
My Favourite Moment by Ameka Sykes 

OK, so my life wasn’t too bad I guess. I lived in a nice house and I had kind parents. But I had a 

problem. My parents were completely against fantasy books. Sure, I had books but they were just 

about science and stuff like that. None of them were fantasy books. 

It was Tuesday afternoon. I rushed home from school wolfing down a carrot as I went. I fished 

through our mail box but there was only one piece of paper. I looked at the heading. ‘Writing 

competition’ it said. With a growing seed of hope in me I read on. The prize is The Lion the Witch and 

the Wardrobe by C. S. Lewis. The seed of hope was now a tree.  

I bounded inside, feeling that I had to get started with my story straightaway. My mum and dad 

were prowling the kitchen but I took no notice. I tackled my task with ebullience as I bounced up the 

stairs to my room. As I wrote I thought of all the times I wished for a fantasy book. Now was my 

chance to make my dream come true. My pencil flowed across the page. It felt so good! Week after 

week I wrote, trying to keep it a secret. And then-BAM, I was finished. I realised that I had written 

800 pages already! I was ready to email my story to the competition. I pressed send on the computer 

with a big grin spreading across my face. 

Just then, my smile turned upside down. For on the computer were four words “The competition 

closed yesterday”. “No”, I whispered, this could not be true!! My legs gave way under me and I 

collapsed in a heap. As I lay there, I imagined all the places I had written about - unicorn fields, the 

house of torture, the villages Pagistore and Hushlarn, the forest of execution - would it now all go to 

waste? 

Suddenly I sat up straight. “No”, I said, “it will NOT go to waste”. I stood up, grabbed my story and 

made my way to the library to make sure my story would get into the competition.  

When I got to the library building, I was out of breath and it was starting to get dark. I had a sip of 
water, straightened my hair and marched in.  
“Please could you help me, I want to enter my story into the writing competition”, I said to a startled 
man.  
“The last day for entry was yesterday”, he said in an unsure voice.  
“But I’ve been working on my story for weeks and I don’t want it to go to waste. Could you PLEASE 
speak to the manager and convince her to put my story in the competition. Pretty please”, I begged.  
“I’ll see what I can do”, he said and went out. It was then that I realised how amazingly beautiful the 
library was. I had never been to the library before; my parents had never let me. They did not want 
me to read any fantasy books, so they just borrowed science books for me.  
 
But I did not have much time to think. Just then, a smiling woman came into the room.  
“I am Mrs. Write”, she said. “Are you the girl who wants to enter her story into the competition?” 
“Yes”, I said, “I REALLY REALLY REALLY want to enter my story into the competition. I had the closing 
date mixed up and I had a picnic on yesterday”. To my delight I heard her say,  
“I think we can let you put your story into the competition. You will find out the results next 
Sunday”. I thanked her and skipped out smiling. I ran home, on the way deciding that I would only 
tell my Mum and Dad if I came first, second or third.  
 



When I got home, the first thing I heard was, “Time for dinner!” As I wolfed down my food I realised 

that for breakfast I had only had a piece of toast, and I’d had nothing since. I had been so busy 

finishing off my story today! After dinner I went to bed dreaming of fantasy books.  

As the week went by, all I could think about was my story, and the prize that one lucky person would 

win. I could not imagine how wonderful it must be to read a fantasy book.  

Finally it was Sunday. When I woke up, the first thing I did was turn on the radio. After about 10 
minutes I heard: “and the winner of the library writing competition is …….Jess Dixon!” I could not 
believe it, I had WON! I ran over to my mum and blurted it all out.  
“You are truly amazing”, she said and wrapped me in a hug. “We were wrong to keep you away from 

fantasy books. We’re sorry. We didn’t know how important they really were. The library called us 

yesterday and we stayed up late talking about it.” Just then my dad walked in. In his hands was a 

book. “I went and picked this up from the library for you, chicken”, he said with a big smile on his 

face and then he handed me the prize book. My heart was overflowing with joy – this was definitely 

my very best moment ever.  

 


