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Chapter 1 

Charlie Grazer sat by the flames of the fire cuddling up to his old great grandpa. 

“Listen up, young lad,” great grandpa’s hoarse voice echoed around the house. 

“Let me take you back when I was a boy!”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Charlie’s ears blazed with excitement. 

“This is a tale of an enchanted horse who lived far below in the hollow Buchan Caves. 

Remember boy, this is a long time ago. Back in 1930. 

“I was strolling down the banks of Spring Creek, far beneath the Buchan Caves, when I 

noticed a silvery dust shimmering on the surface of the water. My heart felt drawn to it, a 

presence pulled me closer and closer to the lake’s edge. 

I peered down into the depths of the water, longing for a glimpse of this magical creature. 

My dreamy sensation was washed away by cold icy water and I was sinking down, down to 

the bottom of Spring Creek. 



I was struggling! My body was frozen. My wails could not be heard inside the treacherous 

waters. I thought all was lost. I would never see the bright blue sky, never again feel the 

warmth of the glimmering sun and I would never utter a single word again. It was over. 

I was drowning. Suddenly through my blurry vision, I saw a vivid image of a white blinding 

creature swimming towards me. A warm body embraced me and I felt myself being pulled up 

towards the light.  

Grandpa stopped. His face was glowing.  

“The unicorn,” Charlie whispered. 

“Yes,” Grandpa continued 

‘I awoke, panting! My vision cleared once more. Ahead of me stood a tall, proud and white 

gallant horse. 

Then I saw it! A bright, metallic horn was glowing on her head. 

I felt immediate power surge into my soul. 

I stared into her flaming eyes, which could blind a man instantly, but behind those eyes I saw 

loneliness, which made me realise, I had never before felt true connection. So from that day 

on I raised her until…”  

Grandpa’s eyes welled up with tears. Silence entered the room. 

“Until … what?” Charlie wondered 

“Until…until I stopped believing she was real, then she left. I lost her…forever.” 

Grandpa’s face showed he was locked up in his past, locked up in misery. 

“Where did she go?” Charlie asked, his heart melting with sympathy. Grandpa’s words were 

barely a whisper and Charlie had to lean in close. 

“She faded, faded away. Her horn was nothing but dust when she uttered those words in my 

mind – Nothing will save me now but your belief will help others like me!” 

Grandpa sat paralysed as if his last word had been spoken. His eyes stared out the window, 

maybe searching, searching for a blinding white shimmer in the distance – something that 

could fulfil his heart. 

Charlie felt his heart shatter as the old man faded away himself. 

 



Chapter 2 

12 years had passed, though to Charlie it seemed like only six, since great grandpa Pete 

died, everyone had already moved on, except Charlie. However, his memory of great 

grandpa Pete also began to dwindle. Perhaps the cause for his vanishing memory of his 

beloved old pa was because dozens of major events took place in Charlie’s life since his 

loss. He, himself knew he had to 

move on. Recently, Charlie had 

just moved out of the family home 

and into a dormitory at Melbourne 

University, sharing a room with his 

best friend, Jason. 

Volunteering weekly at Flinders 

Street Station as a charity worker, 

he would collect money for 

endangered Australian animals. 

Although, today he had finished 

early and was now waiting 

patiently for Jason, who had gone 

to watch the AFL match at the 

MCG. 

Meanwhile Jason, also waiting 

patiently on the train to arrive at 

Flinders street Station after the 

footy, heard an unexpected 

announcement that echoed from 

the loud speaker throughout the carriages. 

“Attention all passengers! The train will be stopping due to work on the tracks. Everyone 

must alight at the next station. Luckily for Jason the next stop was Flinders Street station.  

Hopping off the train, Jason went searching for Charlie through the crowd. 

Whilst squeezing through all the people, Jason was led to a less populated area.  

An intense beam of light shimmered in the corner of his eye, causing him to turn his head 

suddenly in the direction of the blinding light. He glanced down at his feet to find sparkling 

silver dust trail, heading towards an enclosed area. 



Without Jason noticing, a station worker approached him. 

“Scurry off, lad!” his croaky voice demanded. 

“Excuse me, sir, but what is that sparkling dust on the ground and where does it lead too?” 

asked Jason curiously. 

“What are ya talking ‘bout? I don’t see no dust! Now scurry off, kiddo! Go on now!” 

With his mind racing, Jason went off to find Charlie who was found sitting on the stairs 

relieved to see Jason. Finally they had left the station and went home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 3 

Lying in bed, the thought of the glowing dust flickered through Jason’s mind. He could not 

resist the temptation to go back. He knew it was illegal to access the forbidden area, 

however, it felt like he was drawn towards the mysterious thing. Abruptly, he arose out of his 

bed and studied Charlie to make sure he was fast asleep. 

After confirming that Charlie was fast asleep he creaked open the door and set off to the 

station in the dim moonlight to discover what that glowing dust lead to.  

As he was driving his black Mazda to Flinders Street Station he guessed the workers shift 

would have been over by now, and it turned out he was correct. 

Relieved that no one was present in the area, he felt a wave of freedom flowing through his 

body. Once again, he noticed the phosphorescent light of the silver dust that lead right up to 

a locked gate that towered over him. With his curiosity too strong to resist, he cautiously 

climbed over the gate. 

Jumping down with a thud, he could just make out the outline of the glowing object. Picking 

himself off the ground, Jason crept slowly over to the patch of dirt, which loosely held a 

unique looking rock. 

He gently brushed off the dirt to reveal a chunky, glimmering crystal. His eyes grew wide at 

the sight of the unusual crystal. His quivering hands picked up the rock and slipped it into his 

pocket. 

Jason retraced his steps back to his car. It was near sunrise so stealthily creeped back to his 

room. He creaked open their dormitory door and put the chunky rock on his bedside table 

then collapsed into bed and dozed 

off to sleep. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 4 

Jason tried to start his car. 

“Why is it not working?” 

“Oh, come on!” he muttered 

With a final turn of the ignition, his car made a putt, putt sound and  exploded! 

Jason awoke after muttering in his sleep. “It was just a dream,” As he rubbed his eyes, he 

noticed shards of sparkling black rock spread across the carpet. He wondered what it was! 

His eyes scanned the room 

searching for an answer, finally 

resting on his bedside table where 

the rock had been previously placed. 

Remains of the glowing rock were 

strewn across the moth-eaten carpet 

revealing the inner surface of the 

rock. 

It gave a last quiver before it 

knocked Charlie’s glass of water, 

spilling the contents over his 

sleeping form.  

Charlie’s eyes snapped open as water trickled down his back, making him shudder 

uncontrollably. Charlie’s thoughts stopped in their tracks as he saw his room- mate looking 

utterly surprised, almost shocked. 

Emerging from the rock came the form of a small horse-like figure. Jason gasped in 

astonishment and he looked at Charlie with a, “Is it?” glance and Charlie returned it with a 

“Yep!” look. 

A colourful baby unicorn with a flowing mane and spiralling horn in the middle of her 

forehead was standing before his gaping mouth, timid but alive. 

 



 

 

Chapter 5 

“Wow,” breathed Charlie starring starry-eyed at the small figure of the unicorn. Suddenly 

Jason noticed that Charlie’s expression had changed from wonder to concern. 

“What’s up?’ Jason asked Charlie. 

‘It’s horn is fading,” said Charlie in a hushed voice. Concern was written all over Jason’s face 

as he realised that this was serious. 

“I remember my grandpa telling me about this,” he continued. 

“We need to take it to Buchan Caves so its powers will renew, otherwise it will fade 

completely.” 

Just as he finished his sentence, a small amount of silvery, shimmering dust crumbled off 

the tip of the unicorn’s small horn. 

“When the horn starts to disintegrate it means people don’t believe in them,” Charlie sighed 

nervously. 

“We need to go now!” 

Jason wrapped the tiny unicorn in a soft scarf, placed it in a cardboard box, and adjusted the 

lid so the unicorn could have enough oxygen. 

It was a race against the clock as Charlie and Jason zoomed through Melbourne in Jason’s 

black Mazda. 

When they arrived at Flinders’ Street station, they jumped out of the car, flew through the 

station, finally arriving at the train that would take them to Buchan Caves. 

They sped through the door of the 

carriage and Jason jammed his thumb 

down on the button to shut the door. 

They sat down on the nearest chairs and 

stared out of the window, wide eyed and 

tight lipped  

The train sped by rocky hills, pastures of 

cattle and vineyards full of juicy grapes. 



The morning came at last, bringing with it blood red clouds and blue sky dotted with hawks 

and eagles. 

“Next stop is Bairnsdale,” said a cool female voice over the speaker. 

Jason and Charlie tore out of the carriage. 

They caught the bus to Buchan Caves. Jason was clutching the box containing the unicorn; 

a silk scarf thrown over the box to hide her from the public. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 6 

Getting the unicorn to grandpa’s community was a struggle as the mystical creature’s horn 

was fading – she was fading too. Finally, Charlie caught a glimpse of the Buchan Caves. He 

was astounded! This place was familiar, like he had been here in a story, Great Grandpa 

Pete’s story. 

“Jason, this looks exactly like the image in my mind,” he shouted ecstatically. But his 

excitement melted away and was replaced by shock as he saw Stella, the unicorn. A prickly 

sensation flew down his spine. 

“Jason, do you see this?” Charlie said robotically. 

‘Yes!’ Jason exclaimed. 

The unicorns faded body had become more realistic as they got closer to the caves 

“Come on,” Charlie bellowed excitedly.  

They both raced towards the Buchan 

caves as the unicorn snuggled in 

Charlie’s arms. 

Jason and Charlie stood at the 

entrance to the cave. They were 

surrounded by explorers from great 

Grandpa Pete’s community.  

“People of Buchan,” Charlie hollered.  

The crowd of people turned, alert and 

surprised.  

“Do you remember Pete Grazer, my great grandpa?”  

The crowd muttered and a buzz of “Yes” rang around the group. 

“He had a love for unicorns, but he made a mistake – a very big mistake,” Charlie continued. 

“He let one fade as he stopped believing in unicorns. For the rest of his life he never stopped 

telling me the same story about his beloved unicorn. He died with a heavy heart. You people 

have never stopped believing and that is why this unicorn is alive now. 

Charlie held up the majestic white unicorn to the crowd. Smiles spread across the local faces 

and they cheered for a life that had been regained. 



Chapter 7 

5 Years had passed and Charlie and 

Jason were currently sitting together, 

peacefully, in their favourite café, sipping 

on hot coffee. They gazed dreamily 

across the road at Flinders street station, 

where it all began. 

During the past 5 years, Charlie and 

Jason had found it extremely difficult to 

persuade the media that unicorns actually 

exist. First, they thought the best way to 

prove to everyone that unicorns are real was to show them.  

One Sunday afternoon, they both took the time to travel down to Buchan Caves with a video 

camera in their hands. Once again, they were greeted warmly and from behind the crowd, 

Stella galloped up to them in delight. She was now a fully-grown unicorn 

Charlie and Jason filmed her from every angle, 

desperate to include all her details. Eventually they 

arrived back home just before sunset. Charlie 

uploaded the video to social media while Jason 

watched over his shoulder. Now they just had to wait. 

By the morning, the video had spread like wild fire! 

Everyone’s belief of unicorns had come back. 

Charlie, as a charity worker, had set up a campaign 

to raise awareness of unicorns. The same glowing rocks that Jason had found 5 years ago 

was now spread across the city and more sightings of unicorns were reported. 

Charlie was walking home quietly. Immediately he heard a faint whisper. 

“You have brought back what was once lost. Thank-you!” 

Charlie spun around. There was nothing to be seen. It almost seemed that the voice had 

come from his head, a familiar voice. Great Grandpa Pete’s voice. 

The End 



 

When a horn turns to dust, one life is 

lost. 

When belief is regained, can one life 

be saved? 
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