
 
Exemplar D  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Caught in the Act 
 

I stood totally scared as Michelle 
shoved a Mossimo tank top into her 
bag. Michelle, Christi and I were 
standing behind the clothes rack down 
the back of the shop. “Hey, what the 
hell are you doing?” I whispered. 
“Relax Monika, just find what you want 
and take it” said Christi putting a blouse 
in her bag. 
I stood there, gazing deeply into their 
eyes. I couldn’t believe they were 
shoplifting. 
“Well? Are you gonna get that top 
you’ve always wanted?” asked 
Michelle. 
I didn’t know what to say. Michelle was 
the type of girl who always tied herself 
in knots in the end. What was I going to 
do? These were my friends, my very 
close friends. As much as I didn’t want 
to be left out, I also didn’t want to steal. 
Michelle and Christi walked up to me, 
slowly. 
“Hurry up and grab what you want and 
let’s get out” they said as they shoved a 
head skarf each into their bags. All I 
could do was just stand there, then 
slowly I came right out and told them, 
“No, I can’t do this guys, I just can’t”. 
Christi looked at me with doubt in her 
eyes. She looked like she was going to 
put the stuff back. I slowly walked 
outside and waited for them patiently. 
Two shaven-headed security guards 
ran from one corner of the store and 
dragged Michelle and Christi out. There 
was nothing that I could do or say to 
change things. I sat there and watched 
Christi crying out for help. 
Then they became distant and went 
with the security guards. I couldn’t do 
anything but sit and watch their backs 
as they were lead away.  
I should have stopped them. I should 
have warned them, but it’s just too late 
now for me to do anything. 
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Bullyboy 
 
“Get away from me you geek!” 
Life has never been easy for me, I have been 
treated like a nobody for as long as I can remember.  
Sometimes I wish I had never been born, just so I 
wouldn’t be constantly bullied.  It’s all because of 
this classmate of mine named Joe. He’s in my class 
but he’s not a mate. He’s my very own nightmare.  
He is big and tough and he has a lot of friends.  Last 
Friday he ate my lunch and put chewing gum in my 
hair. I wish I could make it stop. I wish I could tell 
someone, but who would listen to me, a geek and a 
nobody? 
 
Monday morning came around too quickly. I went 
round the last corner before school and I saw the 
very last thing I wanted to see. Joe and his gang. 
“Hey geek, what we having for lunch?”  he said with 
his big ugly hands rubbing against each other.  I 
didn’t say anything. What’s the point? It would only 
make things worse, if that’s possible. 
 “Morning geekazoid!  he said, what are we having 
for lunch?” His face was so close I could feel his spit 
and smell his stinky breath.  
“Bacon sandwiches” I reply. 
 “Good, that’s our favourite. Hmmm. Hand it over”  
I pretended to look in my bag and then I ran, I ran 
like I never ran before. I felt like Forrest Gump , 
except that Forrest Gump didn’t get caught.  
 
The next day I felt so much pain that I cried 
every time I moved.  I wanted so badly to tell 
someone but I didn‟t know who. I don‟t really 
know how but I found myself standing outside 
the Guidance Counsellor‟s. I waited outside not 
able to go inside. Every time I got close to 
knocking I would hear Joe‟s voice and see his 
smirking face. 

“How does it feel? Does it hurt?  No one runs 
from me.  No one! Don‟t tell anyone I did this to 
you or it‟ll be ten times worse. Now get out of 
my face, you look ugly.” 

I turned and walked away from the door. I knew 
what would happen if I told. I was halfway down 
the stairs when I realised that if I didn‟t tell I 
would get beaten up anyway. How could he 
make it ten times worse? That just wasn‟t 
possible, there was no way things could get any 
worse than they already were. I went up the 
stairs and knocked on the door. A friendly voice 
from inside called out, “Come in”. 
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The Greatest Gift of All 
 
The gold chain glistened in the perfectly manicured hand of the jewellery 
store assistant. “Isn’t this just lovely, sir? So delicate and so refined. I’m 
sure the young lady will just love it. And it’s so reasonable at only $200.” 
I just nodded casually and said “Yes, I‟ll take it.” I said it like I did this 
everyday. As if I knew all about carats and craftmanship. As if people 
always called me „Sir‟. As if $200 was a reasonable price to pay for 
something that was the size and weight of a piece of string. 

I reached into my back pocket for my wallet, but all I found was 
buttock. That‟s when I felt the first, small panic. The panic grew as I 
frisked all the other pockets in my cargo pants. God! Why do there 
have to be so many? And why do they all have to be buttoned? I 
frantically searched my shirt and my jacket but all I found was a 
measly 10 bucks. All the hum of the mall faded into silence, everything 
slowed down, the way it does when you watch as a dropped glass falls 
toward the ground. 

The saleswoman placed the wrapped and ribboned box on the glass 
counter. 

“I..I…I‟ve lost my wallet. All my cash is gone. $220 gone.” 

Her wide lipsticked smile shrunk instantaneously into a tightly 
puckered pinprick. I knew that she didn‟t believe me. She thought I 
went around getting my kicks by watching people wrap things I didn‟t 
want to buy. 

“Sorry” I muttered and walked out into the mall. 

What was I going to do? It was Janine‟s and my three month 
anniversary tomorrow. I‟d hinted that I was buying her something 
really special and she was going to be waiting for me at our special 
place down on the beach. I‟d already spent my savings, my next two 
weeks pay, and every bit of credit I had with my friends, uncle, mother 
and brother. I had known all along that I was spending too much but 
there was a picture I couldn‟t get out of my mind. The picture of 
Janine‟s perfect skin glowing, and her white teeth and blue eyes 
sparkling in the reflection of a thick gold necklace. That picture had 
driven me, but it faded now. 

The sun glistened on the golden sands as I walked toward Janine who 
sat waiting beside the sparkling blue sea. The fresh sea breeze 
mingled with the aroma of the wild flowers I had picked and the 
chocolate cake I had baked. I went up to her and kissed her. I 
presented her with the flowers and the cake. She looked overwhelmed. 

“Oh. They‟re so lovely! Did you really bake it yourself? And the 
flowers, they‟re so romantic! I‟ve got something special for you”. I 
opened the wrapped and ribboned present she gave me and marvelled 
at her generosity in giving me such an excellent watch. 

I felt so in love, so proud, so happy. She turned to me smiling radiantly 
and asked, “So, what did you get me?” 

Two weeks later I saw her driving with Nicholas Pringle in his 
father‟s red sports car. A week after that she rang and asked for the 
watch back. 
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