
 

 

My little world started to reveal itself to me. Colours and words burst forth from my memories and 

fill me with what I remember of him. They fly around me like threads, and piece by piece I see it, it 

looks like the quilt mum made for me, tattered at the sides, and with the flowers fraying, but all 

weaving together still. Whenever Pop reads to me it’s just me and him, and everything disappears; 

Mum’s quilt, the blue of my walls and the breeze from my open window that would smell sweet as it 

blew through the garden carpeted in flowers. We are flying, or sailing on a ship, fighting pirates or 

rescuing a princess. That’s all I see.  

My Pop always reads me ‘The Wizard of Oz,’ and every time we always laugh at the witch, and he 

hugs me tight and warm when I am scared by the monkeys. He always smells like old books and 

smoke, and I don’t even mind. He tucks me into bed after he finishes reading, every night saying 

‘Paige, remember that you’re smarter than the monkeys. They can fly but you can fly faster.’ I don’t 

really understand what he means, but that’s ok because my Pop is the best.  

* 

She clutches the tattered paperback in her lap, the dog-ears and creased pages holding their pasts, 

each tiny tear a laugh, a second, a moment. She starts to giggle as the silver station wagon pulls into 

his driveway, the car bumping up the gutter and pushing her out of her seat just enough to see over 

the windscreen and into his yard. The array of flowers, tiny daisies that carpeted the lawn, the 

crimsons, the violets, the canaries, all gone. There’s no breeze that smells like spring, all fresh and 

new, and instead the yard is dry and dusty, unloved. The once-yellow pavers that lead to the creaky 

front door are faded, grey and blacks of the stone peeking through. 

‘Mum, where’d the flowers go?’ Paige asks.  

Her Mum replies, her voice strained and curt, ‘Paige, remember what we talked about.’  

Paige is confused now, and asks again, ‘But, Mum. I thought we were just coming to visit Pop?’  

‘We are love, it’s going to be fine.’ 

Paige grips the book in her hand as she climbs out of the car, her hands now damp and slipping on 

the book’s cover. She can’t help but notice the line that is becoming a permanent resident between 

her Mum’s brows as they walk across the lifeless grass.  

Paige’s mind spins, whirring, thinking, reflecting, as she walks inside…she is back, telling her Mum a 

story about Pop and her after school one day… 

‘“When I was with Pop today, guess what happened, Mum? He was reading the part with the lion, 

and was he said it’s silly he isn’t brave and strong like lions are supposed to be. I said he was the silly 

one, because the lion just needed a little help, not everyone is always brave, you know. Sometimes 

we just need someone to help us see that we can all be great, like the lion is at the end when he sees 

that the monkeys aren’t that bad at all!” 

“That’s very true Paige, what did Pop say when you said that?” 

“Hmm, well he didn’t really say anything. He just looked at me and then went to get a hanky for his 

glasses.”’ 

The first thing Paige notices is the smoke. The air inside is thick, and it needles her eyes as she 

squints and blinks to make out shapes in the blur. The hazy air seems to play tricks, and Paige thinks 

she sees something darting around the bookcase, a tail sliding along the pulled-up corners of the lino 

floor. She gasps, clutching her mum’s arm tightly, her book covering her eyes. Then she sees him, 



 

 

sitting on his tartan couch, smoke dangling from the side of his droopy mouth. His eyes are glazed, 

and she feels a punch of anger as she sees her quilt, all scrunched and messy, lying on the floor far 

from her room where it usually lives. He glances to her, and from the glassy eyes and through the 

suffocating smoke surrounding them, he seems to not even see her. She feels a stab, and she hears 

the cacophonous screech she knows so well; they’re coming, and she’s alone… 

 

Paige’s mind whirls, spinning, turning, twisting. Her face twists and contorts, eyebrows furrowing, 

mind tick, tick, ticking…  

‘Pop? Why? He jumped…. The ambulance siren 

Why won’t he talk to me? He hasn’t asked about my day? What did I do? 

He won’t even talk to mum…. He’s being rude today 

Why? Wait… 

He won’t listen 

He’s just sitting there 

What?  

Wait… 

The sirens 

Not listening... this isn’t pop... 

But wait… Is that them? 

They’re here.  

The colours burst forth from Paige’s mind again, but this time they aren’t colourful at all. They’re 

shapes, all dark and grey and looming. They fly around her Pop, and from them the monkeys appear, 

and it seems neither of them can escape. Matted hair and ropey tails take over Pop, and suddenly 

she can’t see him beneath the leathery wings and tasselled hats. With every second she seems to 

see something no one else can see, and the monkeys are still there, scrabbling around Pop, 

screeching and scratching, screeching, screeching. Before the grey clouds become a gasp. The jagged 

black shapes become a tear. The monkeys become a wisp, their screeches fading away until only 

silence remains. 

Paige looks to her Pop, and he looks to her, their glassy eyes the same emerald green, and once 

again Pop sees the gates, glittering and opening to welcome him to safety. She understands, and she 

knows what she has to do. He just needs a little help.   

* 

Now I read to Pop. I sit beside him while he is tucked under the covers, and I even gave him my quilt 

so that he feels like he’s at home. I love to read to him now, and my teacher even said I’m big 

enough to read by myself. But why would I do that? I read to Pop instead. I hope that he feels like he 

is flying, battling scary witches and marching with munchkins all day long, forgetting about where he 

is. Sometimes I read to all of Pop’s friends, and they really like to hear the stories, the threads that 

once surrounded only us now bursting through the whole room, a shower of colour and light. The 



 

 

monkeys don’t scare me anymore because I know I don’t have to face them alone. Together we are 

stronger than all of them.  

 

 


