


This publication includes all eligible entries received for the 2020 RAW Arts Awards  
– an Awards program open to creatives aged 25 years and under. 

Some material may contain adult themes and/or language and may be considered  
inappropriate for younger readers/viewers.

For information about the City of Greater Bendigo’s RAW Arts program,  
go to www.bendigo.vic.gov.au/RAW or email raw@bendigo.vic.gov.au 
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The City of Greater Bendigo is on Dja Dja Wurrung and Taungurung Country.

We acknowledge and extend our appreciation for the Dja Dja Wurrung and Taungurung People,  
the Traditional Owners of the land.

We pay our respects to leaders and Elders past, present and emerging for they hold the memories, 
the traditions, the culture and the hopes of all Dja Dja Wurrung and Taungurung Peoples.

We express our gratitude in the sharing of this land, our sorrow for the personal, spiritual  
and cultural costs of that sharing and our hope that we may walk forward together in harmony  
and in the spirit of healing. 
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Welcome to this special 
book, produced as part of 
the RAW Arts Awards 2020.

The RAW Arts Awards are a chance for young 
people to profile their work and receive both public 
and financial recognition, and further support for 
their studies. 

The awards are also a fantastic way for our young 
people to showcase their creativity and remarkable 
skill across the four categories of Digital Media, 
Literary Arts, Performing Arts and Visual Arts.  

All City of Greater Bendigo residents aged under  
25 years are eligible to enter these awards and this 
year we were delighted to receive 92 entries across 
the four categories.

Despite the COVID-19 shutdown of our arts 
facilities, the decision was made early on that in 
some form or other the RAW Arts Awards and 
Showcase would go ahead. Art has always played a 
role in health and wellbeing, and in times of crisis 
and stress that role is even more important. These 
awards are a way of encouraging and supporting 
artmaking for our young people, which allows for 
 a way to express thoughts and emotions and helps 
us to manage during this uncertain time. 

So, with that in mind, the City’s Creative 
Communities team moved the RAW Arts 
Awards Presentation and Showcase online and 
commissioned this book, containing the Visual 
Arts and Literature entries, links to the Digital 
Media work and profiles of the Performing Arts 
entrants.

Thank you to the wonderful teachers and parents 
who provide support to our talented young artists, 
it is important they know they have the support  
to practice their craft. 

From the Mayor of the City of Greater Bendigo
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I would also like to thank our judges for making 
themselves available to encourage our next 
generation of artists, they are:

Visual Arts judge – Dr Karen Annett-Thomas, 
Acting Director and Public Programs Coordinator 
of La Trobe Art Institute, and a past RAW Arts 
winner.

Digital Media judge – Kain White, animator, artist 
and art teacher, and former RAW Arts winner.

Literary Arts judges – Lauren Mitchell, writer 
and editor of The Bendigo Magazine, and David 
Beagley, a former lecturer for many years in 
children’s and young adult literature at La Trobe 
University, Bendigo and a frequent host of sessions 
at the Bendigo Writers Festival.

Performing Arts judges – Sarah-Jane Fawcett, 
Bendigo playwright and independent theatre 
producer, and John Willis, Creative Producer  
with CreateA.

 

On behalf of the City of Greater Bendigo,  
it gives me great pleasure to share the winners  
of the 2020 RAW Arts Awards:

DIGITAL MEDIA AWARD 
Highly Commended: Eric Lovett for “Youth” 
Winner:  Mitchell Cook for “Bitconned”

LITERARY ARTS AWARD 
Highly Commended: Teaghan Perryman  
for her poem “Not your cinder” 
Winner: Alia Melgin-Hill  
for her short story “Water”

PERFORMING ARTS SCHOLARSHIP

Highly Commended: Jade Cuskelly, Vocal/Drama 
Winner: Charlie Davis-Tope, singer/song writer 
and pianist

VISUAL ARTS AWARD 
Highly Commended: Charlie Clark for “Senses” 
Winner: Tahlia McCuskey “Face to face” 

Mayor Cr Margaret O’Rourke 
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Tahlia McCuskey  
Winner  
RAW Arts Visual Arts Prize, 
2020

Face to face
Oil on canvas 
102 x76cm

The Judge said: 

“An intriguing painting that 
suggests a play on time - the 
figure existing in memory 
on the left and in ‘real time’ 
on the right. The smearing of 
the figure on the left further 
suggests the transitory nature of 
childhood. The figures are well 
grounded in the landscape and 
there is a strong sense of place. 
Well painted - a demonstrated 
aptitude with a difficult media. 
Simply beautiful.”

W
IN

NER
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Alia Melgin-Hill 
Winner  
RAW Arts Literature Prize, 2020 

The Judges said: 

“‘Water’ shows good control of style, creating  
and maintaining its mood, especially tension.  
It succeeds in conveying emotional impressions 
without relying on direct action.”

Water

The water is cold, it flows around my body like  
air, it has no resistance to me. I have no thoughts 
when I am underwater, a clear mind, blank, filled 
with emptiness. I love the emptiness, I feel free  
of my thoughts, my life, nothing exists, nothing  
can go wrong as there is nothing to go wrong.  
True freedom is when the mind is blank. 

I quickly resurface to begin my stroking. My fast 
flutter kicks power my body while my arms pull 
and push the water, pull and push, pull and push, 
I am climbing a ladder in the water. I turn at the 
wall, in and out, back underwater in streamline, 
I pretend to drown myself, but I only resurface to 
continue swimming. I repeat. This lap is different, 
Theo passes me. I try not to look at him, I breathe 
to my left so he does not see my face. I do not like  
it when he passes me.  

I am finished and Theo is already waiting in line. 
His body’s presence attracts my eyes, I cannot help 
but look, his skin is painted by a warm tan and his 
raw muscles are exposed by his short swimming 
trunks; coloured green and black. That is mine, 
only mine. No one else can have that. My mind 
turns greedy with the lust that develops from the 
appearance of Theo’s body. I want to reach out, 
touch his chest with my hand, I want to wrap  
both my arms around his thickly build torso, I  
want to feel his heart beat, his breath on my skin.  
My mind moves through the motion however 
my body is still. I cannot do as I wish. I am at 
swimming, Theo’s father is my coach, Stanley,  
I cannot do what I wish in his presence, not this, 
not now. I withdraw these lustful thoughts from  
my mind.  

The others are still swimming so we are forced to 
wait for them. I step over to Theo and wait in line. 
I do not talk to him in the mornings, I am quiet, 
I have nothing to say, only thoughts fill my mind, 
occupy my consciousness.  

Silence fills the space, falls upon us, falls upon 
everyone in the pool, the squad and the public.  
A peaceful morning; the cold breeze enhances the 
vibe that looms in the air around us. I lower my 
body so only my head is above water.  

Despite the chilling breeze the silence is good,  
it’s calm. People say it’s awkward, they feel the  
need to fill it with chatter and sounds. However, 
silence is valuable and can become rare. It allows 
me to think, allows my mind to dream. Stanley  
now begins to explain our next set but I am not 
fully attentive, I tune in on half of what is said. 

W
IN

NER
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‘…four by one hundred technique medleys,  
last in first out.’ You cannot tell where Stanley is 
looking as his dark tinted sunglasses hide his eyes. 

Theo leaves, drops underwater and pushes off the 
wall into streamline, I follow behind. 

***

I step into the shower. Turning the brass taps  
the cold water leaps out at me but turns warm  
and then hot shortly after. Theo flickers through  
my mind as the hot water rains down upon me  
as if I was standing in a stream illuminated by  
the sun. Steam fills the air and my body is red 
from the water, I enjoy the hot water of the shower. 
My mind trails off, more thoughts of Theo follow.  
My imagination conjures up memories of the time 
we had a shower together at Stanley’s house. The 
same temperature water and steam filled air strike 
me into a more realistic memory. Theo is behind 
me, his soft, large hands massage a sweet, fruity 
shower gel into my body. His passion for me hangs 
densely in the air, his lust from the sight of my 
naked body attracts his body closer. It pulls my 
body towards his as if he was the earth and I was 
his moon. He is behind me. I feel him press his  
raw toned torso up against my back. I turn to kiss 
him, sick from the lust hanging thickly in the air.  
I am alone. I remember I am not in the shower 
with him and that this illusion my mind has played 
on me is only a memory. It was too real. I crave 
Theo, my body un-tenses as disheartenment falls 
upon me, coats me like a heavy wet woolen blanket. 
My body is disappointed by my mind. 

I turn the brass coloured taps to shut off the water 
and step out of the shower. I grab the towel with 
both hands and hold it up to my face. Steam is 
lifting away from my skin as I stare into the towel’s 
hue of pink. Blankly I let time pass. It passes so  
that my skin dries without aid of the towel, but  
this passing of time does not dress me, it is a chore 
I must do myself.  

Is this the reality? I must question life as I have 
fallen in this hole, deep, deep, down, never-ending, 
black, nothing. Space. I want to cry. I want to 
scream and shout. Throw things, break things, trash 
the room. I want to kick the walls down, I want to 
show Theo what he has done, done to me, done to 
my life, done to the people around me. He made  
me look like a fool. People laugh within their minds  
at us, at me. I am a joke. My eyes do not shed tears. 

I pull my shattered self to whole again. I put my 
towel down and dress myself, I take care not to 
damage myself or the clothes I am holding. My 
hair drapes down over my shoulders and forms 
in clumps of damp tangles. The air around me is 
cooling and the floor is drawing in the heat from 
the soles of my feet. As I leave the bathroom I give 
myself a vague stare in the mirror, she looks back  
at me in a mindless inhuman way. 
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Charlie Davis-Tope 
Winner  
RAW Arts Performing Arts  
Scholarship, 2020 

The Judges said: 

“Charlie displays a kind of raw talent that is clearly 
driven by a love of music. He has shown to be 
versatile, resourceful, and his music, regardless  
of his many styles, feels authentic.”

W
IN

NER
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Charlie is an aspiring musician as well as a pretty 
decent ice hockey player!  His main musical 
influences are Ray Charles and Oscar Peterson  
but he also has a love for classical, instrumental, 
electronic and gaming music. 

Charlie has played keyboard for 5 years but has 
only 3 years of formal training and he is also  
active as a composer, writer and singer. 

He has given many Bendigo Senior Secondary 
School Performances as well as at the 
Strathfieldsaye Christmas Concert, Jazz at The  
Old Church on the Hill and busking.   In 2019 
he won the BSSC Musician of the Year “People’s 
Choice Award” and is the writer/performer of 
“Buried for Australia” which honours the black 
diggers of WWI.

The scholarship is awarded to an artist who 
shows exceptional talent in their chosen field and 
demonstrates a strong desire to continue in this 
field. The Performing Arts category is not judged 
on a single performance but seeks to reward a 
young performing artist who combines skill with  
a passion to take their art further.
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Mitchell Cook 
Winner  
RAW Arts Digital Media Prize, 2020

Bitconned 

The Judge said: 

“It is a fascinating story of a deluded bitcoin 
entrepreneur. I found this film hilarious and  
the main character absolutely fascinating.”

The judges are looking for work that excites  
and inspires and shows technical proficiency  
appropriate to the message of the work.

W
IN

NER

Watch the video: 
https://www.bendigoregion.com.au/arts-culture-theatres/raw-arts-2020-digital-media
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Teaghan Perryman
Highly Commended 

RAW Arts Literature Prize, 2020

Not Your Cinder  
My prince;  

you presented a slipper  
you knew would not fit me  

you watched me try  

my foot was too big  
altogether the wrong shape  

you watched me carve  
you watched me bleed  
you watched me slice  

so I’d be your perfect fit  

to wear your glass slipper  

I wore your glass finery  
on bloody stumps  

glamorous; but unable to stand  

In time you took it back  

gave it to another  
one you knew it would fit  

and she became your Cinderella  

but my prince  
she saw the blood stains  

and she threw it away  

Only then did I see  
how ridiculous it was  

to shape diamond  
for the sake of a glass slipper

Highly 
Commen

ded
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Charlie Clark 
Highly Commended  
RAW Arts  
Visual Arts Prize, 2020

Senses
Digital image

Judge’s comment:  
“wonderful composition, lyrical. 
Excellent grasp of the digital 
medium, used to best effect.”
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Jade Cuskelly 
Highly Commended  
RAW Arts Performing Arts  
Scholarship, 2020 

For as long as I can remember, I have been very 
passionate about singing.

I am part of the Bendigo South East Academy of 
Creative Arts program and have been in multiple 
musicals with Bendigo Theatre Company, Nexus, 
Bendigo South East and I am currently involved 
with Arena Theatre Company. 

Through my career I have been very fortunate to 
have been given support and mentoring by a range 
of talented people like Kristy Woodward, Jolyon 
James, Kristen Beever, Julie Lovell and Cynthia 
Holsworth are just to name a few. 

My future is definitely with the performing arts.  
I love the stage and hope to one day make it to 
Broadway.

Highly 
Commen

ded
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Eric Lovett 
Highly Commended  
RAW Arts Digital Media Prize, 2020

Youth 

Watch the video: 
https://www.bendigoregion.com.au/arts-culture-theatres/raw-arts-2020-digital-media
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Emma Alexander 

Greg
Metal 
50 x 20 x 20cm

Brooke Barnes 

Mind-body Dualism
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Llewellyn Zepnick  

The Backstory of Akmenos
Asmodeus was in a horrendous fit of rage and  
in the room right there with him was Akmenos, 
who at this point was absolutely scared out of  
his wits. Asmodeus was the absolute ruler of  
The Nine Hells of Baator, and it’s clearly implied 
that to have complete control of nine hells  
requires very significant power. 

Akmenos would have left Asmodeus’ immediate 
vicinity but it was impossible, as not only was  
he rooted into place by complete and utter terror, 
because if he was to retreat, by even a pace, 
Asmodeus’ rage would further bear down on him. 
This was all happening because of a horrendously 
‘failed’ siege on Candlekeep. 

Akmenos, when he was relatively young (70-130 
years), made a pact with Asmodeus, a devil with 
extreme power and essentially the deity of all 
devils on top of most creatures of devilish heritage. 
Akmenos faithfully serves Asmodeus and will 
annihilate, with his significant eldritch power,  
those who irritate Asmodeus. 

Akmenos was searching extensively for a cartographic  
work of The Sword Coast, to allow him to discover 
the precise location of Candlekeep. 

When he finally arrived at his destination, 
Akmenos began searching for, with utmost 
efficiency, a vulnerability in either the wall or the 
quantity of defenders upon it. Upon discovering 
one such weakness on the North-North-Western 
wall he peacefully walked to a clearing, used his 
telepathic powers (that he gained from his pact 
with Asmodeus) to contact Asmodeus, and he 
asked for a legion of osyluthes (bone devils) for 
support in the destructive assault on Candlekeep. 

After the reinforcements arrived Akmenos 
instructed the lieutenants of his elaborate tactic, 
to invade and annihilate Candlekeep with his 
‘minor’ strike force of 340 osyluthes along with 34 
genugon (ice devil) lieutenants. The plan was for 3 
small strike teams of one genugon lieutenant and 
10 osyluthes to each draw the attention from the 
North-North-Western wall. While the defenders 
were distracted Akmenos snuck around to the 

vulnerable wall with 17 genugon lieutenants and 
170 osyluthes, to begin the true assault, with the 
remaining fiends ready to provide reinforcements. 

The monk defenders of Candlekeep, upon perceiving  
the encroaching devils, began preparing themselves 
for what was sure to come, a horrendous bloodbath 
ultimately in their favour. But what the defenders 
didn’t realise was that on the far side Akmenos and 
his force were coming.

While Akmenos was charging to the South-South-
East, the monks defending Candlekeep were 
literally walking down the walls to engage the 
fiendish horde approaching.

The combat was a gruesome one, to put it 
mildly. After the devastating battle, which ended 
contradictory to the monks’ expectations, the 
corpses of the monks were strewn everywhere,  
yet no corpses were within ten metres of the wall.

The original strike team to distract the defenders 
had been smashed with magical force but the 
14 genugon lieutenants and 140 osyluthes 
reinforcement horde obliterated the defenders 
remaining from the original massacre. 

Once the fiendish battalion had invaded 
Candlekeep, and incinerated the non-combative 
inhabitants of the library castle, Akmenos sent a 
telepathic message to Asmodeus that Candlekeep 
was taken and it was only a matter of time until  
all that was left of Candlekeep was ruins. With  
this information Asmodeus sent in a few spinagons 
to keep track of Akmenos’ progress.

After multiple weeks of tedious demolition 
Candlekeep was almost entirely annihilated. 
All that was left was the almost impenetrable 
foundation, yet it was still intact enough to be 
repaired relatively efficiently. 

Not realising this, Akmenos returned to Nessus 
to properly converse with Asmodeus.  He alerted 
Asmodeus of his ‘success’, but Asmodeus knew 
better due to the spinagons he had previously sent 
to check on Akmenos’ progress while Asmodeus’ 
puny warlock, Akmenos, enacted Candlekeep’s 
‘utter’ destruction. And so Asmodeus was now  
in a horrific fit of rage causing significant chaos 
within The Nine Hells of Baator.
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Tania Hutchinson 

Yellow Daisies

Yellow daisies everywhere,  
Fill the air with joy and light.   
The daisies quickly wilt,  
My sunshine turns to night.  

Ethanol permeates the air,  
Filling the noses of those who grieve.  
Crisp sheets and bare white walls,  
The room you will never leave.  

Jaundiced skin and hollow cheeks,  
Eyes glassy and bleak.   
Frail bones and anchored muscles,  
A mouth that doesn’t speak. 

I look into your eyes,  
But I see the shell of who you used to be.   
I try to reach out,   
But you’ve floated away from me.  

My heart now aches with regret,   
As I face a new spring day.   
They are not pretty as they once were,   
The yellow daisies which took you away. 

Erin McClellan   

Civil War

Civil is Kind-hearted and  
tender  
Civil bows down  
to Hell’s aphotic face  
War is Horror and pain  
war hisses up to  
Heavens light elegance 

The people between the two  
are Husbands and wives  
brothers and sisters  
Parents and guardians  
Aunts and Uncles  
nephews and nieces  
Civil weeps for their agony  
while hell laughs.
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Ava Holland

My Love for Them 
is as Endless as 
the Sky
My love for them,  
Is as endless as the sky.  
In a silver glen,  
I see them fly.  

They have the hearts,  
Strong and true.  
Tear them apart,  
No one but you. 

They listen to what we say, 
Knowing what we do.  
See another day,  
A day that isn’t true. 

Their face is what I look at,  
First thing that comes to mind 
Just wanting to have a chat,  
The best thing that you’ll find. 

The horse sings and calls,  
Just for me to come.  
All of people falls,  
All they did was done. 

 They fix our mistakes,  
Though many think there  
are few.  
And they hold our complaints, 
They listen carefully to you. 

Horses are my love,  
The thing I love the most.  
Look at the stars above,  
We are almost there…  
Almost. 

 

Piper Fernandes 

The Picture  
Staring Back  
at Me 
My reflection is  
Expanded— 
Is scarred,

I am  
Unrecognisable  
As I have  
Changed 

I am  
Damaged  
Now I am  
A broken toy  
Used  
Forgotten  
I am now  
Unrecognisable 

As he has  
Bent me  
Bruised me  
I am no longer  
Me— 
I am but my  
Reflection  
Scarred  
Unrecognizable  
Naked  
Now I see people  
Naked—

I look past the clothing  
And see all their  
Flesh  
I see Naked  
I see  
Vulnerability  
I see their  
Insecurities 

I see everything  
Naked 

Rebekah Betts  

A Walk in  
Isolation

Night’s curtains 
descending,  
inch by inch.  
Crickets chirp, far too 
close for comfort.  
The silent red paths,  
Hold the weight of  
something untold.  
Will I meet fate tonight?  
The chaotic synchronicity  
of nature,  
beckons one.  
Forward, marching  
on into nothing. 
Into something.
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Charlie Davis-Tope 

Hunger
It stalks you like a beast. 
Prey makes prey, you’d find. 
Haunting your peripheries,  
it laughs in silence.  
But you hear it, still. 
Around you, the woods fell quiet.

And in that moment you  
become sharply aware, 
That desperation separates  
teeth from the catch, 
I yielded to it, as you ought too.

Sacrifice your fire for flesh.  
Fingernails to claws.Tooth to fang.  
Sorrow for smiles.

That desperation causes your  
philosophy to bleed, your stomach  
to twist into a knot that red hands  
still trembling struggle to untie  
and crimson teeth refuse to gnaw at,  
for it had tasted far better.

I stalked it like a beast.  
Hunter to prey.

Under the ribbons of moonlight,  
the silence of the forest is broken  
as a fractured laugh escapes your jaws.

Liam Duivenvoorden 

Ravens Eat All, Until They 
Too Are Eaten
A tree, alone in a forest, alone at an oasis,  
Dead, its hair, therefore its life, stolen by its friends.  
Fed by dust, once bones, once sorrow,  
Once sorrow belonged to crow-feed,  
And ravens it fed… 

The crow-feed served the sons of kings,  
The last king left, a king of sands.  
They gave this crow-feed an empty helm,  
Sorrow cursed their carrion with sky flower,  
And ravens it defiled… 

The helm held the lands, the sands of rule,  
Bejewelled it was, now eaten by ravens.  
Blue, they were, lucid they are,  
Dead they are, dreading they were,  
And ravens they will be… 

The hounds have hunted and dust was their prize, 
They share with ravens, unaware of dust’s history. 
Dust that owned soldiers, poets, carrion, and kings, 
A king’s memory has become the stone eaten by 
dogs,  
And ravens ate too… 

A feather that falls, once from a pen,  
now from a wing, Then, an unwrapped gift,  
now a disappointment.  
Untied by its children, those which withered  
under its watch,   
Timber, rot, crown, mutts, and of course,   
Ravens,  
Just sand beneath soil. 
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Skylar Beesley 

Wild Sunset
Digital Artwork

Mason Beesley 

Venom
Pencil on paper
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Jobe Thomson

A Finite Search
As she entered the ruined station, the wind picked 
up behind her and a cascade of rain drenched the 
platform. Some droplets struck her neck, and she 
cried out at the icy touch. It was a sort of horrible, 
pounding rain; a ceaseless downpour like the 
dark clouds high above were emptying themselves 
completely on the grey earth.

As Aya reached the interior, she noticed that the 
station could hardly be considered sound. Water 
leaked from dozens of holes in the main hall. 
The ancient architecture, of stone columns and 
carved patterns, was covered in moss and grime. 
The opposite wall, quite some distance away, 
had collapsed completely and the wind whistled 
against the rubble. A large old-fashioned clock was 
fastened to the central stone beam, itself attached 
insecurely to the ceiling.

Aya took a few steps into the room. As she put her 
right foot forward it dragged through the air, as if 
it carried some invisible weight. The same was true 
for her right hand and arm, swinging uselessly at 
her side.

The rain was much quieter within. It was late 
afternoon, and though the clouds blocked the sun 
like a veil some light penetrated the station through 
the roof and fallen wall so that her vision was 
mostly unobscured. Only a few scattered patches of 
shadows sauntered in the crooks of the hall.

She stood on a balustrade raised above the tiled 
floor. Ornamental velvet curtains lined the edges of 
the terrace. She took in the craftsmanship with awe. 
Nothing she had ever seen compared to the finesse, 
the attention, the care given to those railings and 

arches. It was as if she’d stepped into another 
time, botched with age it may be, yet beautiful it 
remained.

A great wide staircase led down to the floor of the 
main hall. The tiles were damp from the rain. Her 
worn white sneakers slipped perilously, and she 
cursed as she fell to her knees, her weathered jeans 
doing little to obstruct the fall. On her hands and 
knees, she looked up and took in the room.

‘A train will come. You stay there until it does.’

Her mother hadn’t considered the storm. Her 
mother had never considered much.

An image of the woman materialised in Aya’s mind. 
Her mother had a stern, hard beauty. She was 
possessed of high cheekbones, fair eyes and long 
blonde hair. Her figure was tall, and always stiff, 
especially when addressing Aya. Those cold eyes 
never truly met her own, as if the woman was afraid 
to look too closely.

Her mother was one of many who did so.

The old station smelt of mould and decay, though 
the drip of water was calming to the ears. Aya stood 
and made her way to an empty desk in the centre of 
the hall. The counter was covered in uninterrupted 
dust, however the chair beside it, though torn, 
looked to have retained its comfort. She slumped 
down onto the green fabric, relishing the relief it 
gave her. All at once the weariness of her journey 
had overtaken her. Her eyes grew heavy, the 
lids drooping. She must have been going since 
the previous evening, no, perhaps the previous 
afternoon! And now it was nearly dusk and she 
hadn’t slept a second.

Aya’s eyes closed. She felt her heart slow; slow to 
the beat of the steady rain on the tiled floor. Her 
ears took in the whistling wind, her nose the warm 
scents of the hall. A remnant from another time.
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She began to drift…

‘—beyond that silver sky, ‘tis naught to see or do. 
Beyond that silver sky, there is forever blue. For 
though this world is one of despair, don’t be afraid, 
just look up there! Beyond that silver sky.’

Aya opened her eyes cautiously, her heart thumping 
in her chest. The voice was deeply melodic, yet who 
it belonged to she could not see. The hall was empty 
to her left and right. At that last sentence, the voice 
had abruptly stopped, and now her only company 
was the rain and wind.

‘What have we here?’

Aya turned, stunned. Behind the desk stood an 
old man in a conductor’s uniform. He looked 
extremely out of place in the derelict station, his 
uniform exquisite, the round cap spotless atop his 
large head. He was a very tall, stocky old man with 
a white smile, through wide lips on a friendly, lined 
face. But what entranced Aya the most were his 
eyes. They were a brilliant blue, and shimmered like 
waves on the ocean. Even in the dim light of the 
building those eyes held in them some sort of light, 
some kind of power that nothing Aya had ever seen 
could explain.

The old man extended one big hand across the 
counter.

‘Name’s Jeremy Smith,’ he said, smiling pleasantly. 
‘And what a pleasure it is to meet you.’ 

Aya stared at the extended hand for a few moments, 
still very much enamoured by the strange man. He 
continued to watch her cheerfully. No one had ever 
offered a handshake before. Never.

‘Aya.’ She took the man’s hand uncertainly. He 
shook it jovially. His closed hand contained a 
joyful warmth. Aya felt immediately reassured, and 
relaxed somewhat.

‘Catching a train today, my dear?’ said Jeremy. He 
stood leaning against the counter, watching her 
with those intelligent blue eyes. ‘Now we haven’t 
had a customer on these railroads in years!’ He 
laughed a deep laugh. Aya felt inclined to join in.

‘Yes, I am.’

‘A train! A train in this day and age, what a wonder! 
I like you, Aya! I like your spirit!’ He laughed once 
more, then stopped, watching her intently. Aya 
stood before him with some anxiety. What was this 
mysterious man thinking? What was he doing?

‘You got a dud face,’ he remarked. Aya was shocked. 
No one ever talked to her about it, it was just an 
unmentioned fact. Something she had put up with 
her entire life. Looking into Jeremy Smith’s eyes, 
she saw her reflection clear as a mirror. She had the 
same fair face and long blonde hair as her mother, 
with thick lips and long lashes. It was the right side 
that stood out the most however. The right side 
of her eye drooped down slightly, as did half her 
mouth; even the cheek somewhat. The same was 
true for the entirety of her body, her right arm, her 
right leg. All the way down.

‘Now don’t you go gettin’ offended at my statement 
just now. My mama always said I had a big mouth.’ 
Jeremy smiled at her, and she relaxed once more. 
‘It’s just this, many people out there these days go 
round lookin’ like a saint. You, my dear, do look 
like a real beauty, no matter the, the -’ he broke off, 
pointing to his face. Aya giggled.

‘No my dear, these days everyone’s on the search. 
The great big search.’ 

‘The search?’

‘Yes, yes, the search.’ Jeremy Smith cleared 
his throat in the fashion of one exercised in 
performance. ‘It is the thing, little Aya, that has 
consumed our world today, and has been, for quite 

RAW Arts 2020 25



some time, on the minds of millions across the 
globe. Millions, I say! Perhaps more!’

‘But what is it?’ asked Aya, her voice growing 
confident. Her curiosity spiked toward this strange 
old conductor. At the deep voice, at the immaculate 
uniform, and especially at those all-knowing eyes.

‘The search for more and more,’ answered Jeremy. 
‘The search for something that cannot be obtained. 
The search for perfection. Now, perfection is non-
existent dear. Perfection is a concept, not a reality. 
In no place in this world is anything perfect. No 
place and nowhere.’ He chuckled. ‘Yet these days 
men and women go around only caring about 
themselves, only caring about their own personal 
search. Their own finite search.’

‘And that’s the point, Aya. The search is finite.  
Like nothing is perfect, so too is nothing infinite,  
so at a point this search has to end, right?’ 

Aya nodded slowly.

‘And when it does, that’s when I’ll be scared Aya. 
For when this search ends, all this world that  
we’ve built will come hurtling down and the order 
will be reset. A lot of people will suffer though.  
All for a fruitless, finite search.’

Suddenly Jeremy extended his hand across the 
counter, though this time the deep dark contours  
of his palm sat facing upright.

‘I can show you,’ he whispered. ‘Take my hand, 
dear. If you wish, that is.’ Aya did not hesitate.  
She placed her hand in his.

The last thing she saw was his great big smile.

All was silent. High above her the stars twinkled 
merrily. Low clouds flowed lazily overhead, so 
dark they merged with the black of the sky. She 
was standing in a familiar courtyard, with high 
white walls to her left and right, and an open door 
in front. A cold white light emanated from the 
doorway.

Aya was back home.

She approached the door. From outside she could 
make out the low murmur of a voice. One was 
strained. The words came out hurriedly in long 
strings. The recipient was inaudible.

‘- then I know what I need to do. Don’t you think? 
Yes, I think so. She needs to go.’

Aya stopped in the doorway. She knew that voice. 
She’d heard it a hundred times, though usually only 
in half-sentences and snarled words. Her mother.

‘You know what it is they speak of.’

Aya gasped. That was Jeremy’s voice. She glanced 
around, but could not see the man. His voice was  
a whisper in the night.

‘I’ll take her this Monday.’

‘Don’t lie to yourself.’

‘Of course I know what I’m doing.’

‘Say it dear.’

‘Yes, this Monday. I said that. I know  
what I’m doing.’

‘Say it.’

‘Are you listening?’

‘Say it Aya!’
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All of a sudden Jeremy’s voice became powerful.  
It was as if his voice was also the wind, for that 
picked up, and in the distance thunder rumbled. 
Her mother’s whining was drowned out in  
the immense noise. Even Aya’s vision faded.  
The world around her was but a blurred mess.

‘She meant for me to die here,’ said Aya.

When Aya awoke, Jeremy Smith was gone.  
The dust on the counter was unperturbed.  
Behind it, in the abandoned office, nothing  
had been disturbed. The rain had ceased, and  
only a few droplets dripped from the ceiling.  
The station hall was empty, apart from Aya.

She knew now what she had always known.  
This derelict old place had not had any trains  
for years, it seemed. Why else would her mother 
leave her with nothing but the clothes on her back?

‘You know, dear. You always knew…’

Aya decided then.

Blinking away her weariness, she turned and made 
for the stairs. Out the door, the sun was shining 
on the hills on the horizon. It was the last hour of 
twilight. A golden glow seemed to penetrate the 
fields all around the country station. The long grass 
glimmered in the brilliant light.

She reached the top of the stairs that descended to 
the ruins of a parking lot below. The train line to 
her left ran forwards into the distance, fading into 
the sun in a blur of orange-yellow. Thin pink clouds 
hovered low in the sky.

A bud of excitement swelled in her stomach.  
No longer would she be an unimportant piece 
in the world. She would go out there and find 
someplace better. Someplace beautiful, where  
the people laughed and sang and all were treated 
right no matter how they looked.

She’d go someplace right.

With the fresh evening air filling her lungs,  
Aya descended the stairs, her hair flying 
in the wind.

‘It’s one big finite search Aya, but you don’t  
have to be a part of it.’
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Ballpoint pen and  
watercolours
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Storm over  
Trial Bay
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60 x 40cm
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Halle Blake-Burrows 

Do We Fit?
He says to fuck off 
Is he not man enough to walk away himself? 
She won’t stop pushing the same button 
No comment

Who is at fault? 
Who can come to the realisation both are wrong? 
No match is perfect 
But if you don’t try, what is the point?

Can the chain hold strong 
Or will it shatter under the weight of words? 
Will the waves of reality crash 
Only for them to drown beneath them?

It’s finished I’m done  
Walkout  
Slam

Next day acts as nothing has happened 
We are fine 
It’s normal, don’t worry 
When does the line between normal and toxic blur? 
Lockout 
Scream 
Glass shattered 
Blood

We are fine 
It’s normal 
It just takes adjustment 
But how long? 
Two weeks 
4 months 
A year

 

Go fuck yourself  
Women are to blame  
All men are the same 
Maybe it is just not the right fit 
Like a jigsaw piece 
It might seem to fit but later you realise  
it’s been in the wrong spot all alone

A single yell can create the loudest sound 
A tear can cause an ocean to flood 
A small spark can cause the wildfire that  
will burnbrighter than the sun

Angered whispers 
To screams of fury 
Pleading for the painted ears to finally listen in 
Can the thunder stop so the lightning  
can get a sound in?
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Abbey Buhagiar 

Our Earth 
Photography

Rebekah Betts 

World Wide 
Claustrophobia
Oil pastel on paper,  
Ink jet printing,  
digital image and collage 
A3
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Lara Cockerall 

Billy Eilish

Vanessa Campi 

Willow
Prismacolor on paper
A5
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Monte Croke  

Hecatomb for Bolano
A reflection of her, 
bent (twisted) in prayer.  
Half singing a hymn to Gwendolyn Brooks,  
her god. Her other half 
Crying tears that gather at her feet.

You see her from below, you’re somewhere portside. 
This is the same girl that wrote your letter— 
‘My gift to you will be an abyss,’ she whispers; 
‘There is a time for reciting poems 
And there is a time for fists.’

Soft and grey love. Sail on!  
We are glad of the night, 
if the sun were out, she would catch us spying 
And be embarrassed. 
Steering rudder, westward, the sun won’t catch up. 
Stay in the shadow line. 
You are the same man.  
Strong man and tough man 
You have tasted it, poison and all, 
But aboard a galleon ship, you remain small 
tricking the sun, 
Navigating the sea beneath her feet.

All the while, whilst unaware of your presence, 
her hymns grow louder.  
This is her man, 
You are her man, her man with teeth 
The colour of marigolds. 
As the boat rocks forward we reminisce— 
(a time when words mattered less than they  
do now).

You are busy avoiding her, so I can be found  
at the rail, Starboard side. 
My eyes linger through the night, 
I look so long, but can’t find  
Another friend like you; you and I.

Boy won’t you Dance with me?  
Take your eyes off of the giantess,  

Soon we’ll be far enough away,  
That she too will be small. 
Boy! Won’t you dance with me?

We are safe now, 
We have dropped anchor, 
row to the shore, then share a dance with me? 
The ocean would lick at our feet, 
And far off, its waves would sing the song  
of a broken heart, 
(Echoing my own) It would mingle with the  
far off lament 
of the giantess, of your ex-lover, 
in all of her might (and all of her smallness).

And if you won’t dance, do say so. 
I have been in a fever dream state for years. 
Paused, just prior to the story’s resolution. 
I hope that you would be kind enough to lay  
a conclusion at my feet. 
After all, I’ve guided you from beast (to beach).

So I ask for this dance, ask for this moment.  
Hold me tight, 
Please don’t make my false hope apparent.  
I don’t want to find 
that all this time, I’ve been marching under  
the crueller side of the fight. 
It makes me want to cry. 
Worry not, I won’t speak of us if that is  
what you wish. 
The ‘halfway there blues’ are hanging on,  
And sure enough, the saddened angel that  
once guided us 
Hurries along singing another kind of sad song.

And so here I am, hoping to be spun ‘round. 
Rocked and swayed, by the man that 
I loved to help and by the man I love, (who are  
one and the same). 
Speak now, if it isn’t as you wish. 
Put me down in the calm of the night. 
Just, 
Drag me to the wave break, hold 
My head under water. 

Mumble ‘fare thee well, 
Yes, and further on you shall travel,  
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Your body will become 
an ode to the sea foam. An ode to Bolano’  
And you will have told the story’s end.

Leave my body to sink, and solo waltz to the  
safety of the trees beyond the beach.  
Inside you lives every song we never sung.  
This time, 
I cannot take the weight of those verses off  
your shoulders,  
I cannot sail you away from the grief.

I sit under the marine, 
watching you move away, further into the forest.
And I know it’s contradictory, complaining  
That you’ve turned your back on me,  
When they only reason I was here was to collect 
you. Not out of charity.

You grow small,  
within the forest and my feet sink deeper into the 
seafloor, Love is like that. 
And a love that’s never made is still mine 
Even if only in my mind.

Kira Collins 

Billy 
Painting
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Anna Dunnicliff Wells

Poisoned Blood
Addiction is a dangerous thing, and often you don’t 
realise until it’s too late. Sometimes, even when 
you realise that you are addicted, you don’t want 
to stop: you relish the darkness, the evil and the 
twistedness of your soul. You want to thrive in it 
forever, without a care for the consequences. So you 
don’t stop, and then it drives you insane, because 
you can’t stop, you won’t stop, but you are hurting 
so much that you have to, have to, have to, stop. Or 
just say something—anything! Or else you know it 
will kill you. But you can’t. So you stay silent. And 
dead. 

 I can hardly remember the Time Before; I was a 
different person then, so bright and happy. It was 
disgusting.  

I couldn’t tell you when it happened. The Change. 

When it all started to go downhill. I couldn’t 
even tell you why. All I know is that I ended up 
homeless, soulless, twisted and evil. 

I had become hopeless. My life had become a 
miserable disaster. I clung desperately to the 
threads of who I used to be, but it was no use: I 
could feel myself slipping down, down, down. I 
would spend each night writhing in pain on the 
cold barren ground, screaming to the heavens, my 
lungs on fire.  

Then something happened, something shifted. One 
minute I was crying, screaming, tearing at myself 
with pure hatred. And, then like a branch bent just 
a bit too far, I snapped, laughing…  

I was better now. I wasn’t just some miserable being 
doomed to anguish for the rest of eternity. I was 
much more than that. So much more than that! I 
was better than I ever had been. Better than every 
other inferior mortal on this wretched planet.  

For I was above pain and suffering, above 
compassion and empathy, above death itself! 

Then the cravings came. For blood. Blood. Blood! 
Oh! It was so, so beautiful, the deep red… no, it 
wasn’t red, not quite: it was more than red; there 
was nothing like it—no cloth, no dye; nothing. 
It was bright scarlet saturated with the deepest 
loathings and longings of all the dead; it was 
shadows and pain melted together to form the  
most agonising darkness imaginable. 

So each night, in the branches of a skeletal yew  
tree, I took a knife against my gnarled skin and 
watched the poisoned blood seeping down my  
pale arm and dripping silently onto the branches  
of the damned tree. 

But it was not enough; I needed more. To kill. 

To watch the life drain out of a body in the glorious 
form of blood. I, myself, was out of the question. 
I could not kill myself! I could not rid the world 
of my glorious personage; I was the only one who 
truly understood pain and death; and, furthermore, 
I would only be able to do it once, and then I 
wouldn’t be able, afterwards, to see my work.  
To see death in its purest form. 

So, in the dying of the evening, I crept out of my 
tree, through the forest. Hiding in the cover of  
the trees, I watched a village from afar and selected 
my first victim. 

She was so perfect! Her skin was as pale as the 
clouds, and her hair was as dark as a raven’s 
deepest, most desperate desires. She seemed 
destined for death, almost as if she was his 
daughter, sent to live in agony among pathetic 
mortals. 

The next night, at the dead of night, I dragged  
her from her bed, bound and gagged, and stole 
away with her into the deep, dark inky blackness  
of the night. 
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The night smelt of death, of rotting flesh, of 
poisoned blood and the cursed desires of the 
damned. The wind rasped through the trees, the 
trunks as pale as withered skulls, the leaves so thick 
and dark that they melted into the night, creating 
the illusion that the trunks were nothing more than 
skeletons of things long dead. The silent moonlight 
flickered across the tree tops. Her pale skin was 
eerie in the night, the malicious blade inching  
ever-closer to her shivering neck. 

I knew what doing this would do to my mind; that 
I would be ever-after condemned to madness, but 
I had to do it! My cravings for blood overrode 
everything else.  

The blade flashed against her neck, bright red 
tainting the silver night. I dropped to the ground, 
writhing with contempt, but it felt good; the hate, 
the blood, the pain, the fear, it all felt good. 

I brushed the hair from her face, and ran my finger 
down her neck, tracing the line of deep scarlet 
blood. Then I stood and stared at her mangled 
corpse until the ants were picking at her eyes and 
the sun had risen crimson in the sky. 

Then I ran, ran back to my blood-stained tree, so 
they would never find me. They tried; for days they 
searched, but in vain. As I watched them I laughed; 
cackled at their feeble attempts at justice. 

As the days went by I couldn’t stand it any longer: 
a festering had begun in my mind, as soon as I had 
killed her. 

I still craved blood. 

So, that night, I began planning my next murder. 

 Whilst I sat and plotted, I watched the policemen 
searching below, crawling like ants, but finding 
nothing. As one of them passed under my tree,  
I put my scheme into action: I pounced; jumping 
from the branches above onto his head, plunging 
my knife into his inferior heart. His agonised 
screams lit the night afire; the other policemen 

came running. So I killed them all.  

I stood there, surrounded by death and blood,  
and I smiled. I threw my head back and laughed; 
laughed till dawn. Then I retreated to my tree. 

That evening I went back to the village to select  
my next victim: a boy, I had decided. 

Although I was not a ghost, they were right to be 
scared. I was planning on striking again, and they 
were making it incredibly difficult by hiding in 
their houses all day. I resisted the urge to scream in 
frustration, knowing it would just scare them even 
more and give away my position under the trees.  

 Just when I had decided to leave and pick a victim 
at night instead, a boy came scuttling out of one of 
the shabby old houses with a bag of rubbish, shoved 
it into a bin which clanged loudly, glanced around 
as if he knew I was watching and then scurried 
back into the house. Perfect, I thought to myself.     

He died just a few hours later, under the wicked 
branches of my tree. True to my word, I did eat his 
heart, right out of his bloodied chest. Then I licked 
the blood from his face, his neck, his hands. Until 
the only way you could tell he was dead was the 
hole in his chest where his heart belonged and the 
look of pure terror on his silent, unmoving face.  
I dragged his corpse far into the woods in threw 
him into a ditch where I knew they would never 
find his body. 

 Bloodshed became a nightly routine; I murdered 
them in their beds, with their screams still trapped 
in their throats. Sometimes I even hung the dead 
bodies from their doors so that everyone could see 
the hole in their chest and the bloody finger print 
on their frozen faces. It became my signature; in 
the way artists sign their artworks, I signed my 
victims—not with paint, but with the touch of death. 

Then it became two people each night; then three, 
four, five, seven… But from now on, after I killed 
them, I cut them to pieces, relishing the sight of 
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mangled flesh and bone drowned in pools of blood. 
I went to other villages as well these days, but I was 
always very careful, oh so very, very careful; I never 
killed in the same village two nights in a row, so the 
villagers never knew when I was going to come. Or 
who I was going to kill. 

They tried to trick me, they put logs in their beds 
and bolts on the doors, they fled to their sheds and 
paddocks, even hiding up trees. But I found them 
anyway. And I made their death especially cruel, as 
a punishment for their deceit.    

Then, one fateful night, I found all the villages 
empty; completely abandoned. I looked in every 
shed, every tree, under all the bushes and bales of 
hay. I left no nook or cranny unchecked, no stone 
unturned. But they were nowhere to be found. It 
was as if they had disappeared of the face of the 
Earth entirely.   

I screamed, a demonic scream of agony, and 
stumbled away blindly, writhing in pain. I needed 
blood, I needed death. I needed it so badly that 
my heart and mind felt like they were on fire, and 
my soul was being torn to shreds. I could not go 
a single night without anymore; I had become 
dependent on it. 

I found myself back at my tree. The pain was too 
much. I could feel its cool branches against my 
skin. All I could see was red. My knees buckled, I 
leaned heavily on a branch. I was dying, I was sure 
of it. My hand found my knife. My mind had gone 
blank.  I could feel the cool metal pressing against 
my thundering heart. Blood. 

Then I plunged the soulless, twisted blade into my 
poisoned heart, ridding the world forever of this 
abomination: my maniacal, addicted self.    
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He sits alone

Mitchell Cook 

They are  
Stupid Hands
Sculpture 
42 x 42 x 127cm
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Finn Cullen 

Frank Lloyd 
Wright
Pen 
A3

Jade Cuskelly 

Entwined  
Equations
Digital media
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Caidence Cousins 

Crazy Monkey

Mikayla Cuskelly 

The weight we carry
Pastel 
29.7 x 42cm
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Sam Dineen 

Super Mario  
collage

Natalie Davies Noulton 

Untitled
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Katya Dorer 

Ocean Carnival
Watercolour 
21 x 30cm

Gemma Dineen 

Just keep  
moving  
forward
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Piper Fernandes 

Peace Tree
Painting 
29.5 x 100cm

Dooley Every 

Domino Effect
Collage, gouche on paper 
1060 x 565cm
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Tayla Flett 

Life and  
Soul
Paint / Sculpture 
90 x 35cm

Lola Harrop 

Hope
Photography
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Tania Hutchinson 

Hidden Treasures in the Sand
Photography

Stacie Honig 

Hands
Drawing, A3
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Billie Taylor  

The Fragility of Kindness 
Single words that reveal an endless river  
Streaming into elegant impetus,  
glowing with ambiguous  
Light, shimmering, beckoning my hands  
To take control of how your words take hostage,  
On my quivering fingertips.  

The fragility of kindness, a game  
In which the biggest grins survive.  
You smile so wide that you attempt to swallow me 
whole, consuming  
All of me that you can gather, blinded  
By how good it feels to have me at your mercy.  

Your words gushing like an open wound,  
Fast enough to capture the shards of my beauty,  
The current too strong for me to escape.  
You ‘fix’ me, put the pieces back together,  
To form what it was that you were desperate for. 

A malleable puppet for you to pull the strings,  
On your command, I’ll take all of my sanity,  
And let you dance on its shallow waters. 

 

As you lure me into my murky waters,  
Wear me as if it’s your own skin; not borrowed;  
nor bleeding.  
Tempt me with how pure it is,  
To be loved.   

I am as foolish as your bleeding hands,  
As you long for my fading bones,  
Yearning for the air to aid your breath,  
That my raw skin can only provide. 

You force  
Words of how you’ll envelop me, with your  
Breath as it confines me in submission, indifferent 
To the emptiness of all your desire,  
burning me in flames.  
Your anger, it mocks the way that my heart flutters, 
At the sight of a single tear, that I will try to wipe away. 

Only when tears escape my eyes, a sign of warning 
As the way you hold me is far too tight for my 
decaying body,  
Do you stop, smile and say, as you look into my 
bleeding eyes,   
How my eyes do sparkle when I cry.  

Jayde Thomson Cruse 

Web of Lies

Unknowingly I built my walls  
Nimbly a spider starts to crawl,  
I held my breath like always   
However, this spider figured out my ways 

It took away my last breath  
And I knew this would be a near death, 

It stabbed venom into my soul  
At first, I didn’t know it felt so cold 

It crawled up my walls of trust,  
But slowly the bricks began to combust  
I realised I was a fly,  
A fly that got caught in your web of lies  

Webs embedded with empty promises  
Were you displayed your dominance,  
My soul devoured by lust  
While you wait in your web of lies  
for another fly to trust.
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Dooley Every
Participant  
RAW Arts Digital Media Prize, 2020

Domino Effect 

Henry Sheahan 
Participant 
RAW Arts Digital Media Prize, 2020

Capturing the Moment 

Watch the video: 
https://www.bendigoregion.com.au/arts-culture-theatres/raw-arts-2020-digital-media

Watch the video: 
https://www.bendigoregion.com.au/arts-culture-theatres/raw-arts-2020-digital-media
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Kaley MacRae 
Participant  
RAW Arts Performing Arts Prize, 2020 

My names Kaley MacRae, I’m 15 years old and in year 10.  I’ve always 
loved music and it’s always been a part of my life.  When I was little I 
would walk around my house with a camera and record myself making 
up songs.

I’m inspired by a lot of things but especially by my great grandparents: 
they were always there for me and always loved to hear my love for 
music. I never had a lesson in singing until last year when I joined 
an amazing program called ACA (Academy of Creative Arts). This 
program helped develop me as an artist and a student. 

My highlights, in music, were being able to sing at both of my great 
grandparents’ funerals as this was my first time singing in front of 
people. My other highlight is being able to share my love for music 
with others.

I want to be able to share my music with others and make them see my 
journey as an artist. I love being able to write original songs but also 
challenge myself to learn other music.

Taylah Chisholm 
Participant  
RAW Arts Performing Arts Prize, 2020 

My name is Taylah Chisholm and I’m 18 years old. I began performing 
arts back in 2016, when some of my friends told me to try it. Since 
then, I’ve been in many local productions, performances and concerts.

I’ve taken singing lessons from a few people including Albert Skipper, 
Adam Lyon and now Kerry Lorenz. A few of the shows I’ve been 
involved in are ‘Les Misérables’ as Eponine (2019) and ‘Phantom of the 
Opera’ as Meg Giry (2017) with Nexus BYT, ‘Grease’ (2018) with Tribe 
Youth Theatre and ‘Wicked’ as Mother/dance ensemble (2019) with 
Bendigo Theatre Company. 

My biggest highlight of my career is definitely being asked to sing for 
the role of Elphaba in BTC’s ‘Wicked’ for a few shows which instantly 
improved my confidence. In the future, I would love to continue 
theatre professionally as that’s where my heart is.

RAW Arts 202048



Nay Ye Thwey Aung 
Participant  
RAW Arts Performing Arts Prize, 2020 

Nay Ye Thwey is a sixteen-year-old artist who has an ever-growing 
passion for the arts. He has achieved great things in 2019, namely 
writing and producing a 16-track album that he released on all 
major streaming services earlier this May. This landed him an active 
collaborative relationship with Sony Music, Australia, and he has since 
been quietly working with the label to put out a project sometime next 
year.

Nay started writing his own music in grade 6, he claims it wasn’t very 
good, but every day since then he has spent all of his spare time honing 
his craft. He is very motivated and has a strong drive for original 
composition, wanting the world to hear what he has to say in his 
music.

He is currently at the stage of producing an EP, but Nay hopes to finish 
year 12 before he signs any contracts and pursues music full-time.

Hannah Whillance 
Participant  
RAW Arts Performing Arts Prize, 2020 

I began my musical journey with piano lessons from Cheryl Long 
when I was 5. Cheryl inspired me to work hard and put passion into 
playing music and I am now in year nine working towards my Eighth-
grade exam.  In grade 6, I commenced saxophone lessons with Dr 
Michael Lichnovsky and completed my Fourth-grade exam by the end 
of that year. 

When I started at BSE, my teacher Warwick Cohen helped me 
complete my Fifth-grade exam. During my time at BSE, I have enjoyed 
being a member of Stage Band and Senior Concert Band and have 
learned so much from my teacher Stephen Briggs. 

Some of my major highlights include being awarded first place at 
the National Bernstein Piano Competition and performing and 
improvising on saxophone with a professional band at the Melbourne 
International Jazz Festival. My future goal is to complete my AMusA 
piano exam.
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Maya Flood
Participant  
RAW Arts Performing Arts Prize, 2020 

I began playing the clarinet and alto saxophone in 2016, after I was 
signed up to the instrumental music program at Catherine McAuley 
College. Since then, I have developed a strong passion for music and 
clarinet playing, and I hope to forge a successful career in the music 
industry as an orchestral musician. 

My artistic inspiration comes from Swedish clarinettist Martin Frost 
and the way he conducts himself on stage, engaging his audience 
through his performances. Within my own performances I try to 
connect with my audience in a similar way.

Throughout the years I have been taught by some amazing musicians, 
with Ashleigh Yeates, Deborah Ross and Catherine Moore all teaching 
me music and performance through my schooling.

In the future my goal is to attend the Melbourne Conservatorium 
of Music, eventually earning myself a PhD in the field of music 
performance. 

Tara Muscatello
Participant  
RAW Arts Performing Arts Prize, 2020 

My name is Tara Muscatello and I am an eighteen-year-old singer, 
songwriter, rapper and guitarist.

I have always loved to sing and perform but it wasn’t until year seven, 
when I first moved to Bendigo, that I truly discovered my unwavering 
passion for music. I am inspired by other artists, different genres, 
personal experiences and failures and I always strive to do and be 
my best and try to pick up as much as I can to improve and further 
develop as an artist and performer.

I have been lucky enough to have been taught by Adam Lyon and Nelson 
Gardner and have learnt an incredible amount from both of them. 

Some of my highlights include performing at the 2018 National Artlands 
Gala, singing on the local radio and honestly a highlight for me is the 
feeling of pride and achievement that I get after every gig I do. 

My ultimate dream is to be a recording artist so to try and reach that 
dream I am hoping to begin my bachelor of contemporary music at  
the Australian Institute of Music in 2021.
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Rosalind Porter 
Participant  
RAW Arts Performing Arts Prize, 2020 

My name is Rosalind Porter and I am 13 years old. Two years ago  
I started singing and last year I started acting.

I have lived in Bendigo for three years now and this is my first time 
doing Raw Arts. I have singing lessons at Bendigo South East College 
and I acting lessons with the Academy of Creative Arts at BSE.

This year I am a part of Nexus BYT’s production of Oliver. I have  
also done Wakakirri in Canberra, and I was a part of the school  
choir at my old school in Canberra.

Gemma Chisholm
Participant  
RAW Arts Performing Arts Prize, 2020 

My name is Gemma Chisholm and I’m 13 years old. I’ve been  
dancing for 8 years of which 7 of those were at CMS Dance Worx 
under Carlie Sutton. I was taught many dance styles but classical  
was the main focus. 

Last year I moved to Start Studio, where I’m taught by Shantelle 
Rathbone, to pursue my dream in theatrical dance. I’m also in my 
second year of dancing in the ACA program at Bendigo South East 
College.  For my first showcase, I was chosen to perform my own 
contemporary solo which I choreographed myself.

I have also performed as a lead dancer in the Bendigo Christmas 
Concert for the past two years which raises money for Bendigo Health.

I love to dance as it makes me feel happy and free. My dream would  
be to become a professional dancer and perform on stages all around 
the world.
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Charlie Clark
Participant  
RAW Arts Performing Arts Prize, 2020 

Charlie Clark is currently in year 12 at Bendigo Senior Secondary 
College and has a devoted love for all aspects of the arts since she can 
remember. 

Charlie’s preferred medium to work in is body painting and 
photography. Not only does she love visuals arts but performing arts 
as well. She plays piano, saxophone, guitar and is currently studying 
classical vocals and opera with Merlyn Quaife. 

Her greatest inspirations in her music and art are David Bowie, Björk, 
Florence + The Machine, FKA Twigs, Popovy Sisters, Matthew Stone 
and Iris Van Herpen. She loves these artists for their eclectic and 
androgynous style and avante-garde qualities.

She hopes in the future to see herself in a successful career where she is 
able to combine these two creative passions.

Lasith Kulasekara 

Cosy English Cottage on a Winter’s Evening
Oil on canvas, 50 x 70cm
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Immie  
Lonergan 

Skin

Tom Loy 

The Brothers  
Redempter  
and Revenger
Polymer clay
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Yasmin Russell  

Ruined

It lay simply upon the forest’s bed, what remained 
of a ruined manor. It once was clearly white, but 
had become stained throughout the years of wear 
and weather. She crept out from between the 
bushes, her plain features brought to light from the 
beams of sunlight dancing between the leaves. Her 
hair was as brown like mud, paired awkwardly with 
a smattering of freckles peeking out from smudges 
of dirt and grime.  

A most peculiar sight indeed. 

And as she walked, the trees called out to her, 
whispering her name, as they knew her well now.  
‘Kainda.’ 

For she and the forest had become good friends 
over the past months she had been there. Kainda 
was not one to burn or to bring harm to the forest, 
but, dear reader, do not mistake that for purity or 
innocence. 

That would be such a foolish judgement.  

She was wary at first, as anyone would be. But as 
Kainda approached the manor, she found herself 
drawn to it as a moth is to a flame. Perhaps now, 
she thought, she would be able to find a place to 
truly rest. While the embrace of the forest was a 
welcome one, it did not mean she slept soundly at 
night. 

The bird’s song faded to silence at the creak of the 
door. Kainda’s eyes scanned around the room, her 
rusty blade ready to strike if anything were to move. 
Growths of vines and leaves sprouted from cracks 
in the building, the fancy furniture was dusty from 
years without use.  

In the middle, draped along a chaise lounge, lay 
a beautiful boy. Unnaturally long red hair spilled 
onto the ground like a bloody wave, his eyes 
were gently shut and his hands were on his heart. 
Resting. Waiting. 

Below him on the ground lay scatterings of bodies 
and bones, all of different shapes and sizes. As 
Kainda walked closer, she noticed that the skeletons 
left were resting against the couch, as though they 
had fallen into a slumber and had forgotten to wake 
up. With that realisation, as if on cue, not a voice 
but a feeling reached out to her. 

An overwhelming desire, a pressure on the heart 
and a longing on the lips. An ideology—this boy 
was sleeping and a kiss would wake him, for is that 
not how the world worked? This desire she felt 
fogged her thoughts, fogged her judgement. And 
she wanted him. The desire took over every cell in 
her body, hungry for his touch. 

But this was not the hungriest she had been. This 
was not the first time she desired for something she 
could not have. 

This was not real.  

This was not her. 

And so, as she reached the couch, her mind cleared 
and the fog receded as though angered by her 
refusal.  

She jumped back in fright as a voice of many voices 
spoke to her, from nowhere and everywhere as 
though they were the same. 

‘You are no fool, are you?’ The voices asked, the 
various pitches cutting through the air like her 
mother cut vegetables. Choppy. Unguided. Kainda 
only paused for a second to take it in. 

‘No, I do not believe so.’ Her heavy voice replied. 

‘Perhaps there is hope for us all then. Drink, and 
cure the curse that plagues this manor. Drink 
from our skulls and set our spirits free. Drink, and 
become what we all wish we could have.’  
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Kainda leaned down, grasping one of the smaller 
skulls. She reached into her water skin and poured 
some water before crushing up some of the berries 
she had found along her journey and adding them 
to her concoction. 

She did not know what to do, but the voices did, 
little pushes and whispers in the right direction, 
guiding her way through the creation of the 
mixture. 

And as she finished, she held the skull up high, 
tilting it down into her open mouth. With liquid 
slowly dripping down her chin, she drank. It tasted 
like nothing she had ever tasted before, sweetness 
and bitterness all at once. As she swallowed, it was 
one of the many voices that reached out to her in 
her mind.  

‘Grow,’ the voice commanded. 

‘Take my passion. Take my aggression and temper 
and use it to grow into something better than me. 
Something that I should have been.’  

And so, Kainda did, whether she wished to or not.  

Horns pierced through her skull as though she was 
the animal they were meant for, jutting and peeking 
out of her hair. And such pain was unfathomable, 
ghastly yet somehow comforting. Becoming 
what she was not born to be, simply through the 
remainder of power from one who believed she 
should have been more. 

But she felt as though she was not done. And so, 
she picked up the next skull and began again. With 
the next sickly-sweet sip, a deep voice whispered to 
her. 

‘Be honest, so you will know kindness that my heart 
had never learnt to accept or to cherish. Be honest, 
so that there will be one less soul whose lies infect 
the land.’ 

And with that, her lips pricked and itched as 
though she had rubbed poison ivy on them, 
transforming their hue to a much darker, deeper 
purple, letting no untrue words escape from 
between them. 

Despite this, Kainda continued, fuelled by 
something other than her own willpower. 

With the final skull, a voice of everything and 
nothing screamed. ‘Look away, look away from 
what they do because if you see, curiosity will drag 
you closer and closer until you have nowhere else 
to go but to those who wish you no good. Do not 
be like me and see the truth in what you don’t see.’ 

As she drank from the final skull, her eyes melted 
and dripped white and black, as though a tear 
trickling down her face, until all that remained was 
a simple, brown iris. 

She was an otherworldly kind of beautiful, my 
reader, through all these changes she had taken. 
Her skull throbbed from the horns, her lips itched 
and although her eyes were a wonder, she could no 
longer see a thing. 

Yet she was not scared, but fulfilled, as though she 
was made to do this from the very day she was 
born.  Although she so clearly wasn’t, of course. 
What a strange coincidence that would be.  

Feeling around for her knife, she reached forward 
to the slumbering boy. Her hand cupped his face 
as she gently dragged her blade from the top of his 
forehead to the bottom of his chin. And as she lifted 
the blade, with blood dripping off his face, the boy 
woke.  

As his eyes opened, no one was more surprised 
than her to hear him whisper. 

‘Are you here to kill me?’  

‘Is that what you would wish?’  
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He only gave a single pause before nodding, the 
slight flicker of determination and acceptance 
crossing his face. And although she couldn’t see it, 
Kainda knew he was ready for his death.  

‘But now you are tied here, to this foul place,’ he 
said. ‘You will not find joy here, only the longing for 
something that you can never have. Does death not 
seem the better option?’  

This Kainda pondered for a bit longer. She had 
not had the best life—there were times where 
death seemed the only option. But she had worked 
through those times. She had come this far, and 
although she would live her life blinded and 
trapped here, was that not better than no life at all? 

‘I am not ready for such things,’ she replied, 
determination ringing in her voice.  

As she spoke, the boy reached down to one of 
his blades he had kept hidden at his side, slowly 
drawing it up as he realised that Kainda could not 
see him and his beauty.  

But when Kainda plunged her knife into his heart, 
he was swept with anger at her and how she would 
not accept death like a true hero. So, when pain 
bloomed in his heart like a deadly flower, he took 
one final look at Kainda, and with all his anger and 
all his effort, he stabbed his dagger into her heart 
too.  

As she fell forward onto him in shock, their 
blood mixed together in the most peculiar way. It 
dribbled down their corpses and onto the floor and 
entangled like lovers, blood swirling intricately and 
creating patterns of its own.  

For in destruction there is creation, yes?  
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Sarah Maggs 

Inside from 
the Outside
Photography

Bethany Mansfield 

Aalish
Oil on canvas 
122 x 91cm
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Holy Notarangelo  

A Poet, a Pre-schooler  
and a Parrot  
Unlikely Shipmates 
Millicent Myer was the kind of person who cried  
at flowers—and felt clever while doing it.  

These ones were tulips, bright red and yellow, 
clashing like a McDonald’s drive through sign. 
Their unopened buds reminded her of childhood, 
of an unaffected state before the pollution of the 
world took its toll. Millicent pitied them. But also 
envied them their ignorance; to be able to dance 
in the middle of a supermarket or squeal excitedly 
across a room full of people, without even knowing 
that they were out of place (or if they did, not 
caring)—that was something she wished she  
could have back.  

Not that she could really remember losing it,  
of course… 

Even in childhood, she had been taught to mould 
herself under other people’s cynicism. Her parents’ 
huge parlours and frequent social gatherings 
seemed to require a child who would ‘present well’, 
or in other words, a child that was not a child.  
This was exactly what Millicent Myer had become 
and while, at first, she was thrilled by the attention 
she gained under other people’s judgement she  
very soon came to feel trapped by it.  

Now, in the (partial) freedom of adulthood, she 
actively defied it. She was a Poet. A Dickinson 
tucked away in her room. An Edgar Allan Poe 
transfixed by lost love. Her words would not cave 
to external opinion. She was an eccentric! She 
did not fear those who looked and judged as she 
cried at her own musings; those passers-by who 
briefly halted where they passed her, to regard her 
as some pitiful spectacle. Their opinions were not 
important. Perhaps she sniffled over her flowers, 
a little, to make her tears seem like the result of 
allergies. But this was not done out of shame,  

so much as to be rid of a distracting presence. She 
tired of onlookers and was smart enough to know 
how to avoid them—that was all.  

Not being a spectacle breathed clarity into her 
mind. A warm, wooden scent passed her nose and 
suddenly she had something. Not quite a thought, 
but a feeling. Like a memory she’d never had, but 
wanted to have—oh, it would make a beautiful 
piece if only she could describe it. It was like…  
It was…  

‘Excuse me?’ 

Millicent Myer felt a rough, juvenile tug at her 
sleeve. An immense wave of annoyance swept 
over her as she briefly mourned her lost thought. 
Looking down, she saw a small boy with a runny 
nose sniffling up at her. She pulled back her hand, 
making a note to wash it before eating, in case he 
had some kind of infection.

 ‘Hello,’ she replied guardedly. 

The little boy absently blew his nose into his t-shirt 
before continuing. 

‘I lost my parents,’ he declared, as if this was 
something to be proud of, ‘You have to take me to 
the Zoo’. This last part was added matter-of-factly, 
as if it were something so obvious that he hadn’t 
really needed to say it out loud. 

Millicent regarded him for a moment, he was 
quite short and absolutely covered in freckles. He 
was brimming with so much energy that it looked 
almost painful for him to stand still enough to 
wait for her answer. ‘Your parents are at the Zoo?’ 
Millicent asked, reluctantly stuffing her bouquet 
under her arm as she began to walk. The small boy 
nodded enthusiastically as he bounded ahead of 
her, ‘Yep, they’re definitely there’.  

To any other 7 year old, the lady holding the 
flowers would have looked like the kind of stranger 
your parents told you to stay away from. The crazy, 
matted hair and dark eyes with a watery glaze made 
her seem distant—not alert in the way that other 
adults are. She seemed to be looking into some 
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other world, but instead of a world of magic or 
fairies or dinosaurs, she looked into the same world 
as the monsters that hide under your bed, as if she’d 
somehow fallen out of it and was trying to figure 
out how to climb back in. The bright flowers she 
was holding looked laughably out of place against 
her drab, fading clothes, to the point where you  
had to wonder why she was holding them.  

Stanley barely noticed any of these things. In fact 
the only thing he did notice was that she didn’t 
look the way an adult should look, even though he 
was pretty sure she was one, and that perhaps this 
meant that she also liked pirates and dinosaurs  
and drinking red cordial. All of these were vital  
if he was going to recruit her for his adventure.  

 Stanley had a long history of NOT having 
adventures. He’d found no secret passages (even 
after pulling books off every shelf in the house),  
no magic forests in wardrobes (though he still 
checked every now and then, since you never  
know when one might appear), and he was tired  
of trying to convince both his teddy bears—Fluffy 
and Mike—that if they please just talked to him,  
he wouldn’t ever tell anyone. Miriam was constantly 
telling him to grow up, but big sisters tend to say 
those things when they’re jealous. Even though she 
wouldn’t admit it, she knew that eventually Stanley 
was going to have an adventure, and that she 
wouldn’t get to be a part of it.  

Today—family barbeque day—had been the  
perfect day for an adventure. In the raucous 
scattering of all his cousins and half-cousins,  
all it had taken was a bit of good timing for  
Stanley to slip away without anyone noticing.   

He wasn’t entirely sure where he would find his 
adventure. He had some notion that an adventure 
for pirate treasure might be a good idea—which  
he supposed would involve a parrot and a boat.  
He was vaguely aware that he might not know 
 how to sail a boat, so he decided that he also 
needed to find someone who could do that.  

Stanley had to be sure he’d picked the right person.  

He slowed down a bit and looked back at the lady 
with the flowers. She definitely wasn’t fast—if 
they ever came up against a dragon, she probably 
wouldn’t escape—but she did look a bit like a pirate. 
Her hair was stuck in dark frizzy curls that were 
messy enough to poof out like a pirate hat. She 
wore a long grey pirate coat with wooden buttons. 
The flowers she was holding under her arm were 
pretty much the same colours as a parrot—if 
Stanley squinted hard enough, it looked like there 
really was a blurry parrot sitting on her shoulder! 

An uncomfortable look passed over her face as she 
noticed him squinting. ‘Is something the matter?’ 
she asked.  

‘No, nothing,’ he replied, as they continued walking. 
He had to find out if she knew how to sail. But it 
couldn’t sound suspicious. Even though he felt 
guilty for lying about the Zoo, he couldn’t tell her 
his plan yet.  

‘What’s your name?’ He asked.  

‘Millicent.’ She replied, a little surprised.  

‘Millicent’, Stanley repeated thoughtfully, trying  
to decide whether or not this sounded like a pirate 
name. He concluded that it didn’t quite. ‘Can I call 
you Millbeard?’ 

He was stupid to go on this tangent, but he 
couldn’t help it—after all it wouldn’t be a proper 
pirate adventure if they didn’t have official pirate 
names. He could only hope that it didn’t sound too 
obvious. 

Millicent laughed as if she thought this idea was 
ridiculous, though she was not unkind when she 
replied, ‘If you must’.  

‘Okay’, Stanley was suddenly excited to share his 
own pirate name. It’d taken him ages to come up 
with one he was happy with, though he wasn’t sure 
he’d ever get a chance to use it properly. He stopped 
walking to make the moment feel more dramatic, 
‘You can call me RodgerTooth’.  
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Jemima North 

Rob the Rat

Lucy Palmer 

The elephant
Watercolour 
16 x 20 inches
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Teaghan Perryman 

Breathe
Digital - Procreate

Daisy Pratt-White 

Happy  
Anniversary
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Maggie-Pratt White

Autumn Sanctuary   
Growing up living in buttercups,  
Something always happens smothered in passion. 

I’m glad I stayed home  
Safe and not alone,  
Fuzzy feelings as I melt in your heart, darling  
drink the joy this evening.    

Late at night  
when cars use their headlights  
Our dreams make good conversation,  
Inner monologues for narration.  

Stars form on the sky’s ceiling providing  
relieving feelings,   
Hold me unyielding and uncompromising,   
Please don’t starve me.  

Welcome my beating heart  as your arms part,  

Please don’t deprive me you don’t realise  
how much you mean,   
I don’t want to fast for affection 
begging for the world’s attention.  

What’s the point of living if we can’t love?  

 The sun scares away the nightmares of yesterday, 
Humanity, you taught us to love,   
Fantasy, why weren’t you enough?   
Swallowing the loud noise of society, 
You lower the volume of our reality.

Waking up with you scares away the blue,  
The morning after all the leisurely laughter,   
Comforting in the cold 
Hold me, because now we’re old.  

We will stay here,  
Continue smiling away the fear,  
When it’s cold in the streets   
lay in between warm sheets,  
Delicate words escape silk lungs   
Consumed through our honey tongues.  

I’ll make tea  
please drink it with me, 
To dry away our worries,   
fear isn’t worthy.  

I don’t get very hungry because my stomach  
is full of butterflies,  
Around you, that’s lucky   
because the sweet feeling doesn’t amplify.  

When the world crashes  oceans turning to ashes, 
we’ll fall into bed summarising society in our head,   
Reminiscing the world we enjoyed,   
I got my hopes up, now I’m annoyed.  

Why aim to be crushed here?   
We won’t be crushed dear.   
Please let me rest held in your chest,   
Give me water  
watch me grow,   
To me it matters, 
Because I don’t want to go. 
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Hayley Robinson 

Inner Soul

Jeremy Robinson 

The Lonesome 
Tree
Photography
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Olivia Rogister 

Stay Active
Pencil 
A3

Yasmin Russell 

Withered Reach
Acrylic on Canvas
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Olivia Ryan 

Beauty Queen
Digital Artwork

Will Shanahan 

Untitled
Digital Artwork
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Lilly Skipper 

Carpet stains
Collage - mixed medium 
A3

Allannah Smith 

Arya
Drawing 
30 x 60cm
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Amber Stephens 

Extreme isolation 
warps the mind
Digital Photograph

Chantel Stewart 

Remember,  
You Will Die
Photography
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Maxwell  Stewart 

Supposed Poetry
Oil paint 
51 x 40cm

Jayde Thomson-Cruse 

Adapation
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Jin Turpie 

Korean Koala
Pen on paper 
22 x 22 cm

Charlotte Watson 

the simple things
Photography
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Michael Watson 

From Life in 
Natural Light
Oil on linen 
16 x 25cm

Jacob Watts 

A Tennis Player’s Bedroom
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Jemima Watts 

Connecting  
with Nature

Shay Wignall 

Eye
Photography
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This publication includes all eligible entries received for the 2020 RAW Arts Awards  
– an Awards program open to creatives aged 25 years and under. 

Some material may contain adult themes and/or language and may be considered  
inappropriate for younger readers/viewers.

For information about the City of Greater Bendigo’s RAW Arts program,  
go to www.bendigo.vic.gov.au/RAW or email raw@bendigo.vic.gov.au 






