expresses her feelings.

“Well, you know… I still love 
you... for loving it”, the sentence 
must be complete.

“What?”

I stand there in disbelief.

“Oh. Oh no, don’t worry”, I man-
age to say.

On the edge of reality where 
she overpowers me, with 
fears that I can’t explain, 
she drove me to the point of 
madness, the brink of mis-
ery

This time, I see myself at the 
bonfire, right before Alison’s ac-
cident. However, now it was only 
us, no one else. Just me, her and 
the bonfire.

I see her walk towards me, with a 
look on her face I had never seen 
before. She comes up close and 
provokes me to touch her scar.

I do. It boils, it burns, it hurts.

“OH MY GOD! WHAT ARE 
YOU…”, I hear Alice’s voice.

I still feel the burn on my hand 
and I pull back. I notice that the 
burn was in fact the hot water 
from the sink, that has boiled my 
skin.

“Are you okay?”

Alice grabs my arm to put a pack 
of ice on, but I don’t let her.

“I’m fine”, I storm out of the awk-
ward situation.

I see Alice standing there, alone, 
distressed, upset, frustrated at 
herself. Because of me.

I stand in front of the mirror, 

looking back at myself. My eyes 
wander to the clock as it strikes 
3:00 AM. On the table beside the 
reflection are pictures of Alison.

I close my eyes, intentionally.

If she’s not real then I’m con-
demned to the edge of reality

I am standing at the side of a road. 
I recognise the path, but assume 
it’s just déjà vu.

I look around to see an old oak 
tree, filled with prickly leaves and 
darkened with age. I bend down 
and come close to the soil to find 
broken glass pieces. It amazes me 
how vivid these pictures are.

Soon the sound of a car is audible. 
I do not turn until a clear crash is 
heard.

I do not want to turn, I do not want 
to see, but circumstances push me 
to turn my head around to see my 
Alison. Strawberry Alison.

I see her whole face, crimson red.

I see her hair, strawberry.

I see the whole outburst, orange, 
yellow and red.

I see her silicone-like hands grasp-
ing a book, the book from the 
library. 

You will find peace not by trying 

to escape your problems, but by 
confronting them courageously.

The whole scene burns and cor-
rodes inside my head, as I come 
back to face reality.      

The Turning is a collection of short stories 
written by Australian author Tim Winton.  

- Penguin Books Australia
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Our Tree

Alexa

Being so high up in the tree makes 
you feel like your body is disobeying 
gravity. Until you look down, it’s like 
you can already envision yourself 
falling. My legs dangled over the side 
of a branch, I held the mangoes, wait-
ing for Evangeline to come up. Like 
clockwork we peeled the mangoes 
and hung upside down to eat. The 
thing about mangoes is that if you eat 
upside down, the sticky juice doesn’t 
drip onto your clothes.

The view on a hot summer’s weekend 
is spectacular from here. There is a 
sea of houses and the crown of Lunar 
Park before it expands into the beach 
and ocean which glimmers like mil-
lions of tiny fairy lights on the surface 
of the water.  Watching the drips of 
mango fall to their deaths and splat 
to the ground, I wondered if I would 
have the same effect if I fell.

Finally, Evangeline asked me hesi-
tantly if I was allowed to go to Chloe’s 
party.

I remembered the pink sparkly enve-
lope in the mail and asking my mum 
if I could go. I remembered her disap-
proving and that single word driving 
my anger towards her. I had shouted 
at her that it wasn’t fair even though 
I could tell she was tired from work-
ing three jobs, just so we had food. 
She explained to me that because 
she was working, I had to look after 
my infuriating siblings. After those 
words left her mouth I was enraged. 

I confessed and told Evangeline. She 
looked sympathetic, and I didn’t like 
it. Why did she get to go? A new emo-
tion rumbled inside of me. I was jeal-
ous. Shouldn’t best friends stick with 
each other through thick and thin? 
I felt betrayed. I climbed down the 
tree and headed for home without 
saying anything… because I felt I 
would regret it.

Evangeline

After Alexa stormed off I sat there for 
quite a while. My head was clouded 
with thoughts. My mixed emotions 
jumbled inside me like ping pong 
balls. I decided I would go to the 
party, no matter what Alexa said, 
because the world doesn’t revolve 
around her.

I sat with the popular group at school 
– Chloe’s. They talked about makeup 
and boys which was fine because Al-
exa never did. They admired my long 
black hair and my latest fashion tops, 
although they never fancied my cargo 

pants no matter how many times I 
explained to them that it was the best 
thing to climb trees in.

When the conversation topic changed 
to boys, Chloe would insist on talking 
about my long-time crush; Gilbert. Of 
course, all the girls teased me about 
him and I make pathetic attempts 
to stop it. 

Admittedly, I found Chloe’s group 
kind of boring. They never talked 
about if time travelling is possible, 
like I did with Alexa. In all the books, 
the popular group is portrayed as 
mean and bossy, but I don’t think the 
authors know Chloe’s group. Maybe 
they are mean to some people, but 
they deserve it. 

Alexa

He muttered an apology, then helped 
me collect my books, which were 
now scattered over the floor. Only 
when he looked up did I see who he 
was – Gilbert. With his hazel brown 
eyes that spoke of grief from the loss 
of a loved parent. His brown, wavy 
hair was just at the length of above 
his eyes. His face held forward in a 
steady gaze had me hypnotized until 
he broke the spell by pulling himself 
up off the floor. Feeling self-conscious 
about my patched-up overalls, I tried 
to hide behind my books. Evangeline 
had had a huge crush on him for a 
long time and there he was, with me! 
He asked me out later that day.

I don’t know why I agreed. Maybe 
it was because I wanted something 
that Evangeline didn’t have, or maybe 
because of his eyes. 

I practically skipped back home. Past 
the shops with their sale signs, past 
the park of people picnicking and 
back through the gloomy, moulded 
alleyway with its uneven cobblestone 
ground and graffiti littered walls. 
Back into the small box apartment I 
called home where I flew through the 
door, my shoes barely touching the 
ground. Time ticked by slowly and 
I watched the clock, even though it 
was as useful as watching grass grow.

I didn’t know how Gilbert could find 
me attractive. He says my eyes are 
like emeralds in the sun, but I know 
they are just plain green. Gilbert has 
told me that my hair looks lovely in 
two plaits, which are the colour of 
sunsets at the beach, whereas all I 
see is carrots in two messy bunches.  

Evangeline

Chloe noticed him first. A sort of 

A short story written by:
Lily Lau, Year 8

high-pitched sound arose from her 
mouth and she pointed in his general 
direction. At first, I was in a trance. 
Then a familiar face brought me back 
to earth. Alexa was with him. I rum-
bled with rage and jealousy. Tears 
were threatening to spill over, so I 
started running towards the tree. A 
safe place. 

Alexa

Back at home, the pink envelope in the 
bin was peeping out at me teasingly 
and burst my bubble of happiness. 
When mama asked me what was 
wrong I exploded at her. I should get 
older sibling privileges. And going 
to parties should be one of them! I 
was a pot about to boil over. Mama is 
usually so patient and understanding 
but I guess she got to the end of her 
tether too because she screamed. I 
knew where I was headed; the tree.

My arms pumped in rhythm with my 
legs. My head swarmed with argu-
ments like a bee’s hive. I dashed faster 
and faster towards the tree, I was 
like an eagle on a mission. My vision 
blurred with tears, still I kept going. 
Reaching the tree, I flung my arms 
around it and gave it an enormous 
hug of relief.

Evangeline

I smiled when she hugged the tree 
because it was such an Alexa thing 
to do; her love of nature. Then my 
smile hardened into a grimace. My 
voice rang out across the cool night, 
breaking the silence as I asked her 
what she was doing with Gilbert. At 

first, she looked surprised that I was 
there, then she started climbing up 
the tree towards me. I was like a thun-
dercloud about to strike. There was 
tension in the air and finally, after 
weeks of loneliness, we told each other 
what we thought. I was jealous of her 
‘boyfriend’. She was jealous that I got 
to go to the party. She told me in tears 
that it felt like I had betrayed her for 
the popular group. 

When I couldn’t take it anymore I told 
her that I wasn’t going. 

Those words were like a gunshot and 
silenced us.

Alexa

The tension was so thick you could 
cut it with a knife. 

She told me how she didn’t like the 
feeling of my frustrated gaze following 
her around like a hawk and that she 
didn’t want to lose a good friend. Her 
words washed over me like a wave 
of gratefulness. Evangeline then en-
veloped me in a hug of forgiveness, 
then climbed down the tree with me 
following shortly behind her. Hand 
in hand, we walked away from the 
tree. The tree that held all our sto-
ries of loss and celebration. With its 
thick branches that we had known for 
so long. Its leaves so high above us, 
falling in a protective blanket above 
us like a guardian.                                                                    

Our tree.
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Drawing to a stop, 
Priests gathered 
On either side 
A rust coloured boulder with a polished 
top 
The entire column stood motionless 
Before the crude altar 
The creature stirred 
Began to chant 
The shaman’s declamations 
Repeatedly truncated 
The ancient language 
Strangely twisted 
Dwarf and Urgal 
United  
By archaic dialect 
The sermon spoke 
Things best left unknown 
Malevolent  
Hate  
Festered 
In the dark caverns of people’s hearts 
Allowed to flourish 
In rider’s absence  
Blood  
Madness 
Foul rituals 
Underneath a dark moon 
Twin blades of steel  
Winked like stars 
A rivulet of blood 
Flowed down the leather 
Across the boulder 
It overflowed.

Madness
Poem by:
Cassie Ward, Year 8

Far Cry 5

Reviewed by:
Aditya Arya, Year 9

Before I start, I would like to 
point out that this game is not 
for the faint hearted or people 
who are scared easily,

Set in the fictional open world map 
of Hope County Montana, Far 

Cry 5 is packed to the brim with 
places to explore, people to kill and 
cult outposts to liberate. Against the 
backdrop of rural America, Far Cry 
settings include: mountains, valleys, 
plains, forests, rivers and lakes of 
Hope County, ensuring that there 
is never a dull moment in the game. 
The surroundings are decent-looking 
but are outmatched by games such 
as: Assassins Creed Origins, Horizon 
Zero Dawn or God of War. It is not 
that the graphics are mediocre, but 
better-looking games outshine them.

This dark pocket of rural America is 
controlled by a zealous cult leader, 
Joseph Seed, and his family. This 
sinister family includes Faith Seed, 
who is in charge of mass production 
of the drug called ‘Bliss’. Keep in 
mind, your reaction to the sort of stuff 
you will see when under the influence 
of Bliss will most likely be: I do not 
know what is going on, but it is what 
it is. Then there is John Seed, who is 
in charge of torture, resources and 
‘motivational’ speeches. Following 
him, you tango with Jacob Seed who 
is tough military guy gone psychotic. 
I would like to specially mention that 
you can hire the best companions to 
help you in his region (cough, Hurk 
& Cheeseburger, cough) so start with 
this region.

Since this is the first Far Cry game 
I have played and finished, I cannot 

compare it to any other instalments 
in the series. Regarding gameplay, 
it is smooth and incredibly satisfy-
ing. You feel like a badass sneaking 
through cult outposts, sniping and 
performing stealth takedowns on 
enemies. Then there is the method 
I like to call ‘stealth’, which involves 
equipping Hurk and Cheeseburger 
as your companions, and stocking 
up on explosives. Will it take more 
time to liberate outposts? Yes. Will 
it be incredible fun? Yes! 

However, Far Cry 5 isn’t issue-free. 
There are some times where the side 
quests can get a little dull as they 
involve freeing a certain number of 
people or collecting a certain number 
of things. Then there are the endings. 
While the story is incredible, after I 
witnessed the endings, I could not 
help but feel a little let-down. In total, 
there are three endings, two you can 
trigger near the end, and one you can 
trigger at the start, within minutes 
of starting the game.

While I won’t spoil any of the end-
ings for you, I can say that the only 
good ending in there is the one at the 
start. I am not trying to discourage 
you from playing the game, and I am 
certainly not trying to say that you 
should strive to achieve the ending at 
the start. I am saying play the game 
because you like it not for the sake 
of playing it and finishing it.

To finish off, if you are genuinely in-
terested in playing Far Cry 5, I highly 
recommend you do. I immensely 
enjoyed playing it and will play the 
next Far Cry title. I give it a 9/10.

Far Cry 5 is the 5th main installment in the Far Cry series  - Microsoft

Game by Ubisoft 
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Ask Anonymous
Advice from:
Four unnamed members of The Seahorse team

This is a platform where you can ask any questions, express anything and 
get a reply from people who are willing to listen, laugh along with you, give 
advice and help you with any problems you have. This is completely anon-
ymous and your thoughts are safe with us. Your name will NOT be shared 
or revealed to us nor to anyone else.

To send a submission for the next isssue of The Seahorse, fill in this form 
or go to bit.ly/TheSeahorseAskAnonymous

1. Who won the 2018 AFL Brownlow medal and which team do they play for?

2.  Which US actor plays the title character in the movie franchise ‘Deadpool’?

3. ‘FAKE LOVE’ is a song by which K-pop band?

4. Which pioneer physicist died from prolonged exposure to radiation?

5. What does the acronym DNA stand for?

6. What does the slang term ‘bush telly’ refer to?

7. In the Star Wars series, which type of ship is the Millennium Falcon?

8. What is the alternate term for the ‘northern lights’?

9. In Greek mythology, what did Narcissus fall in love with?

10. What is the name of the new Australian Prime Minister?

Quiz

ANSWERS: 1. Tom Mitchell, Hawthorn 2.  Ryan Reynolds 3. BTS 4. Marie 
Curie 5. Deoxyribonucleic acid 6. a campfire 7. YT-1300 Light Freighter 8. 
aurora borealis 9. His reflection 10. Scott Morrison

Solution to last issue’s sudoku:

https://docs.google.com/forms/d/e/1FAIpQLSf3EEjk7m6Px2VxyM8qRFTWeLhPDjYzL2ZIQxZkB_Qw3PHB1w/viewform?c=0&w=1

