
Short story – If you hold my hand 

Through the shutters, the bars, and the water-stained windows that concealed her within, 

Alice wondered what it would be like if she were to go outside; to feel the sun’s rays on her 

delicate, pale skin. Would the kids on the streets laugh and stare? Would the Jacaranda 

trees, which bore no leaves or purple flowers, look different from out there? Their branches 

resembling the bony fingers of a witch; with nails so long, they could swoop down and 

scratch her if she dared to walk past. 

Alice’s heart pounded inside her chest; irrational thoughts swirled around her head as she 

peaked at the kids playing in the streets below. Anxiously she listened to the dings of their 

bells, the screech of their breaks, the throwing of balls, merely escaping the girls as they 

whizzed past.  

Then came the sound she’d anticipated all morning. The sound of Sam’s skateboard as it 

rumbled over the uneven footpaths; swerving the boys and their balls, and the giggly girls 

with pigtail plats in their hair. Past the Thomason residence, where Jeff and Alex sat in 

their polo shirts and their boat shoes, peering disapprovingly over their books; grinding to a 

halt at the bottom of her driveway. 

‘Watch it!’ The boys called. 

Alice held her breath…. 

Flipping his skateboard to his hand, Sam opened the white metal gates, which shut the 

world out, glancing up at Alice's window as he closed it behind him. Alice dropped to the 

floor.  

‘Did he see me?’ she thought to herself. ‘I can’t look…’ 

Plucking up the courage, she peered through the shutters, watching him wander around 

the old brick house to where his gardening gloves and wheelbarrow rested from the days 

before.  

Alice’s mother, Melanie, had an arrangement with Sam’s father, Jarred. When Sam dropped 

out of school last year, after his mother died, he was to work at the Young’s house; clearing 

the overgrown gardens to make way for a cosy courtyard capturing the sun as it settled in 

the west. Melanie hoped it might encourage Alice to venture into the world she hid away 

from. 

Alice and Melanie escaped to Queensland after the dust from the Millennium settled. 

Fleeing South Australia and her father; previously Mayor Edward Young of the Kimba 

council, before being ousted for being a drunk! He had beaten her mother so severely; Alice 

was scared she might never recover. The Millennium was to be the start of the rest of their 

lives, her mother had said. But, not long after arriving in Brisbane, Alice developed signs of 

Agoraphobia, which escalated so drastically, Alice had to be home-schooled. 

Smash!  

Alice dived under her dressing table, topped with old perfume bottles she inherited from her 

Grandmother when she passed, and, her most treasured jewellery box, still producing the 

unmistakable sound of the ballerina twirling when it opened. 

Glass lay scattered over the floor. Shards caught in the lace edging her ballerina quilt, and 

the mosquito net suspended above. 

Laughter erupted outside, ‘quick…run…hide,’ she heard the boys yell.  

‘Crazy-girl, crazy-girl, come out-side; crazy-girl, crazy-girl, run and hide,’ chanted the girls. 



Alice crawled over to the shattered glass. Light shone on a piece, reflecting her wiry red 

hair, dull green eyes and freckles, which she despised. The sound of a thousand drums 

beat in her chest, her tongue prickled against her mouth, and her palms tacky like glue 

reached for the ball that had shattered her window into a million pieces. Attached to the 

ball was a note… 

‘Crazy bitch!’ It read. 

Would she ever be able to leave this house, she wondered; escape the pale walls, the voices 

in her head, the kids on the streets, her abusive father? 

Sam burst through the door, interrupting Alice's thoughts. His chest heaving from 

pounding the stairs, sweat penetrating his skin. Alice blushed at the sight of him, standing 

there in her room; her room no one besides her mother had ever entered. 

‘What happened?’ he asked. 

Embarrassed, Alice looked down at the glass.  

‘Piss off…you bunch of cowards…leave her alone,’ he yelled through the bars. 

‘Are you ok?’ he asked, resting his hand on her shoulder.  

No boy had ever touched her, even if it was just her shoulder. 

‘Come on,’ he said, seeing the tears hiding in her eyes, ‘I have something to show you…’ 

Alice hesitated. Show me? She thought. Why? Where? ‘I…I can’t...’ she pulled back. 

‘Yeah…you can. Sam's dark-brown eyes conveyed a warmth, a trust; she had not previously 

seen. 

Extending his hand towards her, his eyes transfixed on hers. ‘Hold my hand. It's ok…I 

promise.’ 

Desperately wanting to go with him but frozen in her anxious thoughts, the drums inside 

her beat louder and faster, she closed her eyes, hoping it would all disappear. Gently taking 

her hand within his, Sam gradually pulled her towards him. Opening one eye, to peer out in 

front, Alice was surprised how safe she felt with her hand in his. 

Slowly he guided her out the bedroom, down the old timber staircase, where portraits from 

her childhood occupied the walls. As they approached the French doors leading to the 

courtyard beyond it, Alice stopped. 

‘It’s ok…we’re almost there.’  

Taking a deep breath, she closed both her eyes, squeezing Sam’s hand tightly; she took one 

small step after another until they were standing in the courtyard Sam had spent all winter 

building. 

Opening one eye, then the other, she noticed a bundle of purple flowers; the first buds of 

spring from the Jacaranda overhanging the courtyard. Alice looked around at the flowers 

shimmering brightly in the afternoon sun. 

‘It’s beautiful!’ she said. 

‘It’s for you.' 

'For me?' 

‘You’re safe here,’ he said, as he hesitantly leant in towards her, his eyes searching for her 

approval. Clasping her chin in his palm, he softly kissed her tender lips. Then, for the first 

time in forever, her mind was at peace, and she forgot where she was. 


