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To the patients, staff and community
at Calvary Hospital, North Adelaide
with love
from the Creative Writing Club
and art students
at St Dominic’s Priory College
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Introduction
The Creative Writing Club at St Dominic’s is a delightful, diverse group of students, which
ranges from bouncing, enthusiastic Year 6s to dedicated Year 12s seeking a creative
outlet from their intense studies. All are talented writers who enjoy gathering with likeminded individuals during Thursday lunch times in the Library.
Over one semester, the students have gelled into a vibrant little community, which has
been facilitated by a strong sense of purpose. Writers need an audience and, therefore,
in collaboration with Belinda Chapman, Mission Integration Coordinator at Calvary
Hospital, we decided to produce a zine for the Calvary community. This has been a
driving force for the group.
The zine’s title, ‘Voices from the Heart’ sums up the students’ generosity of spirit, and
willingness to share some of themselves in their writing, often a risky and challenging
process. The collection is an eclectic selection of pieces about people, special places,
nature, and topics initiated by students, which capture unique moments in their lives. It
celebrates the girls’ gifts as writers, and also acknowledges the sharing of some of their
innermost thoughts.
‘Voices from the Heart’ is our gift to the patients, staff and community at Calvary
Hospital. Whatever impact it has on its readers or whatever reactions the writings
evoke, whether it be the recollection of memories, inspiration, or simple pleasure, we
hope the students’ voices will always resonate with truth and warmth.

Shelda Rathmann
Editor
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My Place
The quiet moments used to frustrate me,
speed through the world so fast,
afraid to hit the brakes,
afraid of being alone in a room,
too much to say and no one to say it to.
Long hours would pass
while my thoughts whirled,
I used to wonder who could enjoy
the solitude,
the pauses in conversation,
the potent lack of noise.
These days I embrace the silence
stretched out on a soft bed,
count the pictures on my wall
and the growing lines down my face,
sighing deeply into my book.
There is a breeze through my window
caressing my face,
moving through the empty spaces,
four walls have never felt so freeing.
There is always a place for me here
to put my body and my mind to bed.
Emelia Haskey

Cindy Kieu
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Nikki Nguyen
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Home on High
The tree is a spire,
a ladder to a peaceful realm
where all is movement and stillness,
a perch for birds and children
to rest,
to wash away worries and cares,
safe in the leaves.
My hands stretch out
to grasp the well-worn bark,
a muscle memory
like riding a bike
tells my body how to move,
scrapes to knees and elbows
as I ascend.
The branches at the top are thin arms
holding me up,
closing me in,
a leafy cloud in dappled light,
a castle tower where I can spy,
seeing but unseen,
a cosmos full of wonders.
Claire Hennessy
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My Wonderland
There is a place
of rolling hills
and castle ruins
like hidden playgrounds.
A place of sunshine,
endless summer days
and frozen winter wonderlands.
And this place
is where nights are spent
talking,
staring up, up, up
into a sea of diamonds.
Where every moment
of every day
is filled with laughter,
with family.
There’s no place like
Poland,
where cobbled streets
meet winding rivers,
where time stands still
holding its breath,
so that if only for a moment,
I can let go
of mine.
Justyna Dutka

Carmela Malapira
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土龙 Earth Dragon
The Great Wall of China
Hidden in the mountains
lay chains of bricks and mortar,
hidden between these trees
rests their spirits.
Time disappears,
hiding behind the stone,
seeping through the steps.
Winds chant the hymns
of those fallen,
brushing against young ears,
and amidst the azure and emerald green,
the earth dragon slithers
endlessly.
Emily Trieu

Cat-Thy Bui
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Abstract Girl
I love an abstract girl.
She’s all sharp edges
and blurred colours,
blue melts into violet
melts into red.
Her hands shake
when I hold them,
but they’re warm,
and mine are steady enough
for the two of us.
Her voice is the first thing I hear
when winter comes around
leaving autumn in its wake,
turning brass into silver.
It wades through heaps
of auburn, mahogany leaves,
soft and svelte and here.
She is electric
down to her core.
An abstract girl,
but she makes perfect sense
to me.
She is the embers of a fire,
an icy window pane.
The whistle of the wind,
the thunder and lightning.
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Together we learn
heart-shaped lessons.
She leaves me at dawn,
a heart-shaped afterglow
on the brink of day.
Blue melts into violet
melts into red,
then lastly into pink.
And I think that maybe
we’re better off alone.
But I wouldn’t want to be happy
if I couldn’t be happy
with her.
Julia Pickersgill

Cindy Kieu
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Ballerina
Hours in the studio,
balances,
leaps,
turns,
perfecting it to perform.
I push, challenge myself
to jump further,
stand taller,
kick higher
to turn like a top.
Waiting in the wings,
a river of anxiety
and adrenalin
rush through me,
and then,
it’s time.
The spotlight is blinding
as I scan the crowd
with hundreds of eyes
staring back at me like beacons.
I hear soft, wafting notes
of the violin
and I begin.
I’m the artist
and the stage
my canvas,
as I pour my soul
into the dance
and paint my masterpiece.
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But soon,
I spin to a stop
holding my pose,
a mask of grace and poise,
my smile brighter
than the stars above.

Sophie Ngo

Maya Smulders
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Ode to Edward, my Cello
Smooth, dappled wood
with a soft polished grain,
you look strong but delicate,
a sturdy build with fragile features.
You sing to me
in your baritone voice
and whatever I choose
you perform.
Sometimes you are light as a feather,
a stirring high note
that glides down on golden wings
to a swooning low.
At other times you bounce,
jaunty tunes
and swift melodies
run like rivers of sound.
We are a partnership,
two beings in tune,
one song shared
in both hearts.

Claire Hennessy
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The Girl in the Painting
I look at her through the frame
surrounding her with gold,
her soul reaching out,
in twirling spirals
intertwining with mine.
And I know that she
has long departed
from this world,
and yet she is there
in front of me.
I stare at her
and she stares back at me
through the frame
which holds her so tightly,
keeping her on the other side.
Cleo Vandepeer

Giulia Canala
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Books
I flip through the pages,
immerse myself in different worlds.
Words fly off, surround me
and my mind is running free.
I see settings and landscapes
I have imagined –
green rolling hills, blue skies,
and gushing rivers.
I feel the cool breeze caressing me,
whiffs of dewy grass,
fresh morning air
and the wind whispering
through the trees.
I am lost in my fantasy world
where witches cackle,
wizards cast secret spells,
dragons roar a puff of smoke
and gentle giants thump in the clouds.
Pixies flit and fly in stardust
and greedy goblins wander through
dark labyrinths.
My mind is a maze
of characters and stories
that light up my life
and fill me with wonder.
Lucy Johnson

Ciara Moore
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Where Does Sound Go?
You asked me once, 'Where does sound go?'
I didn't know what to say. I hadn't ever thought about it before. I had spent so many
years of my life being noisy and aggressive and loud, because anything I said didn't
seem to matter once I had said it. The conversation moved on. People forgot and so
did I.
I was constantly surrounded by ambient city noise. I never had a quiet moment. Even
late at night, when everyone should have been asleep, I could hear the traffic whirring
along on the streets below me. The orange of streetlights glowed through my old
windows, gently illuminating patches of the carpet beside my bed.
I hadn't known a truly silent moment when you asked me that, and I still haven't. But I
have an answer now.
Sound doesn't just pollute the atmosphere like we think it does, sticking around for an
ephemeral moment before it collapses in on itself and ceases to exist. Nothing just
ceases. Instead, it's absorbed. Into everything – no matter is exempt from it. It can
permeate the toughest of steel and cling onto the smallest of molecules. You can't
touch it, but you can feel it everywhere.
It's always there, somewhere. We forget it once we can no longer hear it, but if you
listen, it'll still be there. In the walls, in the trees, on the pavement of your childhood
street. Still warm from the afternoon sun. And if you listen carefully enough, if you
want to hear it, you'll be able to. Press your ear up to that same pavement. Hear the
thumping of sneakers and the revving of an engine. Domestic secrets, discords once
hidden behind a faultless marble façade, absorbed into the ground.
Go to Greece, to the Parthenon. Press your hand to one of the mighty columns and
close your eyes. Feel the deep, booming voices of the ancients speaking to you in
tongues you can understand, but will never be able to replicate. They will explain to
you what it means to be human. Let their words reverberate throughout your body,
attaching themselves to your being. Take away what you will.
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There is a tree in a forest. By this tree lies a stream, bubbling quietly. Running over
stones, smoothing them, turning once enormous boulders into pebbles no bigger than
the size of your palm. The tree’s roots spread under this river, under the rest of the
forest, around the world itself. They do not constrict, nor destroy, but instead support
and nurture. Stay. Listen to them. Hear the lilting voice of life whispering to you, as its
vines grow around your feet and heart, healing your soul.
Once you have heard all this, once you have listened to every leaf and petal and bug
and building ... then you will know where sound goes. And it will stay with you forever.
Julia Pickersgill

Bethanie Alderson
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A Colourful Storm
We walk side by side,
the sky crying rainbows
and my black umbrella catches
each luminescent drop.
She sees a puddle of swirling light
and dashes over,
heedless of the water
sprinkling her hair.
Her boots crash into the pool
in a firework burst.
Her laughter chimes like bells
as she skips back to me.
By the time we reach home,
there are rainbows squelching
in our socks
and seeping through our clothes
into our skin.
With curtains flung wide,
each splatter against
the window panes,
a glistening gem.
Claire Hennessy
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Take Me Back
Take me back
to the endless nights,
the moonlight glistening,
a warm breeze blowing my hair,
sending shivers up my spine,
the soft sand sliding between my toes
as your hand slithers into mine.
Take me back
to the sweet scent of lavender,
the hum of birdsong in the trees
as the grass tickles my back,
painting pictures in the sky,
endless possibilities
for you and me.
Take me back
to the quiet moments,
looking deep into your eyes, your soul,
your heartbeat matching mine,
a steady smooth pace,
safe in the serenity
of your embrace.
Chloe Edmonds

Zoe Marinis
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Build me a god
Make her compassionate and kind
with hands as large as planets
and golden, celestial hair.
Give her two eyes
as big as suns,
and twice as bright.
Let her arms grow long and steady
so they may wrap around the universe,
gentle and warm.
Build me a god
Make him the size of a fingernail
or maybe a sunflower seed
with uneven teeth
and a naïve, infantile joviality.
Put him in the mind of the distressed,
the blood of the sick.
Let him heal those
who cannot heal themselves.
Let him be seen where he is not,
in stained glass windows
and summer rain.
Build me a god
Do not show me how to love them,
let me learn that myself.
Let me anger them
and please them.
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Let me reject them
and forgive me when I return to them.
Let them teach me how to love and hate
in equal measure.
Let them bring me life
and take it away.
In this way,
I’ll learn to appreciate
the first days of spring.
Julia Pickersgill

Robabeh Dosti
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Grandma’s Garden
A young crimson apple,
its shiny skin glows blood red,
full of flavor,
as new as a spring morning.
A sweet sensation brushes my lips
as I sink my teeth
into the cool, crisp apple
straight off the tree.
Grandma’s garden,
a wonderland of dreams
and hopes of the past,
where the morning light gleams
on the fresh fruit,
with drops of light rain
running off freckled leaves,
glistening in rays of sun,
and mist rises from damp grass,
a summer’s day
spent under the willow tree.
Sahara Rann

Cindy Kieu
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Great Grandma Monica
Watching Midsummer Murders in the dark
knitting a blanket,
Great grandma, Mon, sits on her couch
with her long mane of flowing white hair,
a face full of wrinkles like crinkled paper,
and her deep blue eyes twinkle
as she enjoys her company.
Soon, she falls asleep and snores
like a grumbling bear,
and her dreams
are a stained glass window
of recurring images
and 98 years of memories.
Anneliese Kretschmer

Natasha DeNardis
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Little Ladybird
Little ladybird
drifting through the wind,
exploring
a city of grass.
Little ladybird
landing on my palm,
spots like diamonds
adorning ruby-red wings.
Little ladybird
tiny though you are,
you bring great joy
and fly so far.

Justyna Dutka

Maria Tran
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A Summer’s Day
Trees whisper secrets
and they fly on the breeze
like the clouds through the sky,
speaking of ancient languages
where the stillness lies.
Parasols lift to heights,
shadows dance on the grass,
skirts twirl, a gathering of colours.
Tulips, dandelions, larkspur sway,
a field of patterns,
tranquil, still, serene.
I surrender to the peace
and meander through meadows,
the sun, warm and kind
feeding the cold and depressed.
Wind moves with me, a part of me,
blows my hair,
a mass of blonde and brunette.
Birds glide like planes
swathed in light fabrics of the sky,
the air is sweet on my lips
a simple pleasure
on a summer’s day.

Willow Rann

Olivia Moriarty
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Minh-Chau Le
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Climbing
What is it you can reach but I can’t?
Some high up place in the canopy of stardom
with your long arms and gangly body,
you can pick the fruit that seems
so far from me –
rich, and dripping with its reddish juices,
sweet tasting with a sour tang
as you swallow,
staining the insides of your mouth
so you can never forget the taste,
the look of pride.
My ladder is never tall enough,
it is rickety,
built on false airs and graces,
and as I lean forward
to harvest my prize,
my balance shifts and knocks me
onto the grass,
and I lie under the branches
shaded by this great tree,
drying up like the leaves.
Emelia Haskey
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Forests
Factories creak and groan
like great iron giants
lumbering across our earth,
leaving chaos in their wake,
destruction with each footstep
as we are paving their paths.
The forests of far off lands are screaming,
their voices making a melody
with the giants who creak and groan,
and their pleas are carried by the canopy,
flown by the wind
over seas and mountains,
but they diminish and disappear.
From voices that once roared
comes only a whisper of wind
between the gum leaves,
a whisper carried from far off lands
where metal giants creak and groan,
singing with the pleas of forest voices,
asking us to stop – please stop
paving their paths.
Cleo Vandepeer

Teresa Do
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My Paradise
I walk into another world,
a world of lush green spaces,
of soft calls from creatures
hidden in the undergrowth,
of peace and tranquility.
The tall trees are guardians
saluting, safeguarding my heart.
They cast their leafy shadows
onto the mossy carpet
beneath my feet,
offering their service.
But in the winter
my protectors lie dormant,
slumbering giants
under thick blankets of snow,
and everything
is silent, serene.
Tamika Gunson

Alexandra Daugalis

31 | P a g e

Summer Is …
Summer is my friend.
She’s all warm and glossy,
like golden syrup,
or maybe molasses.
She’s got deep amber eyes
and dark, velvet skin.
Tightly coiled ringlets
frame her heart-shaped face.
When she’s here,
I feel like I can breathe again.
Winter’s gone
with his stale air
and his six-month drought.
Life returns to my world.
With her,
she brings spring.
She brings green
and gold.
Christmas beetles
and honeybees.
The evenings are warm
when I’m with her,
and the days are long.
Time trickles by
like molten wax.
Slowly,
tentatively hanging
over a paper-thin precipice,
then all at once.
She brings me mangoes
and peaches.
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They fill my mouth
with sweet nectar,
leave my fingers
golden and sticky.
She reminds me
of what it is to be happy,
to dance
and sing.
What it is to be young
and ever younger.
But she can’t stay forever,
even though I beg her to.
A warm hand holds my own.
Golden days turn
into crisp autumn breezes,
and soon she’s gone.
A shimmering, bronze outline
on a late afternoon sky.
So I spend my winter hours
in wait,
with bated breath,
anticipating my friend,
Summer
Julia Pickersgill

Zoe Marinis
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Enchanted Forest
I am floating upwards
to an enchanted forest
in the clouds.
The Earth disappears,
colours distort,
sparkles hover, pirouette
and trees stretch their arms.
Mythical animals
leap across the leafy floor,
birds soar through the azure sky,
and rainbows coated
in a colourful blanket,
arch above.
Flowers smile and sway
in the wind,
and peacefully dance
to their favourite song.
Ayo Adejoro and Alia Hickman

Izabella Rosenzweig
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Morning Fog
It crept in from the hills,
like a ravenous cat creeping
up on its prey.
Slowly, it cloaked the city,
creating a sea of milky mist.
It slithered between each crevice,
slunk its way in through each crack,
and stalked the streets,
swirling against the trees.
We became invisible,
masked by the white blanket.
The only indication of our presence –
two lights, like eyes, beaming
through the morning fog.
Justyna Dutka

Amber Cameron
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Sunset
An explosion of colour illuminates the sky,
a circus in the heavens begins
polychrome fires pirouette,
clouds trapeze on the horizon.
A garden of creativity seeps into view,
a palette of dreams laid out for me
and I’m engulfed in a wondrous sea.
Alexandra Chavez

Alice Nguyen
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Golden
A soft crunch under my boots,
the rustle of trees in the warm wind,
whispering between the branches.
A flash of red, like forest fires,
of brown, like the earth beneath my feet,
of yellow, like the early morning sun,
of orange, like hot pumpkin soup.
A warm toned rainbow
of fluttering leaves.
A mug of hot tea warms my frozen fingertips.
The sweet scent of honey lingers,
the flavour coats my tongue,
as I listen
to the rhythmic drip
drip
drip
of evening showers.
I am snug in my handmade sweater,
woven threads of comforting warmth,
as the morning sun sets the trees on fire,
and the leaves turn to gold.
Justyna Dutka
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Jessica Crowe

The Winter Light
The sun hides on the edge of the land,
drenching the skies in orange and pink
like fabrics from a merchant’s coat.
Dusk beckons,
as my frozen world lies tranquil and still,
and snowflakes,
like diamonds from above,
glide down with wings of white,
a luminescent glow
from the heavens.
Willow Rann

Sarah Runnegar-Mullins
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Wintertide
The lake becomes a different place
in the winter,
trees stripped bare of their colour,
skeletons,
dew, frozen in motion
dripping off blades of grass.
The people still play,
wrapped up in woolly coats,
beanies,
gloves,
as streams of hot cocoa
warm frosty hands
and ribbons of fire
dance in the hearth.
Fairy lights spiral
up bare branches, a gentle glow
while children learn to skate,
slipping,
sliding
across the sapphire-blue glass.
Couples hold onto each other,
laughing together
with love and adoration
in their eyes,
and they sparkle
like the ice.
Sophie Ngo
Sandy Nguyen
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Enjoy the creative writing
and artwork
by St Dominic’s Priory College
students.

139 Molesworth Street, North Adelaide 5006 |www.stdominics.sa.edu.au |ph: 8267 3818
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