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Editor’s note 
 

Welcome to the first edition of Manuscription! 

We started Manuscription specifically for creative people who are 18 and under. It is 
an opportunity for young people to get their voices heard and get experience in 
publication, as well as get excellent feedback and mentoring from older, more 
experienced practitioners. We wanted to help young creatives produce their best 
work and take something away from this process that they can apply to other 
projects in the future.  

In Manuscription, the end result is not as important as the process. We want to know 
that our contributors (and, in some cases, our mentors) learned something from this 
experience.  

Reading through this first issue, it is exciting to see the different types of expression 
that young creatives are producing. We had a lot of poetry submissions, exploring a 
range of issues. Everything from family, to the natural world, to the adult gatekeepers 
who stand between them and their favourite books. There is questioning and there is 
assurance. There is optimism and scepticism. 

When you read their bios, you’ll see the range or our contributors’ talent and 
experience. They aren’t just writers and artists; they’re athletes, linguists, travellers, 
and photographers. For some, English is not their first language. We were delighted 
with the diversity of contributors, who come from Australia, America, and Tanzania, 
and have cultural backgrounds that are as exciting and interesting as the work that 
they’ve produced.  

We’re excited to bring you this first edition of Manuscription Magazine! Keep your 
eyes out for the second edition in December this year.  

- The Editorial Board 

 

Facebook: ManuscriptionMag 

Twitter: @_Manuscription 

Email: manuscriptionmagazine@gmail.com 

Website: https://manuscriptionmag.wordpress.com/  
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Alison 
Harvill  

 

Bio: I am Alison Harvill, and I am 14 years old. I am from the United States of 
America, and I live in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. As well as a writer I am a swimmer, 
and have been competitively swimming since I was six years old. I currently want to 
be a pharmaceutical scientist when I'm older.   

Editor’s note: We loved the immediacy of Alison’s work. All three poems bring the 
reader into the scene from the first line using very precise details. From the youthful 
optimism in Neighbourhood Kids, to the despair of the lady in Fitting Room, to the 
unease of the teenager in Sweet Sixteen, Alison’s poetry is invested with emotion. 

  



 

 

Neighbourhood Kids  
 
“And someone I love is dying. 
Flowers will be wanted for her too,” 
 -Linda Pastan 

 
When I was six, my mother  

was still able to force me into lace-covered dresses, 

and I still believed in magic.  

 
I would twirl a stick, 

and expect a dog to appear, 

I would concoct elixirs 

to make our garden thrive. 

 
My neighbour was my sister and I’s apprentice. 

She had tight pigtails with beads on the end, 

and clothes laid on her bed every morning. 

We stooped on her cement porch 

over a bowl of water, casting our spells. 

 
My sister would dash across the street, 

pull petals off our mother’s 

rose bush and tiger lilies. 

I would step over the little fence 

after making sure the elderly woman was gone. 

Standing in her yard, 

my fists snatched sprigs 

of spearmint, cilantro, sage. 

 
  



 

 

With extra ingredients stolen from cupboards, 

we would mix and mash, 

brewing until a small plastic bottle 

filled with perfume.  

 
It gave off a headache-inducing aroma, 

but we dabbed some on anyways. 

Our parents asked us what we made. 

We made a love potion today, 

we made a healing potion, 

 
we made a perfume that will  

keep us young forever.  

 

Fitting Room  
 
Cotton-fingers lace up 

another dress. 

 
This one barely  

reaches her shoulders. 

Tugging on the zipper,  

fabric pulled fraught, 

it wouldn’t budge. 

 
She stands with the zipper 

sliding down her back, 

the dress beginning to puddle 

at her feet. 

 



 

 

She wonders why she  

is not twenty pounds less, 

not three sizes smaller, 

not like her friends, 

who don’t have to worry 

about finding clothes.  

 
She stands there 

looking at her reflection. 

Staring back is the insecurity 

and shame of baggy clothes, 

and elephant-sized shirts that  

usually cover it.  

The harsh lighting and the  

closed off space makes it impossible  

to not see her body, moving 

in the mirror.  

 

Sweet Sixteen  
 
“My mother said I could be anything 
I wanted—but I chose to live.” 

 -Ocean Vuong 

 

The restaurant has soft lighting, 

candles in glass containers 

providing enough light  

to see our smiles. 

 



 

 

I am placed in between  

two girls who don’t know me. 

I talk to their backs rather 

than their faces. 

 

My sister giggles with the other girls, 

she doesn’t care if I’m drowning. 

My stomach is in knots, 

if I slip here I will never  

be a part of their family.  

 

This is what the living do. 

I was raised with political humor, 

things you shouldn’t joke about, 

and the understanding of something more 

than what was said. 

 

I lift my plate to share 

some broccoli and beef 

with someone who comes from 

Birkenstocks and acceptance, 

used to what i am not. 

I tell stories of my life as I learn about theirs, 

smile at the boys at the end of the table. 

I laugh when she opens her gift, 

and screams like everyone was waiting for. 

 



 

 

I can feel my roots slipping away, 

the ones I always try and hold on to. 

I feel like I fit. 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Vaidehi 
Lachheta 

 

Bio: An introvert to some and an extrovert to some others, I have always been a little 
weird, and proud of it. I cherish alone time and talking to myself. I am all about 
stories, and flaws, and believe that only love can change the world. Although, being 
a dancer has taught me nothing but hard work, I am mostly a panda trapped in a 
human body. I am just another night owl, hoping to make this world feel the beauty of 
silence and darkness. On the best of days, I don't have tears. I either have moves or 
words. R&B's are something I can't live without. I won't be found in a crowd but 
definitely in a storm. I am the rebel and the counsellor of a group at the same time. I 
am one of those who secretly read puns, alone, and laugh. I will always be found in 
pyjamas, making people laugh. Everything that is nature can give me chills. The 
universe fascinates me to no limits. When young, I always looked up to the sky with 
eyes not so childlike. Eventually, I got drawn to concepts of life and I dream of 
finding the ultimate answers of life one day. I am letters and hope in a world of texts 
and hurry. I am here to find, to fall, to feel, and, at last, to exist. 

Editor’s note: Vaidehi’s poetry has a lovely sound when read aloud. We enjoyed the 
structure and expression throughout, as well as the way Vaidehi uses strong imagery 
that is echoed with booming sounds and strong repetition. Clouds of Ashes is a well-
executed piece with a solid message. 

 

  



 

 

Clouds of Ashes 
 
Roar roar the clouds of ashes 

Drowning the human race in the acids of its sins 

They, like venom, 

come out of the guts of countless creatures 

who now burn over their dead children, 

well, in small boxes with engines. 

 

Roar roar the clouds of ashes  

As they collide harshly, pour furiously  

and send lightning down the spine of 

every technology, architecture and development 

With every drop of their annoyance, 

they throw themselves on this Earth, 

hitting the mortals with wonderous fear. 

 

Roar roar the clouds of ashes  

Airing their show of pure trouble 

Trying to get their sound of pain to every ear down here 

Pain of their mother namely, terra firma. 

 

Roar roar the clouds of ashes 

Touching every skin with their tears 

Forming an ocean in the air, waving with the wind, waving at us 

Leaving. 

But only to liberate the green they gave birth to. 

Dying to let us live 

Dying to live themselves. 

  



 

 

Larry 
Matoyo 

 

Bio: My name is Larry Matoyo and I’m 18 years old. I live with my parents and 
younger brother in Dar es Salaam, Tanzania. I study at Feza International School in 
Dar es Salaam and I’m about to start my last year in high school. My passion lies 
within the arts. I love drawing sketches and earned the reputation of being one of the 
best artists in my school. Not only that but I’ve also written a short novel titled “Larry 
Bourne: Where’s the Pharaoh?” I write to express my love for adrenaline-filled 
adventure, mystery and action. This is my first book and I’m still writing new 
adventures of Larry Bourne. I also love the outdoors and travelling to new places 
because it’s quite an experience seeing and learning new things and meeting people 
from different cultures. I haven’t exactly been to a lot of countries (only 6 so far) but I 
believe that, in the end, I will travel to every country in the world. 

Mentor’s note: “Larry's art stands out for its simplicity, a raw sketching, in pencil and 
perhaps crayon on paper, to bring to fore the poignancy of his younger brother's 
face, the innocence of a child's curiosity or contemplation, trapped in a moment.” – 
Eugen Bacon  



 

 

  



 

 

Meher 
Hussaini 

 

Bio: Meher Nesa Hussaini is a 17-year-old female attending year 11 at Pinnacle 
College. She was born in Afghanistan and raised in Australia, Adelaide since the age 
of 6. Despite the fact that English was her second language, she took on the 
challenges of developing a new language. She adapted to the new environment very 
quickly and learnt that one can’t expect success to come knocking on their door without 
a willingness to work hard. She has previously been published with the University of 
South Australia’s MOD Museum, in 2017. She has been published through school 
competitions and success speech for refugee week, in 2018, held by AMRC. Being in 
the last few years of school, it’s difficult to focus on anything besides grades and 
making memories. Nonetheless, Meher has spends most of her spare time trying to 
fulfil her passion for writing as effectively as possible, by submitting to publishers, 
building a website, making an Instagram (meher.poetry) for her poetry and enhancing 
her public speaking by being open to doing speeches and slam poetry.  

Mentor’s Note: “This is a beautiful and original piece of writing. There are some very 
powerful ideas in it about truth and lies and hope. I actually got goose bumps when I 
read the last line. I like that it makes me think. I love the use of the senses of smell 
and hearing to describe the roses and the birds – an example of ‘looking’ at things in 
a different way before making judgements.” – Kathryn Clark  



 

 

Wish a Hope  
 
I sit there wishingly wondering how I look the way I do, and why I do. I wish it wasn’t 
all about the looks. Why can’t people understand who I am to judge me and not how 
I look? Sitting here I see the dullness of the roses beside me, but the sweet smell is 
far much better to embrace than to sit there judging them on how they appear to be. 
Time will change, people will change, but the truth will forever remain the truth.  

I sit there peaceful, and suddenly I sense the horrid and overwhelming smell that 
seems to be coming from three little birds, sitting side by side on a small branch of a 
large tree. Why are they so beautiful? What gorgeous and outstanding colourful 
wings, which spread out as pure as an angel. I sit there thinking those birds might 
have the aspiration to believe they are beautiful for wishing to smell like roses. But 
wishes are just hopes that never come true.  

Sitting there, even more hopelessly, I hear the three birds’ soft elegant sound of 
music. I wonder to myself how many people would dislike these birds if they judged 
them the first time they walked past them and realised how they smell. The wind 
blows softly, I take a deep breath in as I sense the roses blossoming smell. I can 
hardly control myself. I have to go closer to it. As I go closer, the smell becomes 
even more intriguing. I bend down and gently, bringing one of the roses closer to 
myself, I inhale deeply like it’s the last thing I will smell, and exhale out like nothing 
had ever smelled better. I let go of the rose but one of the pricks cuts my finger. Oh, 
how that cut makes me realise that the pain and heartache of my life are far more 
severe. I can’t blame the rose or the prick, after all I was the one so fascinated to get 
closer. I guess that’s my punishment for getting so close, too fast.  

The three birds stop singing their incredible music and fly so firmly towards the 
roses. The birds are so fast, gliding through the air in rhythm. They fly so quickly 
through the roses, I don’t even realise that the roses are now gone. It’s as if they 
never existed, like they were just some myths and lies. I feel like I had nothing 
against them, but I still never did anything for them. Yet if someone asks I would say 
I knew them.  

Now I sit here watching them lay on the ground, such a beautiful smell as though 
they are still alive. Time has changed since they left, the sour taste of truth remains 
the same. Why? Why are wishes just hope? Why are hopes just lies that never make 
it through the other side? Why am I questioning all that has no answer? Why do I 
hope to one day feel alive? Why am I holding on to hope? Those roses were 
probably holding on to hope so tight, and for what? To regret all the time wasted on 
the biggest lie, such as hope? Why bother holding on to lies when I could face the 
truth? I know I’m not wanted, but I’m going to stay because I have a choice. I know 
I’m in pain, but no one knows how much longer I will be here to dwell on it. I know 
I’m invisible, but I’ll learn to outshine the rest.  

  



 

 

Bryce 
Dailey 

 

Bio: My poem, "Money", is indeed an acrostic poem, an assignment for my English 
class. I am 14 years of age at the time of writing this. 

Editor’s note: Acrostic poetry is deceptively simple, but even here we can see the 
techniques that Bryce is bringing to the task. Bryce brings the reader in with the 
second person, creates a rhythm with the linking commas, and brings it all together 
with a moral at the conclusion.  

 

Money 
 
Money pays the bills 

On your parent’s mortgage. 

Nobody ever has enough, and 

Everybody says it is the root of all evil, but 

You still want more of it. 

  



 

 

Christel 
Thompson 

 

Bio: Christel Thompson is an American poet and novelist, based in Chicago. At 18 
years old, she is fluent in four languages, pursuing a B.L.A in Creative Writing at the 
University of Illinois. Christel can be found reading by day and unable to get to sleep 
by night. Outside of her literary endeavours, Christel is a portrait photographer, avid 
tea-drinker, and professional makeup hoarder. She has professed that she's loathe 
to speak about herself in the third person but has been known to be persuaded on 
occasion. 

Mentor’s note: “The most rewarding aspect of editing Vellicor was seeing how 
Christel took my editing suggestions to heart and made them her own. The draft 
submitted for me to read was already very strong in terms of content: powerful 
messages, humorous and insightful anecdotes, and a full bodied, imaginative 
language that at moments seemed to lift off the page as I was reading. My editing 
suggestions concerned the micro details of rhythm, line breaks, formal structure and 
the title. I advised Christel to pick a title that reflected the inner core of the poem, and 
was very happy with the end result.” – Josephine Greenland 

 

  



 

 

Vellichor 
 
After Lee Young-Li, “Persimmons” 

 

At 6 years old, Harry Potter  

got me into trouble. I picked up  

the hardcover, running my palms over 

the paper jacket, soft and buttery.   

Entranced by the squiggly gold text,  

embossed, heavy, on the cover. 

“You can’t read this!” Mrs. Kowe scowled,  

ripping the volume from my chubby hands.  

“These books are for the big kids.”   

 

I turned red, a plump 

strawberry in Osh Kosh overalls, 

swelling to fruition in the library. 

“Yes I can!” She turned back  

to me; made a proposition.  

“Well, how’s this? If you can read 

it, you can check it out.” 

Smug, she turned away. I purpled, 

grabbed the book back, flipped to the first page.  

Read it aloud. 

Librarians and fellow first graders be damned. 

 

  



 

 

Mrs. Kowe deflated, checked 

out The Sorcerer's Stone for me,  

the beep of the barcode  

a small white flag between  

tired adult and fiery child.  

 

I returned to the classroom, 

settled into my seat,  

pretending to pay attention  

to addition. Under  

my desk was the story  

about wizards and three-headed dogs.  

I decided, after a mere four chapters, 

that magic was real. 

Recess was spent inside, my corner  

of the classroom a castle, the canopy of 

blankets over my head transformed into 

the leaves of some forbidden forest.  

The best way to read,  

I learned, was to be silent,  

 

and cradle the book in my lap. To be  

delicate with the pages, peel them 

back slowly, careful so as not to tear into 

the flesh of the story. Whisper the words 

aloud, chew on them. Suck up the spells  

written on the page.  



 

 

Savour. Swallow.  

Eat the meat of the fairytale, so sweet.  

All of it, to the heart.  

 

Other books that got me into 

trouble were The Handmaid’s 

Tale, and Lolita. It didn’t 

matter what grade I was in,  

or what books I read, teachers were  

ready to reprimand. Were they jealous?  

Did they know I liked my own words  

more than their lectures?  

The countless books I read were lessons  

that taught me far more than white- 

washed history lessons, Theology class 

or Honors Geometry. 

 

After my library outburst, Mrs. Kowe made  

Harry Potter a series that you could read  

for “Library Rewards”. Kids flocked to them  

in droves, digested them in exchange  

for points to trade in 

for lollipops, bouncy-balls, and cheap  

plastic barrettes. I stayed quiet,  

knowing that reading for a prize could not 

be nearly as sweet as reading for pleasure.  

  



 

 

The wisest man who has ever taught me English,  

Kevin Beirne, once said that every book had  

a soul inside it. He made us read things like  

Catcher in the Rye, and Fahrenheit 451, and Things 

Fall Apart. 

 

Once, at a yard sale, I found a bin of books.  

Tattered, with dusty over-loved covers.  

I picked them up, fanned through the pages,  

bought the lot, dragged them home.  

To read some more.  

With every new story and world: 

I thought to myself: the soul,  

the soul.  

 

I imagine that one day, I will lose my sight.  

It is bad enough already. I will be blind,  

but that will not stop me from sitting up 

at night, creaking my porch swing,  

until my children come and place a book,  

heavy with words and love and creation,  

in my hands.  

 

A semester into college, I went back home 

on a break. It was a dishwatery end-of-December 

day when I was rooting around, looking 

for a cardigan long-lost. My mother lingered 



 

 

by my doorway, clutching a mug of too-hot 

tea. She did not set it down.  

She was too happy that I  

was home.  

 

Under a pile of too-small leggings, I found  

a trunk. It was full of books, some featuring the 

Berenstein Bears, others about S.E. Hinton’s 

Outsiders. All of their spines had cracked, 

the picture books had extra pictures; drawn-on 

tulips and roses. Pen-marks from my elementary 

youth.  

 

My mother said softly from the door,  

“Those are the ones I knew you’d outgrown.” 

 

I smiled at her, “Outgrown, maybe.  

But never outloved.” 

 

Oh, the feel of paper on skin,  

The cunning bite of a page as it 

sinks into the pad of your thumb.  

The sucking of your finger as you read 

on, now with a tense precision in your wrists.  

I’ve read some words so many times over  

that I could recite them with my eyes closed. 

They are as vivid as a sunset. Some memories  



 

 

never leave a person: fighting to be able  

to read fairytales meant for  

the older kids, sneaking banned stories 

under Catholic-school desks. Some books,  

they stay. Books with hard covers  

and buttery smooth jackets.  

Embossed with gold.   

 

 

 

  



 

 

Conall 
Hickey 

 

 

Bio: I’m Conall Hickey, I’m 15, and I’m from the United States of America. I’ve been 
writing for just over a year, and I really, really love wolves. 

Mentor’s note: “Conall’s two poems are distinctive in their use of extended 
metaphor. Conall shows as a writer they are adept at bringing a unique perspective 
on situations between people with a sophisticated use of metaphor and imagery. 
Conall’s poems are sparse, vivid and emotive - it was a pleasure to read them” – 
Sam Murphy  

 

 

Spiderwebs 
 
I sat there,  

tangled in the spiderwebs 

that were the connections 

between us. 

 

There she was, 

the first woman 

that I ever loved, 

with eight legs  

and an hourglass  

on her stomach 

 

 

 

Molotov 
 
My love for her was vodka, 

And we drank the night away 

We drank so much,  

I couldn’t recognize myself. 

 

But after, during the hangover,  

she took that vodka,  

put it in a bottle,  

and threw that molotov  

straight into my heart 

 

 



 

 

Erna 
Gashi 

 

Bio: Hello, my name is Erna Gashi. I am an American-European girl, 16 years of 
age, and I live on the East Coast of the United States. I am very passionate about 
culture, traveling, writing, and fitness. In my free time, when I am not writing, I enjoy 
being physically active through running and soccer. I write pieces that are reflective 
of aspects of life from other people's points of view and of my own. I believe that 
writing is a means of expression by which one can truly express every ounce of 
emotion on paper. Writing gives me reason, thrill, and momentum. The best thing 
about writing to me is that no matter who is listening, or not listening, the page I write 
on will always listen to me. My dream is to one day write about my life, and feel 
accomplished in doing so, knowing that I have seized every opportunity and made a 
positive impact on the world. I firmly believe that my work evokes a sense of 
familiarity and connectivity to the readers. I hope that my work will inspire readers 
and continue to do so in the years to come. 

Mentor’s note: “It was a real pleasure working with Erna on her poems: Night, 
Mother and Bread.  She has a unique voice. Her language is striking and she 
weaves imagery and form with skill to create real emotional impact.   Erna had a 
clear sense throughout of what she wanted to communicate with her writing and I 
think this translates into the clear focus of themes in her finished work.  It was a 
privilege to engage with Erna on her poetry, I hope she found the opportunity to 
develop her work through our shared creative dialogue as helpful as I found it 
enjoyable.” – Jennie Owen  

  



 

 

Night 
 
Feelings liberated into the night sky 

I now feel so  

free. 

 

Something about her tenebrous manner ignites a spark, 

My quiet analysis ensues. 

 

She is like a stippled painting when her artist is done,  

creating an ethereal haven as my blanket. 

I share her with City lights, emanating their hazy amber  

as I gape at her dusky abyss with unfeigned admiration. 

 

The endless obscurity leaves me sullen, 

but evokes primeval feelings within me. 

 

Sheltering me from facing pains of Day, 

I now feel so free. 

 

She is only but a temporary juncture, 

an idealistic reality I could truly soar in. 

 

with 

 

the  

scintillation  

 



 

 

of  

 

her  

 

scarlet  

stars 

 

 

I now feel so free. 

 

Mother 
 

Her arms glean the gelid droplets, 

and the dusty powder that blows. 

And on them grows the answers to questions, 

that come and go in life’s perennial cycles. 

 

I sit under her grasp and I hold the credence, 

that her empathetic nature will soothe me. 

Thwarting the leery light of the outside, 

so that from the world I may disguise 

the primeval emotions I pour.  

 

Her languid language conveys beauty, 

the beauty I may learn to be,  

when I learn to appreciate her shelter.  

 



 

 

At periods of our convoluted bond, 

Never have we neglected what we are, 

and what we are, I would never compromise. 

 

There are days where I do not come for her green shade, 

nor do I come to her when I am feeling okay. 

But when it storms and I cannot help but cry 

it is guaranteed under her I will lie. 

 

And I know that no matter what, 

her roots will still dig deep 

and her stance still permanent, 

she will never leave me. 

 

Bread 
 

I came home that day, with one loaf of bread. 

“Father, Father!” I shouted.  

But you seemed to shake your head and turn the other way.  

 

“Mother, Mother!” I shouted. “I have us a loaf of bread.” 

But mother made me hide it.  

 

You came closer and you grew angry 

When you raised your arm 

I did not wince. I was not frightened. 

 



 

 

I saw the look in your eyes 

the firelight burned right through them. 

Mother was crying in the background, pleading for you to stop 

 

I let you do what was senseless 

because I knew that you were scared too. 

 

But brother stood up and told you to stop 

and brother said he knows how we can flee. 

You let me go  

you told me I could not hear this. 

 

I took my loaf of bread that sat on the coarse rug, 

and I gave it to mother. 

Mother let sister eat it. 

 

It was so cold, so I asked you 

“Father, can I…?” 

And before I could finish you said, 

“Go to sleep. I promise…” 

 

Somehow, the gentle whisper of your word 

reassured my hopes of escape, 

regardless of the hurt you gave me. 

 

I quietly went under the rug for warmth 

even though the earth below me was so cold 



 

 

and I hugged sister tightly to ignore my pain. 

 

I could not cry, or I would wake the guards outside. 

I pretended to sleep, but I heard brother’s plan. 

Tomorrow, I would not be scared of coming home. 

When we get to that new place so far away 

Maybe my belly will stop asking me for a loaf of bread. 

 

 



 

 

Kate 
McKay 

 

Bio: Kate McKay, age 15, from Australia. I love to read and I play the viola and cello. 

Editor’s note: We liked that this poem wasn’t entirely predictable. The series of 
metaphors invite the reader to think about the different aspects of hope. Hope is a 
beautiful thing, but it can also be dangerous or difficult, and Kate does a nice job of 
executing that dichotomy.  

 

Hope 

Hope is an ocean; its beauties are endless but so are its dangers 

Hope is a seed, it’s planted, it grows and it dies   

Hope is a mountain; it gives you height but the higher you go the further you have to 
fall.  

Hope is a storm, it clouds your judgement  

But hope does not last forever  

So when hope is found 

Hold on tight  


