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From the Editor’s Desk

Carol Dick
Managing Editor

Wardragon – Paul Collins
Published by Ford Street Publishing

DON’T FORGET!

Keep those entries coming in. All entries must be in NO LATER THAN 4th October, 2008.

ON-LINE ENTRIES:  Go to www.ozkidz.com.au and enter.

Make sure that all the relevant details are entered. We need your Name, Grade, School and 
School Address and what type of submission it is – Story or Poem.

KEEP ON WRITING (TYPING)!

Wardragon is the culmination of the soaring saga of The 
Jelindel Chronicles. 

Jelindel is attempting to restore things as they were for her 
world in Q’zar which has been in turmoil for a thousand years, 
having, with her companions, tracked down the Wardragon 
across frighteningly diff erent worlds and faced many perils 
and hazardous situations.

However, since the Wardragon as an entity is all-powerful, 
and when warlords and wizards have attempted to piece 
together the mailshirt, which is his power, they little realise 
that they, instead of holding power, will be beholden to it. 

Jelindel and her friends have struggled against phenomenal 
odds and all she has are spells that take tremendous energy 
and often cause consequences that are not envisaged …

This long awaited fourth book lives up to all expectations, 
with terror and humour combined to the very last battle.

★  ★  ★

Previous titles were: Dragonlinks, Dragonfang and 
Dragonsight.

Published by Penguin Books Australia.

Fourth book in the Jelindel Chronicles series

IS NOW AVAILABLE
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Th e Horse Th ief

THOMAS Goodlad was resting in his bed. He could see all 
of his 25 acre farm.

He was short, had brown hair, which appeared to be balding, 
and was fi t, which helped him tremendously, in police work 
and on the football fi eld for his local senior club. He gazed 
across the paddocks and sighed. He would have to milk the 
cows and collect the eggs, all the way down the hill. He would 
much rather stay in bed, with a mug of tea and a hot water 
bottle, but the farm must have a farmer to make it tick, and 
he was that farmer.

He dressed and shaved, before heading down to the chook 
shed. He opened the wire door and proceeded into the 
coop, with a wire mesh around it. He walked over the mesh 
and looked in the boxes. He left with 5 eggs in a bucket and 
walked the half mile to the cow paddock. He saw Daisy, the 
best milker fi rst, right beside the fence. He unlocked the gate, 
and shut it. With another bucket in his other hand, he milked 
Daisy until she could not be milked any more. He looked at 
the bucket. There was about a gallon of milk. He decided 
that it was enough and left. As he walked out the gate, in the 
corner of his eye he saw a shadow in the horse paddock. A 
man leapt out from behind a haystack and jumped on one 
of his pride horses. The horse bolted off .

Without thinking, Tom dropped his eggs and milk and ran into 
the paddock. He jumped the fence one handed and jumped 
on his pride steeplechase horse, Jumpy. “Go, Jumpy, go!” he 
urged the horse, and without question, it grunted and ran. 
Meanwhile, the horse thief had gained about half a mile, but 
was still in sight. The horse thief went out a thin portion hole, 
covered with mesh. Tom was making good ground and when 
he fi nally came to the fence, which was at least three feet 
high, Jumpy leapt over the wall and soared. He came back 
down to the ground in no time and kept running.

The horse thief was approaching town and Tom was 200 feet 
behind him. The horse thief sped past the butcher’s, almost 
injuring an elderly woman. Tom slowed down towards the 

town centre but was still close to the horse thief. People were 
shocked that a pursuit was happening before their eyes. The 
police also joined the chase on another horse with the police 
logo draped on the silks. The horse thief left the town square. 
Now Tom was within grabbing distance.

Tom lunged towards the horse thief and grabbed his coat. The 
horse thief cried out in shock. The horse went to a screeching 
halt. The horse thief was clinging on to the horse for dear life. 
Tom let go of the horse thief. The police jumped off  a half mile 
behind and ran towards them. Tom sat on him, and the horse 
thief didn’t dare move, for the threatening of “a few broken 
bones”. The police ran onto the scene. “The Macedon Horse 
Thief!” one exclaimed with delight. “Horse thief”, the Senior 
Sergeant said, “I’m arresting you on 15 counts of horse theft. 
You have the right to remain silent”.

And that is how Tom got promoted.

The horse thief had to serve 12 months jail, but fi rst under 
armed guard, he had to clean up the mess Tom had made, 
dropping the eggs and milk.

“A brilliant day’s work, Thomas”, the Senior Sergeant said. “My 
heartiest congratulations on being promoted to Sergeant.” 
He was known for not giving many compliments. Tom was 
pleased. The sergeant left the room. A minute later he poked 
his head in. “And wipe that grin off  Sergeant” he reminded 
Tom.

By Patrick Spinazzola

Age 12
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THE SUN glared down with little eff ect through the cold, 
autumn wind. It whistled through the trees causing a 

ripple of the last leaves to descend gracefully. The prospect 
was grey as the coffi  n was carefully lowered. The wind howled 
and the clouds masked the sun. I glanced across, but his eyes 
were swollen. I watched the leaves as they took the plunge 
down to the earth behind him; my heart wanted to dive with 
them. With my best friend, and his lover, gone, how could 
life go on; how could things return to a state of normality 
without aff ection or love? I clutched his arm and dragged 
him away from the morbid scene. “I know not what I will do 
without her, Miss Wentworth. She was always so cheerful 
and generous”, Mikkel said with a single tear gleaming in his 
eye. He paused, the tear racing down his nose, ending with 
a splash on his polished, black shoe.

“I know not what I would have done without you to help me 
through this diffi  cult time. You have been so kind to me and 
taken care of details I would never have dreamt of before 
this day.”

“What are you saying?” I said quietly, not believing what I 
was hearing. False hope had never brought me any good 
in the past.

“… perhaps, in our mutual aff ection and respect for Octavia… 
perhaps she would wish our happiness…” he stuttered. The 
small town of St. Ives was emerging on the horizon. The 
carriage drew up and Mikkel helped me in. I had an immense 
partiality for the old fashioned horse and carriage, over the 
noise of the fancy motors that polluted the village in vast 
numbers. My dress tore on the step; I paid no attention to 
such a paltry matter on such an occasion.

My closest friend, Miss Octavia Ramon, was discovered by 
local fi shermen way out to sea. It was murder of the cruellest 
kind: cold-blooded, planned and premeditated. I have since 
attended church daily to pray for her soul, that she may fi nd 
peace in Heaven.

He placed his arm around me in warm embrace. I felt the love 
and aff ection that had been lacking in my childhood.

“Together, we will keep her spirit alive!”

★  ★  ★

“Do you remember those days, 
Esmé?” my step-sister drawled. “And 
that catastrophic incident with Jane’s 
pet rabbit and your pink ribbon?” Mrs 
Tarasova stroked her axolotl tenderly. 
“What a tragedy when she had to 
leave… without her rabbit too! It was 
so good of you to take such care of it 
for dear Jane.”

“I recall Jane and her rabbit, sister; the matter of my pink 
ribbon, however, is entirely a diff erent event. Perhaps you 
cannot recollect the event as well as I”, I replied coldly. There 
was very little love between us; one spoilt childhood and one 
oppressed kept us far apart. Yet, it did no good to dwell on 
such things. Alice would soon be gone and I would soon be 
Mrs Mikkel Christiansen.

“Shall I ring the bell for tea?” I asked politely.

“Thank you, I should be quite 
grateful, as it was a great journey 
from Russia to this corner of England. 
Do not trouble yourself, though, on 
my account. The countryside is not 
good for my health, you know, and 
I will return to London before long.” 
Her expression told me otherwise. 
As always, I would be waiting on her 
hand-and-foot, until she grew weary 
of the dull life of the country and 
retired her world of lavish spending 
and luxury.

The welcome interruption of Mikkel lifted the atmosphere as 
I introduced him to my step-sister. It was then that she chose 
to enlighten me as to the purpose of her visit. My father had 
passed away, and as his only surviving child, he left twenty 
thousand pounds to my name.

Alice’s stay was longer than expected and she was soon joined 
by her husband, who wished to take pleasure in the English 
countryside with his wife. They were constantly gallivanting 
about in our phaeton and pair, so that I soon began to 
anticipate the unhappy news of their purchase of a nearby 
estate. However, this was not to be as Alice soon became ill 
and Russian air was decided as better for her health.

“Dear Octavia, how she must be smiling down on us today”, 
he exclaimed, his eyes bright and blue. He does not love me, 
I thought. He never did… and now he never will. His cheeks 
fl ushed with the image of her.

“It was so good of you to take care of me for her, when she 
could not”, he continued, without a single glance at me. 
“She would be so grateful, I’m sure.” That false hope, that 
assumption, it was all wrong! My reasons, now fruitless, 
had sunk myself low in my own esteem. I saw no purpose 
for myself, but he would be devastated. Painless, had to be 
the only way for my one and true love that never truly loved 
me.

One glance out of the porthole told me that the sun had set 
and a pale moon was rising. His journey was at an end, swift 
and instantaneous, it would be. I felt his heart falter and his 
hand grow cold. The smile on his face was one that I took with 

All Souls Pass

Cont’d...
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me to the ends of the earth. There was no pain, for he would 
be with her forever now, wherever they may go.

I had never tasted true love or aff ection before I perceived 
the happiness of the two of them together. I wanted a share 
in it so much, just like Jane and her rabbit. With my father’s 
fortune I had hoped that he would be inclined to love me. 
The bottle of English mead I sent papa last Christmas must 
have only just settled into his system. It was a slow but lethal 
path and no evidence of foul play. I never cared for any of 
them and they had never shown any regard for me.

Nothing was left for me. I could not go on. I sat there with 
blood dripping on my white wedding gown. The anguish 
and pain was for them, Octavia and Mikkel, the only ones I 
had ever loved.

How long it was until they came, I know not. A sailor 

discovered us, though a sailor he was not. In his disguise 
Inspector Evans had fooled me; he knew all along.

But we were now sailing, sailing west, far beyond space and 
time. I could see the white shores. There was a light on the 
water. It was All Souls Day, the 2nd of November.

Night is falling
Lay down to rest
Grey ships pass

Into the West

Across the sea,
A pale moon rises

The ships have come
To carry you home

Journey will end
Silver Glass

Into the West
All Souls Pass

Any judgement they may have passed on me was far from 
my mind. This night seemed endless. What love could now 
fi ll the void that was my soul? I shall now fade along with 
any hope that may have been left. I am the sea breeze that 
haunts those white shores.

All souls may pass but mine. For what is a soul that has no 
love with which to love and be loved?

By Carly Maughan

Bunbury Catholic College

BUNBURY – QLD.

All Souls Pass (Cont’d.)

OAKLEIGH
TECHNICAL SCHOOL

ARE YOU A DIRECT DESCENDANT OF
PAST STUDENTS, TEACHERS

OR STAFF MEMBERS?

A $300 Scholarship is available to year 6 or 7 students 
(completing primary and going on to secondary).

The OAKLEIGH TECHNICAL SCHOOL SOCIETY is off ering a 
$300 scholarship, with a certifi cate, as a memorial to the 
OAKLEIGH TECHNICAL SCHOOL, which was demolished 
in 1993.

To be considered for this scholarship students must be 
a Direct Descendent of a past student, teacher, staff 
member or councillor of OAKLEIGH TECHNICAL SCHOOL. 
All year 6 or 7 students, moving on to secondary school 
next year, are encouraged to check whether their parents 

or grandparents had any association with OAKLEIGH 
TECHNICAL SCHOOL and, if so, to make an early application 
for this scholarship.

Applications must be received before September and 
should be addressed to:

OAKLEIGH TECHNICAL
SCHOOL SOCIETY,
P.O. Box 27, Springvale VIC 3171.

Enquiries: Mr. Bruce Barnhill
Phone:  (03) 5982 2026

Email: kc66@net2000.com.au
or dotuce@optusnet.com.au

The scholarship is awarded to encourage a student that may not 
be an outstanding achiever at this time. We hope that winning the 
award will inspire and give confi dence to the student to do better at 
their secondary school.
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LILLY’S face was pressed against the 
freezing frosted window, watching the 

white powdery snow hit the ground and 
cover the mountains like a white blanket. 
She looked out from the window to the 
ground to see the blinding fl uoro white 
shining back into her face.

She watched as the other children threw 
snow balls at each other with big smiles 
and red faces from the sun refl ecting back 
into their faces.

How she wished she could join them. She’d 
never had a friend, apart from the only toy 
she ever had, Rupert the teddy bear.

She had had him since she was born. Her grandma had given 
him to her as baby present. All the other presents that poor 
Lilly had ever had were sold by her parents for money so they 
could buy enough food so they wouldn’t starve to death.

Her family was very poor and lived in a tiny cottage in New 
Zealand. Her parents had forbidden her to play with children 
because Lilly was a special girl.

Quite an unusual child, she had a secret that only she and 
her parents knew. Lilly could read minds. No one knew how 
or why, but this was another reason Lilly was cut off  from 
the other children.

When Lilly was younger she shared the information she read 
from the other children with her parents. They were nearly 
always mean things like, “Hey, have you seen that freak who 
lives in that house before?”. Or, “She’s creepy, never go near 
her alone”.

That was when they decided to keep her inside.

Sometimes Lilly got so lonely she wished 
she could just have a brother or sister. She 
didn’t go to school either. She longed for 
someone who could just understand her, 
someone preferably who was near her 
age.

Her birthday was approaching and 
although she never got more than a scarf 
or $5.00, this year her parents had secretly 
saved up for something special. Her 
parents knew how desperately lonely and 
bored she had become.

As Lilly woke she stretched her arms and 
legs.

Her parents called her down. Slowly she left her hard but 
toasty bed and dragged her feet down the freezing cold 
stairs forgetting it was her birthday.

She heard a meow, a meow which could only mean one thing. 
Lilly ran into the kitchen to see an adorable kitten.

It came straight towards Lilly and brushed its tail around her 
short legs.

“Happy birthday, his name is Buff ”, her Dad Peter said.

“I love him already!” cried Lilly joyfully, lifting him as he 
purred loudly. For the rest of the day she spent all her time 
with Buff , dangling string over him so he could catch it like a 
tiger catching prey, feeding him from fresh cans and sang to 
him at night until they both drifted off  to sleep in the warm 
sheets. He was her Buff  now and her best friend.

By Justine Millsom

Year 6

SOUTH OAKLEIGH – VIC.

Buff 

Hide and Seek
“I think it’s time you and I had a little chat”, Mum said. “A girl’s 
talk, you know?” I watched as Dad eyed Bettie suspiciously 
as she hobbled into the room, clutching her leg, but not 

seeming as though she felt the slightest bit of 
pain.

Dad rushed over to Bettie, making a 
big scene over her knee, while she 
tried convincingly to look upset 

and in pain.

Mum shook her head. “There’s 
no need”, she said. “We knew 

we’d have to tell her someday, and it just turned out that 
today was the day.”

I was totally confused. “Have I missed out on something?” 
I asked, while questions swarmed in my head and I tried 
to think up answers for them. Were my parents aliens or 
what?

Mum beckoned me to the lounge room. “You might want to 
sit down”, she said. I took a seat.

Mum’s face turned grim. “Now, I know you probably have a 
tonne of questions to be answered, so I’ll try to answer as 
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Hide and Seek (Cont’d.)

many as I can in this next thing I have to say”. She took a long, 
deep breath. Her face turned grim.

“We’re Barbie-dolls: all of us. We’re a fake family created for 
you.” “Me?” I was confused.

“Yes. We needed a family or a child to run on as a demo. Our 
creator wanted to try us out on a kid to see if we were good 
enough. It was meant to be a children’s dream: life-sized 
Barbie-dolls. They would be the perfect toy for any little boy 
or girl. But fi rst, we needed to be tested on someone and you 
seemed like the perfect kid.”

“What do you mean by that?” I asked.

“Well, you’re father was in gaol and your mother had a 
drinking problem. She was always running off  and trying to 
kill herself. One day she succeeded and so we were given to 
you.” Mum paused.

Everything was making perfect sense now – the perfect 
fi gures, the way that none of them would ever seem to 
age, the reason why Bettie always had the perfect hair. It all 
worked out.

“So, what do you think?” Mum asked. “Can we keep you?”

“Huh? You’re my Barbie-doll aren’t you? You don’t own me.” I 
stood up and backed off  slowly, becoming aware, as Dad and 
Bettie entered the room, of what was going to happen.

“Want to bet?” Mum asked. “It’s only you that know we’re 
Barbie-dolls; we killed our creator years ago. Now you’re 
going to have to deal with us!” she laughed fi ercely.

“Y-You’re not going to kill me, are you?” My voice quivered. 
“I am your daughter, after all.”

My back hit the wall and I realised there was no escape. The 
dolls all gathered around me, evil looks on their faces.

I screamed as the world turned black. I felt hands scratching 
my face, their fake nails biting into my skin.

I woke up to the sound of my own screaming.

Mum came rushing around the corner, into my bedroom, 
turning the light on as she did.

“What’s wrong, Hannah? What is it?” She sat down on my bed 
and I snuggled into her dressing gown, the strings tied tightly 
around her waist, revealing her perfect fi gure.

“I think it was just a bad dream”, I said.

“That’s OK, then”, Mum said. “Do you want to talk about it?”

“No”, I answered. “But I have one question.”

“What?” Mum asked, stroking my stubbly hair.

“Are you a Barbie-doll?” I asked. There was a long silence. 
“Mum?” I looked up, to see a grave expression on my mother’s 
face.

“Darling”, she said. “I think it’s time we had a little talk... “

I backed off  and screamed.

By Melissa Morris

Year 12

Charles Campbell Secondary College

PARADISE – SA

Australia is a Great Place to Live In
Australia is a great place to live in because of its people

People from India, Spain, Greece, China anywhere!

Australia is a multicultural country!
You can learn cultural traditions, dances or songs

You can try new food or wear new clothes
You can learn lots of things!

Hot food from India, noodles and dumplings from China,
Tacos from Spain, pizza and pasta from Italy, souvlaki from Greece

Delicious and unique

Living together we learn about other people’s religions and how they live
We can learn values like peace, tolerance, patience, friendliness and forgiveness

Australia is a multicultural country and it is a GREAT place to live in!

By Anjali Cuganesan, Grade 3W, MLC School, BURWOOD – NSW
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In the morning, bright as the sun
March the ants one by one
They step in time, in a line

Along to the song of the phoenix

When the time becomes noon
Those who favour the moon

Hide away, in the heat of the day
Along to the song of the phoenix

As the sun reaches west
The time is at its best

For the deer, who run in fear
Along to the song of the phoenix

It is dusk, the sun is sinking
Time for the owls to start their blinking

Hundreds of bats begin their chats
Along to the song of the phoenix

The moon is full, the stars are bright
The fi refl ies give their light

Leaving no trail, cats fl ick their tail
Along to the song of the phoenix

Morning is near, the time is dawn
The rooster crows before eating its corn
Birds take to the wing and start to sing

Along to the song of the phoenix

The months went by, in time with the song
The phoenix continued singing strong

Then one fateful day peace was taken away
Without the song of the phoenix

Something went terribly wrong
The phoenix had lost its song

The animals stopped, every object was dropped
Without the song of the phoenix

Weeks went by, the song still gone
Life started again, though the animals mourn
The loss of the beat that had moved their feet

Without the song of the phoenix

In the morning bright as the sun
March the ants one by one
They step in time, in a line

Without the song of the phoenix

By Finola Latcham

Grade 7FS

Tintern Girls’ Grammar

RINGWOOD EAST – VIC.

Teacher: Mrs. Amanda Ford

(English) 

Phoenix Song

Lying in cocoon waiting... waiting
For the new beginning

Not knowing how or if, I ever evolve
But still knowing I can trust my creators

to one day make me a beautiful little butterfl y

So many things that are apart of me
Coming all together now

But what’s this I am evolving already

Beautiful Little Butterfl ies
But I’m not ready yet

I’m not turning into a beautiful little butterfl y
But a caterpillar who is taking its fi rst steps

Not yet knowing how to fl y

As I grow I know I have a choice

In who and what I want to be
Do I really want to be a dull and colourless moth?

Or do I want to be a beautiful butterfl y
That is my choice,

That is my choice I must make
But there will always be a time

when I chose to be that dull and colourless moth

So when I settle down to lay my own cocoons
then fi nally I will be the creator of beautiful little butterfl ies 

I can call my own

By Bianca Collazos

Year 8, Age 12

St. Joseph’s Catholic College,

EAST GOSFORD – NSW

Teacher: Mrs Drinan
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Book Week
1 – 7 September 2008

Schools are invited to participate in our Annual Event

“Laps for Literacy”
During Book Week we are encouraging schools to participate in our 
Laps for Literacy. Schools that participate will ask their students to 
run, jog or walk laps of their school oval during Book Week, to raise 

awareness and funds for the Books for Kids program.

Children will be given forms to take home and obtain sponsors for 
their participation in Laps for Literacy. It also encourages children 

to read and get some exercise at the same time!

All schools who participate will go 
into a draw to WIN $2000 worth of 
new books for their School Library

Donated by The Five Mile Press

Books for Kids
Giving kids in need a chance to read

Three lucky schools will also WIN
a workshop at their school conducted by

a leading Australian children’s author!
Valued at $1500 each

Download a School participation form from
www.booksforkids.org.au

Download a Student participation form from
www.booksforkids.org.au

Literacy can make the diff erence between the poverty of one 
generation and the promise of the next.

Books for Kids helps children realise their potential by providing 
them with the inspiration to read. 

11



Her Heart Pounded

JESSIE stared back at the girl opposite her, the dark green 
eyes, the chocolate brown hair falling to just below her 

shoulders and the ten or so freckles on her face. She could 
have been very pretty but the sad, wise look in her eyes 
seemed to show that she had been through a lot more 
than an average 12 year old girl.

Jessie stared at the girl for a minute more; studying, then 
a glimmer of hope shone in her eyes and transformed her 
face into a very pretty young girl’s. Jessie was the only 
person in the world who knew just what that girl was 
hoping for – a cure. Jessie turned away from the mirror 

Cont’d...

With one big leap I jump up into the cold air
Going like a rocket

The wind is in my hair
Faster than birds in the sky

Now I’m up really high!
The wind is whistling in my ears

The dust making my eyes form tears
It’s hard to breathe

The air is foggy
The grass below is wet and soggy

But I don't care, I think it’s fun
Raining, cloudy, snow, sun

Having fun very keen jumping on my trampoline

I’M sitting here under a tree, the only shade for miles 
around. Eating some of the scarce food there is. The sun is 

beating down on me like I am in a sauna. I am getting used 
to it though as this is the sixth week in a row we have been 
in a drought. I haven’t seen my friends for ages, most people 
think we are stuck together like superglue but this just shows 
that sometimes we are separated. 

Oh no, now it is time for me to go on my usual trip to the 
waterhole. As I walk across the fl at dirt ground I wonder if 
somewhere someone is cold and wet because they are in a 
fl ood. We had one of those once, a fl ood I mean, but now we 
are in the exact opposite: a drought. I look up at the sky and 
wish for it to rain. I am sick of the same dry dusty smell fi lling 
my nostrils with every breath. I am sick of the drought.

Finally I am at the water hole. Is it just 
me or is it getting smaller every day, 
like a child licking at a lollypop until it 
is all gone?

I complete my routine, washing and 
drinking from the waterhole and then I wander back to my 
post at the tree. I look up at the sky once more. I see a darker 
cloud, I smell a diff erent smell and as I feel the fi rst drops of 
rain on my wool, I know the drought has broken. 

By Sophie Ellen Jones

Year 6, Age 12

Scotch Oakburn College Junior School 

LAUNCESTON – TAS.

Teacher: Mrs. Gwen Eley

The Drought

and went to sit on her bed. She 
picked up the little red and white 
teddy that she had been given on her 
fi rst visit to the hospital. She sat there 
and remembered.

By Memima Webber

Warners Bay

Public School

WARNERS BAY – NSW

Jumping Joy
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A ten year old Jessie was being 
taken to the hospital because she 
was feeling sick and had fevers. The 
doctor’s medical centre was in the 
same building as the hospital. The 
doctor, Dr Anne, said that Jessie 
would need to have a blood test 
to check her levels of white blood 
cells and maybe a biopsy. Dr Anne 
explained that she might have 
leukaemia and that leukaemia had 
something to do with white blood 
cells. She said “A biopsy is when 
we take out some bone marrow to 
look for abnormal white blood cells. You don’t need to worry. 
I am a haematologist, someone who specialises in leukaemia 
in children”. That’s when Jessie fainted.

When Jessie woke up she found herself in a strange room. 
The room was white with a full length window that looked 
out onto a little garden. She sat up suddenly but had to lie 
back down because of a sudden light-headedness. She felt 
something weird on her hip and arm. There was a bandage 
around her hip and her lower arm. “Obviously the doctors 
have taken advantage of me when I fainted” thought Jessie.

A knock at the door pulled her back down to reality. A short 
plump lady came in and said “Hello darling, I’m Samantha, 
but you can call me Sam. Your mum has been here for the last 
couple of hours but she just had to leave for a few moments. 
I’m sorry to tell you darling, but you’ll have to stay here for a 
couple of days”. Then Sam left leaving Jessie to herself.

It turned out that Jessie did have leukaemia. “Acute 
lymphocycic leukaemia, to be exact. This type of leukaemia 
mostly aff ects children. You won’t be lonely here though. 
There are children from all over the state here and they 
all have leukaemia like you. You’re in good hands” said Dr 
Anne.

Twelve months had passed. Jessie was sitting in a little 
waiting area in the chemotherapy ward of the hospital. 

She looked around at all the pale 
faces, all with colourful bandanas 
on their heads. Then she saw Joy 
and Gabriella. Joy and Gabriella 
were Jessie’s best friends. They 
always seemed to make everyone 
happy. The three girls were as 
close as sisters. Then, one day, 
Sam came in and said “I am so 
sorry Jessie but... but Joy can’t 
come for a visit today”. “That’s 
fi ne, maybe tomorrow then” said 
Jessie. “No not tomorrow either, 
Jessie, I’m sorry but she won’t be 

coming in at all”, croaked Sam. “NO!” Jessie screamed through 
a stream of tears. “No” she whispered. Joy was dead, moved 
on, passed away, gone forever. Nothing would comfort her. 
Only Joy could do that. Sam left knowing that nothing could 
make the pale skinny girl in the blue hospital gown forget all 
the horrible, unfair things that had happened to her and the 
best friend she could ever have had.

“Jessie, it’s time to go” yelled Jessie’s mum from down the hall. 
This brought her back from her memories. By now Jessie was 
crying, tears for Joy, tears of hope, tears for all the horrible 
times but it was all just a memory, just a memory. She blinked 
away the tears and ran out to the waiting car.

Now here she was again, in Dr Anne’s offi  ce, waiting for the 
results. Her heart pounded against her chest. Would she be 
free of leukaemia? Would she be nearly normal? Would she 
be able to go to a proper school? Then Dr Anne came in. 
Jessie saw the doctor’s lips moving, she heard the words, then 
everything was a blurry mess from the tears streaming down 
her face. The treatment had worked. The results were clear.

The End

By Abbey Tregeagle

Year 7, Marist Sisters College

WOOLWICH – ACT

Her Heart Pounded (Cont’d.)

A Blue Whale Poem
Blue whales, blue whales, so mighty and vast.

They haven’t had luck, well, not in the past.
They’re hunted for everything, baleen skin and meat.

Which I think would be just revolting to eat.
From a distance they must look tiny, even when they leap.
But up close I could assure you they’re just too big to keep!

By Simon Cosgrave

Year 2, Age 7, Holy Eucharist School

MALVERN EAST – VIC.
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Cont’d...

As a writer I’ve always been interested in fresh ideas, the ways 
of inspiration and of how works of art can be interpreted and 
re-interpreted in various forms. Story to play, to ballet, to 
opera, to movie to dance. I had never thought about story to 
quilt until this year, when taking on enthusiastic students at 
Sydney University who were all writing young adult novels, 
and were keen to learn more about the art and craft of writing. 
I’d thought of drama which I’d used many times to enliven 
writing, but mysteriously, the word quilt kept cropping up. 
We speak of weaving stories then why not quilting them, too. 
We could write a communal story during the semester and it 
could be quilted! Why? It seemed an interesting way for me 
as a teacher, to teach story, it was experimental, a several 
stranded story moving into another art form, a single art 
form at that: and the walls of our lecture rooms in our fi ne 
old building seemed rather empty, perhaps crying out for 
something unusual. And this could very well be it.

A communal story? Was this at all possible and in so short 
a span of time? Inspired by the picture of the Bronte family 
gathered around the table in their Yorkshire manse, father 
having gone to bed, and their entering the fantasy world of 
their own making, their island Gondal, complete with maps, 
where they could all leave the constrictions of their daily life, 
and meet in their writing, so in a sense, their dreams. I had 
such a possibility of shared story as a teacher with competent 
writers meeting around a table each week, and my dream 
was to emulate that particularly creative family group with 
our Advanced Writers Group. I was not exactly expecting 
Wuthering Heights from this experiment but rather of fi nding 
another way of inspiring creative thinking, another way of 
enhancing writing skills.

A real place to meet. We would make a real place to meet, 
and why not in this very university. If Phillip Pullman could 
use Oxford University as so many writers before him have, 
then we could use Sydney University. We would tour the 
wonderful buildings and we would agree on the exact spot 
to meet in our stories.

Dr Craig Baker, Manager, Education and Public Programs, 
University Museums, delighted us in his willingness to take 
the writing group on a guided tour. We met at his offi  ce at 
the Nicholson Museum and were spirited away with his 
explanatory tour which gave us insight into the history and 
architecture, especially its gargoyles, as well as the quirks 
and ghosts, and the wonders, of course, of the Nicholson 
Museum, with its mummies and cases of strange artefacts.

The Angel of Knowledge. We were inspired by the 
atmosphere of such historic buildings, with all their history 
and folklore, but we still had to determine the ‘meeting place’ 
for the story. Craig had intrigued us with of the mystery of 
the Angel of Knowledge that once graced the plinth above 
gargoyles and other stone carvings, right at the top of the 
Great Hall. He’d related the way in which it had disappeared, 
taken down ostensibly because of safety reasons, but never 
to be re-instated. And now nowhere to be found. Then we 
would meet under the Angel of Knowledge for there was a 
mystery in that empty plinth, ready-made.

Inspired by the guided tour, one of the students, Alicia 
Gilmore, a more than competent artist, created a map for us 
and then began to photograph and sketch several gargoyles, 
and the Great Hall, over a period of weeks, bringing our stories 
to life in quite another way. She also kept a photographic fi le 
with many close-ups of the gargoyles among other things, 
and an illustrated writer’s journal.

I thought it important that each student actually complete 
a short story (or even short novel) and here was a way we 
could do it, experimenting with another art form for the 
project at the same time. Each student would work his or 
her magic in story, as we moved toward the empty plinth 
with the Angel of Knowledge in mind. It seemed a good 
way to look at enhancing creativity, giving consideration to 
structure and characterisation in tracing the ‘arc of story’ over 
only fi ve or six weeks.

The Quilted Story. I won’t say I dreamt the word quilt but 
I was inspired by the word and the idea and what it could 
mean for writing our communal story. A ‘piecing together’ of 
ideas, their structuring, the images selected, the symbolism 
inherent and achieved. Not only that, a close friend of 
mine belongs to a quilting society and was able to ask at a 
meeting, if there was anyone interested in making a quilt that 
refl ected a communal story. We were fortunate to fi nd award 
winning quilter, Alan Tremain, perhaps the only male quilter 
in Australia, and someone keen to take on a new challenge. 
He showed the student several of his quilts and recklessly 
told us that the sky was the limit. In the following email Alan 
explains something of his own involvement.

Teaching Creative Writing: The Quilt Experiment
Children’s author Libby Hathorn explores new ways of inspiring her students.

14

Oz Kids in PrintOz Kids in Print



‘My involvement with this interesting project 
has been a classic piece of networking 
and a case of ‘being in the right place at 
the right time’. When Libby fi rst raised the 
idea of this project at a Sydney Quilt Study 
Group meeting, I was instantly drawn to the 
prospect of translating the Creative Writing 
Students’ ideas into a tangible textile artwork, 
which is what Art quilt makers do constantly 
but more on a personal level, drawing from 
their own creative ideals.

This concept within this art textile, translates 
over many decades, architectural styles and 
the many controlling infl uences forged by the 
ideals and passions of former commissioned 
architects and university leaders since the university’s conception 
in the mid–eighteen hundreds.’

 — Alan Tremain

Alan collected our stories to read, and our handwriting for 
examination, even our star signs! And several weeks later, 
Alan returned with his interpretation, central to which was 
to be the Angel of Knowledge.

Six stories with diverse themes. One student decided to 
write a blend of fantasy and history, a story about the fi rst 
female medical student at Sydney University. Two students 
decided to co-write an adventure story set in the Nicholson 
Museum and grounds of the university; another story 
involved the Dean, the angel and the devil’s accountant; 
another began with a boy’s encounter with gargoyles; and 
yet another, a fantasy that took the reader from an English-
seeming forest to the Sydney University quadrangle. Each 
student then wrote a diary as to the process they worked 
through to shape and edit their stories.

Some Outcomes. There are six diverse stories that end at the 
Great Hall and under the Angel of Knowledge, as planned. 
These have been circulated to three publishers and after an 
agent to gauge interest in the stories. Students were asked 
to analyse their own responses under several headings, from 
inspiration for story, to stumbling blocks in their writing, so 
that it was a living experiment. I’ve found these self analyses 
most interesting in terms of their individual processes, for 
example:

Story Development
‘Totally engaged in creating this novel and working on my 
sketches, I was surprised and amazed at the synchronicity that 
seemed to be surrounding the entire project. When I heard the 
story of the Angel of Knowledge I immediately pictured one of 
my favourite artworks at the Art Gallery of NSW, the sculpture 
of ‘Candida’, one of Anselm Kiefer’s Women of Antiquity series. 
Candida has an open book for her head, behind her, Hypatia, a 
woman of science and mathematics has a prism for her head. 

When Adrienne and Luci named one of their 
characters Hypatia, and Rachel wanted to 
use the image of Candida for the character 
of the bride in her story, our works were 
connecting.

I found myself looking at the university with 
fresh eyes, trying to imagine how it would 
have looked and felt to Dagmar more than 
one hundred years earlier. I’d look up at 
the gargoyles each day, and try to capture 
something of their carved nature in my 
sketches. I wondered if Dagmar had stood 
in front of the Great Hall as I did, if she felt 
excited, scared, intimidated or brave. I 
wondered if she knew the enormity of the 

task she had set herself and if she could imagine how it would 
open the doors for other women in Australia.

I read nineteenth century fi ction and poetry, to immerse myself 
in the female experiences of those years, particularly works by 
the Bronte sisters. I reread Charlotte’s ‘Jane Eyre’, Anne’s ‘The 
Tenant of Wildfell Hall’ and Emily’s poetry. I looked at images 
of the city of Sydney in the years before Federation, and realised 
that Dagmar had travelled to London in the year that Jack the 
Ripper was causing fear in the Whitechapel district. I watched 
movies depicting that era, trying to capture the spirit of London, 
the clothing the women wore, the scientifi c advances of that 
time, and the medical conditions for patients. Each piece of 
information I found led to something new. At a local market 
stall I found a book of ‘Pioneer Women of the Bush and Outback’ 
for $5, with images of the conditions I imagined Dagmar may 
have experienced in Australia with her stepfather and during 
her time at Trundle.’ A.G.

Stumbling Blocks
‘Historical fi ction was something I’d never attempted before. 
Basing my story on a real person provided inspiration and a 
starting point, but soon became to present some challenges. 
I’d started to create my version of Dagmar Berne’s short life 
after reading entries in Susanna De Vries’s ‘The Complete Book 
of Great Australian Women’ (2003) and ‘Strength of Purpose’ 
(1998). Yet soon discovered my own knowledge of this period 
of Australia’s history was sadly lacking.

I wanted to know how a young woman during the later years 
of the nineteenth century would have experienced life in the 
growing city of Sydney. I wanted to understand how diffi  cult 
it would have been for her to be able to articulate and strive 
towards her dream. I continued to research, fi nding a book 
of letters from Louisa Macdonald, who had started the fi rst 
women’s college at Sydney University. Her letters back home 
to England gave first hand accounts of her experiences at 
Sydney and at the university. Another resource, ‘This Mad 
Folly – The History of Australia’s Pioneer Women Doctors’ 
(M. Hutton Neve, 1980) gave further insight into the challenges 

Teaching Creative Writing: The Quilt Experiment (cont’d.)
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and obstacles Dagmar had faced. Some of the information 
contradicted what I’d previously discovered so I continued my 
research, concerned about my responsibilities as I wove my 
story around a real person. Our task was to create fi ction, not 
biography, but I did want to base my story in fact.’ A.G.

Inspiration
‘I have walked around the main buildings many, many times 
seeing all the details of the sandstone building materials, the 
gargoyles, the windows, the diff erent styles, the church like and 
castle like aspects of the Quad. I also noted the roof, the centrality 
of the Jacaranda tree, and the lion statues representing the Royal 
focus of the British domination of the colony in the 19th century. 
The place is in contrast to the building. This tension is valuable 
for the plot and themes: the old way vs. the new.

Reading about R.L. Stevenson and his classic boys’ adventure 
Treasure Island. His popularity ebbed and fl owed over the years. 
Other writers admire him for the literary qualities of his life. 
Are the basic elements of the thrill of fi nding a “treasure” after 
many obstacles still valid for boys? Looked at graphic novel 
version of Treasure Island. Noticed the boy was not central to 
the narrative or main action. Subservient role of children and 
‘superiority‘ of landed gentry obvious. I want my quilt novel to 
centre the narrative action in the teenager as someone who 
can determine his own destiny. Tension between the way the 
teenager has some superiority over adults, e.g. strength, agility, 
passion, courage. Main theme of my YA books: the general idea 
that Youth = weaker than adult not necessarily so!

Listening to reading of Rosemary Sutcliff e’s version of Beowulf. 
The hero is all action. Little inner life. He is victim of natural forces 
but the quest theme is still valid.’ M.S.

Was the ‘promise’ of the novel kept?
‘My promise was to show the ‘education’ of a male teenager, a 
rites of passage journey. John was comfortable in his successful 
life in Manchester, England. Everything he based his success on 
was disrupted by the involuntary move to a strange environment 
– Sydney University. This place presents challenges that John 
cannot understand but it forces him to dig deep and take a 
role that is much more consequential than being school dux or 
soccer captain. Like all of us he discovers things are not what 
they seem, that there is joy and danger in just living.

I feel I did not develop his inner life enough. I felt compelled 
to keep the plot moving, full of action, and let them speak for 
themselves.

The use of names and pronouns seemed too boring and used 
too often. The eff ective use of dialogue was a problem that I 
grappled with constantly. The ‘voice’ of direct speech was too 
tempting to not use more than I should. I wanted to avoid the 
3rd person telling too much rather than showing. The use of 
direct speech seemed more eff ective for showing the personality 
of the character as well as the action.’ M.S.

Inspiration. There’s no doubt in my mind that the inspiration 
of place can serve story well. And the idea of visualising their 
story in another art form is a good one. It was interesting to 
see the eff ect of a real goal, a real structure to the writing of 
theses stories within six or so meetings, six chapters, and a 
real ending place, in our case under the Angel of Knowledge. 
It all provided a strong motivation for students to wrestle 
with their writing ideas, and it is hoped, come to understand 
more about storytelling itself, gaining more insight into their 
own writing techniques.

The quilter joined in the experiment, and apart from doing an 
enormous amount of research on the history of the buildings, 
Alan has written his own story about the Angel of Knowledge, 
he is using as focal point of the quilt.

And there is the quilt itself that represents all of us who 
took part in the experiment. A quilt that celebrates several 
things – the making of story, the intrigue of history, Sydney 

University’s imposing buildings, 
art and craft, a marriage of the 
arts, fellowship in story and the 
acquisition of knowledge for 
all concerned – if that elusive 
Angel  of  Knowledge was 
generous with her blessings for 
our writing small and dedicated 
writing group.

Teaching Creative Writing: The Quilt Experiment (cont’d.)

The Angel of Knowledge
by Alicia Gilmore.

Down by the river
Stood the fi shermen

Dreaming.
There had been no bites,

Just the hot sun steaming.
The fi sh lurked in the shadows

Dark, undulating shapes
Faces to the tide

Waiting.

The fi shermen sat in the sun,
And raised untouched baits

To check
And, untroubled by their presence,

Cast them back,
To sit dreaming in the sun.

By Nazia Afsana Arju

Grade 7, Beverly Hills Girls’ High School

BEVERLY HILLS – NSW

Fishermen
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I SLOWLY opened the door to the classroom, everybody 
turned around to grab a glimpse of the new girl.

“Welcome Sophie, my name is Mr. Kang, we all hope you have 
a good time at this school” said the man standing at the front 
of the classroom. Many of the people were now whispering to 
their partners. I slowly made my way to the seat at the front 
that Mr. Kang was pointing at.

“Now class as I told you yesterday we have a new exchange 
student, I would appreciate it if you helped her around 
and made her feel comfortable in the new surroundings” 
announced Mr. Kang as I sat down.

As I walked out of the class to grab my snack a tall boy who 
wore ripped and tattered clothes walked towards me.

“My name’s Kyle and I’m the school bully, I will 
make your time here a living hell” he said as 
he opened up his locker which had millions of 
foul stickers. Most had swear words on them. I 
walked over to the bunch of girls that sat next to 
me; they were trying to block me from view. My 
instincts told me that I should just leave them and 
fi nd someone else to play with, so I did.

“Hi, my name is Sophie” I said to a girl with 
long black hair and bright eyes.

“Nice to meet you Sophie, my name is Taylor 
but my classmates call me Elmo, just don’t 
ask me why” she said. When I fi rst saw her 
she looked like she was very weird but coming 

from me that would mean nothing because I’m the geek, 
apparently.

Weeks went by and I slowly got to know the town. My 
fi rst problem started when Kyle came up to me and yelled 
something about keeping all the geeks and non-Australians 
out of this country town, next day he came up to Elmo and 
I and hit us for taking his favourite spot to sit. You wouldn’t 
believe me if I said that we got him back for beating the snot 
out of us but we did. It all started after everything went too far, 
the teachers had a staff  meeting so there was nobody on yard 
duty, Elmo and I were sitting near Mr. Dada’s classroom when 
suddenly Kyle and his gang walked over to us and started to 
beat us up for no reason! So we made up a plan.

Elmo and I rode our bikes to Kyle’s house where we 
waited till he came out, he looked really mad 

about something but we weren’t too sure 
what, but our plan proceeded. We carefully 
followed him to school and started to fi nish 
off the plan. We hid beside the locker 
listening carefully for any noises then all 
of a sudden, BANG! Kyle had been blasted 

off  his feet by the party poppers that we had 
put in his locker. From that day on Kyle never 

bullied us again.

By Grace Elizabeth Novak

Grade 6

Oxley Primary School

OXLEY – VIC.

Beaten Bullies

Changes in Leadership

THE TIRED and sore tiger crept slowly from his lair. It had 
been a hard life, and he was near his end. His once regal 

black stripes along his once majestic orange fur had dulled. 
His used-to-be wet, royal black nose showed the age of the 
now weary leader. His den, 4 Privet Lives – named when he 
discovered it, having 4 lives left – was a gleaming royal palace, 
showing the weathered look of many leaders.

Looking up at the sky, he heard the little pitter-patter of tiny 
paws come up behind him.

‘Papa! Wait up! I’m coming with you!’ the little voice of the 
young tiger piped up behind the king.

‘Not now, Jackavich. I must do this alone.’ With that, the king 
lay down, and quickly left this world.

‘Papa! Wake up! Papa! Papa?’ the young cub cried. ‘Wake 
up now! Now or– or– I’ll cry! I will!!!’ then it dawned on him. 

Jackavich’s father had told him about this. When his father 
dies, Jackavich would have to... No, he could not think about 
this.

Not daring to say much, he whispered into his loyal father’s 
ear, ‘I will not let you down’. Not letting his feelings show, he 
strode up to the top of the mountain, stood in the light, letting 
his stunning fur ruffl  e in the light breeze, and growled:

‘I am your King now.’

By Imogen Wittaker

Grade 5/6

Methodist Ladies College

KEW – VIC.

Teacher: Mrs Jo Ryan
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Th e Trench Disaster

IT’S DREADFUL in here, my blankets are covered with mud 
mixed with blood and it’s too dark to see properly. I hear 

a gun shot, it echoes in my trench. A gigantic bomb comes 
thudding though the air and lands behind the trench. It’s so 
loud I think I’m hearing voices.

The sounds I can hear are screams and cries, it places a blob 
of sadness in my heart that I stiff en up like a garden statue. 
For once I actually think for a while. These people shouldn’t 
be here, I shouldn’t be here either, we should all be with our 
beloved family.

I look down at my mate, Scott, who is now griping with fear 
and has blood oozing down his face and arms, where there 
are fl ies and maggots trying to get to the best parts.

As my captain, Will, cautiously turns to have a look at what 
I’m doing, he shouts out an order or compliment which is 
really hard to understand. I am watching the rain sprinkle on 
my dirty face like jelly beans dripping from the trees. It feels 
cold and hard, like pebbles landing on my shivering hands. 
It’s too late, I hadn’t taken notice of my captain until it hit, 
and that’s when I knew it was over.

By Alana Buss

LOWER BUCCA – NSW

THE WIND whistles through the tiny gaps in the leaves, 
it’s crying I can tell. I know every cry now, well every sad 

cry anyway.

My mother cries silently with great gasps of air. She covers 
her face with her curly hair and hides deep in her hands.

When my father cries tears run down his cheeks and then he 
is silent. He stands tall though and holds on to something 
tight so he doesn’t fall over.

Sometimes it’s a door handle sometimes it’s a chair but 
usually it’s my hand.

When my auntie cries her eyes turn puff y and she screeches, 
I live with her now but mum and dad still visit me. I wish I still 
lived with them I hate hearing auntie cry. I miss mum’s hair I 
could hug her and her hair would keep me warm. I miss dad’s 
hand I could squeeze it tight to stop me from crying.

My cat cries too. Her name is Phillipa she is six and we’ve been 
together ever since I was born; she was born the same day I 
was. She is brown and stripy, soft and precious. I named her 
Phillipa after Philip Island because it is my favourite place in 
the entire world. Phillipa cries while meowing, she howls with 
such great might that I have to hold her tight for hours.

The house next door has a nightingale that cries. He is brown 
with a yellow belly. He twitters lowly and fl ies close to the 
garden until the tears weigh him down and he falls to the 
ground.

My baby sister is always crying, she whines and screams all 
night long. She has tiny hands that squeeze my fi nger like 
I used to squeeze dad’s hand. My baby sister lives with my 
auntie too. Auntie is very brave even though she cries a lot 
she doesn’t show us but I can hear her.

My other sister never cried. She always held my hand until 
the day she died.

She used to swing me on the big garden swing it was rusty 
and squeaky but a great deal of fun. My sister would push the 
swing but not too hard, she knew I didn’t like heights. I don’t 
mind heights now my sister showed me how not to be afraid; 
she would sit with me on the garden swing and push off  with 
her feet, she held my hand and we would fl ip our heads back 
to look up to the sky. It felt so much like fl ying.

I cry with the rain and when the sun comes out I sit and watch, 
sit and watch with my sister.

By Anna-Rose Kirchner

Age 13

Mirboo North

Secondary College

MIRBOO NORTH – VIC.

Teacher: Matthew Henry

(English)

Cries
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Th e Leaking Tap
Old Tom was snoozing in his chair in front of the fi re that hissed and crackled with 
excruciating heat. Outside the clouds raced along the sky playing hide and seek 
with the moon. His only companion, a fat old dog named Sam, dozed at Old Tom’s 
feet as happy as a lizard basking in the sun. Old Tom woke, he could hear a dripping 
sound coming from the bathroom. He slowly waddled towards the bathroom, his 
bones were as creaky as old fl oorboards. Old Tom fi nally reached the bathroom. 
He turned the handle but still the tap kept dripping. He waddled back to his chair 
and dozed off  again. In the morning Old Tom rang the plumber. By the time the 
plumber arrived the bath was nearly overfl owing. “Nah, I’m sorry I can’t fi x it”, said 
the plumber. Weeks passed and eventually Old Tom was living in a retirement home 
with Sam. Sadly Old Tom slowly passed away of old age but I’m sure he’s looking 
down from heaven feeling sorry for everyone with leaking taps!

By Sam Preshaw

Lauderdale Primary School

LAUDERDALE – TAS.

Mini Beasts
Little bugs in my garden

some with shells that harden
Small butterfl ies fl ying in Spring
so colourful like a rainbow ring.

Camoufl aged grasshoppers on leaves
tiny fl ies playing with fl eas.

Pink worms wriggling underground
black spiders running all around.

Brown and grey moths on the light
pretty dragonfl ies’ wings so bright.

Desert scorpions on the sand
the bugs are having a minibeast band!!

By Bhakti

Grade 2, Glen Waverley Primary School

GLEN WAVERLEY – VIC.

Teacher: Lean Teoh

An apple for my teacher,
An apricot and pear,

Teachers don’t seem it,
but they’re always fair.

Watermelon, for my teacher,
A nectarine and mango,
A coconut, a pineapple,

Let's learn to tango.

An orange for my teacher,
A plum, a cherry,

A banana, a kiwi-fruit,
Let’s all be merry.

Fruit Salad, for my teacher,
English and Maths,

Geography, Economy,
SOSE and Graphs.

By Estelle Fraser

Age 11

St. Vincent De Paul

MORWELL – VIC.

An Apple for the Teacher
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Based on a true story
Armed with a vacuum cleaner, clenched in his hand,

He stood straight and tall, poised in his stance
His muscles rippling in concentration, his jaw set tight,

Dad was ready, to win this fi ght.
But this moment of glory, was sadly short lived

As the pest reappeared, legs active

Whizz!! Whizz!! Went that terrible machine!!!
As the tall and ferocious giant, tried to swipe me off  clean.

But I think of my family, and scanter along the wall
My children, my wife, dodging the giant so tall

Legs burning and chest heaving, I seek refuge in an air conditioner,
Large, with many gaps, and advantage to my favour.

Curses fi lled the air, as the vacuum cleaner was switched off ,
Dad collapsed into a chair, and threatened with a scoff .

“I’ll get you!!!”, he cried, “You just wait and see!!!”
“You’ll be fl ushed down the toilet, along with my pee!!!”

At those words we glanced at each other, Mum and I,
And shook our heads disbelievingly, followed with a sigh.

Dad continued muttering, throwing curses at the pest,
I’d never known something so small, could put his temper to the test.

I rested my legs, aching from running, and dared to glimpse at my pursuer
He sat on a chair, his face taut with anger, his gaze piercing mine like a skewer.

I laughed at the giant, through the air conditioning stench,
I’ll live, and I’ll feast, on that chicken on the bench.
I’ll toy with him, and leave, with a cunning farewell,
And I’ll scamper away, uninjured, with a story to tell.

Dad stared intently, until the insect reappeared
He then jumped up from the chair, his energy cohered

At the expression on his face, I suddenly knew,
That this was the decider, the fi nale, the cue

The next few moments was a fl urry of activity,
The giant, the vacuum cleaner and myself in a frenzy

I saw my life fl ashing by in preparation for my downfall,
Until at last I saw a merciful gap in the wall.

Dad threw down his arms in a silent surrender; he knew that the fi ght was lost
He had tried with all his heart, but failed miserably, to prove who was really boss.
For a split second of time, I felt a pang of pity, it never should’ve ended this way,

“But no matter…”, I thought there are other battles to fi ght, he is my hero anyway.

By Emily Wai, Year 9, St. George Girls’ High School, KOGARAH – NSW. Teacher: Ms Simiri

MY DAD

and the cockroach
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 Hazel Edwards is the author of 150 books including the classic Th ere’s a 

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

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

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

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

details of her Antarctic books.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Earthborn was the fi rst title. Visit www.paulcollins.com.au for more. 

 Lorraine Wilson writes extensively both reference material for teachers and books 

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

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

Have Two Dads, and I Speak Two Languages.

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

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

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

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

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

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

her books at www.viking-magic.com.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

com/mcostain

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

extensive booklist and awards at www.libbyhathorn.com . 

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 fi ft een years, and during that time moved 

to Melbourne with her family.

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

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

them with fi bs and turns them into stories.

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

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

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

story ideas. Visit www.kristabell.com .
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I thought I would like it,
To go around the sea,
To see all the others,

Waiting for me.

But things were really diff erent,
In this strange and new land,

I thought there would be green fi elds,
But what I saw was sand.

The people were nice enough,
But they chose to fi ght,

We fought, and fought and fought,
Until we said “All right!”

The years have come and gone,
And we haven’t learnt more,

About that strange and foreign country,
That we visited and saw.

Now it is known as Australia,
Proud and free,

I would like to visit that land again,
Not my men, Just ME!

By Olivia Brooks

Year 4TR, Age 10

Elermore Vale Public School

ELERMORE VALE – NSW

Teachers: Mrs Robertson & Miss Tweedie

AUSTRALIA

AS I entered the warm tranquil water I thought about the 
pearly yellow sand crunching beneath my cool feet. I 

waded deeper until the clear, transparent water reached 
my waist. Then I adjusted my goggles, which were blue, on 
my head.

Suddenly I pushed off  the crunchy sand and glided through 
the glistening water. As soon as my lungs felt like they were 
about to burst, my head broke the surface of the water and 
out popped my head.

I took a deep refreshing breath and put my snorkel in my 
mouth. I looked around. That was when I saw my mum. I 
swam to her and surprised her by brushing her leg gently 
as she was snorkelling.

I swam to her side and together we enjoyed the spectacular 
life and scenery of the sea.

My mum suddenly shook me and pointed to a fi sh. It was 
a blue groper. I felt like going down to it and swimming 
alongside this wonderful fi sh all day long, but I knew that 
there were many other things to see and encounter.

My mum then signalled to me that there was a beautiful fi sh 
swimming by. I looked around frantically, but couldn't spot it. 
Alas, there was water in my goggles so I couldn't see clearly. 
My mum surfaced and told me what I had just missed, an 
elegant garnet coloured fi sh. Oh well, always another fi sh 
to see.

I spent the rest of the day basking in the sun and snorkelling. 
I made sure I had a lot of sunscreen on. It was all so 
wonderful that I was sad when I had to leave. It was a great 
experience!

Fairlight Beach

By Sara Gashi, Age 10, Manly West Public School, BALGOWLAH – NSW

22

Oz Kids in PrintOz Kids in Print



Vege What!
“Is there any bamboo out here at all?” asked Bongo the panda, 
as he scanned the bush around him. Suddenly he spotted 
some leaves that looked familiar. “Bamboo!” Bongo cried as 
he crawled towards the leaves. “Ewww! This isn’t bamboo.” 
he said as he spat out the awful leaf, not knowing that it 
was a gum leaf.

Bongo had been wandering for 2 hours and he still hadn’t 
seen any other animals since running away. Suddenly a 
sound came from behind a plant. “Hello, is anyone there?” 
asked Bongo.

Out of the bush popped a bilby. “I’m here”, said the bilby 
softly. “Oh sorry, hi I’m Bongo, what’s your name?” asked 
Bongo politely. “I’m Billy the bilby, nice to meet you Bongo”, 
he said shyly.

After their introductions, they walked through the bush 
together. Billy was curious about his new friend and asked 
him, “I don’t mean to be rude, but what are you?”. “I’m a 
panda.”

Bongo replied and at the same time asked, “Are we the only 
animals out here?”. “Of course not!” Billy giggled.

“Do you want to meet the others?” “Oh yes!” Bongo said 
excitedly, and Billy showed Bongo the way.

Once they arrived at Billy’s home he called out to the others, 
“Come and meet my new friend, his name is Bongo”. Billy then 
introduced his friends to Bongo, one by one, “This is Oscar the 
owl, Lily the lizard, oh and up there is Kimble the Koala, but he 
sleeps nearly all day”. “Hi!” said Bongo. “Hi!” said Lily and Oscar, 
but Kimble was asleep. “And this is Patrick the Platypus and 
Kristie the Kangaroo, oh, and over there is Danni and she’s a 
dingo. And last but not least, is Penny the possum.”

“Nice to meet you all”, Bongo said.

“You too”, they all said together, staring in amazement at their 
unusual new friend.

That night, the whole group of animals sat in front of the 
campfi re like they did every night and talked. Oscar asked 
Bongo about himself. He said “Well, I used to live in a zoo but 
the zoo keepers from another zoo said they had a girlfriend 
for me, but on the way to my new home the car broke down 
and I ran away. Now I’m here and I am really happy about 
being free, but I miss my family!!”. His new friends could see 
tears shimmering in his eyes. Then Penny suggested “Hey, 
you could be a part of our family!!!”. Bongo’s face brightened 
and he then said “Thanks, that would be nice”.

The next morning Bongo asked everyone if they could teach 
him all about Australia. They told him lots of interesting facts, 
including, “The humans eat this spread called Vegemite”.

Then Bongo said “Vege what?”. “Vegemite!” Danni repeated.

“Does it taste like bamboo ‘cause if it does, I’ll try it.” They all 
laughed and decided that they still had a long way to go 
before Bongo became a true Aussie!!

By Brooke Johnston

Age 9

WARRANWOOD – VIC.

Saoise’s Trinket

BOOM. Bash, Bang. Silence. The terrible spine chilling 
sounds of war. I am Saoise and I am at war. I haven’t eaten 

for eight days. I am starving. My dad’s trying as hard as he 
can to keep me well, but it’s hard when there’s very little 
food and water.

It was pouring with rain outside when my daddy sat 
down and pulled out a trinket from his tattered pockets. 
I looked into his sad eyes. He gave me a look that told me 
he wasn’t going to be around for much longer. He told me 
that I would always ‘be his heart’. Then he disappeared 
into the stormy night.

In the morning I could hear the bombs and the screams 
of people dying. I saw a familiar face crumpled on the 
ground. I ran towards the fallen body. I had a sick feeling 
inside. I didn’t want to know.

As I got closer I knew who it was. There was a puddle of blood 
at my bare bloodied bruised feet. I looked down and saw 
my father’s body, just lying there. His eyes were wide open, 
staring up at the crystal blue sky. I thought he was looking at 

me. He had three wounds, in his shoulder, thigh and heart. 
The blood was slowly drying up in the blazing hot sun.

I sat down next to him and held his hand so he wouldn’t 
be lonely.

By Kathleen Sullivan

Grade 6

Mel Maria Primary School

ATTADALE – WA
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AS I stood there in the cold dark night, I thought that 
maybe this was a bad idea. I was standing in front of 

The Old House, a huge abandoned mansion. Well not quite 
abandoned, some people believe that the previous owner’s 
ghost wanders around the old building to this very day. They 
think it is haunted. So do I.

Before I go too far into my story, I guess I should explain what 
I was doing there. You see, my so called ‘friends’ dared me to 
spend one night in the Old House by myself. I wasn’t allowed 
to go outside the gates. At fi rst I didn’t agree, but when they 
starting calling me a chicken, I said okay.

I was allowed to bring only three things for comfort and two 
things for protection. I decided to bring my rubber duck, 
a pillow and a bottle of tomato sauce for comfort. And for 
protection, I brought a plastic cricket bat and a bar of soap. 
Odd items, I know.

Anyway, as I stepped past the creaking gates, they moaned 
as the gentle breeze pushed them through the foggy air. My 
friends ran off  behind me yelling things like, “Sweet dreams!”. 
The wind was building; I angrily pushed the hair out of my 
face. Goose bumps were prickling at my skin, and it wasn’t 
just because of the cold.

I nervously walked to the door. The dead trees on both sides 
of me seemed to be grabbing wildly at me. I pushed them 
aside and stepped onto the porch. I opened the door and it 
slammed shut behind me. What haunted door doesn’t? Pitch 
black. I couldn’t see a thing.

I fumbled for the light switch and when I fl icked it on, I 
gasped in horror. Standing in front of me was a mad sight! 
An open jaw awaited me, fangs struck out the top of his 
mouth, dripping with saliva. Bulging eyes glared at me, with 
tiny red pupils. It was an enormous killer dog! I swear that it 
was the size of a rhino and as vicious as an angry lion whose 
whiskers had just been pulled! I tried to scream out for help, 
but only a choked cry came out. I couldn’t run as much as I 
wanted to, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the foul thing 
in front of me. It growled a long deep growl and snapped at 

my face. I had enough time to see the long pointed teeth in 
its mouth; they were yellow and disgusting. Had this, Monster 
Mutt, ever heard of toothpaste?

The dog moved toward me, it sniff ed my face. I stood there 
holding my breath, too terrifi ed to move. It backed away a 
bit. To get a run up! It ran toward me with its mouth open 
and ready to eat me alive! I had to think fast. But I had to act 
faster! I quickly reached into my night bag and pulled out 
my bar of soap, I looked at it and shrugged. I didn’t have 
much choice. The dog was about two feet away, and I threw 
the soap into Monster Mutt’s mouth. He suddenly stopped, 
centimetres away from my face, his eyes rolled back and he 
dropped to the fl oor like a log. I realised I was still holding 
my breath. I let it out with a long whoooosh.

Happy that I had defeated the Monster Mutt, I dropped my 
things on the fl oor. But I didn’t get too excited, as I knew he 
wouldn’t be the only terrifying creature. I gazed around at 
my surroundings: there was an empty fi re place on one wall 
and in front of it was an old green sofa. There was a funny-
looking bookcase and a telephone on a diff erent wall. They 
were the only things in the room. In the next room there was 
the kitchen, a room I didn’t normally pay much attention to. 
Why should I make my own dinner when I could easily ring 
up Dominos to order pizza?

My tummy grumbled in agreement, so I picked up the phone 
and dialled Dominos’ number. I told the person on the other 
end my order, “just deliver it to the Old House” I said. The 
person on the other end slammed down the phone. Weird. I 
tried another pizza store, “Pizza Palace” which I didn’t normally 
do. They didn’t seem to care at all about the Old House. I 
fl opped down on the sofa in exhaustion, even though I hadn’t 
been doing much.

About ten minutes later there was a knock on the door. “My 
pizza!” I exclaimed. I was very hungry! I rushed to the door 
and opened it. I gasped in horror! In front of me stood a blue 
zombie/alien, dressed in the Pizza Palace uniform holding 
out my pizza! His eyes were tiny black dots, they looked like 
holes in his head. Maybe they were. He had two slits for his 
nose and his mouth held a twisted smile.

“Here’s your dinner” he said coldly, “and you’re mine!”. His 
voice sounded like claws scratching on a metal door. He 
cackled evilly and dived toward me. I quickly jumped out 
of the way and headed for my only defence. The cricket bat. 
“Stay back!” I warned, “or you’ll pay!”.

He laughed again. I knew it was hopeless, a plastic cricket 
bat is not a match for a zombie/alien. He came closer. I lifted 
the bat above my head. He stepped forward. I had no choice, 
BAM! I hit him on the shins. “Argh!!” he yelled.

A bit of courage built up inside me, I struck again, WHAM! 
This time in his stomach, winding him. He staggered around 
moaning. I put the bat down. But as he staggered a bit closer 
to me he reached his hands out and seized me. We both 
toppled down to the fl oor.
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“Let me go! Let me go!” I screamed. “I can’t do that” he 
whispered into my ear.

I shivered as I felt a chill rush through my body. I felt along 
the cold fl oor searching for the cricket bat. I found it and 
grabbed it tightly. I held it behind his head so he wouldn’t 
see, and with great force I whacked him right on the back 
of his head! With so much force that his head rolled off  and 
landed on top of me!

“Yuck! Oh yuck! A zombie/alien head! Aww revolting!” I cried. 
I quickly stood up, I was too disgusted to actually touch the 
head with my hands, so instead I kicked it out the door. And 
over the fence. I dragged the zombie/alien body 
outside.

I picked up the pizza box, which was still on 
the fl oor. I took it over to the sofa and sat 
down to eat it. I raised the lid, and inside 

was my pizza, but the topping 
was all wrong! No way was I going to eat that! I didn’t 
order leeches and maggots! No way! I didn’t order blood 
sauce, I ordered barbeque sauce! And I certainly did not order 
spiders’ legs and doggy doo as the veggies! I put the box on 
the fl oor wearily. This was going to be a long night.

I gazed around, and I spotted something I hadn’t seen before. 
A closet. I knew that wasn’t there before, I just knew it! But I 
still walked over to the old closet. It was a very strange one. 
It was rounded at the top, and weird swirls had been carved 
all over it. I also noticed something else. “BEWARE” was carved 
on the side. I stared at it for a long time. I was really tempted 
to open it. It was like seeing a big red button, saying, “Do not 
push this big red button” and having that feeling that you 
just had to push it.

I normally couldn’t resist that feeling. I couldn’t resist it 
tonight either.

I opened the closet slowly. Carefully. It swung open and I 
peered inside. Nothing. Not a thing. An empty closet. But as 
my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I became aware that I was 
being watched. By something in the closet, more like things. 
About six hundred little eyes gazed back out at me. I jumped 
back in terror, and as I did, about three hundred bats shot out 
and swooped over me! When I say bats, I mean vampire bats! 
Their little fangs stuck out of their tiny mouths. Even though 
they were small, they looked deadly.

Well, I certainly wasn’t in the mood to be attacked by vampire 
bats! I snatched up my only weapon, the plastic cricket bat. 
Don’t fail me now, cricket bat! I braced myself for the attack, 
but it didn’t come! Instead, I found myself bravely fi ghting 
off  the enemies. I was in a strong stance and my hits were 
powerful. It sent the vampire bats fl ying across the room! 
More and more bats came thundering toward me but I kept 
beating them away and soon enough, they were all dead. 
They lay there, motionless. Miniature, furry soldiers defeated 
in war.

I was exhausted and hungry, so I decided to go to bed. At least 
that would be better; I wouldn’t meet any more zombie/aliens 
or giant killer dogs or vampire bats if I was in the safety of 
a bed. I walked up the old rickety stairs. They moaned as I 
went up, as if they were struggling to stay in one piece. They 
probably were. It was beginning to grow dark, but it was 
still light enough to see the bed. It was hardly a bed at all, it 
was simply a bed frame with an old dirty mattress on it. No 
blankets, no doonas, no sheets. Nothing except a mattress. 
So I shut the bedroom door and settled down quietly on the 
‘bed’ and waited.

Chicken (Cont’d)

Cont’d...
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Chicken (Cont’d)

I didn’t know what I was waiting for. Maybe waiting for me 
to fall asleep. Maybe waiting for morning. Maybe waiting for 
another terrifying monster to meet my eyes. But I still waited. 
I closed my eyes and tried to drift away to sleep, but it didn’t 
work. I must’ve been laying there for half an hour, possibly 
more when I gave up and decided to plot a plan to get my 
evil friends back for this.

After a while I decided to give them a scare. In the morning, 
when they came to get me, I would give them a massive 
fright. I would lie near the door, and put the beaten-to-
death-vampire-bats around me, I could put the Monster Mutt 
next to me, I could even get that foul zombie/alien and put 
it next to me! Then I could squirt tomato sauce all over me 
to make it look like blood! I could put those feral “toppings” 
from the pizza all over everything. They would think I’m 
dead. They will scream. They will be terrifi ed. And then I can 
laugh at them. It was the perfect revenge plan. I decided to 
get started right now.

As I was climbing out of bed, I heard something. A long sad 
wail. It was calling my name, “Daisy. Daisy. I need you Daisy”. 
I quietly climbed out of bed and crept to the bedroom door. 
I opened it slightly and peered out into the hallway. A freaky 
sight met my eyes. A ghost! She was a depressed lady of about 
45, her long black hair hung over her face. I couldn’t see her 
feet. She probably didn’t have any, but she wore a long silk 
gown. She drifted down the hallway calling my name in a 
sad, sad voice.

As much as I wanted to scream and scream and get out of 
this stupid house, away from these stupid monsters, I kept 
quiet and I stayed still. It was best not to draw attention to 
myself. After a long period of thinking I decided I would have 
to go now! I would wait till she was up the other end of the 
hall, then I would quietly slip past. If I stay in the shadows, 
she won’t notice me at all! It was perfect!

So I peered out into the hall. I couldn’t see her. I opened the 
door a bit further and stuck my head out. She was at the other 
end of the hall. Perfect! I didn’t want to go, I was scared! What 
if she caught me? What would I do? What would she do to 
me? And what did she need me for?

Stop stalling! I told myself. I slowly snuck out of the door, 
I slunk into the corner and checked the ghost again. She 
was still facing the wall at the other end of the hall, in the 
exact same spot. She hadn’t moved. Was she dead? No! Of 
course not! She’s already dead! And then I heard something 
strange. It was a weird kind of snorting noise. And then a 
long heeeeeeeew! Wait a second! I know what that is! That’s 
snoring! I hear that sound every night and every morning 
from my dad! The ghost is asleep! I didn’t know ghosts slept. 
Isn’t that convenient!

I tip-toed over to the staircase. I didn’t want to wake her up. I 
hurried down the stairs to begin my plan. It was about 1:30am, 

so it was still very dark. First, I collected all the beaten-to-death-
vampire-bats and plopped them in a pile on the ground, near 
the front door. With great eff ort I dragged Monster Mutt over 
near the door too. Then I went into the front yard, and dragged 
the zombie/alien pizza man inside and put him with the other 
monsters. Next I fetched the pizza box, and last of all, I grabbed 
my tomato sauce. I scattered the beaten-to-death-vampire-
bats around the door. I squirted a bit of tomato sauce on each 
one to make it look gory. Then I hauled the Monster Mutt and 
the zombie/alien to the right spot, and then I spread the pizza 
“toppings” around on the fl oor and on the monsters too. I 
lay down on the fl oor. It was cold and hard but I didn’t care. 
I squeezed the last of the tomato sauce on me and waited. I 
shut my eyes, and waited.

Morning came. Daylight came. My friends came. The plan was 
on! It was the knock on the door that woke me up, “Did you 
sleep well?” followed by giggles. I stayed lying on the fl oor 
with the creatures and monsters spread around me. I didn’t 
move, I had to pretend to be dead.

My friends waited and waited but I didn’t answer, so they 
opened the door themselves. They took one look at me 
and my monster “friends” and screamed. And screamed. 
And screamed some more. Oh! It was so funny! Through 
my eyelashes I could see the terrifi ed look on their faces. I 
couldn’t keep it up any longer. I burst out laughing. They 
looked stunned at fi rst, but when they fi gured it out they 
sighed with relief. Then they glared at me with anger.

I started telling them all about my adventures in the Old 
House when suddenly we all heard a low, deep growl. I turned 
around and Monster Mutt was snarling at my feet! He must 
have just passed out when I threw the soap in his mouth! 
Oh I am so glad he didn’t wake up when I was asleep! That 
would’ve been terrible! But I’ve still got a problem. He’s awake 
and he’s angry. There’s only one thing to do in a situation like 
that. Scream. And so we did. We yelled and cried for help but 
of course, no one came.

Then I heard a groaning noise. Something grabbed my feet 
and I fell backwards. My head banged hard on the fl oor-
board fl oor. I looked around to see who pulled me. The pizza 
zombie/alien! He was alive! But there’s a catch, he still hadn’t 
found his head! A headless zombie/alien!!

My friends and I ran to the other side of the room. This 
next part is even harder to believe. The beaten-to-death-
vampire-bats came to life! Every single one at the exact 
same time! Amazing! Incredible! Fascinating! Disgusting. 
So now my friends and I were running around the room 
screaming our heads off , running away from Monster Mutt, 
the headless pizza zombie/alien and the almost-beaten-to-
death-vampire-bats!!

This can not get any worse! Then it got much worse. The 
ghost lady sped down the stairs screaming louder than all of 
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us put together, “HOW DARE YOU WAKE ME UP!”. She wasn’t 
the disheartened lady that I had seen earlier. She was crazy! 
Her face was wild! Her eyes were on fi re and it left a streak 
of fading orange light where she had been, her mouth was 
wide and covered up practically her whole face. Her face was 
a blackish disgusting colour. She chased us along with the 
other monsters. It was chaos! Absolute chaos!

So in all that commotion I quietly snuck upstairs and hid in 
the bedroom. I started to write this. Sitting there, feeling 
safe in the corner, writing my true story. If you don’t believe 
me, well why don’t you come up to the Old House and see 
for yourself. Now I know they were right about this being 
haunted. I know it, and now that you’ve heard my story, you 
know it too.

Oh no! I can hear my friends running upstairs! No, no! Don’t 
come up here! Then we’ll all be killed! My silly friends ran to 
me and huddled in the corner. We waited for the worst. The 
Monster Mutt, the headless pizza zombie/alien, the ghost 
lady and the almost-beaten-to-death-vampire-bats closed 
in on us.

I know this is the end. Just remember to never ever come up 
to the Old House, unless you want to experience the most 
terrifying, spooky, eerie and horrible time of your life! And 
they say stories always have a happy ending…

By Jemima Webber

Warners Bay Public School

WARNERS BAY – NSW

Chicken (Cont’d)

I’m Rose I live in the garden just down the road
Debbie took good care of me and watched me grow

She often talked and smiled to me
As if we were friends since a long time ago

One day Debbie left me
Without a word
Where is she?

I wanted to know
I felt...

As if being dragged into a black hole
My petals, one by one, grew old Oh no!

I found myself fl ying up to the sky
To my surprise I saw

Debbie with a lovely smile
Am I in heaven?
Oh never mind

This story has never been told
I’m the writer – a little fl ower – Rose

By Phoebe Leung, Pinewood Primary School

MOUNT WAVERLEY – VIC.

The Crown Of Thorns
The spiky, thorny Crown Of Thorns

Has thorns as sharp as a triceratops’ horns
Destroying the wondrous Great Barrier Reef

So we are all forced to fi nd some relief

It produces more, more and more
While the Great Barrier Reef goes out the door

The cruel Crown Of Thorns we all despise
While scientists are trying to analyse

The Crown Of Thorns reigns from the top
That not even a shark or whale can stop!!

Our beautiful reef is in despair
But the Crown Of Thorns doesn’t care

All the marine life is getting killed
While the Crown Of Thorns devours its fi ll

So just take action and think
And do something before the Great Barrier Reef sinks

By Seyoon Ragavan

Year 4, Beecroft  Public School

BEECROFT – NSW

Teachers: Mrs. Cato and Mrs. Lowe

ALittle
Flower
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Cont’d...

It was a magnifi cent day.

The sun was shining over the countryside which was home to 
many enchanting and sometimes most mysterious gardens. 
The garden in which our story takes place is nestled right in 
the middle of the countryside. Butterfl ies fl uttered across the 
footstep-worn path that twisted and turned through dense 
willow and oak trees. Poppies, daisies, lilies, every fl ower 
imaginable, lined the path and were in full bloom.

A young girl walked along this path as she did every day. She 
had dark features except for her eyes that were as blue as the 
sky on a summer's day. Her thick, chocolate-brown hair fell 
loosely over her shoulders and some fell rebelliously over her 
freckled face. As she walked, her fl owy cotton dress fl ew out 
behind her in the breeze.

She turned a corner in the path and saw him patiently 
standing there waiting for her. He too had dark features, 
jet-black hair, an olive complexion, and the most deep, dark 
brown eyes. She adored his eyes. She would often catch 
them watching her. A smile would crawl onto his face; he 
would walk towards her, wrap his arms around her waist, 
and whisper in her ear, “You're beautiful”.

This never failed to send shivers up and down her spine.

He smiled and opened his arms. She ran towards him. He 
caught her, lifted her up into the air, and spun around. She 
smiled. She was fl ying! Her hair fl ew out from behind her and 
she closed her eyes. After what seemed like an eternity, he 
brought her gently back down. He held her tenderly in his 
arms and ran his fi ngers through her silky, feather-soft hair. 
Their bodies fi tted perfectly together like two pieces of a 
disjointed jigsaw puzzle.

The next day, the sun refused to appear as she followed the 
same path and turned the same corner. She saw him. He 
smiled and opened his arms as he always did. She did not 
run to him today. His expression changed to confusion and 
his eyes glazed over as she slowly walked into his arms. She 
rested her head on his shoulder. She did not feel like fl ying 
today.

She strolled along the muddy path again the next day. Rain 
was plummeting violently down from the murky, cloud-
covered sky. Her hair stuck menacingly to the back of her neck 
and face. She turned the corner. She saw him. He opened his 
arms with a look of desperation in his eyes. She ran to him 
on the verge of tears. He caught her, lifted her up into the 
air, and spun around. He was losing his grip. She could feel 
his fi ngers slipping. She fell for what seemed to be metres 
and metres before at last hitting the stony ground. She was 
hurting all over her body. Tears were falling uncontrollably 
down her aching cheeks. He stepped over her and looked 
back into her tear-stained face. A single tear slid down his 
cheek. He turned quickly and hastily walked away. She just 
lay there, curled up, in the mud and the rain like a helpless 
young child.

She needed to run. The following day she pursued that same 
path but did not turn that same corner. She ran through the 
rain until her legs became numb. She had never ventured 
through the rest of the garden. She had no idea where she 
was going. As she ran, she glanced beside her. Through 
the trees she could see him. He was running too. The trees 
began to thin out. They could see each other. They stopped 
running. They stood, staring into each other’s eyes, trying to 
catch their breath. The rain ceased as he opened his arms. 
She grinned and ran towards him. He caught her, lifted her 
up into the air, and spun around. She closed her eyes and felt 
the breeze against her skin.

He put her down. They smiled at each other. He took her hand 
in his and they continued along the path. They did not speak. 
They did not need to. The wind rustled through the trees and 
birds chirped every now and again to break the peaceful 
silence. The path wound through trees and separated into 
two. They came to an abrupt halt. They looked at each other 
and intertwined their fi ngers, tightening their grip on one 
other. They cautiously began to walk down their separate 
paths. The paths became wider apart but they still held on 
desperately to each other’s hands. They could not hold on 
any more. They were so far apart that only their fi ngertips 
were touching.

They looked at each other one last time. They glanced behind 
them. Through the pouring rain, they saw the beautiful 
sunshine that seemed everlasting. They both knew that to get 
back to that sunshine they would have to go back through 
the rain. They looked ahead of them. A diff erent scene met 
each pair of eyes, but both paths were equally as promising, 
equally as exciting.

On a nearby swan plant a chrysalis began to expand, releasing 
a beautiful Monarch butterfl y from its comfortable shell 
into freedom. They both watched this fearless creature beat 
its delicate wings and fl y gracefully forward, beginning its 
adventure.

Pathways in the Garden
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Pathways in the Garden (Cont’d)

They knew each other completely. They knew what they 
had to do. They dropped their hands from each other’s grip 
and, following the butterfl y’s lead, walked down their own 
uncertain paths.

Both paths would wind and twist in unusual directions. Maybe 
their paths would cross every now and again, maybe they 
would walk along the same path again in the future, maybe 

their paths would lead in completely opposite directions, 
whatever the outcome, it was the way forward.

It was a magnifi cent day indeed.

By Ashleigh Maihi

Year 9, Castle Hill High School

CASTLE HILL – NSW

Teacher: Ms Parsons
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Fly Away

SLEEP had become a distant acquaintance of the boy. 
Sluggishness was replaced with restlessness, and as the 

day dawned upon him, a strange concoction of emotions 
began to brew in the pit of his stomach. He began to feel 
the onslaughts of a headache engulfi ng him, and he drew 
quick breaths.

He nibbled tautly at his fruit salad, which his mother had 
prepared three days earlier. It was beginning to smell 
rancid and tasted a little sour, but the boy found this quality 
especially palatable. It was tangy.

At that moment, and without warning, the foreboding sound 
of grinding gravel reached the boy’s unwilling ears. A slow 
screech, a slamming door, heavy footsteps to the gate, and 
the faint sound of chiming bells followed. The scientist was 
close now.

The boy heard his mother greeting the visitor with conviviality. 
He edged slowly toward the living room and his footsteps 
were silent on the smooth marble fl oor. He peered anxiously 
round the door. And there he stood.

The man seemed irritable – his lips were turned down in a thin 
line, and his eyes were small and narrowed. His jaw was set 
rigidly – sharp and square. The fi gure of his head resembled 
a misshapen egg and deep-set contours weaved their way 
around his face, settling on the outer corners of his eyes and 
the sides of his cheeks. He appeared to be in his late thirties. 
The man was wearing pleated grey trousers and a beetle-
green waistcoat. There was a top hat on his head. He looked 
strangely familiar and the vision of this man conversing civilly 
with his mother momentarily confounded the boy.

‘He’s a fragile thing. Please – take care of him’, he heard 
his mother saying softly. The man murmured 
inaudible mocking words in response.

The boy plastered a weak smile onto his face 
and meekly made his presence known. Limply, 
he shook hands with the man, feeling coldness 
channelling through from his callused hand. 
The boy quickly withdrew his arm and feverishly 
rubbed his hands together.

‘Shall we?’ the man suggested, gesturing toward 
the front door. And without waiting for an answer, 
he started to amble toward it. The boy followed 
him reluctantly.

‘Bye son’, his mother called. She sounded 
somewhat melancholy and the boy did 
not respond.

He retched as he walked through 
t h e  f r o n t  y a r d , 
b l o o m i n g  w i t h 

peonies; a multihued display of whites, reds, and pinks. It 
was warm and airless outside, a pleasant change from the 
fresh bedrooms, the boy thought.

The man walked briskly to the car, and held the door ajar, 
waiting. As the boy idly fell onto the passenger seat, a 
cold shudder ran through his body like a sharp current of 
electricity. He felt uneasy – the driver could see him clearly 
through his rear view mirror, and the car smelt strangely of 
fl y spray.

They cruised along a boulevard lined with majestic fig 
trees. Their leaves were of beautiful warm shades, covering 
the tarmacadam road with a layer of crisp golden leaves. 
Squashed fi gs were scattered messily about; seeds and sap 
oozed out of their skins.

The boy licked his lips. His mouth had become dry and he 
reached for the bottle of Sarsaparilla in the compartment 
underneath his seat. It had been opened long before, and 
air bubbles were clamped tightly to the straw, like oysters to 
a rock. He gazed out the window with unease and gulped 
down several mouthfuls.

The countryside was breathtakingly beautiful, as was the 
twilight sky. Streaks of wispy clouds lined the fi rmament; 
the strong yet soft hues of the sunset resembled an erupting 
volcano, throwing brilliant fi erce colours against a blank 
canvas.

They drove past a sign that read ‘Fruit Fly Eradication Zone’. 
The boy pondered the meaning of this bizarre notice. He felt 
cold, and in a split second something clicked in him. A very 
strange sensation of queasiness confused him and he rubbed 

his hands together vigorously.

Humming a monotonous melody to himself, the 
boy watched the man for a while, and frowned. 
He was leafi ng through a street directory, and was 
evidently a reserved character. The car pulled to 
a slow halt, and the whirring engine gradually 
died. They had arrived.

The boy glanced around, and nursed his anxiety. 
It was a peculiar place, but extraordinarily 
striking. It was a dead forest. Bare tree trunks 
were partially submerged in muddy water. A 
wild expanse of overgrown grass, the blades 

the largest he had ever seen, lay behind 
him.

The place was deserted. He sniff ed 
the air. It smelt like burning 
chocolate. There was something 
memorable about this odour 
and he started at this thought.
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Fly Away (Cont’d.)

A cool breeze swept over them. The ambience was 
uncomfortable. The sky gradually shifted from warm to dark 
hues and grey clouds fl oated in the sky.

There was a tense expression of concentration on the man’s 
face, as though he was waiting in anticipation. His eyes were 
eager, and shining with excitement and expectation.

And now total darkness descended upon them. The boy’s 
eyesight rapidly deteriorated. It was an extraordinarily clear 
night, and he could see stars appearing in the sky. ‘Look’, the 
boy exclaimed, ‘there’s Orion’s Belt… and the Big Dipper’. He 
buzzed about breathlessly and settled himself on a patch of 
loose dirt.

The man’s nose twitched and he poised himself for action. 
Suddenly, he leapt forward, grabbing the boy by his thin 
waist, and forced a small aerosol spray into one of his nostrils. 
The boy wriggled fi ercely, and little yelps of terror escaped 
from his lips. The man placed his hand fi rmly over them, 
clamped them shut, and sprayed three sharp shots into both 
the boy’s nostrils.

Something in the boy cracked. He felt his chest tighten, and 
he began to wheeze. His eyes were protruding from their 

sockets, blood vessels creeping onto the surface, bursting 
with the pressure. He struggled to stand upright. But slowly, 
his eyes rolled back and his breathing slowed. He started 
twitching. He was on his back now, limbs in the air, limp. His 
eyes were still open, the look of fright glassily fi xed in his 
vacant stare.

★  ★  ★

I feel calm. I feel faint and empty. Thinking caps, dancing 
shoes, Lego blocks, action man fi gures, and Barbie dolls dance 
about in my mind. I see a bright light.

Yes, the scientist is back on television and he is examining 
my body. My mother is in the corner and she is crying; but 
I can do little to comfort her. Fewer scenes have caused my 
eyes to well with tears.

Fly spray does strange things to a fl y.

By Wendy Foong

North Sydney Girls’ High School

CROWS NEST – NSW

Th e Quince Bush
The quince bush under the darkening sky,

reads the poet under his breath.
It will blossom with fruits of life

yet there is a core,
under the fl aw,

of beauty
just to make things grow.

An orchard of quince under a thousand stars
brings harmonic beauty
yet, is a scene of death

epic scenes above thy dreams
as it starts to snow.

The poet now free from passion
now lifts into the blossoming sky

people don’t know how he is gone or why
There is just an orchard

underneath the huge quince bush
almost touching the morning sky.

By Meaghan Gaunt

Treasure Box
Hey Guys Grab a key 

Undo the lock 
Open up a magic box 

Beware of the nasty fox 
It throws heavy blocks 

Dodge the blocks 
Look for a sock 

It contains sparkling rocks 
They belong to Goldilocks 

Pick up the rocks 
Put them in your poke 

Look at the tick-tock clock 
It’s about twelve o’clock 

Run after the charming frog 
Otherwise You will be trapped inside the... Treasure Box

By Phoebe Leung

Pinewood Primary School

MOUNT WAVERLEY – VIC.
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Water drops of rain.
A single drop falls on me.

Then I am covered with water.
Every day I say this.
Rain, rain go away!

By Peter Rodger

By Year 3WA

Calvary Christian College

AITKENVALE – QLD.

Water is wet.
A water drop drips onto your hand.

The water dries up.
Every time it falls on my foot it is cold.

Rain is very smooth.

By Maddison David

Water on the ground.
Another drop falls and make it even wetter.

Try to take it all away.
Every time I do, it always comes back.

Rain, will it ever stop?

By Ruth Weston

Water is probably the wettest thing.
And I like swimming in it.

There are fi ve oceans full of water.
Earth is half full of water.

Rain is falling today.

By Marguerite Scwartz

Wet water on the ground.
Another drop on top of me.

Try not to wet my brand new clothes.
Even when I try to see this...

Rain is blinding me.

By Camryn Jordans

Water I love it, it’s the best!
After I drink water I feel good.

Taste the yummy water.
Everyone should have a glass of water.

Remember the fresh taste.

By Samual Clark

Water on my feet.
Another drop falls on the ground.

Try to fl ick it off .
Every time I get my feet wet...

Rain, will it ever stop?

By Cassie Weir

Water

Wet, cold water falling.
At the moment it is falling on my legs.

Try to fl ick it off , it gets stuck.
Every day it rains and I say...

Rain keep on going!

By Sidney Biondi-Howarth
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T’is Winter in the Aussie outback
Rain sprinkles from the grey cloudy sky

Ants run around on the dam’s muddy earth
Hurrying to the shelter of their nests in the ground.

A lone Corella fl ies overhead
Searching for the rest of the group,

And a rabbit vanishes into the bushes nearby
Then it hears the screech of the hunting barn owl.

T’is Spring in the Aussie outback
And a bed of green grass covers the Earth,

The ghostly, dead gum trees scattered on the horizon
Provide a resting space for the countless fl ocks of galahs.

A cool breeze brushes the grass
Causing it to wave like a vast green ocean,

And a wedge tailed eagle circles above searching
Looking with the sharpest eye for the small rodent now its dinner.

T’is Summer in the Aussie outback
And the weather is warm as the sun sets,

The dim light shows the roos nibbling on the dry grass
Their noses twitching, fully aware of any unwelcome being.

The bats’ calls fi ll the air
As they head off  to hunt their food,

They cry out to the blinding darkness when
The last ray of light disappears behind a glowing horizon.

T’is Autumn in the Aussie outback
You hear the laugh of a kookaburra from its tree,

The rainbow lorikeets come to the water to drink and talk
And you listen to them chat as the sun rises in the cloudy sky

The wind picks up the fallen leaves
Then rests them down gently further on,

They land on the dead brown grass swiftly
Then fl y off  again rustling as they glide on and on

...and on.

By Mary Jack

Year 8, Bunbury Catholic College

BUNBURY – WA
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Th e Money Tree

“Yeowwch!” said Jackie, who was a gold and white Jack Russell. 
“Foxie! Can you please give me fi ve more minutes?” “But can’t 
you wake up earlier than 9:00 for once?” complained Foxie, 
the little brown and gold Chihuahua. “Please!”

“Maybe I’ll wake up at 8:30 tomorrow morning if you don’t 
jump on my bed!” replied Jackie. “You make me have dreams 
of being trampled by elephants!” Foxie and Jackie live in a 
blue and yellow kennel which is beside the Doggy Paradise 
beach. Doggy Paradise is a place where dogs and puppies 
love to live, especially as there are bone trees and bonefi sh. 
There is a snack that all restaurants in Doggy Paradise have 
and is one of the main foods in Doggy Paradise: Triple Chicken 
Delights. Finally Jackie woke up. “Jackie, Jackie, Jackie, can we 
please oh please go fi shing for bonefi sh now?” asked Foxie 
who was now dancing lightly on his paws. “Calm down Foxie!” 
was the fi rst thing Jackie said. “We’ll only go if we put coats 

on. It’s cold at the beach.” “Can I have the green coat?” asked 
Foxie as they trotted through the kennel.

“Yeah, I’ll take the blue”, answered Jackie wearily. They got to 
Bonefi sh Beach and started up their boat which was called: 
The Dogpaddler. As soon as they were in the right part of 
the sea, they pulled out their fi shing rods and fl ung them 
into the water. A few minutes later, all Jackie heard was: “I 
found one, I found one! Ooooh, lucky me! It’s really good! I 
can’t believe I foun– “. Jackie put his hand over Foxie’s mouth. 
“Will you please quiet down Foxie! You’ll scare away the fi sh!” 
said Jackie.

“Sorry Jackie!” said Foxie. “But anyway, look what I found!” 
Jackie froze and stared at the bucket.

“That triple chicken delight fish... IS WORTH A MILLION 
DOGGY COINS!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!” Jackie yelled excitedly.

“Is it really?” inquired Foxie. “Well I never knew that fi sh can 
be so rare – how come you knew that and I didn’t?” “Foxie, 
I got a book called Rare Fish of Doggy Paradise Waters, you 
can’t even read.”

“Oh”, said Foxie, who was quite embarrassed.

They quickly took the fi sh to the National Doggy Paradise 
Museum and went to the Department of Fish Study. They told 
the poodle at the desk that they had found a triple chicken 
delight fi sh. “May I see it please?” asked the poodle. Jackie laid 
the fi sh carefully on the desk. “Goodness me, it is very rare!” 
said the poodle. “Can we buy it? How much will it be?”

“Ummm, I don’t really know, what would it be worth? What 
are you willing to pay?” asked Jackie.

THE DARK, cold night rose as I made my way down 
the street. The wind rustled my hair and made 

me shiver. But I thought I needed to fi nd my 
dog.

On my way I saw a glimmer of light 
and sparkles. I started to approach it, 
it got more and more exciting. Then 
I saw it. Money glorious money. All 
over the place. I pinched myself, 
thinking I was dreaming. “Ouch!” I yelled 
and it echoed. I was not dreaming at all.

This sent a shiver down my spine. I looked 
like a spider about to attack. I skipped 
merrily down the path with pixies and 

fairies and creatures gathering around me. Then I 
saw it. My dog. In the tree of money.

I felt like sobbing and crying. But I stood 
tall and hugged my dog Rubark. My life 
was complete. I had found Rubark and a 
money tree!

I ran home with Rubark and told my 
mum. She was so happy and excited. She 
sobbed until dawn.

By Katiy Dalgeish

Year 5, Manly West Public School

BALGOWLAH – NSW

Teacher: Brenda Street

Foxie and Jackie Famous for Fish

Cont’d...
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“A million doggy coins!” replied the poodle with a big grin 
on her face.

“It’s a deal”, said Jackie and Foxie together. She took the 
fish and passed Jackie and Foxie a million doggy coins. 
“Thanks! Bye!” they all said at the same time. Foxie and Jackie 
renovated their kennel. They made it a rainbow double story 
kennel with many luxuries, including a spa, a swimming 
pool, a massager, a game machine and a garden of bone 
trees. They became famous for their kennel and for being 
the richest dogs in Doggy Paradise. They had live interviews 

on television, were in many movies and ads, and also got to 
walk the red carpet at Famous Doggy Awards. It was defi nitely 
a great fi sh to fi nd.

THE END
(Of a fantastic doggy tale!)

By Emily Cork

Age 9

Mentone Girls’ Grammar School

MENTONE – VIC.

Foxie and Jackie Famous for Fish (Cont’d.)

The trickling sensation of the creeks,
Filling my brain with exciting thoughts.
Thoughts of the enchanting forest, that lies before me.
The calls of nature invite me!

The humid and damp tropics surround me.
Much more is awaiting me.
Up high in the canopy the birds chirp endlessly.
The calls of nature invite me!

The towering trees, as high as skyscrapers, even taller!
Emerald green leaves sprouting out of vines and trees.
Vines strangling trees to their death, leaves making peaceful rustling noises.
The calls of nature invite me!

Was that a snake slivering past me?
Is that an iguana bathing in the sun over there?
Many, many animals are ambushing me!
The calls of nature invite me! Fernando is a fearless Russian Blue,

His heart is full of dignity and bravery too.

I place a cone on him night and day
So he can grow his hair, and mend his leg so he can play.

He shall one day stretch out in the sun
With his mischievous sister Mystie.

When the horn honked
and the car screeched
His ribs were smashed

His tail needed amputation
Then only then,

I knew Fernando had been run over.

The Vet said did say it was a miracle he was alive this day
But I don’t care as long as Fernando is here to stay.

By Simone Davey

Year 6, Chapman Primary School

CHAPMAN – NSWMy Favourite Cat

By Matt Grimmond

Year 5W

Manly West Primary School

BALGOWLAH – NSW

The RainforestThe Rainforest
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Th e Circus
Ballad

Let’s go to the circus my mother said
So we bundled into the car

We went to the circus
It wasn’t far

The clowns laughed and jumped
The ponies pranced in a line

The ring master shouted and yelled
We were having such a wonderful time

Then the music stopped
The drums began to roll

Then we saw them
The acrobats swinging from a pole.

The lights grew dim, excitement fi lled the air
A magician appeared out of nowhere

We all began to shout and clap
as he pulled a rabbit from his hat.

We all sat on the edge of our seats
Crack, roar, growl, zip

Out came a lion and his trainer
Armed with a mighty whip.

The clowns were back
Laughing and giggling hysterically

Throwing pies and riding bikes
Screaming and rolling pathetically.

The show drew to a close
At home we began to discuss

The day’s events
I think I’ll go back one day to the circus.

By David Johnson

Year 7

St. Paul’s Campus – St. Joseph’s High School

PORT MACQUARIE – NSW

Teacher: Miss David

A New Life
Chocolate brown hair,

Curly and rare,
Sea blue eyes,

Full of surprise,
Cheeks rosy red,

From where tears fl ed,
Lips so pink,

Stop you blink,
Tiny hands,

Bang in demand,
Frantic little feet,
Kick off  the sheet,
Attention burglar,

A rising star,

Petite fi ngers stuck in mouth,
Head swaying north and south,
Delightful giggles fi ll the room,
Smiles on faces start to bloom,

Grasped in hands a bottle of milk,
Wrapped in blankets, pure silk,
This beauty has fi lled all hearts,

A new life, is a new start.

By Simarjit Kaur,

Year 8, Age 13

Fort Street High School

Teacher – Ms Cobban (English)
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On the Tips of My Toes

MY NAME is Simone. I am a young girl who is very 
passionate about dancing. Everyone says that I always 

live my life on the tips of my toes and then we all laugh as hard 
as we can. When I was accepted into the New York School of 
Dance I was over the moon. I want to be a famous ballerina 
when I grow up like my mum. Mum and dad don’t show me 
a lot of aff ection because they are working all the time to pay 
my ballet fees, school fees and the rent, but they can always 
spare time to watch me dance the blue bird in Sleeping 
Beauty and the Sugar Plum Fairy in the Nutcracker.

I am very picky about what I look like on stage. I will very 
quickly change my facial expressions and switch into the 
character straight away. I especially like it when the teachers 
compliment me on my wonderful ability. I have blonde long 
hair and sky blue eyes. People say I am determined to reach 
every goal I set myself and am kind and loyal to all of my 
companions. I attend ballet classes 15 hours every week and 
I still go even when I’m sick.

I get sick quite often. When I was nine I am diagnosed with 
leukaemia. I can no longer attend ballet rehearsals and the 
doctors do everything they can to prevent the disease from 
spreading through my body. I have been in the hospital for 
eight months and fi nd it hard not going to ballet. I can’t 
even remember the dance of the Sugar Plum Fairy. I keep 
questioning myself; I wonder who has taken over my part? 
Are they better than me? Is everyone wondering where I am? 
Finally the doctors found something and it cured my disease 
as long as I took it twice every day for over a year.

I was so excited that I could be back on my pointy shoes 
again. My fi rst day back was hard. My body was so tight as I 
hadn’t stretched for months. I couldn’t do the splits any more. 

I couldn’t point my toes as well as before. I was no longer 
the Sugar Plum Fairy. It seemed like everyone was better 
than me, when I used to be better than everyone else. After 
a while I got back on track stretching every morning and 
every night. Going to the doctor’s for weekly checkups was 
a hassle, interrupting my ballet rehearsals.

I feel so good now that I am back at ballet. It just seemed right 
that my life journey was to be a ballerina. It was one of the 
very few talents that God had given me and I am determined 
to accomplish everything to my highest extent.

Then, it happened, my mind froze and my dreams died. The 
disease has come back, it had come to kill me. I knew it this 
time. I knew now it was defi nitely going to be over. Again I 
was in hospital for days, weeks and months. I started to lose 
my hair, the pain was excruciating, I couldn’t feel my legs and 
I couldn’t remember what happened yesterday. Is this how it 
feels to die? Is this what happens? I kept asking myself these 
questions as I lay in the hospital bed with the white sheets 
wrapped around me smelling of mothballs.

The doctor finally came out with the truth after having 
a long chat to my mum who walked into the room with 
tears streaming down her face. I knew that the news wasn’t 
going to be good news. ‘Simone…’ the words came out of 
the doctor’s mouth… I saw his lips move but I couldn’t hear 
anything as the blood rushed through my head like the sound 
of building machines, drowning out his slow, deep voice. I 
could hear a blur of the words very slightly… ‘we cannot fi nd 
a cure this time Simone. I am so sorry Simone…’

I didn’t want to spend the last days of my life in hospital so I 
asked mum to take me to the ballet… my last ballet. We went 
to see Sleeping Beauty. I watched the dance of the bluebird 
with my eyes staring at the beautiful blue tutu. I felt my head 
sink into the smooth texture of the seats. As my eyes closed, 
the lyrics of the dance slowly faded away. I knew what was 
happening.

I have always lived my life on the tips of my toes.

By Laura Sullivan

Grade 8

Santa Maria College

MYAREE – WA
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“Blerckh!”

“That was truly gross”, I said to my best friend, Daniel Barnes 
– Barnesy to me.

“It wasn’t me”, he said, “but I wish it was”. Barnesy looked 
around. No one was there.

“Ace!” I laughed and pointed down at his foot. The fattest, 
pukiest glob of bubble gum was stuck to his foot. It was so 
gross it had anchor lines stretching back to the main wad 
stuck on the footpath.

Barnesy lifted his foot and shook it. The bubble gum wouldn’t 
let go.

I cacked myself laughing. “It’s caught you, Barnesy – now 
some big fat spider’s gonna come and take you away!”

Barnesy frowned. “Seriously, Fletchard. You’re so loserish.” He 
tugged so hard his shoe came off .

That threw me right off . “Let me tell you, Barnesy”, I gasped, 
“you look so funny”. I sat down on the footpath, tears of 
laughter screaming from my eyes.

Barnesy gave me a fi lthy look. He bent down to pick up his 
shoe. He pulled with two hands. He steadied his feet and 
hauled with all his strength.

Nothing. The shoe was wedged there.

“Blerckh!”

Barnesy jumped back.

“What’d it do, bite you?” I howled.

“Shuddup, Fletchard.” Barnesy glared at me. “It just went 
‘Blerckh!’ again.”

I swallowed hard. My stomach was aching too much. I had to 
stop laughing. Cars were slowing down looking at the idiot 
on the footpath who was losing it with tears. I pushed myself 
up, my whole body shaking with laughter.

“It just burped?” I repeated slowly, hardly daring to 
breathe.

Barnesy checked me out. He was about to lose it.

“Serious? It burped?”

Barnesy let go of his shoe. It snapped back to the footpath. 
“It’s stuck”, he said. “The gooey stuff ’s got it and won’t let it 
go.”

“Weird”, I said. I could have laughed my head off . After all, 
it wasn’t my shoe that was glued to the footpath. Instead, I 
shook my head in sympathy. What are friends for?

“I can’t walk home with only one shoe”, Barnesy said 
seriously.

“You could take the other one off  and leave it”, I suggested.

“That’s really dumb”, Barnesy said. “I’d rather have one shoe 
than none.”

“But one shoe’s no good to you”, I pointed out.

“The gunk’s not going to have my other shoe”, Barnesy said 
fi rmly. “No way.”

We watched the goo for a while. It bubbled and frothed. 
Barnesy’s shoe moved up and down, from side to side, like 
a ship in heavy swell.

“Blerckh!”

We jumped back in fright.

“It just swallowed your shoe”, I said.

“It’s not there”, Barnesy agreed stupidly. “One second it was 
there, the next it was gone.”

“The goo’s got a bit larger. Like it’s full.”

“It must’ve been hungry”, Barnesy said.

The goo sent out a strand of pink gum. It curled around 
Barnesy’s other shoe.

“You’d better move away”, I warned him. “That stuff ’s after 
your other shoe.”

Barnesy lifted his foot. He jangled it, pulled it, and twisted 
his foot. The next second his shoe came off . It smacked into 
the pavement.

We watched the goo devour it.

“My dad’s going to kill me”, Barnesy said. “I kid you not, when 
he fi nds out I’ve lost my shoes, he’s going to fl ip big time.”

I stared down at the gum. It was becoming huge. I stepped 
away. No way was its gummy tentacles going to latch on to 
my shoes.

“I guess you could say kids from Hollybrook High beat you 
up and stole them”, I suggested.

“That’s a dumb idea”, Barnesy said.

“Maybe if you put your hand in it, you might fi nd your shoes?” 
I suggested.

“I’ve got a better idea, Fletchard. Why don’t you put your 
head in it?”

“They’re your shoes”, I said. “Hey, here comes Sheila Daily!” I 
quickly grabbed Barnesy and we hid behind a hedge.

“Please, please, please grab Sheila Daily’s shoes”, Barnesy 
pleaded.

Sheila Daily spotted the big fat gob of gum and sidestepped 
it.

“If you hadn’t given it your shoes, it wouldn’t have been so 
big and Sheila wouldn’t have seen it”, I said.

The Thing That Went “Blerckh!”
by Paul Collins
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“I didn’t give it my shoes, Fletchard.” Barnesy looked as though 
he wanted to clobber me.

“Look”, I said quickly. “Here comes an old bloke. Maybe he’ll 
step in it.”

The old bloke reached the gum, took a quick look around, 
and picked up the gum.

Puke. For a second we thought he was going to eat it. But he 
put it in a huge bag and kept walking.

“Saving it for later”, Barnesy said. “It’ll be a bit leathery.”

“Very funny, Barnesy.” It pays to humour him.

“C’mon”, Barnesy said. Before I could stop him, he was 
following the old bloke.

“Why are we following him?” I wanted to know.

“He’s got my shoes”, Barnesy said. “And I want them back.”

We followed the old bloke all over town. Every now and then 
he would stop, take a quick look around, and pick up globs 
of gum from the sidewalk.

Some of the wads were monstrous things the size of footballs. 
Others were smaller than the one that had taken Barnesy’s 
shoes.

“It’s like he’s collecting lobster pots”, Barnesy said.

“I think we should tell someone”, I said. The old bloke’s sack 
was getting pretty full. The last lot of gum looked big enough 
to have a kid inside it.

“No one would believe us”, Barnesy said reasonably. “Anyway, 
it looks like this is where he lives.”

The bloke disappeared into the old Talford house. A big sign 
said ‘Trespassers will be prosecuted’.

“We’re not allowed in there.” I backed away from the fence.

“Please yourself, scaredy cat.” Barnesy slid under the fence. 
He stood up on the other side. “Are you coming or not?” He 
held the fence up.

“This is so dumb”, I whined as I crawled under it.

We ran across the open ground and stood panting beneath a 
large cracked window. Someone was making strange noises 
inside. It sounded like whistling, only tinnier somehow, 
like someone blowing through a metal tube with holes 
punctured in it.

We bobbed up and looked through the window. Barnesy 
rubbed the cuff  of his jumper across the grime. His eyes 
widened.

“Giz a look”, I said and pushed him aside.

The old bloke was pulling more than just shoes from his 
sack. He had an entire wardrobe full of clothes and more bits 
of jewellery than Mum’s Sunday Brunch Club. And shoes! I 

reckon he must have had dozens of pairs. Girls, boys, men’s 
and women’s. He even had a pair of fl ippers.

Barnesy looked down at his bare feet. “All I want back are 
my Nikes.”

We ducked back down beneath the windowsill. “It’s getting 
dark”, Barnesy said. “We’ll wait until he goes out and we’ll 
sneak in there and get my shoes back.”

“What if he doesn’t go out any more?” I shrugged. “It’s late. He 
wouldn’t be able to fi nd where he’s left all the gum.”

“Blerckh!”

“Did you see that!” Barnesy’s mouth looked like a huge 
fruitloop. “He jumped into the glob and it swallowed him 
whole.”

I rubbed my eyes. It was getting pretty dark. “Are you sure he 
wasn’t… dragged in?”

Barnesy shook his head. “Nuh. He jumped in. Like he wanted 
to.”

Before I could stop him, Barnesy had opened the front door 
and was heading for the glob.

“No Nikes are worth it!” I screamed.

“Blerckh!”

“Ohmigod.” Barnesy had jumped into the glob as well. What 
could I do? I followed him.

Jumping into the glob was like falling into marshmallow. I 
landed on the ground with a great thump!

“Great fun, eh?” said Barnesy. His voice sounded weird, like 
we were in an echo chamber.

I got up and dusted down my pants. “Where on earth are 
we?”

“Not on earth”, Barnesy said. “Take a look around you, 
Fletchard.”

We were in some sort of warehouse…or supermarket. And 
it was full of…

“Junk”, Barnesy said. “Earth junk.”

“Pull the other…”

Look outside, Fletchard. The sky’s green. And our voices are 
distorted. That’s because the air’s diff erent. And feel how 
heavy we are? This place has a greater gravity than earth.”

“How’d you know all that?” I asked suspiciously.

“Barnesy held up what looked like a calculator. “I asked this. It 
tells you the answers to anything you want to know in zillions 
of languages. It even has ‘earthspeak’. Nifty, huh?”

“What’s in all those crates?” I went over to them. Rows and 
rows of earth…junk. Crates of blue socks, green socks, red 
socks, purple socks – you name the colour, there was a crate 

The Thing That Went “Blerckh!” (Cont’d.)
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of them right there. And pens. Thousands of pens. Every 
colour imaginable. Expensive ones, too.

“Look over here!” Barnesy screamed. “Wow! There’s more gold 
rings in this crate than in a jeweller’s shop.” He picked up a 
handful. “Rubies, diamonds, emeralds…”

“My sister lost her friendship ring yesterday”, I said, watching 
the rings run through Barnesy’s fi ngers. And just like that, 
Allanah’s ring appeared. “Ohmigod – do you know what this 
means?” I gasped.

“Yeah”, Barnesy said slowly. “You’ve found Allanah’s ring. I 
reckon she’ll do your chores for a month for fi nding it.’”

I gave him a fi lthy look. “It means someone stole it. And put 
it in here with all the other stolen rings.”

Barnesy rolled his eyes. “Fletchard… I worry about you. I 
worry a lot. D’you think someone’s gone around and stolen 
all those pens? All those socks? And take a look at this place. 
It’s full of everything people lose all the time and can never 
fi nd. They come here – to the alien junk yard.”

“Then why’d that old guy steal your Nikes, Barnesy? If 
everything on earth that goes missing comes here – he’d 
have heaps of shoes.”

“People don’t lose shoes that often”, Barnesy said. “Besides, 
maybe the people on this planet come here to buy exotic 
goods.”

“And Nikes are good sellers?” I sneered. “C’mon, Barnesy. Let’s 
see what else is here.”

There were squillions of toys and bucket loads of keys, rulers 
and – suddenly we heard a howling.

“What was that?” Barnesy whispered.

The next second there were dozens of yaps and barks and 
whines and howls. They were then joined by meows and 
yowling.

“Look at all those dogs and cats, Barnesy!”

“I thought Mauser had been run over by a car… maybe he 
came here…”

“Mauser?”

“My cat. You remember the one. It gave your dog Puddles a 
run for its money.”

“Did not.”

“Did too.”

“Did – what was that?” I said.

It was a huge plug-like thing stuck in a wall. It had funny 
squiggles on it, like alien writing.

“It’s a plug”, Barnesy said.

“Don’t go near it”, I warned. “It looks dangerous.”

“Yeah?” Barnesy said. “What do dangerous plugs look like, 
Fletchard?”

I nodded at the plug. “Just like this one. It sort of looks as 
though it might suck you down into a sink hole if you pull 
it.”

Barnesy typed “earthspeak” into his calculator thingo, but 
before he could ask it a question, we heard loud booming 
footsteps behind us.

“DON’T TOUCH THAT PORTAL!” a voice boomed.

I can’t tell you how high we jumped. (Although I reckon 
Barnesy jumped more than me.)

It was the old man. But he looked diff erent now. He was 
wearing a shiny silver outfi t like they wear in Star Trek. And 
his eyes were bright green. He looked younger, too, and 
defi nitely not happy.

“Earth boys fetch a fortune here on Ambolutin.” He rubbed his 
hands. “Meddling earth boys are so much fun to catch.”

Barnesy said something into the computer thingo. It 
squeaked back a reply. “It’s time to pull the plug”, Barnesy 
screamed.

So he did. The next second we were whirling through 
something like dark space, or maybe down a water slide at 
the local swimming pool.

“Yeowlll!” Barnesy screamed.

Me? I kept my cool. Well, maybe I screamed a little. But not 
as much as Barnesy.

THUMP! THUMP!

We crash-landed in the old Talford house. “I dropped the 
Infoseek”, he said. “I can’t believe I did that!”

“I hope that guy doesn’t come looking for it.”

We got up off  the fl oor and waited expectantly.

“Do you reckon he’ll come looking for us?” I asked Barnesy.

“Nuh. But I’m not waiting around just in case he does.” The 
next second he was out of there.

“Me neither. We could’ve answered all the questions at exam 
time and been famous for our brains.”

Barnesy looked at the ring on my fi nger. “At least you got 
back Allanah’s friendship ring.”

I looked up at the ceiling and thought I heard a swirling noise 
– something like water gurgling down a drainpipe. Maybe it 
was my imagination – but why take chances? I ran fl at chat 
after Barnesy. We didn’t stop running until we reached our 
street.

When we caught our breath, Barnesy said, “I feel bad about 
leaving those dogs and cats there.

The Thing That Went “Blerckh!” (Cont’d.)
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Imagine all the kids that have lost their pets and think that 
they’re dead. Or that their pets didn’t like their owners and 
ran off .”

“They’ll probably go to good homes”, I reasoned. “Especially 
if the aliens have to pay top dollar for them.”

“Even still”, Barnesy said.

“Maybe we should plan a great escape for them?”

We both looked down. Sure enough, there was some chewing 
gum stuck to the pavement.

Barnesy scraped it up. “If we had enough of these, we’d be 
able to jump back into that world and free all those animals. 
We’d jump into that great plug and make lots of people 
happy.”

We spent the next year collecting globs of chewing gum. 
In the end we had the biggest wad of chewing gum in the 
entire world.

But you know we tried and tried jumping into it.

All it did was ruin Barnesy’s Nikes. He never did get that gum 
off  them.

But don’t worry when your pets go missing. We haven’t 
given up. We’re still looking for that special gum. The type 
that goes “Blerckh!”

You’ll know when we fi nd it…

The Thing That Went “Blerckh!” (Cont’d.)

Paul Collins is best known for his young adult fantasy and 
science fi ction series: The Quentaris Chronicles, which he 
co-edits with Michael Pryor, The Jelindel Chronicles and The 
Earthborn Wars. His current project is The World of Grrym 
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Paul has been short-listed for many awards for his fi ction, and 
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Once upon a time there was a tiger. He was very, very strong 
and he was very hungry and he wanted a deer so he went 
into the bush and he saw one. He very quietly walked up 
behind him and started running. He was getting closer and 
closer and then he fi nally got it! He slowed down and took 
it home and when he had his tea he had a sleep and in the 
morning he went hunting again and this time he wanted a 
wild dog. He went looking for one and he found one so he 
started running and it took quite a while and just then he 
got it in a fl ash!

When he got home his home wasn’t there and then he was 
sad because he wondered where his family was so he started 
looking.  He looked all around the bush and he went out of 
the bush and he saw some tigers looking mean and then he 

started hitting them and then they looked back and they said 
“Why did you do that?” and he looked happy again and do 
you know why? Because they were his family and everyone 
was happy and they found a new home and 
they lived in it and they loved it.

By Micah Philip Hunter

Grade 1

Carey Baptist College

FORRESTDALE – WA

Teacher: Mrs W. Devlin

The Story About the Tiger

Once upon a time there was a bad man and a clever dog. 
The man said to the lost dog “Let’s go walking in the park”. 
The dog agreed and they went walking in the park.  Then the 
dog saw an elephant in a tree.  The dog thought the elephant 
was crazy, but the elephant didn’t mind, he liked sitting in 
the tree.  The man thought the dog was barking at a little 
birdie.  The man said to the dog “come on you rascal”.  Then 
the man carried away the dog.  The dog then saw the little 
birdie and tried to chase it.  Then the man dropped the dog 
and it said a loud “roof” and bit him.  The man said “ouch” 
and the dog ran away from the man.

The dog hid under a bin and had to get a plan fast.  Then the 
man fell over a cardboard box.  The dog had a plan.  He found 
a seat and chopped a bit off  his own tail and tied a rope to 
it.  He put fi re on it.  The rope was very far from where the 
man was on the ground.  He put some elastic bands on the 
slippery slide and put some stones on the slide too. He put 
some sticky stuff  down the slide and some electric stuff  as 
well.  The dog was ready to duel the man.  The man sat up.  
He saw the chopped off  tail and pulled the rope, he had a 
joy because he wanted dog supper.

He found the end of the 
rope and saw fi re on it, 

he threw the rope in 
the air but it came 

back down and 
landed in his 

pants.  He said a 
loud “ouch” again and 

zoomed up in the air like a 
shooting star and fell down 

on his head with a loud boom.

He had a big 
bruise but he 
did  not  fa l l 
down on the 
g r o u n d ,  h e 
landed on his 
feet.

T h e  D o g 
got up on the 
slide and fi red stones 
at the man.  The man said 
“ouch” heaps of times.  The last stone hit his head and he ran 
to catch the sneaky dog.  The dog jumped off  the slide but 
he did not slide down it.  The man slid down the slide and he 
got stuck in the electric stuff  and got a big shock.

As the dog jumped off  the slide, he saw his mum, his dad and 
his grandmother. But they didn’t see him.  The dog said “roof” 
and his mother, father and grandmother saw him and said 
“hello dog where were you”.  The dog said “roof”.

The dog raced to the slide and saw bird poo on the man’s 
head and elephant footprints too.  He was an angry man as 
he was still getting electric shocks.  His mother, father and 
grandmother were so amazed at him and said “let’s have a 
party together” and the dog just said “roof”.

The End

Callum Ferguson
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Th e BAD Man and the Clever Dog
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Whether it’s for home, school or office, make your mark with  

BIC  Mark-It ®   permanent markers.

Make your mark  

permanent!
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Selecting a school for your child is a 
challenge. And if your child isn’t on a 
scholarship, paying high upfront school fees 
can be an even bigger challenge.
That’s where School Plan can help.

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

This simple yet unique service, offered by 
over 150 of Australia’s top independent 
schools, assists families to budget for school 
fees and ensures that they are always 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.

Join the thousands of families who never 
have to worry about paying lump sum 
payments again.

Call 1800 337 419
or visit www.schoolplan.com.au

School Plan Management Pty Ltd ABN 70 006 832 408
23-35 Hanover Street Oakleigh Victoria 3166

Let us pay her school fees.
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