
England, and there especially the capital London, had a lot to offer, without 

question. 

Everyone could definitely name at least three things, you absolutely had to see 

there, and that without even thinking too long about it. 

There were countless attractions, such as Westminster Abbey, Madame 

Tussauds, the Tower Bridge, Big Ben and of course, Buckingham Palace, and 

those were only the best known worldwide. 

Of course, there were also hidden places everywhere, streets, paths that you 

could explore, even with the typical English weather mixture of rain and fog. 

There was no shortage of other entertainment venues either. 

Coffee Shops, Museums, Discos and Cinemas were everywhere. 

There was something for everyone, so no matter if young or old everyone loved 

to come to England, spending a holiday there, people also loved to live here. 

Yet there was a country that fascinated Christie Wayne, born in London, living 

in London, more than any other country in the World, a country that absolutely 

charmed and captivated her, and this country wasn’t England. 

This country was so far away that it seemed to her like another planet, an 

enchanted planet, full of adventures, nature, and life. 

Although that country also belonged to the Commonwealth, which means that 

Queen Elizabeth had the last word there as well, for Christie it was free, or 

better said it should be free. 

In her eyes, it belonged to no one but the original inhabitants, the Aborigines. 

The country she visited so often in her dreams, everyone called Australia, but 

for her it had no name. 

It was not only a country or a continent; it was a part of her life, her personal 

Utopia. 

She didn’t know why, it was just like that. 

She didn’t even know exactly when she had begun to feel that way, but she 

suspected that she had loved and admired this country for a long time, already. 

Even as little child she had loved to visit the Koalas and Kangaroos in the Zoo. 

Of course that alone was nothing special, surely other kids loved that too. 

But even then, she had already felt a connection to the homeland of these 

animals. 

It always felt like coming home, which was why she begged her parents every 

Sunday to go with her to the Zoo, only to stand in front of the enclosures of 

kangaroos for hours, and to watch the koalas at their peaceful sleep in the 

eucalyptus trees. 

Christie’s mother had always feared these trips. 

She hated spending hours with looking at these “Vermin’s”, that’s what she 

called every animal. 

Christie’s father though, who loved his daughter with all his heart had even 

bought her something special for their Zoo trips, a blank white T-Shirt on which 

he had let them print a Koala and a Kangaroo, who were shaking hands. 

Christie had to smile, she still had that Shirt. 



Every Night she put it under her pillow, wishing she would one day see her 

Utopia. 

Not knowing that sometimes a fulfilled wish can cause a dramatic Situation. 

 

 

  

 

 


