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Chapter One 

Savannah. 

 

My heart raced as I walked into the square. It was beating so hard it felt like it 

was going to rip itself out of my chest. 

 I heard people shouting and chanting: “No More War! No More War!” My ears 

felt like they were going to burst. 

 

I saw men and women in colourful clothes and children with wild hair. I felt so 

out of place, yet I felt so welcome and so joyful I couldn’t help but grin. 

 

As I walked through the crowd, I could smell a strong scent of cigarettes and 

alcohol.  

Cigarettes were so expensive and so rare that I knew that the ones these people 

were smoking were not normal. 

 

“’Allo da’ling!” said a tall, dark man who smelt of hot ash and beer. His hair 

was knotted and long and had dirt and leaves woven through it. His eyes were 

dark and cruel and his mouth was curled into a crooked grin. 

“I’m sorry, I have to go. I’m… meeting my friend.” I said. I knew my voice was 

wobbling but I needed to get away from this guy. 

“Now suga’, you and I both know you ain’t gotta go anywhere.”  He caught me 

by the arm as I started to turn away and spun me toward him. He grabbed my 

hair with his free hand and ripped my face up so he could look me in the eye. 

 

Suddenly I felt the hand gripping my hair let go and the arm around my waist 

loosen.  

I looked up to see the glowing, bright face of a boy. He took me by the hand and 

pulled me away from my assaulter.  

“Are you okay? Are you hurt?” he asked. He had such a worried look on his 

face that I couldn’t bring myself to tell him that my neck and wrist felt like they 

were on fire. 

“No, no. I’m fine, don’t worry. But can I know what my hero’s name is?” I had 

avoided looking into his eyes, just in case he was a soldier for the General. But 

when I did, I had an inability to look away. They were so deep and blue, I felt 

like I was melting into his arms. He had a look of curiosity on his face, like he 

was trying to remember something. 

“I’m sorry, but I feel as if I know you… like we’ve met before.” He held me in 

his arms, for what seemed like an age. It felt so right, I knew it couldn’t be 

wrong. But I couldn’t help but notice he hadn’t answered my question. 
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“My name’s Savannah, Savannah Perkins” I said quietly, hoping my name 

would not be recognised. 

“Like General Perkins, the famous military officer?”  He looked scared and I 

felt his grip loosen from my waist. 

“He’s my uncle… he became my guardian after my parents died… he makes 

me go to the military training every week” To my surprise, he smiled. I stood up 

straight and looked him straight in the eye. I pursed my lips and bent my brow. 

                                                                                   

“What’s so funny about that? Do you think I couldn’t thrash you?” As the 

words slipped out of my mouth, a dark shadow flashed across his face. 

“The pen is mightier than the sword, Miss Perkins. We are at a peace rally, not a 

boxing ring.” He seemed so serious I backed away slightly 

“I’m sorry, but what did you say your name is?” The dark shadow returned for a 

moment. 

“I didn’t, but I might as well tell you. My name is Jeremy. Jeremy Johnson”  

I suddenly had a cheeky idea to pull his face down and plant a kiss on his cheek.  

“You’re the post boy! I’ve seen you and your horse Phil before. I have always 

wanted to ride him. He seems so inviting.” 

 

“And so do your lips.” He said with a cheeky grin on his face, then bent down 

and planted his lips on mine.  

“By the way, I’m not a fighter. I’m a rosebush grower.” I said between our kiss. 

 

“Well, then that makes you my rose girl.” 
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Chapter Two 

Jeremy. 

 

The square where the peace rally was being held was full. There was laughter 

all around me and I could see bright colours everywhere and on everything.  

Children ran around my feet. While their parents sat on mats smoking illegal 

substances and drinking beers.  

 

I grinned while looking around. But my face turned from a smile into a frown 

when I saw a girl around my age, with long, dark, wavy hair, in the grips of a 

slimy, greasy man. I could see the terror in her eyes and she was obviously 

trying to negotiate with him. But it wasn’t working. All I could think about was 

the look on her face and the glisten in her eyes.  

“Let that evil fiend go to hell.” And I ran as fast as I could towards them. 

 

When I got to where they were standing, I jumped on top of the dirty tall man, 

pushing him to the ground. Then, when I knew the cretin was out for the count, 

I took the girl in my arms and tenderly asked, 

“Are you okay? Are you hurt?” I made sure not to hold on to any of her limbs 

too tightly but I felt a need to be close to this woman.   

“No, no. I’m fine, don’t worry. But can I know what my hero’s name is?” She 

asked me. I couldn’t tell her, I didn’t want to make this beautiful woman in my 

arms to think less of me because of who I am. So I dodged the question. 

She obviously noticed I hadn’t answered for a while so she told me her name.  

“My name’s Savannah, Savannah Perkins” What a beautiful name, it’s so 

elegant, so intriguing. I recognise that name though… oh lord not… “Like 

General Perkins, the famous military officer?” If he finds out about this! I’ll be 

in the slaughter house for sure. I loosened my grip on her waist, what if there 

were spies around, watching her every move? 

“He’s my uncle… he became my guardian after my parents died… he makes 

me go to the military training every week” the thought of such a slender and 

slight girl being in military training with all those large and built men made me 

smile. 

“What’s so funny about that? Do you think I couldn’t thrash you?” I felt hot in 

the face, thinking that she thought that it was funny to hit a man.  

 

“The pen is mightier than the sword, Miss Perkins. We are at a peace rally, not a 

boxing ring.” I regretted saying it but it just slipped out, I hated war and even 

the slightest mention of it really set off my darker side. “I’m sorry, but what did 

you say your name is?” I saw a flash of red and instantly felt the need to run 

away.  
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“I didn’t, but I might as well tell you. My name is Jeremy, Jeremy Johnson” I 

felt better, more at ease around her.  

 

I had a scandalous idea to put my lips on hers and hold her to my chest. 

“You’re the post boy! I’ve seen you and your horse Phil before. I have always 

wanted to ride him. He seems so inviting.”                                   

“And so do your lips.” I said as I leaned down and pressed my rough lips upon 

her soft pink ones.                                                                    

“By the way, I’m not a fighter, I’m a rosebush grower.” she whispered into my 

chest. 

 

“Well, then that makes you my rose girl.” And I certainly intended to keep her 

as my rose girl. 
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Chapter Three 

Savannah. 

 

“No don’t leave me, please don’t leave me!” Those were the words that I spoke 

when he told me he was leaving for war. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, 

and to make it even worse, my uncle was the one that was deporting my dear 

Jeremy. 

All I can think about is why, why would he try and get rid of the one person that 

I truly love?   Why is this happening?  I don’t know how I am going to survive 

without him.  

 

I hate the war: it just kills people, what is the point in having a war if all it does 

is hurt people and destroy their families? How will I speak to him? Can I write 

letters to him, or will we just lose contact completely? Maybe we just weren’t 

made for each other.  He says that his horse can carry the letters to the steam 

ship, but what if he doesn’t? Will the army let him write and receive letters at 

all?  I already miss him so much. What happens if he gets killed, or if he gets 

hurt? What happens if he forgets all about me? Will he forget and move on? 

How can I possibly forgive uncle now after what he has done? Why would he 

do such a thing? How could he do such a thing? 

How unfair this war is.  

 

The day I met Jeremy, we planted a rose bush in my garden. This is the way I 

will remember him throughout the war. If anything happens to him I don’t know 

what I will do – I will wear nothing but black for years.  The rose is a symbol of 

our love. He was all I had, besides my grumpy, old and bossy uncle. What will 

Jeremy do with his gorgeous horse Phil? I don’t understand why uncle is 

forcing Jeremy to go to war when he knows he hates it so much, it just doesn’t 

make sense. 

 I just hope that he will be okay.  
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Chapter Four 

Jeremy. 

 

It will be okay, I’ll tell her, she’ll mind, she’ll be upset, but she won’t be angry 

with me. She’ll be angry at General Perkins, won’t she? I’ll miss her so much, 

how can I go and fight knowing she is back here in Darwin? How can I go and 

fight If only I had a choice but I haven’t General Perkins commanded me. When 

he told me my face felt as hot as molten lava. When do I tell her? That’s it I 

have to tell her. 

 

“Savannah, I have to tell you something.” 

“What is it my darling?” 

“I have been commanded by your uncle to go to war.” 

“What? Why? How can he do this to me! No don’t leave me, please don’t leave 

me!” 

“You will be fine without me, I promise.” 

“No, I won’t be I need you!” 

“Look, it’ll be okay.  We can communicate through Phil – he will be our 

comfort.  I’ll be fighting a fair distance from the coast, but a steam ship brings 

supplies. I can donate Phil to the Mail Service and he’ll carry your letters to me 

from the ship, and my letters to you from our camp.” 

“I suppose, but can’t you stay?” 

 

So she was really upset, I knew that she would be but I can’t help it, it’s not like 

I can go to General Perkins and say that I don’t want to go to war. She doesn’t 

think that she can cope without me but I believe and know that she can and all 

she needs to do is believe that she can cope without me as well. I love her so 

much and she needs to know that. 

I don’t want to leave and go all the 

way to North Korea and leave the 

most amazing person all the way 

back in Australia. This war is so 

unfair. 
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Chapter Five 

Savannah. 

     

The seventh letter from Jeremy has come in the mail today and I just couldn’t contain my 

excitement! It has been a long two months since I had heard from him.  

 

Savannah, 

This war is dreadful. It’s hard to believe that I can think of anything beautiful during it. 

However, thoughts of you are forever in my mind.  Your uncle’s job must be so hard – how 

could he help but be brusque when he has lived with knowledge of this all his life? I miss 

your smile; it lit up every day like a firework would.   Every rose leaf and petal you send me 

is a blessing and assures me that there is some light at the end of this horror, this waking 

nightmare. 

You are forever in my thoughts, my dear Savannah. 
Lovingly,  

Jeremy. 

 

I sent him back a reply, but how could I convey my love better than him? 

 

Jeremy, 

Each day without you is like torture. How can I live without you, my darling? My uncle used 

to be acceptable to live with, now it is horrific to look at him. How could he inflict such pain 

upon his niece and her lover? Why are we fighting? Does being human mean to be cruel? 

Why can’t we live our own lives, and not be controlled by beings who believe themselves 

supreme? 

My heart is always yours, 

Savannah. 

 

The rose bush is growing nicely; it blooms with our love, though it has not bloomed fully.  

How could anything grow in these times?  We only planted that bush five months ago, the 

day before Jeremy left. 

 

I miss him dearly and hope he sent this letter in good health. 

 

Savannah,  

This is little but a scribble to tell you I love you. I miss you dreadfully, and Phil is my only 

solace in this woeful place of war, blood, hatred and mud. I have no time to write more, but 

though you have given me your heart you are not without one. My heart is yours eternally,  

Jeremy. 

 

He must be cruelly treated in the camp. My uncle goes to the war office every day, and I have 

to be happy and cook and clean for him. I cannot wallow in my sadness, and we constantly 

live in fear of attack. Each night is spent with minimal lighting and it makes the town 

unpleasant and dank. 
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Chapter Six 

General Perkins. 

 

“Attention!” I shouted startling some officers. “Come on, you slackers.  Backs up straight and 

eyes up, boys!  You’re going to war…” 

“Excuse me Sir.  But we are going to war, so why do we have to look good? We’re going to 

get shot at and blown up and things like that, so…” asked an annoying trainee soldier called 

Simon. 

“Do not interrupt me, you imbecile!”  

Those soldiers can be so stupid sometimes, I thought. 

 

I wonder how those soldiers think of me.  All they see is an old man with grey stringy hair 

that only appears on the back of his head, cracked, tense, wrinkly skin.  They must think of 

me as a machine with no feeling.  I’m not what I used to be back in the day.   

 

“Sorry to interrupt again Sir, but you look a bit unfocussed and don’t we need to train to look 

good Sir?” Simon asked, his lips curving into a smirk.   

“Ah, yes, yes. Get going to your cabins and rest up for tomorrow. We have a big day 

tomorrow, starting at 5.00am.” I said, exasperated. 

“Argh!” groaned all the soldiers. 

“Watch your tongues, boys, or we’ll start at 4.00am!” I shouted and focussed my gaze on 

Simon. 

“That General Perkins is so annoying and grumpy, he’s like a machine with no feeling,” 

mumbled one of the soldiers, Simon’s friend, within earshot. I reached for his collar with my 

left hand, right hand ready to strike him, but he moved away before I could touch him. 

 

“Sir, Sir! We have a situation!” shouted the head officer, running up to me. 

“What now? I just finished with those stupid trainee soldiers! Why don’t you train those 

stupid men and then try coming to a ‘situation’. How would you feel? I just want to go home 

and sleep for God’s sake!” I spat at him.  He looked shocked but quickly reorganised himself. 

“I’m very sorry Sir, but it is an emergency. Our soldier’s lives are on the line here. We or you 

have to deal with this.” He said collectedly. 

“Ah! WHAT IS IT?” I screamed at him. He didn’t even flinch this time. 

“The Koreans have broken through the front line! They are advancing on our soldiers!” he 

continued to stay calm even though I was spitting and shaking with frustration. 

“What do you except me to do? It’s not like I can send more soldiers over, you imbecile! I’m 

thousands of miles away” I screamed at the head officer. 

“Well sorry to disagree with you Sir, but that was my idea, to send more soldiers over. It’s 

the only thing you can do.” 

“Are you saying I’m dumb? You’re the dumb one! Argh! You’re officially decommissioned 

soldier!” I shouted in his face. 

“Ah, um, Sir, please. I’m sorry; I didn’t mean to offend you Sir.” His eyes were now 

brimming with tears. 

“Just fix it!” I sighed, taking pity on the young man. War was such a stressful time. I have 

been a general for too long and my temper gets worse every year. 
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I watched the head officer run off to send the messages to the soldiers who would now 

venture into the war zone and possibly die. I have no time to think of the soldiers. We must 

win this war! 

One of these days I’ll kick Simon and his friends into next year, I thought vindictively as I 

walked away from the military base. 
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Chapter Seven 

General Perkins. 

 

Walking down her street, I approached the house. I may not love much, but Savannah is all I 

have left. I reached our house and approached the door and knocked, but nobody answered. I 

pulled out my key and turned the lock slowly and entered the house. As I entered, I smelt the 

roses my niece loved and grew with passion; but this smell was closer and I looked over to 

the kitchen bench and saw an envelope. As I approached I saw a letter poking out.  I didn’t 

mean to be rude but I needed to know what has been going on since I’ve been gone, so I read 

it. 

 

“Dear Jeremy, 

I have been missing you dearly. My uncle is away at the war office for a week and he says not 

to worry, but he doesn’t go and stay there unless something is wrong, so I hope you are safe, 

well and can return home to me soon. Life here has been hectic with fighting about peace and 

war and loving one another. I hope you will return home soon, safe and well so I may see and 

love you once again. 

My roses have been my only passion since you left they have grown every day that I have 

missed you and they have been my comfort and the only ones I can confide in. I love you so 

much and I long to see you. 

Love, your dearest Savannah 

 

I looked around and saw that there was a small box that contained some more letters from 

Jeremy, and I suddenly realised how much Jeremy really and truly loved Savannah and 

Savannah obviously loved Jeremy. She had kept all the letters from him in a beautiful 

wooden carved box with a rose on it. I picked up the box and took out another letter it read, 

 

To my dearest Savannah, 

 

Even though we are miles apart I feel through my letters that I really can talk to you as if you 

were right here next to me. Words cannot describe how much I long to be home with you and 

all that parts us is this war but it is a cruel and deadly war one that nobody can come 

between. I hope our rose bush is happy and healthy and that it may live as long as our love 

strives. 

 

Forever and always,  
Jeremy 

 

As I placed the letter back into the box I felt a wave of sadness coming over my tough shell 

of war that I had built over the years. I finally felt content with Jeremy and Savannah having 

a relationship as deep as they do. 

 

 

How could I not know about this? She is my niece but Jeremy just gets on my nerves: he has 

always annoyed me but I never thought that they felt this powerfully about each other. I 

thought their relationship was precarious, but I need to look at the bigger picture. The words 

in this are truly inspiring, and it makes me change my view on humanity and even the war. 
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Chapter Eight 

General Perkins. 

 

“Why are we fighting? Does humanity mean to fight? That is the question, but none of us 

know the answer. My niece has a boyfriend, Jeremy. He didn’t approve of fighting and was 

against this war, which I deemed so necessary. I thought he was nothing and sent him away, 

but he was right!  

 

“I found their letters, and he truly loves her. Love is the answer!  Now I realise that peace 

doesn’t mean controlling and dominating other countries. That isn’t the answer.  

 

“We are all humans and we shouldn’t be fighting each other! We need to be loving and 

caring and be one with each other.  We need to wake up and realise that what we are doing is 

not the answer. 

 

“Not the way to peace. The pen is mightier than the sword – it stopped this war when no 

weapon could. Thank you.” 

 

“Wow, sir! That was truly inspirational.” 

“Thank you. This war is over.” 
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Chapter Nine 

Jeremy 

 

As soon as I got off the boat from North Korea, I just knew I was home. The sweet smell of 

roses filled the warm air and that was the first sign of the end of the World War Three. 

“Thank God I’m away from that place of hell. It’s so nice to be back in Darwin and with my 

true love.” I mumbled to myself, ignoring the strange looks I received from the other soldiers. 

 

I zoomed down Savannah’s street. I was so keen to see her and be with her for the rest of our 

lives.  

I nearly ran into Savannah’s door I was so excited.  

Instead I knocked on the door. For a moment I thought the house was deserted because there 

was no noise coming from the house. Suddenly Savannah screamed through the door and 

jumped right on top of me, making me drop everything I had in my hands. 

 

“I missed you so much Jeremy. I love you so much!” screamed Savannah, tears streaming 

down her rosy cheeks. 

Then I knelt down on one knee amidst a pool of rose petals and said, “Will you marry me 

Miss Perkins?” 

“Of course; I’ll always be your rose girl.” 
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It’s 2023, and the world’s finite resources 
have run out… 
The world has resorted to steam power 
and animals for travelling, and a dispute 
over who is responsible for the loss of the 
resources has sparked World War 3.  
Jeremy, a young man against fighting is 
forced to go to war and leave his love 
Savannah… 
Savannah deals with the war with letters 
to Jeremy and growing her beautiful 
roses… 
But how can a rose stop a war? 


