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“Bow down before me, you lowly humans!” 

The boy roared at the top of his lungs before leaping off the 

slide, and gloriously landing in the sandbox. He kicked, he spun, 

he threw punches. He grinned as the invisible tiny creatures 

under his feet trembled. The boy licked his lips – victory is oh so 

sweet. 

Suddenly, he stooped down, and quickly crawled under the 

slide. 

A beam of flashlight swept right next to him. A pair of thick 

boots paced the ground. 

The boy held his breath. Soon he was alone. Or so he thought. 

“Ouch, let me go” 

“What are you doing here? It’s nine already”. 

 

“Goodnight to you, sir” 

The thick boots walked away. 

The boy stood still. “Bow down before me…” he murmured to 

himself. 

He flinched as a hand grabbed his shoulder. Another hand 

closed the door. 



PIROUETTE 

 

The woman and the girl meet in the crowd.  

Her eyes are daggers, and her eyes are thorns. The air, a pin cushion. 

The woman swallows. She drops her eyes. A moment, she looks up, and their eyes 

meet. She instantly looks down. 

She takes out a pocket mirror. It was cheating, she knows, but she dares not do 

anything than wait. The chance comes: she sees the girl turn away. She looks up again. But 

the girl was faster, and her eyes catch hers, again. 

The woman is determined not to back down. She tries to open her eyes wider, keep 

her neck still. Her brain hurts at the sheer effort. 

The girl looks calm. She takes her gaze in, lets it drown like a hook in a hole in the ice 

with no fish. The woman finds herself hyperventilating. 

After a moment, the girl moves. One step at a time, she walks towards the woman. 

She is ten steps away. 

She is five steps away. 

She is two steps away. 

She is one… 

Before the woman knows, her hand has flown up. 

The sound, it bounces in the air, muted, but lasting. 

The girl falls and immediately stands up. She tiptoes so her eyes level with the 

woman’s. 



They both opens their mouths. Then they both runs out of breath. 

They stand there, shaking. They raise their hands, without warning. They touch and 

their knees give up.  

Then they laugh. They laugh, and laugh, surprised that their teeth are still in place.  

They fall asleep. 

For a moment, the woman feels a sharp pain. When she wakes up, dancing in front of 

her is the girl’s dead body. It sways and it spins. 

The woman just stares. She knows this is the part where people might expect her to 

cry or scream. But she won’t. She can’t, the same thing. She knows to cry or scream, she 

needs two things, which she doesn’t have. 

One, which is in the girl’s bloody hand, is her vocal cords. 

Two, which is in the girl’s pearly chest, is her heart almost gone cold. 

So she just stares. 
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Mom, I can’t find my fish mug. 

Oh, sorry sweetie, it was broken yesterday. I’m sorry I forgot to tell you. 

Oh… it’s okay Mom. 

I should have been more careful, but it’s no use saying that now. I only realised the pieces of 

that mug when I cleaned up this morning – I had especially set the alarm two hours earlier 

than usual just for it. Talking about that, I should get some replacement plates and glasses, too. 

He’s using the plain mug now. He never complains, such an angel – he looks like one most 

when he’s sleeping. I’m glad he’s always a heavy sleeper. 

Do you want to go to the supermarket? 

 

Good thing it’s stopped raining. I didn’t bring an umbrella since it was sunny; I’m tired of this 

weather. Well, at least this new poppy dinner set has lifted my mood a bit. And he, with his 

froggy mug. I wonder why he didn’t want another fish mug – they were identical… Ah! 

There he goes again, kicking water all over the place now. Oh well, an early bath is no harm, 

and he’s having a blast. 

Why are you laughing, Mom? 

You look so cute. 

Mo-om! 

Why do you like to jump into puddles so much? 

Coz the rain’s stopped. 

Um? 

So the puddle is too still. It’s more fun to break it, don’t you think? 



THE BOY AND THE FOX 

 

The Boy met the Fox in the park. 

“Hello,” it spoke. “Why are you crying?” 

“What does a fox know?” he snapped. 

“Hmmm” the Fox blew through its nose, and disappeared. 

 

The Boy went home. 

He talked to his mom. She frowned: “You should’ve been more careful.” 

He talked to his dad. He told him to hush and deal with it. 

He told the old man next door, and the old man just laughed. 

He told the lady in the corner shop, and she said she didn’t have change. 

 

The Boy met the Fox again, and he said sorry. 

The Fox asked him again why he was crying. 

“I closed the door on my finger,” he said. “It hurts no more, but yesterday it hurt a lot.” 

“Ah, I hurt my finger once, too.” 

“Really?” 

“It was stuck in a rose bush.” 

So the Boy sat down and listened to the Fox. 

 


