National Storytelling Week
Stay
By Megan Breen
A soft breeze weaved gently through the rows of sparsely scattered blood red tulips, casting
shadows onto the patches of uneven soil beneath them. They used to stand tall, proud, but
now they were broken. Those that were left were missing petals or hunched over as though
they were in pain. What once was a place of serenity, was now bleakly desolate. The crunch
of gravel and painful small grunts broke through the night’s peaceful quiet, as a figure
stumbled through the darkness, moving swiftly through the moonlight towards the one
source of shade. Her skin shone silver in the luminescence, her blonde hair stuck to her
forehead by thin beads of sweat and clumps of dirt, while she used both hands to clutch
desperately on to a dark patch on her shirt. No sooner had she appeared, did she disappear
into the shadow of the only source of shelter nearby, an old, run-down, windmill. Lilly knew
it was her last source of hope, though there was little left for her. If she was lucky, she
would find something to help her. Her life came down to this, stumbling through a tulip
field, alone. She had known her chances of succeeding in her mission, but she had failed.
Maybe this was her punishment. She might deserve it. Falling into the rotting wooden door,
she banged her hand frantically against it with all the energy she could muster up, collapsing
down onto the ground, all the strength left in her aching limbs suddenly leaving her body. A
creak rippled through the silence as Lilly blinked up towards the starlit sky, a person looking
down upon her as her eyelids grew heavy and rested to a close.
The meowing of a cat broke Lilly from her slumber, as she blinked her eyes open, sheltering
them from the sunlight, which was streaming through a nearby open window, from which a
ginger cat was sitting staring at her. She grunted as she pushed herself up from the ground
into a sitting position, immediately wincing in pain as she did.
“Woah-“ a voice came drifting towards her, along with a tall, brown eyed and dark haired
person who knelt beside her, “Don’t push yourself.”
Lilly tried to muster up a reply, but her voice was hoarse, and the other immediately offered
up a cup of steaming liquid. She narrowed her eyes at them, cautious as to who they were.
“It’s just tea,” they replied with a shrug. She took it slowly, taking a sip, watching as they
rose from beside her, moving over to the window, where the cat nuzzled into them.
“What… what happened?” she questioned; her hands wrapped around the cup, looking up
at them.
“You gave Laurence and I a good fright, that’s what happened. We were just minding our
own business and then you show up, all bloody and dirty-“
“Laurence?” she frowned.
“My cat.”

“Oh.” The woman touched her side again, expecting a pang of pain, but to her surprise no
pain came this time. “Am I dead?”
“Nearly, you’re lucky I was here,” they replied, with a soft smile which overtook all their
features.
“But how?”
The question seemed to make them uncomfortable, as they shifted their weight from one
foot to the other.
“The war has changed all of us… in ways we couldn’t imagine. I never thought I’d be living
alone in an abandoned windmill, but here I am… I knew that if they found out about my
power, they’d be undefeatable, so I hid-”
“Your power?” She doubted that it was her recent injuries that made her so confused by
what they were saying.
“I can heal people,” they replied, their eyes finally meeting hers, though she quickly looked
away. The plane might not have left yet, she had a chance to get home.
“I have to go,” she pushed herself up from the ground, surprised at the energy that
suddenly flowed through her body, but she was quickly stopped in her tracks.
“You can’t… you got lucky this time, but I doubt you will again. They’re everywhere. Stay,”
the other told her. “Please.”
There was something in their eyes that made Lilly feel safe. She could trust them. She didn’t
know how she knew that, but she knew.
“I’m Pieter, by the way,” they held out their hand.
“Lilly,” her face relaxed as she spoke, her hand slipping into theirs as they smiled at each
other. Maybe this was exactly where she was meant to end up all along.

The Secret of the Windmill
By Anji
Lilly’s leg felt swollen and lifeless. She had landed on a tulip field and wondered how she
would be able to reach the old windmill she spotted in the nearby distance. Surely this
could provide her with some shelter. She winced with pain as she successfully managed to
free herself from the entangled parachute.
“Stay calm”, she kept on saying to herself, knowing how meaningless those words seemed
at this point. She never felt so vulnerable. Her mission to meet the Dutch resistance team
had failed miserably when the engine caught fire on the fighter plane she was flying, and
she knew her only chance was the ‘bail out ’procedure. Her premonition was confirmed on
seeing the smoke billowing from the crashed plane as she parachuted towards land. Well at
least I’m in Holland, she thought, as she tried to slide herself on her hands and bottom
towards the windmill, feeling sad to crush the beautiful tulips beneath her.
“Laurence, got a nice piece of fish for you, come on boy”, Pieter shouted from one of the
rooms they had built in the windmill. They looked outside for their beloved pet, shrugging
their shoulders when there was no response and was taken by surprise to see black smoke
blowing towards the windmill.
“Better go and check it ”and grabbed a cotton neckerchief, stuffed a small loaded handgun
in their pocket and rushed towards the scene. They wondered whether their unusual but
unwelcome healing powers would be needed.
Lilly slid herself about 100 meters nearer to the windmill and stopped to regain her
strength. Her vigorous workouts to become a trained assassin were paying off, even though
her wrists were telling her otherwise. Suddenly a rustling within the tulips sent a wave of
fear through her. Staying very still and holding her breath, she smiled with relief to see a
healthy tabby cat running towards her. As he came closer, she winced to see a rather large
spider dangling from his mouth. Assassin trained she was, but spiders….no. She didn’t do
spiders! Chewing vigorously, Laurence made sure he enjoyed his arachnid meal and ran off
through the tulips.
On reaching the site of the smoke, Pieter was curious as to where and who had bailed out of
the British plane. They looked around and were happy and surprised to see their beloved
Laurence, who rubbed himself on and through Pieter’s legs. Laurence meowed loudly and
strutted quickly through the fields with Pieter following.
“You trying to tell me something, boy? You found something interesting?”
Within a few minutes Pieter came across Lilly, lying on her side, fast asleep.

Pieter bent down, shook her gently and Lilly woke with a start and sat bolt upright, staring
directly into Pieter’s eyes. There was a kindness in those eyes, although at the same time
she felt strangely uneasy and unable to fathom why.
“Don’t move”, Pieter said and, in broken English, tried to reassure her that they can heal
her injuries. They carried her back to the windmill where they used their hands to heal her
fractured leg. The heat emanating from Pieter’s hands penetrated her skin and the pain in
her legs began to cease. Carefully, as she held on to Pieter’s shoulders, they encouraged her
to stand. Wobbling slightly, she stood without any pain.
“Who are you? How come you have such healing powers?” Lilly asked.
Sadly, Pieter told her they were embarrassed by their healing powers and that Laurence was
all that was left of their family. Their healing work would help fund the work needed to
repair the windmill.
Evening drew in. Sitting by an open fire, which Lilly loved, they laughed, played cards and
Lilly felt a connection being made and pushed away the uneasy feeling at the back of her
mind.
Knowing it was against all of her training, Lilly found herself telling Pieter about her role as a
trained assassin on a mission to meet with Dutch resistance on the outskirts of The Hague
and laughed, explaining how someone like herself who feared water, was chosen to carry
out missions in a country filled with dams and canals.
Lilly awoke the next morning enjoying the smell of fresh coffee coming from the kitchen.
She stopped just short of the door when she overheard Pieter talking fluently but guardedly
with another in the language of the enemy. What she understood at that moment was the
answer to that nagging doubt she had pushed to the back of her mind….

The Secrets of Sicarii
By Catherine Cottrell
A gentle breeze rustled through the field of sleeping tulips, blowing Pieter’s sea blue hair
about over their eyes. Laurence, Pieters loyal feline companion, suddenly stiffened, his ears
pointed forwards like satellites, wide eyes fixated on a spot a few paces into the field.
Pieter squinted in the starlight, trying to see what had caught their friend’s attention.
Nothing but the silhouettes of the sleepy flowers gently dancing in the breeze could be seen
to their human eyes.
“What is it boy?” they asked, crouching beside him.
Laurence darted forward into the sea swaying flowers. Pieter heard a hissing, a yelp, then
silence.
They picked up their torch and raced in the direction the sound had come from.
The sight that greeted them was like something out of a cartoon.
A hissing Laurence was swiping at a cowering figure on the ground. Pieter approached the
fray, scooped up his hissing friend and cautiously crouched next to the figure.
“Excuse my friend here, he gets a little over excited. Who are you? I do hope you haven’t
come to raid my field.”
The figure sat up, looked at Pieter for a moment before answering.
“Lily Granger. Where exactly am I?” she gestured to a parachute that she was still attached
too.
“This is one of the last Tulip fields that haven’t been raided, looks like you had a rough
landing, your chute is tangled in knots.”
They gently put their cat on the ground and approached Lily. Her golden hair tied back in a
bun and pale skin that was illuminated by the starlight. She was wearing a green flight suit
that now sported patches of mud and pollen from where she landed.
Pieter reached for their pocketknife, opened it and started cutting the tangled parachute
when they noticed patches of blood on the rope and crushed tulips.
“Are you hurt?”
“I think my leg is broken; I have had better landings” she replied wincing.
“Let me help you get you back to the windmill, I have bandages and supplies there.”
Pieter helped Lily to her feet, and they slowly hobbled back to the windmill where they
found her a chair and the first aid supplies.
As Pieter started cutting the flight suit where the wound was, they noticed a small elegant
looking dagger strapped around her lower leg.
Noticing that their new friend had seen the dagger, Lily decided the best thing to do was
come clean.
“I’m a sicarii soror, we are an ancient order, trained since childhood as assassins. Most of my
sisterhood are dead from the war. I stole a parachute and stowed away on a plane and
ended up in your field.”
Pieter stared at her, trying to process the strangeness of her words.

“I never wanted that life; I didn’t choose it.” She said, pleading to their better nature.
“You haven’t come here to kill me then?” they said, staring her straight in the eyes.
“Why would I want to kill a tulip farmer?”
Pieter thought for a moment before putting their hand over the place Lily’s leg had broken.
Lily jumped as she felt a warm electrical type sensation where her leg had broken.
She looked at her leg, it had healed!
She looked at Pieter “Did you just-?”
“Because I’m not a tulip farmer”, said Pieter.

A Story
by Michal
‘Get off my tulips, you ignorant vandal!’
That was how it began. Thank the winds she turned up in ‘43, before they started
bombing Amsterdam. One errant plane and I would be gone. Pieter wouldn’t even black out
my windows.
Pieter has no sense. That’s why they shouted at the woman - as if she wasn’t the first
intelligent person I’d seen since I was abandoned. No self-respecting windmill would be
caught dead so decrepit as I was. They almost knocked me down, winds forbid!
‘What do you think you’re doing?!’
Pieter, the idiot, almost drove her away. Luckily, she was too injured to protest as they
dragged her inside - and returned to their precious tulips, leaving her with Laurence.
As if the cat could help her.
By the time Pieter returned, the floor was stained red, and she was unconscious.
They examined the prostrate body, distaste painted on their face. Well might Pieter feel
disgust, at least their floor wouldn’t need to be replaced!
Laurence got the cards; they helped them. Just think: they had trained at the most
prestigious medical schools - over centuries! - and had to play solitaire to make their
practice bearable. They began to heal her injuries.
‘No. No!’ she sat up suddenly. Pieter had placed a cup of water to her lips.
They frowned, ‘You must drink.’
She was making an effort to control her anger. ‘Not water. Anything else?’
‘I can make tea.’
She winced. ‘If you must.’
She waited until the cup was in her hand to speak again: ‘My name’s Lilly.’
‘Pieter.’
‘I know.’ She took a little rectangular contraption from her pocket and pressed a button on
the side. The front of it lit up, like a technicolor picture. ‘What year is it?’
Pieter was studying her face, perplexed. ‘Nineteen forty-three.’
‘Ah. That’s why I have no signal.’ She put the contraption away, ‘My skip was interrupted.
I managed to reroute myself here. I can’t contact HQ. Why are you looking at me like that?’
Pieter started, ‘Your face reminds me of someone I met in... years ago. She took Paris by
storm - literally, she was a firework manufacturer, but the things she could do - no one had
seen it before.’
‘In 1572? Yep, that was me. Lilly Granger, private time-travelling assassin - at your
service. The fireworks were a personal touch. I’ve kept track of you for seven centuries, at
HQ’s request. We’re Assassins Across Time.’
Pieter sat, dumbfounded. Honestly, you would think they’d never met a time-travelling
assassin before.

‘Well, this was nice.’ Lilly remarked dryly, ‘What a greeting.’
They started, ‘No, it’s just - I thought AAT was a myth. How do they do it?’
‘Company secret, I’m afraid,’ she smirked, ‘As a matter of fact, I want to know your
secrets too. Actually, it’s hereditary. But I lost my kit somewhere in the 19th century, so I’m
stuck here until HQ can track me.’
‘Small chance for that. I’ve been in hiding since 1933. The Germans tried to murder me.’
they smiled, ‘That wasn’t you, by chance?’
‘Goodness, no!’ Lilly cried, ‘I would never.’
They sat talking for far too long. But, thank the winds, she stayed. She had no small skill
in fixing windmills, and soon had me presentable once again. I dread what will happen when
she leaves.

