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BEFORE THE STORM – by Sean McMullen 
(Ford Street Publishing)

Fox and BC travel through time from the distant 
future to 1901. Elite cadets in the Imperial Army, 

they are young, 

handsome, well-mannered... and now, mutineers. 
They have journeyed into the past to save the 
opening ceremony of Australia’s first parliament 
from being bombed. If the cadets fail, thousands 
will die, sparking a century of total war. However, 
to change the destiny of the world, the young 

warriors will need the help of three ordinary 
teenagers...

The book sends you back in time to the early 
1900s, beginning with images of people in 
boats rowing their way along the Yarra River 
on a delightful sunny afternoon. Fox appears, 
an imperial army cadet from the distant future, 
to save the day. A totally entertaining book from 
beginning to end.

About the Author – Sean McMullen

Sean sold his first stories in the late 1980s and has 
become one of Australia’s top Science Fiction and 
Fantasy authors. In the late ’90s he established 
himself in the American market, and his work has 
been translated into Polish, French, Japanese and 
other languages. The settings for Sean’s work range 
from the Roman Empire, through Medieval Europe, 
to cities of the distant future. His work 
is a mixture of romance, invention 
and adventure, while populated by 
dynamic, strange and often hilarious 
characters.

From the Editor’s Desk
Well, winter has really arrived, suddenly 
appearing out of nowhere! The 
wonderful advantage of its sudden 
arrival is that the much needed rain 
has soon followed. Now we face storms 
and freezing conditions.

So in this stormy weather we hope you 
all take care and stay safe and warm. 
It is a great excuse to stay indoors and 
write stories and poems to while away 

the hours while the weather howls 
outside.

I look forward to seeing more great 
entries over the next few months. 

KEEP ON WRITING!

Carol Dick
Managing Editor

Book Review

Sean McMullen
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The moonlight sky of beauty and of grace, 
towering above the earth, of every human race.

With its gleaming stars shining so bright, 
and shooting stars racing alight.

What is out there, in this weary sky? 
In the blackness, perched ever so high.

There must be more that hasn’t been seen, 
maybe even a more superior being.

Unnamed planets waiting to be found, 
maybe even water and rarity abound.

But at the sight of day, it all turns around,
to hear the clarity of day and the bird’s soothing sound.

With the new born sky of heavenly blue,
 and the sounds of the wind clear and true.

Clearing your mind and body through,
 with its peaceful sounds and calmness too.

Let’s make the most of our time here. 
Instead of worrying we must rid our fear.

Time will tell what lies ahead,
so wait and see what’s at the end of the thread.

It could be good or it could be bad,
it could be pleasant or it could be sad.

Only time will tell what lies ahead.

By David Koutsouridis
Year 8, Carey Baptist Grammar School

KEW – VIC.
Teacher: Bev Steer

SHE went to bed every night, thinking what it would be 
like to go out with him, the hottest guy in the school. He 

was the guy she fell in love with, when she first saw him in 
P.E. He had bright blue eyes and dark brown curly hair. She 
knew that she just had to have him.

Whenever she saw his cute loving smile, or even heard his soft 
sensitive voice, it made her so happy but also sad because she 
knew she’d never have him. All she’d be able to do was hear 
his sweet gentle voice and look at his gorgeous blue eyes.

When the day came, of him walking up to her and asking 
if she would like to go to the movies with him, her heart 
started to beat at a hundred miles an hour, he was so sweet 
and gentle about it, he was not nervous or shy but, she was. 
When she said yes, she felt as if she were the luckiest girl in 
the world.

When the day finally arrived, she was perfectly dressed 
and looked great; she walked up to him with courage and 
confidence, she gave him a kiss on the cheek. His skin was 
so soft and smooth, it felt so pleasant.

The way he looked at her and smiled it was so passionate. She 
looked back at him knowing that he was the one she wanted 

to be with, and it made her feel so happy. He was the one that 
would be there for her, the good times and the bad.

Sitting in the movie together, it was silent and dark; when 
he moved his hand onto hers it felt so soft and smooth, so 
harmless and warm. When he moved in close to her and 
touched her soft lips with his, they tasted so sweet and felt 
creamy. When she looked up into his eyes and saw that they 
were closed she closed hers too, just so she could feel that 
extra love.

By Samantha Mikulas
Age 17,

WERRIBEE – VIC.

First Love
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A MAN and his wife lived in a small cottage in the forest 
with their daughter.

Each evening after dinner the man and his daughter would 
walk the same path into the woodland. She would comment 
to him on all the things she saw. The girl would say, “Feel how 
rough the bark is, Daddy” and her father would reply, “The 
bark is like the tree’s shell, it protects it from the cold snow”.

She would point to the pond and say, “Can we feed the ducks 
in the pond, Daddy?” and her father would answer, “Maybe 
tomorrow if we have left over bread”.

She would then say, “Look how pretty the flower is, Daddy” 
and her father would respond, “This is a very special flower. I 
might need it, to keep me safe, when I go to war”.

That fateful day arrived when the father left for the war. The 
little girl was upset for a while, but she continued to walk 
the same path each night waiting for her daddy to come 
back. The girl’s mother began to worry about her daughter 
because she seemed to come home a little later each night 
from her walk. So one day she followed her daughter along 
the winding path. She watched the girl talk to herself and her 
father. The mother heard the girl comment on the roughness 
of the bark. She then watched as the girl pointed to the ducks 
in the pond and ask if she could feed them. She watched as 
the girl picked a scarlet flower from a bush. The mother was 
terrified for her daughter’s health and ran home before the 
girl saw her.

As she walked in the house, there was a letter under the 
door from the place where her husband was fighting. A 

sharp feeling of shock, like a bullet, shot through 
her body as she realised that it might be 

telling her that her husband was dead. 
She carefully opened the letter and read 

it out loud to herself. “Dear Mrs Jones, 
I am pleased to inform you that your 

husband John is safe and well and will be returning home 
tomorrow morning.”

A wave of relief overcame her fragile body and she fainted.

She awoke the next morning and saw the letter lying next to 
her. She stood up and started to clean the house ready for 
her husband’s return. An hour later there was a knock at the 
door and her husband was standing there still in his uniform. 
She gave him a hug, but his face didn’t move. It was like the 
war had frozen all the emotions out of his body. His daughter 
came running down the hallway and nearly bowled her father 
over. He managed a forced smile and told them both how 
much he had missed them.

That night after dinner the little girl begged her father to go 
for a walk down into the forest. He agreed and they began to 
walk. The girl said to her father, “Feel how rough the bark is, 
Daddy.” But as he touched the coarse bark he was reminded 
of the sticks and leaves digging into his skin as he lay down 
in the forest in his green and brown camouflage.

The little girl then asked her father, “Can we feed the ducks in 
the pond, Daddy?”. But as he gazed across the pond he was 
reminded of how he and his war friends had tried to clean 
the blood off their clothes with the water from the nearby 
lake. The girl then commented to her father, “Look how pretty 
the flower is, Daddy”. But as he glanced at the crimson leaves 
he was reminded of the flowers he had placed on the grave 
of his best friend. A small tear tumbled down his creased 
face as he slipped his hand into his daughter’s. They walked 
together down the meandering path.

By Angelica Donovan
Year 7
Carey Baptist Grammar School
KEW – VIC.
Teacher: Bev Steer
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Yellow & MeYellow is the colour of smiles,Yellow is the colour of power and faith.
And yellow’s the colour of a surprised child on Christmas Day,

Oh I love to hear them shout, “Hip, hip, hooray!”Yellow is the colour of the big shiny sun,
Whose rays fall down upon all of us.

Some people think that yellow is sad,
But yellow is just like my wonderful Dad!

By Leah Marlene HornAge 10TALLEBUDGERA – QLD.
7

TOWARDS the end of your existence the Obones will come 
for you. You may be shopping with friends, eating dinner 

at home or even driving in your car. It doesn’t matter, for you 
will not notice them at first. But it begins with a dull humming, 
from deep within your soul. The sound feeds on itself and 
gradually escalates into a full scale symphony.

In they march, an eerie procession of otherworldly beings, the 
Obones settle themselves amongst the linings of your soul. 
They unpack their instruments – an assortment of exotic and 
mystical hand crafted devices – and begin the ritual. They are 
reciting a familiar song – a song for you, and a song about 
you. It is of your life, but only in spiteful shades of black and 
red, as the Obones care only about your weaknesses, your 
regrets. It is their crazed obsession, where they must dig deep 
into your soul searching for indecencies and exposing your 
past. They are a miserable lot.

If you were to ever hear an Obone symphony, you would 
be brought to tears by its magnificence. The slow lingering 
melodies, the deep rich harmonies and the strange timbre 
of the instruments. The words. Cruel, narrow judgments of 
yourself. Stabs of hatred, pulsing along with the hypnotic 
rhythm. Piercing and asphyxiating your soul until it is emptied 
completely. The abuse, however, is bearable because it comes 
with such beauty.

I have heard this symphony, many times. I have memorised 
the melody and often hum along with it. The lyrics however 
are a bit tricky to learn, as they are always changing. But they 
never come as a surprise, and no longer do I raise my weary 
eyebrows when I hear the cruel words pierce my heart. I am 
often so entranced with the tune that I accept the words that 
flow through my body without a moment’s consideration. 
They tell me that I am stupid or useless and I accept.

I am driving in my car, coming home. The freeway is full of 
other city workers doing the same. The music begins, or 
perhaps it never ended. I can’t remember now, but it is not 
important.

It is getting louder.

The Obones
In retaliation I turn up the radio and begin to listen to the 
latest pop song. Its sickly commercialism repulses me at once 
but is no match for the growing symphony.

I cannot hear myself think for the cacophony that has erupted 
inside my head. I want to believe it is still beautiful, but it is 
not. The rhythm has become irregular, like a malfunctioning 
CD and the melodies are merging together, creating a 
discordant mess. And the words. What are they saying? I 
strain to hear them, to pick out some fragment of meaning 
from all of the noise. It doesn’t make sense.

I close my eyes, wondering if this would help. What am I 
doing? Who is driving the car? These thoughts question, 
swirling around my mind. But they are unheard amongst the 
other noises. Another noise, I hear it this time.

Like a dream, languid and blurred, they take my hand but 
I cannot see their faces. They say that it is time. I say that 
I cannot die, I cannot leave. I say many incomprehensible 
things and say that I must see the winner of Australian Idol. 
Oh the insanity! They pat my head, comfortingly, and whisper, 
“existence is infinite”. What?

No more symphonies.

Silence.

I lie on the table, pondering my brief and futile existence. 
Why? What was the point? I ask.

But it is so simple!

A wave of contentment flows through my lifeless body, 
releasing my soul. I am completely, unimaginably free.

Silence.

By Stephanie Cooper
Year 12, Koonung Secondary College

MONT ALBERT – VIC.
Teacher: Anne Abbott
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ONLY fifteen percent left. And again 
those menacing eyes, piercing the 

heavy blue veil like a lethal sword. Those 
eyes, staring right through me. The 
temperature must be about three degrees, 
but I am sweating. I can feel each warm 
drop of perspiration trickling down my 
arms, collecting in the palms of my hands 
where they turn stone cold. Sweat of terror 
pouring out.

The bitter taste of salt seeps through 
the corners of my clenched lips, fizzling 
on my tongue, and burning itself into 
delicate flesh as it painfully slides down 
my throat like razor sharp blades. The smell 
of vinyl intensifies as I bite into the rubber 
mouthpiece. Then the image of those yellow eyes flashes 
below me; after that, blackness. The veins in my lungs begin 
to pulsate with terror. With each tentative breath I take, they 
tighten, depriving me of air until they suddenly let go, and 
then tighten again. I can hear my heartbeat echoing in the 
abyss of the harsh empty silence.

One wrong movement could be deadly. One false step, so 
easy to take, could leave me defenceless against the horrors, 
which lie in waiting. Steel lies between those terrors and me, 
but I feel open, exposed. Another tug. Nothing. Then those 
ghostly yellow eyes again, watching my every movement, 
every flicker, catching any rays of light they can. Menacing, 
yet so gracious.

The shadows of the deep continue to circle below me, in 
a frenzied dance of shadow and light. The cacophony of 
sounds in my mind grows louder; I can hear the sound of 
metal rhythmically clanging behind me. It sounds familiar. I 
remember twisted metal, a sea of red – and then blackness. 
A sudden jolt and I am flung forward onto the metal lattice, 
my face pushed flat against the bars. I try to find my way up, 
but I am trapped. Which way is up? I blindly fumble around 
inside the web of blue liquid squares. I feel my arm suddenly 
slip through the mesh; I feel the immediate danger as I am 
exposed to the terrors circling below.

Another tug. Nothing. I am left alone, 
suspended in a state of terror as the image 
of those yellow eyes materialises, then 
retreats, and waits nearby; somewhere 
unseen. I shriek in panic, but a blanket of 
utter silence envelopes my screams. I am 
trapped; there is no way out, no escape. I 
summon all my strength to give another 
pull on the lifeline.

I feel a weakening, my senses tangle up, 
and darkness starts to fade in from inside 
and out. Another weak tug. There is slight 
movement, upwards. Am I hallucinating? 
Like in slow motion I turn my wrist to 
check, two percent left. I look up, shreds 
of light slice through the water; those 

piercing eyes accompanying my every movement. I twist 
around to give another pull on the rope, as a grey triangular 
snout emerges from the dark, forcing its way through the 
lattice. I see its rows of white pointed teeth, laced with blood, 
and snapping at me with ferocious intent. There seems to be 
a frenzy around me. My body is rigid, unable to move. There 
is an upward pull, and the brute of the deep glides into the 
distance. But I can still feel the scanning of those eyes. They 
detect my escape.

The light above me is getting brighter. The cage is moving 
faster and faster and I hear voices. As I look below me into 
the black abyss, I see a crimson drop of blood from my arm 
snaking its way through the salty water, piercing the purity 
of the blue brilliance, staining it red.

Somewhere, in the distance, a shark’s senses picked up the 
faint trace of blood and eyeing its trapped victim, swam off 
into the distance to catch its prey.

By Stephanie Constand, Year 12
Ravenswood School

GORDON – NSW
Teacher: Mrs Helen Jones

We’re unseen by everyone, 
Concealed and hidden here, 

We’re always shifting secretly, 
We run about in fear.

How come you always hide me? 
You never let me out,

Life’s awkward and upsetting, 
It makes me want to shout.

Night horrors are a mystery, 
To me they’re worse than day, 

It stops me from enjoying, 
A soft blaze in the bay.

Trapped

I love that you’re around,
As you look into my face,

You’re careless that I’m different, 
And the colour of my race.

I wish that life would change, 
That ‘half-caste’ would go away, 

But my life is what it is, 
And my life is going to stay.

By Sarah Wyld
Year 8

Clonard College
GEELONG WEST – VIC.
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Hold on tight, when the lights fade
There’s nothing out there, none to come and save

In the dark there’s only us,
I don’t have want or need or lust,

I am darkness and you are light I won’t let you go without a fight
You are my sword, you are my shield

Their uses are limitless on the blackened field
You defend for evil, I destroy for good

Your beauty cannot be concealed by the shadows of a hood
Yet I fight for right and you for wrong,

How can I have been gone so long?
But I’ll be your knight
And you’ll be my life

It matters nought to me whose side we’re on
whether if we fight for right or wrong

Always, now and forever
Hold on tight, when the lights fade

For there’s nothing out there, none to come and save

Nothing but me... A guardian Devil

By Caitlin Missen, Year 9,
Carey Baptist Grammar School
KEW – VIC.
Teacher: Bev Steer

Evil Light and Passive Dark

MIRRA lives in Yugoslavia. Every day she hides in a trench, under her house for there 
is a war in her country. Her parents die a horrific death for keeping soldiers in their 

house. They were shot.

Mirra decides to start a new life in a different country, Australia. In the ship’s hold, under 
a rat’s nest, in a crate she lays. Lonely, cut, hollow. She thinks “Why me, dear God, why 
me?”. These words rattle in her head for days. With no food or water, she is wasting away 
to nothing. Asleep, near death, awake, deaf.

She is deafened by the horn. It startles her. She throws up, gets up and sneaks through 
a window covered with spider webs. She climbs. In a crowd of people she manages to 
sneak past customs without a passport. Later she finds herself in a drain waking from 
a troubled sleep.

Mirra decides she should have a wash and get something to eat. She wanders. A black 
shadow appears around the corner. Who was this? What is he doing here? What does he 
want? She wonders. “Hello young lady. What are you doing in a dark street at this time of 
night?” She does not understand. She is troubled by him, but he looks friendly enough 
for her to beg to. She gets down on her knees and begs, “Please. Food.”

About a week later she awakes, on a path, the same path. She thinks, what will she have 
to face in life? Does running away really work? She begins to run. Anywhere. Where is 
the end of the world?

She stops to read a signpost, confused, she cries. A friendly warmth fills her body when 
a hand touches her shoulder. It was a woman. She shows her to her house. Finally she 
is guided. Mirra feels a spark of hope in the world.

By Louise Capper
Year 9, Hillbrook Anglican School, HILLBROOK – QLD.

You Can Smile In Any Language
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The smell of salty brine
The seagulls in a line

The sound of the fisherman’s oar
And palm trees galore

The feel of soft warm sand
Of shells running in a band

The sight of diamonds distant
The soft warm breeze resistant
And over there a royal blue sea

But all of this fails to pleasure me

A sunlit sea daubed with white
Brings a light awfully bright

Prairies filled with spots so vibrant
A distant star prominently radiant

Mountains visible but so hazy
A pleasant smell as fresh as a daisy

Pointed soldiers protrude out of the ground
Next to a sleepy mole’s mound
A decrepit house but a treasure

All this brings delightful pleasure

What Pleases Me By Aharani Ganeshamoorthy
Age 11,

Baulkham Hills Primary School
BAULKHAM HILLS – NSW 

Haiku
Haiku are a very old kind of Japanese poetry. They seem very 
easy, but writing a really good one is surprisingly difficult.

A gull soaring high
The wind blows through its feathers

It lands on a peak

The net hits the ground
I have caught a butterfly

It flutters its wings

The pelican drops
It scoops up a trevally

It eats happily

By Sam Preshaw
Grade 5, Age 10

Lauderdale Primary School
LAUDERDALE – TAS.

Teacher: Douglas Miller

Oh wise sensational seal,

Tell me the truth, the sad, sorry truth.

Shells and sea foam,

Scattered on the shallow sand,

Where will my bottle land?

The swish of wind, as the surfer cries yes and Yahoo!

Will my letter ring true?

Softly setting sun,

Squawking are those stealing seagulls,

Will it find its rightful owner?

Oh wise sensational seal,

Tell me the truth, the sad, sorry truth.

The glass didn’t float.
It sank.

By Nyssa Digby

Year 8, Clonard College

GEELONG WEST – VIC.
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IT WAS the hottest day of the year. It was so hot. It was 
boiling. We had to go to Nanna’s for a swim. We all fought 

for the best seat. The front seat! I got the middle, squashed 
between my sisters and their big bottoms! Dad turned the 
engine and the air conditioning blasted off the sweat. Five 
minutes later we passed the local fish and chip shop. I knew 
we were close. This is our local fish and chip shop. We hop 
around its checkerboard-tiled floor when we get our fish 
and chips.

Two minutes later we were at Nanna’s. Nanna came out to 
meet us. My Nanna had three fridges. One in the garage 
next to the freezer. It is filled with black and green cane 
toads with lumpy backs, caught by my grandpa. The second 
one is in the patio. It has spinach, dark green cabbage and 
purple turnips. The best of all is in the kitchen. This is where 
my Nanna hides the ice cream. My favourite – choc chip 
ice cream. Nanna said “You can all go for a swim” and we all 
jumped at the same time.

My sisters Emily, Jacinta and I were playing volleyball in the 
pool. Jacinta hit very hard and the ball hit the side causing 
an enormous splash. We looked up and saw Nannie totally 
drenched. Nannie’s eyes looked up to the sky. Her eyes 
followed the bowl of ice cream as it spun in the air. All eyes 
were glued to the choc-chip ice-cream ball as it spun round 

and round, glistening in the 
sun.

All hands shot up into 
the a i r.  Al l  hands 
wanted to catch it. The 
ball of ice cream started 
to  descend.  Ar ms 
waved in fast mode, to 
and fro. Jacinta’s and 
Emily’s arms locked 
together. I leapt into 
the air and flung my 
arms up… up… up… 
My fingers tingled as 
they wrapped around the 
silver coloured bowl. I caught 
the prize. Nannie winked at me. I knew she 
had done it on purpose. She knew I love choc-chip. She 
was the best Nan in the world.

By Rachel Kernaghan
Grade 5

Mel Maria Primary School
ATTADALE – WA

Choc Chip

A light desire, a wish which was lost,
 floating, ever-floating, quietly aloft.

Through the dark and the night it shall ever-more dance,
a fairy, a dream, softly it shall prance. 

Like the one memory that managed to slip away,
through the night it glows bright, fading with the day.
Watch it glide, watch it soar, watch it swoop and fly by,

please come back, my little firefly.

An ember still burning in an ever dying fire, 
screaming to be caught, alight with desire.

A desire to be back, where it belongs, 
caught in the open, to return it ever longs.
But its fate already set as it flutters along, 

the one dream worth dreaming, now more than gone.
Watch it stream, watch it fade, watch it blink and fly by,

please come back, my little firefly.

A tear down a cheek, a head yet hangs low, 
a dear one worth keeping, gone with the flow.

One has passed by, one has faded out, 
another one rises, ready to take its shout.

A new bright one flies, an old glow then fades,
but this one is worth it; don’t let it get away.

Watch it gleam, watch it sparkle, watch it shine and fly by,
please come back, my little firefly.

A hand flies outstretched to pull it back in, 
gasp, cry and scream, shout wail and din.
Another loved one, another good friend, 
this one won’t fly; it’ll be kept ‘til the end.

Grasp your one wish; hold your dream tight, 
keep that one memory; don’t lose with no fight.

Watch it glow, watch it kindle, watch it beam and stay by,
please stay with me, my little firefly.

By David Mahler,
Year 8, Carey Baptist Grammar School
KEW – VIC.
Teacher: Bev Steer
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So You Want to Be An Author… or an Illustrator?

After ‘Where do you get your ideas?’ the most common 
question at literary talks, web chats or festivals is, ‘What 
should I do to become a published author or illustrator?’.

Answering depends upon the age of the questioner. To 
suggest that schoolkids compete for commercial publication 
against adult writers is unfair. Slushpiles in major publishing 
houses are full, even if a rare 1� year old might be published 
so I usually suggest these avenues of publication for younger 
writers.

Contribute to school or club magazines: learn layout, 
editing and about deadlines.

Listen to Radio RPH Children’s Hour (1179) or other 
community radio. Your reviews and work can be read 
on air.

Enter any junior sections of competitions which require 
the discipline of a length and deadline. Just getting an 
entry in on time and to length is an achievement.

Become the family scribe and write up holidays, postcards, 
e-mails etc. with photos, cartoons or illustrations.

Blog, which is a kind of electronic autobiography, but 
remember a web log is public so don’t reveal ALL your 
secrets.

Try audio stories either recorded within the school sound 
system and broadcast in classrooms or on your own 
equipment such as iPod.

Performance is another kind of publication, so why not 
act out your story/script for an audience?

Song lyrics are the new poetry. Perform them, with 
musical backing.

Stand-up comics need their own material. Write and 
perform your own.

Send your stories to this magazine or to Oz Kids in Print 
(PO Box 267, Lara, Victoria �212 or http://www.ozkids.
com.au/).

Use your computer skills, to create, design and self-
publish your own limited edition book.

These extra hints are relevant for ‘new’ writers, regardless 
of age.

1. Read more! How many books, magazines or audio books 
have you read in the last week? Read widely in the area 
in which you want to write. A new writer needs to absorb 
the ‘shape’ of that kind of writing and consider reading 
as research, not just procrastinating pleasure. Read 
twice. Once as a reader and next as a writer to observe 
the technicalities of characterisation, humour etc. How 
does that writer get their ideas across?

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

2. Utilise audio books so you can listen while travelling or 
exercising.

�. Establish the habit. Write regularly, for a set time or 
number of words. Expect that not all will be usable.

4. Don’t be precious about ‘when I write…’. Just get started. 
Avoid posing and do.

5. Experiment with different formats; scripting, how to’s 
with 10 funny hints… How to survive a brother… What 
NOT to do at Gran’s place… manga illustrations, maga-
books, cartoons etc.

6. Volunteer for regular ‘freebie’ newsletters, or do a column 
or cartoon strip, so you have to meet deadlines.

7. Keep an ideas notebook. Electronic, notepad or audio.

8. Increase your output. If you write more and get it 
out there, mathematically you have more chance of 
publication. Also producing more is emotional insurance 
against being flattened by rejection because you still 
have other ideas out there.

9. Check out online magazines, websites or e-books, which 
provide faster publication than print.

10. Diversify. Write varied length projects. Collaborate with 
those who have other skills. Write fact, not just short 
stories.

11. Create or join a ‘wordswap’ group of peers and read your 
work aloud for constructive comment.

12. Wallpaper your bedroom room with multi-coloured 
rejection slips.

1�. Self publication via your own computer BUT, not with 
a ‘vanity publisher’ which charges excessively and the 
books go nowhere.

14. Read and contribute reviews online to places like www.
insideadog.com.au which is run for youth by the state 
library.

Hints on Getting Published for Young Writers
by Hazel Edwards

Environmental activist Kyle has just arrived in 
Darwin for a temporary job checking gardens for 
diseased vines. Seems easy enough, but Kyle’s job 
also involves working undercover — befriending 
a chopper pilot who may be bringing illegal 
bugs into the country. They take infection and 
the threat of a pandemic very seriously in the 
Top End.

As Kyle gets to know Darwin’s eccentric locals 
and backpacker scene he realises that his task 
may not be as easy as he thought. Kyle fi nds 
himself face to face with a croc, some of the 
friendly locals turn out to be ‘ferals’, and 
working undercover is complicating life with 
his housemates ... especially as his chief suspect 
looks like becoming a good friend. Is this 
pandemic threat real, or is it just media hype?

12
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15. Mentors are in short supply. Find one. ASA (Australian 
Society of Authors www.asauthors.org) offers some for 
under 18-year-olds as well as for older writers. So do 
some writers’ centres in each state.

16. Think about WHO you are writing for, and shape the 
work for them, not just the fact that you are writing it.

17. Long is not better than short, it just indicates lack of 
editing.

18. Plan to have other jobs as well as writing because you 
need something to write about! Try work experience 
like the graphic designer Dave Liston who designed 
the ‘Outback Ferals’ cover as work experience which 
turned into a real commission and he was paid! It’s his 
first published cover.

19. Blogs are electronic autobiography, but many are self 
indulgent meanderings. Consider whether the reader 
wants to be entertained or informed? Do that.

20. Cruise author websites, as often they explain how 
their book was written or have literary links. Start with: 
Australian Centre for Youth Literature www.slv.vic.gov.
au/about/centreforyouthliterature/youthlit.html (�28 
Swanston Street, Melbourne, phone 0� 8664 7014, email 
youthlit@slv.vic.gov.au)which runs programs about 
reading for teenagers and young people.

Check out www.hazeledwards.com for links to sites of interest 
for young writers and the stories behind some of Hazel’s 170 
books including her latest, ‘Cycling Solo; Ireland to Istanbul’ 
(Brolga/Pan Macmillan) co-written with her cartographer son 
Trevelyan Quest Edwards, from his original blog. Yes, Quest is 
his REAL middle name. That’s what happens when you have 
an author for a mother!

The ‘Business of Writing for Young People’ is available directly 
from www.hazeledwards.com and has hints on crafting 
for different genres and how to prepare manuscripts for 
publication.

I wake at the end of a day,
When the auburn shadows flicker and sway,

My feet pad on mossy ground,
I must avoid the Greyhound,

In the hills and mountain ranges,
Of my valley.

I raise my head, and sniff the air,
Listening to the evening fair,

Now lower my head, and eat some grass,
For the time being, it’s not too sparse,

In the hills and mountain ranges,
Of my valley.

I hear a call, I twitch an ear,
And feel my body shake with fear,
A shout – a yell – a gunshot stark!

It cuts like a knife through the dark,

In the hills and mountain ranges,
Of my valley.

I run so fast my sides heave,
Dashing for dark night’s reprieve

Over one log, under another,
Too dark to choose one path or t’other,

My Valley
In the hills and mountain ranges,

Of my valley.

I race for my home,
In the weeds overgrown,

I lay down my head,
On my soft, soft bed,

Snug and cozy and warm,

In the hills and mountain ranges,
Of my valley.

By Riley McPherson-Harrington
Age 12
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THE time comes in some families’ lives when the decision of 
moving their mother into a nursing home must be made. 

This time was now for three brothers Timothy, Alexander and 
Wilbur. The brothers unanimously decided to sell their mum’s 
house, split the money between them and use their share to 
build their own houses.

Timothy, the eldest, was an archeologist and his work was 
his life. Therefore he was building himself a mud and straw 
hut.

Alexander, or Alex, was a dedicated Christian and donated 
half of his money to the Salvos. With the money left over he 
planned to build himself a wooden house with a tin roof.

Wilbur, the youngest of the three, had always been his 
mother’s favourite and had the best of luck. He had grown up 
spoiled, receiving only the best of things. His house was to be 
made of brick and have a tile roof. It would consist of many 
rooms, as Wilbur’s girlfriend of � years was moving in with 
him. She was tall, blonde and beautiful and her name was 
Charlotte. Wilbur dated her identical twin sister, Elizabeth, for 
a few weeks before deciding Charlotte was a better match. 
This resulted in breaking the life long bond between the two 
sisters who used to be best friends.

In the three months it took to build the houses, chaos was 
unleashed into Wilbur and Charlotte’s lives when Elizabeth 
was discovered to be missing one night. No note was left, no 
clothes were packed and nothing was disturbed. Charlotte 
took it hard, blaming herself for Lizzie’s disappearance.

“Her life had revolved around you” Charlotte said, pouring 
her heart out to Wilbur. “So when you broke up with her and 
got together with me, her whole outlook on life changed. 
Whenever I’d come back from a date, I’d find Lizzie in her 
room, bawling her eyes out. She would frequently lose control 
and threaten to run away unless I broke up with you.”

Wilbur was very surprised to just 
be hearing about this now and 
was worried about Elizabeth. 
He hugged Charlotte and tried 
comforting her by whispering 
in her ear. “There’s nothing you 
could have done to prevent this. 
It isn’t your fault.” Charlotte quickly 
snapped back, “Yes it is. Only 
yesterday she threatened me for 
the millionth time, but I thought 
nothing of it and just told her to 
buzz off. If I had taken her more 
seriously, she would still be here 
now”.

When the houses were completed, 
everyone stopped stressing 
so much and returned to their 

everyday routine. The ordeal with Elizabeth had just brought 
Wilbur and Charlotte closer. So, on their first night in their new 
house, Wilbur proposed and Charlotte accepted.

The following Friday night just after sunset, Timothy was 
involved in his work when out of the corner of his eye he saw 
something pass by his window. He approached his front door 
just as he heard the knock. He opened it to see a tall, blonde 
woman standing in front of him.

“Hi Charl...” he stopped mid-sentence because he saw her 
eyes glow a deep red. At that moment his straw roof burst 
into flames and then his clothes caught alight. As his skin 
began to peel he let out a bloodcurdling screech. He saw 
his house collapse just before his eyeballs poached and fell 
on the floor.

At 8pm on the same night, Alex heard a knock at the door. As 
much as he hated being interrupted while he was praying, 
he figured it was rude to keep someone waiting. He rose 
from his kneeling position and opened his front door. There 
stood a tall, blonde woman with a fiery look in her eyes of 
which Alex was instantly terrified. He began backing away, 
only to find flames licking at his wooden walls. The demonic 
blonde had him backed into a corner and soon enough his 
hair was on fire. He looked down at his hands to find blood 
boiling out of his palms and squirting out from under his 
fingernails. When Alex looked up, the murderous lady was 
only a silhouette in the thick smoke that was choking him 
and slowly but painfully killing him. That woman was the first 
person ever to hear Alex scream God’s name in vain.

Friday night was movie night and Wilbur began to watch the 
DVD he had borrowed. The doorbell rang and so he peeled 
himself away from the television and made his way towards 
the door. He was taken aback when he saw Elizabeth standing 
there with her eyes red as fire. Elizabeth started to become 
frustrated because the tiled roof and brick walls would not 

catch alight. Then with a swift arm 
movement she flung Wilbur into 
the nearest wall where his head 
collided against the brick and he 
fell unconscious.

Charlotte was having a steaming 
hot shower when she heard the 
bathroom door open. A tall, female 
figure then emerged through the 
steamy mist. “Hello again sis. I 
heard about your engagement. 
Congratulations. Too bad I won’t 
be able to make it to the wedding. 
But then again, neither will you.”

By Emma Young
ENFIELD – SA

Three Brothers and the Twins
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ON A fine day in 1901 a flock of birds 
were spotted flying over the town 

and a hunt was called on.

Hunters rushed from their houses and 
drove or ran to the field where the flock 
of birds were circling. A hail of bullets 
fired from guns flew through the air.

Many birds dropped from the sky like 
pebbles. The massacre was terrible.

The birds became frightened and 
confused so they flew into each other. 
More dropped from the sky as another 
hail of bullets raged through the sky 
like a fierce beast.

The birds were still confused but a few 
of them escaped and fled. A hunter 
called Pablo Picasso saw these birds flee so he chased them 
on foot while still shooting.

Pablo singled out one of the birds, he chased it and shot 
at it over fields and rivers until he eventually hit the bird. 
The bullet pierced its wing as if it were the tooth of a sabre 
toothed tiger. The dove fell helplessly to the ground.

Pablo walked over to the bird and raised his gun and pointed 
it at the dove to kill it. He tried to shoot but he couldn’t. It 
broke his heart to see the poor little dove lying on its back 
with its hurt wing outstretched and flapping its other wing 
trying to stand up.

He gently picked it up and cradled it in his arms so he could 
take it back to his little town house then Pablo bandaged up 
its hurt wing. He then nurtured it as if it were a child.

Over the months the dove’s wing healed and it was able to fly 
again. It became Pablo’s best friend and it would sit stroking 
its silky feathers and talking to it for hours. Whether it knew 
what he was saying we do not know, 

but it seemed to be listening and you 
could almost hear it cooing.

One day in spring Pablo’s niece came 
over for a visit. When she saw the dove 
she immediately fell in love with it.

Every time it would fly she would run 
around the house following it. When 
the dove perched Pablo’s niece would 
sit down panting and would stroke its 
feathers.

The next time she came over Pablo 
remembered how much she had 
loved the dove so he asked if she 
wanted a portrait of herself holding 
the dove. She was so excited she 
danced on the kitchen table.

He took out his paints and set to work. The painting took two 
weeks to complete.

The dove was not afraid because it knew the girl was friendly. 
It just sat quietly while the girl held it.

After that Pablo and his niece had a little farewell party for 
the dove. They then set it free hoping it would start a new 
flock and would not return in the hunting season next year.

After that Pablo made a vow never to go hunting again. His 
niece loved the painting and kept it on her bedroom wall 
forever.

By Tom White
Year 6

Manly West Primary

The Story About the Girl with the Dove

Sky Poem
The wonderful blue sky.
Stretches over the Earth.

People wonder if it tastes like pie.
I think it is very blue in Perth.

It can be hot.
It can give us the rain.
Like a gun after a shot.

Or make our plants healthy again.

It can be cloudy and rain.
Over the mountains and trees.

And when it rains it soaks the main island.
Sometimes the sky rains and teases us.

By Todd McDonald, Age 9,
BULLABURRA – NSW
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Australia
Australia is the land I love,

With wattle tree and peaceful dove.
The land of red, where the convicts did settle,

And Anzac Day, reminded by a red petal.

Sweeping plains, droughts and flooding rains,
Ayers Rock, Uluru,

Rainforests, deserts, old and new.

The seas surround us are all known
For their might,

The Pacific, the Indian and the Southern,
All under the starry night.

There is a large array of colours
To this world of beauty that we live in,

The things that we own and 
The gifts we are given.

But best of all is the ground
We are standing on,

Because Australia is the land I love
With wattle tree and peaceful dove.

By Amanda Green
Grade 6, Age 12
St. Lawrence Catholic School
FORBES – NSW

QANTAS
FLIGHT

CATERING
LIMITED

MELBOURNE
Management & Staff

PROUDLY
SUPPORTING

Oz Kids in Print

Sea
Silent Sea 

Surfing Is She 

Suddenly She Sees 

Seagulls Surfing Spontaneously 

Starfish Synchronised Swimming 

Sea Shells Spreading Sand 

Sandcastles Socialising 

Sea Snake Soccer 

Sharks Sipping Soda 

Is Things She Sees

By Rebekah Drake
Year 8

Clonard College

GEELONG WEST – VIC.
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“Hurry up Sweet Pea or you’ll be late for fairy school!” called 
my mother Cherry Blossom. 

“Whatever Mum”, I called back. I was planning on skipping 
anyway. I magiced into my ugly scratchy pink tutu. I hated 
the school uniform.

As soon as my mother had left for work I magiced into 
jeans, a red and black striped T-shirt, sneakers and a 
black head-band; stuffing my tutu, slippers and 
stockings into my back-pack. It was against the 
law for unlicensed fairies to use magic but I 
did it anyway. 

I was half-way to the arcade when I 
heard the dreaded voice of the fairy 
school principal behind me! I had no time 
to turn invisible so I just hid behind a nearby 
bush hoping I hadn’t been seen. Luckily Miss 
Sugar Plum had no idea I was there so she just kept 
on walking. As she walked by I heard a clink but Miss 
Sugar Plum didn’t seem to hear and just kept walking. As 
soon she was out of sight I crept out and saw a shiny silver 
key on the footpath. I picked it up and couldn’t believe it was 
labelled, “Key to permanent records!”. I jumped with joy as a 
plan formed in my mind. I wouldn’t have time to go to the 
arcade today. I had to go and change my record so that I was 
the best kid in school.

As soon as the noisy bell went for end of school I waited 
for Miss Sugar Plum and then crept inside her neat office. I 
found the file with my name easily because everything was 
so organised. Now all I had to do was creep out without being 
seen by anyone. Easy-peasy! 

Once I was home I ran into my grubby room and jumped 
on my computer shouting with happiness. My adorable pet 
lady-bug Holly crawled into my lap. My little sister Buttercup 
had put a red bow on Holly’s head. Buttercup and I were 
complete opposites of each other. She was girly, pretty and 
clever. I was dumb, ugly and sporty.

Anyway I changed my file so I had A+++ on all my subjects. 
I was so happy the next day I went to fairy school.

At school as soon as I walked inside an announcement was 
made. “Sweet Pea Blossom, get to my office right now!” She 
must be about to congratulate me I thought. But as soon as 
I saw her face I knew I was in deep, deep trouble. And why 
were my parents here?

“Sit down please”, Miss Sugar Plum told me. 

I sat in between my parents watching as Miss Sugar Plum 
brought out a TV.

I was so shocked I gasped as she showed us a tape of me 
sneaking inside her office and stealing my permanent record. 

I Found a Key
My mother looked like she was about to faint and my father 
Bramble Bush went red with anger. I couldn’t take it any 
more and I burst into tears. I was sent home to my room and 
grounded for twenty five years.

It turns out Miss Sugar Plum didn’t expel me because fairy 
graduation was the next day. She probably wanted to 

humiliate me in front of all the fairies when I have to repeat 
fairy school. I wasn’t given any dinner so I just cried 

myself to sleep.

Finally the time came for the fairy graduation. I 
wore a rainbow tutu so at least I would look 

sensible. Blue Berry my best friend was on 
stage now receiving a certificate. She was 
going to become a blue fairy spreading 

the colour blue around the world. Then my 
name was called. I walked on stage preparing 

for total humiliation.

“Sweet Pea is a very unusual fairy but she is brave, sneaky 
and smart. So I am proud to announce she will become a 

Detective Fairy!” announced Miss Sugar Plum. 

I couldn’t believe it, I would be graduating. I looked at my 
parents and seeing how proud they looked made me a 
hundred times happier. 

I lived happily ever after as a detective.

Name unknown.

Salute to Kandinsky
A unique illusion of shapes and tones,

Prancing, dancing, pulsating,
A kaleidoscope of colour,

Rivers of rainbow awaken the imagination.

A mysterious riot of colours,
Enchanting, fascinating, ancient,

In patterns, bewildering, Kandinsky creates,
A splash of tones, to please the soul.

A vivid, geometric rainbow of
Tones and hues and shades,

A bright palette of colours dancing and prancing,
Not one colour seems to fade.

By Katia Maccora
Year 6
Sacre Coeur
GLEN IRIS – VIC.
Teacher: Margaret Howse
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THE quiescence of the bush envelops my awakening 
senses. The kind bronzed sun, like a star of morning dew, 

lets his light stream over gentle undulating slopes of lavish 
green. Sleepy mangroves arise in the descending sunlight. 
Sunken in a dewy fragrance, the drowsy Earth begins to stir 
in the veiled orange of first light. I am painting. I am painting 
a crystalline memory of lucent gold and caramels, milky azures 
and a most luscious emerald.

Springing from the freshness, a streak of light snakes away 
from the awakening sun like a golden ribbon. It floods the 
forest undergrowth, immersing the majestic ironbark in its 
generous warmth. Threading through myriads of snake-
like branches and quivering leaves, it awakens a nesting 
wattlebird. He strains to the sun as he gazes at the silhouettes 
of winged insects. Translucent wings with tiny pulsing veins, 
caught in spider webs draped with beads of dew span 
between leafy branches.

I set up my tent in the secret sanctuary of the gum trees. I 
run my fingers over the scars of a squiggly gum; a trail of a 
history I cannot decipher.

It’s not until you hide unseen amongst nature that it reveals 
to you its mysterious secrets.

I put brush to canvas.

I paint children running among the trees; flashes of red and 
yellow performing a dance of shadow and light in the thicket 
of the forest. I hear the swelling sounds of cascading water 
as the gorge thirstily swallows a creek. Dripping rocks gleam 
and leafy pools glisten as the sunlight spills onto the wetness. 
Nearby, a scaly body emerges from a sun-drenched stone.

Life emerges from the rock.

Young feet playfully patter and pounce over sleeping rivulets, 
capturing fluttering insects in simple nets. In a splash of 
brilliant reds and yellows, a flurry of flecked and speckled 

wings vainly flaps towards the sun. Nature’s 

pointillistic 
images of 
perfection. 
Pu l s a t i n g 
l a u g h t e r 
shakes the 
stillness of 
the air.

A rich smell of sweetly scented fragrances drifts into the 
afternoon air and blends with the intense scent of eucalyptus. 
All around me, the forest walls explode in a sea of brilliant 
colours and perfume as a cluster of petals bursts open in 
unison. An ensemble of birds performs nature’s symphony. 
A spectacle for the senses. Below my feet, neat brown lines of 
ants, like a regiment of soldiers, march with military precision 
through the thicket of the forest. My swift brush strokes almost 
missing the miracles underfoot. The rhythm of the festival of 
the forest resonates deep into the bush. The forest pulses 
with life. Happiness in the details. 

The wattlebird trills as he dances out of the late afternoon 
bloom. His glassy black eyes follow the descent of the 
retreating sun, gradually filling with the glow of the night. 
Scaly flashes of silver and orange swim just beneath the 
water’s surface, casting ripples across the image of the 
Southern Cross above.

The air begins to thicken with the damp smell of the nightfall. 
I feel my way through the darkening forest floor as groping 
leaves brush against the incomplete images on my canvas. 
From the sanctuary of my tent, I capture the dark secrets of 
the forest. 

A torrent of leaves spins in an angry tempest. Carried on the 
breath of the wind, they descend on the water. A universe of 
green and ochre. A collage. There grows a great nervousness 
among the animals of the bush when the night steps into 
the forest. As the creatures of the sun retreat, darker shadows 
emerge from the damp eucalyptus-flavoured blackness. Birds 
of prey eye their hapless victims in the concealing dimness.

I place my sabeline brush into a glass of water and 
watch the colours of the forest slowly blend with 
the liquid. I look outside my tent and put brush to 
canvas again.

In the blurred and distorted reflection of the pond, the 
sun’s nightly companion shimmers with a ghostly glow. 
A menacing sliver of moonlight penetrates through the 
gathering silvery clouds, immersing the forest floor in 
an eerie paleness. A deep rumbling shakes the air.

Succinct intense flashes of light pierce the black 
brilliance of the night sky. Booming echoes chase 
through the forest like the claps of a giant as imposing 
silhouettes of trees menacingly encircle my lonely tent. 

Two Faces of a Canvas
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Illuminated for a second, and then plunged into darkness. I 
paint nature’s fireworks – the temper of the forest.

The fierceness of the bush scorches the sizzling earth around 
the foot of the ironbark, and in a violent crash, a nearby 
hollow gum tree splits its trunk. A shower of twisted branches 
hits the ground. Divided into two parts, the falling trunk slices 
through the foliage, and crushes the old ironbark. The smell 
of singed wood and leaves permeates the air as the storm 
reaches deep into the heart of the bush.

I sense the tension of the forest as I lie listening. A deathly 
silence of the fury of the night.

Two faces of a canvas I love.

By Stephenie Constand
Year 12, Age 17

Ravenswood School
GORDON – NSW

Teacher: Mrs Helen Jones
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Sahib Mutlack 
stared blankly 
at his hands. 
H i s  s o n ,  h i s 

only son, was dead. From what he had heard from his fellow 
colleagues, it was originally planned by Hussein, to take the 
young boy hostage. However, when Arkan Lazem, son of one 
of the biggest rebels in Iraq, had fought back, the soldiers 
had hastily shot Sahib’s son and dumped his lifeless body on 
the streets to slowly decay. Sahib felt as though his heart was 
being dissolved by the strongest of acids, destroying it slowly 
and painfully. Since the death of his two daughters and now 
his son, Sahib had been feeling weaker and weaker. It was 
now that he realised his, and the remaining members of his 
family’s inevitable fate. It was his destiny, his future, to escape 
from Iraq and flee to the safest place on earth, Australia.

Despite constant harassment by assassins and spies hired by 
Hussein’s secret police, Sahib continued to work on his escape 
plan. Day and night he plotted how he would sneak out of 
the city of Al Kut and hide in the treacherous cane fields by 
day. After weeks of gathering supplies, bribing officials such 
as the captain of one of Iraq’s largest cargo ships, the fateful 
night came.

No one in the group of six was smiling as they drove down 
the dusty road leading to the banks of the Tigris River. From 
here they boarded a run down motor boat belonging to Jamil 
Omar, a close friend of Sahib’s, to travel down the Tigris River. 
Arkan Amin, faithful butler to Sahib, shuddered. This was his 
first time on a boat and he was petrified of drowning. After a 
long twenty-three hours of travelling, the group of exhausted 
escapees reached the city of Al Basrah.

While Sahib talked to the driver of a small oil truck his 
frightened companions huddled together in the bottom of 
the small tin boat. Sahib returned with a massive grin on his 
face, and a great look of relief swept over the group. The plan 
had worked! After tying their boat to a tree leaning over a 
sheltered inlet, they struggled across the smelly mud flats 
leading to the road where their new method of transport 
was waiting.

Despite the fact that it was freezing cold in the back of the 
oil truck the six companions felt warmer than they had 
ever felt in their entire lives. It was seven hours before they 
reached a large docking station leading into the Persian Gulf. 
Before leaving the vehicle in which they had become quite 
accustomed, Sahib went over their plans one final time.

They were posing as a poor family who wished to work on a 
large oil tanker in order to get to Indonesia. While working, 
they would keep to themselves and spend any free time in 
their cabin.

As the group of six walked through the boat, Sahib was quite 
amazed at how grand the hallways and cabins were. That was 
of course, until he walked down the final steps leading to the 
bottom of the boat.

It was here that the workers’ quarters and the ship’s engine 
were positioned. The walls of the narrow hallway leading to 
the engine room were filthy. The stale air stunk of cigarettes 
and heavy alcohol.

Workers with desolate faces shuffled past Sahib. Many of 
them had limbs that looked like bones left in the driest of 
deserts for thousands of years. It wasn’t hard to guess why, 
when they entered the grim engine room. Aggressive looking 
men armed with whips, paraded around the different parts of 
machinery, punishing anyone who appeared to be causing 
trouble or slacking on the job. After a long day’s work, Sahib 
lay down on his spindly little metal bed. He knew it was bad 
for men of his age to be working long shifts, and it saddened 
him to think that there were men far older than him still 
working for their daily rations of alcohol and cigs.

After what seemed like years of gruelling hardship they 
arrived in Indonesia. The six weary companions spent two 
nights sleeping in a rusty boat shed before setting off 
for Australia in a small derelict boat owned by Nizam al-
Alwani.

Nizan had once been a wealthy bar owner. However, he lost 
all of his money and spent a six year term in jail when it was 
discovered that he was pushing illegal drugs. When he was 
let out of jail on good parole four years later, he purchased 
an old boat and started smuggling people into Australia. He 
took great pleasure in charging exorbitant amounts of money 
for his services to desperate people.

Life aboard the hazardous boat was grim. Sahib and his five 
fellow escapees were joined by forty other people, all hoping 
to reach Australia without being caught by the Authorities. 
There were many rumours of a village where Nizan took the 
escapees who made it into Australia safely.

It was roughly six in the morning and the sun was just rising 
over the misty horizon when muffled whispers woke Sahib. 
It was only when he looked towards the blinding sun that 
he realised what they were about. There was land, Australian 
land!

Six hours later they pulled into a deserted strip of land. It was 
then that Sahib saw the authorities, motoring towards them 
at high speed. Nizan cranked his motor up to full speed in a 
mad dash for shore. Many of the refugees dived overboard 
in a frantic state of panic. Crack! The rusty old boat thudded 
into the hard ground, sending a large crack through the entire 
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hull. Nizan, Sahib and his five companions jumped off the 
boat and sprinted up the hot, coarse sand until they reached 
some thick scrub where they hid until the commotion ended. 
Sahib sighed with relief and sorrow. As far as he knew, they 
were the only escapees to escape the Authorities.

It had been a long, arduous journey from the coast to the 
cane fields. As Nizan led Sahib and his faithful companions 
into the fields, Sahib felt his heart sink. This was no heaven. 
The land was covered by thick stems, all twisted and bent, 
that caused one to itch constantly. The following months 
passed slowly and there were many hazards, such as snakes, 
disease carrying rats, and the most feared thing of all, fire. 
During a burning Nizan would lead the six escapees to 
another cane field where they would stay until it was time 
for it to be burnt also.

One hot humid afternoon Nizan came running towards the 
six looking as white as a ghost. In haste he told them how he 
had overheard a group of farmers talking of a cyclone that 
was brewing along the northern coastline.

Sahib peeped through a gap in the old but sturdy door at the 
swirling mass outside. Nizan had led them to the deserted 
shed just hours before, telling them that the house had been 
abandoned by a farmer whose family had left him for a better 
life in the city. Outside cane fields were being flattened and 
parts of houses and machinery were flying through the air 
at incredible speeds.

Just as Sahib was about to pull his head back, he caught 
the glimpse of a small forlorn child standing alone in the 
middle of a cane field. At first, he dismissed any thought of 
helping the child, reasoning that taking one step outside 
would lead to a certain death. However, he was gripped with 
a churning feeling that seemed to squirm all around him. He 
remembered how he felt at the death of his children, and 

without thinking about the consequences flung open the 
door of the shed.

Sahib awoke to find himself in a public hospital being treated 
like a hero. He and the child had being discovered in a cane 
field, close to death. The child had survived because Sahib’s 
body had sheltered him from the wind and rain. It was official; 
because of Sahib’s bravery he and his companions had been 
given Australian citizenship.

Sahib gripped the steering wheel of his small plane tightly. 
It had been years since he had been given citizenship in 
Australia. Since then, he had been spending his time building 
a small airstrip in Iraq that he used to smuggle political 
refugees out of Iraq.

Just when everything had seemed to be going right for Sahib, 
disaster struck. A group of highly trained terrorists managed 
to board one of his planes. Taking the pilot hostage, they then 
navigated the plane into a large tower of Sydney office blocks. 
Thousands of innocent people lost their lives, including a 
young man Sahib had rescued just years before.

As Sahib thought of how he had saved and destroyed a man’s 
life, he felt his hands slip effortlessly down the steering wheel. 
Sahib’s lifeless body was later found in a small village of South 
Africa, as dry as a bone.

Despite the death of Sahib, Buenos Airlines continued to 
grow and eventually turned commercial. Soon it was one 
of the largest airlines in the small but hazardous country 
of Iraq.

By Tristan Delroy, Year 6,
St. Paul’s Lutheran Primary School

CABOOLTURE – QLD.
Teacher: Mr. John Smith

Crushing of the Spirit – The History of Buenos Airlines (Cont’d)

My Treasure
I open up my treasure chest
but inside you won’t find gold
but the books that are my favourites
as many as it can hold.

Inside are words of people
who are masters at the art
there are poems that make you laugh
and poems that break your heart.

There are stories full of heroes
and villains who come at night
those who take over your sleepy dreams
and turn them into frights.

There are novels about romance
love weaved between the lines

about sweet talk and heart breaks
and love letters that always rhyme.

There are pages filled with horror
terrible words dripping in blood

of aliens from outer space
or the murderous creatures from the mud.

I lock up all my favourites
into the box with all the best

and wonder which book will go
into my treasure chest next.

By Aleesha Paz, Age 13
Rosebank College, STRATHFIELD – NSW
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RINGO the possum was lazing about in the sun. 
“I could lie here all day!” he sighed to himself 

sleepily. Then, a magpie came over to him, “Did 
you hear?” he asked. “The animals are having a 
massive spring party!”

“Great, I’ll  go straight away!” said Ringo 
excitedly. 

“But you need to wear beautiful jewellery or 
Kangaroo who runs it won’t let you in because he 
thinks you’re not dressed up” exclaimed Magpie.

“Oh” said Ringo disappointedly, “I don’t have any…”. But the 
magpie had already swooped off.

“Where am I going to find some jewellery?” thought Ringo. 
For many days Ringo searched for some jewellery. The spring 
party was getting closer and closer. The cold winter wind 
made him very cold but he didn’t give up. In the distance he 
saw a little stall set up. He ran to it. 

An Aboriginal man was standing behind the stall. “Hello” 
panted Ringo, “Do you have any jewellery?”

“I do” replied the Aboriginal man, “I have bracelets”.

“Perfect!” said Ringo victoriously, and he bought the lot.

Ringo got back to his tree and thought about where he could 
put his jewellery. “I know!” he said excitedly, “I’ll put them on 
my tail. But I have to put some sticky sand on them to keep 
them on”.

Ringo went to the spring party the next day. He 
had his wonderful jewellery on his tail. Ringo 
smelt the lovely flowers blooming in the grasses 
as he walked to the middle of the jungle where 
the party was to be held. Ringo walked proudly 
up to the kangaroo. “Have you got jewellery?” 
grunted the kangaroo who towered over the 
tiny possum. “Of course!” exclaimed Ringo. He 
waved his tail at the kangaroo.

“Wow, that’s beautiful!” said the kangaroo. Ringo 
walked through.

The party was filled with dancing animals from insects, to 
Emus. All of them had jewellery on but Ringo’s was the best. 
As he walked past, the animals commented on it. The party 
was on all night. They ate fruit, food and juice.

When the party was over, Ringo walked back to his tree to 
take his bracelets off his tail. They wouldn’t move. Ringo went 
to ask the Emu. The Emu pecked and pecked until the rings 
came off. The sticky sand was still on his tail. Ringo’s tail was 
filled with rings. He tried to rub them off but they were to 
stay there forever.

From that day on all possums that had rings were called RING 
TAIL POSSUMS because of what happened to Ringo’s tail.

THE END!!!

By Jasmine Middleton, Year 5, Age 9
St. Stephen’s School

CARRAMAR – WA

How the Ring Tailed Possum Got His Rings

I WATCHED Harry lie there, sleeping peacefully. His limp body 
was covered in dirty, tattered rags. His face covered in dirt 

and grime. He was an unlucky man. It made me feel guilty to 
see him lying there on the street with no home at all. Hunger 
probably stuck in his stomach like glue to paper. I could tell 
he hadn’t eaten in weeks by the way his clothes hung off 
his skinny body. I really wish I never bought that chocolate 

muffin. It could have easily 
made him a nice tasty meal 

to last him the 
whole day.

His long, curly brown beard lay on the dark and dirty ground, 
while his tired head rested on an old sack. His face showed 
that he was an elderly man. The wrinkles that covered his 
brow were doubled and tripled every time he heaved a long 
tired breath. His cracked dull lips made the desert look like the 
wetlands. There was hair sticking out of his nose and ears and 
his pony tail might have reached his bum if he stood up. He 
must have sensed I was there as he slowly opened his electric 
blue eyes. The colour of them startled me. They were bluer 
then the bluest of skies and were sparkling more then a river 
with the sunlight’s reflection. It made me wonder why those 
eyes had never got him into theatre when he was younger. 

That could have made him a wealthy man. He smiled at 
me with a wide and friendly grin. Right then and there I 
realised just how lucky I really was.

By Emily Bird
Carey Baptist Grammar School, KEW – VIC.

Teacher: Bev Steer

Homeless Harry
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WE crouched, hardly daring to move as the blue patrol 
boat scanned the warehouse in which we hid, their 

vaporisers ready for use, their green hovercells levitating their 
oval pepper-pot shaped bodies casting a faint green glow 
over everything in the dim lighting. All of us breathed a sigh 
of relief as they glided out the open door into the night.

It had been only six hours since we had narrowly escaped 
with our lives, six hours since the entire planet had been 
put on high alert.

None of us were sure how long we could last, how long it 
would be until we were once again taken prisoner, how long 
it would be until we were put to death, turned into a pile of 
ash left to blow away in the breeze.

All that any of us knew about this strange planet was that we 
had to get off it fast. I cursed myself at my stupidity of leaving 
the Game Boys, the only transport we had on the workbench 
in easy reach of the robots to take as they had done. We 
would need some other way of getting off the planet and all 
we had as a guide of how to build one was an old wrecked 
Starfighter, seemingly scrapped many years ago. It was just 
like everything else in the warehouse, wrecked, scrapped 
then stripped of most undamaged pieces. Through the dirt 
and rust we could still clearly see its former glory; bright red 
paint work, black stripes and menacing spiked fins. It was 
a rough guide but we had pretty much figured out how 
everything fitted together.

We had now crawled out of our hiding place and were 
dragging sheet metal over to the press in the far corner. 
We worked all night and when we finally fell to the floor 

exhausted we had one small single man 
fighter gleaming in still wet green 

paint we found laying around 
with another fighter ready 

to be painted and have the 
windows fitted.

We stood up and admired 
our work, one and a half 
fighters in nine 
h o u r s 

was an amazing feat for four kids. Lachlan and Daniel whistled 
in astonishment and Dylan’s jaw dropped as he saw the ships 
from the distance. I said tiredly, “Great job guys, now I’m not 
sure about you but I’m tired, let’s get a couple of hours rest 
and start again at dawn”.

We woke to the sound of a horn notifying all the nearby 
Bots that it was one hour until the long factory working day 
started. Once again we dragged out the sprayers and the 
paint. Within ten minutes we were done painting and were 
collecting parts for a third craft.

It was then that we found the key with four circular indents 
in the handle. The key was approximately fifteen centimetres 
long and eight centimetres wide. The indents were two 
centimetres deep and three centimetres wide. Attached to 
the key was a note and five coordinates, they were ZXA421 
AKD794 BGC124 XOC299 and POY497. Each was written in a 
different colour (green, red, blue, orange and black).

The note read “I have hidden the gems, the coordinates are 
the locations. I have acquired a verse it goes: Find them all and 
summon the power, a sacrifice you must make to destroy all 
evil you can take. I believe that I...” and the note trailed off.

Then Daniel noticed something. “Hey!” he burst out pointing 
at the note, “I think that is blood” he finished. We all looked 
down; there was blood on the ground around us as well.

We stood back and got on building worriedly. We had 
stumbled across a man’s last words. We were all hoping the 
same thing; we would go after the gems and see what would 
happen when we got them all.

By the time night fell the next day all the fighters were ready 
and fuelled. I picked up the Galways directory I found before 
jumping in the cockpit and guiding the fighter through the 
open door, it seemed that this warehouse was once a 
hangar.

I waited for the others to pull up behind 
me before I accelerated the sub-light 

engines seventy five percent and 
cruised smoothly out of the 

atmosphere, Dylan 
and Daniel 

Galactic Adventure Book 2 – The Key
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together and the third lost its lock on me before turning on 
its sender, destroying it in a sudden blossoming fireball.

Once I was level again I pulled a half loop so I was facing the 
way I came and rolling the right way up, shooting the whole 
time. I flew up behind another opponent and I risked a quick 
glance at Daniel. He wasn’t doing very well. I fired once and 
flew to help Daniel out.

He was being pursued by the remaining three opponents. 
I joined the chase and switched to the autopilot’s tracking 
mode so that I could focus on getting a good shot. I did not 
want to risk hitting Daniel if I missed. I fired once... twice... 
three times and yes! All three were destroyed!

We could land and find the first gem at last; we had been 
battling for the last fifteen minutes.

Once we landed I got a strange feeling, as if I was being 
pulled towards something. I walked east and after around 
five minutes I stopped outside a small hut that seemed that 
it had not been lived in for a few months.

I pushed and the door opened squeakily as I walked in. The 
key in my pocket grew hot as I walked towards the desk 
against the far wall. I opened the drawer and a soft green 
light poured out. The source was a small flat green stone that 
fitted the indent perfectly.

I picked it up and pressed it against the indent that had a 
small ‘G’ in the bottom. Even though I used no attachment 
method it stayed firm and at long last the first gem, the green 
one, was ours to keep.

By Bradley Barlow
Age 12, Year 6

Lara Lake Primary School, LARA – VIC.
Teacher: Mr Ian Robinson

behind me with Lachlan hanging back slightly to make sure 
we were not followed.

After we had left the planet far behind, Lachlan came rushing 
towards us at full throttle. He slowed down easily and we all 
made the hyperspace jump together.

After ten minutes of cruising at light speed our computers 
alerted us that we were nearing our first destination, ZXA421 
a small planet named Zoowah. We disengaged the hyper-
drive and crisply dropped out of hyperspace, straight into 
the sights of fifteen waiting fighters, identical to the scrapped 
one except in perfect condition.

They opened fire and broke into groups of three; they were 
all around us and had already wreaked havoc with Daniel’s 
left wing. We had no choice but to fight back.

“Activate your shield and extend your combat blades”, I 
explained over the radio link, turning to face the nearest 
group. “Accelerate to attack speed and Daniel, watch out!”

“I can’t shake them, they’re all over me!” replied Daniel.

I fired the laser cannons and the nearest enemy exploded 
in a ball of flame. Dylan was rushing towards Daniel firing at 
the three that were harassing him.

Within seconds Daniel was away and shooting, Dylan’s 
distraction had worked. I pivoted and clipped my nearest 
opponent with the blades sticking out of my wings and 
nose, putting a hole in the rear. It spiralled out of control and 
slammed into another just as they hit together. “Five down 
and ten to go”, I thought grimly as I flew through another 
cloud of burning fuel and metal.

Shots flew past my cockpit and I jerked left on the control 
stick to avoid being hit. He overshot me as I turned 
and I thought I was out of the way of the craft but 
the one thing I didn’t count on were missiles, which 
were exactly what he sent, three of them. I reversed 
the engines (one forward, one backward) and entered 
a wild spin. The missiles tried to follow but two hit 

Galactic Adventure Book 2 – The Key (Cont’d)

The Wrong Sense
I’m growing frail, my tongue is weak,
My wrinkled ears can hardly speak.

My mouth is blocked so I cannot hear,
My touch has vision that is only blear.

These eyes can’t smell smoke no more,
My nose stops eating at half past four.
These toes I have can’t bear to write,

What’s left of me is not right!

By Nicole Lingat
Year 6

Concord West Public School,
CONCORD WEST – NSW

Teacher: Mrs Hui
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Part One

There is land beyond the control of the Regent of the 
kingdom. The Borderlands. There, lawlessness and bandits 

rule the land through fear. However, there is a particular 
stretch of land, and in the middle of the plain there is 

a valley which emanates evil like a mind-numbing 
cloud, which is avoided at all costs. In this 
valley surrounded by dense foliage, roams 
nightmarish creatures with deformed bodies, 
great winged beasts, lumbering fiends made 

of writhing darkness and many more monsters 
besides, every one of these atrocious creatures 
had been created by an evil mage who had 
renamed himself and was now called Anubis after 

the Egyptian God of the Dead, for one purpose… to regain 
his lost Empire. He had mastered the complex and many-
layered art of magic to such an extent that he could obliterate 
a person’s mind. The lords had respected him, the peasants 
had hated him, all feared him, but only two had rivalled him. 
Lately he had been experiencing visions of the past, of what 
happened when he lost power, visions of the war.

The remaining army of magicians and warriors of the 
rebellion had marched to the Plains of Mohera for the final 
stand against Anubis’ armies. The leaders of the rebellion, a 
couple by the names of Irana (who looked pregnant) and 
Roan, stepped forward and shouted, “Anubis, this is your 
last chance, stand down and release the kingdom from your 
foul grasp”. Anubis glanced down at the two leaders from his 
perch at the outermost wall. “Now, now there’s no need to 
be insulting.” Anubis could feel their power radiating from 
them; it stirred something in him he hadn’t felt for a long 
time, fear. “Insult?” said Roan, feigning surprise. “That was 
the best compliment I could give you!”

Anubis had had enough. Raising his hand he shouted, 
“Charge!”.

The two armies met with a deafening roar and clashes of 
steel against steel. Anubis’ army was doing well driving the 
opposition back. But it seemed nothing in heaven or hell 
could stop the rebellions’ warriors.

Unknown to Anubis there was another legion of warriors 
waiting for the signal. Seeing that his men were dying Roan 
called out to Irana and said, “Give me some cover”. She 
nodded and conjured a protective barrier around him. Roan 
took out a horn and blew. They had heard the signal, the time 
had come. Rushing down with a fierce war cry the legion of 
hidden troops rained down upon the unsuspecting soldiers. 
Now Anubis’ men were surrounded and far outnumbered. 
Suddenly arrows peppered the air killing the rebellion’s 
warriors with supreme accuracy. Irana looked up and saw the 
Empire’s archers reloading for another destructive assault, 
leaving Roan she ran towards the cover of the birch wood 
trees, where their archers waited.

She found the leader of the archers in the centre of the group. 
“Ready your archers and aim for the opposing archers.” She 
gasped. “Our bows are yours milady.” He turned and started 
shouting out orders. She nodded.

Where is she, thought Roan as he parried a blow from a soldier 
and cut through him. He looked around, the battle was going 
well, he concluded. An arrow whistled through the air and 
missed him by a hair’s breadth, and buried itself in an archer. 
Irana, he thought grimly.

Irana raised her hand and brought it down, “Archers, fire!” A 
hail of arrows flew through the air and felled more archers. 
Closing her eyes, she let her consciousness roam free until 
she felt the familiar presence of Roan’s mind; she called out 
to him telepathically. “Yes, I’m here.”

She heard Roan say, “Tell the mages to concentrate on 
locating Anubis”. She cut off the connection and yelled, 
“Fire at will!” Then she teleported back to Roan’s side… and 
dragged out her sword just in time to parry a sword thrust 
to her shoulder by an over-eager soldier from the opposing 
army. She killed him with magic. Suddenly Anubis’ army 
turned and routed, sensing that they were losing the battle. 
Now only the rebellion’s army stood upright. “Anubis!” 
shouted Roan ominously. Roan subtly waved his hand, and 
the magicians raised their hands and blasted the entire wall. 
That should have killed any remaining soldiers, and force 
Anubis into the open. The rebellion watched the falling debris 
and saw a sinewy figure surrounded by darkness, rise up into 
the air, levitated by magic.

Roan and Irana were the first to react. Imperceptibly they 
signalled the other magicians in their ranks to attack Anubis. 
Every mage, save Roan and Irana, raised their hands and tiny 
crystal shards pierced the air, all speeding towards Anubis. 
He smiled contemptuously and raised his hand as well; with 
a derisive flick of his hand the shards changed direction 
and embedded themselves in the ground below his feet. 
The subterfuge worked, taking Anubis’ concentration off 
the two mages who were his biggest threat. Roan and Irana 
simultaneously raised their arms up… two seconds later 
molten magma burst forth from the ground, enveloping 
Anubis completely, he was instantly incinerated. The 
rebellion, and now the rulers of the kingdom, turned to go. 
Someone laughed arrogantly behind them. A ragged figure 
rose up, steaming and smoking… 
Anubis.

Anubis spoke hoarsely, his every 
word dripping with venom. “Take 
the Empire, what do I care, but 
mark my words, I will be back!” He 
paused. Then looked directly at 
Roan and Irana. “And when I come 
back, all of you will die painfully, 
except you two!” With those 
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final, resounding, ominous words, he threw two lightning 
spears that had just materialised in his hand… Then Anubis 
vanished, the spears flew with frightening velocity. The first 
thudded into Roan’s torso, just above his heart; he crumpled 
to the ground, motionless. The second flew into Irana’s right 
lung, puncturing it. She too fell to the ground, gasping for 
breath, the pain was excruciating. She struggled upright. With 
pain accompanying every step, Irana staggered to Roan and 
felt for his pulse under his neck… there wasn’t one, Roan was 
no more. Irana suddenly started feeling light-headed, her 
eyes blurred and the ground rapidly started rushing towards 
her. Strong hands caught her before she fell. She looked up; 
the concerned face of a nurse swam into view. “Milady, are 
you all right?” Irana could feel her life force deteriorating. 
With a mighty heave of willpower and magic, she delivered 
her baby to the world prematurely, and then with her last 
reserves of strength she managed to call out. “The baby… 
save him… His name… is… Iskender… I will… help him… 
when the… time… comes.” And with that final note her eyes 
closed, never to open again, but then something strange 
occurred, silvery-blue stands like silk fed themselves into the 
sleeping boy’s mouth.

Anubis’ eyes suddenly flashed open. That accursed vision 
again. He still remembered that promise he had made to 
the rebellion. He was yet to fulfil it; it had been fifteen years 
ago when he had made that promise, fifteen years in which 
he had plotted his revenge, fifteen years in which he had 
bred an army made for one purpose, the destruction of his 
enemies.

Part Two

Sunlight filtered through the partly open blinds, illuminating 
a small portion of the room. The light revealed a sleeping 

boy no older than fifteen, with pale 
skin, brown hair and startling, jade 
green eyes that had just snapped 

open. The boy jumped out of the 
bed, and ran to the bathroom, 
where he refreshed himself. He 
dressed and equipped himself 

for his daily training sessions of 
swordplay and archery. Then he ran 
towards the training yard.

When he arrived at his destination 
he approached the weapons master. 
“Iskender! You are just in time to 
spar with my latest apprentice and 

prodigy!” he said companionably. 
I s k e n d e r  l o o k e d  a r o u n d 

curiously. It was his friend 
Nisha. His 
face broke 
out into a 

broad grin. When 

they had been kids they had sparred together often; she was 
a fierce opponent and had been his first teacher of swordplay. 
At first he had been hopeless, but as time passed he had 
improved. Then one day she left saying that she wanted to 
explore outside the city they lived in. The Regent had agreed 
and sent her with an escort to the borders of her kingdom. 
That had been the last anybody had seen of her, until now.

Iskender drew his sword and walked over to the practice area, 
where Nisha disarmed her last opponent with apparent ease. 
Seeing him, her blue eyes sparkled a greeting. A magician 
worked on Nisha’s sword and guarded its edge with magic. 
Iskender guarded his himself, already being able to perform 
magic. They took their places and stood on guard. Nisha 
started the duel by bounding across the courtyard and 
attacking his left flank, his sword came up to meet hers. 
Blue sparks flew off the edges, Iskender thrust back but she 
danced back, instead of taking advantage of the opening she 
spun to her right and riposted, before jumping away. She’s 
testing me, thought Iskender suddenly. With this realisation 
he started attacking with renewed vigour, moving through 
all the poses he knew, recklessly combining and modifying 
techniques. Nisha was just as good, matching him with 
remarkable skill.

They struggled back and forth, their blows ringing across the 
yard, both Nisha and Iskender tired at the same rate, and it 
was impossible for either of them to get an advantage, they 
grinned at each other and fought on, until both combatants 
thrust out. Their swords were at each other’s necks, panting 
after the enormous amount of physical exertion.

The crowd of onlookers who had watched with awe started 
to disperse. Nisha walked to the armoury, leaving Iskender 
alone. He dissipated the guard around his sword and walked 
over to Nisha in the armoury, where she was polishing her 
sword and sheath. Iskender came up next to her, and started 
polishing his sword and sheath as well. She turned her head, 
caught sight of him, grinned and said, “You’ve improved since 
last we duelled, Iskender. I haven’t had a battle that good in 
a long time”.

“Thank you”, replied Iskender. “What did you do when you 
were away?” he suddenly burst out, unable to contain his 
curiosity any longer.

Nisha turned and looked at him with electric blue eyes and a 
troubled face, “The kingdom is dying. The villages and towns 
bordering the kingdom are dying, a sickness is spreading, 
and it will soon reach here, it is rumoured that it’s Anubis’ 
doing”.

Iskender listened to all this with intense concentration, but 
when he heard that people thought it was Anubis’ doing, he 
burst out laughing.

“That’s absurd; Anubis has been dead for nearly ten years 
now.”
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Nisha silenced him with a look that could have withered 
plants.

“It’s no joke, all we heard about Anubis’ death was that of a 
messenger saying that he had been killed, the man was half 
drunk for light’s sake!”

Nisha’s voice was getting louder, “Yes, but an extensive search 
was conducted, and we even found his corpse!”.

“You know how strong Anubis’ magic is!”

“Even he couldn’t…”

“You don’t know that!”

“But… That’s impossible!”

“It’s actually very possible.”

“OK, OK”, said Iskender waving his arms wearily, admitting 
defeat. “But what can we do about it anyway; I’m nowhere 
as strong as my mum and dad.” He paused; his mum and dad 
had died in the great battle of Mohera.

“We have to do something, anyway I was going to go and ask 
the Regent if I can go on another quest”, said Nisha, tossing 
back her hair.

“This time if you’re going, I’m coming; I’m not going to let you 
go on your own”, Iskender exclaimed fervently.

Nisha hesitated, then frowned. Iskender could tell that him 
coming along for the ride had not been in her agenda.

“But you can’t”, she protested.

“Why not?” Iskender challenged.

“Because… because, you just can’t!”

Nisha stalked off with a ‘humph’. Iskender, guessing where she 
was going, followed her, weaving in and out of shadows. A 
few minutes later they arrived in the throne room. Two guards 
were posted outside the door. They bowed to Nisha and let 
her pass. They left the door open for just long enough for 
Iskender to slip inside. He hid behind a tall pillar and watched 
Nisha make her way across to the Regent, tall, imposing 
and magnificent. She stood and greeted Nisha with a brief, 
affectionate hug. A few words were exchanged; the Regent 
gave a soft sigh, and then nodded her head. Nisha bowed 
and left. She’s going on another quest, he thought furiously. 
As she left Iskender ran into the west wing of the palace and 
opened the door to his room, and started packing some 
supplies and food to take on the quest. He was going with 
Nisha whether she liked it or not.

Two days later, at about sunrise, he saw a lone figure walking 
up to the stable and saddle a horse. Quietly, Iskender dressed, 
grabbed the pack with food supplies and armed himself, then 
flew across the palace grounds towards the stable. There he 
gently saddled and led out his favourite horse – Nightshade 
– to the main gate. By now the figure had climbed onto the 
horse and was galloping away. Iskender urged Nightshade 
onward and followed Nisha into the world beyond that of 
the kingdom, into the world of the Borderlands.

Nisha rode hard for two whole days, and Iskender was hard 
pressed to keep up, but finally, she slowed down to a gentle 
trot. At the edge of the kingdom, Iskender climbed off his 
horse, and sent him back. He did not want the poor creature 
to suffer the Borderlands. Unsurprisingly, Nisha also sent 
her horse back. They entered a forest and Iskender started 
following Nisha through the endless canopy of trees. After 
what seemed like several sunlit days, but it could have only 
been hours, Nisha stopped, her hand slipping into her cloak. 
Iskender cautiously crept forward. She suddenly spun like a 
top and her knife whistled towards his exposed neck. She 
stopped when she realised who it was.

“You”, she hissed furiously, “Didn’t I tell you not to come with 
me!”

Suddenly a golden light burst out behind her, and 
in the fading brilliance, an outline of a large 
creature made entirely out of flames and in 
the rough shape of a lion became 
visible. Nisha reacted first, with 
cat-like speed she turned and 
threw the knife. It twirled in 
the air and buried itself 
in the creature’s 
torso. The knife 
dissolved a few 
seconds after it 
had lodged itself 
to the beast. 
I t  howled 
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its defiance and spat a white-hot 
ball of fire. Both Nisha and 

Iskender jumped out 
of the way as the ball 

impacted on a tree and 
burned it, leaving it scorched 
and blackened. Smouldering 
branches fell to the ground like a 
meteor shower. Iskender forced 
his bewildered limbs to obey 
him. He picked himself up and 
immediately assumed a spell-
casting stance.

Meanwhile Nisha backed 
away into the surrounding 
wilderness and drew her 
yew bow along with some 
arrows which had taken on 

a ghostly, iridescent shade of green. Nisha nocked an arrow 
and sighted her target.

Iskender was busy erecting barriers around him to stop 
the beast killing him outright. The brute began a serious of 
attacks in an attempt to take Iskender down. The first fireball 
hit the shields with tremendous force and Iskender felt his 
energy leaving him, but he managed to keep standing up. 
It is only possible to use magic if you are strong and healthy. 
Using magic eats at your energy like a parasite, therefore 
it is imperative that you keep yourself fit and in shape. The 
next fireball knocked him to his knees, his shields flickered. 
The beast roared and fired a last fireball. Iskender’s shields 
flared then disbanded. The creature roared and burned with 
brighter intensity. It charged towards him eating up the space 
between them. Iskender’s vision dimmed. There was a soft 
musical twang! The monster roared and abruptly stopped its 
deadly charge. Iskender looked up, curious to see what had 
postponed his death. An arrow glistening with a green hue, 
protruded out of the beast’s neck.

“I am going to die. No, I will get through this.” Iskender felt 
something inside him stir; a power which had lain dormant 
for all these years, waiting to serve its purpose, had awakened. 
Iskender felt the power coursing through his veins. He 
stood up, tall and imposing. The beast roared and charged 
at Iskender once again. Iskender raised his hands to the 
heavens… and through the canopy of trees a supercharged 
bolt of lightning raced down and struck the charging creature 
in its back. An intense sheet of light radiated out and when 
it cleared, there was no trace of the nightmare creature. 
Iskender’s newfound power rescinded and left him to fall to 
the ground… unconscious.

A concerned face swam into Iskender’s consciousness. “Nisha, 
oh good, we’re alive”, thought Iskender’s brain groggily, only 
just re-engaging with his body, a few seconds later his brain 
also registered that his body was badly burnt in several places 
and he let out a shriek of pain. His limbs felt as though they 

were on fire. Feeling nauseous he staggered upright… and 
almost fell down again had Nisha not taken his weight by 
lending a supporting arm.

“Who or what was that?” asked Iskender.

“I believe that was Anubis in his beast form”, responded Nisha. 
“What you did was amazing, I’ve never seen a mage alive who 
could have called lightning down, how did you do it?”

Iskender thought back, and then answered haltingly, “I… I 
think it was my mother… inside me…”

“But your mother is…”

“I know, it’s just a feeling.”

There was a long pause, then, “Do you think he’s dead?” 
wondered Iskender.

“I hope so, thanks for the help”, said Nisha.

“Any time”, replied Iskender, “any time”.

Together they walked back to the palace… home.

By Jeremy Fernando
Grade 6, Age 12

Brighton Grammar School
BRIGHTON – VIC.

Teacher: Pauline Anthony
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If I
If I could be an animal
I would like to be a frog
I would croak all day while sitting on a log
Or I could be a baboon
I would swing on the trees and try to touch the moon
Or I could be a fish
and make my tail go swish
Or I could be a cat
and lay on a mat
Or I could be a butterfly
and fly through the sky
I could be a monkey
and swing in the trees
Or I could be a dog
and run around in the fog
Or I could just be me

By Chanelle Reynolds
WEST SWAN – WA
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“All aboard the mighty Titanic”,
The captain he did cry.

She lay restrained by stubborn moors.
Above, an eager sky

A stallion of the waters,
Unsinkable, they said.

Galloping through rain or shine,
To reach the goal ahead.

Naive and bold alike they came,
Hoping to come aboard.

To start anew in a foreign land,
Or simply to adore.

From her prison dock, did she escape,
The phoenix in full flight.
Three days of pure luxury

Could glimpse the New York lights.

But then arrived a warning
To which she did not heed,

Of deathly fields and gnashing fangs,
Yearning to slay a steed.

Titanic: The Fall of Man
And so upon that very night,

That Neptune struck her down.
She fell upon an icy grave,

Amongst the bergs she drowned.

The ocean bared its greedy maw,
And banished her to the deep.

Her first voyage would be her last.
Upon the sand she sleeps

She lies there to this very day,
But time has not forgot,

The way mankind had punished her
And left her there to rot.

By Andrew Rogerson
Year 9,

Flinders Christian Community College
TYABB – VIC.

Teacher: Mrs Ruth Hilton

World War 2
Many men signed up for the challenge,

Some thinking it a great experience.
Anxious, were the men who were going to fight.

When first arrived, they set up camp,
And could hear the screams and shouts, from

the men already there.
First day there, they hit the battlefield, and

many were filled with lead.
Many newcomers made friends, but soon

found it was hard, for friends to the enemy
were hatred, friends were just killed.

Days, weeks, months and years passed and still
the war went on.

Upon one morning in 1945 the gun shots,
screams and shouts ceased.

The war had ended and the enemy surrendered.
Days later, the men were shipped back to their

homeland, and joined their families once
again, knowing, if they could help it, they

were never going to war again!

By Grace Allen
Year 6

St. Lawrence
Catholic School

FORBES – NSW
Teacher:

Mrs Terry Turner

Grampians Fire
The hills alive

Now set ablaze
The air an ashy, smoky haze

To linger there for many days
And leave the landscape scarred

The hills are dead
Exposed and sore

Still hurting from the day before
Still ripped through from the fiery claw

Depressed, deflated, jarred.

But the black
And burnt out plain

Will one day soon be soothed with rain,
And slowly overcome the bane

The Grampians will bloom again.

By Marisa Lai, Year 8,
Carey Baptist Grammar School, KEW – VIC.
Teacher: Bev Steer
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www.childrenscharity.com.au

Children’s Charity Network invites your school to run a 
Bright Clothes Day, to assist us in supporting children with specific 

learning difficulties, through our “Bright Kids” initiative.

Your school is in the position to make a significant difference towards children 
who suffer from a specific learning difficulty. 

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

Your School is invited to run a
Bright Clothes Day
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 Hazel Edwards is the author of 150 books including the classic There’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; The Giant Traffic 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 first professional science fiction magazine Australia had seen since the demise of the joint Australian 
and British production Vision of Tomorrow. His first fantasy novel for younger readers was The Wizard’s Torment. 
Paul then edited the young adult anthology Dream Weavers, Australia’s first heroic fantasy anthology ever. This 
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), The Quentaris Chronicles, to which Paul also contributes titles (Swords 
of Quentaris, Slaves of Quentaris, Princess of Shadows and Dragonlords of Quentaris); The Jelindel Chronicles, in 

which Dragonlinks was the first title, and The Earthborn Wars trilogy, of which The 
Earthborn was the first 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, The 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 fifty 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 find 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 efforts 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 fiction and non-fiction 
for older readers, and she is the editor of national children’s magazine, Comet. Meredith’s books include Freeing 
Billy, The 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 
The 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 . 

Ambassadors
 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 fifteen years, and during that time moved 
to Melbourne with her family.
It was in Melbourne that her first 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 fibs 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 .

In the morning
When the sun is out

People are up and about
The clouds are pink
The skies are blue

I wish you were here to see it too.

I’m eating breakfast at the dining table
My brother is watching cartoon on cable.

I’ve always dreamt of flying high
Into the bright blue sky.

I feel like shouting out today...

HIP HIP HOORAY!

By Jacinta MacGinley,  Age 9, ASHGROVE – QLD.

SUNRISE
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Frida Kahlo Poem
On a warm Sunday afternoon,

I’m sitting in my bedroom.
Letting all my thoughts loose,

Using colours on canvas.

While I’m painting,
I’m looking out the window.

Waiting for something to inspire me.

On the way back from school,
About a year ago.

A trolley crushed into my bus,
And I nearly died.

So now I think about how lucky I was…

By Emma Bylsma
and Maddy Smith

Year 4
Billanook College

MOOROOLBARK – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs Floyd

In the morning
When the sun is out

People are up and about
The clouds are pink
The skies are blue

I wish you were here to see it too.

I’m eating breakfast at the dining table
My brother is watching cartoon on cable.

I’ve always dreamt of flying high
Into the bright blue sky.

I feel like shouting out today...

HIP HIP HOORAY!

By Jacinta MacGinley,  Age 9, ASHGROVE – QLD.

SUNRISE

Gifts
I shall be your nightingale,
And sing in a lilting voice,

Of leas and seas and fairytales,
Things that youth enjoys.

I shall be your mocking bird,
And mimic melodies,

To amuse you and make you laugh,
All the happier you shall be.

I shall sing you a lullaby,
A melody of the sea,

Sea shanties will rock your weary head,
Asleep you are at last.

By Deirde Mair
Year 6, Sacre Coeur,

GLEN IRIS – VIC.
Teacher:

Margaret Howse

This swimmer is a legend,
We see less people like this swimmer,

She swims so much,
It’s her life.

The swimmer’s reputation will be shown to the world,
In some years to come,

Of how she won, first in a game,
And stood out on the stage, to represent her team.

Each and every person knows she will take victory,
As she breaks the world title,

The people will feel joyfulness and liveliness,
While she comes to the end of the pool.

In the present, she is in her elderly years,
The swimmer has completed her ambition,

She had the right to accomplish her lifelong dream,
Now it’s your turn to achieve yours...

By Ria Nagar
Age 11

TAYLORS LAKES – VIC.

The Swimmer
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IT WAS Christmas Eve, a time of stockings and not sleeping 
for everybody. Except for Santa Claus. For him it was a time 

of stressfulness and looking at his watch.

Santa Claus prepared his reindeer, covering them in huge 
gold bells and red ribbons tied in bows. Santa thought this 
looked nice, but all the reindeer, especially Rudolph, thought 
that they looked like Christmas trees.

Santa tied the reindeer to an overloaded sleigh, and kissed 
Mrs Claus goodbye. The elves couldn’t really help Santa as 
they were all down at the pub, getting drunk from celebrating 
Christmas. (They did this every year.)

It was time to deliver all the presents.

Rudolph proudly trotted through the snow and leapt into the 
air, ready to soar, along with the other reindeer. All of them 
floated up... and fell on the ground in a heap!

Santa wondered why the reindeer couldn’t fly. It was actually 
because there were so many good girls and boys, the sleigh 
was too heavy. So many presents! Santa wisely borrowed all 
of Mrs Claus’ reindeer.

Unfortunately, they had never pulled Santa’s sleigh before 
and were very grumpy at being taken away from their warm 
stable, so they made things very difficult.

After much argument, over twenty jingling bow covered 
reindeer heaved themselves through the dark night sky, 
led by Rudolph. They sailed from Toyland, North Pole, 
to Australia. Australia was not the closest country to the 
North Pole, but everyone felt like going there. At least, 
Santa did. He joyfully directed the reindeer to Australia, 
deciding to stop at Sydney first. But since the reindeer 
were so many and feeling grumpy, the sleigh crashed into 
someone’s garden.

To make matters worse, Rudolph banged his nose hard 
on a rock, and his red light went out. Because it was late 
at night, everything became very dark. 
Panic erupted. There were reindeer 
noises and Santa noises and people-
in-the house-waking-up-suddenly 
noises and battered just-crashed-
hard sleigh noises.

Santa calmed himself down, and 
gently hitched up the reindeer to 
the sleigh, feeling his way in the 
dark.

But reassuring and checking more 
than twenty reindeer in pitch black 
is not very easy, so Santa made a 
VERY bad mistake.

It was quite by coincidence that another, non magical 
reindeer was living in the garden that Santa had crashed into. 
This non magical reindeer was called Olph, and he banged 
his nose on the rock when a reindeer from Santa’s sleigh had 
bumped him. It was the same rock that Rudolph had crashed 
his nose into.

This made Olph’s nose turn bright red. Santa immediately put 
Olph at the head of the sleigh. With a creaking, all the other 
reindeer pulled the non-magical Olph, and the sleigh, into 
the sky. Rudolph was left behind in the garden. Santa did not 
notice, and moved the sleigh to a few country towns. While 
flying over Alice Springs, Olph farted. His fart was so strong 
and smelly that a large number of presents were blown off 
the sleigh. All of the other reindeer said, “Ew! Gross! You’re 
so rude!”. So Olph became Rude-Olph. Insulted by the other 
reindeer, Rude-Olph stuck to his name. Santa pulled the 
sleigh over a roof of a house in Perth, and dropped a few 
presents in. He bent down with his behind in the air, about 
to jump down the chimney, when Rude-Olph bit Santa’s 
bottom. A part of Santa’s trousers came off, showing his 
bright green underwear.

Santa went down the chimney, then came up after a while. He 
looked very angry. His face was as red as his suit. Rude-Olph 
laughed at Santa. Santa took a deep breath, then climbed 
into the sleigh and flew it towards Brisbane.

Since Santa was grumpy, he accidentally turned the sleigh too 
hard, forcing the reindeer to go very fast. Many 

boxes and toys fell off and were lost. Santa 
said some very naughty words, 

and whipped Rude-Olph.

Rude-Olph said some 
e v e n  n a u g h t i e r 

words. All of the 
o t h e r  r e i n d e e r 

politely blocked their 
ears.  Santa finished 

del iver ing al l  of  the 
presents to Brisbane, and 

flew over Darwin. Rude-Olph 
went to the toilet while flying and 

his poo fell on top of someone’s head. The 
victim looked up, and said some very angry and 

bad English-human words. Rude-Olph half ignored 
him (he said some more bad North Polian-reindeer 

words), and kept on flying.

Santa and the reindeer headed in the direction 
of Tasmania. Rude-Olph decided to play a game, 
because he was so bored. He closed his eyes and flew 
in a random direction. Instead of flying to Hobart, he 
accidentally made haste for New Zealand.

Santa realised that they were not going on the right 
track, and had missed a couple of cities in Australia. 

Rude-olph
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He looked at Rude-Olph, and realised, finally, that he was 
not Rudolph. “Hey, where’s my real Rudolph?” Santa yelled. 
Rude-Olph opened his eyes and stuck out his tongue at Santa. 
“Back in Sydney”, he answered. Santa said even more naughty 
words, realising that he could not turn back to Sydney as they 
were too far away. It would waste too much time.

Scowling, Santa directed Rude-Olph to Hobart. Rude-Olph 
closed his eyes again. Santa didn’t realise, as he was too busy 
dropping presents down into chimneys, that Rude-Olph was 
heading straight towards a large clock tower. This clock tower 
was a village monument. It was very tall, made of delicate 
glass, was one hundred and ninety four years old, and Rude-
Olph was going so fast that he crashed head first into it.

There was a loud smashing sound, and Rude-Olph and the 
sleigh emerged, covered in bits of glass. Fortunately no one 
was hurt, but every reindeer (except Rude-Olph, of course) 
was very cranky. Santa wasn’t cranky. He was FURIOUS. 
He yanked the reins and determinedly headed back to 
Sydney.

Rude-Olph tried to delay the sleigh as much as possible, 
but the reindeer and Santa made it to Sydney, and landed 
in the garden that they had crashed into earlier in the night. 
Rudolph was there, and he gave a whoop of joy seeing Santa 
and his reindeer friends.

Santa eagerly unhitched Rude-Olph, and replaced him with 
Rudolph. The lead reindeer’s nose was back to normal, and 
Rude-Olph was left in the garden. All of Santa’s reindeer were 
so happy, now that an extremely annoying reindeer was 
gone, that they flew speedily and not only finished Australia, 
but all the other countries in the world.

It was near dawn, and twenty proud, tired, overdecorated 
reindeer and an almost content Santa left the British Isles, 
flew to the North Pole, and crash landed on Mrs Claus’ flower 
garden.

Mrs Claus hurried out, and brought all the reindeer inside, 
fetched Santa Claus a burning cup of hot chocolate that 
almost set his beard alight, and called in the elves who were 
hanging out at the local pub.

It was a somewhat crowded house in Toyland, with a large 
number of hungry reindeer, hundreds of drunken elves 
yelling loudly, a demanding Santa wanting his teddy bear 
and pyjamas, and a bustling Mrs Claus seeing to everyone’s 
needs, but overall, it was chaotic yet cheerful place.

However, far away in Sydney, a similar yet different type of 
celebration was taking place. Rude-Olph, now an ordinary 
reindeer, was sitting inside a wild house. There was a fat dad 
demanding his undies be washed, hundreds of cats, who had 
drunk too much milk, (they were part of a breeding program 
that got too enthusiastic), twenty human guests, trying to talk 
over one another, a stressed but happy mother, tending to 

everyone in the house, and finally, Rude-Olph. He was going 
to do what he always did every Christmas – pull his family 
around the streets.

He was harnessed to a large cart, and all the family and guests 
and cats climbed in, and Rude-Olph carried them proudly 
down the street, trying not to trip over.

Meanwhile, Rudolph was having a celebratory fly. He was 
harnessed to a sleigh with a couple of reindeer behind him, 
and Santa and Mrs Claus and the elves and all the other 
reindeer crowded into the sleigh. Rudolph smugly flew them 
through the night sky, trying not to fall down.

Rudolph flew around the world, but when he flew over 
Sydney, he thought he saw Rude-Olph below him, pulling his 
cart, happily, cheerfully, showing no signs of rudeness.

Rude-Olph pulled the cart around the streets of his suburb, 
but when he stood in the open centre town square, looking 
up at the bright stars, he thought he saw Rudolph above him, 
carrying the sleigh, joyfully, Christmassy.

By Rosemary Dale
Year 8, Age 14

Caringbah High School
CARINGBAH – NSW

Teacher: Mrs McTeare

Rude-olph (Cont’d)

Deforestation has finally come
As the trees crack, crunch and smash

The green snake slithers like a vine that moves
Then falls with the branch with a mighty crash

The birds in the trees whistle with fear
And the canopy is gaining more light

Now 80%, world beauty gone
To make it better we have to fight.

By Freya Crocker, Year 5
Lauderdale Primary School

LAUDERDALE – TAS.
Teacher: Mr Doug Millar
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IT WAS Thursday evening and I’d nearly completed my 
English assignment. I wanted to put together the finishing 

touches for my assignment and later listen to music on the 
computer. So, I switched the computer on 
and waited for it to load.

While I was typing furiously on the 
keyboard, a loud, angry voice shouted, 
“Stop it! It hurts!” I was petrified and I 
nearly fell out of my chair. I then pulled 
myself together. I began typing again. 
“Stop hitting the keys so hard! How many 
times do I have to tell you that? It hurts 
and you aren’t listening to me”, barked 
the voice.

It then struck me that it was the computer 
who was speaking to me. Immediately, I 
started to press the keys gently, making 
sure the computer wouldn’t endure 
any pain.

I finished my work within no time and went onto the 
internet. It took some time for the web page to appear. Out 
of impatience I mumbled to myself, “Oh! This computer is 
unbelievably slow”. Straight away after I’d mumbled this, I 
heard a deafening roar.

“Show some patience will you? It takes time to close one 
program and open another. Anyway, it affects my speed and 
efficiency if you overwhelm me with data.”

Out of arrogance I answered back. “Well that’s what you’re 
for. I can always replace you with a new computer.”

“Indeed you can. However, that would be disrespecting me. 
Who for all these years have I served? You, ah! Who has saved 
all your data and has worked continuously without any break? 
Yeh, think about that”, thundered the computer.

I quietly visited one of the websites wanting to listen to my 
favourite music. I switched the speakers on to maximum 
volume and started listening to the music.

“Stop straining my vocal cords, OK”, 
yelled the computer.

“Oh, God! Can’t you just give me a 
break? Can’t you let me socialise with 
other computers? Can’t you give me 
the freedom to do whatever I wish? I’m 
sick and tired of following commands 
day in and day out. Can’t you ever listen 
to me when I know some data that 
you want to download is dangerous? 
And can’t you protect me from deadly 
viruses? See how often I get sick…” 
screamed the exasperated computer.

I realised that I hadn’t been very kind 
to the computer. I promised to be 
kind and gentle to the computer 

and always protect it. The computer was then very happy.

“So it’s a deal”, it sang.

“Yes, it is”, I replied.

I gazed at the clock. It was 10.�0 p.m. which was well past my 
bed time. I switched off the computer and leapt into bed.

“Yes, indeed computers have the right to liberty, equality and 
freedom”, I thought to myself smiling.

By Sandeep Kulkarni,
Age 12
BULLCREEK – WA

Life is just a journey
Filled with challenges and tests

Then you slip through nothingness
And reach eternal rest

You float along the stairway from life
As you climb to the heavens above
And fly through the pearly arches
To reach your happiness and love

But as you float into the lands beyond
You remember it’s not the end

You will always be the person I know
That is my very best friend

By Amber Flick
Age 13

BOAMBEE EAST – NSW

Computer Complaints

Life
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“The Questions That Come”
(Scene at a police station after a riot)

They burst inside,
With a colourless, dead feeling; Style of walk,

Covered in inescapable moisture, From the blood and the rain.
Grunting like life was worthless and sad.

Their numbers had sunk,
Much grief was at hand.

As they placed their damaged gear away
They each held looks of dismay.

They thought to themselves,
Why people were so cruel.

Temporarily hating civilisation,
When that was where they belonged.

Asking themselves,
Why violence was always people’s instincts,
When it never soaks up that hungry thirst.

A negative sensation came to them all,
Drifting with a dark foul smell.

It bounced around the station’s walls,
Seeming to last for eternity.

They had all killed in great numbers through self defence,
But they didn’t forget that being there and attempting peace was attack.

The commander himself was unsure of what good they had done
Except their duty, whatever that meant?

By Lachlan Walden
Year 12

Koonung Secondary College
MONT ALBERT NORTH – VIC.

Teacher: Anne Abbott

MY POP

By Alexandra Glennan, Grade 5, Age 11
St. Lawrence Catholic School,

FORBES – NSW
Teacher: Mrs Turner

Loving
Excellent
Special
Lovely

I really loved him
Energetic

To my heart
How nice he was

Open minded
My Pop

An angel
Soft touch

Really caring
Useful for making things

Great person
Exiting

I loved him then and I love him now!
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You may be brown, I may be white,
What’s the difference?
Everyone’s beautiful.

You may be rich, I may be poor,
What’s the difference?

If we’re pure of heart and mind.
You may live in a shelter, I may live in a house,

What’s the difference?
We’re still tucked away from the wind.

You may live far across the sea,
I may live in the heart of the city.
But really, there’s no difference!
Strong-willed and running free,

Living, loving, you and me
So far apart in our home lands,
But somehow, together as one,

Friends forever.
You and me. By Sara Yarwood

Year 5, Corowa South Public School
COROWA SOUTH – NSW
Teacher: Mrs Lorna Read

W
hat’s the Dif erence?

Broken
My spirit shattered, 
A broken soul. 
Feeling nothing, 
Like a broken doll. 
Parents gone, 
Now left alone, 
Wishing for death to come. 
Wandering the streets of the city, 
Voices all around, 
Now not even a whisper, 
Now not a sound.
Barefoot and filthy, 
Cast aside. 
Dragging a broken leg, 
Collapsing on the ground. 
Feeling peace sweep over me, 
The final feeling of death. 
Smiling for the last time, 
My broken soul, 
Repaired in heaven.

By Cassie O’Keefe
Year 5
Lauderdale Primary School
LAUDERDALE – TAS.
Teacher: Doug Miller

That Special Someone
He goes whack with smackos.

Chews on my socks.
He bites Salem’s tail.

Every thing he sees, he chews...
And bites –

Including me!
He’s smart,

Scares off the neighbours, and
chases his own tail, and...

chews the life out of my shirt!
But...

He likes to play with his older brother,
and tries to get the ball out of my hand,

when I’m going to throw it.
And...

He tries to fly up the tree, and...
sometimes hurts me!

My special dog, Lionald.

By Thomas Adams
Year 4, Corowa South Public School

COROWA SOUTH – NSW
Teacher: Mrs Lorna Read
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1. The dreams

“From my home in Unicorn town, I, Goldie will track down 
the first unicorn and catch it and be famous.”

“Goldie!” a stern voice said. “Are you ready for school yet?” 
“Sorry mum!” yelled Goldie.

“Why have I been dreaming about unicorns lately?” thought 
Goldie.

Once at school, Goldie’s friends Poesy and Molly were there 
too.

“Hi Goldie!” said Molly, “Ready for school?”

“Sure am!” answered Goldie. “I had another unicorn dream. 
Weird isn’t it?”

“It sure is”, answered Poesy. “Wonder why.”

When Goldie was eating her lunch, she started to 
daydream.

“Unicorns are strong, brave and great. Just think about if the 
first unicorn appeared in this world.” Bring!

“What happened?” asked Molly.

“Why didn’t you play with us?”

“Oh, sorry” answered Goldie. “It’s just the dreams I’ve been 
having. Do you think a unicorn’s been doing this?”

“Okay, well first of all, unicorns aren’t true”, answered Poesy.

“And secondly I think you’re just thinking about them”, added 
Molly. “Now let’s just go back to class.”

For the first time in her life, Goldie’s friends turned on her. 
After school, Goldie cried.

Then her friends came up to her.

“Don’t cry Goldie!” said Molly. “We’re really sorry for being 
mean.”

“That’s okay”, Goldie said, though she was still a little sad. It 
was good to have friends on her side again.

“How was your day, Goldie?” asked Mum.

“Good”, answered Goldie. “Do you believe in unicorns, Mum?” 
“No, but they’re pretty”, answered Mum.

Goldie really loved unicorns, but she wondered how to find 
the first one. What she didn’t know, a unicorn was in the forest, 
waiting to trust a human. How can I find a unicorn, thought 
Goldie. Where can I find one too? The next day Goldie saw 
something sparkle.

2. Magic

“What’s that sparkle in the forest I wonder?” Goldie asked 
herself. Molly and Poesy came to pick up Goldie.

“Have another dream last night?” asked Molly.

“No, but I saw something sparkle in the forest though”, 
answered Goldie. “Weird!” said Poesy. “Maybe it’s a unicorn 
signalling you.”

“Like the one I drew last night?” asked Goldie, pulling a peace 
of paper out of her school bag.

“See!” said Goldie holding it up for Molly and Poesy to see.

“Wow!” exclaimed Poesy. “You’re very good at drawing 
unicorns.”

“I know”, admitted Goldie. “The costume parade is in 
two weeks. We can use our ponies and dress them up as 
unicorns.’

After school, Goldie and her friends went to her house. 
They went up to the bedroom, looked out the window and 
saw something sparkle in the forest again, but this time 
brighter.

“I bet it does this every day”, said Poesy, looking at the 
forest.

Goldie shook her head. “If it was winter, it’d sparkle, but not 
in summer”, said Goldie. “Let’s explore it, okay?”

“All right!” shouted Molly and Poesy. The three girls went 
downstairs, then outside and headed towards the forest.

3. Strange creature

Something sounded like leaves crunching. “Wha-what’s that?” 
asked Poesy, fearfully. Before Molly and Goldie could answer, 
something stepped out of the bushes. Goldie took one step 
to look at it clearer. Then she noticed a horn sticking out of 
its head. “It’s a unicorn!” exclaimed Goldie. With the sound 
of Goldie’s voice, the unicorn took two steps forward and 
nudged her shoulder. Goldie looked at the unicorn’s face and 
said, “How did you know I had a chocolate in my pocket?”.

The unicorn snickered as if to say, “I smelt it; now please give 
me the chocolate”. The girls laughed. Goldie pulled some plain 
chocolate out of her pocket, unwrapped it and gave it to the 
unicorn. While the unicorn ate its treat, Goldie, Poesy and 
Molly unpacked their afternoon tea.

“That unicorn probably made the 
forest glitter”, said Molly.

Goldie looked at the unicorn. “You’re 
probably right”, said Goldie.

A f t e r  h a v i n g  t h e i r 
afternoon tea, Molly, 
Goldie  and Poesy 
p a c k e d  u p,  s a i d 
goodbye to the 
unicorn and back 
headed towards 
the house.

The Story about Unicorns
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The Story about Unicorns (Cont’d)
“Time for us to go home too”, said Poesy. “Bye!” said the three 
best friends. Goldie went to her bedroom and looked out the 
window. Again, she saw the glitter in the forest.

Every day that week, when Goldie went home, she’d pack 
some afternoon tea, walk down towards the forest (where the 
unicorn will be waiting) and give some food to the unicorn. 
Soon the unicorn started to trust her.

On Saturday morning, Goldie looked out of her window and 
saw no glitter. Now Goldie was really worried.

Her friends were coming to see her.

4. Help!

Goldie rushed through breakfast, went outside and waited 
anxiously for her friends. When they arrived, they said hello. 
They also wanted to see the unicorn. “But there’s no glitter 
in the forest any more”, said Goldie.

“Oh, no!” exclaimed Poesy and Molly. They ran through the 
house, out to the back yard and out to the forest.

When the girls got there they heard a frightened neigh. “The 
unicorn could be in trouble”, said Poesy.

Poesy, Goldie and Molly walked into the forest and heard a 
loud frightened whine. The girls ran towards it and found the 
unicorn, lying in the bushes. It seemed to be struggling.

“It’s okay”, said Goldie. With the sound of Goldie’s voice, the 
unicorn calmed down.

Suddenly, there was a gun shot.

Boom! When it startled the unicorn, it snorted. Poesy, Molly 
and Goldie wanted to make a run for it, but they knew they 
had to save the unicorn. Before they could help the unicorn, 
some horsemen rode up and said, “Excuse me, ma’am, you 
better move away from that unicorn. Now!”

Then Goldie stepped up and said, “Why should we?”

“Yea!” shouted Molly and Poesy.

Then one of the horsemen pulled out a gun.

“You’re not going to shoot the unicorn 
are you?” asked Goldie, frightfully. 
The men nodded.

“No!” shouted Molly, “Don’t 
hurt it. Please don’t!”

The horse men looked at 
each other, then at the 
unicorn and back to the 
girls.

The one with the gun put it 
away and said, “We see now 
that the unicorn likes you. But 
she needs some rest, food and 
water”.

Poesy, Molly and Goldie looked 
at each other and said, “It’s a 
mare? We thought she was 
a stallion”.

“Oh, no”, said the 
leader. “It’s a female 
and is looking for a 
good home too.” 
G o l d i e ’s  h e a r t 
skipped a beat.

The unicorn already picked me, thought Goldie.

When Poesy, Molly and Goldie bought the unicorn into the 
paddock, she nicked to Poesy’s pony, Paradise.

Paradise looked up, even her foals. Paradise and the two fillies 
whined a hello to her. When the unicorn was free from the 
lead, she raced across the paddock to the pony and foals. They 
played with each other, gazed together and slept together 
for the rest of the last weeks.

When Goldie’s mother saw the unicorn, she believed in 
unicorns now.

“I’m proud of you for saving the unicorn”, said Mum. “Have 
you thought of a name yet?”

5. Glitter

When Goldie named the unicorn, she named her Glitter. 
When Poesy and Molly came over on Friday afternoon, they 
asked Goldie what the unicorn’s name was, Goldie answered, 
“Glitter”. Poesy and Molly said it’s a good name and she 
could be in the costume parade. “You don’t have to dress up 
Glitter”, said Poesy. “But you can be dressed up as a princess.” 
Goldie said that she already had that idea and the costume 
was ready for tomorrow. The three friends were happy all 
day long. When Goldie put on her outfit, her friends said it 
was perfect.

Cont’d...
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6. The costume parade

On Saturday, Goldie the princess, Poesy the fireman and Molly 
the cowgirl sat in their saddles proud. Goldie and Glitter were 
to lead the parade.

Glitter whinnied as if to say, “I love being in the parade”.

Suddenly, the band struck and the parade began to march. 
Behind Goldie were her friends. All around them were food 
stalls, rides, game stalls and shop stalls. Goldie could smell 
the cotton candy, the chips, the chicken and the desserts.

After the parade, Goldie, Poesy and Molly went to the horse 
riding ring. There was a line up of children already. The first 
one was a blonde haired girl and she wanted to ride Glitter.

“What’s your name?” asked Goldie. “Ribbon”, answered the 
girl.

At the end of the day, the three friends went home, unsaddled 
their tired ponies and unicorn.

“What a great day”, said Poesy.

“It sure was”, said Molly.

“We’ll see you tomorrow, hey.”

“Yep”, said Goldie.

After Goldie’s friends left, she ran 
out to Glitter and Paradise. “I hope 
we’ll stay together forever”, said 
Goldie.

Glitter snickered as if to say, “I hope 
so too”.

By Taleah Follent
Year 6

Dalby Christian School
DALBY – QLD.

Teacher: Tanya Brookes

The Story about Unicorns (Cont’d)

IN MY class there is a girl called Jessica. She forces me to do 
something when I don’t want to. She tells me that I have 

to do an ‘icy pole’ dance which is quite boring and the steps 
are hard. In our canteen they sell icy poles. To do the dance 
you hold the icy pole in one hand and sway our arms up in 
the air. Then we have to lick and then hold the icy pole out 
straight in front and do thumbs up!

Once when I worked with her in an activity she didn’t ask 
me any ideas when I had lots of them and she keeps talking 
to me when I am trying to concentrate on my work. Most of 
the time she talks in class. Our teacher Miss Ninny gives her 
four warnings and then she gets a ‘behaviour sheet’. Jessica 
Tangy has the record for grade three. She had eight behaviour 
sheets this year already and its not even Easter holidays.

But she is pretty with turquoise eyes, red cheeks and brown 
hair. Her mummy is called up to the school all the time. She 
has two earrings in each ear, making it four earrings. And she 
has long frizzy hair. Her skirts are a swirl of bright colour and 
she smells of Jasmine flowers. Jessica’s mother wears high 
heel sandals with two thin straps that hold a big stone, like a 
pretend diamond. But she is mean. Most of the time she just 
drops her daughter off and doesn’t even come in.

Once Jessica did something wrong. We all painted a picture 
which had to have a black background because it was a 
picture of space and we had to. In the art room when 
it was Jessica’s turn, she took purple dye from a 
cupboard and painted the background purple, 
instead of black. She hadn’t been listening to the teacher 
and followed her instructions.

The teacher was shocked and Jessica had detention for two 
days. Everyone was laughing and teasing Jessica and she had 
to sit in the naughty corner plus she had to start her picture 
again when everyone else was doing fun stuff like colouring 
and drawing on the white board.

At the end of term Jessica and her identical twin sister Casey 
were new and they looked so like each other that they looked 
the same, except that Jessica had a fringe and Casey was two 
minutes older. There are another set of twins in our school 
named Samantha and Beth. They were identical too. Sam 
had long bright yellow hair with brown eyes and Beth had 
long brown hair and light brown eyes. I would play in the 
playground with them. But Jessica wouldn’t let us have a turn 
on the monkey bars and she would always push someone 
off and make them cry.

Casey came from the classroom and 
she saw me on the ground crying so 

she lifted me up and told the duty 
teacher. Jessica got ANOTHER 
behaviour sheet. Casey is my best 
friend and her sister is the meanest 
girl in the whole school.

By Reneta Reji
Grade 3, Age 8

Oberthur Primary School
BULL CREEK – WA

The Meanest Girl in the School
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WILSON Bluck stepped out of the school grounds 
lugging his heavy backpack. He checked his uniform, 

immaculate as usual. He pushed his large round glasses up 
the freckly bridge of his nose. Wilson had jet black hair always 
parted in a perfect comb over, his skin was white and pasty 
looking. The sunlight reflected in a tiny speck of white in his 
dark brown eyes. His shirt was buttoned up all the way to the 
top, his pants were pulled up past his belly button. Other kids 
called him a ‘nerd’. He knew they did. The other kids never let 
him forget that either.

Wilson checked his watch. He calculated he had precisely 
four minutes and twenty-three seconds to catch the four 
o’clock train. Despite the heat of the afternoon sun, he set off 
at a fast pace. At the station he started to descend down the 
steep stairs, when he was hit by a powerful stench. It smelt of 
stagnant water and sewage. As he ran through the gloomy 
tunnel he held his breath. When Wilson arrived at the other 
end he sucked in the air gratefully. The train rumbled all along 
the rusty steel tracks to a halt. Wilson fought through the thick 
crowds of school children to the front of the line. It was a new 
train and the air-conditioning was refreshing, every now and 
then there was graffiti scribbled on the wall.

Wilson had just bought a copy of “Artemis Fowl”, so he dug 
into his bag and pulled it out. The noise on the train was 
intense. You had to struggle to the person beside you. When 
Wilson read he went into a trance, he could read through 
anything. By the time he lifted his head, most of the kids 
had got off. A few bored ones played scissors, paper, rock in 
the corner. Wilson had missed his stop. Trying not to panic, 
he crammed his new book into his bag and got off at the 
next stop. Wilson had been to this station once on a school 
excursion, he knew the way home but it was a long way.

The man handed Wilson a package roughly wrapped in 
brown paper and masking tape.

“No thank you”, stuttered Wilson unsure of what to say.

As he walked along the warm bitumen platform, he noticed 

something. A little old man was slouching on an old, graffiti 
covered, wooden bench. The man was wearing a dirty 
multicoloured rain jacket, he wore a crumpled and stained 
cap that shrouded his face in shadow. He was unshaven and 
had cat-like whiskers sprouting out of his pock-marked face. 
The only hair left on his head was a grey bristly strip that ran 
around the side. Sitting obediently next to him was a mangy 
black and white dog. It looked as though it had been dragged 
in out of a storm. The man was holding a charity tin. He was 
rattling up and down, the few coins clinked inside it noisily. 
Some people on the platform looked at him with disgust, 
others with pity in their eyes. Wilson searched through his 
pockets and plonked a few coins into the tin. Wilson saw 
the old man’s tired eyes light up, and he rasped a thank you. 
As Wilson went to walk away a rough, cold hand gripped 
his arm. He froze with fear. The man coughed, and then 
mumbled, “Thank you for your generosity, take this gift as 
your reward”.

“Ohhh, but you must”, insisted the man. Without waiting for 
a reply he continued. “It holds great power. Use it wisely or 
great consequences will occur. It will grant you three wishes, 
but be sure you want what you wish for. All you have to say 
is ‘if only’.”

“It has a mind of its own.”

“What do you mean?” asked Wilson.

“When the time comes you will find out.”

“Open the parcel alone, let no one else know of it. Go now.”

Wilson raced home without looking back.

Wilson’s parents weren’t getting home from work till late, so 
he had plenty of time. He ran upstairs and locked the door 
to his room. He ripped the paper off like an animal. The 
object was a shiny silver ball with the words ‘change master’ 
embossed into it. He put in his pocket and went downstairs to 
the cupboard. There were only a few packets of rice crackers 
and an orange left.

“Great, nothing to eat”, he said. Then he remembered the 
silver ball. He then said “If only we were rich”. The little 
ball started glowing, and then suddenly in a blinding 
flash everything changed.

Wilson was in the average house then suddenly he 
was standing in front of a mansion. Lush green lawns 
and beautiful gardens surrounded the huge house. 
A fountain spurted water into a pool in the entrance. 
Amazing cars graced the driveway – MGs, Bentleys, a 
Rolls Royce, and a few BMWs. Wilson stood there in 
awe for a few seconds, still not believing what he was 
seeing. Eventually he shakily walked up the gravel 

If Only
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driveway. As he approached the front door, a butler opened 
it and said in a posh accent, “Good day, Master Wilson”. Wilson 
then, not knowing where he was going, said “I’m hot and tired 
from a hard day at school, would you mind accompanying 
me to my room?”.

“Not a problem master, I will arrange something right away”, 
answered the butler. Out of nowhere servants appeared and 
started fussing over him. One of the women then said to him 
“Which room would you like to go to today?”. Wilson was 
caught off guard and stuttered “I have more than one room?”. 
Realising what he just said, he corrected himself. “Ah... Um... 
The closest one thanks.”

He opened the door to his room. Inside there was a king sized 
bed, spa, right in front of a cinema screen and at the end of 
the room was a mini-bar full of soft drinks. During the next 
week Wilson spent time on the go-cart track, athletics field, 
in the five swimming pools, the spas, a tennis court and the 
electronics room with all the latest consoles, including ones 
that hadn’t been released to the public like the X-Box 720, 
and Playstation 5. That was only half the estate. He was the 
most popular kid in school. There was one problem, even 
though he had all this cool stuff he never saw his parents. 
This mattered to Wilson a lot. He was used to seeing them 
every day and spending lots of time with them. Recently he 
had been looked after constantly by a nanny. That’s if she 
could find him in all the rooms. He had only seen his parents 
twice in the past week. Even then it was only a “hello” and 
“goodbye”. Wilson then said to himself “If only they had time 
for me and still loved me”. In the same flash of intense light 
as in the previous week, he was gone.

Wilson opened his eyes, he was in a caravan park. His skin 
was dirty, his hair was oily and his clothes were tattered and 
stained ‘hand-me-downs’. Rain dripped off and through the 

If Only (Cont’d)

I shall make you a beautiful rainbow,
With a wonderful array of colours.

Blue, pink, yellow and red,
All to fill your rainbow.

it can’t be bought with money,
It can’t be wrapped in paper.

It can’t be tied in a lavender ribbon,
It can only be bought with the heart.

By Grace Deighton
Year 6

Sacre Coeur
GLEN IRIS – VIC.
Teacher: Margaret 

Howse

RAINBOW 
GIFT

holes of the annexe and splashed into the mud. He stood 
under the only part not leaking. The annexe was attached 
to the lowest grade caravan you could buy. It was rusty, 
old, had flat tyres and didn’t even sit straight. Some of the 
weeds around the base grew into it. The rain was coming 
down heavily. The torn fly wire door creaked open slowly, 
Wilson stepped inside. The place was a mess. Clothes littered 
the floor, dirty dishes were piled up precariously, there was 
a lumpy mattress stuffed in the corner with a few scraggly 
blankets thrown on top. Worst of all, the smell of sour milk 
wafted up his nostrils making his eyes water and throat burn. 
While he was thinking he had nothing, his mum and dad 
walked in the door.

Wilson was sick of everything. He was tired, hungry and 
aching all over. When he first saw the mattress he thought it 
was his, but to his horror they all slept on it. His parents loved 
him now, they told him that every day. They had spent more 
time together than ever before. The poor living conditions 
didn’t make it all worth while. He hadn’t had a good meal 
since living in the mansion. He couldn’t take it any longer. “If 
only everything returned to normal.”

After the light subsided, Wilson saw everything had changed 
back to before he first used the power. Wilson reached 
towards his pocket dreading what he might find, but it 
wasn’t there. It had disappeared. He was relieved. Wilson 
never wanted to see that again. He had learnt his lesson to 
be happy with what he had. Wilson thought to himself, “If 
only I had thought about others, rather than just about me. 
If only I had not even used it to begin with”. “If only.”

By Ryan Gale
Year 8D, Koonung Secondary College

MONT ALBERT – VIC.
Teacher: A. Abbott
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AMELIA Francis Sheraton felt a mixture of happiness 
and fear flow through her as she drove along Downing 

Street for what she hoped was the last time. Amelia hated 
London, with its rich business folk always stopping for tea, 
giving her advice on the ‘keys to survival’ in the business 
world and boasting about the latest addition to their precious 
collections. Amelia’s heart was filled with pity and sorrow 
every time she saw the poor people from Krookenshire, a 
place that reminded Amelia of an old Victorian workhouse, 
begging on her doorstep, only to be dragged away by the 
household guards and cast back onto the street. In many 
ways Amelia longed to be like them, to have proper friends 
and a family that didn’t watch her every move to make sure 
she did justice to their public image.

Amelia often wondered if it was this that had motivated 
her to write the offensive scrawl on the wall of the public 
library. The offensive scrawl that gave the newspapers their 
latest headline, ‘Black sheep destroys father’. After enduring 
a huge lecture from her father, Amelia was loaded into a 
taxi, the type that common people used, and told never to 
return. Amelia’s father had no more time for the rebellious 
ways of his daughter. He was a busy man, along with his 
self-devoted job; he was also looking for the best deal on a 
shrunken human head from the jungles of South America. 
These heads were the latest fashion and a must have for any 
member of London’s high society.

A large jolt awoke Amelia from her pleasant dreams, 
reminding her of where she was and where she was headed. 
It was Amelia’s now realised hunger that alerted her to how 
long she had been away from London. After a long, disturbing 
flight through turbulent winds, Amelia had landed in Manaus, 
a small city in Brazil. It was here that she had been greeted 
by her cheery American guide, and embarked on the long 
journey to the far outskirts of Santarem, where she was to 

meet her new guardian, Abbey Gaelic. Santarem was situated 
on the edge of the Amazon River and the road leading to it 
was steep and rugged.

After hours of driving Amelia caught sight of her future home. 
It was propped up on a muddy slope by thick bamboo poles 
and the walls of the structure were made from large, dry 
slabs of mud.

Amelia awoke in the pitch black of night to find a pair of 
inquisitive eyes glaring at her. Without thinking, Amelia let 
out a piercing scream that seemed to shake the entire house. 
With a flicker of lights the eyes disappeared to be replaced 
with the head of a muscular jaguar.

Abbey entered the room chuckling, “Well it seems you’ve 
met Tigera”.

The following morning Abbey filled Amelia in on the life 
story of Tigera. From what she was told, Amelia gathered that 
Abbey had found Tigera as a young cub alone in the jungle 
and close to death. She had taken Tigera into her home and 
nursed him back to health. Tigera had never adapted back 
to the wild so Abbey had continued to take care of him, like 
a common household pet.

After a quick breakfast of fresh fruit and coffee, Abbey took 
Amelia down to a small tributary of the Amazon River to 
teach her the precious art of fishing. Abbey was fantastic at 
fishing but even she had to admit that Tigera was the ultimate 
master. Using his sharp teeth and his even sharper claws, 
Tigera seemed to be able to catch any fish that took his fancy. 
Amelia grew to love spending time in Abbey’s small dinghy 
and fishing soon became her passion in life. It was this great 
love of fishing that led to Amelia’s disastrous fate.

Amelia stared at the great body of water in front of her. She 
and Tigera had been fishing for hours and not one of them 
had managed to catch anything. Further out in the river, 
Amelia could see hundreds of large fish diving in and out 
of the water. Abbey had often warned Amelia not to go any 
further than the thick vine that extended over the entire 
width of the tributary, telling her that the current beyond 
was strong and deadly. Despite this, Amelia picked up her 
oars and paddled upstream towards the small village of 
Rulondaka.

The small village of Rulondaka was a village of many unique 
customs and traditions. Worshipping Gods long forgotten by 
the modern world, the village often gave sacrifices of human 
blood, monkey brains and finely decorated spear heads.

The thing that set the village of Rulondaka apart from all 
the other villages occupying the Amazon Basin, was the 
continued practice of Head Hunting. As far back as the 
village’s oldest and wisest women could remember, the 
citizens of Rulondaka had practised the art of Head Hunting. 

The Circle of Life
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The Sea

It was a long delicate process that involved removing the 
skull of a human head and shrinking the remains to form a 
life-like replica of the once healthy head.

These heads were now considered valuable items in the 
western world. People from all over the world were trading 
drugs and large amounts of money in exchange for these 
shrunken heads.

It had been weeks since Amelia Sheraton had ventured 
into the dangerous waters Abbey had warned her never to 
enter.

The chief of Rulondaka village, Rulocondamo, gazed at the 
delicate dry head in his hands. It was the head of a white girl 
who had drowned when carried down the Amazon River by 
strong currents. The sounds of a loud engine awoke Chief 
Rulocondamo from his daydream. A large fair-haired English 
man, who soon introduced himself as Walter Sheraton, took 

out a suitcase filled with U.S. dollars from the boot of his 
Range Rover and handed it to the village chief. This was the 
usual procedure. White man give money, native hand over 
head, white man leave.

After showing his highly prized head to his fellow businessmen 
at the Gentlemen’s Club in Kensington, London, Walter 
carefully placed the head on the top shelf of a large Victorian 
cabinet containing all his precious artifacts.

For the first time in many months, the Sheraton family was 
reunited. 

By Tristian Delroy
St. Paul’s Lutheran Primary School

CABOOLTURE – QLD.
Teacher: Mr. John Smith

The Circle of Life (Cont’d)

The Queen sat in shock as the news stunned the world,
It was over, all over, for the world’s most famous girl.

The Earth sank in mourning as the sun arose,
It was splashed across the media,

and the TV breakfast shows.
Phones were ringing as there drew a crowd,

She was gone, yet she had done her country so proud.

Flowers flooded every royal residence,
They showed up all minutes by the thousands.

Her Majesty had to act fast, but she let it be,
They just wanted to know she cared you see.

The people grew more angry, day by day,
Until Wednesday, she had made her say.

She delivered a spectacular speech,
But when the funeral came, she was outreached.

It was Earl Spencer, who had made the eulogy of the year,
The statement he made was, oh, so sincere.

But we have all moved on since then,
There will never be another you, ever again.

By Reannen Fiscalini
Year 8

Clonard College
GEELONG WEST – VIC.

The sea so beautiful so pretty so wet.
And that is where a shark and a seahorse met.

One day they saw a bubble.
That definitely meant trouble.

“It’s either you or me,
We’ll just have to wait and see.”

Said the seahorse sadly.
Then the shark said something madly.

Then a jellyfish came along.
With tentacles so long.

Then they heard a scream.
That must mean ice-cream!

The jellyfish went away.
Just for a little play.

The seahorse went away.
For a year and a day.

And came back with a wedding ring.
The shark said, “bling bling”.

So that’s the end of the poem.
Of the shark and the seahorse who met.

And practically got wet.

By Nicola Messer
Grade 3, Age 9

Murchison Primary School
MURCHISON – VIC.
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THE room fell silent as Jordan Oragana climbed the three 
stairs leading to the small podium. She turned round and 

gazed out over the audience of unknown acquaintances and 
mere strangers. A single cough left the mouth of a small child 
before Jordan began.

“I took you for granted. 
Like thunder with lightning.

I kept wasting your time. 
Yet you never complained.

You kept looking to me. 
For what I don’t know. 
But I pushed you away. 

As far as you’d go.

Your goals and ambitions. 
Will no longer be reached. 

Your hopes and energy. 
Shall no longer be preached.

Your photos may last for life. 
But what do they mean? 

When the life that they hold. 
Can no longer be seen.

Your days are now nothing. 
The burden all mine. 

So that the path you’d lay. 
Was stripped out of time.

Like lightning in a storm. 
You were a free spirit. 

Like thunder in this mess. 
You never came first.

Like the rain pelting down.
And the wind blowing round. 

The darkness crept over.
Yet you will forever be my rock”.

The child-like adult, standing alone on the stage, looked to 
the audience. She needed a response. A smile, a tear. She 
needed something to tell her she wasn’t alone. Eventually 
she lowered her head and walked back to her seat.

As the sermon continued, no-one noticed the girl sitting 
alone in the front row. No-one noticed the tears running 
down her once happy cheeks. No-one noticed, because 
no-one knew.

The procession walked out of the tiny chapel. Three men 
carried the miniature coffin to the hearse. Behind the 
strangers trudged along. No-one led them as the girl stayed 
alone in the chapel.

As the day wore on the strangers went home and the cleaners 
moved in, but the girl didn’t move. By five thirty that afternoon 

the sun was beginning to set on that cold September day. 
Jordan picked up her things and left the chapel.

As she stepped through the freshly painted doors she 
realised she had nowhere to go. So she walked, not home, 
it wouldn’t be right. Not to the bridge, river, or any regular 
place. Instead she walked all the way out to the small reserve 
near the dam, where her brother’s ashes would be scattered 
in the morning.

This was the place that symbolised their old life. Their happy 
life. The life they knew before things went wrong. As little kids 
the Oraganas would spend most weekends out there. They 
camped, fished, explored or did just about anything, just for 
the sake of it. It was their second home.

That all changed five years ago when Jordan was twelve. She 
and Eben had waved their parents goodbye as they set out 
for a weekend away. The pair never saw their children again 
as a B-double ran over the small sedan, instantly killing its 
inhabitants.

Eben and Jordan lived with their grandparents for four 
years. Things took another change for the worse when their 
grandfather died last year. Their broken-hearted grandmother 
couldn’t cope, sold up and moved into a home.

Jordan was then left to provide Eben with both a home and 
a family. They moved into a caravan on their uncle’s property, 
but life was never easy from then on.

H  H  H

The reserve seemed empty. Jordan walked towards the dam’s 
edge and grabbed a handful of stones. She pelted them out 
across the dam with all her strength.

Blop, blop, blop.

You wouldn’t know they were floating towards the bottom 
if you couldn’t see the circling ripples, expanding towards 
the edge. That’s how Jordan felt. If it weren’t for the visual 
effects appearing within the community, no-one would 
realise Eben was gone.

People only came to his funeral to be seen caring. They 
wouldn’t talk to Jordan in case it showed forgiveness.

“Jordan, what are you doing out here”, a strange voice said. 
“What, who’s there?” Jordan asked.

Dan Knox stepped towards the water’s rippling edge.

“Dan, what are you doing here?”, asked Jordan.

“I was about to ask you the same thing. I was on my way 
back to town and thought I’d stop, something told me to”, 
Dan replied.

Unknown Rock
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“Oh, don’t take it personally Dan, but I need to be by myself 
now”, Jordan answered.

Dan stood there, shocked. Jordan was seventeen, only three 
years younger than him. But she always stayed so calm, 
collected and emotionally whole.

“I’m sorry your uncle 
and I couldn’t make 
it to the funeral. We 
wanted to come but 
you know how the 
farm is. I was going 
to tell him to forget it 
but he’s the boss and 
I need to keep the job. 
You know your uncle”, 
Dan said.

“Dan I’m serious, I 
need to be alone right 
now”, Jordan said in a 
frustrated tone.

“Well sorry, I just don’t 
think you should be by 
yourself any more. When did you last talk with someone?” 
Dan asked.

“None of your business, now leave”. Jordan was angry.

Dan had been there as Jordan had grown up. He had always 
been one step ahead of her, until recently. Jordan had 
outgrown the minds of most of the people she knew, and 
Dan knew there’d be no reasoning with her, so he walked 
back to his ute. She’d walk home. The farm was only a couple 
of kilometres away and the moon was out. He slowly turned 
the key and as the motor roared he released the handbrake 
and drove towards the road.

Jordan sat alone on a rock. It was her fault Eben died. She 
kept repeating this over and over again in her head, then 
out loud.

“I have no place. I don’t belong. Eben should be here, not me”, 
she spoke, but no-one heard. She reached into her worn out 
backpack and pulled out a pad of paper and a pen. She sat 
there in the dark, writing. At first she didn’t know to who or 
what she’d say, but it slowly came.

The night wore on but still Jordan sat there amongst the river 
sand by the dam. She eventually folded her letter and sat it on 
the ground. Not knowing if it would ever reach its address.

She slowly undid her shoes and took off her jumper and jeans. 
The wind was icy as Jordan stood on the gravel, bare legged 
with only a t-shirt for warmth, but she seemed unfazed.

One step, then another and another. She reached the shallows 
and the water burned her ankles, but she walked on.

Knee deep. Thigh, waist, and then navel deep. She couldn’t 
feel her legs when she pulled them out from beneath her 
to swim. The water hit her chest like a fast slap. The wind 

blew around her head, 
bobbing on the water. 
Then she was under.

Her brain ached and 
her eyes burned as 
she swam further and 
further away from the 
shore.

“I won’t come up, I 
can’t come up. Eben 
couldn’t, so why should 
I?” she spoke, expelling 
her remaining breath 
in a storm of bubbles.

Next minute her head 
broke the surface and 
she gasped as the cool 

wind entered her lungs. “What am I doing here. I should be 
below”, she frantically thought.

H  H  H

The engine purred and the speakers blasted, yet Dan didn’t 
feel right. As neighbours the lost inner children of the pair 
shared a bond. Stronger than friendship yet weaker than love. 
They always fought, but they never cried. Always teased but 
never hurt one another.

When Jordan was twelve and Dan fifteen, he’d been a 
shoulder, her only real friend. He was a big brother to both 
her and Eben when they’d needed one most. Now however, 
things had changed. Dan could still have helped Eben if he 
called for it, but Jordan had moved on. She set higher goals 
than all others, ditched her old personality and turned her 
back on those who cared. In doing so she chose the hard 
road. She couldn’t turn off it, even when she was about to 
crash and needed support more than anything.

Dan pulled off the road and sat, drumming his fingers on the 
steering wheel. Inside something was wrong. He couldn’t put 
his finger on it, but he knew Jordan shouldn’t be alone. 

H  H  H

Fifteen minutes later Jordan was still diving, then rising. 
Diving, and then rising. She wanted to go down, hit the 
bottom and not come back up, but she couldn’t. Instinctively 
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her mind kept telling her legs to kick upwards and her lungs 
to breathe. She was trying so hard to disobey instinct that she 
didn’t see or hear the silver ute pull into the empty bays.

On the shore Dan walked in large paces towards the rock 
where Jordan’s belongings lay. He stared down at the neatly 
piled jumper and pants next to her backpack and shoes. It 
only took a second, but Dan realised what she was doing.

He ran towards the edge, but just before he met the water, 
he stopped.

At least fifty metres out, near the middle of the dam was 
Jordan. She appeared to be swimming. Every thirty seconds 
or so she’d dive, then reappear. Had she gone mad? Dan 
couldn’t work it out. Above the water it was only ten degrees, 
below it must be freezing. Yet Jordan didn’t seem to notice.

Dan sat, and watched her. He wondered what was going 
through her mind. When his boss told him his nephew had 
drowned, it hit him like a bunch of fives. Jordan was much 
closer to him, he was her entire family, yet she hadn’t shown 
any feelings. No anger, hatred or pain.

Jordan didn’t notice Dan waving, she couldn’t control herself. 
She’d head towards the bottom, then in a matter of seconds, 
she’d hit the surface. Eventually her muscles began to ache as 
the cold water stole her body warmth. She lay on her back, 
floating on the cold bed of water. The sky seemed normal. The 
stars shown and the moon glowed. That was the last image 
Jordan saw. The moon beams, lighting the complex world 
below. She closed her eyes and turned off her mind.

The splashing had ceased and Dan began to worry. Had she 
given up, let her bottled emotions take over? Or had she 
merely taken a break? Either way Dan didn’t wait to find 
out.

He stepped into the water, shoes and all. The temperature 
shocked him, yet he continued on.

Soon he was running, then swimming, until he was within 
ten feet of Jordan. “Jordan, it’s me. Wake up! Come on Jordy, 
answer me”, Dan shouted.

No reply came. As he reached her he grabbed her limp arm, 
floating by her side. It was like ice. You could feel the goose 
bumps and see her blue veins.

“Jordy answer me, come on, wake up”, Dan cried.

He decided he couldn’t wait for a reply and pulled her arm 
over his shoulder. Her frozen body pulled downwards, so Dan 
struggled to get back to shore.

“Come on Jordy, just a little bit further, we’re nearly there” 
Dan kept telling her.

As they reached the shore Dan was both frozen and 
exhausted. When they fell onto the river sand he wanted to 
collapse, but knew he couldn’t.

Was she breathing? Did she have a pulse?

Yes and just. He grabbed her jumper and wrapped it around 
her trunk. Then he raced to his car, turned both the engine 
and heater on, and then raced back to Jordan.

One, two, three.

He heaved her up into his arms and paced towards the ute. 
He lay her down on the seat in a funny ball shape, and then 
went back for her things.

Town was twenty minutes away, she’d last. Her lungs seemed 
surprisingly water free and her pulse was climbing. Dan only 
had to stay awake. His wet clothes were sticking, freezing him 
straight through. And the warm air being emitted from the 
vents was making him drowsy.

H  H  H

Jordan was safely inside the hospital where no harm could 
come to her when Dan finally left her side. He walked back 
to his car to pick up her things.

Backpack, shoes, jeans, all accounted for, but it was the folded 
paper that fell into the gutter that caught his attention.

Daniel Knox

As plain as day his name was titled across the front of it. He 
slowly leant down and opened it.

Tears welled in his eyes as they darted across the paper.

Dear Dan,

I’m sorry this is so short and that I couldn’t share the pain I felt 
with you. My heart told me to, but my head said no. You’re both 
my oldest and closest friend and over the years you became a 
backbone to both Eben and I. Logic says to me that if I can’t share 
my life with you, I can’t share it with anyone.

Thank you for being there when no-one else cared. Thanks for 
asking for my side of things. (Even if I wouldn’t tell). Thanks for 
being you.

Because of me the world was stripped of one of its finest souls. 
I can’t carry that on my conscience. I can’t find a way around it, 
and I can’t keep acting as if everything’s fine.

It will basically stay with me forever, and in this mortal world 
we call home, I can’t move forward while I’m daunted by such 
a shadow.

Unknown Rock (Cont’d)
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There is only one decision, and soon it will show reason, even 
to you.

One week ago (as you’d know) I turned my back on Eben for 
the last time. I ignored him that little bit too much, now I can’t 
take it back. You all thought I was devoted, and provided him 
with a happy life. But no-one ever saw behind the fake smiles 
and laughs.

I don’t want anyone’s pity. I just want them to know that it wasn’t 
easy. Money was always tight and my patience was too thin. I 
should never have become a parent figure; I had enough trouble 
keeping track of my own life, let alone another’s.

I just needed someone to say, “it wasn’t you”. Then it would feel 
a little better. It won’t be, but it may have felt it for a while.

If only I’d been responsible and watched him swim out we 
wouldn’t be in this painful predicament.

I know this note’s corny, but all goodbyes are in a way. So I wish 
you a great life, and hope you, (unlike me), will move on. Eben 
was as important to you as he was to me.

I won’t shed any more tears, as you shouldn’t either. I don’t 
want to seem patronising, but take care and always live life to 
the fullest.

Love from all my heart
Your friend – Jordan.

Dan got up, stunned by how badly Jordan was coping. She 
was a great actor. Able to put her feelings aside to maintain 
a face, an image.

She needed help. Help to move forward and to forgive herself. 
He’d be that help. Jordan was always there for him, now he’d 
be there for her.

He didn’t know where to start or what to do, but he knew 
he’d do something. 

H  H  H

Jordan lay awake in the hospital bed.

“Dan, I’m here”, she called in a croaky voice as he walked by. 
“Hey, why’d you do it?”, Dan replied, wasting no time.

“You shouldn’t have stopped me, I needed to go”, Jordan 
replied. “Why”? Dan asked.

“Because I’m alone”, Jordan said after a long pause.

Dan stared.

“No, you’re wrong Jordy. I’m here”.

By Miriam Hicks
Year 9, Quirindi High School

QUIRINDI – NSW
Teacher: Anne Scott

Unknown Rock (Cont’d)

Colourful parrots whistling through the forest,
Sun shining on glittering water,

Frogs croaking on green lily pads,
Woodpeckers pecking at an old tree trunk,

Water swishing under the logs,
Emus slurping clear pond water.

Honey eaters crunching slimy bugs.
Dragon flies shimmering and darting.

Koalas carrying their babies,
Up and down the tree,

Eating crunchy gum leaves.
Owls hooting in trees next to the pond.

Wombats shuffling along in burrows.
Birds feeding their nestlings.

The pond in the forest is LIFE...
Day becomes night and the sky is filled with stars.

By Kelly Lofthouse, Year 5,
Corowa South Public School, COROWA SOUTH – NSW

Teacher: Mrs Lorna Read
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DING Dong, Ding Dong, Ding Dong. The doorbell rang 
again; slowly I lifted myself from my comfortable, 

lazyboy chair and once again walked down the carpeted 
stairs towards our large oak door.

Looking through the peep-hole I was expecting to see my 
annoying neighbour once again coming over to borrow a 
random grocery item, but to my pleasant surprise it was the 
mail-man holding a massive package wrapped in brown 
crepe paper. Opening the door l got my first glimpse of his 
face. He was a scruffy looking man that looked like he could 
be in his mid forties.

“I’ve got a package for Henry Simpson”, the man mumbled 
grumpily. Holding out my hands, the man gave me a 
clipboard and pen. Signing the sheet in all the right places 
my head was racing. I was Henry Simpson and this was the 
first package I’d received in ages. I bounded up to my room, 
jumping three steps at a time; the package was surprisingly 
light for such a large box. Arriving at my poster-plastered 
room I quickly scanned the outside of the package for a card, 
but there was nothing.

I’m not normally the type that tears open presents but I was 
so eager I didn’t even think about it. Shreds of brown paper 
flew up around me as though the snow had suddenly turned 
brown. I took a step back and looked at the object in front of 
me, it was a plain cardboard box with a heavy layer of masking 
tape to keep the contents inside. I walked down the stairs 
more slowly this time to fetch a pair of scissors.

After spending fifteen minutes just getting the box open I 
finally looked down into it. To my disappointment all I could 
see was a miniature sea of cheese puff shaped foam cushions. 
I was about to throw it in the recycling when suddenly a tiny 
metallic item floated to the top. The first thought that came 
to my head was it’s a bottle top. It was the right shape and 
size but I knew it couldn’t be because instead of being gold 
plated it was silver with peanut sized buttons. One red, one 
blue, one yellow and one green.

According to the instructions each one did a different thing 
but if pressed in the right order something terrifying would 
happen, so being my usual arrogant self I quickly punched 
in a random code. Suddenly the machine shook and vibrated 
as though it was going to explode. The tiny machine started 
belching out little puffs of smoke and before I knew what was 
happening, there, standing in front of me was, ME. He was 
wearing exactly the same clothes as me and on his head sat 
the billabong cap that I was wearing.

Clumsily, almost cave-man like, he took a step towards me 
but before he could reach out and touch me I was out of my 
room, down the stairs and hiding underneath the kitchen 
table. I heard thumping as my clone was having trouble 
learning how to use the steps. I peeked out from my hiding 
place, underneath the table only to see my newly met twin 
standing in the kitchen. I knew I had to get rid of him so 
creating a diversion by throwing a tennis ball into the lounge 
room I raced up the stairs and into my room.

I stood in the doorway of my room 
and breathing heavily scanned 

the area for the tiny machine. 
There it was, sitting placidly on 
my desk. I briskly walked over 
to it and racked my memory 
for the same code that I had 
used to create my clone. I 
heard running and I knew I had 
to act quickly, so not caring if it 
was right I typed a code in and 
the running stopped but at my 
door appeared a huge red and 
yellow snake.

But that is a different story... 

By Luca Borruso
Year 6S

Manly West Primary School
BALGOWLAH – NSW

Teacher: Mrs Brenda Street

Clone
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2007 Young Australian
Art Awards

Attention all YOUNG budding Artists, Illustrators,
Photographers & Graphic Artists!
Remember to submit your artwork online
at www.YoungAtArt.com.au to have the chance
to be awarded one of the 2007 awards.
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Entry
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Prologue:

Long ago, a powerful gemstone was created. Its powers were 
said to be limitless. The creator was a powerful sorcerer who 
stopped anyone who wanted the gem. But there was one 
person who attempted to steal the gem, and in the process 
of stopping her, the sorcerer died. Word broke out to two 
places. The Kingdom of Good and the Lair of Evil both heard 
about this and began to search for the gem. Evil arrived at 
the location first, followed closely by good. Good managed to 
beat evil to the gem, by a millisecond. The gem was touched 
by good first and was three quarters of the way to completing 
it with their energy, but evil took the last quarter. That is 
why day, light, love, friendship, life and many other things 
were created. But because of the agreement, there is decay, 
disease, hatred, racism and death in the world. To make sure 
no side would ever try to steal the gem, they made a woman 
that would not go on any sides to guard it. She was given 
telekinetic powers and would protect the gem. Because her 
life span was normal, she would die. She would not decay 
though. Eventually a person would find the body, and touch 
it. This caused the guardian to burst into dust, and then a new 
guardian would be called upon. This tradition occurred for 
many years, but evil grew restless...

H  H  H

A young woman stood on the edge of a cliff, her long 
crimson dress flapping in the wind. Waves crashed against 
the cliff face as seagulls soared through the open sky, their 
eyes darting at the ocean, ready to pounce on any fish that 
could be seen. The woman held the golden locket fastened 
around her neck by a silver chain. She pressed on a tiny 
button which opened the locket. The woman peered at the 
gemstone which flashed brilliant green in the dying sunlight. 
This woman was the guardian of the magical gemstone, 
and her name was Hannah. She lifted her head up, closing 
both the locket and her eyes. She could feel the last rays of 
sunlight on her face, and then she felt coldness. Cold wind 
was violently blowing into her face. Hannah’s eyes flew open 

as she looked around her surroundings. She 
was in the exact same place, but some 

things had changed. Wherever she 

looked around she saw death and decay. The seagulls that 
had been flying gracefully through the air had now fallen, 
maggots biting into their flesh. Fish were lying on top of the 
ocean, blood flowing around them. “Where am I?” Hannah 
gasped, “What is this place?”

“The future”, a raspy voice replied.

Hannah swung around, and let out a scream. The unknown 
person that had spoken was a horrifying image. His face was 
decaying, bits of dead flesh hanging, with a scar raggedly 
shaped above his right eye. Trembling Hannah held the 
locket in front of her in an attempt to protect herself, but 
her unknown person knew what she was doing. He grabbed 
the locket. Instantly the locket snapped away from the chain. 
“No!” Hannah shouted.

“It’s mine now”, sneered the unknown man.

Then all of a sudden the man pushed her over the cliff, 
Hannah’s hands desperately trying to cling to something. 
She grabbed the locket, which slipped out of the man’s hand 
in the process. The gem fell out of the locket, and Hannah 
managed to grab it. She splashed into the water, the current 
too strong for her to rise, which also made it too strong for 
the man to dive in. Hannah clutched at the gem. The gem 
slipped out of her hands as her eyes closed forever.

“It cannot be!!” gasped a member of the council of light.

“It is I’m afraid”, said the future-seeing member, “my visions of 
what happened in the past hours have not changed”.

“Are you sure that it was Cronark who took the locket from 
its guardian?” enquired another council member.

“I am positive”, the future-seeing member replied, raising her 
chin. She did not like it when people doubted her visions.

“We have to alert the higher council then, we cannot allow 
this piece of information to flow by us and go nowhere!”

“No”, spoke the member who was usually quiet, “we should 
search the area first”. “I’m pretty sure our adversary is already 
searching the area”, replied the future-seeing member.

“That is why”, called a new voice, “you cannot interrupt”.

Every council member’s head snapped towards the voice. 
A single name floated in the air, Cronark. One of the council 
members screamed as their flesh started to become stone. 
When the ordeal was done, his face was twisted in agony. 
“Free him now!” shouted the most powerful council member. 
“Or what?” sneered Cronark, “Use your little pathetic magic 
to stop me?” The most powerful council member nodded, 
and with a wave of his hand, threw a magic ball to knock 
Cronark back into the wall. Cronark merely laughed as the 
ball of magical energy bounced off his chest, firing back at 
the council member. The council member’s hands flew up 
instinctively to protect himself, but it was no use. The magic 
ball hit home. The strongest council member flew right into 
one of the four stone walls. A sharp crack sounded, as the 
council member slumped to the floor senselessly. Screams 
sounded through the room as Cronark unleashed several 

Shining Glory for Whom: Part 1
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attacks, killing the council members. Soon only smoke and 
dead bodies were around Cronark. Cronark sneered at the 
dead bodies as he vanished in a swirl of black smoke.

H  H  H

Anna Frost slowly moved her hand over the piece of aged 
parchment, reading the scribbled handwriting. Anna’s lips 
moved as she concentrated on the words. She could only 
make out several words before she heard a gasp behind 
her. Anna’s head snapped towards the owner of the gasp, 
her mother.

“What are you doing with this piece of parchment?” her 
mother trembled, “I confiscated it from you and you sneak 
into my room and steal it?!” Her voice wasn’t trembling now, 
it was filled with rage.

“What’s wrong with it?” asked Anna indignantly, “I’m a 
growing witch, and this parchment is full of spells that I need 
to protect myself!”.

“Don’t use that tone with me!” shouted her mother, snatching 
the paper. A slight tear was made but Anna’s mother didn’t 
seem to notice, nor did Anna. A fake cough came behind 
her mother.

“Dinner is getting cold dear”, said Anna’s step-father.

“I’ll be coming soon”, cooed her mother.

Anna sneered at the scene, it was very quick but her mother 
seemed to notice. “What is that sneer for, young lady?” 
snapped her mother. “You don’t seem to show any respect 
for Derek!”

“Well only because you seem to love him more than you love 
me”, mumbled Anna with her arms crossed.

“Anna!” said her mother sternly, but Anna cut in.

“I’ve got an idea; let’s see whether in fact you love me more 
than Derek”, said Anna. “And how exactly are you going to 
do that?” asked her mother scornfully. “With a little spell”, 
replied Anna.

With a cry of rage, her mother leapt at her, but Anna raised 
her hand and instantly her mother froze, her face twisted 
with anger.

“Free her now!” shouted Anna’s step-father. Usually Anna’s 
step-father was calm, but now he was filled with rage. He, too, 
lunged at Anna, but Anna raised her other hand, and he, too, 
froze. Hastily, Anna said a spell she had learnt only recently. 
When the spell was said, the person who said it now could 
ask any question and receive a truthful answer.

“Let me hear the truth others keep.

Let me hear the truth no matter how deep.”

Anna lowered her hands and her parents unfroze. They did 
not lunge, but the faces were painted over with sneering.

“So”, asked Anna, a little curious why they were sneering, “do 

you love Derek more than me, mum?”

“Of course I do!” snapped her mother. “Why should a love a 
kid like you, when I can love my demon boyfriend Derek.”

Feeling hurt by these words, Anna’s eyes started to prickle, 
but she heard one thing that held the tears back.

“What do you mean, ‘demon boyfriend’?”

Her mother gave her a scornful laugh.

“I have a demon boyfriend, because I’m a demon like Derek.” 
Anna’s heart missed a beat.

“Wait, you mean I’m a demon?”

“No”, sneered the demon woman, “You’re a full blooded witch, 
though I wish you were a demon!”.

“Then how come I have a mother like your kind?” asked Anna, 
eager and nervous at the same time to know the answer.

“Because I’m not your mother!” spat the demon woman. 
“When I told you your father died, he did, but he was a demon 
as well! He and I were sent to protect you from the influence 
of the other side. We were sent to trick you into using your 
power for evil!” “No”, whispered Anna, “It can’t be”.

“It is”, snarled Derek. “It’s true because you did that accursed 
spell!”

“At least there’s one good thing about the spell”, muttered 
Anna. The demon woman laughed.

“And what would that be?”

“That you are not my real mother!! And the man who died 
wasn’t my father!!” “Such brave words for someone about to 
die”, snarled the demon woman.

“Where is the location of my parents?” asked Anna, knowing 
the answer would be true because of her spell.

“They are in a world where it can only be reached somewhere 
in the Demon Lord’s castle!” laughed Derek cruelly.

“No”, whispered Anna, “it is not true!”

The Demon Lord was one of the most powerful demons, and 
if her parents were there, it would be hard to retrieve them.

“I will find my parents!”

Anna had shouted these words, and suddenly she felt a great 
surge of power flowing through her. Her eyes closed, as her 
body started to glow of the colour of fire. Anna slowly lifted 
her head up, her hands forming small balls of fire. Her eyes 
opened to reveal the colour of glowing lava.

“Die, witch!” shouted Derek.

Suddenly his hand seemed to glow with electrical energy. It 
moved down to the palm of his hand, creating a small ball 
of electricity. Suddenly he started to shiver uncontrollably. 
He howled, but it wasn’t a human howl, it was the howl of 
a wolf. Immediately after the howl, Derek’s body started to 
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change. His fingers grew into long sharp claws, that glinted 
silver from the light of the fire. His body started to grow in 
height and length, slowly changing to the colour of murky 
red. His ears grew longer and his teeth became pointy as 
the edge of paper. His eyes started to widen, and his pupils 
disappeared. Anna was shocked by the transformation, but 
not scared. The fireballs in her hands grew. Anna lifted her 
hand, about to throw the fireball. But Derek was quicker. He 
quickly threw the ball of electricity and it hit home. Anna’s 
body bounced back as if someone had pushed her quite 
hard. She landed on her desk which crumbled as soon as she 
touched it. The glow seemed to fade, and Anna felt herself 
losing the power.

“You cannot defeat me, I’m too powerful for you”, growled 
Derek.

Anna struggled to pick herself up, the glow almost gone. 

“Are you sure about that?” she asked weakly.

“Absolutely”, said the demon woman.

Suddenly she too started to change into her demon form. 
Her short brown hair grew down to her waist, showing the 
colour of mud. Her face slowly changed, her eyes becoming 
snake like, and with a forked tongue that flickered in and 
out of her mouth. Her tanned skin became pale, deathly 
pale. Her shoulders became incredibly broad, and her arms 
grew longer. Like Derek she had claws, but they showed the 
colour of blood. She put her hand in the air, and as she did, 
a ball of purple mist started to gather in the clutches of her 
hand. It grew bigger, and when it was huge enough, she 
threw it at Anna.

Anna lifted up her hand, creating a shield for herself, but her 
shield was not strong enough. The mist cracked through and 
hit Anna in her left arm. Immediately Anna felt a stinging 
sensation, then pain. Anna tried to lift her arm up, but it 
stayed still, not obeying her, and still causing pain. The pain 
increased by the second and Anna knew it would be only 
seconds before she was in agony and defenceless. She knew 
it couldn’t happen, or else the demons would kill her. Anna 
lifted her right hand. Suddenly a huge fiery claw shot out 
grabbing the demon woman. As she did the glow started to 
come back, glowing brighter with every second. The pain 
started to lessen, but it was happening too slowly. Anna 
could lift her left arm but it was still painful.

She struggled to lift her arm up and then another fiery claw 
shot out, this time grabbing Derek.

“Even if you kill us, there will be more! The Demon Lord will 
send more”, laughed Derek weakly.

Suddenly scorch marks started to appear on the demon 
woman, painful scorch marks. Screams erupted from her 
mouth, but the scorching did not stop. “Lydia!” shouted 
Derek.

Lydia started to have huge cracks on the scorch marks. Slowly 
they spread, until they outlined every atom in her body. 

The fiery claw closed as Lydia’s screams sounded. The claw 
opened and out dropped ashes.

“Lydia!” screamed Derek.

Scorch marks appeared on Derek as well, and soon the cracks 
seeped through him. “Oh no”, whispered Derek.

His painful screams rang in Anna’s ears as Derek became 
ashes. Anna fell to the floor, her glow and fiery claws 
disappearing. A small gasp came out of her throat. She had 
killed the woman who claimed to be her mother, and her 
boyfriend. She didn’t cry as there was one thought in her 
mind. I’ve got to find my real parents.

Black mist appeared in the throne room of the Demon Lord’s 
castle. The shape slowly formed, showing the outlines of 
Cronark. Soon he completely reformed and kneeled at the 
beastlike feet of the Demon Lord. The Demon Lord’s horrible 
body was sitting on the marble throne.

“Did everything go according to plan?” he rasped.

“Uh, not exactly”, stuttered Cronark.

“What do you mean?” The Demon Lord leaned over, his 
snakelike eyes peering intently at him.

“Well, I, uh, found the protector, but she threw herself into 
the ocean. The currents swept her and the gem away.”

“What!?” shouted the Demon Lord.

“I killed the C-council of Light”, stuttered Cronark. “D-does that 
m-mean anything?” “Actually”, said the Demon Lord, leaning 
backwards, “that does mean something. The higher council 
won’t know about it, because of the Council of Light. Send a 
search party to find the gem; we will have plenty of time”. As 
Cronark disappeared in a swirl 
of black mist, another demon 
appeared. Her decaying hands 
were clutched into fists.

“My sister, Lydia is dead!” she 
yelled, her blood red eyes 
staring painfully at the Demon 
Lord.

“What? You mean the child 
is free?”

“I believe so”, she replied.

“How long ago was this?”

“An hour ago.”

“And you waited this long 
to tell me!” he shouted.

The demon started to stutter.

“I was grieving!” she shrieked confidently, but her body was 
shaking from nerves. “Grieving, ha!” the Demon Lord scoffed. 
“Since when have you grieved, Selma? You never grieved 
even when your other sister died.”

Shining Glory for Whom (Cont’d)
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“This is different; I felt the pain she felt. The pain when she 
died!”

“Well, I suggest you leave now. It looks like we don’t have 
much use for you”, Selma stared angrily at the Demon Lord, 
and then turned around. “This is why we don’t need you to 
be alive.”

Selma had heard this and swirled to face him.

“B-but master!” she started.

“Enough!” shouted the Demon Lord.

With a wave of his hand, Selma immediately 
burst into flames. Her piercing scream echoed 
throughout the entire castle.

H  H  H

A cloaked figure slowly walked. Such things 
had happened so recently, terrible things. Her 
mother was not her mother, nor was her father. 
They were demons working for the Demon Lord. 

She did not know he had sent for them, but all she knew now 
is that she had to find her parents, her real parents. Her cold 
hands gripped the hood of the cloak, pushing it back. Anna’s 
short brown hair moved to the wind. Her blonde streaks in 
her hair didn’t really stand out because of the night. Her 
emerald green eyes peered at her so-called house. It was 
only a tiny speck, but she could see it as clear as crystal. She 
knew it wouldn’t be long before someone would notice 
that they can’t hear the constant chatter created by the 
deceased demons. The other villagers might be demons as 

well, disguised, so that they could tell 
her false stories. But she would not be 
a pawn, again. Anna could see that 
there was a small village ahead. She 
would ask for help there.

By Sean Woo
Year 6

Ivanhoe Grammar School
IVANHOE – VIC.

Shining Glory for Whom (Cont’d)

Panting, wheezing, gasping.
I was almost there...

I could feel the freezing gush of wind
Across my cc-o-ld face.

I looked down at the grass
It was covered in thick, cold flaky snow.

It was pouring – pouring down rain.
Each droplet of water

Was like...
A bomb, stamping holes in the thick, soft snow!

Running feet, ghostly voices,
Wars with snowballs,

Skating on slippery ice,
While the rain poured down.

Rain, snow, cold wind.
Freezing, falling, rushing.
An amazing place, and ...

cc-o-ld.

By Daniel Carlisle
Year 5

Corowa South Primary School
COROWA SOUTH – NSW

Teacher: Lorna Read
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Painted By George Stubbs

THERE was a sudden terrifying bang like the world was 
coming to an end. Quickly they all backed away from 

the ash covered window as the last of the defending fighter 
planes were blown out of the sky.

World War II as they called it was raging as it had done for 
the last four years.

Now, the approaching war was practically on their doorstep 
so the terrified family decided that it wasn’t safe to stay any 
longer.

The petrified kitten by the name of Moon backed into the 
corner of the war stricken house as the family ran around like 
chickens with their heads chopped off.

When the mother, father and daughter were finally ready, 
they picked up their belongings and ran frantically out of 
the house. The kitten still frozen with fright crawled out of 
the dark corner and cried in loneliness as her family fled from 
view. Moon helplessly stumbled after them, but was stopped 
by a crater, which engulfed the tiny kitten in its tracks. The 
kitten, scared and alone, closed its delicate eyes and fell into 
a long, calming sleep as the raging war continued.

A young man, brave and courageous suddenly came racing 
frantically around the side of a destroyed building, followed 
by angry military personnel, firing their guns into the air. 
The man was desperately running after a truck speeding 
away in front of him, when suddenly he saw the tiny kitten 
curled up on the road in the hole. He quickly picked up the 
sleeping kitten and continued running after the speeding 
truck. Carefully he jumped onto it, trying not to hurt the now 
alert kitten as they sped away from the soldiers who were 
now firing at them.

The kitten curled up in the man’s arms was starting to cry in 
loneliness about the loss of her loving but not so caring family 
who had abandoned it there, all alone in the dark corner. 

The traumatised kitten gently closed its tiny eyes and slowly 
drifted off into a deep sleep.

Moon suddenly awoke as the old, damaged pickup truck 
came to a sudden halt and everyone grabbed up their things 
and jumped off the back. When Moon finally fully woke, she 
looked around in fascination to find herself in a calm and 
quiet town without a sign of the war in sight. Moon noticed 
that she was slowly moving towards an extremely pretty 
cottage at the end of the street. Quickly the man knocked 
on the door and waited impatiently until the door slowly 
opened and a young, beautiful woman answered.

“Hi”, said the man, “Back out west, I found this adorable kitten 
and thought that you might like it”.

“Oh I’d love it, thank you”, said the woman.

The man quickly passed the fragile kitten to the excited 
woman and then scuttled away leaving the woman standing 
there with the kitten in her arms. She took the kitten inside 
and put it on the couch but Moon jumped up onto the 
windowsill and stared out through the window in hope of 
seeing her family. She was filled with disappointment, just 
to see countryside.

This look of disappointment became a permanent scar on 
Moon’s face. Her daily habit consisted of staring out through 
the giant glass window, waiting, hoping, wishing to see her 
loving family again. For their return to the calm, peaceful 
countryside.

By Justin Hamilton
Year 6

Manly West Primary School
BALGOWLAH – NSW
Teacher: Brenda Street

Miss Ann White’s Kitten, 1790

Perfection
A perfect woman lived in a perfect house

With perfect children and a perfect spouse
Her perfect hair with ribbons and bows
She had perfect fingers and perfect toes

Her house upon a perfect mound
Immaculate trees and hedges surround

She died in her house with not a hair out of place
Nor a single spot on her perfect face

Her perfect blood spilled by her own perfect knife
The perfect end to a perfect life.

By Alice Chalmers, Year 9,
Carey Baptist Grammar
School, KEW – VIC.
Teacher: Bev Steer
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THUNDERSTORM
The sun suddenly gets blocked,

By a big, black cloud,
Next I hear some rumbling

It’s actually quite loud
I can see a flash
Way over there

The thunder’s over here
And the lightning’s everywhere

Giant raindrops fall
As lightning lights the sky

The danger is coming closer
Will I live or die?

TWISTER
I see something in the distance.

What can it be?
It’s a twirling and twisting,

Now I see!
It’s a twisting twister,

Twirling around,
It’s spinning anti-clockwise
Barley touching the ground

It’s coming towards me,
So I run away,

But actually I’m very,
Very afraid to say,

I can’t escape,
This can’t be.

This twirling twister,
Is following me!

TSUNAMI
I was at the beach,
Enjoying the sun.

But then all of a sudden,
Rumbling begun.
I then looked up,

I had to stare,
’Cos a fisherman and his boat,

Were flying through the air.
Squids and fish,

Leapt out of the sea,
They actually looked happy,

And excited with glee.
I looked at the beach,
Then back at the sun.

I then turned away and started to run…

By Tayla Haigh
Age 12

GROVEDALE – VIC.

DISASTERS!Why Must We Hide?
Why must we hide from love?

Why must we then say no one loves us?
Will we ever plunge in the pool called life?

Or a sensation known as love
Or will we sit in the darkest corner
Wishing for the day we never wake

Waiting for the pain to
Instantaneously run out of our veins

Why can’t we try?
Try to live, try to love and try to belong

Even if we would rather take our own lives
Why can’t we at least try?

Why must we hide from love?
There are people who do love us

Why must we give our lives?
People love us as we are

Even if we don’t
Though these people might never show it

You are the petal floating on the water
Gracefully travelling under the sun’s rays

As the reflection shines back
It is the most beautiful sight

Until it decides to sink
And they can’t do anything to help us

By the time they get there
We are gone

All the plans they had planned with us
Can never be fulfilled with us

All the love they gave feels unappreciated
And not noticed

Like our lives have been taken from their grasp
That’s when they realise

That what they’ve lost is greater
Is more splendid

Than anything they will ever have in their lives

Why must we hide from love?
There are people out there who love us

Now it’s time to show them we love them too.

By Stephanie Black
Year 8, Carey Baptist Grammar School

KEW – VIC.
Teacher: Bev Steer
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Winter: Painting by Peter Blume
 New Hampshire, USA 1927

I look around the farm. I see ten horses that are asleep, as 
midnight ticks over. The coast is clear. I sprint past the square 
paddocks, which has � goats. I hate those goats. One time 
they stabbed their horns into my leg and said rudely to me,

‘Hey Mooey, nobody likes you.’

But he was right. I am always rejected, that’s why I’m escaping. 
I feel a burst of energy pump through my veins. I run faster. 
Suddenly I trip over a rock. It attracts the attention of three 
plump pigs. I pick myself up, though my left leg is broken. I 
have to limp to the other side of the paddock.

A few minutes later, I could see the fence. The sweet barbed-
wired fence. I don’t know how to jump the sharp fence. It’s 
about a metre long and I have a bad leg. I’m now around ten 
metres away, so I start to speed up. Then I take the leap of 
faith. My front leg goes over, then my body, then... ‘OUCH!’

I scream and some sheep nearby spot me, half in and out of 
the farm. They charge at me, and one kills himself on the deadly 
barbed-wire fence. The sight of fresh blood wants me to puke 
so I cross the road and hide in a nearby bush.

‘BLUR!’

I vomit on a rock behind some trees. Ants start to infest 
the vomit. I glance once more at the terrible farm, and I’m 
gone.

I observe how insects scavenge for food in the frosty bushes. I 
gather a bunch of grubs. They taste quite sour and juicy and it 
was the worst thing I’ve ever tasted. It catches the attention of 
a creature. ‘Hey Danny, is that you?’ asks the animal in a high-
pitched voice. It could be anything, I think, so I hide behind 
a long, pointy rock. The sound of footsteps gets louder and 
someone taps me on the back, ‘AGHH!’ I scream.

I slowly turn around. Nothing’s there.

‘Down here’, the voice says again.

I look down and see a small figure.

‘Danny, is that you?’ she asks.

‘No, I’m Mooey the cow’, I reply, ‘Who are you?’

‘I’m Mary the squirrel, and I’m looking for my husband Danny. 
Come inside to my house and have some food.’

‘This is my house’, Mary says.

It’s a little house, made out of woodchips. It could hardly 
fit a family of 2. But when I go down a ramp, it looks more 
special. Over a fire, she cooks a spider and heats snow to 
make water.

‘So how did you get here?’ Mary asks.

I reply, ‘Well, I never really liked living on the farm where I 
was. I felt so lonely and neglected – not by the farmer, but 
by the animals, so I ran away’.

‘Well, get some sleep and tomorrow I can help you find a 
better home’, Mary says.

The next day I find Mary packing some food for us.

‘The next few days will be tough. I am going to look out for 
Danny’, she says as if she were pumped up for action. We 
quickly start our journey, with Mary sitting on my back.

After a few hours, I start to dehydrate. Mary starts splashing 
water into my mouth, then says excitedly, ‘Hey, get up!’.

‘Is that you Danny, it is you?’

Mary screams, hops off my back and leaves. I am now once 
again fending for myself. I fall on the ground and faint.

When I wake up, I find myself being dragged with a rope. I 
stand up and push the rope away. A gang of people come up 
and hold the rope. I have no control now, so I just relax.

Finally, when we get there, they put me in a small room. I 
could hardly move. A man comes in with a bag. 
He talks to the owner of the farm and introduces 
himself to me.

‘Hello, I’m Peter Blume. What’s your name?’  
‘Mooey’, I whisper.

Peter asks, ‘A talking cow? Well that’s new. Now, 
just stand still so I can paint you. Also, this is your 
new home’. I moan under my breath.

Peter is using skilful strokes, and a few hours 
later, he leaves with a thick piece of cardboard. 
Within a few minutes, I discover my prize. A 
whole paddock for my own. Well, I wonder how 
the future will unfold?

By Timothy Foy
Year 6, Manly West Primary School

BALGOWLAH – NSW
Teacher: Miss Lees

Mooey’s Great Escape
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A Day in the Life Of... Paul Collins
Oz Kids editor, Carol Dick, phoned Paul Collins to see what 
he’s up to right now. Following is that conversation.

Oz Kids: Tell us what you’re working on at present.

Paul: Where to begin? [laughter]. I’ve been writing a young 
adult trilogy featuring a kid called Maximus Mole, but I’ve had 
to put that on hold. The Five Mile Press emailed me and asked 
me to collaborate with a fantastic illustrator called Danny 
Willis. He wrote and illustrated Goblins – The Outer Realm. The 
first book is called Allira’s Gift. I’m yet to start the second book 
so I’d better get a move on! About that time I was writing eight 
books and graphic novels for a series called Out of this World. 
I was also writing for another publisher in NZ. Along 
with books for Harcourt Education I think I must have 
had about twenty chapter books on the go. While all 
this was happening I was working on Wardragon, the 
conclusion to The Jelindel Chronicles.

Oz Kids: You also visit schools and libraries to give talks 
and workshops, don’t you?

Paul: I do. Luckily laptops were invented. In past year I’ve 
been all over Australia. My work never leaves me.

Oz Kids: Now tell me about the other exciting project 
you’re working on. How about Ford Street Publishing?

Paul: I’ve created a monster! I started publishing other 
authors’ books when I was about twenty. I actually 
published Australia’s first heroic fantasy novels, long 
before the major publishers were interested in them. But 
a couple of my distributors went bust, owing me money 
and stock. So I started writing, instead. So it’s been a long-
term dream of mine to get back into publishing. I now have 
national distribution via Macmillan, a major publisher. My 
first two young adult books are Before the Storm by Sean 
McMullen and Pool by Justin D’Ath. The first is a time-slip 
science fiction novel and the second is magic realism. Both 
are set in Australia.

Oz Kids: You also co-edit with Michael Pryor and write books 
in The Quentaris Chronicles. How are they going?

Paul: Very well. A second series will be out early next year. 
Quentaris will be ripped from Amlas and thrown via a vortex 
(and spell) into the rift worlds. It’ll spend the rest of the series 
looking for its way back to Amlas. Meanwhile, a rival city, 
Tolrush, will be chasing after it because its citizens believe 
Quentaris had something to do with their being thrown into 
the rift worlds.

Oz Kids: How do you fit all of this into a seven day week?

Paul: I don’t. I’m getting way behind. Better go!

Oz Kids: Thanks, Paul. Sounds like you need an eight day 
week...

Paul: When they invent one let me know. Bye.

Oz Kids: So that’s what one of our ambassadors, Paul Collins, 
is up to. For more information you can go to Paul’s websites: 
www.fordstreetpublishing.com, www.paulcollins.com.au and 
www.quentaris.com. 

Oz Kids Giveaway! The first two reader replies we get telling 
us who wrote Before the Storm and Pool and who published 
them will receive a free book. Don’t forget to give your name 
and address!
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I WAS waiting patiently in the dark, strapped to a white man’s 
belt. Others surrounded me, rolling around and pushing 

me over. The air was hot and dusty; sand billowed up around 
horses’ flying hooves. I could smell blood mingled with sweat 
but the dominant smell was fear. The cries of falling men and 
the frightened calls of injured horses smothered me. I could 
hear my master, cursing into his beard, wishing that the Battle 
of Little Bighorn had never started. 

My master was part of a squadron containing 175 men. It 
was under the command of Major Marcus Reno. The war had 
begun because the Indians were sick of the constant intrusion 
of white men in their area. 

We had just travelled through a maze of rough cliffs and 
gorges, all of it leading up to this attack. But it looked as 
though the Indians were taking the upper hand! There 
seemed little hope for my master and his fellow soldiers. I 
could hear Major Reno calling out to his men to dismount; 
a strong reassuring voice. The brave men hopped off their 
horses and went in to battle on their feet. 

With a jolt I was pulled out of my dark haven, where I could 
watch the battle behind the veil of fabric on my master’s 
belt. Clammy hands forced me into the breech of a gun. It 
was dark and cool and the screams became a distant noise; it 
was like a completely different world. I felt a heavy pressure, 
pushing me out towards the bright light at the end of the 
darkness. I was trying desperately to cling onto the smooth 
sides; I didn’t want to leave the safety, the peacefulness. But 
there was no stopping; I sped out into the open air and the 
silence shattered, exploded, screams of pain returned. 

The Battle of Little Big Horn
I spun around as if in slow 
motion but I was actually 
flying faster than the speed 
of light, hurtling through 
the air. I was getting closer to my target. Behind me my 
master and his fellow soldiers retreated up into the timber 
and scrub along the river. 

I  h i t  my target  at  an 
enormously high speed. He 
was a tall, strong Cheyenne 
Indian. With all my strength 
I pushed myself into his 
flesh, burrowing my way 
towards his heart. Blood 
seeped out of where I had 
hit like an exotic red rose. He let out a small agonised cry and 
hit the ground with a sickening thud. He lay there, thrashing 
for a moment before his heart stopped completely and he 
lay still, defeated. 

I was stuck in the body of 
what used to be a proud 
Indian. He had fought to 
defend his rightful lands. 
But then I, being a white 
man’s bullet, had brought 
him down in a second. 

The squadron kept on running back to the cliffs with a group 
of angry Cheyenne and Sioux Indians hot on their tails. The 
battle had not yet been won. 

By Hannah Foster, Age 14,
Oxley High School,

TAMWORTH – NSWFreedom
If only the flowers were fresh and new,

If only the litter would burn.
If only the trucks could see,

the choking air hurts you and me.
If only more waterfalls were found,

hidden in secret places.
If only the fields were quiet,

silent empty spaces.
If only everyone was known not just 1, 2 or �.

If only grandparents were as healthy,
and vibrant as you and me.
If only the wars were over,

and the sun finally to be set.
If only then you find the freedom you had inside.

By Amanda Bliss
Age 9

MOUNT RIVERVIEW – NSW 
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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.
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