Prologue
Penny
I’ve never had a friend. Until I met Bee. We were six. I was playing in my room. I wasn’t allowed to go to the
park anymore, after ‘it’ happened. She appeared while the music box was playing. She didn’t have a name. But
she liked my music box. I called her Bee. We carved our names into the dresser. ‘Penny + Bee’. We talked.
Her sweet voice reassured me. It encouraged to stay away from people. I only needed her. She was just like
me. She understood why I was different from other kids. She understood my bruises, my broken bones. She
understood my nightmares. She understood my pain.

Chapter 1
Penny
The colours swept across the page, points merging together like a river flowing to the ocean. Greens, blues and
yellows combining to create my masterpiece. My entry to The Institute of Creative Design. One stroke until
I’d fini–
BANG!

It all happened too soon. The fierce, howling wind blew the arching tree branch outside my window and it
struck the glass. Shock pulsed through my veins instantly, and my hand seizured across my work. It was
ruined. I’d have to start again.
“I need a break!” I muttered, kicking myself. Why does this always happen to me? My third attempt
destroyed.
I skipped down the spiralling, polished steel stairs to the freshly renovated kitchen. I see silhouette of my
Grandma’s slim figure, shuffling across the varnished hard-wood floors, searching each drawer. Her messy bun
bobbed on her head as she came up to see me.
“Have you seen the spices? I’m looking for oregano,” chirped Grandma. The aroma of sizzling, roast chicken
swirled around the room and my mouth watered.
“In the second cabinet, on your left.” I replied and continued to skip to the garden. The blossoms of bright
flowers flourishing rainbowlike smiled at me as my feet met the soft, wet grass.
I inhaled deeply, gulping in the fresh air I hadn’t yet experienced this weekend. That is the devotion I had to
my artwork. The view of the city’s river brushed across the horizon and silence contained the air. The
occasional chirp of crickets and water hitting the edge of the riverbed echoed through my neighbourhood.
This peaceful image of the world is my inspiration for art. Where I want to be.
The trees around me swayed in a rhythm of the wind, like they were dancing to a calming melody. Everything
was in harmony, perfectly balanced. I could have just layed there for hours. Nature and me. Me and natu–
SCREEEEEEEEECH!
My eyes that had naturally closed, opened abruptly. A car was spinning around the corner, screeching. Its
engine roared, the gears revved. A red car, speeding down my street. A red car. Red.

Chapter 2
Bee
3 Days Until
Red. A shiny red car turns. Turns on to the drive way. I see her open the car and I feel her warm hug. Mum.
She holds my hand and leads me into the house. She puts her bag on the bench. She fishes through the bag.
She pulls out a music box with golden bees painted on it. She hands it to me, smiling. I wind it up and soft
music plays. I giggle. Mum’s phone suddenly rings. She answers it. It sounds like dad. They yell about mum’s
new red car. Mums speech is slow, and her words are jumbled. I wind the music box up once again. It blocks
out the sounds. I smile. Mum hangs up and is sad or mad. Mum then grabs a familiar container from the bag.
She swallows two small mints and washes it down with water. I remember asking her for one. She said no
because they were special from the doctor. Strange. Granny comes out the living room. She is mad. She takes
Mum’s mints. And puts them in the bin. Mum takes them out. They keep yelling. Granny wants to take me. I
hope she takes me to the park. It’s my favourite place. I love the slide. I hold the music box up to my ear and
listen to every note. I’m happy again. I’m happy. Happy.

Chapter 3
Penny
“Don’t remind me. It doesn’t matter anymore.” I whispered so only I could hear. My heart pounded
aggressively, and my hands shook violently. My eyes were stinging from fighting the tears that wanted to spring
out.
“You love that music box, Penny. I know so,” A delicate voice replied, “play the music. Please?” Bee pleaded.

My unsteady hand was still shaking and began to press against the spongy grass. I pushed myself up.
“I’m not playing it. You know why, Bee.” I grumbled. The grass began to move underneath me, I was walking
back to the house.
“Stop it!” I screamed, “You can’t make me!”
People walking dogs on the gravel sidewalk stared and whispered. Mothers with children turned and avoided
the weird, screaming girl circling her garden. Me.
In half-frustration, half-embarrassment I sprang up the stairs to escape. My bedroom door slammed behind
me after I dashed past Grandma, who had music playing while I was panicking.
“I can relax. I have my art to work on,” I thought to myself, standing prominently, acting like I was in control.
My eyes skimmed the room to my old, wooden dresser, the only ‘retro’ item in the household. Intrigued, I
paced towards it and glanced at the carving I engraved into the wood when I was six. Penny + Bee, and there
was a drawing of a small bee flying underneath the words. I smiled in remembrance.
A yellow music box was placed on the dresser, a layer of dust coated its gloss. The golden outlines of bees
glistened around the box, and inside on a wooden platform was a large round, golden bee, with wings spread
as if it was in flight.
My hand was on the dresser, fingers crawling along the surface. Without thinking, my hands started to wind
the lever. It played the familiar melody and glazed the room with memory. That music. Music.

Chapter 4
Bee
2 Days Until
Music. It plays. It fills my ears. It blocks out what I don’t want to hear. I want to go to dad’s house today. Mum
says no. She’s lying in bed. I think she’s sick. She is always tired and trips over her feet a lot. I heard Granny
talking about getting a new, bigger house. So that she can look after someone. I don’t know who. I think she
means mum. Mum says she needs the support. But Granny is tired too. She’s old. I don’t want to get old.
Everyone seems so sad. I want to play forever. Mum never plays anymore. I draw a picture for Mum while
listening to my new music box. It’s a bee. I think they’re my favourite animal. They spread their love to the
flowers. Their buzzing is a playful tune. I go to Mum’s room to give her my picture. But she’s asleep. I crawl
into her bed. I fall asleep listening to Mum’s worn out breaths, hugging the music box. It played the music
softly. It makes me sleepy. I drifted off into a dream. Sweet dreams. Dream.

Chapter 5
Penny
Warm tears trickled down my face. I couldn’t help it. More than anything, I wanted to move on, forget about
Bee. But she always came back, persisting to remind me of something.
The music seemed to be growing louder, as if it was imbedding its tune into my brain.
“Enough!” I yelled, slamming the lid of the music box shut. The music disappeared and the small echoed
sound of the lid echoed around the room instead.
“Wh..Why did you stop it?” Bee questioned, “It was pretty… It’s our song.” she stuttered.

I couldn’t stand this. Why did Bee always ruin everything?
“I don’t have time for this, Bee. I need to finish my painting for Univers–
“Don’t go! Stay and play the song with me, like we used to,” Bee said defiantly. I needed to do something.
Clear my mind and escape from Bee.

“Bee, I’m going, you know that. You can leave me alone!” I couldn’t help yelling the last part. Bee was getting
on my nerves. The hairs on the back of my neck prickled up and I could feel the waves of cold chills, piling
up to roll down my spine.
“No, Penny, the more you try to leave, the more I’ll show you why you should never grow up.” Bee answered;
her voice slightly trembled. The quake in Bee’s voice made the chills shoot through me. She couldn’t do this
to me.

“Bee, I will make you leave. You don’t want me to make you.” I said calmly, I gathered my art supplies and
pretended to act normal. Nothing was normal right now.
“You can’t. No matter how much you try, I will always be with you. Be you.” Bee said casually, as if she was
talking about her weekend. The tone taunted me, and I needed to make it stop.

“Bee, I can’t talk to you right now,” I said, jumping off the ground I had somehow curled up without realising.
I needed to leave, but everywhere reminded me of Bee.
Grandma called me for dinner, and I raced down the stairs. This was something to distract me. The long, oak
table stretched along the glass window by the kitchen. Grandma had put her hair into her normal, twisted
braids and was beaming at the orange, roasted chicken, steam swirling from its heat. I sat down and Grandma
softened her smile, her bright blue eyes glassy.
“Did you have another incident, Penny?” Grandma interrogated. The tender chicken slid down my dry throat.
Embarrassment swelled through me and nausea hit the bottom of my stomach. Grandma gawked at me while
my face showed every emotion.
“…No,” I finally say. Guilt shoots through me.
“I heard you screaming, Penny.”
“It’s a new form of meditation,” I shoot back
“Penny, don’t lie to me if you are having problems.” Grandma said bluntly. How did she know everything? I
thought.
I gulped down more chicken and smiled, “I’m not.”

I still don’t understand why I lied. It would only make Grandma angry. We sat and ate in silence, Grandma
watching me. Searching me.
In silence, I left, had a shower and went to bed. Bee didn’t talk. She let me think. I knew Bee was trying to tell
me something important. But I didn’t want to listen. I wanted to grow up and go to University, graduate and
live happily ever after. I wanted to leave her behind.
I started to drift to sleep when I heard banging and clashing in the house. Probably Grandma cleaning the
dishes, just dropped a bowl or something. Footsteps pattered up the steel staircase, the metal sound drifting
through the crack between my door and the floor. I pushed myself up to look for the silhouette of feet walking
past my room. The pitter patter of footsteps echoed louder. Granny walked past my room. Her shadowy
figure paused at my door. A shadowy figure. That figure. Figure.

Chapter 6
Bee
1 Days Until
Figure. A figure. I’m holding Mum’s hand. She says a quick goodbye to the kindy teacher. The teacher smiles.
I think the figure is watching us. Watching us from across the street. I look at mum. She hasn’t noticed. It
walks in time with us, like a reflection in a mirror. I tell mum. She says not to worry. She doesn’t even look. I
tug on her arm. Telling her to look at me. Look at the figure. She doesn’t look. Why won’t she look? She tugs
me along the path. We reach a house, but it’s not ours. I look up at mum, lost. Granny walks outside. She
takes my hand from Mum. Mum’s sad. Granny leads me inside. My things are in a room. My new room.
Mum hugs me. She says goodbye. I cry. She swallows more mints. She leaves. Leaves me alone. Alone. I run
to my new room. I hate it. Its different. It’s not right. I hide under the strange, new covers. Hiding myself from
the world. I wind the music box up. The music plays softly as I drift off to sleep. But I’m not happy. I’m sad.
Sad.

Chapter 7
Penny
BANG!
I woke with a start. Nails dug into the side of my bed. My breath softened. Just the tree branch against my
window again. I knew today I would be working on my art. I would probably work in my room all day, seeing
as I had to start again and submit my work tomorrow.
After throwing on a pair of black leggings and an old hoodie with dried paint on it, I sat down by my easel,
with a stomach full of raisin toast, and started painting.
Colours covered the blank canvas and progressed across it, colours merging and colliding into one detailed
image.
“Good morning, Penny,” a soft voice giggled. I froze. I instantly put the paints and brush down. I wasn’t going
to answer, no matter what it would take. Not this time.
“I know you can hear me, Penny. I may be a kid, but I still have a big voice.” Bee stated. I ignored and
decided to continue painting. It always relaxed me. Bee was becoming irritated, I could tell.
“Penny? Answer me!”

I still didn’t answer. My painting was almost finished, the oily texture glittered in the sunlight. I had a feeling
this would be my best work yet.
“Stop ignoring me, Penny!” Bee squealed. I had a feeling that me ignoring Bee was working. It helped me try
and focus harder on my painting which was almost finished. I just had to add the details with the black oil
paint.
“If you won’t answer me, I’ll make you!”

Silence. I was getting good at the silent treatment.
“Here if I make it look better, you have to talk to me” Bee said. I didn’t understand her until it was too late.
My fingers gripped the brush and glided it across the canvas, back and forth, back and forth.

“No!” I wailed. I broke the silence and I could hear Bee giggling innocently again, as if enjoying herself.
Bee still had control of my hand and was drawing across the painting. Destroying the painting’s intricate brush
strokes. Tears streamed down my face and I screamed furiously. The brush finally dropped; a bee covered the
painting’s surface. “Isn’t that better?” Said Bee in complete innocence. It was too much. I ran.
The house faded behind me as I ran, leaving the mess behind. I didn’t care anymore; it was too late to start
painting all over again. The streets of Liverpool continued, crossed and intercepted as I travelled down a
familiar path. My tears teared across my cheeks as I raced, heart pounding and legs aching. I started to slow as
the street came to a dead end. A familiar dead end.
The view of a childhood park cascaded in front of me. Children running and screaming in delight, exhilarated.
I remember that feeling I had whenever I came here. It was the same park, metal slide and all. That day. That
park. The Park.

Chapter 8
Bee
The Day
Park. The park. I hear a familiar tune. A musical buzz. A bee. Trapped inside. Trapped. I stand on my tippy
toes and open the front door. The bee flies out. I follow it. To the park. The park across the street. I go to the
top of the shiny metal slide. I sit there. Just sitting. I was happy. I smile to myself. I go down the slide. Giggling.
I reach the bottom. My smile fades. My laughing stops. Someone is watching. It’s a familiar figure. Waiting.
Waiting for me. He takes me. He tells me to do things. Things I don’t want to do. He gets angry. He hurts
me. He doesn’t know what to do. He cries. He takes me back. Back to the park. He leaves me. Leaves me in
the rain.

Chapter 9
Bee
A Week Later
Lying. I’m lying there. In the rain. I see a figure. A different one. One with a kind smile. He helps me. He
holds me in his arms. Red and blue lights flash. It hurts my eyes. So I close them. I fall asleep. I wake up in a
white room. Tubes where in one arm. The other was in a sling. Granny was there smiling. Smiling a sad smile.
She tells me mum was sick. She couldn’t take the thought of losing me. She was gone. Gone for good. Dead. I
cry. She tells me that dad was the one who took me. She said he was sorry. Sorry that he hurt me. He said he
just wanted to look after me. But I wouldn’t listen. He got angry. So he hurt me. Then he panicked. So he put
me back. Back in the park. Granny said the police took him. That they’re looking after him. I cry. I scream.
Then I met penny. But now she doesn’t remember. Doesn’t remember my story. Her story. Our story. But I
do. This sickness. Its confusing. I am penny. I’m a part of her. I’m the one who remembers. Even though I
wasn’t the one who went through it. Her mind made me. She couldn’t cope with these memories. The pain.
Now she doesn’t need me. She broke free. She left me. She left. Left.

Chapter 10
Penny
And that’s when Bee died. Gone, forever. Every secret she kept from me whispered through the wind.
A weight lifted off my shoulders. I felt lighter, yet still sadder than ever. I knew she was trying to do good, to
keep me safe, but you can’t protect everything forever. At some point, it’s time to grow up.
That surge of inspiration pushed me to turn, leave and return to my easel, pick up my paints and start again.
This time, the painting was different. The view from my garden had a bee in it, flying away, free. It was a
symbol for me. I could get into University. I would. I may still be a kid, but I have a big voice.

Epilogue
Penny
I wince in pain as the needle dances across my wrist, leaving irreversible art on the canvas of my skin.
“How are you handling in it?” Sasha said gently.
“I’m managing” I reply, speaking through tight, gritted teeth.
I look around the cluttered tattoo shop. Trying to look at anything but the needle piercing my skin.
Sasha gives me a comforting smile that encourages me to stay strong. The same smile that first drew me to her
at university. The sunlight hits Sasha’s golden blonde hair and irradiates her pale skin. It illuminates her
delicate, doey, brown eyes that are like pools of sweet honey in the light. Small freckles pepper her nose and
cheeks. Her nose wrinkles as she smiles at.
I finally look down at my wrist. Golden yellows and deep browns lace my wrist. The intricate bee rests on my
wrist. The tattoo artist finishes the bee. The bee. A bee. My bee. Bee.

