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From the Editor’s Desk
Another year over and another one just begun. What a 
year 2006 was! With triumphs and tragedies and the worst 
water shortage and driest season we have ever had. Some 
of our writers have written of the drought and how to save 
water. Others have written about our heroes who have lost 
their lives at war or our heroes who have fought to save 
our wildlife and environment. It is wonderful when life’s 
experiences are put down on paper so in years to come we 
can look back and read what happened at that time.

Some stories are based on some fact with fictitious 
characters added in. For example, I remember reading a 
book based on the story of the ‘Titanic’ and the writer put 
herself in the book as the main character. It gave me an 
insight into what it would have been like to have been 
there on the maiden, and unfortunately, only voyage of 
the great ship. By using some facts from our own lives we 
can create a story that sends the reader back into that time. 
You may not realise it now but everything you do and the 
way in which you do it may be diff erent to the way your 
parents did things or how your own children will do things 

Book Review

HIVEBORN – by Paul Collins

The Hiveborn is the third book in the Earthborn Wars 
Science Fiction series, the previous two being The 
Earthborn and The Skyborn.

In this novel, the Hiveborn are taking over the minds of 
the humans on earth. In doing so they are eff ectively 
turning humans into zombie-like forms controlled by 
a master Hiveborn. It is up to Welkin Quinn and his 

band of outcasts to come up 
with a plan to try to save not 
only humankind but also all 
intelligent life in the universe.

The Hiveborn is an exciting 
science fiction adventure, 
with plenty of action to make 
it very hard to put down. 
Even without reading the 
previous two books in the 
series, it was a great read. 
I will defi nitely be reading 
the other books.

in the future. Ask your parents or 
grandparents what it was like as 
they were growing up. I am sure 
you could come up with some 
interesting facts to write about. 

Just remember when sending your 
entries in, make sure that they are 
legible. Colourful headings and 
pictures are fi ne but not where the text is on your work. If 
we can’t read them then we cannot publish them. When 
typing please use standard fonts for all entries. 

KEEP ON WRITING! Carol Dick
 Managing Editor
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There once was a little boy named Fred, 
Who never, ever changed his bed. 
He left his clothes all over the fl oor 

And the shoes piled up, more and more.
It smelt like dead mice and raw fi sh 
And sometimes little Fred did wish

That mum would clean his room herself, 
Just like she cleaned his new bookshelf. 

But Fred came home from school each day 
To the mess he had left when he went away. 

Whenever mum yelled, Fred got sad. 
He thought to himself, ‘It isn’t that bad’. 

‘It’s only clothes’, said little Fred 
‘And some small dead mice under the bed. 

I couldn’t clean it anyway, 
It’s too much to fi nish in just one day.’

Fred’s room got so bad that his mum made a rule,
That he wasn’t allowed to swim in the pool. 

And she wouldn’t come into his room any more, 
Instead she’d just leave a note on the door. 
Fred had to stay in his room all weekend, 

He couldn’t go see his best mate down the bend, 
Or play with his dog (his new one named Honey), 
And he’d even lost the chance of pocket money. 

Fred never got to see mum or dad any more, 
(They’d just leave his dinner outside of the door).

So Fred said to himself, ‘There’s just one thing to do, 
I’m cleaning my room like mum told me to!’ 

Wednesday came, Fred started to clean,
He shone up his shelves with mum’s spray, ‘Mr. Sheen’.

He picked all the mice from his bed out in twos 
And out the window went the muck from his shoes. 

Scraps of paper were taken off  the fl oor, 
Fred folded his clothes and put them in his drawer. 

He vacuumed the fl oor, and then said loud and clear,
‘I HAVE A SURPRISE MUM. CAN YOU PLEASE COME IN HERE?’ 

Fred’s Room
Mum walked up the stairs and up to the door, 

Said, ‘Into your room Freddy... Gee are you sure?’ 
‘Of course I’m sure, mother, why wouldn’t I be?’ 

So Fred’s mum walked in and what a great sight to see! 
The bedroom was perfect, all the mess gone. 

There was not one shoe out; not one curtain torn. 
The clothes were all folded and all put away, 

And Fred’s mum was so happy she laughed nearly all day. 
Mum and Dad took Fred out to dinner that night, 

To an expensive restaurant called ‘Doo-Duck Delight’, 
Fred would meet his best friend now every day, 

At the Central Town Park with Honey they’d play, 
Fred was paid money for mowing the lawn, 

And Fred’s life was great, all his worries were gone.

But then all the good times began to dissolve, 
And that’s when more problems began to evolve. 

It all began with one pair of shoes, 
And mice that appeared under his bed in twos, 

And that little boy whose name was Fred, 
Never, ever changed his bed.

His clothes were left all over the fl oor, 
And the clothes piled up, more and more...

By Jasmine Dunn

Collingullie Public School

WAGGA WAGGA – NSW



6 

Oz Kidz in PrintOz Kidz in Print

Big gorges, tall trees, water fl owing like lace,
Soaking wet leaves as a piece of sponge,

Frog sitting on fern leaf, waiting,
Red eyes, yellow belly, insects come around.

Bright berries clutch the branch
As parrots peck them away,

The graceful butterfl y fl utters his wings
Like a fl ower, so graceful.

Long lianas dangling from tall trees,
Towering over the rainforest, shadows everywhere,

Fluff y white wombats in and out of holes,
Little wallabies eating grass as they should.
Soaring through the air watching closely,

An eagle glides and swoops for food,
In the bush in a tall gum tree

A kookaburra sits making his loud call.

Giant gullies, tall mountains,
Trees so big, like dinosaurs,

Cockatoos squawk while eating gum leaves,

Cattle bellowing, hooves stomping at William Creek.
Rivers run like the breeze,

Fresh water running quietly
Then rushing, squirting over the waterfall

To the sea far away.

Cold, dark, blue water,
Fish swim wildly in and out of the coral,

The sun shines through the water
Making little ripples.

Coral sways gracefully in the water rapids,
Shells, all colours, my favourite, blue,

Clown fi sh swim between the anemones,
Jellyfi sh fl oat in the crystal clear water.

Dolphins dive and jump
In the smooth cold water,

I watch in fear and wonder
While a shark lurks close by.

As the sun goes down,
Small nocturnal animals come out to play,

But at dawn they go to sleep
When kangaroos and lizards start their day.

Giant mountains run for miles,
Covered in white, wet, soggy snow,

Freezing cold fog drifts slowly down,
After a while it evaporates.

A big river boat cruises downstream,
While a steam train goes through the rainforest,

In the mountains are the ‘Three Sisters’,
We hope they don’t collapse any more.

By William O’Keefe

Year 5

Yarrowitch Public School

YARROWITCH – NSW

Gazing at the clock
5 minutes to midnight

Just laying in bed makes me feel like going to sleep.
Now just two more minutes

Maybe just a little sleep for a minute or so... 

No!!!! mustn’t fall asleep
Maybe I’ll turn the light on. “Ahhhh!!!”

I fl icked the light off !
One more minute till midnight!

Laying in bed, 20 more seconds till midnight!
I’m so bored that I’m talking to myself

Now 10 more seconds till midnight
...9 ...8 ...7 ...6 ...5 ...4 ...3 

Maybe a snooze for a second
“Ahhh!” a bad dream
“Ahhhh!!” it’s 8 o’clock

I missed it
The biggest event of my life

and I’m only 3 years old.

By Alex Jimenez

Year 3

Billanook College

MOOROOLBARK – VIC.
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The wind was cold against my face. I shouldn’t have been 
out there. Not with the cold I had. There was an innate 
feeling of fear welling up inside me. It was obvious there 
was something wrong.

The gate was cold and rusty. The mixture of dusty horse 
hair and small pieces of dirt that had dried in the paint was 
still there as always.

The clinging and squeaking instantly caught his attention, 
his soft whinny was carried to me through the breeze 
– dodging the drops of rain as they fell.

I ran. It was as if the ground was frozen. I couldn’t tell the 
diff erence between my footsteps and heartbeat. I fell to 
my knees beside him. His soft brown eyes seemed to fi ll 
with happiness when I arrived. He was no longer alone. I 
wasn’t going to leave him. I comforted him with soothing 
pats. I removed the clumped bits of dirt from his fur and 
mane as I stroked his neck.

The wind’s pace had become stronger. I ran to the old shed 
where the dry chaff  was kept. I clumsily shoved it into my 
pockets and ran back outside. Loose chaff  grains swirled 
away in the wind.

He seemed so hungry and weak. He slowly ate from my 
hands, his warm breath heated them. I sat with him in the 
wind and rain. People came but I couldn’t hear their voices. 
My attention was completely on his still soft brown eyes. I 
wondered if he knew his fate...

My warm tears fell on his fur. His limp body tried to get up. 
It hurt me to see him like this. Not here. Not now... I felt my 

heart tear when I heard three distinctive words “Rifl e” and 
“Put down”. I wasn’t going to let that happen...

I didn’t realise how much this would hurt. Minutes went 
by. There was no movement left in his body. The love had 
drained from his eyes.

The storm welling behind the Warbys had now turned to 
bright orange. There were pink rays peaking through the 
gloomy clouds. I kissed my hand and placed it on his neck. 
This was my last good-bye.

Dedicated to Darcy.
Rest In Peace My Friend.

Lucy MacLeish, Year 9, Age 14

Cathedral College, WANGARATTA – VIC.

Teacher: Mrs Rosie Noble 

A Poem for Darcy

Desert Rain
Falseness of a fertile desert,

Camoufl aged by russet sands,
Carpeted by saltbush grey,

Thrashed by this windswept land.

A lizard watches and waits,
Looking for a sign of rain, 

Scorching sun drives his prey away, 
When the fi rst drops fall it ends his strain.

Watch the rain work its magic, 
Emerging fl ora and fauna abound, 

Hues of vibrant colours amaze, 
Where priceless beauty astounds.

Hidden beyond the desert sky, 
Everything begins to fade and disappear, 

Life is tough in this arid land,
But for thousands of years it has faced its fears.

Rachael Lloyd, Age 15

Edenhope College

EDENHOPE – VIC.
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Captured
When you lay down under our midnight sky
on the cold bitumen we journey daily
to quietly face your death,
the night air swooned and left us with the price of belonging to you.

The daylight brought hours measured in drug induced sobs,
distancing the news,
news so shocking
it danced its way through a tiny town that hugs the sea.

Friends mirroring disbelief formed circles of warmth,
never leaving us alone long enough
to capture the pain
that stood patiently outside in the tree curling wind.

Cold coff ee cups and hushed whispers
shuffl  ed in to replace our home,
fi lling an empty house
with painted smiles and silence smirking in every seat.

Soon I was smeared amongst relatives with clumsy gestures,
drifting to makeshift couches,
drawn into small town gossip,
dreaming of a mother who walked away from life. 

The night that captured you now traps me with your regret.

I invent voices for the silent cry of a mother
who washed her dreams away with the sheets,
who ironed passion away with the school uniforms,
who folded love away with the tea towels.

Silence slips between the sheets and numbs the child in me
allowing a young woman with your vision to rise,
rich in determination
to weave straws of indulgence into the tapestry of motherhood.

By Emily Webb-Smith

Age 14

Geraldton Grammar School

DONGARA – WA 

Feminism
We rise we fall

We fi ght for freedom
Burn the bra

Its time for equality
Women stand up

Fight for your rights
Fight for our freedom

Freedom of speech
Freedom to choose

Stand up one and all
Against the men we must fi ght

Not with fi st but with word
We must fi ght

‘Tis the era of power
Time to make a stand.

We made a stand
Now we have the freedom

To choose a career
That used to be thought a man’s job

But we still have far to go
We are more accepted

But not fully
We must continue to fi ght

Overworked mums are more common
As now we are

Mothers, workers and lovers
But we just need to adapt
We need more freedom

So we must keep fi ghting
‘Tis the beginning of latch key kids

But we can fi ght it
We are women and we are strong

We have our freedom
Not fully but enough

We can do a man’s job now
We have the freedom to be politicians
We have the freedom to drive trucks

But what have we lost?
Our families often break down
There are more single parents

Feminism is at its peak
But at what cost?

Yes we won our careers
But we lost our families

Structures and values are lost to us now
For some it works

For others it off ers nothing
But an insecure and shaky future

We fought and we won, or did we?

By Sarah Stonehouse

Age 16

Bullsbrook District High School

BULLSBROOK – WA
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The city was covered in a blanket of clouds,
A feeling of gloom swept through the crowds.
The lightning crashed, the moon was bright,
People prepared for the stormy night.
The storm was here.

In the dead of night the tempest struck, 
People couldn’t move, people were stuck. 
The wind became stronger and stronger until, 
A cyclone formed, ready to kill.
The storm was here.

It roared like a tiger searching for meat,
A thousand tap dancers stamping their feet.
Atomic bombs blasting away, 
The storm a hunter, the people its prey. 
The storm was here.

All went calm, the wind faded away,
All that could be seen was a sky of deep grey. 
Was it possible the storm had passed? 
Was that it, had they seen the last? 
The storm was here.

People cautiously stepped outside, 
Mothers screamed, babies cried.
Their town was ruined, nothing remained, 
Their town was fl ooded from all the rain. 
The storm was here.

The people were wrong, the storm hadn’t passed,
That was just the eye, it wasn’t the last.
The winds returned as quickly as they went, 
The storm returned to a greater extent. 
The storm was here.

With the storm came rain, with the rain came a fl ood,
Ponds turned to rivers, dirt to mud.
The water rushed in with incredible force, 
It fl owed left and right, always changing course.
The storm was here.

By the dawn of the day the storm disappeared,
Leaving a town of trauma and tears.
Homes and shops and lots more were lost, 
But much greater was the human cost. 
The storm was gone.

By Georgia Avery

Year 6

Orchard Grove Primary School

BLACKBURN SOUTH – VIC.

Th e Storm
Wind howls like a pack of wolves,

While trees play limbo under the grey sky.
Clouds start shedding tears

Which drip down children’s windows.
Lightning shoots across the dark horizon,

As applauses of thunder follow closely behind.
Waves washing over the damp sand,
Turning the shore into a wet Sahara.

A wall of water tackles the rocks,
Leaving desperate fi sh fl apping violently.

Fallen powerlines provide a mini fi reworks display,
As the harsh, roaring sound of rain beats on the old barn roof.

Howls and cries of frightened animals,
Fill the darkness.

Clear blue begins to emerge from behind a dark grey sky,

Cyclone

Silver lines from an awoken sun streak through
A forest of cotton clouds.

Astonished faces peer curiously out
Of small surviving cottages.

A little town once fi lled with colour,
Gone before their eyes.

By Zoe Miller-Starr

Year 6, Burpengary State School

BURPENGARY – QLD.

Teacher: Ms D. Sharpe
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Mum was in the kitchen getting breakfast, 
thinking about having to approach her 
13 year daughter Sarah about getting 
braces on her teeth. Sarah was so fashion 
conscious. “It won’t be easy but here 
goes.”

Sarah was in her bedroom with the latest 
clothes that she had just bought. She 
loved clothes. She bought a pair of pants 
that were too big but that is how all the 
kids wear them these days. Sarah had run 
out of pocket money but she desperately 
wanted to buy some braces to hold her 
pants up, like the ones the fi remen wear. 
They would look “sooo” cool as they are 
“sooo in” right now. She would have to ask her mother to 
buy some but her mother will probably say that they are 
a waste of money. Sarah lazily slumped down the stairs to 
ask her Mum. “It won’t be easy but here goes”.

“Mum, could I please get braces?” asked Sarah in a hurried 
voice, waiting for the answer which she thought would 
be no.

“Of course you can darling”, said Mum in surprise.

“Gee, that was easy!” thought Mum, “I didn’t think that she 
would want to have braces on her teeth”.

“Gee, that was easy”, thought Sarah. “I didn’t think that Mum 
would buy the braces for my pants.”

Before her mother could change her mind, Sarah quickly 
grabbed her bag and happily ran to catch the school 
bus.

That evening, Dad was in the lounge room watching his 
son Chris, playing with a cricket ball in the backyard.

“I wish he was more sporty”, thought Dad. “He has no idea 
when it comes to playing sport”.

Chris examined the ball. He was thinking what a waste of 
money it was. He wasn’t into sport. He preferred insects 
and creepy crawly things, like the vampire bat he saw in 
the pet shop window. “I wonder if Dad will let me buy it. 
He will probably say no as he is afraid of creepy crawlies!! 
What a wimp!! It won’t be easy but here goes.”

Dad was thinking, “I will have to try and get him interested 
in sport somehow. It won’t be easy but here goes”. But 
before he could say anything, Chris opened the screen door 
and asked, “Dad, could I please get a bat?”.

“Course you can Mate,” said Dad.

“Gee, that was easy”, thought Dad. “At last 
he is getting interested in sport”.

“Gee, that was easy”, thought Chris. “I 
didn’t think that Dad would buy me an 
ugly bloodsucking vampire bat because 
he prefers me to play sport”.

That night, Dad said “Love, I know what 
I want for my birthday”.

“What?” said Mum.

“A bike!!!” Dad said with excitement.

“Okay – a bike it is” said Mum.

“Gee, that was easy”, thought Dad. “I hope that she buys 
me a Harley”. 

“Great” thought Mum. “He will fi nally get fi t cycling his 
bike”.

Who said life wasn’t meant to be easy?

By Ashleigh Streatfi eld

Year 7, Age 13

St. Clare’s College

MANUKA – ACT

Th e Easy Family

Santa is Here
“Ohh!” I gasped, Santa is here!

I lay tucked up in my bed.
Quietly waiting, waiting for all those presents!

I hear a sound, the sound of a sack full of presents!
PLONK! on the ground.
I look out my window.

I see his sleigh, fl ying through the air.
I hear the ringing of sleigh bells.

Within a second it was gone, all gone.
I go look at all those presents, waiting to be opened.

I say to myself,
“Christmas is here!”

By Holly Lightowler

Year 4A

Pearcedale

Primary School

PEARCEDALE – VIC.
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I Am Australian
Short, tall, big, thin, beer guts, beards, black hair, blond 
hair, brown eyes, blue eyes, Chinese, Lebanese, Irish, 
Indian.

I am Australian.

Out back, out west, down south, up north, beaches, 
cattle stations, mountains, deserts, open plains and 
the bush.

I am Australian.

Highways, dirt roads, Holden utes, Bondi, Uluru, Broken 
Hill, the Great Barrier Reef.

I am Australian.

Vegemite, Hills Hoist, Tim Tams, backyard barbies, 
mozzies and fl ies.

I am Australian.

Ned Kelly, Ian Thorpe, Kylie, John Howard, Dame Edna 
and the Crocodile Hunter.

I am Australian.

Cattle dogs, Koalas, Kangaroos, snakes, Funnel Webs, 
Red backs, Great whites – OUCH!

I am Australian.

Caring, sharing, mate-ship, loving, giving, friendly, 
happy go lucky, SO PROUD,

I AM AUSTRALIAN!!!

By Bianca Edwards

Age 10

JASPERS BRUSH – NSW

My Aussie Christmas
Sausages are sizzling

BBQ is fl aming
The family is in the pool

Christmas in Australia

Kids are playing cricket
Oldies drinking wine

Opening the presents
Find a big surprise

Having Christmas lunch
Eating Christmas turkey
Aunty cuts some cake

Melting icy-poles in the scorching heat

Mum brings out some fruit salad
Birds eat the crumbs

What a great Christmas it has been

By Britt

Year 4A, Pearcedale Primary School

PEARCEDALE – VIC.

Before Rebirth
A shroud of dust

Antiquities dreaming
A World beneath all others
Far from all that is known

Secrets in the wind,
Whispering

Unknown becomes the new.
Forgotten becomes the future.

Aeons that slipped away,
Held tightly once more.

Memories regain meaning
Souls rise again

This time
They will not be lost

By Sarah Monagle
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It has been described by the World Health Organisation as a 
‘worldwide epidemic’. It is costing the Australian Government 
up to $1.5 billion a year. It is threatening the health and 
wellbeing of our children. ‘It’ is obesity. The good news is it 
is preventable. The bad news is we don’t seem to be making 
headway.

The rate of childhood obesity in Australia is among the highest 
in developed nations. Between 1985 and 1995, the level of 
overweight children in Australia more than doubled, while 
the level of obesity tripled. Today, approximately 23 per cent 
of girls and 26 per cent of boys are overweight or obese. In 
New Zealand the fi gure stands even higher at about 31 per 
cent of all children.

According to statistics from the Australasian Society for the 
Study of Obesity (ASSO), childhood obesity in Australia is 
continuing to rise at an annual rate of 1 per cent – a trend that 
suggests that half of all young Australians will be overweight 
by the year 2025.

 ‘This is the single greatest threat to the health of our population’, 
says Dr. Michael Booth, Sydney University senior research fellow 
and director of the NSW Centre for Overweight and Obesity. 
‘The magnitude of it is quite hard to recognise. It’s intolerable. 
I just don’t think everyone has quite realised how serious it is.’

Serious, it certainly is. Research shows that children who are 
overweight are more likely to carry that extra weight into 
adolescence and adulthood. The result of this is a growing 
population of people at risk of suff ering chronic conditions 
such as Type 2 diabetes, cardio-vascular disease, respiratory 
problems, joint problems and stroke.

It is not just physical health problems that we, as parents, need 
to be concerned about. According to ASSO, the most common 
consequences of obesity in childhood and adolescence are 
poor self-esteem, negative self-image, social difficulties, 
anxiety, sadness, loneliness and depression.

‘Apart from the medical problems, there are a lot of psychological 
and social implications for children who are overweight’, 
explains Professor Louise Baur, consultant at The Children’s 
Hospital Westmead, NSW. ‘They are at risk of having low self-
esteem and depression, and they are more likely to be teased 
and bullied. They are very real issues.’ 

Childhood obesity

A parent’s role

Nutrition experts agree that the role of parents in turning 
the childhood obesity tide back is crucial. ‘Parents need to 
have a whole-family approach to a healthy lifestyle’, says 
Professor Baur. ‘By that I mean that everyone is involved. 
You need to make sure that the whole family is eating 
well and that you have regular meal times where you 
sit down as a family to eat together. There should be no 
TV on.’ Professor Baur says it is also a matter of trying to 
make healthy food and mealtimes enjoyable for children; 
‘Provide a range of food for children and try to make good 
food fun and normal. Cut up vegies and allow children 
to serve and feed themselves. Let your children help 
prepare food. 

‘Try to avoid introducing soft drinks to the household. 
Water should be the main beverage of children aged 
of 12 months. Even fruit juices should be restricted. It 
is much better for children to eat fruit whole.’ However, 
Professor Baur is quick to emphasise that parents should 
not add childhood obesity to the list of things to feel 
guilty about. ‘We need to encourage and empower 
parents. They are having to bring up children in what 
is essentially an obesity conducive, toxic environment. 
There is no one thing that causes childhood obesity but 
rather a lot of environmental factors that make it very 
easy to gain weight. We live in a world that says “eat 
and sit” ‘.

‘There have been huge changes in the past 50 years, 
and more recently in the past 10–20 years. We have 
seen a rise in the number of motorways and cars, and a 
loss of pedestrian precincts and green spaces. There are 
changes in working patterns and family structure, often 
with both parents working and working long hours. We 
mind children indoors often, in fear of their safety. Less 
and less children walk to school. There has been a rise 
in the use of television, DVDs and computer games, and 
mobile phones.’
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Childhood obesity

Despite a deluge of sedentary technology, there are 
simple steps parents can take to help get their family 
back on track to good health. ‘We encourage four basic 
principles: Drink water; Limit TV; Play outside; Eat as a 
family’, explains Professor Baur. ‘These are very simple 
messages. Many of the problems we get (in relation 
to childhood obesity) would just not be there if these 
steps were followed.’

Advance Australian Fare
A recent study carried out by Dr Booth, which was 
commissioned after the 2002 NSW obesity summit, 
found that excessive eating – not lack of exercise – was 
one of the main culprits of the increase in levels of 
childhood obesity. 

Unfortunately, it is not just that children are eating 
more; the types of food they are consuming have also 
changed. ‘We have seen a rise in the consumption of 
sugary drinks, fast food and confectionery’, explains 
Professor Baur. ‘These things are readily available, 
relatively cheap and easily accessible by young people. 
On top of this, there has been an increase in energy 
intake.’ 

Nutritionist Dr Rosemary Stanton describes the availability of 
junk food and fast food as ‘extremely prevalent’.

‘What were once party foods are now “treats” and today’s 
children are given treats three or four times a day. They also 
have ready access to buy with their own money (when they 
reach school age), as many school canteens still stock junk 
foods. Children also watch TV and see many ads for junk 
foods.’

In our fi ght for good health, it is not just a matter of cutting 
out ‘treats’ all together, rather a matter of choosing the 
appropriate time and limiting the frequency. ‘Parties are a 
time when everyone eats food that are diff erent from normal 
fare’, says Dr Stanton. ‘I also don’t see anything wrong with 
a family having an occasional fast food meal (say, once a 
month) or even a chocolate bar (or some other such food). 
But these foods should not be eaten every day.’ 

While a healthy diet is paramount, the role of exercise should 
not be overlooked in the quest to beat the bulge. 

‘It is important for parents to spend active time with their 
children’, says Professor Baur. ‘A child needs to grow up with 
parents being active, and you do not need to spend money 
to have fun or be active.  It can simply be a matter of going to 
the park, riding a bike, playing catch, using a skipping rope, 
or simply playing in the backyard.’

How to help

The Healthy Kids website 
www.healthykids.nsw.gov.au off ers 
simple advice on how you can help 
to improve your children’s diet and 
increase their physical activity. Here 
are some of their suggestions…

1. Do an hour of activity every 
day.

2. Choose water as a drink.

3. Eat more fruit and vegetables.

4. Turn off  the TV or computer and 
get active.

5. Eat fewer snacks and select 
healthier alternatives.

This website also off ers recipe 
suggestions along with useful tips 
and ideas for supporting healthy 
lifestyles for children. 
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Useful Resources

‘A matter of fat. Understanding 
and overcoming obesity in kids’ 
(published by UNSW Press) by Dr 
Rosemary Stanton and Professor 
Andrew Hills has many practical 
ideas to prevent childhood 
obesity and deal with it when it 
occurs.

www.parentsjury.org.au
A web based network of 
parents who wish to improve 
the food and physical activity 
environments of children in 
Australia.

www.healthyactive.gov.au
This website provides access 
to practical information for 
families on healthy eating and 
active living. It also off ers tips on 
simple ways to introduce more 
fruit and vegetables into your 
children’s meals and snacks.

www.health.nsw.gov.au
If you are unsure if your 
child falls into an unhealthy 
weight category, you can 
visit this website and use its 
online Body Mass Index (BMI) 
calculator, which is a simple 
index of weight-for-height that 
is commonly used to classify 
underweight, overweight and 
obesity. The site also provides a 
‘healthy food and activity guide’. 

Healthy Snacks

Nutritionist Dr Rosemary Stanton off ers 
some healthy alternatives to ‘junk snacks’. 
‘Sometimes no alternative is needed. For 
example, children don’t need to eat every 
time they get into the car or every time they 
go to the shops’, she says. When snacks are 
needed, Dr Stanton says suitable foods are:

Fresh fruit (any kind)
Dried fruit
Nuts (no peanuts or almonds as snacks 
for children under fi ve in case of 
choking)
Yogurt
Freshly made popcorn (without lots of 
butter and salt).

Dr Stanton says that children do not need 
twenty choices of snacks: ‘In fact, many 
children quite like the same thing each day’. 

•
•
•

•
•

Do’s and Don’ts

Dr Stanton says parents whose 
children are overweight, and 
parents who want to prevent 
their children from becoming 
overweight, should consider 
the following…

Don’t talk about weight or 
diets to children. Health is 
a much better concept to 
discuss.

Do ensure the whole family 
follows a healthy diet with all 
family members eating much 
the same foods. Those who are 
thinner/less active may need 
smaller portions.

Don’t have junk food in the 
house. If there is a party, then 
buy for the occasion. Some 
parents have the idea that if 
they don’t buy biscuits, chips, 
soft drinks, etc. their own 
children are going ‘without’. 
They aren’t. All children will 
benefi t from a healthy family 
diet.

Do make sure the family eats 
together as much as possible. 
Children who learn to eat at 
the table generally eat better 
foods. Eating together also has 
been shown to have a positive 
impact on behaviour. Meal 
times are a time to share the 
good and the bad aspects of 
the day and children who miss 
this and just get themselves 
something to eat in front of 
the TV

Childhood obesity
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“Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you!” everybody 
sang drearily. Nobody really cared about his birthday. His 
parents invited all the kids there.

“C’mon Liam, blow out all those candles”, Kathy, Liam’s 
carer, exclaimed enthusiastically. Liam, who sat in front of 
the gigantic cake, smiled weakly and blew out the candles 
with a sigh. He didn’t want to have a party, Liam knew it 
would be tedious. Until he saw “them” that is.

Kathy photographed a few more fake smiles then sliced 
the cake. Liam stood up. He headed towards the newly 
purchased couch. Everybody hated the smell including 
him, that’s why Liam plonked his small, fragile body there. 
Something fl ashed. Not a camera fl ash. It was diff erent. 
Liam turned his head around, the other way, but no sign 
of anyone or anything. He sat back down and waited for 
everyone to fi nish their cake and retreat back to the pool 
so he could be alone. Finally, once everybody had fi nished 
their fi fth serving of cake, they returned to the beloved 
pool, the only reason anybody came. Except for one person, 
Stacy. She was still gobbling down her half of the cake. She 
fi nished. By then Liam wasn’t waiting for Stacy to hurry up. 
He was concentrating on “them”.

“They” were everywhere. The creatures were tall, so skinny 
their bones popped out of their skin, 
long, tangled hair and huge, angel-like 
wings. Stacy didn’t seem to notice them. 
It was like “they” had no real bodies, 
spirits fl oating aimlessly through the air. 
But not quite aimless. So far Liam could 
work out all they wanted to do was wreak 
havoc. Many of them were now trying to 
lift the table which now had dirty paper 
party plates and stray pieces of fruit. 
Stacey strutted past, as she always did, 
and THUD! Stacy shrieked. She hopped 
around as if she were a mad lunatic, 
clutching one brightly nail-polished foot 
in her hand. Liam sat and stared in horror. 
Kathy came rushing in. “They” howled with laughter. Soon 
after one of “them” sprinkled a powdery substance onto 
Stacy’s head and left, revealing a set of strong fairy like 
wings.

Everybody left. Nobody bothered to thank Liam. It didn’t 
make a diff erence anyway. Liam had never been thanked 
before by anyone in his class.

Later that day, after dinner ended and Kathy was packing 
the dishes into the dishwasher “they” appeared again. One 
of “them” had hold of Kathy’s keys and was dangling them 
just above her eyes. Liam jumped up, ready to retrieve 
them when suddenly he realised he couldn’t. Finally, 
when Kathy left the dishwasher Liam made a grab for it 

but instead fell over, crashing into an antique china vase. 
Kathy, who had been searching though her handbag for 
her keys, raced over.

“Darling, do try being more careful in the future. Hurry up 
to the lounge room now. Don’t want to be hurt, do you?” 
Kathy said sympathetically.

Liam sat up and pushed the shattered glass remains off  
himself. He watched as Kathy collected the pieces and 
placed them neatly within a plastic bag. Liam was about to 
turn the corner into the lounge room when up stood one of 
those creatures. It had now left the keys and was amusing 
itself by moving the pieces just out of Kathy’s grasp.

At last Kathy managed to complete the incredible task and 
picked up her keys. On the top of her head Liam noticed a 
pile of dust. Similar to the substance sprinkled on Stacy’s 
head.

“Your parents left really early this morning”, Kathy spoke 
while frying bacon and cutting fruit. “You okay?” Kathy 
asked kindly.

“Yeah, fi ne. Thanks for helping with the party and all”, Liam 
replied sleepily. He wasn’t in the mood for breakfast so 

instead stuff ed his lunch into his bag and 
walked outside. “When is Bill going to 
come?” Liam asked himself. Bill drove Liam 
to school and from school. He had a shiny 
black car which was owned by his father’s 
company. BEEEEEEP! Liam jumped.

“Get in!” Bill barked.

Liam opened the car door and stepped 
out into the school grounds. To his 
surprise each person had at least two or 
more of those creatures following them. 
“They” made students trip over nothing, 
hit other people which would always most 

defi antly start an argument and most of all, no one knew 
“they” even existed.

The bell echoed through the school. All the students 
entered their classrooms. Liam saw the creatures were 
still following the students. During class Liam examined 
everybody in his class extremely closely. When they made 
spelling mistakes “they” had always tapped the pencil or 
moved the paper. Other times “they” would turn someone’s 
head towards the end of the classroom and howl with 
laughter when Liam’s classmate got in trouble. “They” also 
would sometimes throw powders in the air that made 
murmuring sounds. Even Stacy was being followed. The last 
bell rang. Everybody’s heads were sprinkled with powder 
and fi nally the creatures left.

Fairy Dust
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Liam raced to the closest 
s h o p p i n g  c e n t r e .  H e 
noticed many shoppers 
were being followed. What 
could Liam do? He tried 
stopping bad situations 
occurring but there were 
too many of “them”. It was 
close to fi ve o’clock. Liam 
left the shopping centre 
and returned home. He 
pushed open the door. 
Liam smelt the enticing 
aromas wafting from the 
kitchen. Instead of helping 

though, Liam collapsed onto the couch. By now Liam was 
so frustrated he couldn’t think properly. There were so 
many questions he wanted answered, who were “they”, 
what were “they”, what was that dust for? But what annoyed 
Liam the most was that nobody else but him could see 
“them”. People were being blamed for things they weren’t 
even doing.

DING DONG! “Liam, get the door!” Kathy shouted from 
the kitchen. He levered himself off  the couch and headed 
towards the door.

“Hi, I’m Charlie”, a boy with curly brown hair and freckles 
covering his face appeared at the door. “My parents told 
me to come over and meet the new neighbours. They’re 
really grumpy right now, at what I don’t know but anyway, 
do you wanna come out and show me around? It’s dead 
boring out there.”

Liam just stood and stared, unable to think of anything 
to say. Liam peered outside. He saw a large truck with the 
words “REMOVALISTS” painted on in bright red letters. “Um, 
sure,” Liam fi nally mumbled.

Liam’s next few days were bliss. Even though Liam had 
only known Charlie for a couple of days they were already 
inseparable. Every morning they would walk to school 
together and come back home together as well as spend 
the whole day with each other. The week fi nally ended. 
Liam fell asleep, dreaming of all the exciting activities they 
could do together.

“You look happy today”, exclaimed Kathy while buttering 
toast. “Are you visiting your friend again today?”

Liam was now folding up pieces of toast and cramming 
them into his mouth while trying to tie his shoelaces with 
two fi ngers. “I see”, Kathy chuckled. Liam pushed the door 
open with his elbow, hopping towards Charlie’s house.

When Liam reached Charlie’s home the door was opened. 

Liam pressed the doorbell. No one came to answer. Liam 
pushed the door a little further to see if anybody was inside. 
To his surprise there was someone inside the house but it 
wasn’t exactly the person or thing Liam was expecting. It 
was one of “them”. Liam had completely forgotten about 
“them”. Whether “they” had disappeared during those few 
days Liam wasn’t too sure but there was one inside his fi rst 
friend’s house and Liam wasn’t about to see it be sabotaged 
by stupid creatures.

Liam sat up. Where was he? Liam scanned his surroundings. 
It was dark and gloomy. The walls were concrete with cracks 
and fungi growing in the gaps. Liam was inside a gigantic 
cage. Outside the cage was more of “them”. The one with 
the largest and strongest wings was roaring at the others. 
Liam had never seen one who stood out so obviously. He 
heard the most important one scream about how they 
had disobeyed its orders and stole the entire collection 
of white powder. Liam moved closer towards the edge of 
the cage.

“You IDIOTS!!!! I personally came to inform you of your 
orders! Then, without telling any of the authorities, you all 
decide to steal powerful substances to hide your mistakes? 
All of you know that if humans touch it they’ll transport 
right here! LOOK!” It pointed towards the cage where 
Liam was. “Not only is this human here in our world but 
he can see all of you! I strictly told you to take special care 
in revealing yourselves to humans.” 

Now everybody had turned to stare at Liam. Unable to 
bear their accusing eyes Liam bent his head avoiding the 
pain.

“Follow me, hurry, we need to capture everybody else and 
repair your blunders”, the head one ordered.

Liam, curious to see how “they” reached Earth, stared intently, 
unwilling to miss anything. In unison they all chanted a 
dozen words that exposed a gigantic set of sparklingly 
white gates. All of “them” floated through elegantly 
disappearing into thin 
air. Liam observed the 
cage searching for a 
door or an opening but 
to his disappointment 
found nothing. After 
sitting on the chil ly 
concrete floor of the 
cage for another couple 
of hours Liam finally 
remembered what one 
of “them” had said about 
the white powder. Liam 

Cont’d...



18 

Oz Kidz in PrintOz Kidz in Print

had already assumed the white powder was the same 
substance as “they” had poured onto their victim’s heads. 
Taking his chances Liam reached above his head feeling 
for powder.

Liam carefully opened his eyes, scared to fi nd the results 
of his actions. Liam exhaled, his plan had succeeded, he 
was free. Liam marched towards the gates which had 
remained since “they” disappeared. Liam, still unsure of 
the powers of the white powder, cautiously took hold of a 
handful of powder and sprinkled it around the gates. Once 
Liam fi nished he grabbed another handful of the white 
substance and jumped through the gates, hoping he would 
turn out somewhere reasonably normal.

“Hello! Anyone there?” Liam opened his eyes. He found 
Charlie leaning over him. “Next time if you wanna fall 

unconscious please don’t come to my house”, Charlie 
laughed. 

“Uh... yeah”, Liam replied.

From then on Liam never saw one of “them” ever again. 
Although he wasn’t exactly sure if that was because he was 
too busy to notice “them” or he really did stop them from 
entering the human world.

By Susan Tan

Year 7

MacGregor State Primary School

MacGREGOR – QLD.

Teacher: Mrs Sawbridge

Fairy Dust (Cont’d)

Anna continues her story.

CHAPTER 11 – My birthday

The year is 1872. The 13th of December. It is my birthday. 
Yet, for me there will be no presents. There will be no cards. 
They will be no recognition. I am a poor girl wandering the 
gloomy streets of my cruel home, London.

This is the last chapter of my life. From the day the 
orphanage closed down I have been roaming the streets 
of London fi ghting to stay alive. The other girls, who were 
left when the orphanage closed, are long dead. My home? 
It is an old sewer, underground. No one uses it any more 
and it is the place where the other girls died.

Today it is raining. That is no surprise. I crawl on my hands 
and knees into an abandoned shop. An old man is there 
too. With surprising strength he shoves me up against a wall 
and searches me for valuables. I have nothing. Realising 
that, he falls back against the wall and draws out a fl ask. 
He then drank what was left in it and threw it at the wall 
with a crash. I was too tired to worry about him. I curled 
up and went to sleep. When I woke up he was dead. I have 
seen many deaths in my life but I can’t help crying a little.

Suddenly a strong gust of wind blows in the shutters, 
spraying me with sharp pieces of wood. No more shelter. 
I drag myself out; at the very moment a carriage fl ies past 
and splatters me with mud. I stepped out onto the path. 
Men and women stride past under umbrellas pushing me 
out of the way. As I climb to my feet, a rich boy comes up 

behind me and shoves me from the rear. Down I go, right 
into a pile of garbage. Lovely! As I crawl out, with an orange 
peel on my head I see the boy laughing and pointing. I 
hurry away. There is no point fi ghting.

I trudge along the alleyway that leads to the sewer. I have 
got no food and I haven’t eaten in... a terribly long time. 
The garbage is  the only stuff  that will make me sick and 
probably kill me. No one is wasting food. I guess this is 
the end, but wait... I hurry back to the pile of garbage. 
Amazingly, someone has left a piece of sandwich there! 
This will never save me but it will give me enough strength 
to do what I planned to do.

I had seen the boy before. He had made fun of me before 
and I remember following him home so I could get him 
back. Yet, I was just out of the orphanage and didn’t know 
he would contact the Police!

Now I lay on the front porch and slept.

When Thomas (the rich boy) returned, he found her dead 
body. She was forever branded on his mind.

That was her revenge.

By Laura Heuston

Age 10

Gunnedah Public School

GUNNEDAH – NSW

Teacher: Ms L. Wormald

A Chapter From My Childhood
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The old book of scriptures closes with a thud.
The dust fl oats off  into the distance.
I sneak towards the door of the temple –
hiding my face in the dark cloak.
The musk incense fi lls the room with haze –
(hiding the faces of the people praying).
The prayer fl ags sway on the old tamarind trees –
whining with the wind outside the door.
I sneak my way to Lumbini 
trying to hide my face from the strangers 
who threaten the innocent.
The sun beams down on the Himalayan landscape;
the dreaded signs of summer settling in.
My stomach grumbles (almost loud enough to echo into 
the hills).
I have not eaten for three days straight
because the boarding house rent has soared.

I peer from mud-brick windows as
the summer haze fl oats in the distance
as far as my eye can follow.
The birds are commencing their early morning chimes...
The door slams behind me.
I make my way out
(the bird calls are drowned by voices of passing people).

Before I can take a step
the voice of the Buddhist Batrib cries from the distance,
“Taliti, Tiliti.”
“Yes”, I reply.
“Today is not a good day to be outside!”
“Why?” I reply (concerned).
“We’ll talk inside”, he reluctantly replies.
The door creaks and slams shut with a thud behind me;
Through the tight hallway and into the kitchen Batrib 
follows.
The smell of fresh ground Masala tea still lingers.
We sit at the small table... the chairs screech over the 
concrete fl oor.
He starts to explain with a low tone –
“The King of Nepal is out in the city. He is returning. Be very 
careful”, he pauses for a while...
then whispers in my ear,
“The streets are no longer safe.”
A cold feeling forms in the room. 
Deadly silence.
(The only sound is the rustling of the leaves).

Batrib continues,
“Do not trust anyone and do not share your secrets.”

“The King preys on people who speak against him. So, be 
warned.” 
Batrib makes his way out –
The door slams.

The old clock ticks on to midday.
The Spinny Babbler chimes its sweet song, a rare 
occurrence.
I walk to the Temple; it glistens.
The old tree still retains its lush green leaves as the prayer 
fl ags fl utter.
The wind itself says, “Deeper, deeper...”
I enter through the front door of the temple;
the smell of incense hits me like a wall
instantly reminding me of something that Batrib said 
earlier in the day
“The streets are no longer safe.”

By Peter Burke

Year 10, 

Cathedral College

WANGARATTA – VIC.

Teacher: Mrs Noble

Judgement of the Innocent

Tukuche, Nepal
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Fible-fable: Having Fun With Fibtion!
by Krista Bell www.kristabell.com

Thinking back to when I was your 
age, the only time my darling dad 
was really, really cross with me was 
one day when I told him a major fi b. 
I can’t remember what I told the fi b 
about, but I do remember that Dad 
was mighty angry when he realised 
that I had rearranged the facts of 
the incident on purpose hoping that 
I would escape the punishment I 
deserved. Ouch! I still shudder when I 
remember how extremely disappointed he was with me 
and how upset I was that I had let him down by telling a 
major fi b to protect myself.

Like most kids I was good at making up stories. Nowadays 
my job is making up stories — and then having them 
published as books, twenty one in total so far — so my 
vivid imagination has fi nally been put to good use. My 
Dad would be proud.

The thing is that we all have wonderful imaginations and 
that’s where fi bs come from. Okay, so in real life you get into 
trouble for telling fi bs, and that’s the way it should be, but, 
and here’s the really awesome bit about literary fi bs: when 
you’re writing fi ction, you’re allowed to tell fi bs, because 
the word “fi ction” means stories that are made up about 
imaginary people, places and events — the opposite of 
fact.  Do you see what I mean? 

Fiction is made up of fi bs, so several years ago, not long 
after my fi rst book, Jezza, was published, I was thinking 
that the word ‘fi ction’ somehow didn’t clearly explain what 
it was trying to say, so I invented a much better word to 
describe stories that are made up: FIBTION, yes fi btion with 
a ‘b’. In fact, the word ‘fi b’ probably comes from an ancient 
word, fi ble-fable, which meant ‘nonsense’, a story that 
isn’t true!

As I travel around Australia giving talks and writing 
workshops (I’m away from home at least two months each 
year, and that’s the truth!) I like to encourage young writers 
to have a go at writing stories the way I do. I base lots of 
my books on things that I’ve experienced, or things that 
have happened to my family or friends, or something I’ve 
heard somewhere and tucked away in my memory — and 
then I tell fi bs about it. Yes, I’m a professional fi bber! What I 
mean is I use my imagination to create stories and I often 
use fi bs to change something that really happened into 
something very diff erent and much more interesting. I 
embroider the truth and turn it into FIBTION. Often the 
made up story takes on such a life of its own that I forget 
how much is true and how much is pure fi btion.

To give you bit of a feel of how I use 
FIBTION in my writing, here are a couple 
of examples from two of my published 
books.

SNIFFY THE SNIFFER DOG illustrated 
by Craig Smith is a chapter book about 
a dog who should be a good sniff er 
dog, but he gets distracted too easily 
because his head is ruled by his tummy. 
The character of the dog is based on 

three real dogs: two that I own and one that I met several 
years ago while I was on holiday in Tasmania. ‘Maxine’ was 
a sniff er dog who met the boats that sail from mainland 
Australia to Devonport. Sniff er dogs look for fruit which is 
then confi scated and destroyed to prevent fruit fl y getting 
into Tasmania and contaminating the apple crops.

Well, when ‘Maxine’ the sniff er dog came up and sniff ed 
my bag, she wagged her tail madly as if she’d found some 
fruit, but what I actually had in my bag was chocolate! 
‘Maxine’ the crazy beagle had found chocolate, not fruit, so 
my writer’s mind wondered what would happen if a sniff er 
dog never, ever found the things he was supposed to be 
looking for? Could I write a story about a sniff er dog? What 
would happen in the story?

Several months later my blue heeler dog, ‘Phantom’, found 
a very dead lunch in one of my son’s school backpacks (I 
took a photo of the gruesome fi nd!) and the story idea grew 
from there — just like the mould on the leftover lunch! Then 
I thought about ‘Storm’, my labrador cross — now there’s 
a dog who always thinks with her tummy! Food always 
comes fi rst for ‘Storm’ — and if she could open the fridge 
she’d never stop eating! And so the character of ‘Sniff y’ was 
born. He’s a beagle like ‘Maxine’, but his character comes 
from ‘Phantom’ and ‘Storm’ as well. Lots of the events in the 
book are based on things that our dogs have done at home 
in Melbourne, as well as things that my friend Julie’s beagle 
did at her place in Adelaide. So stories from Tasmania, 
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Fible-fable: Having Fun With Fibtion! (Cont’d)

Melbourne and Adelaide all contributed to the fi btion of 
this story — and it’s one of my most popular books.

NO TEARS, my most recent junior novel, is about a girl 
called ‘Xanthe’ (Zan-thi) who is a very good diver and hopes 
to win a medal at the Nationals in Perth over the summer 
holidays. But there are problems — she has a wrist injury 
and may not be able to dive at all, but worse than that her 
family’s fi nances are in crisis and she may not even get to 
Perth. Although I’ve been to Perth many times and I’ve 
visited the diving complex there, I’ve never actually been a 
diver. Luckily one of my best friends, Jo, is a diving instructor 
and she helped me with the technical diving details, told 
me lots of interesting diving stories, as well as introducing 
me to young divers whom I watched competing.

Jo’s daughters, Sally and Louise, were divers when they 
were ‘Xanthe’s’ age and now they are both diving coaches 
just like ‘Francesca’ in my novel. In fact that character is 
based on Sally and Louise. The girls are like daughters to 
me, so it was easy to take bits of their personalities and 
their skills and make up a fi btional character who isn’t 
either of them, but is a young diving coach who’s studying 

at university just like them! ‘Francesca’ is a pivotal character 
in the novel because she encourages ‘Xanthe’ to believe in 
herself, to work hard to overcome her injury and she also 
makes it possible for ‘Xanthe’ to get to Perth to compete, 
just as I know Sally and Louise would do if they’d been faced 
with the same problem — which of course they never were 
— I just made it up! It’s FIBTION!

So, next time you want to write a story, why not have some 
fun with FIBTION: take some of your memories that are true, 
let your imagination go wild, tell lots of fi bs to change the 
people, the events and the 
places so you make them 
even more interesting 
than they really were, 
change all the names so 
that you have fibtitious 
characters and then, hey 
presto, fible-fable, just 
like magic, you’ll have a 
fantastic story in which 
it’s impossible to tell fact 
from fi btion. 
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The glowing red sun broke the dull horizon, the refl ection 
of its presence beaming on the water. The town gong 
struck, echoing into the distance, marking the start of the 
morning Buddhist service. I watched the sun climb higher 
into the misty morning sky, listened for the morning birds 
to awaken and felt the sea breeze wash over my face. I lay 
on the cliff  bank for some time until I heard the dreaded 
voice of mother calling out from the house.

“Lee-Chan, can you go to the market?”.

It was Monday, market day, all the fresh produce was in; I 
walked back to the house, collected my hat and younger 
sister, Miiha; she always wanted to go to the market. I 
climbed up the hilly terrain to town. It was autumn. The 
leaves had turned red on the maples which were lining the 
path and beginning to fall. Many of the trees were already 
bare as Kohung was dying down, preparing for its dormant 
winter. We had walked on for another ten minutes; the 
landscape seemed to have been stuck on rollers until it 
cleared and revealed the bustling, ancient town of Kohung. 
We moved down the hill, towards the cliff -edged town. 
The city emerged as it had every Monday when we went 
to get fresh food, small ancient-tiled roof houses squashed 
together and past the horizon. The temple was situated at 
the highest point of the town looking over everyone doing 
their daily business. The rice crops down the hillsides (the 
main source of wealth for the town); the small specks of 
people irrigating the crops may be there soon as we have 
only recently had rain.

As we approached the market, I stressed to remember what 
mum had said she wanted me to get. I could remember 
she wanted some vegetables, chillies and spices. She 
asked for some jasmine incense and some traditional cloth 
to make her dress with. Mum mentioned that we would 
have Bulgogi for dinner so that meant I would have to get 
beef or pork. 

Instinctively Miiha asked, “Could I have a look at the 
craft?”.

I knew she just wanted to have a look at the toy dolls (these 
were very expensive since they were hand crafted).

The shopping always took a while, going to every shop to 
see if they had the produce we needed.

“Can we go home now?” asked Miiha, since she had what 
she wanted, a small doll. 

“Sure, I’m getting sick of this anyway”.

We started to head home but something was not right. 
We picked up the pace and fl ed from the town. Though 
it seemed there was nothing but the windy path behind 

us, I decided we should hide behind the maple beside 
the road.

“Keep your head down, Miiha”, I whispered.

“Why?” she replied.

“Just do what I said”, I answered.

We hid in complete silence.

Soon enough, two fi gures emerged. They walked along the 
road for a bit and then stopped right in front of the tree.

“Where do you think they went?” asked one of the men.

“I don’t know, let’s just see if they went further up the road”, 
whispered the other.

I had a quick peep around the tree. I was shocked at what 
I saw.

They were with the Guerillas (mum had told me about 
them), in full uniform and they were out to get us. One 
waved a jeep through and they climbed on and sped off  
into the distance.

“Who were they?” asked my sister.

“I don’t know”, I replied, but I did know.

I helped my sister up and we continued walking home, 
but at a faster pace.

We would never make it home and my life would never 
be the same.

By Peter Burke

Year 10, Cathedral College

WANGARATTA – VIC.

Teacher: Mrs Noble

Land of the Morning Calm
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My heart thumps in my chest; I feel something caught in 
my throat. 

“He’ll look diff erent, his hair is mostly gone”, I heard the 
nurse say.

But I was too distracted; my mind wouldn’t allow me to 
concentrate, all I could do was think about the horrible 
smell of burnt fl esh, and the cries of the families in the 
halls.

“Before you go in to see him, you have to wash.” 

I couldn’t help but look at myself in the mirror; I wanted 
to know what I would look like to him, if the way I felt 
could be seen. I looked pale; I think the sick feeling in my 
stomach is showing.

I can feel the warmth as soon as I step inside his room.

I don’t know what to say. We look at each other without 
a word.

He has bandages covering his body, but there are none 
covering his face. 

His eyes are barely visible. His face is swollen. He has cream 
on his lips and he looks even stranger because his eyebrows 
and eyelashes have been burnt off . There are little ‘tufts’ of 
hair left on his head. 

He’s in so much pain!

I slowly walk towards him, I feel like crying and running out 
of the room because it’s too hard to see him this way, but 
instead, I give him a smile; a smile of hope, that everything 
will be all right.

Suddenly his eyes roll back into his head, and all the 
machines start beeping. 

“Brad, Brad”, I yell, but he doesn’t answer.

Doctors and nurses surround him. Then a nurse leads me 
out of the room.

“What’s going on?” I scream. 

“Just let them do their job,” she said in an unusually calm 
voice.

SILENCE. 

Everything goes quiet; there are no beeps, no sound of 
the doctors and nurses running around. Then, a doctor 
comes towards me.

“Is he OK? What happened?”

“Your brother is dead!!!”

At fi rst I can’t breathe. “He can’t be dead”, I say, “I want to 
see him!!!!”.

I barge into his room and as I open the door all I can see is 
a blinding, bright, white light.

I slowly open my eyes to find myself in a hot sweat, 
spread across my bed with the blankets on the fl oor of 
my bedroom.

“BRAD!! “

“What?” says a fi gure at my doorway. It’s Brad, without a 
mark on him.

“It’s just that, I had this… dream, and… never mind, it’s 
only a dream.”

“All right, come down for breakfast, we’re having my 
speciality.” 

Suddenly I hear a loud BANG!! and screams coming from 
the kitchen.

When I push the door open, everything seems to stop, 
the sick feeling is back in my stomach, and my heart is 
thumping in my chest.

The kitchen is fi lled with black smoke, and Brad is rolling on 
the ground, screaming at the top of his lungs as his entire 
body is engulfed in fl ames.

By Stephanie Cowdery,

Year 9, Age 15

St. Ignatious College,

GEELONG – VIC.

Th e Smell of Pain
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I pulled the duvet right up to my chin, hugging it close.

The night was warm and still, as if the air hung above the 
city like a giant cloth. The walls of my room felt as if they 
were pressing in on me, choking me. I clutched at my duvet, 
trying to disappear into the dark depths of my bed. I stayed 
like that for a long time until I could feel myself falling into 
sleep, darkness creeping in from the corners of my eyes. 
Then I heard a distant rumbling. A sound, piercing through 
the stillness of the night, a low growl over the rooftops of 
London. I was suddenly awake.

The air raid siren had broken the silence of the night, wailing 
and wailing, its deathly call echoing through the city.

I knew what it meant. The Germans were bombing 
London.

I was frozen in fear. I was trapped inside my bed, my mind 
having stopped in panic. Then I heard Mother screaming 
at me through the house as she grabbed Edward from his 

Th e Air Raid

Th e Appointment

(Cont’d.)

“Drip, drop, drip, drop.” The sound echoed in my ear like 
bell chimes. It was pitch black all around me except for 
one area. Ahead a dim light shone but was not bright 
enough to reveal my surroundings. I opened my mouth 
to try to scream for help but no sound came out. A sterile 
feeling lingering in the air left my mouth and throat much 
too parched to allow me to speak. As I took a breath and 
inhaled through my nose, the artifi cially freshened air stung 
my nostrils and left an eerie sensation swirling in my head. 
Two questions fl oated on my mind. Where on Earth was I? 
What was I doing?

I hesitantly reached out my hands to feel my surroundings 
like a blind person without their guide dog. Immediately 
after, I felt a sharp ping on my fi ngertip and the cool of 
metal. It did not take a genius to decipher what had just 
happened. Blood spurted everywhere as my skin reacted to 
the damage the sharp instrument had just done to my skin. 
My hope was running low and I was in complete darkness 
and despair. “What next?” I thought.

Standing still to pass time, I circled my tongue around the 
interior of my mouth until I felt a sudden pain sensation 
shoot through the back of my gum. My head jolted forward 
with shock and as I was about to let out a groan, I heard 
voices. I froze and heard muffl  ed sounds coming from men 
and the tight slap of rubber latex against skin. I turned 
around hoping to fi nd help, but instead found trouble.

Two bodies dressed in green 
gowns and masks towered over 
me leaving my legs feeling like 
jelly. Without a second thought 
I opened my mouth to let out 
a scream with the voice I had 
left. However, the men had read 
my mind before I took action. A 
pair of powerful gloved hands 
reached for my mouth and tightly 

wrapped a mask over it. I was now in even more pain and 
still did not know what to do. Still trying to scream, I realised 
that the asthma-like mask had muffl  ed my voice. Trying to 
comprehend what just happened in the last fi ve minutes, I 
stood there blinking profusely and inhaling a sweet form 
of air. However, I knew better, this was no normal oxygen, 
it was anaesthetic.

With the little time I had left before I would fall asleep, I 
tried to untie the mask but the same gloved hands lifted 
me up and plunged me on to a soft cushiony bed. As I 
looked straight up, a glaring light pierced my eyes as my 
pupils took time to adjust to the new surroundings. I soon 
discovered that I was lying on an operation table.

Soon enough, drowsiness struck and I was falling under 
the “sleeping spell”, no matter how hard I tried to keep my 
eyes open. Although my eyelids were now fl uttering open 
and closed, I was able to see glimpses of what was going 
on around me. Men with green shower caps, uniforms and 
masks the colour of pure white were holding sharp tools. 
“EAOW, EAOW, EAOW”, was coming from the electric power 
drill as it slowly approached my powerless and weak face... 
Was I dead yet?

I woke to a woman’s soothing voice and an incredible pain 
in my mouth. There, before my eyes, my mother stood over 
me in a blur as her mouth moved. “Oh, I am so glad you’re 

awake. The dentists said they 
had a little trouble getting you 
to sleep but your root canal has 
been performed. We can go home 
now”, she beamed. “Everything is 
going to be all right”.

By Rubini Gunaratnain

Year 7

MacGregor Primary School

MACGREGOR – QLD.
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bed in the next room. My little brother was crying his eyes 
out as he was too young to understand what was really 
happening.

Mother ran to the kitchen to grab last minute food before 
she headed to the bomb shelter that we shared with three 
other families.

I scrambled out of bed, grabbed a coat, then rushed out 
of the house.

Mother and Edward were already at the shelter and I was 
halfway there when I remembered that I had left my china 
doll that Father had given me, in my bedroom. Glancing at 
Mother, hurrying down the shelter’s steps, I turned around 
and raced back into the house.

The siren called through the city and 
the house trembled as the planes 
approached.

I was crying and stumbling through the 
rooms, trying desperately to reach my 
bedroom. When I did, I fell upon my doll, 
sobbing and shaking then, clasping her to 
my chest, I ran, out of the house, heading 
for the shelter. I had nearly reached it 
when I felt the ground shake as a German 

plane fl ew over the house. There was a low hum then the 
very air around me seemed to explode. I threw myself to 
the ground as everything burst into fl ame. I couldn’t see 
anything and the air was so hot and thick with smoke, I 
could hardly breathe. Bits of wood and brick fl ew through 
the air as everything was blown apart.

I cowered on the ground, the soil baking under my fi ngers. 
Then it was over.

The ground stopped shaking and the shrapnel stopped 
fl ying. I crawled forward then stood up.

Everything around me was black, even the air, thick with 
smoke and ashes. It had not been my house that was hit. 

It was the Adams’s house, two doors down. 
I stumbled to the shelter, straight into 
my mother’s arms. She was crying silent 
tears saying,  “I thought you were dead. I 
thought you were dead”. In times like this 
I wish I was.

The End

By Hannah Kerber

Year 7, Launceston Church Grammar 

School

LAUNCESTON – TAS.

Th e Air Raid (cont’d)

Evil Lizard
Winged lizard, fl ame thrower

Flying through the air on a stormy night,
Dodging each strike of lightning,

Throwing fl ames at the sky
is a dragon.

Silky scales shine in the night.
Golden blue

And a spiky nest of spikes.
Slashing claws shining bright all through

the night.
Beating wings

Thinking of eating.

By Geoff rey Hall

Year 3

St. Ambrose Primary School

NEWMARKET – QLD.

Teacher: Lynece Cavanough

Th e Cheetah! 
It creeps in the night, 
It gives you a fright, 

It uses its might 
When it’s about to fi ght, 

It looks for its prey 
In every single way, 

Even if it takes a day, 
It’ll kill it some way. 
Never get too near 

For you will really fear, 
This animal that kills 

Will cost your medical bills, 
So I’m warning you now, always stay far, 

From the animal you’ll hate – the frightening cheetah. 

By Shahani Munaff 

Age 8 

DEER PARK – VIC.
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Th e Wait
Shiny shoes step onto cobblestones.

Slim fi gure, silk black dress shimmering in the light.
Distinct shade of red follows

As black hat shields her face, her identity.
She stands, poised, elegant.

Deserted street, isolated, she shudders as
Evocative memories fl ash,

As she mourns the loss of her beloved.
There across the road, a lonely man stands

Black – from head to toe.
His top hat shields his face, his identity,
As he mourns the loss of his beloved.

He turns around catching a lady’s stare.
Fleeting images fl icker as

He vaguely remembers her fragrance.
Could it be?

As he turns around, she catches his look,
Embarrassed, she turns away. Sneaking one more glance,

She vaguely remembers his image.
Could it be?

Their heads spinning with joy, yet disoriented,
They walk towards to each other

And meet in the middle of the cobblestone road.
Eyes wide open, surprised – a myriad emotions rush,

The old sparks still fl y.
Their hearts crossing for the future,

They pull each other into a tight embrace.
The Wait,

Over.

Inspired by Jean Bearud, The Wait,
Musée d’Orsay, Paris

By Sarah Cheong

My Back Yard
My back yard is a Jungle! VINES!

Twining, twirling, curling
Its long fi ngers through

The faded, dented picket fence.

After school, I kick off 
My black battered school shoes 

And wrap my toes through the vines.
Threading my way up... up... UP... 

Into my secret hide-a-way
Right in the belly of my big palm tree.

Bruised , white and scratched
I dangle my skinny legs,

My toes making circles in the air.

I am home.

Life
Is life a journey to enjoy

Or is it one to hate?
Why do people get hurt

Instead of enjoying time with mates?

Why do innocent children
Die from starvation and pain?
Once again life is questioned

is there anything to gain?

Where can people seek asylum
If they can’t seek it here?

They end up in detention centres
Living in agony and fear.

Why do people enjoy 
putting others down?

What does that achieve
Other than a frown?

Why are people judged
By their colour and their race?

Are we jealous cruel or confused
Is this the truthful case?

There’s so many things in life
That are wrong and need to be altered

With a little time love and consideration
These problems can all be halted.

By Lauren King

Age 13

Albury High School

ALBURY – NSW

Teacher: Mrs Carolyn Ratcliff 

By Kathleen Sullivan

Grade 4, Age 9 

Saint Joseph Pignatelli

Primary School

ATTADALE – WA
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Children’s Charity Network invites your school to run a
Bright Clothes Day, to assist us in supporting children with specifi c 

learning diffi  culties, through our “Bright Kids” initiative.

Your school is in the position to make a signifi cant diff erence towards children
who suff er from a specifi c learning diffi  culty. 

For information call (03) 5282 8950 or email info@brightkids.org.au

Your School is invited to run a

Bright Clothes DayBright Clothes Day
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 Hazel Edwards is the author of 150 books including the classic Th ere’s a 

Hippopotamus on Our Roof Eating Cake (Penguin 2005); Hand Me Down Hippo 

(Penguin – April 2005); Antarctica’s Frozen Chosen; Fake ID; Duty Free; Stalker 

(plus audio from Bolinda Audio); Muscles; Th e Giant Traffi  c Jam; Astrid the Mind 

Reading Chook and many more great titles. Visit www.hazeledwards.com for 

details of her Antarctic books.

Paul Collins was born in England, raised in New Zealand and moved to Australia in 1972. In 1975 he launched 

Void, the fi rst professional science fi ction magazine Australia had seen since the demise of the joint Australian 

and British production Vision of Tomorrow. His fi rst fantasy novel for younger readers was Th e Wizard’s Torment. 

Paul then edited the young adult anthology Dream Weavers, Australia’s fi rst heroic fantasy anthology ever. Th is 

was followed by Fantastic Worlds, and Tales from the Wasteland. Paul’s recent works include the highly successful 

fantasy series (co-edited with Michael Pryor), Th e Quentaris Chronicles, to which Paul also contributes titles (Swords 

of Quentaris, Slaves of Quentaris, Princess of Shadows and Dragonlords of Quentaris); Th e Jelindel Chronicles, in 

which Dragonlinks was the fi rst title, and Th e Earthborn Wars trilogy, of which Th e Earthborn was the fi rst title. 

Visit www.paulcollins.com.au for more. 

 Lorraine Wilson writes extensively both reference material for teachers and books 

for children. She has now written over two hundred books including: Write me a Sign; 

Write me a Poem; Bubblegum; My Mum has False Teeth; Footy Kids, Th e Lift -Off  Kids, I 

Have Two Dads, and I Speak Two Languages.

Anna Ciddor has always been fascinated by the question, ‘What if I lived in another time or place?’. She 

changed career from maths teacher to author so she’d have the excuse to spend lots of time doing research. 

She has written and illustrated over fi ft y books, including the highly popular and exciting Viking Magic 

trilogy: Runestone, Wolfspell and Stormriders. Bravery, friendship, and a dash of magic are the keys to these 

adventure stories, which are based on real Viking history. Runestone was chosen as a Children’s Book Council 

Notable Book in 2003 and has been shortlisted for many awards. You can fi nd out more about Anna and 

her books at www.viking-magic.com.

Anna keeps in touch with her readers through school visits and her website, but she is also keen to encourage 

the writing eff orts of budding young authors through the Young Australian Writers’ Awards. 

 Meredith Costain lives in Melbourne with her partner, fellow children’s author Paul Collins, three chooks, 

a cat, a kelpie and a red heeler. Her work ranges from picture books through to popular fi ction and non-fi ction 

for older readers, and she is the editor of national children’s magazine, Comet. Meredith’s books include Freeing 

Billy, Th e Sandpit War, Rock Raps and Musical Harriet, which was adapted for television by the ABC. She 

regularly presents writing workshops for kids and adults in libraries and schools. Visit her at: www.plasticine.

com/mcostain

For some ideas on how to get ideas for your own stories, visit this link:

www.pearsoned.com.au/schools/magazines/yawaTips.asp

Libby Hathorn is an award-winning Australian author of more than forty books for 

children. Her work has been translated into several languages and adapted for stage and 

screen. She was awarded a Centenary Medal in 2001 for her work in children’s literature. 

More recently, her CDROM Weirdstop won the AIMIA Award (Australian Interactive 

Media Industry Awards) as Best Children’s Product of 2003; her picture storybook 

Th e River won the Society of Women Writers’ Bi-annual Award for Younger Readers; 

and Over the Moon was a Children’s Book Council Notable Book in the same year. See 

extensive booklist and awards at www.libbyhathorn.com . 

Patrons
 Krista Bell is an award-winning author of twenty-one books for young readers. Krista has been 

professionally involved in children’s literature for over thirty years, as well as being the mother of 

three sons, all of whom are good readers and writers! Krista’s middle son, Damien, is the illustrator 

of her junior novels. Having grown up in Sydney, Krista had her own bookshop, was a publicist for a 

publishing company, then a book reviewer on ABC Radio for fi ft een years, and during that time moved 

to Melbourne with her family.

It was in Melbourne that her fi rst book, JEZZA, a picture book illustrated by Kym Lardner, was published 

in 1991. Krista calls the way she writes FIBTION, because she takes real life experiences, embroiders 

them with fi bs and turns them into stories.

Krista lives with her sons and transport planner husband next to a railway line so she can quickly catch 

a train to the MCG to watch a football match, or go to the theatre, a concert or the National Gallery in 

town, or visit South Bank or Federation Square where she can be a professional “stickybeak”, collecting 

story ideas. Visit www.kristabell.com .
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The 2006 Helen Handbury

Bright Kids Literary Awards

★ Short Story Award
(Secondary Category)
Chris Stuart
Carnegie, Vic.

★ Poetry Award
(Secondary Category)
Luke Shuster
Kew, Vic.

★ Short Story Award
(Primary Category)
Jason Santa
Noble Park, Vic.

★ Poetry Award
(Primary Category)
Jesse Figueroa
Mooloolaba, Qld.

★ Encouragement Awards
Jonathan Domer

Andrew Russell 
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The 2006 Young Australian Writers Awards

THE BIC YOUNG AUSTRALIAN WRITER OF THE YEAR 

ASG Short Story Literary Award 
ANNA BRASNETT

St. Ursula’s College, Toowoomba, Vic.

 ASG Poetry Literary Award
CHERYL CHEN
Mentone Grammar School, Mentone, Vic.

 3M Australia Literary Award
 Best Short Story (Secondary)

ELIZABETH NEWELL
Great Southern Grammar, Albany, WA.

LEORA LIGHT
Mt. Scopus Memorial College,

Burwood, Vic.
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The 2006 Young Australian Writers Awards

 Qantas Flight Catering Literary Award
Best Poetry (Primary)
CAITLYN PAYNE
Burpengary State School,

Burpengary, Qld.

 Dymocks Literary Award
Best Poetry (Secondary)
JOSEPH MISURACA
Mill Park Secondary College, Mill Park, Vic.

GE Literary Award 
Best Short Story (Primary)

GEORGIE FARRELLY
Manly West Primary School, Balgowlah, NSW.

ASG Awards winners, their families

and sponsor representatives

at the 2006 Awards Night, 27 October 2006.
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Lady Potter Art Award
Young Australian Artist

of the Year
DARYL CENTER

Lowana College,

Yallourn North, Vic.

 Percy Baxter 
Trust Computer 
Art Award
CECILIA JIN

Cheltenham, Vic. 

 GE Computer 
Art Award
MIA FAITHFULL

Corpus Christie 

College, WA

 The Media 
Warehouse 
Photography 
Award
JONATHAN 

STACEY

Warwick State High 

School, Qld.

 Mount Avoca 
Photography 
Award
CALEB MILBURN

Finley High School, 

NSW

 Bic Drawing 
Award
JACOB LAMBELL

Oakleigh Primary 

School

 Telematics 
Drawing Award
BERNADETTE 

SMALL

Tangara School for 

Girls

 Jack Brockhoff  
Foundation 
Painting Award
MICHAELA 

WATTS

Northern Territory

 Telematics 
Painting Award
STACEY 
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She watches him through the corner of her eye, does he 
know she is in the room? She tends to the crackling fi re 
with grace, not wanting to disturb this intriguing man. 
So intent he seems, captured in his own thoughts. Slowly 
leaving the room she walks up the spiralling staircase, 
softly, to avoid noise.

She returns an hour later again to tend to the fi re. She 
turns to see the man in exactly the same position as 
earlier, still entrenched in his own thoughts. Does he get 
bored? Lonely? Living a life of solitude must surely prove 
diffi  cult. He unquestionably was fi lled with great wisdom 
and knowledge but still he continued his quest for more. 
Although having worked for the man over several years 
she had never spoken to him unless to simply speak the 
words, “Your dinner is served, Monsieur”. As whenever in 
his presence, wonder and awe fi lled her soul as he was 
remarkable, he contained knowledge of the past, present 
and future. These feelings made her feel insignifi cant.

Leaving the room, she also left an opportunity to learn 
from the great man. Suddenly she heard a murmur. She 
continued up the wooden staircase. She heard it again; it 
was the man, the philosopher in meditation.

“Wait”, the words barely seem to have been spoken. The 
maid unsure, having not heard the man speak before, 
slowly began her descent. Had she misheard? But his voice 
was unmistakable through the silence of the house.

“Yes, Monsieur”, she said nervously. It seemed he spoke 
with diffi  culty.

“I am very tired. May I please have my dinner earlier.” “Yes, 
yes, of course Monsieur”, she stuttered.

The maid scurried up the staircase and prepared the man’s 
soup. Her back ached. Like the man, she too was getting 
old. After all her years of bending over fi res, she was bent 
in two. Her back seemed to be aching more so than usual 
that day. She returned promptly as she had prepared the 
soup earlier. She carefully walked down the familiar spiral 
staircase with steaming hot soup she held in a blanket, to 
protect her delicate hands.

“Dinner is served, Monsieur”, she politely said. She walked 
over to the man and placed the soup upon the green table 
beside the man’s wooden chair, in which he had spent all 
day every day throughout the maid’s time at the house, 
sitting and thinking. She turned to him, he appeared 
asleep. She did not wish to wake him as he said he was 
tired. After returning the soup to the kitchen she noticed 
the man was extremely pale. Approaching the sleeping 
man cautiously, she reached 
out her hand and touched the 
man’s. He was stone cold. He 
had passed away.

For days the maid cried, 
she had lost her only 
friend.

By Lucy Gilbert

Philosopher in Meditation

Havoc, pandemonium, chaos and a stupendous noise,
Fills the air, frightening the little girls and boys.

Dancing, singing and shouting aloud,
Racket, rumpus and thunderous roars surround the crowd.

Quarrelling, arguing, confl icting, no one’s at ease.
Poor women weeping silently on their knees.

All covering their faces and looking away,
No amount of joy could brighten their day.

Darkness rules this poignant town,
Sunlight dares not impose, nor shine down.

Facinorous, immoral, wicked demons roam free,
Especially in places where they’re not supposed to be.

Whilst the angels are scarce and almost unseen,
Many not where they’ve always been.

This is a forgotten place,
Surrounded by an empty space.

And so this place remains the same,
To these distraught people, it is more than just a game.

By Claire Peoples

Year 10, Sienna College

CAMBERWELL – VIC.

Teacher: Ms Watson

Havoc
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I see tall lush trees casting cooling shadows 
over the park, acting as shelters from the 
scorching summer heat. Slivers of light 
escape through small spaces between 
the large green leaves. The cool breeze 
brushes my face sending a shiver down my 
spine. I feel relaxed. At peace. I lie on my 
stomach examining a small blade of grass 
carefully. It’s a soft green and its lean body 
is slightly kinked from being stepped on. It 
curves to a sharp point, slightly browning, 
that tickles my hand as I touch it. I pluck it 
from the ground and fl ing it aimlessly into 
the air. The breeze carries it a few metres 
away where it falls to a bed of small white 
and yellow daisies.

The trees are tall and mighty, as though 
they are soldiers in a heroic battle, standing 
tall. They are nestled between small, neat shrubs, the green 
leaves tickling their roots. Their arms curl upwards, towards 
the sky. Threatening to intruders but comforting and 
protective of frightened children. The rough, brittle bark 
crumples at the base of the tree and the epiphytes climb 
up like small vines. They feel soft and hairy. The leaves hang 
loosely off  the branches but become denser towards the 
top of the tree.

It begins to rain. Large drops. They are falling diamonds. 
Slowly at fi rst, falling onto the leaves. Plop. Plop. Plop. 

The diamonds become bigger and start 
falling faster. A droplet falls onto a dewy 
leaf and runs down the centre to the 
point of the leaf, where it hesitates, then 
falls. It splats to a sparkling pool on the 
ground. I stand up holding my arms out, 
catching the raindrops. As they fall on my 
warm skin they turn to steam leaving me 
with a funny sensation of being both hot 
and cold. The thunder cracks and bangs 
and the lightning strikes in the distance. 
Summer storms.

Slowly the rain becomes lighter. The 
sun begins to come out and the rain 
clouds drift away leaving instead white 
fl uff y clouds mounted on a background 
of powder blue. An exquisite rainbow 
appears. Amazingly clear, every colour is 

visible – a rarity. Red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, 
violet. It’s stunning. As the sun starts to dry me off  I begin to 
walk towards the gate. Steam is rising from the pavement 
and it warms my legs. I feel relaxed as I stroll past the bridge 
and the bandstand and the tall, thick trunked trees. It’s a 
lovely day and this is a very special place.

By Amy Cassell

Year 8, Age 13

Strathcona Baptist Girls’ Grammar School

CANTERBURY – VIC.

Place

You go to school every day,
To work and learn and play.

Your mum drops you at the gate,
So you won’t be too late.

We meet the teacher at our room,
I can’t wait to start, it will be soon.

The bell goes; it’s time to start,

And that’s the best part.
We think a lot and use our mind,

The object is to see what we can fi nd.
The bell goes again; it’s time to play,

We must hurry out the way.
My mates are in the playground,
I wonder what they have found.

Run, jump, kick or throw,
It sounds like fun, let’s go.

The bell goes; it’s way too soon,
It’s time to go back to our classroom.

The afternoon is fun but it’s getting late,
Time to fi nish; and meet mum at the gate.
It was a good day, so sad it’s out the way,

But looking forward to the next day.
Hooray!

By Paul Elson

Year 4, Age 10

Westminster School

MARION – SA
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She Wonders What is Beyond
As the bright sun slowly sets behind the dark mountains,
A shadowing silhouette creeps itself up the paddock and settles mid-way.
A young girl watches with a slight glimmer in her sapphire eyes.
She wonders what is beyond...

As a loyal Labrador sits beside his elderly, widowed master,
Snow fl akes slowly settle upon her fur.
A young girl sits in front of a fi re,
She watches the newly placed log being engulfed by the swirling red and 
orange fl ames.
She wonders what is beyond...

As the autumn leaves gently fall,
They settle lightly upon a fl owing stream,
A young girl softly swings accompanied by the faint rustle of a bird in a 
nearby tree.
She wonders what is beyond...

As the morning dew runs down the stalk of the native fl ower
Sun light peeks through the damp tree branches.
A young girl smiles at the new day,
The soft sun shines on her pink cheeks,
She closes her eyes ...
She wonders what is beyond...

By Lucy Macleish

Year 9, Age 14

Cathedral College

WANGARATTA – VIC.

Available at all
good book outlets

Hilarious ways for kids 
to deal with bullies

ISBN: 9781741783483 
RRP: $14.95

ISBN: 9781741783568 
RRP: $12.95

A starting point for 
thinking about feelings

ISBN: 9781741783582 
RRP: $12.95

A new lift-the-flap from
Michael Salmon

ISBN: 9781741782134 
RRP: $24.95

The Five Mile Press

Books for the
New Year from

Charity
Everyone thinks of charity, as something that you share,

Something that you give not take, for someone who will care,
It can be almost anything, some money, a chair and toys

Almost anything, anything at all, for adults, and girls and boys.
Many charities are on the list, like the Salvation Army and SIDs,

Many things to please poor people, grandparents and kids.
Charity, if you wrap it up, and put it in a blender,

When you taste the amazing drink, you will feel like heaven’s sender.

By David Mahler

Year 7

Carey Baptist Grammar School

KEW – VIC.
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I watch from the beach as the waves crash down to the 
endless blue ocean. The waves are like eagles fl ying high 
into the sky and diving straight down to the earth at high 
speed. I stand and watch the waves as the sun rises in the 
distance, the light is blurred as the waves crash and a spray 
of mist shoots up into the air. I place my towel on the beach 
and put my surfboard on my shoulder and walk down to 
the beach. As I tread on the sand it squelches between 
my toes and warms my feet as I walk down to the water’s 
edge. My feet touch the water and a warm breeze blows 
down my surfboard and over my chest. I take the surfboard 
off  my shoulder and place it on the gentle tide. I walk out 
in the water until I can’t walk any further and then I climb 
and sit up on the surfboard. My surfboard is like a lion that 
strides eff ortlessly through the jungle; it has the power of 
a lion but I have to tame and harness the lion to be able 
to ride on its back.

As I paddle out towards the break, the salty mist blows on 
my back. I watch from my surfboard as a young woman 
starts to paddle out to catch a wave. With each stroke of 
her muscular arms she propels herself through the water 
at high speeds. The waves gurgle and gargle behind her, 
rising from the pits of death. She climbs to her feet and 
stands on the surfboard. She is the tamer and the board, 
her lion. The wave is a perfect barrel. With the water closing 
in behind her she has two choices: ride the wave or let the 
wave take her under and hit the reef below. Like a vixen, 
fi erce and untamed she chooses to ride the wave. As she 
passes through the barrel, the wave closes in on her.

In an instant she is out the other side of the barrel. As she 
rides to shore she turns back and smiles.

She has harnessed the lion, she has tamed the lion.

After watching the girl ride that incredible wave, I wondered 
if there was a wave out there for me. I scanned the horizon 
just waiting for that killer wave, the wave of a lifetime. As 
I watched from afar, a rise of water crossed the glistening 
sun. As the rise of water was heading towards me, I knew 

this was it. This was my wave of a lifetime. As the wave got 
closer I was prepared, I was ready, I was now the tamer.

I started to paddle and with each stroke I propelled myself 
through the water at high speeds.

I felt the push of the wave on my feet getting stronger and 
pushing me faster. I rise to my feet and take my stance. I am 
the warrior; I am ready for the wave. The time has come; 
I look behind myself and see the wave rising and falling. 
I have tamed and harnessed the lion, I am the tamer. I 
move to the back of the board and I feel the power of the 
wave. The wave is just beginning to barrel. I feel splashes 
of water falling down onto my back. I am in the zone. I am 
going faster and harder than I ever have before. I surf the 
wave, I seize the moment. The ride is amazing! As I reach 
the beach, I turn around and shout, “I am the lion tamer, 
my board is the lion!”.

I climb back onto my board and paddle back to the endless 
blue ocean. I sit and wait. The hours go by, but there is 
nothing; the ocean is still. I watch the sunset, beautiful red 
and yellow splotches on a blue canvas. I paddle pack to 
shore propelling myself further through the water with each 
stroke. I reach the shore and ascend from the water with my 
board on my shoulder. As I walk across the sand, I turn and 
seize the moment. I had surfed an amazing barrel.

By Shaun Bullock

Year 9, Quirindi High School

QUIRINDI – NSW

Teacher: Anne Scott

Surf, Sand and Sea

Things I like about autumn
Is the refreshing breeze
That whistles and howls

in the colourful trees.

The clear, cool weather
While we’re working together

The apples that mellow
With leaves so yellow

While caterpillars crawl,
Up the garden wall.

Pretty leaves fall
and we hear the crow’s call.

There are beautiful days,
so give God praise

The One who made it all.

By Letitia McWhinnie

Age 10

COOBOWIE – SATh
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The last winter had been hard. Most mornings, I woke up 
cold and shivering, but some were especially bad. One 
morning, I swung my numb feet over the side of the thin, 
iron bed, into a small puddle waiting for me below. Frost 
covered the tiny pool of icy water, glittering in the feeble 
light coming in from the broken window. I pulled my feet 
up, yelping in surprise, watching them redden and swell 
from the instant cold, feeling icy fi ngers of pain creeping 
across my feet. The next day was the same.

And the next.

Anne and Katelyn, being younger than me, were quiet in 
the long, bitter months, eating only tiny morsels of the 
small portion of food we shared. Anne would sit by the 
window, watching the thin patches of sunlight fi lter into the 
room, immediately snatched away by the merciless dark.

Spring came with bitterness after that winter, still with the 
smell of frost and death in the streets.

The next year, when summer fi nished, and the dread of 
winter was on its way, the fall began.

That year autumn blanketed the streets of Dublin with 
fallen leaves that rippled through the streets like silvery 
scales. The wind and rain stripped the earth of its emerald 
cloak, revealing the skeleton beneath. The wind danced 
with the autumn leaves, tossing them into the sky in a 
shower of gold and red. Naked trees lifted their bare limbs 
to the bruised and broken sky. The scent of wet bark and 
approaching rain hung thick and heavy in the air, still in 
its wait for the misty fog. The newly laid road sparkled, 
stretching into the distance, a glittering black ribbon 
winding through the lonely streets. Even behind closed lids, 
I could still picture the scattered leaves glowing tropically, 
splashes of light amongst the darkness.

On good days, Mama would accompany us to the park, and 
watch with a smile on her thin lips as we darted in and out 
of the masses of golden leaves, laughing in delight at their 
crackling response.

On bad days, she would lie in bed, her thin face turned away 
from the ragged curtains fl uttering in the chilly wind.

On one such day, I sat beside her, watching the tears from 
her closed lids make their watery track down her drawn 
face, catching in her wrinkles, falling down her thin, 
transparent skin. I turned as Katelyn quietly closed the 
creaking door, stealing to the rusty bed frame.

“Oh, Cassie”, she sighed. “I’m so afraid. Winter is on its way, 
and still Mama stays like this. We have barely enough to 
eat. She just lies there. What are we going to do?”

“I don’t know”, I whispered, tracing a line through the 
tears on Mama’s face. “I don’t know.” That was the main 
answer to my questions in life, the empty response to my 
innermost fears.

“I don’t know.”

One cold, lonely day, I trudged through the snow of early 
winter, replaying an argument with Anne in my mind.

“Mama’s going to die if she stays like this! We’re going to 
die! We have nothing!”

“Shush!” I snarled, “or Mama will hear you!”.

“I don’t care!” she screamed. “Let her hear me! God knows 
we have to listen to her cry at night!” I strode over to Anne, 
her thin body shaking in anger, and slapped her as hard 
as I could. I could feel my family falling apart, as clearly 
as I could feel the wind against my face. Now I was here, 
walking the lonely streets, feeling memories stir in the back 
of my mind, a treacherous snake closing in.

I passed the sweet shop, full of nameless delights, greedy 
children staring longingly at the rich, creamy toff ees and 
chocolates in their shiny paper packets. The memories 
shifted, and my mind dug up a forgotten picture.

I was just a child, but Mama pulled me down the streets at an 
incredible pace. Tears rolled down my red cheeks and my hand 
held the cheek where father had struck me. My mother held 
her hat to her head, holding it against the vengeful wind.

That hat.

I dimly remembered it... the most beautiful thing my family 
had ever owned. It was made of the fi nest velvet, so black it 
shone blue. Ribbon hugged the rim, a stunning dusty pink tail 
lining its silky edge. It was her pride and joy, a symbol of hope 
that kept her afl oat through the harshness of reality.

I stopped sobbing as we passed the sweet shop and pointed 
to a creamy toff ee bar in the window.

“Mama”, I cried. “Mama, can I have it?”

Mama looked into my eyes, and saw father reaching out, 
grabbing me, his rough hand connecting with my smooth 
cheek. She turned away, unable to let me see her own tears.

“You can have anything you want. Go inside and pick the most 
delicious thing, I’ll be there soon.”

She left me for a minute or two, and she came back without 
the hat, and without the light in her eyes.

Symbol of Hope

Cont’d...
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I rounded the corner, not knowing why, but feeling a pull 
towards a certain shop.

Peggy’s Hat Shop.

In the old, cracked window sat a beautiful black hat, so 
black it shined velvet. A dusty pink ribbon lined the rim, 
adding beauty to the opulence of the fedora. I pulled a 
wad of notes from my pocket, my savings, enough to get 
me away from this place.

I stepped inside the shop, and walked out with a bulging 
paper bag.

I silently entered the small shack-like house, hearing the 
creak of the door as I pushed it open. The room was empty, 
except for a huddled bundle lying on an old bed. I stepped 
over to the divan, and sat on its edge.

“I have something for you, Mama. Something you should 
never have lost.”

I handed her the hat, and watched with delight as a smile 
played across her lips, a smile from her heart, a smile that 
put that unmistakable light back into her soft, grey eyes.

The next day Mama came with us to the park, and watched 
as we made snow men and snow angels, running about 
and laughing with the innocence of children, an innocence 
that had long ago been taken from us. She smiled from the 
bench, hugging herself to keep the cold out; a beautiful 
hat perched majestically on her greying hair.

The next day was the same.

And the next.

By Leora Light

Year 8, Age 14

Mount Scopus Memorial College

BURWOOD – VIC.

Symbol of Hope

Something lurking, a shadow
Lurking on fences and walls

I’m watching it carefully, ’cause I don’t know what it is
Silently stalking something

But I have no idea what it wants
I hope it isn’t targeting me, l really hope it’s not!

I still don’t know what it is
Or what it wants

I don’t care what it wants, as long as it’s not me!

By Rhys Jackson

Year 4

Billanook College

MOOROOLBARK – VIC.

Teacher: Mrs Floyd

My Poem!!! 
I hear my mum calling, 

I see myself falling, 
Trying to run out of the door, 

I run to my room, 
That has so much of gloom. 

She’ll never fi nd me here, 
Unless she starts to peer, 

I can hear the footsteps coming, 
Coming one by one, 

I don’t want to do this job, 
For it will be no fun. 

My mum comes in and turns on the light, 
Then my room changes from darkness to light, 

It gives me quite a fright. 
I hurry and scramble under the chair, 

The only place I can hide, 
Suddenly I feel so stupid, 

Why’d I have to hide inside? 
My mum can see me, 

She starts to say with a grin, 
“Hide inside or outside, Shahani, 
You’ll have to take out the bins!!”

By Shahani Munaff  

Age 8 

DEER PARK – VIC.
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It was midnight, pitch black, 
and it was raining heavily as 

Imogene lay in bed shivering. She was 
scared, scared as if murder itself was upon 
her. Little did she know something even 

worse was about to happen.

She heard a noise, a screech, a whine, a howl. She drew 
back the covers with extreme caution and set her foot 
down on the cold smooth wooden fl oor. Slowly lowering 
her feet to the fl oor, she stepped out into the seemingly 
eternal darkness, her nightgown brushing against her 
ankles. lmogene crept out into the hall, the fl oorboards 
squeaking loudly in her ears. She then walked on to the 
kitchen.

Imogene thought she saw a shadow on the wall but didn’t 
realise that the shadow had been a tall lean fi gure which 
was stalking her. She walked on, the pit of her stomach 
sinking with fear. Reaching for the handle of a drawer, she 
withdrew a large carving knife and held it to her chest in 
purely insane terror. She caught a glimpse of the fi gure 
stalking her, made a decision, and plunged the knife into 
the stranger’s chest. She heard a groan of agony and then 
silence, complete and utter silence. She was wild; she had 
murdered a human being, but only one thing was on her 
mind, she had to hide the body.

Desperately, she staggered as she dragged the body up 
the hall to the study. She could feel the blood seeping over 
her hands and quickened her pace. Exhausted, Imogene 
dropped the body on the cold, hard, relentless fl oor. She 
ran back down the hall to her bedroom and collapsed on 
the fl oor, as if the guilt of it all had killed her. For all eternity 
her glassy eyes would see the picture of the limp dead 
body on the fl oor of the study, seeping with blood and 
crawling with hate.

A week later the police heard of the disturbance and 
searched the house. To their horror they found two bodies, 
one on the fl oor of the study and the other in a bedroom. 
Imogene’s body was covered in blood but the police found 
no mark whatsoever upon her. The knife that had killed 
the stranger held no fi ngerprints, nor was there any other 
evidence as to who had committed the atrocities, or why. 
From that day to this, no-one has discovered who killed 
them. The secret would forever lay with Imogene and the 
stranger in their cold, dark graves.

By Bethany Cave

Year 5, Age 10

Robertson State School

ROBERTSON – QLD.

Take It to the Grave
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In a tropical cave where the dinosaurs romp
There’s always a sound going “STOMP! STOMP! STOMP!”

Yes that’s right it’s from down below,
where the sky is high and the water is shallow
There is a lot of mischief and trouble
Down there at the centipede squabble.

Centipedes meet and drink glasses of squirp.
The boys can’t hold the bubbles down and have to 
BURP!!!
The boys run and joke around
and the girls talk about the million shoes they found 
(centipedes have a lot of feet).

The party is every Friday night
and at the most remarkable site.
Of course it’s far underground,
but you could take the lift or slide through the termite 
mound.

The food they serve is quite unique.
There’s the wheat grains and grass souffl  e
and the caterpillar dip
served with cockroach cheek. 
And of course it’s not only the centipedes there,
they are joined by the beetles and the hares.

Not only do Centipedes go
there to party but some go
there to get smarty!!!
The library there is full of books
but surprisingly they hang on hooks.

The music they play is interestingly fantabulous.
There is the boogie slam and the mousamous.
I especially enjoy the woogawang,
but Jenny likes the cralabang.

Unfortunately baby pedes aren’t allowed in.
They’re left with the babysitter Kim.
If you weren’t a kid I’d let you in!

The centipedes though are very strict,
except for my friend Benedict. 
He’s the nicest pede you’ll ever meet.
If your already sitting down he’ll give you his seat.

The centipedes have a way to move.
They shake their butts in the beat of the groove.
The sensational squabble is in fact a party. 
You can dance or chat or wear a party hat!

Streamers hang from painting hooks
and balloons are squeezed in tight little nooks.
Cooks yell at teenage pedes
for doing terribly naughty deeds.

In another room there’s a beauty show.
With stage managers yelling GO! GO! GO!
The beauty pedes strut their stuff 
while the puppy dogs in the crowd go WUFF! WUFF! 
WUFF!

Eventually everybody starts to yawn
just at the break of dawn. 
To be positively correct
27 o’clock was the time most pedes left.
Everyone panics and rushes for the door
just in time to hear the wake up pede roar!!!

By Courtney Brookes

SOUTH HURSTVILLE – NSW

Th e Centipede Squabble

Th e Particle
A particle,

So desolate and alone in the empty space,
Just a dot under the microscope.

It does not mean anything,
To the strange, silent world that surrounds it.

It moves,
Floating through the air as if it is fi lled with helium,

Finding out the objective would be a wild goose chase.
The particle will never reach the end,

To fi nish what it was made to do.

The end,
The particle was never created with an objective,

There was no main purpose for its existence,
Fluctuating between the thought of boredom and purpose.

Clutched by the hands of darkness.

To justify this problem,
Which it will never complete until tender time is stopped.
The combination of all the four elements may be revealed,

When this particle fi nds the answer, its objective.

By Susan Ito

Year 6, Reddam House

WOOLLAHRA – NSW

Teacher: Mrs Shapiro
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Once upon a time, there was a boy whose name was Charlie 
Browne who went to a pirate school. This boy loved to play 
pirate soccer and he always thought about it in school time. 
He always spoke about it to his friends. One time he got a 
new teacher who loved soccer too. His name was Captain 
Swashbuckler.

When he got to the school everyone was hanging around 
him and they asked, “Did you hear about pirate Captain 
Smith who killed ten crocodiles in a week, down at the sea. 
He lost his treasure map in the fi ght with the crocodiles”.

When the day was fi nished, Charlie Browne went home 
and spoke to his mother about Captain Smith. His mother 
said “Since you have been a good boy this week why don’t 
you go for a swim down at the sea and maybe you’ll fi nd 
the map”.

Charlie Browne was so excited at the thought of going 
down to the sea and fi nding the treasure map that Captain 
Smith had lost. If he found the treasure 
he could have bags of gold and silver 
and then he could buy the special sword 
with the gold handle that he saw in the 
junk shop. 

It started to rain so he had to wait until the 
next day to go down to the sea. He was 
so excited that he packed everything he 
needed in a hurry and he rode his bike over 
to Jeff rey’s place, who was his best friend. 
Charlie Browne said to Jeff rey to pack his 
back pack as they were going to the sea in 
search of the treasure map.

Jeff rey said “Why are we in such a rush?”.

Charlie Browne replied, “Didn’t you know that the treasure 
is located in the sea?”.

Jeff rey said, “What, in the sea? Do you know where in the 
sea?.

“No, I don’t know where it is but it must be down there 
somewhere.”

Charlie Browne says “I’ve just remember my mum says it 
could be located down near the shipwreck. Come on, come 
on, there’s only one down near the sea.”

So, Jeff rey and Charlie Browne set off  down to the sea on 
their bikes. When they got to the sea, Jeff rey and Charlie 
Brown said to each other quickly “We’ve got to get into 
that water”.

So they go right down to the shipwreck and started to 

investigate. But Charlie saw something down there, was 
it a pirate, a ghost or something, they just didn’t know, so 
they went to check but nothing was there. They thought 
that’s very strange and they went over to see what was 
there. They found a pot of gold and they tried to take it up 
but it is too heavy. They thought it’s like trying to drag an 
elephant up a hill. And then they saw what looked like a 
ghost, it’s a pirate ghost.

They were so scared that they start to run away and then 
they stopped and said, “Wait, that could be Captain Smith, 
the guy who fought all of the crocodiles.”

“Don’t you think he’s looking for the map?”

And then they saw something waving at the bottom of the 
sea. It looks like the treasure map and then Charlie raced 
down and he picks up the map and it is the treasure map 
he was correct. Oh no! It’s ripped in half! They only have one 
half of the map. Then Jeff rey said “Maybe Captain Smith has 

the other half of the map and he’s looking 
for this one so as he can join the pieces 

together to fi nd the treasure. What 
should we do?”.

“Don’t let him see us. We should go 
back home and come back tomorrow 
when he isn’t here.”

The next day is Saturday so they went 
straight back to the ship wreck where 
they found half of the treasure map and 

try to work out if they can fi nd the treasure. When they 
arrive they fi nd Captain Smith is already there.

Captain Smith looked at us and Jeff rey said to me “Come 
on let’s go”.

I said to him “Wait, it looks like he is trying to tell us 
something”.

They swam over to Captain Smith. Jeff rey said he is not a 
ghost because I can see his skin. The Captain points up for 
them all to surface and then they all swim to shore. Who 
was the fi gure we saw if it wasn’t Captain Smith and who 
did the writing? But Captain Smith says he didn’t do it.

The next day is Sunday. Jeff rey goes to the beach by himself 
where he sees the writing on the sand. But then, what’s 
that? It’s the other half of the map, all along it has been on 
the beach. He runs back to Charlie’s house and he shows 
Charlie the map. They put the two halves together and work 
out where the buried treasure is. Just as they are about to 
go and fi nd it Charlie’s mum asks him to do some work in 
the yard. So they can’t go to fi nd the treasure until all the 

Th e Ghost Pirate

Cont’d...
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work is done. Later that afternoon the boys set off  for the 
beach to fi nd the buried treasure.

The boys dig where the ‘X’ marked the spot on the map but 
nothing is there. So they were so disappointed and then 
they realise they were holding the map up the wrong way 
and they go to fi nd the treasure in the right place. This 
time the treasure is there and they open the treasure box 

and nothing is inside but a piece of paper and it 
said “The treasure isn’t here, 

work out the riddle and 
you will fi nd the missing 
treasure.”

If you have fi gured out 
the password you then 
walk north seven metres, 

east 28 metres and south 
9 metres. If you fi nd a rock 
cave hit on the large oval 
shaped rock as this is a door 

and say the secret password. 
The door will open to the 
cave. You go in BUT don’t wait 
for anyone, keep moving. 

Jeff rey says “Come on Charlie 
let’s do it”.

They walk over to the cave and they say the magic password 
and the cave door opens and they both say the password, 
“Pirate Lagoon Island”. The door opens and they go inside 

and there are two pathways. They have to decide which 
one they will take. Jeff rey has a coin in his pocket, so they 
decide to toss the coin. Charlie chooses heads and Jeff rey 
is tails. Jeff rey throws the coin and it lands with heads up.

Charlie says “Let’s go west” and off  they go down the path 
and there at the bottom is hot boiling lava. They decide 
to run back and go down the other path. And it is lava as 
well. They see rope hanging down but they can’t reach it 
so Jeff rey fi nds a stick. He throws it and gets the rope. He 
grabs onto the rope and swings across to the other side and 
Charlie grabs it and swings across to the other side as well. 
And they run down the tunnel where they fi nd a diamond 
rock, but there is not one, it is split in half. Charlie says “I’ll 
have this half and you can have the other half”.

There is still one more tunnel to see so they walk into the 
last tunnel and Jeff rey says “No, it’s 10 o’clock and we have 
got to go home. That tunnel will have to wait for our next 
adventure”.

So they get out of the cave and they run home with their 
diamond and show their parents and now Charlie will have 
the money to buy that special sword and many, many other 
things as well.

THE END

By Haydn Sharp

Year 3, Great Southern Grammar

LOWER KALGAN – WA

Teacher: Mr Craig Emberson

Th e Ghost Pirate (Cont’d)

Today was the day, I have waited my whole life for this day. 
My destiny was eagerly awaiting, soon to unfold for all my 
dreams to come true.

Usually I pull the covers up over my head when the sun 
shines through the shutters of a morning, but not today. 
I was up, showered and dressed before my mum came 
into my room. She didn’t say anything, just stood there 
and smiled.

“I wish today was happening every day. I don’t ever 
remember a morning, where I haven’t had to pull the 
blankets off  you and drag you into the shower myself. Now 
go downstairs and eat the small breakfast that is on the 
table waiting for you.”

I sat at the table staring at the clock in excitement and 

disbelief, realising it was about an hour until my butterfl ies 
would be cured. 

“Good luck”, my dad bent down and gave me a kiss before 
he rushed out the door to work.

“Stacey, are you ready? I’m going to drop you off  now, I’ve 
got to go to work!”

“Yes, mum.” I placed my dish on the sink as I was counting 
down the time.

Mum and I walked out the door to the car like any normal 
day but, there was something diff erent about today I didn’t 
know what it was but something felt diff erent, I knew it.

“Are you nervous?” Mum asked.

To Dance Forever!

Cont’d...
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Once, long ago, in a kingdom with no name, a king lost his 
crown, a girl found her place and a nation found peace. This 
is how it happened...

A girl and her horse worked their way slowly down a 
mountain road. Onward they made their way, into a great 
city. This city housed the King of the country they were 
travelling through. They made their way past the great 
gates and crowds and to the palace. Upon reaching her 
destination the girl dismounted.

The doors to the throne room opened with a bang and in 
walked the girl with a determined gait. She stopped before 
the throne and addressed the person sitting on it, “Good 
Morning”. “Who are you and what are you doing here?” 
“I would watch what you are saying to me if I was you”, 
answered the girl in a cold tone. “However, I am obliged 
to tell you my name and my purpose.” “Go on.” “I am the 
Princess Ara Loreli Lois Ki’Lin Silvali of The Emerald City in 
Elva and I am here to claim my crown and kingdom as the 
rightful Queen of this land.” “I am the King of this land.” “Yes, 
but you are not the true King. You took the land by force”, 
said Ara. “You murdered the old King so you could take his 
place.” “Leave. Now.” “Your wish is my command” she said 
mockingly and walked toward the door.

Over the next week Ara made plans and waited for a good 
time to talk to the King. All was prepared and fi nally she 
rode to the palace again. There she waited for an audience 
and walked in with a formal challenge. She announced in 
front of all the courtiers, that she was claiming the throne 

was her own and challenging The King to single combat. 
She had worded it so that refusal seemed like he was 
admitting the throne was not his and he was forced to 
accept. The challenge was to take place one week later 
at noon. Ara walked to her horse and mounted in one 
graceful move.

On the day of the challenge Ara ate breakfast and went 
about as usual. Before noon she travelled to the battle 
grounds (the king was already there) and prepared herself 
for the fi ght to come. As the two faced each other Ara 
spoke. “You should not weaken your blows because I 
am a woman; I am fully trained in the art of combat.” “No 
woman is a fi ghter”, he replied quietly. With this, the fi ght 
commenced and sure enough, with a few quick fl icks of 
her wrist Ara disarmed the King and won the fi ght and 
the Kingdom.

Ara was well received by the people, as 
the King had been hard and cruel. She 
made many benefi cial laws over the 
years and married well. The country 
was at peace and the former 
king became a hermit. And they 
all lived a peaceful life.

By Sarah McGeough

Age 12

Chanel College

GLADSTONE – QLD.

Teacher: Mrs Michele Chapman

To Dance Forever!
“I’ve never been more nervous, it feels like I have 

a fl ea circus performing in my belly!”

“Don’t worry about it, you’ll be 
OK, you got accepted so you have 
to be good, just try your best and 

I’m sure you’ll be fi ne.”

I hope I’ll be fi ne, minutes, hours, days, weeks, months and 
even years I have been training to dance, to be perfect and 
here’s my chance, my test – I have danced until my heart’s 
content, it’s time to show them that I got what it takes, it’s 
time that all the sacrifi ces and training paid off .

I’ve wanted to dance for as long as I can remember, but I 
want to dance as part as the Australian Dance Academy, to 
compete against the best to be the best. That’s why today’s 
so important, dancing is my life and I’ve got a feeling that 
it will be for years to come.

I saw the sign in bold print, AUSTRALIAN DANCE ACADEMY! 
“Here it is,” mum informed. “Good luck, I’ve got to go. I’m 
late, love you!”

I waved mum off  then stepped off  the curved footpath onto 
the road. I knew every step I took was taking me closer to 
my dream becoming reality. Before I knew it I was half way 
across the road, I was nearly there.

SCREECH! BANG!

All I could hear were sirens. My head ached and so did my 
back. I didn’t know what had happened but I had to get 
up, I had to dance, I ha...

By Lauren King

Age 13, Albury High School

ALBURY – NSW

Teacher: Mrs Carolyn Ratcliff 

Queen Ara
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Meeting & Presentation Solutions

Providing Brilliant Solutions for all your Visual Communications

Make your next training session more productive with . . .

Post-it® Easel Pads

FREE 3M STATIONERY PRODUCTS VALUED AT $30!
Spend $100 or more on ANY of the above products. Send in a copy of your receipt 
or invoice along with this form and we’ll send you 3M stationery products to the 
value of $30 FREE! Send to: 3M Presentation Solutions - 950 Pacifi c Highway, 
Pymble, NSW 2073.

I have attached a copy of my receipt/invoice. (Totalling $100 or more on 3M 
Post-it® Easel Pads or CG6000 Transparency Films).

Contact Name

Job Title

School / Company

Address

Ph    Fax

Email

FREE!

FREE 
STATIONERY 
PRODUCTS! 
Purchase Post-it® 
Easel Pads or 
CG6000 
Transparency 
Film! *see below

For more information:

Phone - 136 136

Fax  - 1800 300 063

Email - productinfo.au@mmm.com

Hurry! Offer expires 31st July 2006.

*Products may vary

Good training sessions need Post-it® Easel Pads. Spread 
out ideas on the wall and inspire interaction.

No need for tacks, tapes or 
fasteners

Bleed-through resistant - 
protects your wall surfaces!

Quick & easy to set up.
Sticks to vinyl, wallboard, 
panelling, wallpaper, fabric & 
concrete.

Perfect for brainstorming, 
problem solving, presentations 
& taking down notes.

✔

✔

✔

✔

Post-it® Easel Pad Range

Product Size
Product 
Code

White Easel Pad (30 sheets) 635mm x 775mm 559

White Easel Pad with Blue 
Grid (30 sheets)

635mm x 775mm 560

Yellow Easel Pad with Blue 
Lines (30 sheets) 635mm x 775mm 561

White Table Top Easel Pad 
(20 sheets)

508mm x 609mm 563

White Wall Pad (20 sheets) 508mm x 609mm 566

3M Multipurpose Transparency Film CG6000
Now one transparency fi lm does it all!

No more confusion about which transparency fi lm to buy. No more fears about using the wrong 
transparency fi lm and jamming equipment! 3M CG6000 is the right choice for almost all black-and-white 
copiers or colour inkjet or laser printers. Purchase one transparency for all your printers and copiers.

✔

Hassle free performance

Anti-static coating allows for excellent toner adhesion, enhances colours, allows for multiple feeding.

The fi lm that does it all!

✔

✔

3M code: KB999797792 (50 Sheets)
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T h e  s n o w  w a s 
falling gently upon 
us as my older 
brother Dave and 
I came speeding 
down the steep 
ice slopes at the 
summit of Mt. 
Feathertop. Dave 
and I were always 

in tight competition as 
we were both excellent skiers. 

We would fi ght as usual about 4 or 5 
times in one day about who was the fastest 

skier in our level.

As we were going down the steepest, roughest, most 
undeniably cold slope of Feathertop we noticed something 
strange coming towards us, we couldn’t see what it was 
through the thick snowfall but we got a pretty good idea 
of what it was because of the noise. As we came closer we 
then saw what it was; it was a girl, about 15 years old. We 
then stopped and looked to see if she was all right and 
needed some help, she was wearing nothing but a thin, 
elegant dress from which culture we were unsure of and 
no shoes in the freezing cold weather and was crying a 
river of icy cold tears. 

We took her home to our holiday house down the deserted 
long road leading to the house from the bottom of the hill 
where she was. When we got home neither mum nor dad 
were there, just Scruff  our dog. They had left a sticky note 
on the fridge saying they had gone out for brunch to our 
family’s all time favourite restaurant, The Ducks Nuts. 

We then lay her down on the sofa and put a doona over her 
to keep her warm. We didn’t bring her to hospital because 
she was fi ne at the slopes and we just thought she needed 

to get some warmer clothes on. We made her some hot 
chocolate and she then started talking. 

She talked in a language that neither of us had ever heard 
before, and that was weird because Dave and I have been 
everywhere in the whole wide world with our parents 
and had learnt to recognise the diff erent languages. She 
sounded distressed and started panicking, she then started 
to throw up the cushions and looking under the furniture 
then she looked at us with eyes as blue as a summer’s sky 
with tears rolling like thunder down her pale white face. 
She then pointed to a tattoo on her wrist; it was a picture 
of a beautiful crystal with a snake coiled underneath. 

She then ran outside and then disappeared up the road, we 
followed until she led us back to where we found her. She 
picked up the crystal, the same one that was on her wrist. 
After she looked at the crystal for a long time she started to 
head for the edge of the cliff . We thought she was going to 
jump but we were too frightened to stop her. She then held 
the crystal above her head and screamed three words into 
the icy depths of the chasm, she did this repeatedly but by 
then the wind was so strong and the snowfall was coming 
to a blizzard. Suddenly there was a huge bright blue light 
streaming from the crystal, it was almost blinding to us, she 
then turned to us and said thank you, but so faintly. She 
then took a deep breath and fell off  the cliff  gracefully like 
a swan and disappeared leaving nothing. 

We then called her the Ice Swan for her grace and beauty, 
but never saw her again…

By Bronwen Payne, 

Grade 6, Age 12, 

McKinnon Primary School

ORMOND – VIC.

Teacher: Sarah Th urgood

Th e Gift  
If you go to a great place and just sit there and really 
appreciate what you have is a fantastic fact of life.

To see such wonders, questions and answers all around 
you is a truly wonderful sight to see.

If you have problems or things you need to get off  your 
chest or you just want some peace and quiet, you just 
have to close your eyes and you are there, the place you 
love most of all and surrounded by people you love and 
treasure.

To see and feel such an amazing gift in a person is such a 

shocking sight of wisdom and what ordinary people take 
for granted.

It is a gifted person who accepts such a gift and sees what 
they truly have.

That, my friends, is the greatest gift of all time.

By Ashleigh Youl

Age 13, Form 8E,

Pascoe Vale Girls’ Secondary 

College

PASCOE VALE – VIC.
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It is a great pleasure to make a contribution to Oz Kidz in 
Print.

I am privileged to now represent the people of Victoria 
as a Senator, having previously represented the people 
of Ballarat as their local federal member for more than a 
decade.

In my years of public service the importance of both spoken 
and written words in delivering results for the community 
cannot be overstated. It is through words we give strength 
and defi nition to our ideas. But also through words the 
potential exists to reach beyond the physical world to 
exercise and stretch our minds.

I enjoy reading and it is a pleasure I encourage everyone 
to enjoy when they can. It is indisputable that reading is 
an essential part of education. But it is also a great deal 
more than that.

Reading literature gives everyone the opportunity to travel 
through time and space, around the world and all over 
our great country. To enter the minds of lovable larrikins, 
dysfunctional families and complex characters from the 
safety of the lounge room, school bus or curled up in bed. 
Reading provides a fantastic window on the physical and 
intellectual world that must never have the curtains drawn, 
nor to be closed to anyone.

The aspiration of the Australian Children’s Literary Board 

to instill every child 
with a love of reading 
and help them acquire 
the skills necessary to 
take full advantage 
of the opportunities 
for exploration and 
development through 
reading is a great and 
worthy cause.

Bringing genuine Australian authors to country areas to 
share the beauty and grandeur of Australian literature is 
an activity I strongly endorse.

We can all learn much from the challenge of capturing 
ideas and experiences on the page and sharing them with 
others. Let alone reading the work of the many budding 
Australian authors who have a distinctive and engaging 
take on Australian life in all its variety.

I encourage everyone to continue their exploration through 
books and continue to build their reading and writing skills. 
They will undoubtedly be one of the most highly prized 
assets that anyone can carry through their lives.

Warm regards,

Michael Ronaldson

A Message from Senator the Hon Michael Ronaldson,
Senator for Victoria
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I was on the starboard side of the 
bow, the gentle wind soothing 
my face. I could see the rolling 
waves moving the vast wooden 
ship slowly. The sky was a clear 
navy with only two or three stars, 
and the smell of hope and success 
fi lled the air.

“Snap out of it” thought Eliza, her 
pleasant dreams ruined yet again 
by reality. It was the dawn of a new 
century in England, the 1800s had 
just begun. The murky grey soot in the air seemed to wash 
away the fact that it was early morning. 

“Another one Eliza” said Mr. Bailey, a regular visitor to the 
bar.

“Yes sir” said Eliza. She poured a generous helping of 
cider, while looking out at the lonely wharf. It was packed 
yesterday, a huge galleon was leaving the British shores. 
But whom were they saying goodbye to? There was no-
one on the ship!

Eliza woke up to realise that she had spilled cider 
everywhere. “Stop your dreaming girl, you’re on the job!” 
yelled Mr. Bailey. 

Eliza grabbed a damp cloth and started to clean. She looked 
up at the clock. “My gosh, it’s 4 o’clock in the morning!” 
Eliza yelped. 

“I’ll take over for you” said Eliza’s workmate Bonnie out of 
nowhere.

Eliza started to make the short journey home, down the 
stairs and under the wharf. Eliza took off  her boots at the 
sand. The sand was smooth and calming, and it slid through 
Eliza’s feet like air. From here, the pollution couldn’t block 
the wonderful sight of dawn.

“Bessie... Where are you?” Eliza called. A medium sized 
dog with light brown fur ran up to Eliza. 
Bessie sniff ed Eliza with a friendly speed, 
and looked up at Eliza’s face. Her hair was a 
silky light brown, and the early morning sun 
glistened on it. Her eyes were a dark hazel, 
and her skin of natural beauty.

Eliza patted Bessie’s head softly, and made 
her way inside. Eliza lived in a small house, 
of only three rooms. Eliza had built it herself, 
and with a minimum wage. The walls and 
roof were made out of driftwood Eliza had 
found.

As she made her way inside, she 
found a small model of a galleon 
on her table. She picked it up, and 
while looking at it, a small key fell 
out. She carefully put the model 
down and cautiously picked up 
the key.

The handle at the end of the 
key was in the shape of the ship, 
and the teeth of the key was 
very complicated. With countless 
grooves and endless shapes and 

cuts, it seemed impossible that it would fi t any door.

She walked towards her front door, holding the key in 
her hand. As Eliza moved to go outside, the direction of 
the ship on the end of the key changed. At fi rst it seemed 
impossible, but soon it sunk in. Eliza moved in the direction 
that the key showed. It changed yet again! Eliza continued 
to follow the way the key pointed.

After countless steps, the ship on the key stayed put. Eliza 
looked up to fi nd herself in front of a huge galleon. Leading 
up to the ship there were old but sturdy wooden planks, 
and out of sheer curiosity, Eliza walked up into the ship.

The deck was so peaceful, untouched for years. Eliza 
walked up to the vast wooden steering wheel. The handles 
were perfectly made, the curves smooth and in excellent 
condition. Eliza moved her hand to touch the wheel when 
she heard a clang.

Inside her other hand, the key moved yet again. It pointed 
towards the Captain’s quarters and again, as if by command, 
Eliza followed. This room looked older than the deck, and 
the usual Captain’s tools were scattered all over the fl oor.

Trying not to step on anything, Eliza moved over to the desk 
on the other side of the room. Eliza opened the fi rst drawer. 
Nothing but a few cobwebs. The second... nothing but a 
broken compass. The third and fi nal drawer. She opened it. 
Eliza gasped, for in this drawer there was a sword.

It had jewels carved into the golden 
handle, which shone in the light. The sharp 
silver edges could probably go through 
bone and was very comfortable in Eliza’s 
hand. Like magic, the moment Eliza slid 
her hand on the sword to get a better grip, 
the whole ship started shaking. Trinkets fell 
off  the shelves, the table with the drawers 
was shaken all the way to the other side 
of the quarters yet Eliza had managed to 
stay on her two feet. Eliza ran out of the 

Th e Haunted Galleon

Cont’d...
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room – the sword in one hand and the key in the other 
– breaking many things in the process. By the time Eliza 
had escaped the captain’s quarters the ship had begun to 
move from the wharf.

It took a moment for it to all sink in, but by that time Eliza 
had thought of a plan. She ran, faster than she had ever 
ran before, to the side of the ship. She looked down, but 
there were only cannons. Eliza paced to the stairs on the 
middle of the ship deck, and walked down to the next 
level of the ship.

She stood at the bottom of the stairs, looking around. The 
wood on the walls had rotted away, and lost its colour, 
which once would have been grand mahogany. Eliza ran 
to the room opposite of where the Captain’s quarters still 
on the top deck. The door was locked, and to Eliza’s relief, 
the key opened it.

Eliza turned the key, and slowly the door opened with a 
massive creak. This room was particularly cold, and the 
reason for this was that there was a huge hole on the 
opposite wall from Eliza.

Hanging from the wall suspended by thick ropes, was a 
row boat. Without thinking of anything but escape, Eliza 
jumped in the boat, and swung the sword with a mighty 
blow to cut the ropes. Now she was falling, and the fall itself 
seemed to go on forever. With a vast and loud splash, Eliza 
sliced through the deadly cold water.

She was surely going to die. She couldn’t swim. She would 
drown. Even if she could swim she’d probably die from the 
cold. Eliza dropped the sword and key and waved her hands 
around, trying to keep afl oat. When her head bobbed up 
out of the water, she gasped for breath. Suddenly her right 
arm hit something hard, and Eliza realised it was the boat. 
She pulled herself aboard, and with her remaining strength, 
she fl ipped the boat over.

Slowly, the boat was moving back to shore, but Eliza could 
no longer see the galleon. She shivered, for not only was 
she soaking wet but the boat was almost full with water. 
In the background, she could hear Bessie barking. The 
boat reached the sandy shore. Bessie jumped in, and woke 
Eliza up.

Eliza hopped out, still freezing cold. She walked home 
with Bessie, and sat down, her journey over though surely 
scarring her for life.

By Sarah Chapman

Year 6,

Lara Lake

Primary School

LARA – VIC.

Teacher:

Mr Ian Robinson

“Clean the house while I go shopping!” called my mother. 
There was no use arguing with her because if I did she 
would ban me from watching TV or playing computer so I 
had to agree. I started to clean.

★ ★ ★

I had fi nally cleaned every room except for the attic. The 
most challenging room to clean. It was absolutely fi lthy. It 
was fi lled with dust and old mouldy boxes.

As I slowly ascended the steps I hesitantly looked around. 
This was going to take a long time. I had to clean but there 
were too many old boxes in the way so I decided to throw 
away most of them.

I reached for the box nearest to me and ripped off  the tape 
and opened the box. There were about 20 tiny dolls that 
were less than 30cm tall and they all looked exactly the 
same, and on top of the dolls there was an ancient scroll. I 
unrolled it and read it aloud.

“Servants of the ancient, arise and serve your masters,” I 
read. “What the?” I thought.

The dolls climbed out of the box and asked me, “What are 
your wishes, master?”.

I stared dumbfounded. “Erm... Clean the attic?” I said.

“Yes, master” they said and, right before my eyes a duster 
appeared in their hands and they immediately set to work. 
I was so excited! I would never have to do chores again!

★ ★ ★

The little dolls fi nished cleaning the attic in record time 
and gathered around me. “What are your wishes?” they 
asked.

“Erm.... Clean th-the...whole house,” I said.

“Yes, master.”

Th e Old Box

Th e Haunted Galleon (cont’d)

Cont’d...
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They fi led out of the room. Suddenly a thought struck me. 
What if mum sees? What if she doesn’t approve? What if 
I am never allowed to watch TV or play computer again? 
So I told them to go to my room. But what about food? I 
didn’t have enough food to feed an army every day! I was 
doomed.

“Oh no, mum’s going to kill me,” I thought, “but if there’s a 
scroll to make them alive there must be one to turn them 
back into dolls”. Well, that’s what I hoped. So I looked 
around. There! On top of that pile of boxes. I ran towards 
it. It was the same scroll. I was doomed again.

But then inspiration struck me. I could tell them to stay in 
my room and mum probably wouldn’t notice because she 
rarely comes into my room. But food? What if they really 
are dolls then they wouldn’t have to eat! So I called them 
back.

“Do you need to eat?” I asked.

“No”, they replied.

Eureka! The problem was solved. CREAK! The front door 
opened. My mum was back!

“Quick, in my room!” I shouted. Then...

“Nice job, Angela”, she said as she surveyed the rooms. “You 
can go play computer now.”

The best words on earth 
were spoken. I was fi nally 
free!

By Angela Pu

Year 6

Lara Lake Primary School

LARA – VIC.

Teacher: Mrs Sawbridge

In every school there is a magical place and in my school 
the magical place is a store room. In the store room there 
are some very old creaky steps – some of them may be 
older than you or me. We all want to know what is up there, 
but we could get in trouble or there might be something 
up there it is best not to talk about even at this hour of 
the day.

One day I was sent to get a new roll of sticky tape. All the 
other times I was sent to the store room and I didn’t look 
twice at the stairs but this time my eyes were pulled toward 
the stairs like a cat trying to ignore a mouse. I just couldn’t 
resist the temptation. I had to climb up the stairs.

There was a creaky noise as I placed my foot down on 
the fi rst step. My heart pounded. Had somebody heard 
me? No of course they hadn’t. I was all alone. It felt like 
hours climbing up the stairs. I had thought I had climbed 
thirty steps but when I looked down I had only walked up 
three. There was something creepy about the stairs but I 
was determined to fi nd what was at the top. I continued 
climbing 30 or 40 steps but when I looked down I was still 
only about four steps.

I fi nally arrived at the top of the stairs and I opened the 
door. Inside there seemed to be nothing until I saw a 
small paper box in the left corner. I went over and picked 
it up and opened it. Inside the box was another box, a bit 
smaller. I opened that one and there was another even 

smaller that the one before. I opened that one and there 
was a tiny paper crane. I picked it up and put it in the palm 
of my hand.

Just then the window opened and as if the sky was calling, 
the paper crane fl ew up into the blue sky. I ran to the 
window and looked up into the sky. There was something 
fl ying down from the clouds. It was a real crane, not a paper 
crane, a real crane. It landed on the window sill and plucked 
a feather from its wing and gave it to me.

I watched it fl y off . When it had disappeared I looked at the 
feather. It changed in front of my eyes into a small paper 
crane. I knew what I needed to do! I put the crane into 
the smallest box and put into the other boxes then I put 
it back into the same corner that I had found it in. I went 
back to the class with a smile on my face, a twinkle in my 
eye, a warm feeling in my heart and of course the sticky 
tape in my hand.

The End.

By Misha English-McBeth

Year 5

Vistara Primary 

School

RICHMOND HILL via 

LISMORE – NSW

Teacher: Vanessa Dawson

Th e Paper Crane

Th e Old Box (Cont’d)
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Johnny Mike Patterson was a lonely boy. He had no friends, 
and no brothers or sisters. Johnny lived with his mum, in 
a small cottage near the centre of the Warnabie woods. 
One day this all changed. It was Johnny’s fi rst day at his 
new school.

“What’s with everybody? I’m a nice person. Why doesn’t 
anybody want to be my friend?” Johnny said to himself 
sadly as he was walking home.

He fi nally realised that he was just walking around in large 
circles, getting nowhere. “Have I been here before? I think I 
have. Great! First, a bad day at school. Then nobody would 
be my friend. Now I’m lost in the woods! My day can’t get 
any worse”, Johnny said, starting to get annoyed.

“Is anybody there?” a mysterious young voice yelled out.

“Yes, I’m here. I’ve lost my way”, Johnny responded.

The young boy was now standing right in front of Johnny. 
“Hi, I’m Peter. Peter Vincent. And who are you?”

“I’m Johnny Patterson. Can you help me fi nd my way to the 
small cottage in the middle of these woods? It shouldn’t be 
hard as there is only one cottage in the woods.”

“Just follow me”, Peter said walking off  in the direction that 
Johnny had just come from.

The two boys walked towards Johnny’s cottage. They 
asked each other questions, and eventually became good 
friends.

Johnny’s Cottage

“Hi mum. This is my new friend Peter. Peter, this is my mum”, 
Johnny introduced them to each other.

“Would you like to come in for something to eat?”, Johnny’s 
mum, Joanne, asked Peter.

“That would be great but I must really be off”, Peter 
replied.

“Feel free to come around when you feel like it”, Joanne 
said.

“See you later”, Johnny said, turning around to see he had 
already gone.

Weekend

“Johnny! Can you come to the movies?” Peter yelled at the 
front door.

Johnny opened the front door. “Mum, can I go to the movies 
with Peter?” Johnny yelled out to his mum.

“Okay Johnny, but be sure to be home by 4pm.”

“Yes Mum.”

Johnny and Peter went and saw the movie. But Johnny 
realised that Peter kept disappearing. As soon as he got 
home he told his mum. But his mum just said, “Try a search 
on the internet”. So that is what Johnny did.

“Mum! Come here. I need to show you something”, Johnny 
yelled from in front of the computer screen.

“What, Johnny?”

“Read this.”

Peter Vincent died at age nine, on Friday the 13th of 
August, in 1982. His death was tragic. He died in the 
Warnabie woods during a large storm, which caused a 
large oak tree to fall on him.

“Mum....” Johnny paused, “Does this mean Peter was a 
ghost?”.

“Yes, Johnny, it does.”

Johnny was sad about Peter, but something good did come 
out of all this. From that day he always had friends to hang 
around, thanks to Peter.

By Lauren Kappler

Year 7

Bayside College –

Williamstown Campus

WILLIAMSTOWN – VIC.
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“Remember, three tugs and pull me up”, I whispered.

I dived into the icy cold water and found myself 
immediately at the shipwreck. I could hear 

movement coming from my left. Panicking, 
I turned to see a fully-grown shark speeding 
towards me, mouth wide open. Hoping it 
wouldn’t see me, I ducked into the sunken 
ship and waited... BANG! CRASH! The shark 

had seen me and was banging on the side of 
the boat.

“Argh!” I screamed, and to make matters worse I felt two 
thick, slimy tentacles wrap around my legs. The shark took 
advantage of this time, when my attention was focused on 
my legs, to sink its teeth into my arm. Screaming with pain, 
I yanked the rope three times and began to rise up to the 
surface, where I fainted.

★ ★ ★

When I woke, I was lying in an unfamiliar bed with white 
sheets. What? Why am I in a hospital? Oh, that’s right! The 
treasure. I had been looking for the treasure when I was 
attacked by a shark. Two of my best friends, Toby and Phil were 
staring at me from seats beside my bed. I remembered the 
conversation we’d had earlier about Spanish shipwrecks.

“Look! A ship carrying lots of gold sank in that river where we 
always go scuba-diving! We could go and fi nd the treasure 
and become rich and famous”, Toby had said, his eyes 
gleaming at the idea of money.

“But, you know –” Phil had begun before I interrupted.

“Tonight”, I whispered. “Twelve o’clock. Meet at the jetty, I’ll 
bring Dad’s boat.”

“But –” Phil had said.

It had taken a while to convince Phil that nothing bad was 
going to happen and that we would be perfectly safe. How 
wrong could I be?

★ ★ ★

“Jimmy? Is your arm OK?” asked Phil anxiously. “That was 
really dangerous.”

“Never mind that, did you fi nd any treasure?” demanded 
Toby.

“Well, no. I couldn’t see anything shiny”, I said thoughtfully.

“That’s because the treasure has already been found. I 
was trying to tell you that before!”, Phil burst out, “It’s in a 
museum”.

“You mean I was attacked by a shark for nothing?” I said, 
outraged.

A few weeks later when I was out of hospital, we decided to 
visit the museum to see the treasure I had risked my life for. 
The curator knew all about it and explained that the treasure 
had been discovered years ago but there was still something 
missing.

“A certain necklace with rubies and diamonds has never been 
found. It is believed to be deep under the sand”, he told us. 
He then proceeded to show us an old newspaper bearing a 
man’s face. He was the one who found the treasure 5 years 
ago. He was famous.

When we arrived at school on Monday we decided to return 
to the shipwreck and see if we could fi nd the necklace. The 
only problem was that none of us wanted to actually go down 
and face the shark.

“You do it Phil! Jimmy’s had a go, so now it’s your turn!” Toby 
told him bossily.

“But what if I get attacked too?” he said, looking horrifi ed. It 
took a while to persuade Phil but fi nally he gave in.

“All right, I will. But didn’t you say there was an octopus down 
there?”

So at twelve o’clock that night we sailed out again to the 
shipwreck and Phil, looking pale and scared, pulled on 
his mask and dived in. The time went by and nothing 
happened.

“Do you think he’s OK?” I whispered to Toby. “He’s taking a long 
time. Maybe you go dive in and check”, I suggested.

“Me? I... Um... I can’t swim!”, he quickly invented. There was 
nothing for it. I dived into the freezing water and at fi rst I 
couldn’t see a thing. Then, as my eyes got used to the gloom, 
I saw Phil at the bottom, fi ghting the octopus which seemed 
to have the necklace around one of its many arms. He was 
putting up a huge fi ght; pulling the necklace, kicking wildly, 
and then he got free. Clutching the precious rubies, Phil 
slowly began to rise. I scrambled back onto the boat in time 
to help Phil up.

So in the end, it was Phil who was famous, with his picture 
on the front page. Toby grumbled about it later.

“I should be the famous one. It was my idea to look for the 
treasure.”

But I think Phil deserves it most. We’re the ones who bullied 
him into doing it, just because we were too scared.

By Daniela Tierney

Year 7

MacGregor State School

MACGREGOR – QLD.

Teacher: Mrs Sawbridge

Th e Treasure
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Water Wise!
A Limerick

Saving water is the way,
Have a short shower every day!

Please just wash your car on the grass,
Then the drought will surely pass.

So all cattle will be okay!

By Jess Turner

Year 6

Manly West Primary School

BALGOWLAH – NSW

Teacher: Brenda Street

Water Wise
Every drip of water is going down the drain

Why don’t we think of a way to gain, gain, gain?

Reduce the showers by two or three minutes
Duck in and out instead of staying in it.

The water should be going down your throat
Not in the bath tub keeping you afl oat.

Hopefully I’ve convinced you to use your water every 
day,

In the best and friendliest possible way.

By Deluca Lawson-Matthew

Year 6

Manly West Primary School

BALGOWLAH – NSW

Teacher: Brenda Street

Th e Rain
The rain is very sulky

As it breaks through the sky.
When the sun is lit
The rain is very shy.

Through the dull grey clouds
Crashes lightening and thunder.

Blue lights and a shuddering noise,
Isn’t it a wonder.

As hail scatters onto earth,
The wind blows furiously through the sky.

But when the rain fades away,
Then the sun smiles a bright smile.

By Lara Weingarten

Age 9

SURRY HILLS – NSW

Water Wise Poem
We should save water,

For our own sake.
This will help us

Fill our dams and lakes.

We should be wise
Turn off  the dripping tap.

This will certainly help
The dry parts of the map.

Here is a wise move
Install a water tank.
To save the water

It’s like money in the bank!

By Max Dodd

Year 6

Manly West Primary School

BALGOWLAH – NSW

Teacher: Brenda Street
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TM

PLEASE CONTACT YOUR 
BIC REPRESENTATIVE FOR PRICING

Victoria – (03) 9798 2000   
New South Wales – (02) 8878 9444   

Queensland – (07) 3841 0599   
South Australia – (08) 8443 4000   

Western Australia – (08) 6272 9500

• Ideal for Children
• Washable
• Acid Free
• Photo-safe

COUNTER 
CODE DESCRIPTION DISPLAY QTY
2561 Glitter Glue BP/6 12
2562 Neon Glitter Glue BP/6 12
2564 Glue Stick 8g 30
2565 Glue Stick 15g 20
2566 Glue Stick 21g 20
2567 School Glue 37ml 18
2568 School Glue 118ml 12
2569 School Glue 236ml 12
2570 White Glue 37ml 18
2571 White Glue 118ml 12
2573 Glue Pen 40ml 30
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Selecting a school for your child is a 
challenge. Paying high upfront school fees 
can be an even bigger challenge.

School Plan was established specifically to 
help alleviate the financial burden of these 
lump sum payments.

This unique service, offered by over 150 of 
Australia’s top independent schools, assists 
families to budget and ensures that fees 
are paid on time.

School Plan pays your child’s tuition 
fees directly to their school on a term or 
semester basis. Parents are provided 
with the convenience of spreading their 
commitment into twelve, easy-to-manage 
instalments.

School Plan Plus offers the additional 
benefit of payment via credit card.
  
Join the thousands of families who are 
already enjoying the convenience of 
School Plan. Visit www.schoolplan.com.au
or phone 1800 337 419.

School Plan Management Pty Ltd ABN 70 006 832 408
23-35 Hanover Street Oakleigh Victoria 3166
A subsidiary of Australian Scholarships Group

Let us pay her school fees.


