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This year feels like 2020 repeating itself. 
Students have still had many disruptions to 
their school life and their social calendar. 

May 2022 be a more stable year for all of 
us. We also hope that students will be able 
to spend time creating more artwork and 
writing stories. We have noticed a dramatic 
drop in entries on all sides.

Also, we say goodbye to those heading 
to tertiary education or trades. Everyone 
has a unique talent. Good luck to students 
moving to secondary school also. New 
adventures await all of you. 

As we say goodbye to 2021. Be the best 
you can be in whatever path you choose. 

DON’T STOP WRITING 
(TYPING)!

I Wasn’t Always So Lonely

I WASN’t always so lonely. they 
sojourned once. I thrived in a state 
of ideal contentment; my personal 

Elysium. I constantly reminisce, drawing 
back to a time when I affiliated with a 
sizeable community: a time I belonged, 
in sooth. We were frankly in sync as we 
danced with the universe’s strong blows, 
shaded folk with solace and tranquillity 
for a while and fed our furry associates 
with fronds of nutrients making up the 
vibrant crowns we held atop our trunks. 
What I miss so dearly is the way we 
used to hold each other so discreetly, 
entrapping years of growth, mystique 
and history in our deep intertwining 
roots; united, never to be separated. We 
grew with one another, each and every 
day, towering over the vast landscape 
we claimed as our own. From days we 
attained seasonal buds to the days we 
were stripped of our embellishments 
when autumn came ’round. We stood 
firmly together amongst our organic 
litter and duff as a formidable front, 
intimidating in our own graceful way.

Though that did not seem to account for 
enough the day I was left as a solitary 
evergreen. Clouds hovered over a pit of 
flames, the orange glare flooding through 
my slender timber frame at the raw of 
dawn. A soft murmuring looming from 
afar rapidly took form into a full-bodied 
buzz of bellowing. Plumes of heavy black 
smog diffused in the dewy morning air. 
It approached us at a fast pace, zagging 
down the greenish-yellow slope with a 
disruptive aura. We felt claws gnawing at 
our flourishing turf, unearthing the soil 
from beneath the grassy crust. I still feel 
the fear of my companions, their roots 
contracting and tightening around my 
own, sending shivers down my trunk. 
Our branches reached high, organic 
detectors anticipating the destruction 

soon to eventuate. The noise fizzled out, 
the scene falling silent for a considerable 
amount of time. Only as the roots of 
my dear allies began to loosen, the 
drumming of a thousand footsteps 
echoed around us, hedging us in. They 
were coming closer and continued to 
near until I felt a warm heavy breath 
on the side of my body. A thick sap 
dressed my trunk in the shape of an 
‘x’, its cold drips slowly descending. 
Instantaneously, I heard a clamorous 
roar of fluctuating revving, charging 
up in a crescendo of noise. The sound 
of brattling metal came in contact with 
something close, something significant. 
I felt the thump of a hefty object rattle 
the earth beneath me, shedding a million 
minuscule leaves of my own. Just when 
I began to repose, another thump 
sounded.

Then another.

Then another.

Heavy bodies dropping like falling 
soldiers. My core was shaking from all 
aspects and when the last thump rung, it 
was then when I realised. The air became 
empty around me, the shadowy evening 
unsympathetic to my disturbed mood. I 
held tight to the roots of my companions 
that once stood by me, no longer feeling 
alive and exuberant, but now dead and 
lifeless. Their roots slackened in my own, 
not grasping back like they once did. 
What heartless beings would strip one of 
their family and bliss and strength?… I 
thrived in the state of ideal contentment; 
my personal Elysium.

By Hannah Galeb
Year 10, Cerdon College

Merrylands, NSW
Teacher: Mrs. Agius
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THE BuSy intersection of New york 
City was pretty much impossible 
to not get lost in. the sun was 

starting to fall off the edge of a couple 
Big Apple skyscrapers. Honks of horns 
could be heard, the smell of Starbucks 
coffee was wafting through the afternoon 
air. The sickening smell of cigarettes was 
bouncing off alley walls and filling open 
window rooms with the poisonous taste 
flowing down inhabitants throats and into 
their lungs. Asanah Cruz hurried down a 
busting main street not even flustered at 
the thought of being late to fencing class 
or getting kidnapped. This was NyC life 
and to get used to it you had to be in it. A 
young girl wearing Chanel.5 perfume and 
designer clothes was a normal appearance 
in the Big Apple, though walking down the 
main street to fencing class wasn’t a ‘Rich 
Momma’ style.

Asanah was an agent for Kaleidoscope. 
She was not just any type of agent she had 
been recruited because of her style, her 
technique, her power over things and the 
fact that her Momma was the boss.

Asanah fished her phone from out of her 
bag. “Shoot”, she thought, “It’s already 
6:28pm, I’m gonna be late!”. She took off 
running, only stopping by post boxes 
and construction sites for an occasional 
rest and a drink of her Hydrolyte. When 
Asanah reached the building where her 
weekly fencing lesson was held, there was 
a scruffy muscular man leaning against 
a truck, near the front entrance. “your 
fencing lesson has been moved sweetie-
pie so get in and hitch a ride”, he told her.

“Cool, hopefully I’ll make it there.” she told 
herself under her breath. She jumped in 
the truck, but was immediately thrown to 
the rear tied up with a mountain of duck 
tape. This tape ran across the middle of 
her mouth and a fertiliser bag was flung 
over her head. She struggled to stand 
on her own two feet. Asanah pulled the 
fertiliser bag off her head. She flicked her 
hands around behind her back and lightly 
touched a part of her watch… tING! A 
mini laser popped out of her watch and 
a crackling sensation filled her wrists as 
the mini laser burned the rope around 
her hands. Asanah stood up and moved 
over to one see what was stored in boxes 
that were i the truck with her. It was filled 

Mission #679,872: The Caper of Nine Lives of Gold
with chocolate figures. While Asanah was 
searching for her bag she accidentally 
leant forward an fell upon the box and 
cracked one of the chocolate gnomes. A 
seam of what seemed like beams of sun 
rays – enough to burn your eyeball to its 
end, shone out. “Gold?”, thought Asanah. 
“No! It can’t be!” This is a delivery from 
the illegal mine underneath NyC being 
delivered some–…” At that moment the 
man in the passenger seat turned around. 
doors , “Hey kid! No snooping!” he 
grouched. Asanah was alarmed, she fell 
back and hit the other side of the truck, 
also bursting the plastic insulation in the 
walls of the truck. Now she could hear 
everything. the Driver’s conversation 
indicated that they were in a city, but not 
just any city, Asanah stuck her head out 
of the little hole in the truck and gaped 
so widely that the mountain of tape on 
her mouth burst from its grip. Suddenly, 
Asanah ducked her head back in and took 
a run up to a karate kick shattering the 
glass that separated her from the driver’s 
passage. It was a small space to work with 
but it would do. “What are you doing kid?” 
came the response from an evil looking 
man it the front cabin. KABOOM he was 
out like a pig snoring. This night was firing 
off to a great start and it was good that 
Asanah had stretched her calves while she 
was in the back of the truck for a couple of 
hours. She was on a real mission now and 
it was her biggest one yet. Don, the name 

of the guy who was driving, was starting to 
fume with a red face like a tomato. Asanah 
took a surprise attack on him and kicked 
him out of the truck. Asanah ceased the 
accelerator and jumped out of the car. 
She put her hand a couple of inches away 
from the… KAPOOF… the car lifted off 
its wheels, sparkling in the evening sunset.

The busy LA streets filled with the honks 
of horns, the toxic smell of cigarettes and 
the smell of Starbucks wafting through 
the air thought Asanah. This is like home 
away from home. “Hey sweetie pie, come 
hitch a ride with your Momma and tell me 
about your first mission as an agent… was 
it fun?” Asana turned around and instead 
of Don, the driver it was her mother, 
Selena Cruz.

“So baby girl, are you gonna tell me or 
not?” Oh, Asanah was going to tell her, 
she was going to tell her more things than 
she imagined after all she had just solved 
case…

#679,872 of NyC and LA, The Caper of 
Nine Lives of Gold.

#Capers&Mysteries

By Molly Strauch
Year 4, Auburn South Primary School

Hawthorn East, Vic.
Teacher: Jane Endersby
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ROB LIvES with his Mum, they 
live in a 3 storey townhouse. Rob 
spends most of his time outside 

practising his skateboard tricks. Rob 
spends nearly all day upon the board. The 
only time he is inside is when he is eating. 
Rob’s Mum is glad that he is often outside, 
because most teenagers would spend their 
time gaming.

The Accident
Every time Rob wakes up for the 
beginning of a new school day 
he pretends to be sick because 
there is a no skateboarding policy 
at school. Therefore he Rob gets 

really bored when attending 
school. He is a B grade student 
but that’s still okay. All the boys 
play football or soccer. Rob 
wants to join but he never learnt 
how to play because he wanted 
to skateboard all the time. He 
should have thought about that 
before he went to high school!

Rob always loved to go to the 
skatepark before school, he loved 
to wake up to the smell of smoke 
and sweat, from the teenagers. 
He would wake up at four in 
the morning and leave at 6:30 so 

then he had time to skateboard 
to school. Rob would practise his 

best tricks and if he fell he did the same 
trick over and over until he landed it. If 
he didn’t land it before he went he said he 
wouldn’t get a treat after school. If he did 
he would get a treat.

Rob’s Mum knew how much he hated 
school. She said that when it was the last 
day of the school year she said that he 

didn’t need to do anything involving school 
or school work.

That day didn’t go to plan… when Rob’s 
Mum was driving him home, a truck that 
pushed their car over at an intersection. 
Rob was in the direct line of the truck, but 
his Mum reacted, lent forward to protect 
him. She was a hero.

Rob suffered a really bad broken hand and 
a black eye, and his Mum broke her neck, 
and back.

But what would’ve happened to him if his 
Mum wasn’t the brave saviour. Every day 
Rob would say to his Mum, “you’re my 
hero.” She really was!

One day Rob went to the skate park he 
saw a child there, he was in a wheelchair 
and he was nailing cool tricks. The boy 
noticed Rob staring and asked, “Are you 
ok?” Rob simply replied “yes”. Rob was 
the best skater and know he was even too 
scared to even go down a ramp. The boy 
knew how he was feeling.

By KK McCarthy
Year 4, Auburn South Primary School

Hawthorn East, Vic.
Teacher: Jane Endersby

We have been forcefully silenced through life,
Experiencing countless years of strife.

Our beloved cultures lost, never to be seen again,
Colonisation is an invisible pain.

They chased our blood, we lived in fear,
Barely had time to shed a tear.

Disease spread rapidly across our land,
Over the deserts, freedom slipped from our hands.

Fighting with spears against cannons and guns,
Washed from our culture, taken from our sons.

We have been lost, for too many decades,
Separated by insurmountable barricades.

By Macayla Wu
Year 6, Ravenswood School for Girls

Gordon, NSW
Teacher: Sharon Shapiro

Desolation
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THIS IS an inspiring children’s series 
that celebrates Australia’s experts in 
Science, technology, Engineering 

and Mathematics

Next month Wild Dingo Press will publish 
the seventh book in their Aussie StEM 
Stars series – John Long: Fossil Hunter 
by award-winning author Danielle Clode. 
Each book in the Aussie StEM Stars series 
is written by an award-winning children’s 
author and celebrates the real life stories 
of some of Australia’s top scientists and 
inventors, chosen on the basis of their 
pioneering work.

Written for children aged 10-13 years, 
themes explored in each book include 
childhood, school, family, and formative 
experiences, what inspired them to 
pursue their chosen path, how they 
persevered in the face of challenges, and 
their contribution to science all over the 
world. Since its launch in September 2020 
books about our StEM pioneers Fiona 
Wood, Munjed al Muderis, Georgia Ward-
Fear, Eddie Woo, Gisela Kaplan and Alan 
Finkel have been released and books on 
Emma Johnston, Michelle Simmons and 
Creswell Eastman are planned for the first 
quarter of 2022.

About John Long
John Long is an Australian palaeontologist 
who got hooked on collecting fossils at the 
age of 7. He has been on many expeditions 
to collect fossils throughout Australia, 
Antarctica and other parts of the world, 
making ground-breaking discoveries along 
the way. John’s research has contributed to 
understanding how reproduction evolved 
in our distant ancestors, how air-breathing 
and limbs first evolved, how major global 
mass extinctions were caused, and he 
named Australia’s oldest meat-eating 
dinosaur.

John is currently Strategic Professor in 
Palaeontology at Flinders university 
in Adelaide, South Australia. He was 
previously the vice President of Research 

and Collections at the Natural History 
Museum of Los Angeles County in the 
uSA. He is an award-winning author of 
over 20 popular science books. Throughout 
his life he has had many interests. John is a 
black belt who taught karate for 14 years, 
and he rides motorcycles.

About Danielle Clode
Danielle Clode is an Adelaide-based 
zoologist and writer, who grew up on a 
boat and has worked in zoos, museums 
and underwater observatories.  She has 
a doctorate in zoology from Oxford 
university and is an associate professor 
of writing at Flinders university.  Her 
nonfiction books for adults cover 
bushfires, French explorers, killer whales 
and nature. Her best-selling and CBCA 
listed children’s books include Prehistoric 
Giants: The Megafauna of Australia, 

Prehistoric Marine Life of Australia’s Inland 
Sea and Australia’s Amazing Fossils: From 
Dinosaurs to Diprotodons.

Wonderful stories of our local StEM 
heroes for kids.

visit the dedicated website at www.aussie 
StEMstars.com.au

Aussie StEM Stars 7 Book Bundle – $99.95
Individually – $14.95 each
Aussie StEM Stars: John Long – Available 
on backorder 
Aussie StEM Stars: Alan Finkel
Aussie StEM Stars: Eddie Woo
Aussie StEM Stars: Gisela Kaplan
Aussie StEM Stars: Georgia Ward-Fear
Aussie StEM Stars: Munjed Al Muderis
Aussie StEM Stars: Fiona Wood
total: $104.65

BOOK REVIEW
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‘2025’. It was the only thing I was 
able to read as I stared down at 
the thick, worn-down book in 

my hands. My mind flashed back to the 
image of my father on his deathbed, thin, 
wrinkly fingers slipping the book into 
my arms before falling limp onto the soft, 
white blanket. It had apparently been 
written by an old ancestor. Legends say 
our family was born from her remains after 
past humanity died out. I was surprised a 
mere pile of papers had lasted such a long 
period of time.

the mythical English language had 
vanished 3000 years ago along with the 
other myths about past humanity, one 
of them being the existence of books. 
Well, that’s one myth proven true. Sorrow 
overcame me as I realised it was also 
when this book was written. I presumed 
the symbols on the book was English, my 
desire to learn it immediately sinking as 
I remembered it didn’t exist no longer. 
technology took up about 90% of the 
planet now, most of the oceans and 
forests being run by electricity. Half of our 
bodies were made up of steel, mere skin 
now unable to survive the polluted and 
damaged atmosphere. The only desired 
piece of technology that humanity hadn’t 
been able to reach yet was the so-called 
time machine. If my father’s past invention 
truly was a failure, that is. An idea clicked 
in my brain, the book sliding out of my 
hands as I sprinted out of the room into 
my father’s workplace, the assistant robots 
hovering towards me as I slammed the 
door shut in their faces. I pushed the red 
button on the side of the gigantic metal 
structure, determination powering my 
excitement.

‘Please work…’ I prayed as I stepped onto 
the metal platform. Blinding cyan light 
filled my eyes, static electricity trickling 

down my metallic arms as dizziness 
filled my head. My surroundings spun at 
lightning speed, although I couldn’t see 
anything due to the burning luminosity. 
Slowly, my feet lost balance, my entire 
body plummeting into a pitch-dark void 
of nothingness.

I awoke to a loud thud, sitting up in shock 
to see a young child jumping up and 
down on the soft bed, the wooden frame 
squeaking at every jump. I glanced to the 
side, an old-fashioned paper calendar 
reading July 25th, 2020. I climbed off the 
bed to avoid being trampled on, groaning 
as she paused and stared down at me, her 
eyes flashing with childish excitement. She 
rambled a bunch of foreign phrases at me, 
her soft skin sending a shiver down my 
spine as she dived onto me from the bed. 
Her hand retracted slightly from my arm, 
as if the cold steel surprised her. I shook 
my head, praying she got the message that 
I had no idea what she was saying. I turned 
to look at my surroundings, a wooden 
bookshelf catching my eye. Hundreds of 
books inhabited the numerous shelves. I 
pulled a colourful book with a wide cover 
off the top shelf, repetitively pointing 
at it with my forefinger as the little girl 
looked at me in confusion, her eyes 
drawn to my steel limbs. I twisted my face 
into a confused expression, desperately 
attempting to convey to her my desire to 
learn the language written on the book. 
A furry, brown creature was illustrated 
on the cover. The girl stared at me for a 
few seconds before clapping her hands, a 
bright look shining from her face. She said 
something briefly before sitting next to 
me, pointing at the creature on the cover.

“Bear.” She said aloud. I followed along.

Five years had passed and it was already 
2025, the year I had been dreading. I still 

couldn’t believe the myths that I had only 
wished were true until now were actually 
real. I had grown quite worryingly attached 
to the young girl, who was a teenager now. 
A contagious virus had spread across the 
entire Earth, sweeping the lands of any 
life, including the other creatures, like the 
bear that I had seen on the cover of the first 
book I ever saw in this era of time. I now 
understood most words that the girl spoke 
to me, which were mostly basic ones since 
she knew I was currently learning.

“The virus is spreading so fast…’ what if 
we get infected, Leona?” She whispered, 
sparkling tears forming under her eyelids. 
Leona was the name that she had given 
me, as it was the most commonly used 
name that she used in most of the books 
she wrote. Her astounding ability of 
literacy had made her the only living 
author currently. Although young, her 
books always caught everyone’s interest, 
including mine. Despair overcame me 
as the thought of her passing away to the 
virus sank into my mind.

“Leona, I know I’m going to die soon, so I’m 
going to bury my first book underground, 
really deep, so that it lasts till the future. 
this way, I think people in the future 
will remember me too!” She exclaimed, 
happiness emitting from her youthful face. 
“Do you want to come with me?”

I shook my head, staring down at my feet 
to hide the tears forming under my eyelids. 
I couldn’t bear the thought of losing her. 
She stepped out the door, the image of 
her silhouette inhabiting my mind until 
the day the time machine’s power ran out, 
together with her last breath. If only I’d 
known… that the days with her would be 
gone so soon.

“I’ve never really told you my name before. 
It’s Maya Street.” Her last words. I still 
remembered her raspy but soft, gentle 
voice as she said it, her cold, thin hands 
clasped in my own. I cursed myself for 
not even bringing any of her belongings 
to remind me of her. I pulled the old, 
worn-down book from my drawers, tears 
gushing down my face as I read the words 
on the bottom of the cover.

“Maya Street”

By Yoonjin Lee
Year 7, Blacktown Girls High School

Toongabbie, NSW

2025
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As We Dance With the Fairies 
Sun kissed hills roll,

Grandfather trees sit wearily.
The distant echo of winds whisper,

As we dance with the water.
As we dance with the fairies.

Rocks transform into a village,
Bridges, docks and homes.

Liquid seeps through the dam walls,
As we dance with the water.
As we dance with the fairies.

The twilight festival begins,
The town is alight with small folk.

The wattle from trees now lanterns,
Their buds a glowing aura.

Beneath the universe of stars.
As we dance with the fairies.

By Lulu Clark
Year 6, Ravenswood School for Girls

Gordon, NSW
Teacher: Sharon Shapiro

As the moon pours,
its cold, blanket of white,

I knew I was yours,
that very night.

The seconds I would collect,
on that very night,

would seem oh, so perfect,
until the daylight.

till death do us part,
under the moon’s gaze,
you, will be in my heart,

for all my living days.

By Yvette Huang
Year 7, Hornsby Girls High School

Waitara, NSW

Till Death Do Us Part
On a silent red, floating rocky planet
In the glittering shining light up stars

I can see
Great green gecko’s chatting to trusted neighbours
Red rocky rolling boulders tumbling down a hill

Holes deep in the rocky floor blowing big brown bubbles
volcanoes erupting air making all the wind spill

I can hear
Bang! Bang! Of the boulders passing by
The roar of volcanoes bursting out air

Pop of the big brown bubbles, spikes flying through the air
Hiss of the snakes glaring at their prey

I can feel
The uneven rocky floor placed underneath my hand
The taste of healthy fruit dancing along my tongue

A sickness comes to mind because there is no gravity
Gecko’s looking happy playing with friends all day

My senses come alive on this planet here today
I probably won’t be back cause its in out of space

By Cooper O’Loughlin
Year 3, Bulimba State School

Bulimba, Qld.
Teacher: Mrs Annabelle Speight

Planet 87
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The wall is so big and tall,
It is the biggest of them all.

I want to know what is on the other side,
Though it looks like I am gonna hide.

But one day the wall came down,
It made a noise all over town.

I slowly made my way near the wall,
Now it really was not so tall.

I saw a fountain with water so blue.
I saw a shadow – who did it belong to?
I made my way to the shadow so big,

It looked just like a thingamajig!

I came closer to the shadow and loved what I saw.
It was a giant arcade! Don’t tell me this is a bore.

And the shadow came from a giant game,
It was called ‘The Lion Needs a Mane’.

Then something else caught my eye,
It was the biggest ever pie!

It was purple on top and pink on the bottom,
It looked like it was made of cotton.

I went inside to tell my Mum,
And as I walked I did a little hum.

But as soon as I got back to the wall,
It had suddenly grown back twice as tall.

By Nina Lewis
Year 3, Bulimba State School

Bulimba, Qld.
Teacher: Mrs Allan and Mr Dench

Behind The Wall

Murmuring lifeless nothings to the battlefield,
Their once meaningless puddles wafting up to display their glistening forms

various mesmerising figures of one’s past fragments of memory
The whistling flood of water soaking the ankles of two,

two that dare invade the waters of Qingxce
One requests an ascent,

While the other fears the upshot of the collision
yet their concern has been long overridden by the surge of thrill the first had brought

Here they were, stone-still at the mere sight of her frame,
Mirroring across the shallow floors

And she strikes
Leaving nothing to remain but the whisper of the Oceanid,

“We seek but a small haven of tranquil waters... is that so much to ask for...”

By Rahma Ibrahim
Year 7, Islamic College of Brisbane

Kuraby, Qld.
Teacher: Miss Iman

Oceanid
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HIGH uP in the hills near the 
snowy white mountains, the air 
felt clean and fresh. tall trees with 

multi-coloured fruits grew in the forest 
nearby. Calm fluffy white clouds covered 
the bright blue sky. Clean crisp cold air 
blew onto the beautiful hilltops. Birds 
were chirping high up in the trees enjoying 
the delicious fruit that tastes spectacular. 
There is a misty cold breeze blowing off 
the snowy white mountains.

Leila the warrior stood amongst the 
tall trees with multicolored fruits. Leila 
believed that she was the strongest and best 
warrior in all the lands. She always had a 
good attitude about herself.

One day while out in the hilltops carrying 
her treacherous shovel sword, she came 
upon some villagers gathering the delicious 
fruits. In her harsh Aussie accent, she said 
“What are you doing here and why are 
you picking fruit from my trees?” the 
frightened villagers who were scared of the 
fierce and strong Leila, were speechless and 
slowly backed away from the tall, strong 
woman in her brown army suit with green 
night vision goggles on her head. Leila 
snarled as the villagers backed away and 
held up her fist in victory.

Leila may not love others, but she loves 
her sparkly blue glass necklace that she 
wears always!

Suddenly, Leila hears a noise coming from 
behind a group of trees. What was the 
noise? Leila concentrated on the noise, 
trying to figure out what it was. She 
stood still turning her head to the 
side. Leila heard it again and 
crept slowly towards the group of 
trees where the noise was coming 
from. Slowly, she peered around the 
group of trees and found two little 
girls. She asked them what was wrong 
and who they were. They said to Leila, 
“We are Brooklyn and Hope and we are 
5 years old and we don’t know where are 
parents are or where our village is. We are 
lost”. Brooklyn and Hope started to cry a 
little harder. They asked Leila if she knew 
where their parents were. Leila felt sad, as 
she did not know where their parents were 
and told them so. They told Leila how they 
got there, they said, “our parents told us to 
go and pick berries from the berry trees 

The Secret Necklace
so we did it, but we cannot find our way 
home or find our way to the village!” Leila 
felt awful for the girls and told them about 
the exciting journey she was on to find the 
ice dragons cove, over on the snowy white 
mountains. Leila asked Brooklyn and 
Hope if they would like to join her on the 
journey. Brooklyn said, “I guess so”. And 
Hope said “only if we stick together”. They 
made Leila promise that they would look 
for their parents along the way. As it was 
getting late in the day, they decided they 
would build a shelter to sleep in for the 
night and they would begin their journey 
the next day. Brooklyn gathered sticks 
to make fire while Hope got some fruit 
out of their fruit picking basket and Leila 
got huge sticks and giant leaves to build 
their shelter near the old oak tree. Later 
they settled in for the night and huddled 
together under the starry night sky.

The next morning, they packed up camp 
and began the trek down from the hilltops 
following the track to the bottom. Waiting 
for them at the bottom was a raging river 
filled with large boulders. The water was 
flowing fast. On the other side of the 
river the snowy mountains stood. This is 
where they needed to get to, to find the Ice 
Dragon’s cove.

Leila scans the river and finds some good 
sturdy boulders which they can use to 
cross the river. Leila pulls a rope out 
of her bag which she ties to all three of 
their waists to keep them safe. Leila leads 
the way leaping onto the first boulder. 
Brooklyn and Hope follow. After a good 
half an hour, Leila and Brooklyn make 
it to safety of the other side of the bank. 
Hope is on the last boulder when all of 
a sudden, she slips into the raging river, 
nearly pulling Brooklyn in with her. Leila 
quickly grabs Hope’s arm before she starts 
to float away and pulls her back to safety 
onto the bank beside Brooklyn. Coughing 
and spluttering water, Hope collapses 
onto her back and thanks Leila in a shaky 
croaky voice. Once everyone has calmed 
down and their heart rates have returned 
to normal, they look up and realise they 
have to hike up the snowy mountain. 
Brooklyn and Hope gasp in disbelief. Leila 
says, “Don’t worry, I’ve hiked it before, it is 
easier than it looks. Let’s camp for the night 
so we have lots of energy for tomorrow”.

They find the warmest spot sheltered from 
the snow and set up camp. Morning comes 
quickly, Leila wakes first and finds some 
berries in the fruit basket. She searches 
through all the bags and figures out that 
she can make a berry pie. Once the pie is 
ready, she wakes up Brooklyn and Hope. 
They all enjoy their food for it is yummy, 
nutritious and delicious. After filling their 
tummies with yummy food and hydrating 
with water from the river, Leila tells them, 
“let’s begin our hike”.

The girls trusted Leila for she has proved 
to be their friend. They set off up the 

snowy mountain. At first it was easy 
but the later it got in the day and the 

higher up the mountain they went, it 
got harder. their legs and feet were 

sinking into the cold snow which caused 
their legs to ache and freeze. After nearly 
a full day climbing, they reach the top of 
the snow mountain where the Ice Dragon 
lives. They searched high and low to find 
the entrance of the Ice Dragon’s cove, until 
finally Leila spots something blue and 
shiny peeking out from underneath the 
snow. They decide to go and investigate. 
The three of them used their hands to dig 
through the snow until they found the blue 
and shiny door which was locked! Leila 
told Brooklyn and Hope, “stand back, I’m 
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going to ply open the door with my shovel 
sword”. The girls looked a little confused 
but mainly scared. They didn’t know what 
a shovel sword was.

As Leila started to pry open the door, the 
door suddenly slammed open and there 
stood the Ice Dragon. the Ice Dragon 
asked, “Who goes there and what do you 
want from me? How dare you pry open 
my door”. Brooklyn and Hope are now 
really scared and cowering behind Leila. 
They’ve never seen a dragon before, let 
alone an Ice Dragon. Leila asks Brooklyn 
and Hope to stay back so that she can talk 
to the Ice Dragon. Leila tells the Ice Dragon 
that she is Holly’s sister and that she’s here 
to retrieve Holly’s necklace that the Ice 
Dragon has. The Ice Dragon asks Leila 
a series of questions, “What was Holly’s 
birthday? What’s her favourite colour? 
What does the necklace look like? What 
is the colour of the necklace?” Leila passes 
the test with flying colours and the Ice 
Dragon invites Leila, Brooklyn and Hope 
into his cove. The Ice Dragon went to the 
back of a cove to a secret cabinet. He puts 

in a code which opens the door. He pulls 
out Holly’s necklace. It was shimmery 
purple and a pretty gold chain. As the Ice 
Dragon hands Leila, the necklace, he offers 
to fly Leila, Brooklyn and Hope back to the 
forest high up in the hills. The three girls 
hop up onto the Ice Dragon’s back and they 
set off with their arms in the air – like they 
just don’t care.

When they land back at the hilltop, they 
all sigh and thank the Ice Dragon for the 
necklace and getting them back safely to 
the hilltop. The Ice Dragon says, “anytime, 
just call my name if you need me”. Not far 
from where the Ice Dragon left them high 
up on the hilltop, Brooklyn and Hope 
instantly recognised their small village. 
They squeal with delight as the villagers 
ran out, calling for their parents as they 
sprint towards them. Brooklyn and Hope 
yelled to their parents with tears in their 
eyes. As their parents came out of their 
hut, Brooklyn and Hope sprinted up to 
them and threw their arms around them 
and held on tight. Their parents are very 
relieved to have their daughters home 

again and safely in their arms. They invited 
Leila to join them for dinner. Leila politely 
declined saying, “no thank you, I’ve got 
some places to be”. Leila turned to the girls 
and told them, “Be brave, stand strong and 
never give up! Give everything a go, you 
never know if you don’t try”. Leila hugs the 
girls and jogged back into the forest and 
hid behind the group of trees that she met 
Brooklyn and Hope at three days ago. She 
took her blue glass necklace off and took 
her sister’s shimmery purple necklace out 
of her pocket. She joined the two halves of 
the love hearts together.

Leila put the joined necklaces around her 
neck and spun around.

With the necklaces joined once again, 
Leila took her rightful place as the Warrior 
Princess she was destined to be.

By Amy Gillespie
Year 4, Greenslopes State School

Greenslopes, Qld.
Teacher: Jenny Young

“YOu tOLD me you loved me,” he 
spat out.

I shrugged my shoulders, “I told you a lot 
of things.” One step forward, a flick of my 
hand and the last gasp of breath he would 
ever take. “Doesn’t mean it was true,” I 
whispered in his ear.

He looked up at me, eyes glazed over in 
a teary haze. Those blue eyes I had once 
said were the only ones I wanted on me. 
those same eyes that were now slowly 

being drained of life, which is assuming 
that there was any in the first place.

The once neat auburn curls that I routinely 
ran my fingers through every night before 
bed, were now tousled and unkempt. Such 
a sorry state for a man of his status.

And the beautiful ruby red, thick as the 
syrup he often doused his breakfast in, 
that now dripped down the silver of my 
blade and my steady hand. The constant 
dripping, a sound so melodic it beat the 

famous symphonies that toured the capital. 
The ones he never allowed me to attend.

That ruby red, now pooling at my feet, had 
consumed my dreams every night since I 
first laid eyes on him.

My lips kissed his forehead one last time 
and I watched as I withdrew the jewelled 
dagger, my hand sure and steady. the 
pathetic gift my husband had given me for 
my Name Day. Now finally put to good use.

He fell to the floor with a wet thump.

I would have to purchase a new carpet. 
Even now, lying motionless on the floor, 
he was still an inconvenience.

yet, I still couldn’t keep the smile from 
my face.

The King was dead.

Long live the Queen.

By Sophia Gianotti
Year 10, Presbyterian Ladies College Perth

Peppermint Grove, WA

“You Told Me You Loved Me”
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WILLOW’S bare feet pounded 
onto the rich, country soil as 
she ripped her way through 

branches, vines, and roots. Thunder shook 
the sky like an enormous earthquake, 
lightning streaked and illuminated the 
murky clouds which hung heavily as if 
holding a great burden and the wind 
whipped through the evergreen trees. 
The first few drops of water plummeted 
towards the ground, followed by the 
deluge of rain. The dense foliage in the 
canopy inhibited the cascade but permitted 
some of the desperate droplets to pass 
through, providing abundant life for the 

Earth. All the while, the forest hummed 
and buzzed with nightlife, welcoming the 
weekly downpour as if it were a friendly 
neighbour.

Holding her satchel above her head to 
keep off the rain, Willow dashed in the 
opposite direction of the nightmare, her 
past, her childhood. Fresh leaves and 
moss cushioned her feet as she swept past 
eddying torrents of water. She took in 
the colossal redwoods which towered the 
forest like skyscrapers. Her eyes swiftly 
darted between the concealed reality, 
absorbing what she believed for many years, 

an illusion. The air gave off the pleasant 
aroma of damp earth and freshwater as the 
redwoods whispered secrets of the past.

tHuD! Willow was sent sprawling after 
abruptly tripping over a root that gnarled 
out from the soil like a claw of a demon. 
Bruises dotted her exposed arms and face 
and blood dripped from a shallow cut on 
her leg. A high-pitched screech from the 
warden tore through the echoing rhythm 
of the night creatures, bringing Willow 
back to her senses. She knew search parties 
would be sent to capture and return her 
to the orphanage. Gingerly standing, she 

propped herself against a redwood, 
ripped a piece of fabric off her pants, 
and frantically tied it around the cut.

Willow grabbed her satchel and 
made a run for it. Her injured leg 
preventing her from going at her usual 
speed; she ended up taking desperate 
strides instead. Fireflies fed the dying 
light, illuminating the way for the 
orphan. the temperature dropped; 
cold washed over Willow making her 
shiver and her breath come out icy. 
Bitter fingers grasped her heart; only 
to be recoiled by the infinite warmth.

The high-wire fence leisurely came 
into view, towering four metres into 
the darkness. Barbwire tipped the 
gruesome fence and a repertoire of 
vines entwined it like fingers reaching 
out to freedom. She dragged herself 
to the barrier and firmly gripped the 
thick vines, hauling herself up onto 
the fence. Willow clambered up the 
vines, taking light and easy steps to 
maintain balance. Eventually, she’d 
reached the barbed wire which was 
tangled in the mess of vines. Willow 
cautiously stepped over the barbed 
wire and descended the other side, 
jumping when she was halfway down. 
She lay there for a few seconds, eyes 
closed, catching her breath. She was 
free. The chains gripping her down 
had snapped. Free. Willow’s eyes 
flapped open as the world began to 
take on every colour.

By Farha Mohamed Fahim
Year 9, Werribee Secondary College

Werribee, Vic.
Teacher: Mr Breedveld

Willow
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I WAS surrounded by angry vultures, 
ready to pick me to death. Their loud 
squawking echoing through my brain. 

I knew I had to get out of there, and quick.

As I stood at the cafeteria door way, 
waiting, watching. Building up the courage 
to go inside but I just knew in my gut I 
couldn’t do it. I wandered through the 
halls of Glenwood high, the smell of meat 
still fresh in my nose. I some way find 
myself reaching the door to the hall. I look 
around, seeing if anyone is there. Once 
the coast is clear I slip inside. I silently 
walked across the slippery, shiny floor, 
until I hear something that makes me stop 
in my tracks.

“I can’t believe that weirdo, tate is even at 
this school. She never talks and she never 
does anything.,” 
the voice said.

the rest of the 
day was a blur, 
I  couldn’t  stop 
thinking about 
what that person 
said, it made me 
feel so defective 
and useless.

the next day I 
was sick to my 
stomach, I  felt 
so dizzy. I was 
d re a d i n g  f i r s t 
session. I despise 
h av i n g  t o  g e t 
changed in front of 
the class. As I was 
getting changed, 
I  reached into 
my old, manky 
sport bag. I froze, 
I started throwing everything out of my 
bag. When suddenly a figure appeared 
at the door, holding the very thing I was 
looking for.

“Are these what you are looking for, these 
old, crusty shoes… wouldn’t even call them 
shoes.” Arrogantly said the boy.

I had flash backs. It was that voice… the 
one that made me feel so useless.

He immediately ran away. I stood there 

wondering what to do. I let my legs take 
over… I ran. We ran all around the gym 
until I finally got the shoes back. I felt so 
embarrassed that I wanted to crawl into a 
hole and die.

“tAtE, LuKE. Come here now!” A voice 
boomed through the gym.

“you two have wasted fifteen minutes of 
my time. Detention, after school.” the 
teacher shouted.

That afternoon was the worst afternoon in 
my whole life, apart from when dad didn’t 
come home from a walk to the shops. 
That was the worst time of my whole life. 
All the way home I was so nervous for 
what my mum would think about me 
getting detention. I stood in front of our 

old, creaky wooden “home”. Once I had 
finally built up the courage to go inside, 
I crept through the creaky door and into 
my mothers room. KNOCK KNOCK, 
I knew she would probably not answer 
considering that for six months she has 
just been lying in bed all day, depressed. 
As I thought, she didn’t answer the door. I 
let her rest, keep hoping that one day she 
will come outside her room.

The next day, as soon I stepped into the 
classroom of 7A, I knew something was up. 

Everyone was crowded around something 
on the floor.

“Oh my gosh! I didn’t know she was ever 
happy, her dad looks like a creep though.” 
someone whispered.

I froze… I knew what they were talking 
about but I didn’t know how they got their 
hands on it. I was trying so much to hold 
in tears.

“Guys, this is mean. I don’t think we 
should look at this. She is only twelve, 
there must be a reason she is always sad. 
Maybe something devastating happened.” 
someone else commented. I ran, I don’t 
know where to but I knew I couldn’t go 
back there.

W h e n  I  w a s 
creeping out of the 
school trying to get 
home, something 
happ ened t hat 
changed my life.

“Hi, I’m Alex. Are 
you okay? I hope 
Luke didn’t hurt 
you to much.” Alex 
softly spoke.

Someone spoke to 
me, no one ever 
speaks to me. I 
w a l k e d  h o m e 
smiling for once 
in my life, I was 
happy. Little did 
I know that when 
I got home my 
mum was waiting 
for me.

“Hey honey, I was thinking… maybe we 
could do something together. I think I am 
ready.” mumbled mum.

that day was the most dreadful and 
outstanding day of my life. If one thing 
changed, it would be that I feel like I 
belong, finally.

By Kiara Stansfield
Year 6, Moreton Bay College

Manly-West, Qld.
Teacher: Mrs Schloss

To Belong
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you see we run with food
And a very good mood

A trip to the market a week
Is what makes the meal we seek

Whether it be a nice crunchy salad
Always appeals to the palette,

A creamy chicken pasta,
Or a yummy beef lasagne

The combinations are endless
Others would feel jealous
All the plans in our head,

The mouth-watering meals ahead

The selection is quick
as quick as hedgehog Sonic

From the downs of our grazed land
nurtured with love and gloved hands

Notes and coins as golden as honey
In the arms the variety of money!

Fabric Bags tight
Packed into the car with all your might

The process commences
Contemplating those expenses

Washing, cutting & frying
Searing or grilling all extremely satisfying

The rich aroma lingers,
The impatient taste test with the fingers,

The pitter and patter of the water to the glass
Elegant flowers dancing in the vase

The weary sigh as you take a seat
Fixating the eyes on the meat

Metal cutlery: a fork and spoon
Desiring to dig in so soon!

The feeling of bliss as it melts in the mouth,
yet remaining extremely couth

From the heart of the market is where its starts,
Not a delivery box or a mart!

By Riyanna Bandara Lokuge
Year 7, Penrith Selective High School

Penrith, NSW
Teacher: Ms Magi and Ms Micallef

My mum was born with deep brown eyes
And gorgeous wavy hair

She went to school and did her work
She never was aware

She’d die in hunger, cold and sick
For no other reason

That she was born a Jewish girl
And got accused of treason

She died before she had a chance
to live, to love, to give

She hasn’t died, she has been killed
I pray, I can’t forgive

If I was born, I may have saved
The world from SARS and AIDs
Or found a way to stop at once

Humanity crusades

Or maybe I could have received
A Nobel Prize for Peace

Or went to games to see in Greece
My little sisters’ niece

 
What if the world has lost in me

Next Mozart or Monet
Now stop and think. Keep thinking hard

Of choices made today

you can’t undo the holocaust
you can’t undo old wars

But stop and think of future kids
The kids that could be yours

Some kids survive, some live, some die
Some loved and some deceived

But what do you call the kids like I
The kids that weren’t conceived

May wisdom reach all peoples’ hearts
My story’s not a prank

All mums need kids and kids need mums
My mothers’ name’s Anne Frank

By Elizaveta Fedotova
Year 7, Bob Hawke College

Subiaco, WA
Teacher: Ms Taylor

The Story of an Unborn Child

Market to Plate
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If I had wings,
the skies would hear them sing

As I flew away from this world so full of sins

Away I would fly
Into the night sky

Hidden from your judging eyes

How I feel you’ll never know
you pretend to, just for show
Saying that you cared for me

you really didn’t though

Did anyone see the fake smiles
The shattered heart

The fragments of my soul
The darkness behind my eyes

Where the life turned cold

No one did
And no one will

It’s my burden to hold

If I had wings,
the skies would hear them sing

As I flew away from this world so full of sins

By Tanvi Mishra
Year 9, The Mac.Robertson Girls’ School

Melbourne, Vic.

If I Had Wings

Frozen in Time

An endless abyss of twinkling lights
Streaks of pink and violet hues

Dying whispers of old, greying stars
An eternity of pictures and myths

Frozen in time

Beams of white hot sunlight
Reach their glowing tendrils towards the lost

Dancing along the weathered timber hull
Milky white faces haunt the depths

Frozen in time

A sleeping giant, an ash-blackened city
Dust settling on hollow shells, watching, waiting

A child reaching out for the mother no longer there
Cold, thick air wafting through lifeless streets

The soft light of noon shines on stone-cold faces
Frozen in time

By Sophia Denney
Year 6, Ravenswood School for Girls,

Gordon, NSW
Teacher: Sharon Shapiro
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Creative Net

Dear Literacy Educator/Librarian,

Take a look at Creative Net. We have authors and illustrators who you won’t find on other speakers’ agency sites.
Better still, Creative Net is the only speakers’ agency in Australia that doesn’t charge a booking fee. Our services to you 
are completely free.

We also organise literary events for schools. Students 
pay $20 + GST and we provide the MC, authors and 
illustrators for a day which includes three workshops
from each of the presenters, a launch, book signings, 
etc. – everything you would expect from a festival, plus 
free show bags each containing a Ford Street book and 
merchandise (worth around $20).

Ask us about our national PD seminars for TLs/educators, 
too. (We organised the four highly successful Keeping 
Books Alive seminars in Victoria and NSW.)
We can be contacted by phone on (03) 9416 4062 or 
email terrie@creativenetspeakers.com.
Terrie Saunders
Creative Net
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LILA stood up 
quickly, hoping 
that it would 

all be over. Her little 
s ister  was in the 
middle of the flames! 
She had to help her.

I put down my scary 
book. Oh sugar beans! 
I could never be as 
brave as her, even if 
there was someone 
in the middle of a fire. 
Whenever something 
bad happens I always rely on other people 
to fix the problems for me. I trudge down 
the nicely cleaned hallway. Everything is 
perfect in my family’s house. The floors 
are delightfully shiny, my bed covers are 
always clean and the food in the cupboard 
is ordered from tallest to smallest. My 
parents try their hardest to make me 
happy, but all I really want is an adventure.

I enter the kitchen, mother is baking 
cookies, (perfectly) and father is watering 
the plants (perfectly). Whatever my 
parents do they HAvE to do it perfectly. 
I’m guessing mother saw me set foot in 
the kitchen because she remarked, “Aunt 
Cara and your Cousin Sam are meeting 
us at your favourite walk in five, so go get 
ready!”

Don’t get me wrong, I love seeing little 
five year old Sam, but he always gets into 
mischief somehow.

I hold Sam’s hand firmly so he doesn’t 
escape. Aunt Cara would kill me if I lost 
him. “Hazel, can me to the tree? Me climb 
it.” I think for a moment. Should I let him 
escape?

“Ok, fine, but only for two minutes until 
my mum and Aunt Cara catch up to us.”

I don’t take my eyes off Sam. My gaze 
softens because I then realize that I actually 
care so much about that little guy. He’s so 
excellent at every sport, too bad his mum 
is so scared of him falling.

“Hey Hazel?” It was Mia, my old friend 
from school. We used to be next door 
neighbours, my house is definitely too 
perfect for her liking. She probably thinks 
my life needs to be perfect just like my 
parents. That’s mainly the reason why I 
stopped playing with her. I turn to face 
her kind freckled face. tears spring into 

my eyes as I dart towards her and wrap 
my trembling arms around her warm 
shoulders.

“I’m so sorry,” I say between giant sobs.

She hugs me back, “I’m sorry too,” she 
whispers.

We are finally friends again. We have a 
short conversation before heading back to 
our responsibilities. I feel a smile stretch 
across my face, from one side to the other. 
But when I see what is ahead, my smile 
quickly vanishes. I see nothing.

I literally see nothing, only the branch 
and no Sam. Where is he? I start to panic, 
Our parents will surely be back soon and 
I don’t have the little trouble maker with 
me. Where would he have gone? I hear 
footsteps. My mum’s perfect new sneakers. 
I swivel around. No! No! No! No! It is Aunt 
Cara and Mum. “Where’s my Sam?” asks 
aunt Cara worryingly. Should I tell her the 
truth or should I lie? If I have to tell you 
honestly, I have never lied in my whole life, 
(only when necessary of course.) “umm…
uh… We’re actually umm…”(Light Bulb) 
“We’re actually playing a real fun game of 
hide and seek. 8, 9,10, ready or not, here 
I come!” Aunt Cara looks a bit confused, 
then shakes her hair like a pop star and 
keeps on walking. I can’t keep this act 
up for long. I have to keep checking in 
bushes and up trees so Aunt Cara doesn’t 
get suspicious. Eventually we get to my 
favourite part of the walk. The FROZEN 
LAKE. In Summer you would take a boring 
track around the lake, but in the Winter 
you would have to try and balance while 
walking on top of a log, over the now hard 
icy waters. I suddenly freeze. Right there, 
in the middle of the lake was Sam. He 
looked petrified. He now had wide eyes 
and chattering teeth. I am such a terrible 
babysitter.

“Hold on!” I  cal l 
“Don’t move!” After 
this is all over I am 
going to be in big 
trouble. Aunt Cara is 
white in the face. She 
rushes over and drops 
down to her knees. 
She puts her hands 
together and prays for 
Sam to be all right. In 
all my life I have never 
seen her pray. I gently 
push Aunt Cara to a 
log in the clearing. 

Mum was there too, mouth wide open and 
tears in her eyes. “I’m going to get Sam 
back, I promise.” Who am I kidding? How 
am I of all people going to get him back? 
I walk around in circles trying to think. I 
suddenly hear a huge crack! I stop pacing 
and hold my breath. Hesitantly I glance 
over to Sam. Once again there was no Sam. 
There was only a humongous clear patch of 
freezing water where Sam had been only 
a minute ago. Without thinking I rip off 
my necklace and plunge into the water. 
Sam was there motionless, floating down, 
down, down to the bottom of the lake. 
I swim down and follow Sam’s rhythm. 
We finally get to the bottom of the now 
cracked FROZEN LAKE. I can’t do this 
any more. I need to go up for air. I then 
remember all the good times I had with 
little Sam, like when he stuffed his mouth 
full of grapes. It looked like his mouth was 
going to explode! I need to save him. If I 
die as well, at least we’ll die together. I wrap 
my arms around his waist and swim one 
handed towards the surface. We can make 
it, we can make it, we can…

We made it! I rest my head on the smooth 
grass above me. The mums rush over and 
I am smothered with kisses of lipstick 
all over my forehead. I gasp for breath. 
I suddenly remember, SAM! I rush 
over to the little boy. He’s coughing and 
spluttering. He’s alive! I hug him more than 
a dozen times.

“Are you okay?” I say, still coughing.

He peers up at my desperate face and he 
smiles, “I’m fine.”

I am just like Lila now, a hero.

By Lily Van Duinen
Year 4, Yackandandah Primary School

Yackandandah, Vic.
Teacher: Angela Vincent
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DEEP in the rocky terrain, steep 
sleek hills and quiet winding 
waters lies a cave. A cave of 

mystery, hidden deep inside its forbidden 
walls. At night, the town’s people hear 
mysterious but blood curdling sounds 
from the forbidden cave. No one has ever 
dared go inside because they know if 
they do, they may lose their lives trying 
to escape. People have said that a Lady 
of Corruption lives inside protecting 

something, but no one knows what it may 
be. They even say at night she comes out to 
hunt, some of the town’s people have tried 
to see her and trap her but all have failed. 
Only a handful have made it out alive to 
tell the tale.

“Holden stop it, It’s just an old wives’ tale”, 
said Avery in an annoyed tone. Holden 
rolled his eyes at her comment then walked 
up to her from where he was sitting at the 

campfire. “Why, are you scared of her”, said 
Holden teasing her. “you okay there, love 
birds?”, said Hailey from behind Avery. 
“Don’t call us that and yes everything is 
fine”, Avery said as she gave Hailey a hug. 
“Where have you been?”

“I’ve been collecting firewood for the 
past half an hour, did you not hear me?”, 
Hailey asked.

“Oh yeah I did, I just forgot. Sorry”, 
Avery replied. “I’ve just been busy 
dealing with him”, Avery stuck a 
thumb in Holden’s direction. “Hey 
I have an idea; why don’t we go and 
see if she really does exist?”, Holden 
suggested. they all looked at him 
unbelievable, all but Zane. “yeah 
we should”, Zane said as he put his 
elbow on Holden’s shoulder. “We 
might want to go when we are a little 
more prepared, you know, so we 
might have a chance to survive if we 
do see her”, Grayson said with a little 
nervous laugh.

“Ok then, scaredy cat, we won’t go 
tonight then, happy now?”, Holden 
asked. Grayson just continued staring 
at his book pretending like he didn’t 
hear a word.

Later, while they were fast asleep in 
their tents, a loud crash came from 
outside. At first, none of the kids heard 
it but when it happened again much 
louder this time, it woke up Avery. It 
gave a chill up her spine. What was 
going to happen next, would she be 
taken or would she just be scared for 
nothing because it was just Holden 
playing tricks on her. “Hailey, Hailey, 
I think something is outside”, Avery 
uttered timidly, waking Hailey up 
who opened her eyes and started to 
rub them. “Is it not just a rabbit?”, 
Hailey said sleepily. Avery looked 
at her slightly annoyed, but this was 
not the time to fight with her, Avery 
thought. After a few seconds, Avery 
decided to call the boys as quietly as 
possible. They should be able to look 
out there without being seen. Another 
ruffle came from the bushes outside 
and Hailey now believed there was 
really something out there and it was 
definitely not a rabbit!

Back to Hell
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But before Avery hung up on the boys, 
outside the tents went awfully quite 
suddenly. Something was not right. Avery 
carefully dropped the phone on the ground 
and started to stare in tentatively at the tiny 
opening of fabric moving in the wind, as 
the boys were trying to say something to 
her but she was not responding. She slowly 
started getting up and reaching for the zip 
to open it. “Ave”, Hailey said confusedly as 
she reached for Avery’s shoulder. “Where 
are you going?” Avery didn’t respond to 
anything Hailey was trying to tell her. A 
recognisable voice came out of nowhere, it 
was Holden’s, as he continued to try and get 
Avery’s attention with little success. “Avery, 
what’s happening?”, Holden called again 
slightly confused. “Hey, say something to 
me, I’m talking to you”, Holden said a little 
frustrated.

As Avery kept on walking to the tent’s 
entrance, she saw someone; someone that 
seemed familiar yet didn’t know from 
were. She had long beautiful black hair that 
shimmered in the moon light, pale skin 
like snow with an unusual ancient mark on 
her right wrist and on the other arm was 
covered from her elbow down like it was 
corrupted by something. Her eyes were a 
colour of a flaming sunset, so beautiful. 
They had only made eye contact for just 
a second when she ran away, deep in the 
woods. Avery just kept on staring at the 
direction the mysterious woman had ran. 
Then, suddenly, Avery fell to the ground 
unconscious. Without thinking, Holden 
picked her up and brought her into the 
safety of the tent.

A little while later she awoke. “Thank God, 
you’re awake finally”, Holden said slightly 
relieved but tried to sound annoyed at 
the same time. “yeah, I’m alive, were you 
expecting me to be dead or something, 
what happened?” asked Avery sleepily. 
“you went into some kind of trance for 
a few hours”, said Hailey. “And Holden 
stayed by your side the whole time, we 
didn’t even need to ask him to; he just 
offered.” While she was saying this, she had 
her elbow on his shoulder and nudged him 
a little. Holden looked at her like he was 
going to make her pay for what she just 
said. “Hey Hailey, can we have a little chat 
soon, if you don’t mind,” Holden said as 
calmly as possible as Hailey gulped. What 
would Holden even do to her, it was not 
like him to just abandon her in the woods, 
Avery thought.

The kids had all agreed to go on a hike 

the day before, except for Grayson who 
had not much of a choice. At around nine 
o’clock, they set off on their adventure into 
the woods with Avery and Hailey at the 
front and Holden not too far behind them, 
Zane and Grayson were behind Holden 
by a few metres. Once the children had 
walked for four kilometres, they decided 
to rest on some boulders close by for a 
few minutes to catch their breath before 
they went back down again. It was then 
that Zane saw a cave. Grayson saw Zane 
looking at something so he walked up 
behind him and asked what he was looking 
at but when he saw it, he was speechless. 
“A cave”, Grayson murmured. “Who is that 
coming out over there?”, as he was pointing 
in the direction he saw something moving.

Something looked back at them and 
winked at Avery and then vanished in thin 
air. All of them were very confused by that 
weird event. Then Avery started to walk 
towards where the mysterious figure was. 
When they thought they finally arrived at 
the place, Avery started looking around for 
something and found a necklace lying on 
the floor. She picked it up, put it on herself 
and once again she started walking, a little 
faster this time. After a while, they reached 
a place that was surrounded by trees in a 
circular formation, with a dark pedestal in 
the middle and a stone on it.

At this point, with Avery not responding, 
the others were starting to get really 
worried with her unusual behaviour. 
Avery slowly walked up to the pedestal 
and reached out to touch the rock. As she 
was only a few centimetres away from it, 
a mysterious silhouette appeared. It was 
the Lady of Corruption that Holden had 
talking about previously. It looked like she 
was egging Avery on or something, the 
kids didn’t like it at all, so Holden tried 
to step forward to grab her but instead he 
was pushed back like there was a wall that 
was in front of them. Hailey started yelling 
Avery’s name to get her attention but the 
invisible wall seemed to stop all sounds 
from outside coming in.

“Well, hello there!”, the figure said in 
a mysterious tone. “I see you must be 
wondering who I am but you must have 
heard a lot about me already. My name is 
Lela, the Lady of Corruption and I know 
a lot about who you all are since you have 
entered my land.” “Prove it then Lela if 
you know who we are!”, exclaimed Zane 
frustrated. Lela exclaimed “The girl by my 
pedestal is Avery Harvurs, Hailey Rodurs 

is on the left of Holden Kalsky and to the 
right of him is Zane Zephar and Grayson 
Glaze. Is that enough proof for you Zane 
or would you like me to say some private 
things about you that the others don’t 
know yet?”.

Holden had a thought that Lela was trying 
to get in their heads and he didn’t want to 
be a part of it anymore. He took a few deeps 
breaths then started to walk up to the wall, 
he was going to rip it apart, wanting Avery 
out of there as soon as possible. Holden 
grabbed his Swiss army knife from his 
pocket and started to stab it into the wall 
and dragged it down with all him might, 
slowly ripping a hole in the wall. The hole 
soon became big enough to fit him through 
but he only had a few seconds to do it as it 
was fixing itself fast.

Once he was through, he started running 
towards Lela with full rage on his face, 
he was going to stab her, hoping it would 
bring Avery back to reality. He was only a 
metre away from her when Lela signalled 
Avery to go between them both. Holden 
stopped in his tracks just looking at her, he 
was lost inside his frustration, torn with 
confusion, and terrified with desperation. 
Lela had Avery under her control but how 
and why? Avery twisted his arm so the 
knife was pointing at his chest slowing 
puncturing his shirt, he grabbed her wrist 
trying to stop her but he was too scared he 
may hurt her if he used too much force. 
“Avery, talk to me, show me that you’re still 
in there please,” Holden said trying to stop 
himself from sobbing. She just looked at 
him with sheer anger on her face.

Holden closed his eyes and gave in to her, 
he was going to let her kill him. Avery 
took in a deep breath, extended the knife 
then stabbed it into his chest, twisting it 
as he groaned from the pain. She pulled 
the knife out of him as he fell to the floor 
then forced it into him again. Just then, 
she came back to reality, realising that she 
was killing him. She dropped the knife and 
fell to her knees taking a hold of Holden’s 
dying body in her arms. “Holden please 
don’t leave me, came back to me,” Avery 
begged with tears falling down her face. 
Holden died, and Lela vanished with an 
evil laugh.

By Jessica King
Year 9, SMYL Community College – 

Fremantle Campus
Fremantle, WA

Teacher: Rebecca Varian
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THE SuN rose 
high above the canyon 
as streams of light trickle 

through deep cracks in the sturdy 
wall of rock. She stumbles out of the 
claustrophobic cave, over the loose 
rocks, to the edge. She gazed down 
at the crystal clear water and the 
lush green shrubs beneath 
her. It was a breath-taking 
view and to think she was 
there by accident. It all 
started when she picked 
up the wrong suitcase at the 
airport…

Audrey raced through the 
vast, empty corridor, occasionally glancing 
at the crumpled ticket she strangled in her 
hand. Her plane to Australia was leaving 
in a few minutes and it was likely she was 
going to miss it. This was her chance to 
see her twin sister, Charlotte, and she 
wasn’t taking any chances. Well, she wasn’t 
intending to at least. After tripping down 
a flight of stairs, Audrey skidded to a stop 
and hurriedly held out her ticket. Catching 
her breath as she sank into the soft seat of 
the crowded, noisy plane, she relished in 
finally having a moment to relax.

After what felt like a lifetime, she had 
arrived at her destination.

Once again Audrey found herself running 
through a bustling airport, bumping and 
shoving her way through the amplifying 
crowd.

With her small red suitcase in hand, and 
trusty blue backpack in the other, she 
sprinted out of the huge doors and out 
in to the car park, her eyes fixed on an 
arriving bus.

Collapsing into an old, worn chair, 
she reached in to the front pocket of 
her suitcase, expecting a book, but her 
hand returned empty handed. Her brow 
furrowed and she nervously unzipped the 
suitcase. using all of her will-power not to 
scream when what she saw were not the 
things she remembered packing, but ropes, 
climbing gear, camping equipment and a 
very tattered notebook. Her eyes brimmed 
with hot tears of frustration. If she had just 
slowed down she would have noticed and 
this would not be happening.

Suddenly, a static voice rang through 
the bus, “Last stop, everybody off !” it 
announced.

Remembering that  Charlotte  had 
instructed Audrey to meet her at the 
park where the last stop was, she begun 
to panic: She didn’t know what to do with 
the suitcase. Finally deciding to keep it, she 
bolted out of the doors and onto the edge 
of a sprawling park. Despite being in the 
middle of winter, warm rays of sunshine 
peeked through the dark clouds and a 
refreshing breeze rippled the puddles of 
water that dotted the quiet path. Barely 
able to finish the thought, a small, silver car 
rolled up next to her. A wide grin spread 
across her face as a young woman with a 
head of copper curls and a smiling face of 
freckles gracefully stepped out of the car.

After a long, exhausting journey, Audrey 
finally felt at home flopping onto the plush, 
cushiony couch.

“I can help you unpack your stuff.” 
Charlotte offered after showing Audrey 
the small, empty room she’d be sleeping in.

Audrey’s smile faltered as her gaze fell 
upon the suitcase,

“um, about that…”

While she explaining what happened, 
Charlotte busily rummaged through the 
suitcase, flinging random objects across 
the apartment.

“you know these aren’t mine, right?” 
Audrey reminded her as she caught a 
notebook hurtling toward her head.

She was answered by 
silence, but something in the 

notebook caught her eye. Ignoring 
the chaotic mess blanketing the 

floor, she gaped at a beautifully 
sketched image, until she caught her 

sister staring at her.

“I haven’t heard you so quiet my whole life, 
you’ve clearly found something!” joked 
Charlotte.

Rolling her eyes, Audrey pointed to the 
drawing, which was of a winged serpent.

“This,” she excitedly announced, “is a water 
dragon!”

“Ok?” pressed Charlotte.

An exasperated sigh escaped Audrey’s 
mouth.

“Water dragons were thought to be extinct 
millions of years ago,” she explained 
breathlessly, “But the owner of this suitcase 
thinks there’s still one out there and has the 
maps to show where to find it!”

Charlotte still didn’t look impressed.

“I need to go.”

“WHAt! Don’t tell me you want to travel 
to remote Australia to go on some wild 
goose chase to find an extinct animal? 
you’re really going to put all your trust 
into a notebook? And what if it’s wrong?”

Coincidentally being a zoologist herself, 
Audrey was determined to complete 
the expedition the owner of the suitcase 
started.

So now she stood at the edge of the canyon, 
gazing out at the rising ball of flames 
ascending the purple sky. Inhaling the 
crisp, fresh air, she took a moment to enjoy 
the incredible sight, before continuing 
along the invisible path. Crimson dirt 
billowing behind her, as she once again 
buried her head in the tattered notebook. 

The Water Dragon
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Girl,
you are a daughter, sister and mother

you must burn brighter than ever
you will see it when you stand up for yourself.

Those nifty discriminations, and the gap over pay, the abuse and harassments
This is disappointing to everyone, not only to me…

Now-a-days girls are competing in every field,
In the army, in airlines and in business and court…

She may become a doctor, scientist or a teacher
After getting education named wings,
Their flight will lead to a bright future.
Why can’t girls get equality like boys ?

Society should remove such narrow minded cruelty.
you were born with a fire inside you,

And you must never ever let them take those flames from within your soul,
Instead, you must burn brighter than ever

By Prithila Acharjee
Year 8, George’s River College

Carlton, NSW
Teacher: Mrs Reid

Flicking to the next page, she halted. She 
had reached the last page of the notebook 
and it only had one word: Down.

Her heart pounded in her chest as she 
contemplated her options. Peering over 
the edge, she stumbled back. She was way 
higher than she thought. And what if the 
notebook was wrong? Was she really about 
to risk her life for a mistake? But she had 
followed the notebook this far and she 
was willing to do so until the end. So with 
a shaky breath, she hauled the endless 
rope out of her backpack and fastened it 
around a sturdy looking rock and after a 
few reassuring tugs, she took her first small 
steps down the rock wall.

Willing herself not to look down, Audrey 
eventually did the inevitable. But all she 
saw was… rock? A small ledge was right 
below her and she hurried to reach it. 
A small stop couldn’t hurt. temporarily 
untying the uncomfortable rope around 
her waist, she breathed few quivering 
breaths and leaned against the rock. She 
tried to regain her calm as she soaked in 
the rocks warmth. It only lasted a fleeting 
second. Springing out from a thin crevice, 
a large, scarlet-backed spider found its 
way on to her shoulder. Absentmindedly 
brushing it off, Audrey leapt to her feet 
as her eyes met the aggravated arachnid. 
Slowly backing away from it, another three 
crept out of the opening. Nervously edging 
closer to the tip of the ledge, she kept her 
eyes locked on the spiders, until…

CRACK!!!

The end of the ledge crumbled beneath 
her feet. time slowed as she plummeted 
toward the beautiful river. She had no 
idea how long she’d been falling, but all 
she knew was that it definitely felt longer. 
Audrey felt peaceful and calm up there, 
feeling the wind flow around her. But 
then…

BAM!!!

She hit the water with so much force; every 
bone in her body was on fire as the icy 
depths engulfed her helpless form.

Kicking and flailing, she desperately tried 
to reach the surface as her lungs screamed 
for air. But everything she was doing was 
just making worse. The bulking load on 
her back was dragging her down at an 
alarming rate so, jerking and thrashing, 
she came free and fought her way to the 
surface.

No words could describe how incredible 
the fresh, cool air felt in her dry, scratchy 
throat as she rasped it into her weary lungs. 
She longed to glide over to the small island 
she was near, but she was going nowhere 
without her backpack. So, filling her lungs 
with a huge breath, she dove beneath 
the rippling surface, kicking deeper and 
deeper, searching the seabed for anything 
that could lead her to her bag.

But possibly, a small flame of hope inside 
her burned for something bigger, in size 
and significance.

Then, dragging along the sandy floor, a 
soggy, tattered notebook caught her eye. 
Snatching it from the sand, she swam 
harder than ever, ignoring the blazing 
inferno in her lungs. Scrounging the 
endless floor of sand, she spotted a hint of 
blue from the corner of her eye. Fighting 
toward it, she heaved a gigantic fan-like tail 
off her backpack and her body loosened in 
relief to find everything still inside. As her 
head was bobbed above the surface, her 
brow creased as she realized something.

Giant tail?

Her heart drumming rapidly, she wrestled 
her way through the water and clambered 
atop the tiny island. As she turned and 
peered back into the crystal clear depths 
of the expansive canyon, she longed 
with everything she had to see what she 
hoped to see. With a heavy heart, she 
was moments away from giving up, until 
something enormous regained her focus. 
Stumbling back into the shallows of the 
water, her breath caught in her chest. And 
then she spotted it, more majestic than she 
could have ever imagined. Everything was 
a blur as she sank to her knees and let the 
water slosh around her.

“I’ve found it,” she croaked, “I’ve found the 
water dragon!”

By Alannah Kelley
Year 5, 

Moonee Ponds West Primary School
Ascot Vale, Vic.

Teacher: Helen Lockart
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THE FOG covered the landscape like 
a thick blanket as I pressed my head 
against the taxi window. The trees 

stood like evil spirits clawing towards the 
black sky and the dark shape of the old 
orphanage loomed above me as I stepped 
out onto the cold front steps. As the car 
pulled away it really sank in, my parents 
were gone, and I was alone left in the 
care of my mad uncle, in his abandoned 
orphanage. The clang of the heavy brass 
doors shocked me back into the present. 
There was my uncle standing over me, his 
long beard singed in several places and his 
crooked teeth sticking out like pegs. The 
sound of his voice made me gasp. ‘you 
must be Agatha. Follow me to your room.’ I 
grasped the handle of my bag and clutched 
Maggie my old worn bear even tighter to 
my chest, before clambering up the big 
steps, and into the dark building.

That night I lay shivering and lonely in 
a metal bunk. The rusty springs creaked 
every time I moved so I lay still and 
silent sheltering myself from the bats that 
swooped and dived around my head in 
eerie drafts of musty air. I lay whimpering 
at the horror of my dreadful circumstances 
when an ear-piercing scream rang through 
the hallways. I curled up into a ball making 
myself as small as possible. What was 
happening? I stuck my fingers in my ears 
trying to drown out the distressed cries 
that rang through the night. I wanted 
only to wake from what must surely be a 
nightmare.

After what seemed like a lifetime, I caught 
a glimpse of the sun gleaming through the 
window. The terror of the night was over. 
tentatively I made my way through the 
halls, cobwebs festooned the ceiling, and 
the old paintings were thick with layers 

SleepleSS NightS
of grime. I passed a room full of beds, 
perfectly lined up. Surely the beds of the 
orphans who had once filled this dreadful 
place. I remembered Father telling me 
of the terrible disease that killed all the 
orphans here, sending my uncle insane. 
The only visitor from the outside world 
since that then had been the cook, it was 
like the place was frozen in time.

As I turned a corner I crashed into my 
uncle. I jumped back letting out a cry. 
He towered over me like a grizzly bear, 

glaring at me. Grabbling my arm sharply 
he growled, ‘What are you doing here, you 
must stay in the East wing, the rest of the 
house is forbidden. you know this place 
was home for many little children like you 
before influenza struck and killed them all. 
you wouldn’t want anything bad to happen 
to you, now would you.’ I shook my head 
meekly. ‘Well then, don’t go wandering 
around where you are not wanted.’ I 
managed a short ‘yes sir’ before scuttling 
back through the long passageways to my 
room.

I passed a long, lonely day in my room. 
I saw nobody but a glimpse through the 
window of my uncle going into one of the 
slaughterhouses with a bloodied pig on 
his shoulder.

H H H

Weeks passed with my only comfort being 
the daily attendance of Mrs Redding the 
cook. I watched eagerly for her arrival, 
her friendly dog bounding along beside 
her was the only spark of happiness in 
this nightmarish place. She noticed my 
sallow cheeks and tried to fatten me up, 
but I remained as frail as a ghost. I became 
drearier as the days went by and my skin 
turned grey and pale.

I spoke to Mrs Redding in the security 
of the kitchen and asked her if the house 
was haunted and why I heard screaming at 
night, but all she said was ‘it’s just the wind 
howling outside’ or ‘don’t go wandering 
around the house.’

Despite her assurances I nonetheless 
dreaded the nightly trauma of going to 
bed. Night after night I would hear the 
blood curdling screams that echoed off 
the walls.

One day I caught my uncle watching 
me, his small black eyes followed me 
everywhere I went and seemed to pierce 
right through me. I went to bed that 
night shaking, I was prepared for yet 
another sleepless night. The wind outside 
howled, and I knew a storm was brewing. 
The screams began again as the thunder 
boomed outside. I couldn’t bear it any 
longer, I had to do something.

Slipping out of bed I felt compelled 
towards the sound of the screaming. 
Several times I thought I heard footsteps 
behind me, but I told myself it was just the 
storm outside. I hugged Maggie so tight 
my knuckles turned white, as I felt myself 
drawn towards the dormitory.

the screams grew louder, and I could 
make out several different voices all letting 
out gut wrenching cries. They sounded 
so frightened and distraught. The moon 
outside gave off a shimmering light, so 
I could find my way through the dark 
passageways. Lightning flashes showed 
glimpses of concrete gargoyles poised at 
every turn, waiting to attack any intruder.

My heart raced as I turned the final 
corner, my head ringing with the sound of 
screaming. I turned the corner and stood 
aghast. There was a shimmering vision 
of my uncle, axe in hand slaughtering 
children. Blood dripping down his hands 
as he moved from bed to bed, one terrified 
child to the next. The children’s screams 
eventually died as he swung the final blow, 
silencing the room.

It all became clear in a ghastly moment 
of understanding. I had been hearing 
the deaths of all these children, replayed 
every night. their terrified screams as 
they realised what was happening. My 
heart stopped beating; I couldn’t believe 
the horror of what I had seen.

A sudden crack of lightning made me spin 
around, shielding myself from the ghosts, 
but only to see my uncle standing in the 
doorway. Axe held high above my head. I 
let out an ear-piercing scream…

By Sophie Merrin
Year 8, The Hamilton and Alexandra College

Penshurst, Vic.
Teacher: Kym Dempsey

24 Oz Kids in Print



Time Goes On…
In January my still-beating heart,

Laid slain, a shrine of posies and mirth.
Sallow faced, tallowed with time,

And set upon the sun-soaked earth.

In February my muscles ached,
tearing slight and ghastly rips,
Pricks of poison trickled down

And fought the fear of found mistakes.

March arrived in all its splendour,
ricocheted against the grain

And bit the barrel, once, no… twice,
rose to writhe in tears again.

May, haughtily wrapped in tinsel and grief,
Feeling washed away the tide,

Shade seemed sentient,
Everpresent,

yet...
Serendipitously less alive.

June, July, evoked my senses,
I seared my eyes to see the light,
I stood in open raging waters,

unbenowest to the plight
Of the time

I’d squandered
aimlessly

Shamelessly
Alone,

I saw myself out of this pastiche
Of paradigms and sordid stone.

August, decrepit, my mind is blank,
My heart has left the littered landscape

My body soldiers on
Despite,

The honest horror of what’s done,
What it’s nearly escaped.

September had recovered rations,
Reeling portions, politely-prized joy.
I spent my sentiment all on nothing,

Compensated with an ornamented decoy.

October flung me irrevocably wild
Just like an unhinged and transient child,

Shuffled, shifted, shuttered, shirked,
The littlest glance, heartfelt, beguiled.

November granted me clearing skies,
One year later to devise

A plan for life,
A plan for love,
A plan for show,
A plan to budge.

December gifted me peace and calm.
Enduring burns received utmost care and balm

And love remained beneath the blade,
trivial, troubled, yet trained to fade.

By Molly Waters
Year 12, Queensland Academies  

Creative Industries
Kelvin Grove, Qld.

Teacher: Ms. Gleeson
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Save or Be Safe
AS tHE elephant bent down so I 

could clamber onto his back, I felt 
scared, but excited. Where was 

he going to take me? What if I fall? What 
if he takes me somewhere and leaves me 
alone? I reluctantly swung my leg over his 
back, patting him gently. As he rose up I 
heard him hum a song. up we went into 
the bright blue sky. I felt the wind in my 
hair, flapping wildly behind me. I almost 
lost my breath when I saw the breathtaking 
ground below. Full of houses and cities. All 
of a sudden the elephant flew down into a 
beautiful forest, full of trees and waterfalls. 

When the elephant landed I hopped off 
and once I touched the ground I had 
bathers on. I knew it was the elephant’s 
magic. He slowly made his way to the 
water and jumped in. It made such a huge 
splash that I got drenched! So, I jumped in 
after him, laughing and splashing around. 
When I got out, I walked around and 
found my best friend hiding in the bushes. 
“What are you doing here?” I asked her “I 
got lost!” She sobbed “Come with me!” I 
cried, pulling her up from the ground. As 
we ran through the bushes I could hear the 
elephant having fun in the water. “Stop!” 
My friend Maisie said “Why?” I questioned 

“Because there is an elephant over there!” 
She screamed “Oh don’t worry, that’s my 
friend, his name is Bruce.”

the waterfall sparkles as Maisie and I 
approach it. It sprays cold specks of water 
onto my skin that makes my hair on my 
arms stick up straight. The waterfall is 
majestically shiny when it meets the water 
below. My friend and I jumped into the 
water and felt the water pound on our 
backs. After Maisie met Bruce we flew off 
into the air again and Maisie was amazed 
at all the beautiful sites she could see!

When we got to Afghanistan we saw smoke 
and rubble everywhere! “What is going 
on?” I cried tears streaming down my face 
listening to all the cries and screams of 
the innocent people that live there. That’s 
when Bruce abruptly stopped! It was so 
hard that Maisie fell off the back of Bruce! 
I heard her scream and Bruce flew down 
after her so I could grab her. “HELP!” She 
screamed, nearing closer to the ground. 
“I’ve got you!” I said, holding her in thin 
air. I sat her back onto Bruce but in front 
of me this time. We soared down to the 
ground taking a look of what was going on. 
“BAM!” Fired a gun. I spotted an elephant 

drop dead to the ground! Bruce groaned 
looking at his old friend laying on the cold, 
dusty ground. I quickly got off Bruce with 
Maisie and ran over as fast as I could to 
the poor elephant. I blocked out all the 
screams of other people and focused on 
the elephant. The air was thick and smokey 
around me. I saw a bullet land right near 
me, that made a ring of fire circle the 
elephant and I. But I didn’t care. Bruce gave 
me a small glass of water to pour over the 
elephants ears, I knew it contained magic. 
I gave it a go, and I held my breath. It 
worked! The elephant woke up and sprayed 
water from it’s trunk onto the fire. When 
we walked through the ruined town every 
step that we took the land became normal 
and the terrorists died while firing bullets. 
The bullets disappeared into the air and 
everyone was happy again!

When we got home we told all our parents 
what we had done and Bruce stayed 
with me forever so we could go on more 
adventures together!

By Sharmina Olive Jovan
Year 4, Manifold Heights Primary School

Manifold Heights, Vic.
Teacher: Mr Tom Quinlan
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Ambassadors

Anna Ciddor has always been fascinated by the question, ‘What if I lived in another time or 
place?’. She changed career from maths teacher to author so she’d have the excuse to spend lots 
of time doing research. She has written and illustrated over fifty books, including the highly 
popular and exciting viking Magic trilogy: Runestone, Wolfspell and Stormriders. Bravery, 
friendship, and a dash of magic are the keys to these adventure stories, which are based on 
real viking history. Runestone was chosen as a Children’s Book Council Notable Book in 2003 
and has been shortlisted for many awards. you can find out more about Anna and her books 
at www.annaciddor.com.

Anna keeps in touch with her readers through school visits and her website, but she is also 
keen to encourage the writing efforts of budding young authors through the young Australian 
Writers’ Awards. 

 Paul Collins has written many books for younger readers. He is best known for his 
fantasy and science fiction titles: The Jelindel Chronicles (Dragonlinks, Dragonfang, 
Dragonsight and Wardragon), and The Quentaris Chronicles – co-edited with Michael 
Pryor – (Swords of Quentaris, Slaves of Quentaris, Dragonlords of Quentaris, Princess of 
Shadows, The Forgotten Prince, Vampires of Quentaris and The Spell of Undoing). His trade 
books published in America are The Earthborn, The Skyborn and The Hiveborn.

Paul has edited many anthologies which include Trust Me!, Rich & Rare and Australia’s first 
fantasy anthology, Dream Weavers. He also edited The MUP Encyclopaedia of Australian 
SF&F.

His recent fantasy series is The Warlock’s Child, written in collaboration with Sean McMullen.
His book, Slaves of Quentaris, was listed in 1001 Children’s Books You Must Read Before 
You Die (uK, 2009). His latest book is Harry Kruize, Born to Lose.

Paul has been short-listed for many awards and has won the Inaugural Peter McNamara 
A Bertram Chandler, Aurealis and William Atheling awards.

Other than his writing, Paul is the publisher at Ford Street Publishing, a children’s specialist publishing everything from 
picture books through to young adult literature. two books, Pool, by Justin D’Ath and Crossing the Line, by Dianne Bates, were 
short-listed for the victorian Premier’s Literary Awards and the NSW Premier’s Literary Awards. A third, Shane Thamm’s My 
Private Pectus, was short-listed in the territory Read Award. Paul spends much of his time travelling around Australia giving 
writing workshops to students from grade four to year 12.

Paul’s websites are: www.paulcollins.com.au; www.fordstreetpublishing.com and www.creativenetspeakers.com.

 Meredith Costain is a versatile writer whose work ranges from picture books 
through to novels, poetry and narrative non-fiction. Her books include CBCA Honour 
Book Doodledum Dancing, Disaster Chef!, Daddies Are Great!, novelisations of ABC 
tv’s Dance Academy, and tween series A Year in Girl Hell. Her best-selling series, the 
quirky Ella Diaries, was shortlisted for both the REAL and the WAyRBA children’s 
choice awards, and has sold to 24 countries. Her latest series, Olivia’s Secret Scribbles, 
features Ella’s ‘naughty little sister’, Olivia.

Meredith lives in inner-city Melbourne with a menagerie of pets, who often wrangle 
their way into her stories. She regularly presents writing workshops for children and 
adults around Australia, and enjoys helping writers create stories based on their own 
experiences. to find out more about her books, pets and early writing years, visit 
www.meredithcostain.com .
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Come and Sit Next to Me

“COME and sit next to me for a 
little while, my lovelies, moi 
golubki”, said grandma, as 

she gave both of us that deep affectionate 
look that always made us feel warm and 
cosy. As usual, she offered us a plate with 
freshly baked pirozhkis and a glass of icy 
cold kvass. She always made those for us, 
rain, or shine, and she always joked by 
saying that every time we come to eat her 
pirozhki adds one more day to her life. 
We loved our babushka for her kindness 
and wise sayings. We loved her for many 
other things too, but we absolutely adored 
her for her stories, which sounded so real 
that we honestly believed they were. This 
was one of them.

The Mueller Catacombs

When my brother and I were your age, she 
started, we didn’t have computer games to 
play. We made our own toys from whatever 
we could find around the house or in 
our father’s shed. We also spent a lot of 
time in the local park chasing butterflies 
and collecting beautiful leaves for our 
herbarium.

She closed her eyes, smiling, and continued.

your great grandma once told us that our 
little local park in Subiaco was named 
after a very special person, Baron Sir 
Ferdinand Jakob Heinrich von Mueller, 
a Germain explorer and botanist who 
discovered and named thousands of 
plant species found in Australia at that 
time, including the Macadamia tree. He 
examined previously unknown Australian 
Alpine vegetation and established a 
National Herbarium in victoria, which can 
be visited even today. Many animals, plants 

and places were named after 
Baron von Mueller all over 
Australia and New Zealand. 
Species named in his honour 
typically contained the root 
“muelleri” or “ferdi”, such 
as Eucalyptus Muelleriana, 
nowadays known as the 
yellow Stringyback, and 
terminalia Ferdinandiana, 
also called the Billygoat Plum 
or the Kakadu Plum. the 
Mueller-mania gave us, kids, 
lots of great inspirations at 
that time and filled our days 

with tremendous joy and everlasting fun. 
We tried to collect as many samples of 
these “muelleri” species as we could and 
made quite a progress, you know!

Babushka poured herself a class of kvass 
and went to take something from the 
mantlepiece. She then made herself comfy 
in her favourite armchair with large 
yellow buttercups and lavender prints on 
the old-style upholstery. She treated that 
piece of furniture as a family member. 
We knew that because she had a funny 
habit of naming things that were special 
to her. The armchair was called “Rosalia 
Petrovna” or “Sleepy Rose”. Babushka 
spent lots of time with Sleepy Rose reading 
or knitting. Sometimes she even called 
Rosalia Petrovna her personal beautician, 
which we guessed had something to do 
with her daily beauty sleeps that happened 
there.

One day a miracle happened, Babushka 
continued softly. On the last day of our 
summer holiday, my brother and I were 
chasing a strange-looking creature around 
the Mueller Park. It moved like a butterfly, 
but it wasn’t one. It was beautiful! We’ve 
never seen any such thing before and were 
absolutely mesmerised by it. Suddenly, the 
ground under our feet gave way and we 
began falling down a large and slippery 
tunnel. At first it felt much like the rabbit 
hole, through which Alice fell into the 
Wonderland. Except in our case, we didn’t 
land in a fairy-tale, we landed in another 
place, which looked dark and miserable.

A little while later, when our eyes adjusted 
to the dark, we saw a dim yellow light 
shimmering afar. After a short stroll 
we reached a strange looking entrance 

resembling a spaceship hatch. It suddenly 
slid open in front of us. We were absolutely 
terrified but could not resist the temptation 
to enter. As we walked in, we were greeted 
by a small group of people covered in white 
from head to toe. They all wore surgical 
masks, goggles, and plastic gloves. These 
people introduced themselves as the last 
human survivors on Planet Earth.

According to their story, Planet Earth 
became uninhabitable many years ago. All 
trees have died, all rivers have dried. There 
was no oxygen to breathe. All animals and 
humans have disappeared. The surface of 
the Earth was ruled by the little plastic 
men, called Legi. They built plastic cities 
and plastic cars. They made plastic trees 
and plastic food. The plastic they produced 
had suffocated our Planet and destroyed 
all forms of life.

Men in white then told us that if we don’t 
want a future like that, said Babushka 
softly, we must alter something the “past”, 
where my brother and I came from. We 
haven’t had a chance to ask what we needed 
to do because next moment we saw a 
bright flash of light, and when our eyes had 
adjusted again, we found ourselves in the 
middle of the Mueller Park, holding this – 
our Babushka stretched her arm and gave 
us something that we felt was very special 
to her. This is what my brother and I were 
chasing when the crust beneath us gave 
way that day, she said. you can keep it, she 
continued, closing her eyes. She was slowly 
dozing into an afternoon nap.

We were about to tip-toe out of the room 
when, suddenly, she opened her eyes and 
whispered ever so gently, “We did what we 
could, my lovelies, moi golubki, and now 
it’s your turn”.

We stopped to have a better look at our 
present. On a palm of Mishka’s hand sat 
the most extraordinary creature we’ve 
ever laid our eyes on. It was gentle and 
exquisite. No wonder Babushka kept it 
secretly for so many years. Everything was 
perfect about it, except for one thing – it 
was made of plastic.

By Elizaveta Fedotova
Year 7, Bob Hawke College

Subiaco, WA
Teacher: Ms Taylor

The Phoenix
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BuRNING f lames shot 
out of Nixxi’s tail causing 
bystanders and villagers to 

hyperventilate from the panic that 
she might yet kill another innocent 
vict im.  Nixxi’s  holographic 
appearance made her unexpected 
presence seem more aggressive 
rather than a little visit to what she 
thought was ‘Her Kingdom’. Even 
though it was only a hologram, 
the fear had already reached the 
villagers that she might one day 
appear for real. Her majestic body 
and flaming beak would be shown 
once again.

Nixxi was brought up by herself. 
She taught herself everything 
and didn’t trust anyone. That was 
one of the many reasons why 
no one trusted her. She was so 
misunderstood because of her rare 
appearance that others took for 
granted. When she was a Phenoet, 
the condensation from leaves 

dripped into the middle of her 
wings as she was slashed by the 
Empress spilling crimson blood 
out of the deep wounds creating 
red stains all across her delicate, 
strong body. this was how her 
striking appearance was created. 
Everyone was afraid of ‘Her Royal 
Phoenix’, all except one… Her 
name was Fleur.

The smoky, miserable town was a 
lot more deserted than expected 
at this time of year. Lonely tufts 
of cloud made their way across 
the empty streets. the roar of 
thunder and the crash of lightning 
like waves among a pier was what 
kept everyone inside. What was 
left of the scorched sky held onto 
each other. Other parts weren’t 
always so lucky as they were burnt 
to ashes and would float down 
to the bottom layer of cemented 
clouds. Every now and then an 
eerie twilight hour found its way 

into small cottages. Pixies would 
be among those working at diners, 
waiting on late night calls for 
deliveries. This was far from where 
Nixxi dwelled, still it was among 
her small visits each year.

Pixaliea town was home to Fleur, 
a small middle schooler who 
believed she could change this 
world. There was only one small 
problem. She was only about 2 ft 
3 and didn’t really stand out as a 
fierce superior. All the adolescent 
Pixies thought all she did was 
spend her time procrastinating. 
Little did they know one day they 
would hide with shame in dark 
alley ways.

By Molly Strauch
Year 4, Auburn South Primary 

School
Hawthorn East, Vic.

Teacher: Jane Endersby

The Phoenix

Lilith walked past a sea of bright yellow umbrellas.
Sparks flew off from the falling rain, causing her gaze to drop to the ground, 

away from her grey umbrella.
She was deep in thought when she suddenly bumped into someone.

Ouch.
Looking up, she saw a pair of enchanting eyes, a pretty face, a girl.

Before the girl could speak, red sparks began to fly.
two red umbrellas alone, together, in a sea of yellow parasols.

“I’m Nala”, she said.
“Lilith”.

The rain fell harder, and the sparks flew higher, as two red umbrellas walked together.
Wow, what a cliche.

By Kaya Shah
Year 7, Pedare Christian College

Golden Grove, SA
Teacher: Mrs Jude Johnson

Red Umbrella
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THE NIGHt was starting to darken 
and the stars were brightening. 
the spooky music has started to 

play. Every single house was decorated 
for Halloween. One of the best decorated 
houses was owned by Gary Smith. Gary 
was an excellent diver for more than 30 
years. Gary had a son by the name of Alex, 
like his father Alex was very passionate 
about sea creatures and the ocean. Alex 
has brown curly hair and lots of freckles. 
With a tan from the sun.

Alex hated Halloween, he decided he didn’t 
want to go trick-or-treating so he went to 
the beach, knowing the beach would be 
quiet and peaceful. Alex didn’t like big 
crowds, all he wanted to do was sit back 
and relax with nobody around him except 
the dazzling night. Stars bounced off the 
ocean as Alex sat and relaxed, he noticed 
that people were starting to spill onto the 
beach. Alex figured that the actual ocean 
would be more relaxing. Quickly Alex ran 
home, to get his diving equipment. All 
the diving equipment was too heavy for 
Alex to walk back to the beach. Instead 
he took his bike and put the oxygen tanks 
in a little wagon attached to the back of 
his bike. Finally, Alex reached the beach, 
and eagerly jumped into the ocean to find 
something spectacular. As Alex swam 
deeper into the ocean. A small light 
appeared out of nowhere. Alex wanted to 
get a closer look at this light. As Alex was 
swimming closer to the light it began to 
double in size. Alex stopped as he couldn’t 
get any closer. The massive light quickly 
dashed forward and through Alex, but on 
the other side of the light Alex was gone. 
The light was spinning as if it were about 
to shape shift. PLOP a small curly shell 
plopped onto the ocean floor…

The Pirate Island
Alex suddenly stopped swimming and was 
now walking in an all white hallway that 
never seemed to end, but there were lots 
of black and white pictures of five men on 
a pirate ship. As Alex was walking down 
the mysterious hallway the pictures grew 
more familiar to Alex. Suddenly a story 
came to mind as he was looking at the 
pictures. The young boy remembered a 
story his Father, Gary told him when he 
was a little boy. ‘Once upon a time five 
brave pirates sailed across the dark sea to 
find the heart of Mutumuta. Legends say 
that the pirates found the heart and the 
shape shifted into another dimension.’ 
Alex was sure that the pictures were of 
the five pirates. Alex kept walking. There 
was a sudden turn in in the hallway, and 
there sat a white door. Curious, Alex 
opened the door and saw an island. There 
were shops and cafes but they were not 
normal. Everyone on the island was either 
holding a pirate hat or wearing one. Alex 
surprisingly was welcomed by the pirates. 
After walking around the island for a while 
Alex spotted a small wooden boat. Alex 
saw a pirate walking towards it, and asked 
”Do y’all want to buy this boat?” said the 
pirate with a cowboy tone. Alex responded 
with a short, “yes Please”. “That would be 
ten dollars,” said the Pirate. Alex emptied 
his pockets and in his left pocket were two 
five dollar notes, “Thank you very much.” 
said the pirate excitedly, Alex jumped in 
the boat, but then began to sail out to sea. 
He remembered that he didn’t know how 
to sail, but then he noticed he 
had his phone on him. ”I 
will just search it 

up on youtube,” Alex whispered to himself. 
After a couple hours Alex finally learnt 
how to sail. On Alex’s phone there was an 
app called MAPS. Alex thought maybe that 
will tell him where Gary’s house was, and 
he was not too far from where it, as the 
map, said “HOME” in large text.

Alex was determined to find Gary. Alex 
set sail in the direction of home. After 
a couple hours Alex was exhausted, he 
decided to have a little rest and continue in 
the morning. Alex woke up and it looked 
too bright to be early in the morning, he 
checked his phone and it read 3:12pm 
Alex quickly hopped up and started to sail 
again, Alex’s phone only said there were 
ten minutes to his home. Alex squinted 
and finally he could see land. “yES,” Alex 
screamed at the top of his lungs. Alex 
wondered why there were police on the 
beach. turns out it had been a full five days 
for them. The police were so relieved and 
happy as they saw Alex’s face. Alex quickly 
ran to Gary’s house and knocked on the 
door. He banged so hard on the door that 
the door flung open, and there sitting on 
the rocking chair by the fire was GARy!!!!

By Lucy Devine
Year 4, Auburn South Primary School

Hawthorn East, Vic.
Teacher: Jane Endersby
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3 O’Clock

 (Short story from the novelette, 3 O’Clock)

It WAS early, at least 3 o’clock in 
the morning; the smell of alcohol 
protruded through my pink walls. The 

tumultuous words barrelled over even the 
thickest of pillows, fear followed me, it 
clung onto my soul, deep into the messed-
up ruins of my inner self. I have olive 
skin that is lacquered with scratches and 
bruises. My long straight hair was a tangle 
of dark bushy brown mess that had a very 
uncomfortable knot at the back of it. tears 
rolled down my smooth face, sliding along 
my cheekbones and down onto the ground. 
My door was barricaded, like it always was, 
just in case. I didn’t really think it would 
happen, I thought we were safe here now.

I had never stayed in the same place for 
long, always moving, just in case. That 
made making friends a hard task, which 
I gave up on early. the sound of their 

yelling made tears stream down my face, 
what should I do? I heard a pummelled, 
frail body hit the ground hard, the yelling 
stopped, the sound stopped, my heart 
stopped.

He trudged up the hallway, scuffling and 
tripping as he went. A demented beast, 
that I always knew to run from. My heart 
pumped in my chest, threatening to break 
open; my slim body was wrapped into a 
tight ball, too scared to move. I was just 
waiting, listening and hoping against 
all hope that I would wake up from this 
nightmare. I knew there was no time 
to hope, I had to go! I had to run once 
again from my fears. I picked up my old 
toy monkey that lay, a rag on my bed, I 
stuffed some clothes into a bag, grabbed 
my phone and ran. I ran into the night 
leaving that room empty, not turning back, 
not knowing, not thinking, just running.

The night turned shadows into devils of the 
dark, rustling bushes howled in the eerie 
silence of night. Still high on adrenaline, 
I ran, into streets and through towns. I 
ran till the sun started to paint light onto 
the sky. I sat on a park bench, as the sun 
stretched across the sky, the reality dawned 
on me. I was alone, mum was gone. I had 
no one to go to, no money, the only home 
I had was occupied by him. Doubt clouded 
my mind like a brick wall, was he coming 
after me, did he notice the open window; 
was he coming down to me right now?

Something brushed up against my leg, 
“AHHHH!” I screamed, jumping out of 
my seat, fear dropping a piano into my 
stomach.

By Chelsea Shoesmith
Year 7, St Brigid’s Catholic College

Lake Munmorah, NSW
Teacher: Mrs Carantinos

The little Betty Wilworth was off to get some butter.
But when she stepped into the stall, there was an awful mutter.

She gave the butter lady a dear little smile, but in the next room there was a crocodile.
‘Aah’, she shrieked with a lot of fright, ‘I hope you don’t stay all the night!’

Betty put the word ‘crocodile’ on her ‘Horrible List’
‘Oh,’ she signed ‘I wish crocs didn’t exist!’

By Suwan Liu
Year 1, Christ Church Grammar School

South Yarra, Vic.
Teacher: Shaarn Montgomery

The Little Betty Wilworth
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A symbolic narrative with two different 
perspectives – inspired by a pen

Her Prisoned Liberation

“It’S PERFECt!”, she gasps as she 
tears the gift wrap off from around 
the packaged pen in her little 

hand. Anna’s eyes swell with joy, seeing 
a lifetime of stories within the small pink 
instrument she holds ever so tightly within 
her protective grasp. “Thank you! Thank 
you! Thank you!” she showers her beaming 
parents with hugs and kisses, utterly 
grateful for their interest in her passion 
to become a writer.

Hope radiates from within the pen as 
it promises to fulfil her unconventional 
endeavours. A tear rolls down Anna’s 
right cheek as she begins to recognise 
the meaning behind the diamond which 
is propped on top of the pen. It is rare 
yet strong, and so are writers like herself. 
She quickly glances over the back of the 
package, the words: ‘MADE IN CHINA’ 
written beside the barcode. She gives the 
label no further thought; everything is 
made in China, it is the cornerstone of 
merchandise after all.

This pen is an emblem of novel beginnings; 
Anna commits to never let it leave her 
hand. As she frees the pen from within the 
confined plastic packaging, invincibility 
traces her mind; like she has been freed 
from the burden of pursuing an alternate 
career path which does not align with 
her interests. Sounds from the television 
interrupt her thoughts, a spokesperson 
from the Chinese Communist Party is 
being interviewed by an Australian news 
agency. “As I’ve said before, we are not 
harming our uyghur people, we are simply 
helping them become better citizens of 
China.” He speaks. “then how do you 
explain this evidence?” The interviewer 
challenges, as pictures of torture cover the 
screen. Shivers travel down Anna’s spine 
as her attention falls on a woman being 
separated from her twin children, two boys 
crying out of fear. Her face fills with anger 
as she attempts to break free from the 
chains holding her back with her frail arms, 
painted in blood. Anna quickly grabs the 
remote and turns off the television, unable 
to witness such torment.

Anna’s eyes fall back on the pen in her lap. 
As the warm Australian sunlight reaches 
the pen’s diamond, a prism of rainbows 

escapes from its interior. She smiles down 
at the most beautiful birthday present she 
has ever received, completely unaware 
that she found hostage in another person’s 
prisoned conflict.

The moment they engulfed my frail figure 
within their lethal embrace; I knew my fate 
was poisoned.

“It’s not your fault.” I murmur to myself, 
“It’s… not… your…fault… It’s… not…”, 
the silent whispers leave my trembling 
lips, entering a world tainted with cries and 
conflicts… death and dismay. It has been 
a while since my skin glistened under the 
blazing sun and I smiled freely, strolling 
through life on my own accord, in full 
control of the path I led. It once felt like 
the ink which writes out my destiny would 
never run out; it was limitless and I was 
free. I could manoeuvre the pen in every 
direction, writing down my experiences 
and sketching out my dreams. Now it feels 
as though the ink has run out, ending my 
life with a full stop. Am I living or is this 
mere survival?

My natural identity as a uyghur Chinese 
is a threat, so they forcefully burnt the 

Her Prisoned Liberation
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humanity from within me and turned me 
into a living corpse. Day and night, I laid 
in a prison cell, draped amongst sixty-two 
other women. Last week they sterilised 
me, an effort to repress my kind. The week 
before they left me wailing on a tiger chair, 
weighed down by rusted steel chains as 
they snatched my twin sons from within 
my embrace. This week I am a slave for the 
global merchandising industry.

The chain scrapes over bruises that are 
yet to heal, tying me down to a chair 
and inhibiting any chance of escape. 
Six thousand uyghurs sit beside me in 
this caged warehouse, skilfully crafting 
goods that the world will soon cherish. I 
cautiously polish the diamond, propping 
it on top of the thin pen; a light rosy pink 
with gold detailing. I twist the pen to 
make sure that it is in working shape. This 
twist… mirrors the frightful twist I felt 
in my stomach when a guard ripped my 
hijab off my head last week. Little did he 
understand, his act also stole the beliefs I 
held since birth, my identity, my safe haven. 
Gruesome flashbacks of my cries from 
within the confined prison cell invade my 
mind as I slide the pen into its translucent 
packaging and restrict it in place with a 
cardboard lining, similar to how the heavy 
metal chains restricted my frail body in 

place. For the rest of the world, uyghur 
concentration camps do not exist… we 
are translucent. The Chinese government 
reject any rumours regarding our struggles 
and remove our existence from the world 
map like a dead fly scooped out of a teacup. 
I notice the scratches that already cover 
the newly packaged pen… then I look 
beneath the table to the fierce red scratches 
which blanketed my skin and let out a 
hysterical chuckle, refusing to process my 
tormenting reality.

I pity these pens; they are weak, carrying 
a weight much greater than their capacity 
with dainty gold arms. Diamonds. I’ve 
come to despise them. I recall university, 
where I learnt that corporate greed made 
diamonds a rare luxury. In the same 
way, the Chinese government’s greed to 
maintain xenophobia against the uyghur 
minority caused the extinction of my 
people. We were now rare.

An inviting crack in the brick ceiling lets a 
trickle of sunlight shine through, directly 
onto the diamond of the packaged pen in 
my hand. The light refracts in countless 
different directions; forming a prism of 
rainbows. It reminds me of the glow 
which once radiated from within 
me, when I was a fortunate mother 

of two young boys, happily married and 
filled with ambition. Now, smiling is a 
foreign affair. Thoughts of my children 
added colour to the grey-scale life I live 
now, they are my rainbow; the rainbow 
which is now forever confined within this 
irritating diamond.

I place the packaged pen on the 
conveyor belt, the machinery 
above sticks a barcode on its 
back: ‘Metal Pen Diamond 
Pink – MADE IN CHINA’. 
the advertisement is 
quite ironic; do the 
buyers know that the 
uyghurs who help 
create their pens 
are packaged 
as numbered 

products themselves, 
dehumanized until 

every bone in their body 
yearns to die?

By Shamiama Shahid
Year 12, Roma Mitchell 

Secondary College
Lightsview, SA

Teacher: Jessica King

There lived in the ocean
An octopus,

Who kept swimming and swimming
Day and night.

Soon she found a cave and went inside.

There stood a pearl –
A ginormous pearl –

And the octopus said
“I will take it away!”

So she took the pearl and off she went.
But a giant lived there,

Deep in the cave,
And he followed the pearl,
And he snatched it away.

And the octopus was sad and went to bed,
Where she happily dreamed about pearls that glow.

And that is the end.

By Annabelle Woo
Year Prep 

St. Joseph’s Catholic School Rockdale
Rockdale, NSW

Teacher: Kindy: Ms. Romana Lovric

Pearls
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I COuLD hear the engines of the 
cars starting up and carrying their 
passengers to the beyond. I had been 

woken up by the sound of cracking and 
spurring branches. The smell of ash and 
smell of a blend of proud turkish and 
common Ceylon tea the wafted into my 
room. Every morning he was woken up 
by the signature blend of stress and by the 
relish of a new day. The stress of a migrant 
with promises and dreams of a better life, 
with the temptation of a brighter future, 
for his mother and himself. Oh her mother, 
she would light the Samovar, lighting the 
fuse on a new day, a new beginning, a new 
chance. Praying for her child for a test or 
assignment, having sacrificed everything 
for him, a loving family, a mediocre job, 
and her country.

As I wake up, school and all of its 
assignments, homework’s and tests flood 
my mind like tea floods around then on 
top of cubes of sugar. But just like sugar 
melts by the touch of hot tea, my worries 
melt by the waft of tea. The sun is rising 
and the day has started. With the worries 
at bay I pack them into my bag to transport 
them to where they belong. With my glass 
of tea, beside the Samovar I spend the 
few precious minutes of the morning I 
can spare gazing up at the sky, wondering 
about the day. My mother gives me a 
wrapped dry loaf, everything we can spare, 
and I am off.

I, the focal point of suspicion and hope. 
My class suspicious, my mother hopeful, 
I enter my class with all the other students 
all neatly dressed and ready to talk with 

The 
Smell 
of Tea

their friends and get the day over with. Me, 
savouring every moment, trying to churn 
every second into results. Why, I have no 
other choice, either put in the effort or lose. 
The suspicion, a migrant in a room with 
the wealthy. One comes in with sleepless 
ours the other with the hours of their 
parents. As I envelop myself in the science, 
math and economy presented, my mother 
toils at work, long hours, little money, the 
horrific ratio. As life passes specific points 
are fixated upon, the ends. the end of 
internships, the end of spread of a disease, 
the end of a stressful situation. My mother 
fixated upon the end of my school, where 
fate might change the world might expand.

For me that end is everything. Everything I 
do is for that. The hours of memorising, the 
hours of listening, interpreting, answering. 
All I have done, is for that. Success is not 
an option, but a must. That moment of the 
ultimatum is not far, for me it’s like it is in a 
moment, for everyone else, 3 months away.

After the day of processing the very things 
that will separate between success and 
failure, life and… oblivion. Not in a literal 
sense but a downfall, of hope and dreams. 
A waste of toil and tears.

As I emerge from the thoughts that almost 
drown me, I am on the bus, emerging 
from the smooth, kind road to the rough 
gravel, with all its sharpness and jagged 

movements. Back to reality I come, 
weighed down by the assignments, 
home works, projects, lessons… As I 
enter my home, all that lifts from my 

shoulders as if by a power mightier than 
me has shown mercy, and the waft of tea 
soothes me. The Samovar boiling by the 
branches. The clouds dark, life dark, the 
world dark. The only drive is survival. But 
all that dissipates by the Samovar. Then 
a dribble begins, next to the Samovar I 
watch a droplet fall down shattering into 
piece on the ground and melting away into 
all the other droplets, losing its identity. 
the tea is strong and bitter but laced 
with sweetness, my representation of life. 
Although life seems dark and unruly at 
times, when looked closely a hope shines, 
success was my hope.

With another day awakening and the pages 
of studies from Biology, Mathematics, 
English, chemistry from the night in my 
head, I go into the void. I awaken with the 
smell of birch wood smoke and roses, as 
I arise from the concoction of nightmares 
and terrors, my mother wakes me up from 
the dark into hope, with her tenderness 
soothes me from my endless recounting 
of possibilities, ones with brightness and 
some with darkness. The only thing of 
value to me, her smile, her existence. Even 
my hopes are for us, after a life of hardship, 
to show her that her only investment, me, 
was worth the struggle. The rose smell, and 
the loving smile, take me away from the 
worries of the future, into the brightness 
of the present, presenting another day with 
hope. With this I sit on my bed in thought, 
of my mother, she nurtured me, supported 
me and carried me onto the days of dreams. 
Starting up as a child with hopes, I grew up 
to be a person with dreams. The road may 
be daunting and worry will not end, but 
passing another mountain into the valley 
of opportunities, life carries hope. As I get 
ready for another day into the dark, the 
soothing of my mother deteriorates into 
the darkness, and then to the light again 
with my bag at the Samovar next to my 
mother, with the touch of bittersweet tea 
and a smell of roses.

Just before I leave for another day of 
proving and justifying myself in this world, 
I get the invaluable love of my mother with 
her encasing me in her hug, protecting me 
from the worries, and her voice reassures 
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me from the monsters, “No matter what, 
there is always hope, and love for you”.

As the smell of dark black tea from 
my homeland dissipates, another day 
of wondering begins. the white bare 
walls, and whiteboard with the marks of 
countless words, numbers and symbols in 
an unexpected harmony stare at me, I see 
the teacher and only the teacher, immerse 
myself into the lesson, ignoring the 
countless other pupils in their gleaming 
uniforms, with the privilege of half 
listening half immersed in their own 
conversations. I sit on the polished desk, 
spending many an hour listening, writing, 
and understanding.

Another day ended, some may say I am 
isolated, I would say I am dedicated. As I 
enter the house, I directly start the fight, 
me against the mountain. The minute’s 
flow like seconds, immersed in another 
world lacking in nightmares but full of 
curiosity. After toiling I am satisfied, the 

hours were spent well, with the Doppler 
effect, Calculus, complex creative writing 
and many other topics. I finish the day, 
having climbed the mountain without 
falling. As I let sleep carry me away 
through the tunnels of darkness I wonder 
about the future. today the sun greets me 
not with its usual smile, but with its smirk, 
as it is high, I am late. As I get out of bed 
there is a piece missing, no smell of birch 
or roses, no waft of tea. As I enter her room 
to wake her up, a shiver greets me with 
suspicion, as I approach her, her dark hair 
conceals her open eyes, slumped on a chair, 
the cold impaling me. No emotion floods 
me, no tears well up, her body is cold. Like 
the wind, like the Samovar.

I go call our neighbour, as an ambulance 
comes in silence, and as my hope and 
dreams go past, I stare at the Samovar, 
golden like the smirking sun. I stare 
until dark, with no sleep, the nightmares 
threaten being too much.

As the sun rises, the same smirk on its 
face, I go to light the Samovar, but even as 
I take a glimpse at it, my heart pounds and 
memories fly past. I cannot.

I stuff my books into my bag and head 
to the only place I know. In a state of 
hypnosis, I listen to the lessons go by, no 
bad memories, only me and the teacher. 
But as I return to reality, to the house 
which I once knew as home, it comes to 
me, the tears. As I cry through the night as 
the moon flies past, the emotions recede, 
leaving a hole. I never enter the room of 
the Samovar.

As months fly by as subjects go past, I 
leech on the emotionless coffee with its 
bitterness, like life. Leaving aside the 
hopeful tea.

By Mustafa Ihsan Sakariya
Year 12, Fountain College

Ferndale, WA
Teacher: Huseyin Aldemir

PASt the dock, far out to sea 
where the waters were rough, and 
the winds were wild was a boat. 

Accompanied on it was a young girl, 
battling with mother-nature in an attempt 
to take control of her vessel.

She stood tall, her silky blonde hair blew 
around like a flag in the wind. Her deep 
ocean-blue eyes pierced out to the horizon 
as she skidded back, gripping the wooden 
floorboards with her bare-feet. Her young, 
smooth hands latched onto the rope, 
holding it for dear life.

“This stupid boat!” She yelled her head 
pushing down against the wind. “Ah 
great, the sail has a hole in it. Just what I 
needed!” She roared. Looking up at the 
huge sail her eyes shooting right through 
the hole. She rushed down to the lower 
decks and grabbed a piece of old clothing. 
As she started patching the hole she 
mumbled, “Old boat. Can’t keep intact just 
for six minutes.” Stepping back, her face 
brightened. She stood tall with much poise, 
admiring her work. until she spotted the 
true horror on the other side of the ship. 
“Oh shoo-“

The vessel tilted, the water licking up the 
wooden floors as she scrambled down 
to the lower deck. Her breath became 
hot; her face pale and her hands shaky. 
She could feel a fire churning inside her 
stomach as the boat tilted even more and 
she still had not found her life jacket. The 
vessel was moving faster than ever and 
before she knew it, water was plundering 
into the lower deck, breaking through 
the windows, ripping off floorboards 
and filling the cabin with water. The girl 
gathered herself together in an attempt 
to escape but was picked up like a toy 
by the blue monster and 
thrown out to sea.

She squinted her eyes, her 
vision blurry, her 
head throbbing 
and her legs sore. 
Her arms and legs 
spread out on a bed 
as she looked up 
into the blinding 
lights. the bed 
h a d  w h e e l s 
a l l o w i n g  i t  t o 
move throughout 
the building; a 

string connected to some sort of machine 
latched onto her forearm as she awoke to 
notice a huge red cross on the door right 
in front of her. On each side of the bed lay 
two teal curtains and a table with flowers 
and cards. The room spun around for a 
good fifteen seconds until coming into full 
focus. She sighed with relief and let her 
body hang there, relaxed and safe.

By Isabella Bridger
Year 6, Ravenswood School for Girls

Gordon, NSW
Teacher: Sharon Shapiro
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ONE NICE sunny morning two 
sisters (Summer and Chloe) 
headed off to the beach at 

varoonda Grove in Melbourne.

“Wheee!” Summer shouted, “I’m sooo 
excited!”. “Me too!”, Chloe shouted back. 
The girls ran around like mad cats until 
they got puffed out and took in their 
surroundings when they noticed an 
enormous mound of sand just sitting 
there. “Hey! What’s that enormous mound 
of sand?”, Summer shouted, suddenly 
stopping. “you say we go check it out?”. 
There was a long silent pause. The only 
sound that disrupted the silence was the 
usual scream of some stranger in the 
distance. After a quick few minutes, Chloe 
replied, “Sure”.

So, the girls turned around towards the 
mound and started sprinting towards 
it. They dug up the sand with their bare 
hands until they found out that under 
that humongous mound of sand was a 
very old, but, interesting brown boat. 
Then they scooped up the sand out from 
inside of the boat, some of it sneaking out 
of their fingers.

After they finished, they went to ask their 
mom and dad if they could go and ride 
the boat with much persuasion. Just as 
they had hoped they won the argument. 
So, the pair walked slowly (as they were 
dragging the boat behind them) to the 
shore. The girls, thrilled, took the boat out 
to the sea, hopped in and paddled into the 
deep waters.

“Oooh!” this is sooo much fun!” exclaimed 
Summer getting restless. “I absolutely 
agree” replied Chloe. The girls drifted out 
to the sea. They completely lost track of 
the time. After about what felt like a very 
long time, the girls found themselves on 
an island.

Candyland
“ W W W O O O W W W ! ” 
whispered Summer in 
a d m i r a t i o n .  “C o o l ! ” 
Chloe gasped. “It’s like a 
CANDyLAND!” they both 
exclaimed in unison.

The girls had the time of 
their lives eating all types 
of candies like cotton 

candy for trees, gumdrops for flowers, jelly 
beans for pebbles, candy melts for lily pads, 
and last but not least, the grand melted 
chocolate waterfall. Once they were finally 
full to the brim, they started thinking, how 
will they reach home?

The girls decided they will think about 
that tomorrow morning as they were 
super tired. they built a nice strong 
shelter and called it a night. The moment 
their heads touched the pillows (made of 
marshmallows) they fell into a deep sleep.

“Haaww!” Summer yawned very loudly. 
“Come on wake up sleepyhead. It’s a 
beautiful new day. time to find a fresh new 
path to get home.” “Haaww!” (yawn) I’m 
up.” muttered Chloe. They had a great time 
exploring the island when they found a 
tiny but pretty and super adorable cottage.

“Let’s go knock on the door” whispered 
Summer.

They went and knocked on the door. A 
wise-looking, short, and a very old lady 
opened the door for them. “Hello?” she 
said in a calm and caring voice. “Hi!” 
replied Chloe in a polite but a ting of 
cautiousness in her voice. “We were 
wondering if you could help us find our 
way home?” blabbered Summer in the 
same tone that Chloe had used. “yes sure, 
come in, come in.”, the old lady assured 
them and invited them inside. Her house 
smelt lavender perfume, fragrant candles 
lit all around and a few hanging lights 
dangling from the ceiling. But most of all 
what had caught Chloe’s and Summer’s 
eyes was that the house was made of 
gingerbread. “Please call me Esmerelda”, 
she told them in her calm and sensitive 
voice. “And yes, I can help you get home. 
Do you have a boat?” she said with a 
twinkle in her eye as though she had read 
their minds. “yes, indeed we do.” the girls 
replied in unison.

“Hmmm… I have to trust you for 
this before I give it to you” Esmeralda 
mumbled so quietly that no one could 
hear her. then she immediately got 
thirsty. She told the girls, “I am going 
to get some water.” She rushed off with 
a candy-made bucket in her hand. She 
told the girls that she wouldn’t take too 
long and with that, she hurried off. After 
a very long time, the old lady still hadn’t 
returned from the river and the girls had 
started to get worried. So, they set off in 
search of Esmeralda. On the way, they met 
a few animals that could talk and the girls 
found it very peculiar but they took hold 
of their curiosity and asked them if they 
have seen an old lady with a walking stick. 
But all replied no. At last, after that, they 
thought, what if she had drowned in the 
lake! They rushed up to the lake and just 
as they feared she was shouting for help! 
The girls held their breath and plunged 
into the thick river of melted chocolate, 
grabbed some rocks to get closer to her 
and pushed her out. Once Esmeralda was 
safely standing on solid ground again, the 
girls climbed out.

Once they were back inside Esmeralda’s 
gingerbread house, Esmeralda told them 
“I now know that I can trust you.”. What 
in the world is she talking about, thought 
Chloe and Summer at that same moment. 
they both have very confused looks 
drawn upon their faces. Then Esmeralda 
explained, “I know how to swim perfectly 
well, but, I was testing you if I could trust 
you”. Then she gave them a bottle.

“Here take this spell and tell it to your 
boat.” whispered and then winked. The 
girls rushed up to their boat tried the spell 
a few times until it worked, hopped in and 
then enjoyed a long journey back home.

Once they reached home they hid the boat 
in their garage and dragged themselves 
inside their house. They were very tired 
indeed and their very comfy beds looked so 
inviting that they dropped onto them and 
fell into a nice deep sleep and immediately 
started thinking to start a fresh new 
adventure…

By Elly Tuteja
Year 3, Vermont Primary School

Vermont, Vic.
Teacher: Mr James Woodhouse
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It WAS time for England. Detective 
Deck had arrived at New york airport. 
the airport was silent, no-one, was 

there to be seen…

As the detective made his way through 
the labyrinth to the cabin door, he saw his 
niece, Paula. She was the sweetest flight 
attendant in the world and had a face that 
glowed as bright as the sun.

Deck asked, “Hullo, how are you doing?”.

“I’m doing fine,” stated Paula.

Paula ripped the end of her uncle’s 
boarding pass, delicately.

“you’ve finally ripped a boarding pass 
neatly”, murmured Deck.

Detective Deck walked down the aisle, to 
his seat. He glanced up and noticed that 
three passengers were in the cabin. He 
saw… his ex-teacher.

“Mr Paul Peterson”, said Detective Deck.

“Oh, you…”, yelled, Mr Peterson.

“yes, it’s me, Deck. Paul, your dimples are 
endearing to see”, laughed Deck.

“Oh Deck, you were always one of the 
naughty students”, joked Paul.

“I’d better go”, said Deck.

“Hi”

Deck recognised the voice, it was Sam Skit, 
his assistant.

“Sam, you have a heart of gold”, expressed, 
Deck.

“Thanks, Deck, you’re looking muscular 
today!”, whispered Sam.

Hi“Oh, what is that smell? Ew, it’s my 
enormous ex-girlfriend, Marilyn Mitt, her 
voice is so annoying.”

“Oh, deck!!! My Prince Charming”, gushed 
Marilyn.

10 minutes to midnight, the plane taxied to 
the runway. It was snowy and dead-silent, 
that’s why the flight felt different. takeoff 
was normal, and the plane lurched down 
the runway until the lights went pitch-
black! The detective thought there was an 
electrical problem until…

“BANG!” One-shot was fired. In the cabin, 
the lights turned on so quickly as if they 
could burn your eyes. Detective Deck 
raced as quickly as he could, to the galley 
where the bloody massacre unfolded. to 
his surprise, it was his niece who had died 
instantly.

Detective Deck gathered the passengers in 
the cabin and said, “This is now a murder 
case and, all of you are suspects. you will be 
interviewed until the murderer is found.”

“This is ridiculous” cried, Marilyn.

“Do you need my help detective?”, 
murmured Sam.

“NO”, screamed Deck.

three hours from touchdown, the 
detective began to interrogate passengers 
at the galley.

He interviewed Marilyn, Paul and Sam.

“Where were you during the crime?”

“I was sitting in my seat, getting ready 
my amenity kit (moisturiser) for the 
transatlantic flight. By the way, I saw 
one of my moisturisers, missing”, sobbed 
Marilyn.

“Well, Mr Nosy-pants, I was reading but 
the lights went out, so I decided to walk to 
the bathroom. There was also moisturiser 
on the bloody door”, yelled Paul.

“C’mon, Deck – you know I’d never 
commit a crime,” exclaimed Sam.

“Sam, answer me!”

“ugh!! Fine, I went to the galley where your 
niece was, but, I was trying to look for my 
eyeglasses that dropped on the ground. The 
detective keeps Sam behind.

“Sam, did you notice any substances at the 
crime scene?”, expressed Deck.

“Oh… yes! there was a silky paste that felt 
so, nice to touch”, said Sam.

two Hours from touchdown, the detective 
went down to the murder scene and 
analysed the substances. He noticed there 
was heaps of moisturiser on Paula’s body. 
Then the detective walked quickly towards 
Marilyn and asked for her ‘amenity kit’.

Marilyn agreed to give him, the amenity 
kit. He went back to the murder scene 
and looked at the substances. He was 
intrigued by his findings. The substance 
on the door handle was so identical that 
the detective was mind-blown. He tasted 
both moisturisers, and they had a great 
texture of elegance. He could smell the 
‘rose essence’ – that was so strong, he 
did… “Achoo!”.

Detective Deck called the passengers into 
the cabin. He glanced at everyone, and said 
“The murderer is…”

The lights go off dramatically.

“ugh”, screamed Marilyn.

“BANG! BANG!”

Vanished into Thin Air
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Since no-one could see, the detective 
brought out his lantern. The passengers 
were able to see each other’s faces like 
they’d haven’t seen in centuries. The mob 
walked warily towards the body of Marilyn 
and saw the horrific damage done to her. 
Her eyes were shocked, petrified! the 
bullets were shot perfectly in a straight line 
as if Marilyn’s body was an aiming board.

Detective Deck, now needed to think 
about the information provided. He did 
the usual… ‘use his inner thoughts.’

The murders were executed well and left 
no evidence.

Would Paul kill both of them? He couldn’t, 
he was reading, and he is a law-abider.

Would ‘Sam’ kill both of them? There is 
evidence, Sam would know not to leave 
any clues behind.

Deck walked back to the galley and calls 
everyone.

He said, “I have analysed the clues and 
evidence. The murderer is… Sam!”

“Damn, well played, Detective”, chuckled 
Sam.

“Why did you kill them?”, shouted Deck.

“I killed them because of you. you never! 
gave me the chance to do, any cases. you 
always thought about yourself. Any last 
words?!”, chuckled Sam…

The lantern dies, meaning no-one could 
see. All of a sudden…

BANG! BANG! BANG!

the lights turn on, 35 minutes before 
touchdown and all that was left of the 
massacre, was the detective and pilots. 
The plane touched down softly and taxied 
to the gate, where Detective Deck leaves 
the plane and walks on the jet-bridge and 
left – “vanished into thin air”…

By Jason Alvarez
Year 9, Tuart Hill, WA

Teacher: Mrs Bree Marsh

The wind brushes my face as I step closer and closer to the wondrous road filled with colours and life
The sound of the leaves rustling against each other
trees swaying to the rhythm of the howling wind

The air tickled my nose as I inhaled the fresh air of flower petals dancing in the breeze
I felt the lushes grass flow below my feet brushing against my legs gently

The river streams were glimmering like 100 tiny diamonds reflecting the glow of the bright blue sky
Everything in nature has its place , a hint of love , a form of grace.

Oh, there is wonder, a mystery to be undone , hidden delights yet to uncover
The nature’s world is a miracle to discover

Mother Nature takes all the pain yet light still makes its way through
So she can heal our sorrows

Our worries
She takes away our anger

Nature is the only thing I can reveal my emotions to
I Scream out anything I hide inside me and Mother Nature just sits and listens

Noone can make fun of me, no one can judge me
This is my freedom

to be away from all the problems
to just be surrounded by peace

That is nature’s gift

By Prithila Acharjee
Year 8, George’s River College

Carlton, NSW
Teacher: Mrs Reid

Nature’s Gift
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I CREPt across the hallway clutching 
the book ready to pounce on the thief. 
Sweat trickled down my head as I 

tiptoed down the stairs, pausing at every 
sound. A small rustling sound came from 
the kitchen, and I slowly peeked around 
the corner into the kitchen.

A small figure was standing in front of the 
fridge, it’s many arms reaching into the 
fridge and shoving food into its mouth. My 
eyes widened and I let out a small squeak 
and quickly ducked out of sight before the 
little monster would see me. What is it? 
How did it get in? I thought, coming up 
with scenarios each with horrible endings. 
My fingernails dug into the books cover, 
and I slowly tiptoed across the doorway, 
to the other side. A small creak of the 
floorboards, and the monster whipped 
it’s head across to my direction. It’s front 
was even uglier than it’s back, it’s big eyes 
red and glowing, drool dripping off it’s 
big mouth. I let out a little yelp, stumbling 
back, running for the stairs.

I quickly ducked into a closet, locking the 
door, moving the vacuum cleaner to make 
room for me. I heard the monsters claws 
scratching against our floorboards, as it 
dragged its body across the floor towards 

Aliens
the closet. I squished myself against the 
shelves, covering my mouth to muffle 
the sound of my breathing, and just as I 
thought I was about to die, the monster 
turned a corner, and continued down the 
hallway. I breathed a sigh of relief, and 
pressed my ear against the door to try and 
guess where it was headed. It sounded like 
it was going to my room, which definitely 
was not good.

I slowly opened the door again, and tiptoed 
down the stairs to the phone. I pressed the 
phone against my ear, dialling the town 
police number and waited. And waited. 
Finally, a woman’s voice answered and 
said, “RuN WE ARE BEING INvADED 
By ALIENS!!! RuN FOR yOuR LIFEEE” 
and the line dropped dead. I slammed the 
phone down, and bolted upstairs, realising 
that the monster in my house must an 
alien. I held the book to my chest, skidded 
down the hallway and charged through 
my door, the alien was bouncing up and 
down on my bed.

“Oh no you don’t!” I said, and slammed 
the book down on the furry 
alien. It seemed to 
sort of squelch 
u n d e r  m y 
book. I lifted 

it up, and saw a green muck on my bed. 
“Ew.” I said, but then quickly grabbed a 
backpack from my closet and shoved some 
clothes in it. I grabbed the only picture 
of my dead parents I had, and ran to the 
kitchen, grabbing food on the go. I had to 
go warn my Aunt. She was in town, and 
probably also running from aliens.

I grabbed my bike, shoving my backpack in 
the basket, and quickly cycled through the 
forest and down the hill to the small town 
not far from our house. I could already 
see the tiny little furballs rampaging 
through the streets and to the mall. Oh 
no… I thought, that was where my Aunt 
was. My legs were already numb from the 
late night coldness, and I was starting to 
slow down, “No, no, oh come on!” I said, 
pinching my legs to get them going again. 
I slowly started to pick up pace, and in no 
time I was nearly in town.

I could already see the green furballs 
clearly enough, they were pulling down 
the whole town! I shoved my bike down, I 

seized my backpack, and ran to the mall. 
By the time I got there, the aliens 

were already invading the 
building, clothes were 
being thrown, vegetables 

flying everywhere, it was 
a big mess. I was about to go 

and find my Aunt, when a big 
green furball came skidding around 

the corner and –

I woke up with a gasp, clutching my 
blanket so tight that my knuckles were 
white. I looked around me, and realised 
I must’ve been dreaming. My shoulders 
sank in relief, as I closed my eyes inhaling 
deeply. Oh thank god that wasn’t true, I 

thought, what a real nightmare! 
Suddenly, my bedroom door flew 
open, a picture of the eiffel tower 
on the wall beside it crashed to 
the floor. A small, green, fluffy 
figure was standing there, a big, 

sloppy grin slowly growing on it’s horrible 
ugly face, as an hideous scream rose up 
my throat…

By Elizabeth Graham-Higgs
Year 8, Lindfield Learning 

Village
Lindfield, NSW

Teacher: Miss Jacki Smith
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SIDE to side, copying the 
person in-front of me. Drip! 
Drip! I feel sweat running 

down my face. I hear my heart 
beating faster and faster after every 
move. As I get ready for the big 
finale, I take a step back, I trip, 
managing not to fall. I end up doing 
a twirl as I now know that I have 
failed.

the very next day I arrive to 
school seeing a rich black coloured 
limousine parked in the carpark. I 
go over to the bike stand clicking my 
bike into place. As I head back inside 
I hear lots of loud chatter. I realised 
that the cheerleading teams were 
up. I go over to support my friends 
because they probably made the 
team. As I walk over to them, they 
were sitting next to this new girl. 
I think I saw her come out of the 
limousine. I say “Hey guys!” When I 
started speaking, they walked away. I 
had a bad feeling about this new girl.

The new girl Lisa, was that person that 
would always give you those bad vibes. 
She would show off all her things and she 
would only pick her friends like now, I 
didn’t make the cheerleading team so she 
decided not to talk to me. I looked at the 
results as I realised, I was the only girl 
in my class not to get picked! I feel tears 
coming out of my eyes I try to flick them 
away. The new girl Lisa walks up to me, 
alone this time.

She says “Hey loser.” She glances out my 
outfit. “Aww you’re crying,” she laughs 
evilly as she flicks her gorgeous blonde 
hair. “you better not try to talk to your 
old friends since there my friends now 
and…… I have spread some rumours so 
you won’t have any friends ever again!” 
She walks away. My mind runs in a million 
directions. What rumours has she spread 
about me? What did I ever do to her? Why 
is she so mean to me?

Ding! Ding! I hear the class bell go. As I 
get into class I see Lisa has taken my seat, I 
go over and say “umm that’s my seat Lisa.” 
She replies, “Does it look like I care? Go 
sit at the back loser.” A bunch of people 
around her laugh. As I walk to the back, 
I clench up my fists and I feel like I could 

punch Lisa in the face. When Mr M, the 
teacher, arrives I feel much better as he 
does the roll. One of my old friends Ella, 
glances back at me when I say ‘here’ on the 
roll while everyone else does not. I feel like 
Ella felt bad for me.

When we are doing maths, my hand 
pops up for every question. When Mr M 
left, Lisa says one of those loud whispers 
everyone supposed to hear “So Sam is such 
a big nerd like she knew all of the answers” 
and she also said “I’m having the biggest 
cheer team party at my house today and I 
think all the girls except her are coming 
since she is such a big nerd and loser!” All 
the people around her besides Ella say “I 
know right such a big loser.” They all giggle.

Then it was lunch, when everybody walked 
away from me. I heard ‘Sam is such a-’ as 
everybody was speaking. That was when I 
found out about the first rumour. One of 
the girls in our class Zoe came up to me 
and said “Is it true that you tried to trip 
Lisa in the cheer team tryouts?”

“Who me? No way! I didn’t even see Lisa 
at the tryouts did you?”

She stood there thinking for a while then 
she replied “Now that I think about it, I 
didn’t see Lisa”

“Maybe because Lisa is rich her 
parents paid the school to be the 
head of cheerleading.”

Zoe and I started to think of all the 
possibilities on how Lisa got into 
the team.

“Hmm” Zoe said “I think that might 
be right”

“We should go confront her”

“But we can’t all of the school 
teachers are favouring Lisa so we 
can’t”

“Well yeah ok but now if you hear 
anything about that I did something 
to Lisa at the tryouts you know it’s 
false”

“Oh Zoe” Lisa called from a distance 
“Why are you hanging out with that 
loser Sam what’s her name”

“umm well I was just calling her a loser”

“Oh fine come now!”

I didn’t know what to do. I decided to 
confront her. So I made up my mind and 
started a group chat. I wrote;

‘Hi Everyone’

‘What is it’ Lisa replied

‘Well basically this about how you were 
never at tryouts”

‘Wait I didn’t realise that’ said Cindi

‘Same’ said Ella

‘Guys I can explain’ Lisa said

‘Sure you can said Zoe

Everyone after that voted on Lisa getting 
expelled but obviously the teachers 
favoured her so we just ignored her.

By Ashmeet Kaur
Year 5, Mill Park Heights Primary School

Mill Park, Vic.
Teacher: Mrs Wight

Sam’s Problem
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This morning when we woke up,
Mum said let’s cook a dish.
Dad suggested lamingtons,

But Tray suggested fish.

The splashing of the water,
The sizzling of the oil,

The bubbling of the water,
As it starts to boil.

The clanging of the pots,
as they’re scrubbed clean.

The oven’s timer,
giving us the ding.

The creaking of the cupboard,
The grumbling of our tummies.
The clinging of mum’s earrings,

Dad’s excited squeals.

The rattling of the silverware,
As mum brings liquorice.

The happy chatter of family,
As we eat our dish!

By Tara Verma
Year 5, Mitcham Primary School

Mitcham, Vic.
Teacher: Lauren Cerra

The Sounds in the Kitchen

I walked down mesmerised
Moving my head side to side

At the beauty of nature
Letting my eyes look further

Colours blending with the crimson sky.

I passed daisies and lavenders
With their leaves in a curl
Along side delicate roses
Giving their best poses

And a watering can to quench their thirst.

A small healthy veggie patch
Lay flat on the green garden mat

Surrounded by saplings of all kind

Orange, guava, lemon and lime
Next to a tree with a scratch.

A patterned pearl fence
Like a barrier, quite immense
towering over pieces of mulch

Brown, crooked and unevenly bunched
Stretching end to end.

variety of colors mixing in
Red, orange, green and pink

Give the garden its shine
Fragrance in the air starts to fly
A garden as enchanted as a ring.

By Ritika Mishra

Year 4, Ironbark Ridge Public School
Rouse Hill, NSW

My Garden…
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To improve your students’ reading and writing skills, each term a school with a 
current School Subscription to Oz Kids in Print will win a children’s Author/Illustrator 
visit to their school to conduct workshops.

These workshops are designed to encourage even the most reluctant students; 
they are designed to be both fun and educational. Students who have participated 
have shown a dramatic improvement in their educational standards.

Your students will be able to have access and mentorship with Australia’s leading 
Children’s Authors/Illustrators – one of the many benefits of subscribing to Oz Kids 
in Print.

Websites: www.ozkids.com.au or www.booksforkids.org.au

WIN AN AUTHOR VISIT TO YOUR SCHOOL

REVIEW OUR LIST OF SOME OF AUSTRALIA’S 
BEST CHILDREN’S AUTHORS/ILLUSTRATORS

• Paul Collins • Meredith Costain • Anna Ciddor • Jeni Mawter • Krista Bell
• Elise Hurst • Craig Smith • Marjory Gardner • Marc McBride • Anne Spudvilas

PLUS MANY MORE AUTHORS


Paul Collins
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Jeni Mawter
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 Individual Subscription $44 (1 copy per quarter)  School Subscription $99 (5 copies per quarter)
  

School Details
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Contact Person
Name:  ...................................................................Position:  ............................................Phone:  .....................................

Payment Details
Enclosed is a cheque/money order for: $  ..........................................................Order Number:  ......................................
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Please mail your remittance with this form to:

Children’s Charity Network, PO Box 267, Lara Vic. 3212
ABN 58 109 336 245
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Introducing Candy Ng, a Melbourne based artist who uses 
creativity to explore her thoughts and emotions.

GET CREATIVE WITH CANDY NG!

Pause. Imagine. Create.  – Explore mindfulness through creativity! 
Mindfulness is a whole lot more than meditation! To celebrate the launch of the BIC® Intensity Range, 

Smiling Mind has collaborated with BIC® and a series of Aussie artists to help you discover how to 
support your mind through creativity and take a moment to pause, imagine and create. 

Scan the QR Code for videos, activities and more! 

Share your creations with us!
#FreeYourCreativeSpark  #SmilingMindCreates

Scan the QR code to download Candy’s activity and free your creative spark! 

BIC Intensity Australia & New Zealand@bicintensityanz @bicintensityanz


