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FROM THE 
EDITORS 

DESK
I don’t know 
about you, but 
this year is fl y-
ing. So hurry 
and got those 
entries in.

With ANZAC 
Day  d rawing 
near I had the 
great opportunity 
of being present 

when my grandfather, Albert Cullen, re-
ceived two of his Navy Service Medals 
only a few weeks ago. Not only was this 
an Honour for us, as he just turned 100 
last year and may never have personally 
received them, but they were presented to 
him by the Governor-General herself Her 
Excellency Quentin Bryce.  Albert was a 
butcher and a cook in the Navy and served 
for his Country for 22 years including in 
the Pacifi c. He has many a great story to 
tell,  that he says he never wanted to speak 
of before as he wanted to forget. For every 
gut wrenching story there are funny and 
courageous ones as well. These people are 
our history and they will take these stories 
to their graves never telling anyone. 

The following pages contain an Inter-
view with Author Foz Meadows about 
how she decided to write her new book 
SOLACE & GRIEF. The main character 
of the book is Solace who grew up in a 
foster home. At fi fteen years of age Solace 
knows she is different, she realises she 
is a vampire. On her journey to discover 
herself Solace fi nds other gifted people like 
herself. Read on to fi nd out more. Highly 
recommended by me but you will have to 
read it for yourself.

ENTER ON-LINE at 
www.ozkids.com.au

KEEP ON WRITING (TYPING)!

Managing Editor

OzKids: Tell me about yourself. What 
makes you scream?

Foz: I’m a bipedal mammal with delu-
sions of immortality and a fondness for 
geeky things, especially webcomics. I 
quote too much, and have a disconcerting 
(for other people) tendency to sing in pub-
lic. In a similar vein, I’ve also been known 
to dunk Smith’s chips in my bourbon and 
coke, which is tastier than it sounds. Things 
that have been known to make me scream 
include, but are not limited to: spiders, Ann 
Coulter, corporate jargon and the sound of 
nails on chalkboard. (Note: Three of those 
things are essentially synonymous. I’ll let 
you guess which ones.)  

OzKids: What do you fi nd so fascinat-
ing about the horror genre that has drawn 
you to it?

Foz: There’s something intriguing about 
the nature of what scares us, both individu-
ally and on a social/cultural level. Some of 
our fears are surprisingly complex; others 
are based on personal phobias, frightening 
archetypes—like the axe-murderer lurking 
in the back seat—or, as per the occult, the 
idea that we are surrounded by powerful, 
unbridled forces that are either vengeful 
by nature or can be turned towards violent, 
unsettling ends. But it’s our ancestral fears 
that I fi nd most fascinating, those gut-jerk 
reactions when we are forced to confront 
the fact that, for all our guile and violence, 
we are as easily hunted as hunters. It’s been 
a good long while since humankind learned 
the secret of fi re, but we’ve never lost our 
fear of the dark, and horror stories remind 
us of that.  

OzKids:Who are some of your writing 
infl uences?

Foz: Douglas Adams is undoubtably 
high up the list, though more for The Hitch-
hiker’s Guide to the Galaxy radio series 
than the books; I almost know the entire 
thing by heart. Discovering Neil Gaiman at 
university not only introduced me to urban 
fantasy, but to the idea that writers didn’t 
have to stick to just the one genre, medium 
or audience. And, of course, Joss Whedon, 
who taught a whole generation that saving 
the world from hoards of ravenous undead 

could be done with humour, funky slang 
and references to pop culture.

OzKids: Tell me about the development 
of The Rare? Was it an easy progression?

Foz: The prologue popped into my head 
one day while I was at work. The idea that a 
particular type of creature could be innately 
evil—such as a vampire—is one I fi nd in-
teresting, but at the same time, it jars with 
my own views about the role of choice in 
morality. So I started wondering: how can I 

Interview with Author
FOZ MEADOWS

Interview by Stuart Mayne
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create my own vampire mythology that 
allows for evil as the result of an inherent 
vampiric nature, but in which individuals 
can still choose differently? The solution 
was to make human blood violently addic-
tive to vampires, with prolonged consump-
tion leading to madness and an inability 
to live on anything else. I also wanted 
vampires to be situated in a wider magical/
paranormal continuity—a world where they 
weren’t even the main type of supernatural 
being, but one breed among many. After 
that, it was just a question of making the 
story fi t. I made a lot of revisions, but my 
ideas about Rarity were constant.  

OzKids: Tell us about creating the char-
acter of Solace Morgan?

Foz: Solace is something of an unusual 
character, and not just because she’s re-
cently come to the realisation that she’s a 
vampire. From one perspective, she’s had 
a sheltered upbringing—living in the group 
home, never attending normal schools—but 
when you consider that the only people 
she’s ever been in close proximity to have 
been damaged, angry, frightened kids, 
she’s also got a thorough understanding 
of the worst aspects of human nature. As a 
result, she’s a mix of naivety and sarcasm, 
adventurousness and caution. More than 
anything, she’s lonely, but to such a pow-
erful extent that she doesn’t understand or 
recognise the feeling for what it is. I’m still 
learning about Solace, and in some ways, I 

think I always will be, because she’s never 
going to stop examining herself. It makes 
her an extremely interesting character to 
write.

OzKids: Since when has there been a 
dungeon under Hyde Park?

Foz: Potentially, since always. In reality, 
who knows? I picked Hyde Park as a loca-
tion because it’s somewhere I know quite 
well—when I was little, my grandmother 
took me there every other weekend—
but I never imagined there was actually 
anything down there. Imagine my shock 
when some readers contacted me recently 
and asked whether I knew there was a lake 
and tunnels under the park! I’d love to see 
them some day. But if there’s already some 
subterranean mysteries there, then why not 
a dungeon, too? 

OzKids: How good is it having Solace 
and Grief published? What if anything has 
changed for you.

Foz: On those days when I can wrap my 
head around the truth of it, I can’t describe 
how amazing it feels. But the rest of the 
time, I’m operating on a kind of denial 
mode—it’s still too big a change for me 
to take in. No matter if I’m signing books 
or answering interview questions, part of 
me remains convinced that it’s a tremen-
dous joke I’m playing on everyone—even 
myself—by pretending to be a Real Author. 
And then I see the book in the shops, and 
I think, squee! 

OzKids: What are you looking forward 
to reading soon?

Foz: Right now, I’m rereading all my 
Tamora Pierce novels, which is always fan-
tastic fun. After that, there’s the new Robin 
Hobb to sink my teeth into. And I cannot 
wait for the next instalment in George R. R. 
Martin’s A Song of Ice and Fire series. No 
matter how long it takes to hit the shelves, 
it will have been worth the wait.

This interview was originally published in 
aurealisXpress, the monthly science fi ction and 
fantasy ebulletin of Aurealis magazine (http://
www.aurealis.com.au).

Stuart Mayne has been a book and magazine 
editor for 18 years. An expert on Australian 
crime fi ction author Arthur Upfi eld, he currently 
edits Aurealis – Australian Fantasy and Science 
Fiction magazine.
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Who am I?
 

 I am one of a trillion stars in a galaxy.
Although I seem as insignifi cant as a single grain of 

sand,
I know there is not another like me.

I am as energetic as the Duracell-operated rabbit
But at times I move without purpose.

Perhaps this is why I slumber longer than most. 

I am the crashing cymbals in the orchestra -
The incessant conversationalist.

When quiet I am thinking deeply.

I am alert and daring,
Like an owl as it hunts for its prey

But sometimes I tire and don’t reach my goal. 

Sometimes I feel like a shriveled weed
Amongst a garden of blooming fl owers.

But when nurtured and nourished,
I become the rose.

 

The Wild Chase
KA-BANG!! KA-BANG!!  The bushrangers fi red

Incessant gunshots at executioners who were
exceedingly tired,

As tired as ants who had laboriously traveled fi fty miles.
These bushrangers’ horses swiftly galloped in single fi le.

Yet these pitifully pathetic bushrangers had missed
The executioners, even though there was no mist.

The executioners, panting, continued riding.
In the open country, there was no hiding.

Then, suddenly, a clossal shockwave of dust
Assaulted the bushrangers, who coughed beneath

the magnifi cent dusk.
These villains smothered, were fi nally overthrown

By mother nature, sitting majestically in her throne.

The executioner realising this fortunate event, turned
To arrest or even kill the bushrangers in turn.

They energetically dug their I heels into the horses
As they anxiously, but with determination,

rode in intersecting courses.

The dust, initially fl aring up like a person unleashing
his wrath

Settled into the ground to end its wrath.
The bushrangers vainly attempted to escape

But the executioners had caught them –
the bushrangers were too late.

As the snowfl akes fall down on the ground,
I feel warm in the coldness of winter,

As I lie down on leaves and hear the crackling
as I sink into them,

I feel alive under the shade of a tree
on a mild Autumn day,

As I run through the fi eld and fall on the fl owers,
I smell their beautiful perfume as spring is here,

As I sit on the ground and enjoy the heat,
The Summer is bright.

And I do all these things as I write this poem whilst 
gazing out into the world where I will one day 

explore!

By Maya White
Year 6
Saint Peter Julian Eymard
MOOROOLBARK - VIC

The Beauty
 of Nature

By Carla Italiano
Year 8, Age 13
Brigidine College
RANDWICK - NSW

By Seyoon Ragavan
Year 6, Age 11 
Beecroft Public School
BEECROFT - NSW
Teacher: Mrs. Glenda Luscombe
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L
ife is very tough, I hear rich peo-
ple in western countries have so 
many luxuries. It makes me feel 
so jealous, sometimes enough 

to get me angry and then start crying. As 
me and my family survive the extreme 
temperatures during Summer and Winter, 
they turn on their fans and relax. As the 
children take things like food and water 
for granted, we have to work hard all day 
to get a quarter of that on the table. If one 
day they feel a little weak or sick they can 
stay at home and do whatever they wish. 
Here in Sudan, even if we are dieing, we 
must continue to work or else we have no 
other choice but to die.

***

I woke up with the sun in my eyes, the 
rays splashing over me. I had to get up 
quickly to start work or else I would be 
shamed and spanked in front of the towns-
people. I’m 12 and my younger brother is 
7. Every morning I have to get up one hour 
before my parents and brother to get water 
from a pipe 2km away. The water is dirty so 
it takes the rest of the hour to clean it. 

Most of the work is done by me as both 
my parents are severely sick and my brother 
is too young. After cleaning the water, my 
family have woken up so I know its time to 
get food. I go to the blacksmith to receive 
yesterdays wages- rations of food. We get 
less than other families in our village, be-
cause we have 4 people. I remember when 
my brother was born, everyone hated him 
and my parents because it was one extra 
mouth to feed. Usually, families would be 
the parents and a strong child. This was so 
that when the parents can’t work anymore 
there is there child to do all the work.

After, providing breakfast and eating 
my own, I leave food for my parents and 
take ours in a dirty bag I found when I was 
my brothers age. When I leave for work 
in the morning at 7:00am, I usually have 
to drag my brother, as he hates going to 
work. We work until 9:00pm, only taking 
one 30min. Break at lunch. Our job is to 
help the blacksmith and do whatever he 
tells us to do. Things like: moving steel, 
cutting pieces, shaving, smoothing out, and 
fi xing things.

If one day he’s feeling very generous he 
lets us make things and do some wielding. 
But we don’t hold our breath because that 
day comes once a year usually.

When we get home, I prepare dinner 
from the rations provided by the blacksmith 
and I also clean a bit (it keeps me busy, 
so I don’t think about my dieing parents). 
As I do this my 7 year old brother does 
everything my parents request like a mas-
sage, or some pills and water. My brother 
is cheeky, so he is able to steal pills from 
the Americans who give us a bit of aid an-
nually, just to show other countries that are 
doing something. After, dinner I go to sleep, 
hoping that things change for the better… 
and not for the worst.

By Shuravi Paul
Age 16
Blacktown Girls High School
BLACKTOWN- NSW

If I were
 

If I were a fi reman,
I would rescue others.

If a house was burning down,
I’d save the kids and mothers.

If I were an airplane pilot,
I would fl y so high.

I would race the birds,
Right across the sky.

But all that’s in the future
‘cos now I’m only eight
So I will play with Lego

And wait and wait and wait.

Sometimes in my 
dream!

 

Sometimes in my dream I see a river
A river like no human has ever seen

The emerging current of roses will fi ll your eyes with love 
and happiness

Sometimes I see a shiny shadow on top of the rocks
I like to believe it is God.

Then the current is slowing down and the shiny shadow 
disappears

I am starting to wake up from the dream that has
changed my life

Forever.

 

By Rishita Parikh
Year 8
Caroline Springs College  - 
Creekside Campus
CAROLINE SPRINGS - VIC

By Cormac Onsman
Year 3-4, Age 8 
Corrimal Public School
CORRIMAL - NSW

Too easy...
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O
nce upon a time in China in 
1688, there lived an emperor 
called Salangang. During that 
time there was a huge jade 

mountain that was founded by an explorer 
called Chang. When Chang became famous 
for discovering the jade mountain, he was 
pronounced the owner of the mountain.             

Subsequently, Salangang the emperor 
found out about the discovery. He knew that 
jade was very precious and good to keep. 
He was very envious and wanted to own 
the jade mountain himself. Chang was very 
proud about his discovery and he would not 
let anyone get jade from the huge mountain 
and he would not let anyone even touch it. It 
was so precious to him. Chang only allowed 
himself to touch it and get bits of jade out 
and sell it to earn lots of money. 

 Salangang was so jealous that he sum-
mon his servants to sneak to the jade moun-
tain and cut some jade out and bring it back. 
Whoever was brave enough to do it would 
get some of his jade. His servants obeyed 
and followed the emperor’s instructions.

On the way to the jade mountain, a curi-
ous onlooker followed them from behind. 
Soon when the servants had reached the 
mountain seemingly without anybody look-
ing at them, they quietly started to chip a 
piece of jade from the big mountain. When 
they had given the jade to the emperor, he 
gave each one of his brave servants a tiny 
piece of his portion.  

 After a month had passed, Chang real-
ized that a bit of the jade mountain had been 
disturbed. He offered a priceless piece of 
jade to the person who could tell him who 
stole the jade. The news had spread. When 
the unsuspicious onlooker heard about 
the priceless reward, he quickly informed  
Chang about what he saw. That was bad 
news for the emperor because he would be 
in big trouble for instructing his servants 
to steal the jade. The emperor admitted 
and paid Chang a million dollars for the 
settlement of what he did.

For a long time after that, no one dared 
to steal the jade from the jade mountain 
anymore and the nasty story of the emperor 
Salangang was soon forgotten.

By Avril Tsen
Age 10
DARCH - WA
 

GINGER’S HOME

O
ne day, Ginger was excited as it was her birthday. 
Ginger was a foal who worked in the circus. She had 
three friends. Their names were Filly and Milly the 
clowns, and Dumbo the elepant.They were her best 

friends. Ginger always wanted a barn to stay in, as she didn’t have 
a house to stay.

That day before Ginger’s birthday party, they put all their stuff 
together to think of a present for Ginger. Filly had some fabric and 
decorating things, Milly had some tools and wood and Dumbo had 
colour paint and an antique grooming set. Soon they all had an idea 
to make a barn for Ginger. They started building, hitting, sawing, 
painting and putting the items nicely.

After they had fi nished, they clean themselves and went to get 
Ginger. They blind folded her and took her to the surprise place. 
Ginger was fi lled with excitement.

They counted”1, 2, 3 Surprise!” They took her blind-fold off. 
As she took her fi rst look she almost came to tears as her dream 
was standing right there. She jumped up and down saying thank 
you, thank you repeatedly.  Soon the party ended and all her 
friends left. Ginger before going to bed said a thank you to God 
for blessing her.                

By Bethany Elizabeth Richard
HEATHMONT - VIC 
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M
y writing career officially 
began when I self-published 
my first children’s book, 
Quizzical in September, 

2006. 

I have always loved to write, ever since 
I was a little girl, but when I was younger 
there weren’t the opportunities there are 
now for budding writers, so for me it was 
very much a part-time hobby.

It wasn’t until I turned forty that I sat 
down one day and wrote Quizzical as a 
short story of around 2,500 words.  I sent 
it off to a large publishing house, because 
I wasn’t sure who to send it to, and it was 
returned to me several weeks later with 
a covering letter.  The letter said that the 
story was very enjoyable, well-written and 
showed great potential, however it ‘did not 
suit their list at this time’.

Although disappointed, I was buoyed 
by the positive comments the manuscript 
had received, so I put it aside and pondered 
what I could do to make the story more 
‘publishable’.  So, I decided to do a writ-
ing course – The Diploma of Professional 
Writing for Children – a 12 month course 
done via correspondence through the then 
Australian College of Journalism.  In the 
meantime I had decided to expand Quizzi-
cal from a short story to a novel and I used 
some of my proposed chapters as course 

assignments.  I received very favourable 
comments from my tutor, which gave me 
the confi dence to keep pursuing the ‘novel’ 
idea, and by the time I’d fi nished the course, 
I’d pretty much fi nished the novel version 
of Quizzical.

Then, I pondered what to do next.  I 
wasn’t a spring chicken, so I didn’t want to 
send the manuscript to various publishers 
knowing that it could take weeks, or even 
months to receive a reply, and more likely 

than not that reply would be a rejection 
letter.

So, I decided to look into self-publishing 
the book.  We have a small publishing group 
in Drouin, which is only fi ve minutes from 
where I live, so I started there.  I thought 
they might consider publishing Quizzical 
because I was a local, but their specialty 
was educational books, but they were able 
to suggest a reputable graphic designer by 
the name of Allan Cornwell, who lived in 
Mornington, and published his own books, 
as well as helping other authors publish 
their books as well.  He requested that I 
send him a copy of my manuscript and, 
after reading it, agreed to help me with 
my project.

I wanted ‘Quizzical’ to be the best it 
could be, so it could compete adequately 
with all the commercial books on the mar-
ket, so when  Allan suggested I have the 
manuscript edited, I jumped at the chance.  
I was very fortunate the editor in question 
was Nan McNab, who edits all of Bryce 
Courtenay’s books.  She was a friend of 
Allan’s who had a break in her editing 
schedule and was happy to look over my 
manuscript.   She really enjoyed it, and with 
her help, the fi nished version of Quizzical 
was something I am very proud of.

(continued on page 11)
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(Continued from page 10.)

I was able to fi nd a distributor in the 
Australian Book Group, who took the 
book out to schools, libraries and the book 
trade.  It subsequently won the 2006 Best 
Australian Self-Published Book for Fiction 
Award and was picked up by commercial 
publishers, The Five Mile Press, who re-
released it in 2008, followed by the sequel, 
Money Bags.

They also published a small chapter 
book I wrote, called Alby and the Cat, for 
their Ripper Reads series in 2008.  My dad 
was blinded in an industrial accident and 
had a beautiful black guide dog called Duke 
for 13 years.  I wanted to write a story about 
guide dogs so that people, especially chil-
dren, could get more of an idea of what they 
do and know what a difference they made in 
the life of a visually impaired person.

Both Quizzical and Moneybags, together 
with Alby and the Cat, appear on various 
Premier’s Reading Challenge booklists, 
which I’m really proud of.

In 2009 The Five Mile Press asked me 
if I would write the text to a Christmas 
book they were planning.  I jumped at the 
chance.  I’ve always been a fi rm believer in 
grabbing hold of any opportunity, because 
they don’t come around too often.   I re-
ally enjoyed the research involved, and the 
challenge it presented me, and the result 
was “A Classic Christmas Treasury: Carols 
and Stories”, with beautiful illustrations by 
Lee Krutop.   

I live with my husband and three sons 
in a growing country town called Warragul, 
in regional Victoria, where I work as offi ce 
manager in our family business.  Whenever 
I get the chance I try to visit schools and 
libraries with something I call “Interactive 
Quizzical” where I have taken the quiz 
show setting of Quizzical and ‘brought it 
into the classroom’ to help promote literacy 
and encourage student interaction in a fun 
way.  This is one of my favourite parts of 
being an author!   

When I fi rst self-published Quizzical, all 
I hoped was that someone would read it and 
hopefully enjoy it, then tell someone else, 
which would lead me to hopefully writing 
another book, and another …

Writing is all I’ve ever wanted to do.  
I was a very shy child, who lacked self-
confi dence, so ‘putting myself out there’ 
and self-publishing a book was something 
I didn’t think I could ever do.  I didn’t 
think I was brave enough!   But I had a 
lot of faith in the book, and in the story’s 
concept, and at that stage in my life, I felt 
that self-publishing it was something I 
needed to do. 

I have two new books due out this year.  
The fi rst, Puzzle Palace, is the third book in 
the Quizzical series, and the other is Alby 
and the Cat: Showbusiness, the second of 
my books about Alby the guide dog.  They 
are both due for release around June.

I have a website at: 
www.quizzicalbook.com and love getting 
letters from children who read my books.  
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O
nce there was a boy named Ben. He was nine years old. 
He lived with his parents and Grandma. 

One cold, stormy night Ben was tucked in bed trying 
to get to sleep. Bang! Bang! A loud sound awoke Ben. 

It was coming from his cupboard. He slowly opened the cupboard 
door but there was nothing in sight. 

“Silly me,” he said as he laughed. The noise was actually com-
ing from his drawer. He opened the drawer slowly; in it there was 
a purple box. Inside the box was a fairy, a very tiny fairy. She 
fl ew out, and from under Ben’s bed she pulled out a bigger box. 
She was magically strong! She opened the bigger box and went 
inside it - and beckoned to Ben to follow her in. Ben went inside 
the box with her.

Suddenly Ben was in a magical land of elves and fairies. Ben 
didn’t realise that there was an elf standing on his left side. The 
naughty elf pushed Ben very hard on the ground and ran away. 
Some fairies saw Ben lying on the ground unconscious and they 
took him to hospital.

Ben slowly woke up and asked one of the fairies “Am I in a 
hospital?” 

She answered, “No, you are in the hospitale, where all fairy tale 
creatures come for treatment when they are ill.”         

Suddenly, Ben saw Snow White on the bed on his left and saw 
Sleeping Beauty on his right. Snow White seemed to have an apple 
stuck in her mouth, and Sleeping Beauty was snoring loudly and 
seemed to be thoroughly enjoying her long nap.

Ben felt well and Dr Whacky Whiskers said he was free to go. 
When he got out of hospital (oops, I mean hospitale), he went to 
the nearby park on foot. The trees were made out of chocolate and 
mint leaves. The pond was made out of lemonade and some fl ow-
ers were made out of lolly-pops. Ben picked up a magical fl ower 
and wished to go back home. Soon he was back in his own bed. 
He was as snug as a bug in a rug.

When Ben woke up in the morning, he remembered his strange 
adventure inside the magic box. He wondered if it was a dream…
when he heard a familiar sound – Bang! Bang!                                                                  

By Sarah Samnakay 
Age 8
CHURCHLANDS - WA
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I
t was early morning or late night – the 
sun was starting to set or rise, I just 
wasn’t sure which one. The sky was 
a bright pink-orange so I could only 

just make out my surroundings. I could 
see a playground in the distance, the dark 
blue swing set only fi fty metres or so away. 
The grass underneath me seemed to be a 
bit damp so it made me think it was early 
morning.

I couldn’t quite remember how I got 
here. Last night fell into a blur. The last 
thing I remember clearly was somehow 
convincing mum to let me go with my best 
mate Emma to an open house party just a 
few streets away. I’m only seventeen so 
she doesn’t like letting me out much, but 
I pulled the old ‘you have to let me make 
my own mistakes’ line and she reluctantly 
let me go. I now regret going to the party 
at all.

Emma's parents didn’t mind her going to 
parties and often brought her alcohol, and 
she gladly shared her drinks with me. As I'm 
not as experienced in the ‘party scene’ as 
her, it didn’t take me long to get drunk.

I’d drunk two by the time we reached 
the party and I was already stumbling over 
my own feet. I liked being drunk. I seemed 
to not care about anything and have a new 
sense of confi dence – it was like I’d been 
holding the whole world on my shoulders 
and never realized, and it’s not till I’m 
drunk that it gets lifted.

It was one of Emma’s friend’s parties. I’d 
meet her in passing but we’d never really 
talked more then a friendly good-day here 
and there. I didn’t really know any one at 
the party. Except for Mitch who I’d been 
texting for the last couple of weeks now, 
nothing had happened yet but we defi antly 
implied a lot of things, other then him 
though I didn’t know any one, I’d seen 
most of them at school, but never meet 
them. Nonetheless I let Emma talk me in 
to coming.

I wasn’t at the party for long before I 
started to mingle with the other guests. 
They were all so nice. I never realized 
before. It made me wonder why I’d never 
liked them before. I always thought the 
boys were too big of show-offs and the 
girls were always too bitchy. As the music 

played and we all danced along, many of 
my new friends kept handing me drinks and 
I kept taking them, not wanting to hurt their 
feelings. I lost track of how many I had, but 
the more I drank the more free I felt. As the 
night started to develop into a huge blur I 
distinctly remember catching a glimpse of 
Mitch in one corner of the yard to my horror 
makeing out with another girl, I couldn’t tell 
who she was from behind. To shocked and 
heart broken I left that scene alone and went 
back to getting extremely drunk.

It must have been about midnight when 
one of my new friends, I think his name was 
Damien or something, asked me to go for a 
walk. Not caring about what might happen 
and still recovering from my resent heart 
brake, I accepted the invitation politely. I 
don’t think we went far but it was hard to 
walk and I ended up slung over Damien’s 
shoulder. It was dark on the streets but I 
could see some lights up ahead. It must be 
a park, I thought to myself. Sure enough 
about five minuets later Damien was 
walking me up along some grass and toward 
what looked like another group from the 
party. Among them I could recognisee a 
boy called Jack. I knew him from school 
– he was in my history class, and he’d 
sometimes sit next to me when he didn’t 
understand what the teacher was saying 
and wanted me to translate.

As we walked towards the group Jack 
saw it was me and walked out to meet us. 
Damien didn’t like the fact that I knew one 
of the boys and started to walk me away. I 
tried to stop him and walk out to meet Jack 
half way, but Damien stopped me and tried 
again to steer me away from the approach-
ing boy. Jack obviously didn’t like the idea 
of Damien trying to get away from him with 
me. I can’t remember exactly who said what 
or who challenged whom but some how 
Damien and Jack were fi ghting, 

I tried to tell them to stop but slurred my 
words too much for any one to understand. 
They were throwing punches and I didn’t 
like the idea of someone getting hurt. So I 
stumbled over towards them hoping they 
would stop once I got too close, you know 
how they do in movies. Obviously things 
in movies don’t happen in real life, so 
they didn’t stop throwing punches – and 
unfortunately I stood right in front of one 
of their punches. It hit me hard and I fell 
to the ground . . . that’s been the last thing 
I remembered.

Obviously they decided to leave me here 
and run, in fear they would get in trouble, 
because here I lay on the ground in the park. 
As I rolled over I could fell my head thump-
ing, but I was still too tired to get up so I 
closed my eyes and went back to sleep.

“Lizz! Oh, my God – Lizz, please don’t 
be dead!”

I woke to hear Emma yelling. I tried to 
open my eyes to see her but the sun was in 
my eyes, so I guess it was about nine now 
due to where the sun was sitting in the sky. 
It took me a minute to allow my eyes to 
focus before I could open them, and when 
I did I could see Emma was leaning over 
me still yelling.

“Lizz, please don’t be dead. Someone 
call for help, quickly! Oh, my god, she’s 
moving – someone help! Lizz, Lizz, are 
you okay? Lizz, answer me!”

She was obviously worried but I couldn’t 
fi nd my voice to be able to reply. I tried to 
clear my throat. It was so sore and dry; it 
took another few minutes before I could 
reply. “Emma, calm down, I’m fi ne.” It 
was all I could say; my voice was crackly 
and my head was so sore. After that I fell 
back to sleep.

Teenage
life style

By Samantha Jeffreys, Year 12
Manduah Sinor College
MANDURAH - WA
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I
t’s not easy being the only boy in the 
world who wants a typewriter for his 
thirteenth birthday. It’s not easy being 
the only anything. Being the only one, 

the only person, the only kid, especially the 
only kid, is never easy.

I remember wanting that typewriter. An 
Olivetti Lettera 22. It was invented the year 
I was born and on its tenth birthday it won 
an award as the best design product for 100 
years. People around the world wanted that 
machine, except in my home town. That 
Lettera 22 sat in the shop window for my 
13th birthday, and then my 14th and I left 
town being the only one who wanted it. The 
boy, the typewriter. Lonely, both of them.

Most of my childhood was the feeling 
of being the only one. The only boy whose 
father had left (common these days but not 
back then). The only boy living with secrets 
of abuse. The only boy on the wrong side of 
the law. So many only’s in my life. 

And among them, the only boy who ever 
sat at an old offi ce typewriter and wrote 
stories of his life as if they were about some 
other boy and as soon as the page was fi lled 
he would tear it from the machine and it 
would be crumpled and torn and burned 
to ash before some other person could lay 
eyes on it. 

It was a long time before I showed my 
writing to other people. Oh yeah, there was 
school stuff. I wasn’t much good at essays 
because the teacher always chose the topic 
and it had to be factual. But compositions, 
fi ction, I could handle. I remember one 
about a man camping out and waking to 
fi nd a snake crawling through his sleeping 
bag. I managed to write two pages about 
a man lying motionless in terror. Another 
was about a sports car that lost control and 
came careering into the school quadrangle 
at assembly. And no, my maths teacher did 
not get run over, more’s the pity now that 
I look back on it.

The Only One
by Kim Miller
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I was nearly forty when I fi rst entered a 
short story competition. By then I had two 
university degrees and was studying for a 
PhD, which your teacher will tell you is a 
fancy piece of paper indeed and requires 
some fancy writing and it all has to be fac-
tual. But until that time my fi ction writing 
slept fi tfully within me. 

A few years later I sent some of my short 
stories to a publisher and he liked them and 
suddenly my fi rst book was sitting in my 
hands and I ran my fi ngers over the cover 
as if it was the fi nest silk and I wondered 
if I was the only one to ever have felt so 
proud.

Being ‘the only one’ does not get me 
like it used to when I was a kid. However, 
I clearly remember what it was like to be 
me back then. I had lived through some 
frightening abuse as a little boy and there 
was nobody there to protect me. I had got-
ten into some small time crime. I lived for 
a bit in this boy’s home where every boy 
thought he was ‘the only one’ with a life 
like this.

My fi rst novel was published this year. 
It’s called They Told Me I Had To Write 
This. Don’t you reckon that’s a great title? 
It’s the opening sentence of the book. 
There’s this teenage boy named Clem. He’s 
been sent to a school for kids who are ‘too 
hot to handle’. He’s got problems. Family 
problems. Problems at school. Trouble 
with the coppers. He’s in this place for 
troubled boys. Oh dear, this is starting to 
sound familiar.

Well, anyway, the school counsellor asks 
Clem to write letters to his grandmother. 
Clem is angry at the world, he’s angry at the 
new school, he’s even angry at the counsel-
lor’s red hot Italian motorbike. But he’s not 
angry at his gram so he starts writing. It’s 
more ‘page rage’ than writing. His anger 
melts the ink from his pen into his letters. 
And something starts to change. My book 
is what happens as Clem starts to share his 
life and leave behind the feeling that he is 
‘the only one’. Clem is not really good at 
understanding life because he’s too busy 
being angry at it. Can you get that?

He somehow fi nds himself with a beau-
tiful girlfriend, but as she’s asking him if 
he wants to go with her his ability to speak 
goes on holiday to Mars and she says to 
him, ‘You can just nod if you want to.’ It’s 
one of the fun moments in the book, but 
it’s also sad that Clem doesn’t recognise 
anything lovable in himself. 

He does fi gure out how to get another 
boy at the school to eat a can of dog food, 
and in the book you will learn a great trick 
to do to your worst enemy. And in case you 
don’t have a worst enemy this is no time 
to go making one. Just enjoy reading how 
Clem does it. 

Another boy burns down that counsel-
lor’s red hot motorbike and Clem gets angry 
and attacks him. But when he’s talking to 
the counsellor about the fi ght he says that 
if anybody was going to destroy that bike it 
should have been Clem himself. How can 
we fi gure out somebody like that?

Well, I’ll tell you a secret. Life is com-
plicated. And that’s as simple as I can put 
it. Life is complicated. 

I used to be a boy in trouble. These days 
I am a prison chaplain. And of all the men 
I have worked with in prison over so many 
years, nearly every one of them writes po-
etry. Getting boys in school to write poetry 
can be like sending them to the dentist. But 
men in prison write poetry every day.

I work with the men who used to be kids 
like I was. Can you see how that is a bit 
odd? One boy is in strife and he ends up as 
an adult in prison. Another boy is in strife 
and he ends up as the chaplain in the same 
prison. What makes the difference?

One difference is that one boy wrote 
about his life. That boy sat at a typewriter 
and tried to make sense of it all. When 
something went wrong he would write a 
story as if it was happening to somebody 
else. Even in the boy’s home he would 
write that stuff. When that boy became an 
adult he had an advantage. He understood 
a little more. He could see a bit better how 
life worked. Writing those stories did some-
thing as he was growing up and he didn’t 
even know it was happening. 

In They Told Me I Had To Write This, 
Clem starts to enjoy the writing and even 
invents some playful new words. One of 
his words is ‘apologelato’. I’m not going 
to tell you what it means. Some things you 
have to fi nd out for yourself.

Kim Miller

K
M
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There’s a hairy spider in my loo,
He’s a big, black, scary one too!

“Darling! Darling, don’t keep him in,
We don’t want him growing a larger kin.”

I tried to get him out, I really did,
But he crawled away and somewhere he hid.

A few days later, guess who I found,
That monstrous spider coming out of a mound!

I tried to grab him, I really tried,
But he scurried away. I sat down and cried.

Then suddenly, I had an idea,
And magically, everything became clear.

I’d have to trap him with something enticing,
Maybe insects, certainly not icing!

So I set out the bait,
And began to wait...

I stayed waiting for a short period of time,
Until the clock in my house started to chime.

I raced in as fast as could be,
For 6 o’clock meant dinner for me!

The freezing cold of 
where I lay

I trotted through the snow by night,
The horse whinnied, the bit was too tight.

On my horse I sat without glee,
This was no time for “Yip Yipee”.

The surrounding darkness covered my face,
Snow dripped from my rusting mace,

In these times, these dark, rough times,
The only bright colours were those of the limes.

I froze under my winter coat,
The mountain goats began to gloat,

Horse trotted on with me on his back,
I was securing the heavy sack.

His knees buckled as I fell down,
In the distance I saw my town,
I can’t go back I told myself,

The king will kill me, he told me himself.

I can’t move on with only me,
My horse, he is the only key,

To unlock the door of my salvation,
Warmth would be a great sensation.

That sensation, of course, I did not reach,
Life was sucked out of me, like a leach,

As I rose to the heavens above,
I saw a sign, a bright white dove.

All I know now is that the King,
Has since left his castle ring,

To the mountains he ran in hate,
And ended up with the same fate.

By Rachel Trim 
Year 5
Sacred Heart Catholic Primary School
MONA VALE - NSW
Teacher: Miss. Gibson

By Sally Davies
Year 5
Lauriston Girls’ School
ARMADALE - VIC
Teacher: Miss Melinda Evans
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LOST
“B

ut Mum! I don’t want to 
go shopping!” I whine.
“Why? You love going to 
the shops.”

“I will only go if you buy me a lolly!” I 
demand. I look at my mum and she gives 
me a crooked smile.

“Deal!” she sighs and begins walking to 
the car. Yes! I always knew I could win any 
battle with bargaining. As I walk to the car 
I spot Tim riding up the road on his bike. 
I simply wave and trudge into the car. My 
mum seems unusually quiet, making every 
moment of the car trip awkwardly silent. 
The car drive seemed endless, so when we 
arrived the sound of hustle and bustle of the 
daily shoppers broke the silence.

The shops seemed overly crowded to-
day. It was like a maze to get to the shop 
you wanted. Lunging through the crowd 
and hoping that you wouldn’t arrive at a 
dead end. All that I could see was legs of 
hurrying shoppers. The only thing keeping 
me from being engulfed in the sea of shop-
pers was the fi rm grip of my mum’s hand on 
mine. I knew that I would never let go of it. 
Never in a million years. I tried to call out to 
my mum, to ask her where we were going, 
or what we were going to do. However the 
booming sound of loud voices coming from 
all directions drowned out my voice.

As we entered a shop, and the door 
closed behind us, the sound of voices 
dimmed slightly. I peered around me to 
fi nd aisles and aisles of food, appliances, 
and other shopping needs. We must be 
inside a big supermarket. As she plucked 
a trolley from a counter I climbed into the 
small seat in the trolley. We begin moving 
through the aisles, my mum taking things 
from the aisles every now and then and 
placing them in the trolley delicately. Once 
she began moving in the opposite direction, 
towards the counters I sighed in relief. The 
shopping was over! Nevertheless, I could 
never forget the promise she had made.

“Mum!” I shouted up to her. She doesn’t 
react.

“MUM!” I bellow and she glares down 
at me menacingly.

“What honey?” She answers.

“Mum, what about my lolly?”

“Oh! Yes your lolly. Um well I’m going 
to get in the queue at the counter so you can 
go to the lolly aisle and get yourself a lolly 
and then come straight back and meet me 
at the counter. Ok?”

“Yep!” I call and start running towards 
the aisle. As I spot the isle I run down it. 
Once the lollies come into view I stop and 
look at all of them with pleasure. Which one 
should I get? They all look so good. Out of 
the corner of my eye I spot an old man. He 
looks at me and then with a hint of a smile 
begins walking down the aisle towards me. 
He stops right next to me. As I reach up to 
take a sherbet, the lolly I wanted, he grabs 
my hand.

“Hey, kid. You hungry?” he asks. A jolt 
of fear surges through me. I am kind of 
hungry though I guess.

“Yeah, a bit hungry.” I reply.

“Look. I’ve got heaps of lollies in my 
car. It’s parked just outside here. There’d 
be heaps for you if you wanted to come.” 
He asks.

I’m not sure if I should go. I mean I don’t 
even know him. But I am really hungry and 
that does sound really good. Maybe I’ll go 
just for a little bit, to give me time to get 
back to mum.

“Sure! But just for a little bit OK?” I 
state.

“Cool!” He replies enthusiastically. As 
he tightens his grip on my hand we begin 
walking out the back exit of the shop. I 
spot my mum waiting patiently at one of 
the counters. I begin to wonder about this. 
Maybe I should have said no.

Outside I spot his car in a disabled park-
ing spot. He’s not disabled. He owns a white 
van. The windows tinted so dark that you 
can’t see anything inside. Separating the 
driver’s seat from the back seats is a metal 
cage. As I enter the car I realize that this 
wasn’t such a good idea. I suddenly am very 
eager to get back inside the shop. My mum 
must be getting worried by now.

“Actually Mr, I think I’ll just go now. 
I’m not that hungry anymore.” I say. As I 
turn to get out of the car he puts out his arm 
and blocks me from getting out.

“You’re not going anywhere.” He says.

“What?” I say, confused.

He slams the door in my face and jumps 
into the drivers seat. He begins driving, 
unusually fast.

“Help.” I mumble.

Once I realize we’ve been driving for 
over an hour, it fi nally sinks in, I’m not get-
ting out. I’d seen reports on the news about 
this, how children are being abducted. Only 
they said that the children never come back, 
and they don’t say what happens to them. I 
don’t know what to do; jumping out of the 
car would mean certain death. Why did I 
have to insist that I get a lolly? What would 
have happened if my mum had asked me to 
get the lolly at the start of the shopping? The 
man wouldn’t have been there then.

It feels as if the walls of the van are clos-
ing in on me. A soft siren in the distance 
rings in my ears, only it’s getting louder, 
louder, louder. I look behind me and my 
heart skips a beat. Two police cars are 
racing up the empty road. Sirens blaring. I 
release an enormous sigh of relief.

“No!” Screams the man and I feel the 
van lurch forward even faster. The police 
cars are closing in, signalling us to pull 
over. The van moves faster. I peer forward 
and see a large intersection coming up. 
Suddenly the lights turn orange, then red. 
But the man is determined to escape. As he 
goes through the red light and crosses the 
intersection I look to the left just in time to 
see a semi-trailer hit the van.

The van fl ies to the right. I feel my body 
hitting every side of the van possible. I feel 
my head smash into the top of it and sud-
denly everything goes black.

By Blake Lovely
Year 7
Mosman High School
MOSMAN - NSW
Teacher: Mrs Hodgson
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The Test
I 

shivered as the cold, bitter wind howled into my pale ears. 
I stood outside my classroom with my friends, in the same 
condition as me. The precious seconds went by; seconds we 
could have spent in the warmth of our classroom. The teacher 

was always late when an assignment was due. The assignment! I 
forgot to do it. My blood turned as cold as my hands and ears. I 
turned to my best friend, Boffi n. “Quick,” I whispered, “tell me 
the answers for the mathematics assignment!” Boffi n sensed the 
urgency of my voice. That’s the good thing about smart friends: 
they give you the right answers all the time.

Boffi n started reading out the answers, “C, D, A …”

“Slow down,” I desperately cried, “and talk softer; the others 
might hear you.”

Boffi n started reading them out again, except slower and softer, 
“C, D, A …”

By the time I had fi nished all the questions, I felt warmth in my 
body, probably from the adrenalin of the process. I waited impa-
tiently for the teacher to come. All the other kids were shivering; 

some were even chattering their teeth. Boffi n started to ‘smoke’, 
with his invisible cigarette. Others followed him, breathing out 
clouds of ‘smoke’.

Finally, the teacher stepped out of the classroom. We all felt the 
warmth of the classroom sweep across out faces. The teacher, Mr 
Kovosche, had burning red cheeks and a mammoth of a stomach. 
If he smiled more often, I bet you he could’ve won the ‘best Santa-
costume award’, without any make-up put on.

As we headed off to our next class, Boffi n exclaimed, “I told 
you the wrong answers - on purpose!” Tears were pouring out of 
his face in laughter. I was too, but in a different way. I stormed 
back into the classroom. My assignment was already in the ‘marked 
assignments’ pile…

I cried out to my mathematics teacher, “I need my assignment 
back!” He looked at me with a surprised expression. It could’ve 
even been his fi rst different expression from his monotonous frown. 
I told him my story about the assignment.

Before I even got up to when Boffi n tricked me, he exclaimed 
with triumph, “No wonder you got 100% for you assignment!”

By John Zhu
Year 6
Oxley College
CHIRNSIDE PARK - VIC
Teacher: Mrs Sutton

16 Oz Kids in Print May 2010



24th December, 1984, MMIB 
Headquarters

T
he MMIB, or Melbourne Mouse 
Invention Board, was a rather 
peculiar name for the small fi rm 
which had based itself under a 

concrete sleeper supporting the stretch of 
light-rail tram track through Royal Park.

The mice that ran this fi rm were nowhere 
near normal. Behind the showroom (where 
they sold their inventions) there were three 
chambers: the Gas Chamber (no, no, this 
has nothing to do with the Holocaust), 
the mice went there to escape if someone 
pumped cyanide gas into their shop. It 
worked by expelling fresh air out of an open 
door. Every single pane of glass in their 
compound was bulletproof and quadruple-
glazed. Every metal and/or concrete surface 
was reinforced with either carbon-fi ber 
girdering (the mice made this themselves 
from charcoal) or extra-thick, quadruple-
glazed, industry-strength fl oat-glass. The 
other ‘Safety Chamber’ was the Bacterium 

Chamber. Here, every single surface was 
coated, down to the last square nanometer; 
in silver ions (they’re anti-bacterial). The 
door could hold against 6000 pounds of 
force and doubled as an airlock. The last 
(and the biggest) chamber was their secret 
laboratory. Here they concocted their secret 
brews and came up with marvelous inven-
tions. It doubled as a testing ground for 
anything under the sum that they’d newly 
invented. There were also storerooms and 
a large factory where the goods were pro-
duced. The whole complex was run by two 
electric motors, one as the motor and one as 
a generator. This formula had served them 
well over the years.

“Dave,” Du Pleissis (the boss of the 
fi rm) said, “would you be kind enough to 
go to Essendon Depot and nab a motor off 
one of those new trams? Get rid of those 
stupid speed-limiting devices. We have fi ve 
orders for the M-40 electric aeroplane. Each 
aeroplane needs two motors.”

Suddenly, a mouse holding a thick board 

walked in. “Ten more orders for the M-40 
electric aeroplane.” “All right,” Du Pleissis 
said, “you can go,” and he returned to his 
conversation with Dave. “All right, we’ll 
need 30 motors and have to loot 15 trams. 
Take as many as possible. Catch the last 
Route 55 run – it’s sure to go to Essendon 
Depot.” And with that and a swish of his 
waist coat he was gone.

Dave was quick to react. He called 30 
men (one to each motor) and led them 
down a secret passageway and then up 
an electricity pylon via a stepladder (fi rst 
seeing if there were any nosy walkers or 
tram-drivers).

By now, they were right on top of the 
electricity pylon, and down beneath them 
was the right-of-way route 55 used on its 
journey through Royal Park. Now walking 
on wires, the mice made their way, careful 
to remain as inconspicuous as possible, 
towards the nearest stop, which wasn’t 
that far away.

Continued on P18

The Escape
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Continued from P17

They waited. And waited. At last a 
tram with its destination board saying 
“Essendon Depot” arrived, a battered old 
veteran which had served the Melbourne & 
Metropolitan Tramways Board faithfully 
for more than 60 years, resplendent in its 
green-and-cream livery. The mice eased 
towards the trolley-pole, trying to remain 
unseen and slid down it like tiny fi refi ghters 
as soon as the tram had boarded and was 
ready to move off. Once was moving, it 
went quite fast, and the mice had to grasp 
onto anything graspable to prevent being 
swept away.

After a long period of shifting, shunt-
ing, screeching around bends, the tram 
was safely stored. The mice rested for two 
hours, then swung into action. Each mouse 
had a screwdriver (adjustable), a wrench 
(motorized and adjustable, with the motor 
compatible to screwdriver), blowtorch, 
torch and one master key. Now, they all 
took out a torch and started searching for 
the newest trams.

It didn’t take long before 30 motors sat 
before them. They were rather small (by 
human standards), but very, very powerful. 
“Now,” Dave was saying, “we need a mo-
torized rail-trolley.” He started to search. 
The other mice followed his example. Soon 
a lovely trailer on rails stood before them. 
The mice started to load the motors on it, 
and then started to push it out of the sheds. 
Suddenly, Dave stopped and reminded the 
mice. “Remember, the trailer is motorized. 
Now we need to fi nd a switch for on and 

off.” He quickly found a small red button 
and pressed it. The trailer started to move. 
Dave quickly pressed it again. The trailer 
continued to move, but backwards! Dave 
ran after it, and banged a fi sted paw on the 
button. That stopped it. “Phew!” he said, 
“we know all its workings now, don’t we?” 
The others nodded vigorously.

The gates were another problem. It had 
been locked from the outside. But it was 
easily bypassed by blowtorching a hole 
(big enough for the trailer and thirsty mice 
to pass through).

Oh, what a glorious ride it was! It was a 
thrill to go fl ying down Flemington Road 
with no nosy drivers staring at you! But 
they had to fi ddle with the rails every time 
the tracks divided. At one time they had 
to reverse in order to rejoin the Route 55 
private right-of-way.

After a while, the thirsty motors had 
been unloaded and the trailer’s red button 
had been pressed and that had set it off. 
The MMIB was now abuzz with action-
rats, mice carrying new materials, and, of 
course, rats.

The MMIB had a way with rats. They 
were usually scrutinized, then enslaved 
while they were scavenging for food. One 
such rat was Sabine, who lived under the 
St Kilda Police Headquarters’ superinten-
dent’s desk.

24 hours later

She had shocking news the next day. 
“Du Pleissis, the superintendent knows 
about your little motor-theft!” Du Pleissis 

just stared, his mouth wide open, his eyes 
goggling out. Sabine continued, “they’re 
not going to just stick cyanide gas or bac-
teria into your shop, they’ve SOLID proof 
that you lot are immune to it – and they 
know almost everything about you. But 
all this is just a piccaninny compared with 
what I’m going to tell you now: They’ve 
employed a peregrine falcon to search for 
you!” She gathered her breath together and 
trotted off. “Wait!” Du Pleissis shouted, 
“when do they start this?” “Tomorrow,” She 
said. Then she scampered away.

It took a while for this to sink into Du 
Pleissis. But once it had, he was swift to 
give orders: “Dave, fi nd the motors you 
stole yesterday and bring ’em to the fac-
tory! Rufus! Tell the factory workers to 
take apart all the Workday Bicycles in the 
storeroom and join all the chains together 
as two identical ones and pile up the cogs 
and take ’em all into the factory. Plus, 
take all the frames and tell ’em to make 
’em into scaffolding. Angus, get to the lab 
and design a ornithopter – make sure it 
can seat all the mice – I’ll be driving, and 
pedals, to control the speed – this should 
be governed by an effi cient transmission 
– and a steering wheel – to control the 
rudder. Plus, we must use pedal power 
and half of all the motors rustled yesterday 
to generate power for the other 15 mo-
tors. But most importantly, YOU MUST 
INCLUDE THE GAS CHAMBER AND 
THE BACTERIUM CHAMBER! Merv! 
Go to the nearest rubbish bin and take out 
as much rubbish as possible. Take 10 men 
with you, got that?”
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“Yes sir!” said a chorus of voices.

“Right. Commence your duties.” Du 
Pleissis sank into his leather desk chair and 
started to curse the falcon and the police 
with language so foul that such words can-
not be said aloud in public.

The next few days were spent in intense 
labour as the mice prepared to escape. A 
large hollow had been carved out of the 
space under the tracks and then lined with 
tarpaulin and strengthened with as much 
scaffolding as possible without restricting 
space, in order to achieve maximum space 
and safety. Despite the fact that Du Pleis-
sis had told all the rest of his contacts that 
he would not be seeing them for a long 
time, the interior of the complex was still 
a hive of activity. Plans were waiting to be 
approved by Du Pleissis. Workers rushed 
around the machine like ants, gingerly fi t-
ting various components.

After a week of painstaking work, the 
machine was fi nally fi nished.

It had propellers which could be put in 
any direction, pedal powered dynamos (in 
fact, they were motors); a PCEAT (Pedal 
Controlled, Electrically Assisted Transmis-
sion, which the mice invented themselves), 
three levels, and flapping wings were 
manually joined to its motors. In the pilot’s 
cockpit, there were: a steering wheel to con-
trol the rudder (actually, it was a wooden 
spoked cogwheel with the teeth rubbed 
smooth), a lever to control the elevators 
(those things under the tail of any plane 
that make it rise), a gauge controlled by a 
gyroscope (there were two, one at the nose 
and one at the tail, since the whole plane 
only had two wheels), which measured the 
tilt of the plane, an artifi cial horizon and a 
compass. And countless little buttons.

The day after building of the great 
semi-ornithopter ceased, at the crack of 
dawn, it was unveiled. The gyroscopes 
had been hotted up but just in case, it had 
been propped up with bricks. A few mice 
rushed about, shoving luggage into the 
cargo compartment.

The interior of the showroom and what 
remained of the quarters of the mice had 
been thoroughly “ratifi ed”, which was the 
term Du Pleissis used to describe turning a 
sanitized place into a pigsty. The bunks in 
the dormitory had been soaked in brine until 
they were rusted and pitted. Furthermore, 
the mattresses had been used to line the 
walls of the great ornithopter (presumably 
to hide all the bulletproof glass used to 
plaster up the sides), and rotten fruit peel 
collected from various places had replaced 
them. Not keen to waste anything, the mice 

had added soil, food scraps, patches of 
leather, cloth, rubber and vinyl (all chewed 
up) to the brine in which the bunks had been 
soaked in. The resulting brown muck was 
then spread all over the bare walls and the 
fl oor and left to dry. But enough of that, 
we must get on.

The last of the luggage had been loaded, 
but a few mice still stood outside as Du 
Pleissis was still doing the last of the safety 
tests. Then, with the mice that were outside 
running and boarding and closing the door 
at the same time, the great silver bird began 
to move.

The falcon saw all this from 
thousands of meters away, 
just under the clouds. He 
was angry because he had 
not foiled their plot before 
they could begin. He was 
even angrier because he had 
not just stuck his head in 
and torn their brains out. 
He was MOST AN-
GRY about the fact 
that THEY HAD 
BEEN WORK-
ING RIGHT UN-
DER HIS NOSE 
TO ESCAPE! But 
now, there was 
only one thing to 
do. Payback. With 
a fl ap of his wings, 
the falcon started 
to stalk the mice.

All had been go-
ing well for Du Pleis-
sis and his crew. He 
was quite moderately pressing onto the 
pedal (it was restrained to his hind paw), 
and everybody was pedaling and chatting 
away at the same time. Then, it happened.

A mouse who happened to glance out 
of a side window screamed, “FALCON!” 
This seemed to have an electronic effect 
on the mice.

Du Pleissis hit the pedal down so hard it 
nearly cut a hole through the fl oor.

The passengers started to pedal like fi re 
ants overdosed with Benzedrine.

The huge plane accelerated like the car 
of man who has only a minute to live and 
has to get to hospital really quick when he 
lives in a tiny community fi fty k’s away 
from it.

The falcon continued to fl ank them from 
their right.

Then all of a sudden, Du Pleissis 
pulled the pedal up so violently it almost 

tore out of 
its socket. The 

plane de-accelerated so fast 
that it nearly fell out of the sky. The 

falcon shot forward. “Phew!” Du Pleissis 
muttered under his breath, “that was a close 
call! Keep on pedal…” He did not get to fi n-
ish his sentence because the falcon was now 
right on their tail and he had just broken 
through the door and chomped through the 
cable that connected to the propellers.

The plane started to lose altitude like a 
fl y whose wings have been torn off by some 
vicious airborne predator.

Then all of a sudden, the mice who 
had been trying to fi x the cable made a 
breakthrough.

The power came on. The plane plum-
meted faster.

“Bring’er up!” One of the mice screamed 
over the whistle of the wind.

But Du Pleissis would have none of 
this.

He had been light on the pedal. Now he 
slammed it down with his paw. Hard.

So hard he made an imprint on the 
fl oor.

The plane plummeted faster than ever.

Then, with land quickly approaching, Du 
Pleissis started to level out the plane.

Continued on P20
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Continued from P19

Suddenly, and with a huge ‘THUMP!’ 
the huge semi-ornithopter landed smack 
on the electronic wine atop the St. Kilda 
railway line (which isn’t surprising, as the 
wheels were actually two pulleys).

The falcon, however, wasn’t so lucky. 
There was a dismal ‘tzzzzz’ as his sharp 
beak pierced the wire and he got electro-
cuted. But that didn’t faze him.

He swooped up at the last moment, and 
was soon high up in the air, ready to swoop 
at any time.

Three mice had been posted by Du Pleis-
sis to look out for any signs of danger. One 
of them suddenly shouted, “there’s a car 
following us!” It was true. There was a car 
following them. It was white with a stripe 
of blue-and-white silltoe tartan around 
the side. There was an undistinguishable 
number written on the roof and even more 
undistinguishable words written on the 
doors, bonnet and boot. It had to be the 
police.

And it was. Inspector O’Grady was 
driving patrol car number 157 and he was 
gunning the engine like mad and overtaking 
everything in his path – he had to in order to 
keep up with the great big silver cigar – it 
was much faster than the other cars. He had 
also noticed that it was somehow latching 
onto the pantograph of the train. This made 
catching them much easier.

The train was approaching the Bridport 
Street level crossing. This gave him his 
chance. With the rear axle screeching 
and fl ying out behind him, the Inspector 
swerved onto Bridport Street, steered on 
obstacle course around the crossing gates, 
slammed on the brakes, and waited.

There was no sound of the train brak-
ing. Nor was there the sound of the driver 
jumping off his train.

Just a sickening thud, a bang, and the 
sound of six carriages of stainless steel 
Hitachi Electric Multiple Unit rolling over 
the boot and rear axle of a Ford Falcon.

Then, the Inspector, carrying something 
wrapped with a tarpaulin, climbed out of 
the car, and ran after the train, which had 
stopped to pick up passengers at Albert 
Park station.

Meanwhile, up on the wires, Du Pleissis 
and his passengers and crew were going 
fast. Very fast. But they were excited as 
well.

All of this excitement was broken when 
one of the mice on the outlook for danger 
shouted, “there’s a train following us! I 
know because it goes much faster than it 
normally does.”

“Wait – something coming outta that 
hatch –wait – it’s black – it’s shiny –heav-
ens above! It’s the barrel of a GUN!” This 
sent a shiver around the interior of the 
plane. But there was absolutely no sign of 
it on Du Pleissis’s face as he calmly whis-

pered something to a few mice. The mice 
then promptly whispered it to everyone.

Inspector O’Grady, meanwhile, was 
loading an anti-aircraft gun with a grenade. 
He then started to aim it at the great big 
silver fl ying cigar.

Meanwhile, high in the air, the falcon 
was staring down at the ground. There was 
only a few hundred metres between the 
plane and the railway and the terminus. He 
started to swoop down.

At the same time, the Inspector had 
climbed to the roof of the train and had his 
gun pointed at the plane.

He fi red.

At exactly the same time, Du Pleis-
sis shouted, “NOW!” and with that, he 
slammed down his paw so hard the fl oor 
broke to splinters.

The passengers immediately started 
to pedal like it was a matter of life and 
death.

Du Pleissis then pulled the elevators up. 
The plane rose quickly.

A few yards away, the falcon was getting 
ready to grab out the tail when the whole 
plane accelerated out of his reach. This 
caught him off balance – and put him in 
the fi ring line.

For a few seconds at the most, there 
was a serene moment as the falcon stared 
silently and angrily at the airborne plane, 
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standing on the wire at the same time, the 
grenade gliding silently towards him. A 
moment later, there was a huge “BANG!” 
and all that remained of the falcon was a 
loose cloud of mottled feathers, a fi ne spray 
of blood, and burnt fragments of bone and 
fl esh, everything falling over the rails.

O’Grady had no time to waste – there 
were only a few metres of track left. He 
didn’t know this, but fi red any way.

The grenade sped towards the orni-
thopter. It lodged itself under the tail of the 
plane, and then exploded.

But it didn’t blow the plane to bits. In 
fact, it actually made the plane go even 
faster – the plane fl ew away, into the arms 
of the big wide world.

Meanwhile, the Inspector wasn’t so 
lucky. He’d shooed the driver off the train 
and put a brick on the pedal which made the 
train go as fast as possible. By now, with 
the train a hair’s breadth away from the end 
of tracks, it was too late.

The train careered over the rails, smash-
ing through a wooden barrier and a brick 
one built over the wooden one, then fl ew 
over the embankment, fell with a huge 
“THUD!” on the left side of Fitzroy Street, 
and continued to career out of control, de-
molishing two trams, countless cars and a 
lamppost, ploughed through the houses on 
the other side, shot across the Esplanade, 
demolishing a tram stop in its wake, then 
smashed straight into the walls of Luna Park 

with a sickening “THUD!” A moment later, 
there was another “THUD!” accompanied 
by a loud “CRUNCH!” as the rollercoaster 
track built atop the wall collapsed on top 
of the train. A gigantic cloud of dust, pow-
dered paint and sawdust emerged from the 
mangled mess of broken wood and metal 
that remained of the wall.

The mice were now safe and sound, high 
above the wreckage. There were hovering 
right above the mess and all of a sudden, a 
bullet whizzed through a small hatch – the 
mad Inspector was still shooting.

The small hatch happened to be the 
lavatory hatch, were excrement of all sorts 
fell to their destinies. Every one of the 
mice sat on a toilet while pedaling. All of 
the lavatories were connected to a central 
Archimedes’s screw which spun at high 
speed to mix the horrid stuff together and 
expel it out, and out of the hatch as well. 
None of the rats or mice had had to go 
to the toilet – they were too excited now, 
and suddenly, Du Pleissis shouted, “who 
wants to go to the toilet?!” All paws went 
up. “Alright,” Du Pleissis said, “one, two, 
and three…” He held his breath for a mo-
ment… “GO!”

There was furious plopping.

After it had all ended, Du Pleissis 
pressed a small button on the fascia board 
labeled “S” for screw.

There was a furious grinding of gears.

A steady stream of fi nely mixed raw 
sewage stared to pour out of the hatch…
and straight into Inspector O’Grady’s gun 
barrel.

But the Inspector didn’t notice. He fi red 
anyway…but nothing came out apart from 
hot, smelly volcano of mud. At that mo-
ment, the police superintendent stormed 
into the wreckage, followed by a squadron 
of police dogs and police men and women. 
“You absolute idiot!” The superintendent 
screamed furiously. “First, you write off a 
police car, then you hijack a train, explode 
a falconer’s pride and joy to smithereens, 
then you drive the train off an embankment 
and destroy four cars, two trams, a bicycle, 
a scooter, two lampposts, six carriages of 
Electric Multiple Unit, a part of a wall and, 
most importantly, the best part of the most 
iconic rollercoaster in Melbourne! And, 
with 36 people on board! I mean, really! 
Anyway, that’s fi ve million dollars’ dam-
age! $5 MILLION! Oh what a day, what 
a day, what a day, what a day, WHAT A 
DAAAAAYYYYYY!!!!!!!” “And that,” 
He said, suddenly calm, and stabbing 
O’Grady with his fi nger, “means no more 
pay for you and no pension for you when 
you’re retired and life in jail.” And he 
walked off with that.

By ChangJian Li
Year 6 
Pascoe Vale South Primary
PASCOE VALE SOUTH - VIC
Teacher: Charmaine Lewis
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Your hair, as soft as silk and midnight black,
A tinkling river, shining clean and bright, 

Is glistening, fl owing down your sunlit back.
You toss your head so it can catch the light.

Those eyes of yours that shimmer in their place,
As icy blue as lakes on winter days,
Are gems set in your ivory-pale face.

Your eyes with beauty always in their gaze.
As white as bone and clear as summer days,

Your skin reveals no blemish anywhere.
You radiate perfection in all ways,

From your white toes to your black, shining hair.
And fi nally, your smile, so red and sweet, 

Breaks bonds and burns so bright when times are bleak.

Aspects of 
Beauty
(A Sonnet)
By Hannah Nugent,
Age 12
TOOWOOMBA - QLD

MY CAT

  

My cat likes to sit on her mat
She enjoys licking my cricket bat

She’s quite fat,
and loves to eat a rat

She likes her hat,
and loves it when I give her a pat

most of all she loves me!

By Harjit Kaur
Year 4, Age 9
CAMPSIE - NSW
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“I 
was an ordinary boy in an ordi-
nary house but I have no ordinary 
secret,” he said as he walked to 
the bookcase and grabbed a very 

old book. “This book,” he said, “has been 
passed down from generation to generation 
so that I can pass it on to the next genera-
tion, and that means to you. You are the 
person who inherits this legacy. Now it is 
time for me to tell you the story.”

✠
There was a young knight who respond-

ed to the call of duty to go to the Holy Land 
and fi ght for its freedom from the Arabs. 
He traveled many days through Europe 
and Asia Minor until he came to Damascus. 
After resting his horse he joined a group 
of crusaders in a battle for the freedom of 
Jerusalem.

He was captured by a band of Arabs who 
took his horse and carried him away into 
the desert with them. The camel caravan 
carried him on for days and he had no idea 
where he was going.

One day they came to an old desert castle 
and stopped for the night. Dan, the crusader, 
was happy to lie down on the sand after 
the long hot day. What he didn’t know was 
that he was going to be abandoned in this 
isolated desert castle.

In the morning when he woke up, he was 
alone. The whole caravan had gone, leaving 
no trail. The day was already hot and he had 
no water. He went searching for signs of a 
well or some fl int stone rock behind which 
water might be hiding.

He came to a dead end down an old pas-
sageway, with a rock at the end. He picked 
up a large stone and hit the rock as hard 
as he could. Instead of water he found an 
opening in the rock and violently chipped 
at it until he could get through.

On the other side there was a dark tun-
nel but when his eyes got used to the dark, 
he could just make out a tiny glimpse of 
light in the distance. He walked towards 
the light. He got closer and closer. He put 
his hand up toward the light and felt hard 
crystal rock through which the light was 
shining.

As his hand moved across the rock he 
felt scratch marks on the crystal rock. He 
took a closer look, and he saw writing. He 
was astonished to see that the writing was 
in English. It said, “The seeds of the tree 
of life are hidden in a big cave beyond the 
desert mountains. The scroll will help you 
proceed.”

Dan started breathing deeply and sat 
down. He was amazed. He was shocked. 
He felt scared to look for bones as he real-
ized that someone from his country had 
been there before an earthquake had closed 
up the entrance to the tunnel. Fearfully he 
looked around. Then he saw it.

To his left he could just make out some 
bones in the shape of a head and an arm. 
Suddenly he noticed a tiny refl ection of 
light near the hand of the skeleton. Cau-
tiously he moved toward the bones and 
knelt down in the soft dust. He reached out 
his hand and felt a smooth surface and he 
pulled the object closer to him so that he 
could see what it was.

It was a cylindrical crystal casing with 
a wooden lid. He opened the lid and there 
was the scroll! He tried to fi nd if any writing 
was on it. There was none. At that moment 
there was a rumble from the ground and a 
huge crash. He ran back the way he had 
come but found rock had fallen across the 
entrance. He was trapped.

He walked back to the light of the crystal 
rock and picked up a small rock. He banged 
on the rock wall at the far end of the tun-
nel to see if it made a hollow sound. It did. 
There was a cavity on the other side of the 
tunnel. He found a bigger rock and after a 
lot of hard work he fi nally got through. He 
felt moisture on his skin. He could see the 
refl ection of light on water.

He crouched down to get a drink. He 
put the scroll on the ground beside him. He 
cupped his hands and drank. When he was 
cupping his hands again, he knocked the 
scroll into the water. Quickly he grabbed 
the casing of the scroll and pulled it to 
him. He took the scroll to the crystal light 
to examine it. He saw some writing. The 
water had revealed it.

Go east and fi nd a mystic clue

Go north and power will go with you

Find rushing waters you must pass

Where guardians keep what you 
would grasp.

Continued on P24

The Lost Crusade And 
The Secret Inheritance
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Continued from P23

Dan was shocked that his quest would 
take him across the Syrian Desert. He 
looked for a way out of the tunnel. He 
could see a distant glow and followed. The 
glow led him to an exit. When he came out 
he was amazed to see a caravan of traders 
coming towards him.

“Who are you?” The voice belonged to 
a tall lean Englishman.

“Sir Roderick! Commander of the front 
line,” said Dan in surprise. “I’m Daniel 
Geraldson of the sixth regiment. I was 
captured and abandoned, to be entombed 
in the desert.”

Sir Roderick, who could speak Arabic, 
had a short conversation with the robed 
Arab on the lead camel. Sir Roderick gave 
an order to his second camel which knelt 
unwillingly with snorts and grunts.

“Hop on,” said Sir Roderick. “They will 
accept you into the caravan in exchange for 
our protection of the caravan against brig-
ands. Wherever they are going it has to be 
better than being lost in the desert.”

Dan got on the camel. It was equally 
unwilling to get up as it had been to lie 
down. He started swaying to the rhythm of 
those padded paces on the sand until well 
into the night.

That night he dreamt of four pairs of 
glowing eyes. One pair of eyes was glow-
ing through water. A second pair of eyes 
was glowing through tumbling rock. The 
next pair of eyes was glowing through 
raging fi re. The last pair of eyes was glow-
ing through vicious winds. In the centre 
of these pairs of eyes he saw a tree. There 
was a white glow surrounding it and then 
it disappeared.

He woke up breathing deeply. He had 
seen this before, once, as a child, when he 
visited his grandfather. All his grandfather 
had said when he told him the strange 
dream was, “So you are the one.” Dan 
stayed awake a long time, thinking.

Many days later the caravan arrived at 
the banks of the Tigris River. Sir Roderick 
and the traders went off to the markets to 
buy some food. Dan went down to the river 
to fi ll up the goat skin water container. As he 
bent over to fi ll up the skin he saw a shadow 
in the water and two glowing blue eyes. He 
caught his breath and fell backwards.

When he dared to look again the fi gure 
was gone. He felt as though his journey 
was meant to happen. It was building up 
into something bigger than he imagined. 
Would he tell Sir Roderick, he wondered, 
but what was there to tell? A dream? A fl eet-

ing vision? A feeling of awe and wonder? 
Of destiny? He decided against telling Sir 
Roderick something he couldn’t explain. 
As it turned out, Sir Roderick himself had 
something to tell.

“I met a small wrinkled man wearing a 
black cloak. He gave me a tablet engraved 
with ruby and gold writing,” said Sir Roder-
ick. He pulled it out of his pocket and gave 
it to Dan. The writing glowed and turned 
into English. Dan read,

“You must go north to the deep cave 
where the waters were born. At the Mother 
Stream you will fi nd the fi rst Guardian.”

“Looks like we have a quest,” said Sir 
Roderick.

“No,” said Dan, “I have a quest.”

“You’re not going to go without me,” 
exclaimed Sir Roderick. “I saved your skin 
in the desert!”

“OK, but we have to go alone.”

After a few days, they thought that fi nd-
ing the cave was hopeless. Then, when they 
came to the mountains there was a thick 
fog. There was a brief earthquake and 
suddenly the camels were swept down a 
landslide. There, at the bottom they found 
themselves in a cave. They could just see 
a blue glowing scale. Dan picked it up. It 
was very cold. It was pulling him like a 
magnet.

Dan said to Roderick, “Do you have any 
water?” He did.

Dad grabbed a little pot from his back-
pack and Sir Roderick poured some water 
into it. Dan put the scale in the water and 
it turned like a compass, directing him to 
the Mother Stream. They followed the way 
the scale pointed and found a big swirling 
whirlpool. Four streams were fl owing out 
of it. There were glowing blue eyes in the 
water.

Dan was amazed that the blue eyes 
looked so real. The creature they belonged 
to, spun around, fl icked its tail and disap-
peared: but there in front of them it had 
left behind a mystical piece of rock. It was 
a talisman. Sir Roderick picked it up. He 
saw glowing eyes through the rock and his 
hand burnt with heat. They knew then that 
they had to go to the volcanic mountain. 
They had been directed by the second 
Guardian.

This journey took some days. Although 
they were climbing, the temperature was 
getting hotter. Finally they could see a red 
glow in the sky above them, then a burning 
light. Then a raging fi re came out of the 
top of the mountain and in that fi re there 

were two glowing eyes. It was the third 
Guardian.

The talisman started to shake in Dan’s 
bag, as if it were alive. Dan picked it up. 
It was shaking too rapidly for him to hold. 
He dropped it. Out of nowhere there was a 
big glow like an army of transparent beasts. 
These were the wind warriors. They picked 
Sir Roderick and Dan up in a whirlwind 
and carried them over the volcano to the 
other side.

They now found themselves in a com-
pletely new environment. It was a forest. 
Dan saw a track. He followed the track to 
an old altar. There were four dragons with 
the exact same eyes they had seen before. 
The four dragons had a combined energy 
to make a strong, fearless warrior guarding 
the altar.

The warrior stabbed a sword into the 
ground to make a ring of fi re around them. 
The warrior said, “I challenge you to a duel. 
You may use these weapons.” He gives 
them enchanted star armour, a moon shield 
and a fi re diamond sword.

The warrior started with a slash of his 
sword. Dan ran up to him and gave lunge. 
The warrior gave a stab into the ground, 
making an earthquake. Dan knocked off his 
strange agate helmet. The warrior slashed 
his sword around rapidly making a mini 
tornado. Dan uses his moon shield under his 
feet to carry him to the warrior and land in 
front of him. Something took over his mind. 
He grabbed the talisman which fi red a beam 
at the warrior weakening him.

Now the warrior summoned a tsunami 
by absorbing water from underground. The 
wall of water came at Dan like a wall of 
glass. Dan took his diamond sword and cut 
through the wall of water and the dragon 
energy faded. There was the altar.

Dad heard a telepathic voice in his mind 
saying, “Take off your armour and you 
shall pass.” He took off his armour and 
said out loud, “I promise I will never 
fi ght again.” He heard again, in 
his mind, the voice of the four 
dragons.
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One said, “I am wind. I am young. Judg-
ing how old you are is not judging know 
strong you may be.”

The second dragon voice said, “I am 
earth, the wise. Strength in numbers is not 
true. You can be as strong as you can be. 
Strength comes in all shapes and sizes. You 
are strong hearted.”

The third voice said, “I am water the 
calm. You can be defensive even while 
you are calm.”

The fourth voice said, “I am fi re the fast, 
the terrifying. You may be full of rage but 
you are trying to do the right. You must hold 
it in to succeed.”

The dragons then told him to go to the 
altar.

Dan went to the altar and looked down 
into it. He saw a small garden with orbs of 
colour circling it, like a tamed fi re. He saw 
precious stones and crystals like the best the 
earth could offer. He saw a tree with leaves 
gently moving in a calm breeze. He saw a 
lake full of colourful fi sh, with a stream 
fl owing out. Dan knew it was feeding the 
Mother Stream of the earth.

Sir Roderick came up and peered down 
inside the altar. He said, “I have seen that 
tree before. I have seen it drawn on tiles on 
the fl oors of desert castles where I have 
fought. It is the tree of life. Quick, 
put the talisman and the scale on 
the altar.”

Straight away a pod of seeds fl ew up 
from the wind, onto the altar. The dragons 
spoke, “You have passed all the tests and it 
is time for your reward. These are the seeds 
of the tree of life. Guard them well. They 
will help you end the war in the world.”

Roderick kept the mystic talisman and 
the scale, but he didn’t use them again. Dan 
kept the pod of seeds of the tree of life and 
took them back home to England with him, 
where he put them into a hollow book.

✠
“You take this book,” said my grand-

father. “Look after it with your life. One 
day you might fi nd the special island with 
the four bridges, where the seeds 
of the tree of life will be 
planted and grow. Only 
then will the peace of 
the world become a 
reality.”

By Matthew Grundy
Year 5
Antonio Park Primary School
MITCHAM - VIC
Teacher: Connie French
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‘One man in the name of love
One man come and go
One come he to justify
One man to overthrow’

D
ouble history on a Friday af-
ternoon was defi nitely not my 
favourite subject, especially 
when I have Mr Brown. But 

the good side was the he had decided that 
during today’s lesson we would be able to 
do our work whilst listening to music. In 
my honest opinion I had been hoping for 
more recent music to be playing, but I did 
not have any complaints about having to 
listen to U2. Besides I have this chance to 
catch up on some sleep that I lost last night 
during my movie marathon.

‘In the name of love
What more in the name of love

In the name of love
What more in the name of love’

Mr Brown was too busy helping other 
students to know if I was doing my work. 
I thought that if I just rested my head on 
the desk for a few minutes I would be able 
to concentrate on my work a bit better 
afterwards.

‘I have a dream that my four little chil-
dren will one day live in a nation where 
they will not be judged by the colour 
of their skin, but by the content of their 
character.’

I looked around startled. Last time I 
listened to In The Name of Love, there was 
no speech in it. As I was thinking back I 
remembered recently hearing this speech 
before, but not with so much passion in the 
words as I just heard. Our History teacher, 
Mr Brown only has one tone to his voice, 
boring. It was then that I realised who I was 
listening to, Martin Luther King Junior. He 
was right there in front of me, in front of all 
these people. I looked around at the diver-
sity of colours that were within the crowd. 
No one seemed to notice that I was standing 
here, everybody was hanging on to every 
word that was being said by King. He had 
such power and emotion in his words; I was 
surprised I could even think at all.

‘One day right there in Alabama, little 
black boys and black girls will be able to 
join hands with little white boys and white 
girls as sisters and brothers.’

I was captivated by his words. I tried 
hard to remember everything we learnt 
about King’s speech in Washington, but 

I could not recall anything except for the 
amount of respect people had for him. As 
I looked at him, it was not hard to believe 
that the Black people in America had fol-
lowed him. I was unaware that people had 
started to board buses and go home to their 
home towns. Soon I was one of the only 
people left, which I had not expected. Well, 
the entire thing was unexpected, but why 
would I travel back to this date to listen to 
anything but the speech?

I walked over to sit down at a park bench 
near the Lincoln Memorial, and by the time 
I looked up I was staring into the eyes of 
Martin Luther King. He sat down next to 
me and began talking to me like I was just 
another human being. I can not remember 
exactly what he said to me, but I got the 
basic idea. He told me that I had courage 
for coming here today, maybe more cour-
age than he had. I could not believe that. 
How could I possibly have more courage 
than a man who was willing to die before 
he was forty to give others a better life? 
I opened my mouth to say my thoughts 
aloud to him, but he seemed to be one step 
ahead of me.

‘I know who you are, Holly. And I 
know that you can tell that the life these 
people lead is horrible. I know you don’t 
pay attention to History, but you seem to 
already know a tremendous amount about 
this issue that Black people face all through 
America during these hard times. You are 
a truly special person Holly, not because 
you don’t pay attention, but because you 
acknowledged me as a hero before you 
even realised you did. You know that a hero 
must be courageous and brave, and you 
think that of me. You even think of me as 
a selfl ess and great leader. I will be modest 
and say that I’m just doing what is right. 
Which is another quality you think a hero 
must possess, am I right? But I must say I 
disagree with you. What if what is right is 
being courageous and brave?’

After that speech, I was surprised that I 
could still remember my name. My breath-
ing started to regulate again, and I searched 
to fi nd my voice to answer this legend.

‘I never looked at it that way sir. And I 
don’t think that people today see it that way 
either. People prefer to see things in black 
and white, not in different shades of grey. I 
do think of you as a gr-great leader sir, and 
I think that you are right.’

His face was relaxed and soothing to 
look at. You could almost feel the peace 

that was radiating off his body and into the 
atmosphere. We were alone in the square, 
but I could not help but wonder if there was 
anyone hiding in the trees that surrounded 
the area.

‘Thank you Holly, but you are simply 
giving me too much credit. Have you 
ever considered how brave the rest of our 
community has to be to support me? In 
these times, I am not very liked among 
the white law enforcement. By following 
me, they are putting their lies in jeopardy, 
not knowing that things might change for 
now, or even for their children. But one day 
their grandchildren might live in a society 
where they are considered equal. Do you 
not agree with that?’

Well yes, I agree that the followers are 
brave. But he is their leader. Doesn’t he see 
that at all? I know that one day their soci-
ety will live with less racism, but not yet 
considered equal with some of the higher 
class white people.

‘Y-yes sir, but aren’t you afraid that you 
might not succeed? Where will you take 
your people from there? How can you not 
even think there might be a negative side 
to your actions? I don’t mean to question 
you sir, but I don’t understand how you 
can be so courageous and still remain so 
modest.’

If he was affected by my words at all, 
his face did not portray it. I looked up from 
my shoes into his face, waiting to see if he 
was going to yell at me. Instead his face 
seemed to soften even more than I thought 
was possible. He smiled at me and spoke 
in a voice that was so peaceful yet so full 
of passion.

‘Holly, when will you learn that I am not 
the only courageous one in this society? 
There are many people who deserve to be 
given as much credit as you are giving me 
for my actions. Yes, the people look up to 
me, and imagine the reaction I would get if 
I were to say that this is worthless? All the 
fi ghting was for nothing and this world is 
never going to change. We have been dealt 
a bad hand for this round, but we must fi ght 
if we wish to improve. Things are starting 
to look up and soon we will have more than 
a couple of white people willing to listen to 
what I have to say. Holly, you are a terrifi c 
human being, and one day you too might 
understand what it is like to be in the posi-
tion of having to choose the easy way, or 
the way that is right for you.’

I HAD A DREAM...
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As he spoke the last words he stood up 
and walked off into the distance. If he had 
shown any sign of a goodbye I would not 
have been able to notice anyway. I was in 
shock at the conversation I had just had 
with the heroic icon, and I shut my eyes 
and laid down on the bench to think about 
everything.

‘I know who you are, Holly. And I 
know that you can tell that the life these 
people lead is horrible. I know you don’t 
pay attention to History, but you seem to 
already know a tremendous amount about 
this issue that Black people face all through 
America during these hard times. You are 
a truly special person Holly, not because 
you don’t pay attention, but because you 
acknowledged me as a hero before you 
even realised you did. You know that a hero 
must be courageous and brave, and you 
think that of me. You even think of me as 
a selfl ess and great leader. I will be modest 
and say that I’m just doing what is right. 
Which is another quality you think a hero 
must possess, am I right? But I must say I 
disagree with you. What if what is right is 
being courageous and brave?’

After that speech, I was surprised that I 
could still remember my name. My breath-
ing started to regulate again, and I searched 
to fi nd my voice to answer this legend.

‘I never looked at it that way sir. And I 
don’t think that people today see it that way 
either. People prefer to see things in black 
and white, not in different shades of grey. I 
do think of you as a gr-great leader sir, and 
I think that you are right.’

His face was relaxed and soothing to 
look at. You could almost feel the peace 
that was radiating off his body and into the 
atmosphere. We were alone in the square, 
but I could not help but wonder if there was 
anyone hiding in the trees that surrounded 
the area.

‘Thank you Holly, but you are simply 
giving me too much credit. Have you 
ever considered how brave the rest of our 
community has to be to support me? In 
these times, I am not very liked among 
the white law enforcement. By following 
me, they are putting their lies in jeopardy, 
not knowing that things might change for 
now, or even for their children. But one day 
their grandchildren might live in a society 
where they are considered equal. Do you 
not agree with that?’

Well yes, I agree that the followers are 
brave. But he is their leader. Doesn’t he see 
that at all? I know that one day their soci-
ety will live with less racism, but not yet 
considered equal with some of the higher 

class white people.

‘Y-yes sir, but aren’t you afraid that you 
might not succeed? Where will you take 
your people from there? How can you not 
even think there might be a negative side 
to your actions? I don’t mean to question 
you sir, but I don’t understand how you 
can be so courageous and still remain so 
modest.’

If he was affected by my words at all, 
his face did not portray it. I looked up from 
my shoes into his face, waiting to see if he 
was going to yell at me. Instead his face 
seemed to soften even more than I thought 
was possible. He smiled at me and spoke 
in a voice that was so peaceful yet so full 
of passion.

‘Holly, when will you learn that I am not 
the only courageous one in this society? 
There are many people who deserve to be 
given as much credit as you are giving me 
for my actions. Yes, the people look up to 
me, and imagine the reaction I would get if 
I were to say that this is worthless? All the 
fi ghting was for nothing and this world is 
never going to change. We have been dealt 
a bad hand for this round, but we must fi ght 
if we wish to improve. Things are starting 
to look up and soon we will have more than 
a couple of white people willing to listen to 
what I have to say. Holly, you are a terrifi c 
human being, and one day you too might 
understand what it is like to be in the posi-
tion of having to choose the easy way, or 
the way that is right for you.’

As he spoke the last words he stood up 
and walked off into the distance. If he had 
shown any sign of a goodbye I would not 
have been able to notice anyway. I was in 
shock at the conversation I had just had 
with the heroic icon, and I shut my eyes 
and laid down on the bench to think about 
everything.

‘Early morning April 4
Shot rings out in the Memphis sky

Free at last, they took your life

hey could not take your pride’

I opened my eyes and realised that I was 
back in Mr Brown’s history class. He had 
just written the topic for the writing piece 
that would be assessed for the semester.

You are to write about heroes that were 
present during the American Civil Rights 
Movement. It may be presented as an essay, 
creative writing piece or a written speech. 
Good Luck!

Before I had fallen asleep I would not 
have had any idea how to start my writ-
ing piece. But after my ‘encounter’ with 

Martin Luther King Junior, I knew exactly 
what to write.

I was once told that being a hero is not 
being courageous and brave. Being a hero 
is choosing the right way instead of the 
easy way. And in most cases choosing to 
do things the right ways will lead you to 
being courageous and brave.

The bell was about to ring, so the class 
started to pack up. And that is when it fi -
nally hit me. A hero does not mean being 
able to shoot a ball in a basket, or sing some 
cheesy pop song. But a hero is someone 
that can make a difference in the world, 
and chooses to do so. Everybody has a 
choice, but it is the people that voice their 
opinions that will go down in history as 
being a hero.

By Amanda-Shea Hume
Year 12
East Doncaster Secondary College
EAST DONCASTER - VIC
Teacher: Mrs Lynette Smith
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Sometimes
It’s Hard

To Be A Hero.. 

 Sometimes the hero needs to cry
Sometimes the hero needs to be the bad guy

It doesn’t mean he’s a killer it doesn’t mean that he’s cruel
It means for once in his life, he’ll make the rules

He’s sick of obeying and doing what he’s told
This little game they’re playing with him is getting pretty old

Millions of people tell him to be strong and not to cry
For once in his life he’s standing up and asking why
Why can’t he cry who says he doesn’t have that right

He may battle with his fi sts, but that’s a simple kind of fi ght
The battle he’s fi ghting to appear strong
Is a struggle he’s dealt with all too long

He’s sick of being told what to do and who to save
But it’s hard to be the villain

when you’ve been brought up to behave

By Kiera Tonzing
Year 9
Robinvale Secondary College
ROBINVALE - VIC
Teacher: Sue Neyland

Sadness
on a 

Summer’s Day
 
 

I am a rainbow, I am not anger,

I am as hot as a summer’s day,

My skin feels like it’s burning,

I cry like a weeping widow,

For the friend I loved most has turned on me,

Yet I am not anger,

My body shakes with sobs of sadness,

Yet I will not be comforted.

 
By Kirsten Ambrose.
Grade 4, Age 9
Southern Christian College
KINGSTON - TAS
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T
he opening scene of Solace & 
Grief occurred to me one slow 
morning at work, and refused to 
go away until I’d done something 

about it. I’d been thinking about Buffy the 
Vampire Slayer, and after a while, I started 
to wonder about vampire morality. Not 
yet having read Twilight, Richelle Mead’s 
Vampire Academy series or any other recent 
interpretation, my ideas about what and 
who vampires were otherwise came from 
folklore and mythology, where they are 
always innately evil, and older narrative 
retellings, such as the cunning, inhuman 
Dracula and Anne Rice’s deadly, amoral 
Lestat. In a metaphoric sense, vampires 
have frequently been seen to represent the 
darker aspects of human nature: their lack 
of morality comes from the idea that, bar 
combustion in sunlight, immortality and the 
thirst for blood, they are essentially human 
beings without conscience – a cautionary 
tale. But while some of their traditional 
traits are things we still view as being bad, 
others are no longer carry automatic nega-
tive connotations. Sexuality is now asso-
ciated with passion and love rather than 
immorality and decadence. There is noth-
ing suspicious about choosing a nocturnal 
lifestyle. In theory, we are sympathetic to 
the idea of needing blood to live, provided 
murder isn’t automatically part of the equa-
tion. Combine those elements with beauty, 
preternatural senses and eternal youth, and 
suddenly vampires are looking much less 
frightening and more, well…cool.

They’re still dangerous, of course, which 
is part of the attraction, but that’s not the 
same as being evil. Human beings are ca-
pable of terrible crimes as well as incredible 
kindness, not because of what we are, but 
because of what we become and the choices 
we make. The same, I decided, could be 
equally true of vampires. In Solace’s world, 
the key ingredient is human blood. Power-
fully addictive for vampires, it makes them 
mad, and if they live on it for too long, their 
bodies adapt, making it nearly impossible 
for them to reform. Solace is a vampire 
who has never drunk human blood – but 
her enemies have, and they are mad and 
bad indeed.

So, I had my mythology worked out: a 
reinterpretation that allows for extremes 
of vampiric murderousness, but which 
doesn’t rely on ideas of inherent evil. 
More than anything else, Solace is what 
she makes herself, and while she can’t 
stop being a vampire, she can decide what 
kind of vampire she wants to be. It wasn’t 
until I fi nished writing that I realised other 
people had been having similar ideas. Even 
accounting for boom-and-bust periods of 
vampire popularity – and right now, we’re 
defi nitely in a boom – they still dominate in 
comparison to stories about other kinds of 
humanoid mythological creatures. Fairies, 
angels, demons, witches and succubi all 
have strong followings of late, but vam-
pires, like werewolves and zombies, are 
in a different ballpark. Given the potential 
gamut of nagas, centaurs, sylphs, dryads, 

Vam
pir
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ifrit, djin and selkies (to name but a few), 
what is it that makes vampires so fascinat-
ing? It’s not just that they’re enjoying a 
new wave of fandom – their role in the 
paranormal zodiac is certainly changing, 
but they’ve never failed to be in contention. 
Why is that? 

Insofar as that’s an answerable question, 
I wonder whether or not it has something to 
do with folklore, an origin story also shared 
by zombies and werewolves. Unlike any 
of their counterparts listed above, vamps, 
shapeshifters and the undead exist outside 
of any specifi c mythological context. His-
torically speaking, they are creatures of 
folklore more than creatures of myth, and 
while many cultures tell stories about them, 
they are not integral to the cosmology or 
higher beliefs of any such system. By con-
trast, succubi, incubi, angels and demons 
are all heavily embedded in the Judeo-
Christian tradition; witches have been de-
monised by and therefore incorporated into 
many religions, but are also associated with 
a variety of pagan and neopagan traditions 
in their own (positive) right. Nagas hail 
from the Vedic/Hindu tradition; centaurs, 
sylphs, dryads, hamadryads, oceanids and 
nereids are part of Greek mythology; fairies 
and selkies are from Celtic and Irish my-
thology; djinn and ifrit are from the magic 
of old Arabia. These more specifi c legacies 
aren’t a barrier to reinterpretation – indeed, 
they frequently contribute to a rich sense 
of worldbuilding – but perhaps there’s an 
argument to be made that this selfsame 

quality also forces writers to address the 
traditional context of (say) angels before a 
new schema can be introduced, rather than 
just running with their own telling. 

While any writer setting out to create 
their own version of a vampire (or zom-
bie, or werewolf) story still has to tackle 
the existing mythos as a matter of course, 
they don’t have to redefi ne an entire sys-
tem of belief – because neither species 
exists as part of any distinct religious or 
mythological canon. Mentioning a vampire 
protagonist does not infer the existence of 
old gods in the way that dryads or demons 
might, and while there’s certainly a strong 
tradition of situating vampire, zombie and 
werewolf narratives within the context of 
Christian beliefs, their existence isn’t inte-
gral to the workings of Christianity: instead, 
their ungodliness has been extrapolated 
in retrospect. By choosing to write sym-
pathetically about vampires, authors are 
not automatically making a statement on 
religion, and unless they specifi cally men-
tion Christianity, the reader has no reason 
to infer its presence in the backstory. By 
contrast, challenging the ungodliness of 
demons or questioning the saintliness of 
angels requires a much more determined 
assault on established preconceptions.

Put simply, it is easy to turn vampires, 
werewolves and zombies into secular pro-
tagonists – and therefore to adapt them to 
modern scenarios – precisely because they 
lack a concrete allegiance to established 

mythological frameworks. Of necessity, 
other creatures and species bring more 
baggage with them: there are stronger as-
sumptions to be overwritten, and especially 
when the existence of one race (say dryads) 
goes hand in hand with the existence of 
another (say centaurs), it is less common to 
try and recreate dryads as the sole magical 
species of a given story. Which isn’t a bad 
thing in the slightest – but it might go some 
way towards explaining why vampires, 
shapeshifters and zombies are constantly 
being reinvented, and why their mythologi-
cal brethren tend to dwell in larger, more 
magical worlds.

That being said, I’ve tried to make the 
world of Solace & Grief diverse and mul-
tifaceted, one in which vampires are far 
from being the only paranormal species on 
offer. The end result is something I love, 
and which, hopefully, other people might 
come to enjoy, too – vampires, magic, 
weirdness and all. 

Foz Meadows
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I 
waited silently, not daring to move, not even to breathe. I 
crouched down and ever so slowly started walking towards 
the large object, hoping I would not be found. Outside the 
fl oorboards groaned as something stalked even closer towards 

me from behind. I swallowed a huge lump in my throat, which was 
threatening to choke me. I waited. Suddenly it happened. “Gotcha!” 
A voice from behind shouted.

Dammit! Mum caught me trying to take a cookie from Dad’s 
cookie jar.

I spun around trying to think of what to say.

“What are you doing Seymour Butts?” Mum 
replied in a menacing way.

“I was just counting the 
cookies to make sure Um…
Um…”I mumbled.

“Yeh  r igh t !  I 
k n o w  y o u  a r e 
trying to take 
a cookie Sey-
mour, so don’t 
give me grief 
boy” Mum an-
swered.

“oooh!  Well 
what are you go-
ing to do about it, 
throw a crab at me?” 
I quoted.

“DO NOT answer me back 
like that young man” Mum or-
dered.

Anyway I grabbed the jar of cookies, pulled my school bag on 
my bag and scooted off to the bus stop.

Breathless to even try to go on, but I made the attempt to keep 
running towards my bus stop where my friends are waiting for 
me.

I can see my friends Dwayne Pipe, Nick Carrs, Robin Banks 
and Willie Maket. The worst person in the school I think is Howie 
Didot because he is always after my lunch money and beats me up 
if I don’t give him any. Anyway back to what’s happening about 
me and the cookies.

I arrive at the bus stop with no breathe at all.

I leap on the bus hoping Mum doesn’t follow.

Not so surprisingly you can probably guess what happens next. 
Mum and Dad are driving up alongside the bus looking at me 
with their ANGRY faces and pounding the car windscreen and 
yelling crazily. I must be close to Gold Diggers Central School 
now because we are about to drive past the front gate of the school 
any second.

As the bus comes to a stop at Gold Diggers Central School, I 
jump off my seat and race down the aisle of the bus and head straight 
for my classroom, I fi gure Mum and Dad don’t know where my 

classroom is. I rush past my locker and into my classroom. I fall 
heavily into my seat with shear exhaustion.

Everyone else is nearly in and then my teacher Mt M.T Head 
will shut the door and Mum or Dad won’t be able to get in. Mr M.T 
Head walks over to the door and closes it, “Yes” I say for joy.

Mr M.T Head says to everyone. “Today class we are going to 
learn, um…um.. anyone have a suggestion?” Mr M.T Head’s voice 
droned on.

In a second fl at I see standing at the door of my classroom, 
Mum and Dad!

Dad comes rushing in after me and I have nowhere 
to run. You see I have never had cookies in 

my life and that is why I’m running 
with them.

I run towards the window, 
out I leap and slide down the 

drain pipe alongside the 
window. Successfully I 
land at the bottom with a 
thump. Mr Pete Moss the 
gardener comes running 
after me with a pitchfork 
in his hands. His face is 
puffed up and red as a 

beetroot. I scramble for 
my life and run towards the 

road. As I arrive at the road a 
voice calls out. 

“WATCH OUT FOR THE CAR!” 
It sounded like Dad.

I turned around to see the frightening sight and 
before I could even put a foot towards the school again, the car 

came toward me and hit me with a force of at least 160km per hour. 
All I could see was black.

I heard a noise, a very LOUD noise.

“Seymour Butts!” are you listening to me you stupid boy?” says 
Mrs Jermajesty

I woke up from my dream and found myself in the mickle of 
English.

Mrs Jermajesty shouted at me “You feel asleep during my 
English class – now pay attention, because now you have a story 
to write, about anything and I want it done within the next ten 
minutes.”

I start to think of what to write of and suddenly I had something 
to write about.

I waited silently, not daring to move, not even to breathe. I 
crouched down and ever so slowly start walking towards the large 
object, hoping I would not be found….

By Deepa Tominson
Year 8
Bunbury Catholic College
BUNBURY - QLD

COOKIE CATASTROPHE
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NOW ALONE
S

ometimes we have to let things out, don’t we? Let all the compressed emotions 
go. Sometimes we have to scream, to shout. But if we feel like this all the time, 
is that normal?

I can feel the fi re, the rage, the screaming, the fear bubble and mix inside me. 
Slowly rising, swirling up in my throat to come out in tears. Sobs shake my entire body 
as I sway back and forth trying to stand straight but the wave of heavy emotion pushes 
me down. I fall to the ground powerless and sad. Curled up against the bed post I sit and 
wait. I don’t know how long I stay there, fi ghting depression.

I think back through the day, everything was fi ne until we headed for the Gym passing 
the cave where we used to always hang out. Then suddenly my world went black. I heard 
the faint whisper again; saw the weak smile of someone I could have saved. My head 
pounded with the memory and seared with the pain I had caused so many.

I open my eyes slowly, forcing myself to be strong. They rest on her photo on our 
bedside table, it was taken last Christmas. She’s grinning, holding up the locket I had 
given her. We both wore one, each with a picture of each other nestled behind the glass. 
As I look at her face now, seeing those happy eyes looking back at me its hard to believe 
ill never see her again.

Could it have been a week ago that we had been walking along that dusty road laughing 
and chatting? But that road had led to her fate. My darling sister, why her? We were going 
to visit our Dad, to surprise him, we never usually saw him in the mines, and Mum always 
said it was too dangerous, anything could happen. I never really wanted to go either, being 
afraid of confi ned areas especially underground. But today Skyler had convinced me and 
here we were, trudging along the red road.

We had reached the mines and were wondering where to fi nd Dad when Skyler screamed. 
I didn’t know what was wrong but I saw her run to the edge of one of the holes and turn 
around, ready to climb down.

“No” I yelled, “Slyer don’t!”

“I have to, Im sorry Grace”. Was all she said?

I knew if Skyler make up her mind nothing could change it, so I couldn’t say anything 
else. From the moment she had her foot on the second rung of the ladder I knew something 
was wrong. The ladder was unstable I could see it wobbling precariously, about to fall. I 
ran to the hole and stretched my arm out, Sklyer reached as far as she could but I was too 
late. The ladder was slipping backwards, she tried to grab hold of the side of the dirt wall 
but it just crumbled. Then as if she knew what was to happen she smiled weakly before 
her whole body fell back, down into the darkness.

“I’m…..so..rr..yy Gr..a..a..ce…” I heard faintly then the thud that was my sisters body 
hitting the cold stone ground. I heard a scream but it didn’t sound like my voice, it was 
hoarse with sadness I hadn’t known until now. Blurry fi gures surrounded me, held me. 
Don’t hug me I wanted to scream go and see Sklyer, she’s down there. I heard slurred 
voices say that that particular mine had been in construction, no one was to go down there 
for the ladder was not safe. Eventually a few people went down into the mine but I couldn’t 
stay waiting for her body to be lifted out…

Later I found out that Snip, the old blind dog that hung around our town had somehow 
fallen down into the hole, Skyler was very fond on animals so naturally she had tried to 
save this one. That was my beautiful sister, putting her own life at risk while trying to save 
others. I brought my mind back from that dreadful day, back to our room. I told myself 
that she would be happy and contented even in death and I knew that she’d always be my 
treasured sister wherever she was.

By Emily Byrnes-Muchow
Age 14
Rudolf Steiner School
WARRANWOOD - VIC
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I 
want you to look at the moon. This moon is fi lled with lovely 
light. This light is fi lled with love that glows. I want you to 
see this light fi lling your heart with love for all the animals 
and the people. They are your friends. Now I want you to 

look behind you.

There is your angel that loves you and takes care of you. Your 
angel is going to take you into your house that is fi lled with love. 
Before you enter your house, I want you to look at that box over 
there. It is there for you to put all your worries in. the way you do 
this, is using your special key to open the door of the box and just 
say all your worries into it. When you have done this, your angel 
will take you into your house that is your very special place.

You seem very happy with all the love in your heart. It seems 
to be making you very happy. When you go into your house the 
colours are like nothing you have seen before. The carpet is the 
most beautiful grey in the world. The lounge is a very beautiful 
red, and the perfume coming from the bathroom is exquisite. Even 
the clouds are smiling at you. You are dazzled with all the love 
that is in you. And all the animals are really excited to see you. 
The love in your heart makes them want to be closer and I think 
they want to hug you.

Isn’t it wonderful when you get that feeling in your geart.

It makes you feel so special.

And the fl owers and the perfume make you feel just right.

By Findlay Donaldson
Age 9 
ANNADALE - NSW

I
n the world there is a time of year when people have a birth-
day.

It is very special to you today because it is your birthday 
tomorrow.

It is when you celebrate when you were born and what day?

As you think about it, you know everyone is very happy for you 
and everyone loves you. Your heart is getting very large because it 
is so excited for you and it has so much love in it.

There is another special thing to you and that is the birthday 
cake. Don’t you love the feeling when you are having a beautiful 
piece of cake that is yummy and is very special to you?. 

When you are making the cake it is very soft and the mixture is 
very fi ddly for your hands. As you crack the egg into the mixture 
it smells very good and this smell is very special to you. The smell 
is the best smell you could possibly imagine. When it is ready it 
goes into the lovely hot oven. When it is baked, you get it out and 
it smells very beautiful and everyone is ready to have a piece of 
your cake. You can hear your heart saying to you “I love you” and 
it is so happy to have some of your cake.

I shall leave you now to have that beautiful cake.

By Findlay Donaldson
Age 9
ANNANDALE - NSW

THE BIRTHDAY 
CAKE
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THE 
SIMPLE 
THINGS

M
r. Sawyer bolted upright in 
his bed as the piercing sound 
of gunfi re burst through his 
ears. Cold sweats broke out 

across his forehead as he looked frantically 
around the darkened room for the source 
of the noise. George jumped out of bed, 
as agilely as a 70 year old possibly could 
and grabbed his broken wooden walking 
stick. He had to be careful not to receive 
another nasty splinter into his cracked and 
wrinkled hands as he headed for the front 
door. His heart pumped out of his chest as 
if there were someone inside him trying to 
punch their way out. He reached the door 

and stood, suddenly frozen with fear as he 
heard a movement outside. The next sound 
he heard was laughter. Realizing what had 
happened, his shoulders slumped and his 
heart began to slow. Looking through the 
curtains he watched as Gordon Pierce, his 
neighbor’s teenage son, and his friends ran 
back across the street, cackling with laugh-
ter as they gave each other congratulatory 
punches at their success. The smell of old 
rotting eggs began seeping through each 
and every crack in the house. It would have 
to be cleaned up tomorrow, he thought as 
he headed back to his room. Unfortunately 
this was not an uncommon event in the 
life of George Sawyer. George was once a 
war veteran who fought with pride for his 
country. He lost every one of his friends in 
the war, and once he made it home, he had 
lost his family too. The days that followed 
these tragic events seemed to overlap into 
one, as nothing ever seemed to change. He 
would sit in the same chair by the same 
old cracked window and watch as the same 
people passed by, not caring what it is they 
might be doing. He grew old before his 
time, as if age was forced upon him by the 
harsh hands of reality. Unfortunately he 
was continually pestered and bullied by the 
young boys on the street. It was as if they 
had nothing better to do than to break an 
already broken old man. The day after the 
old eggs’ incident, he sat in his crumpled 
old chair watching the usual neighbors go-
ing about their business when something 
caught his eye. Across the street was Gor-
don Pierce, the leader of the pack you might 
say, and lying on the hard concrete ground 
in front of him was a boy George had never 
seen before. He could feel his face burn-
ing as anger fl ooded through him, pulsing 
through his veins. His hands clenched so 
tightly around his cup of tea it began to 
shake, as if an earth quake were erupting 
inside of him. That was it. He arose from 
his chair and stormed outside, not feeling 
the pain in his legs as the adrenalin pushed 
him onwards. Both of the boys turned to 
stare as they heard the rusted squeak of 
George Sawyer’s front door opening for 
the fi rst time in far too long. Gordon hid 
his astonishment at the sight of the old 
man walking across the street towards him, 
walking stick in hand, although he made it 
look more like a weapon of war. Gordon’s 
victim scrambled to his feet, a look of pure 
helplessness across his face. George didn’t 
want to hurt the boy, he knew he simply 
had to scare him, scare him enough that he 
might then leave an old man alone to his 
own wretchedness. 

The look on Gordon’s face turned from 
smug confi dence to terror in a second, as 
the walking stick was raised high into the 

air. He opened his eyes to see the adoles-
cent’s behind waggling down the street like 
a dog with its tail between its legs, as he 
fl ed in terror. It was at that exact moment 
that George’s walking stick, which was 
quite possibly older than he was, gave way. 
The boy watched as the old man’s body 
crumpled to the fl oor, in the same way a 
snail’s shell might be crushed to the ground. 
George didn’t make a sound.

His eyes felt heavy as he regained con-
sciousness. He moved his wrinkled fi ngers, 
one by one. Listening carefully, all he could 
hear was the light scribbling of pencil on 
paper. The intense smell of harsh cleaning 
chemicals invaded his nose. He listened 
silently until curiosity took over and he 
opened his eyes wide to see a similar pair 
looking back at him. The new boy from the 
street introduced himself as Peter Black, 
and proceeded to explain to George that 
he was in hospital with a broken hip. He 
paused and looked down as he began thank-
ing George profusely for rescuing him from 
the brutal clutches of Gordon. As George 
listened to the boy’s confessions, the 
memories of the afternoon began drifting 
back into his mind. Just like a raging river 
carries everything in its path along with it, 
these memories brought the self doubt and 
failure fl ooding back. He sat up in bed look-
ing at nothing in particular until he noticed 
what was in the boy’s lap, a large pad and a 
pencil. Peter saw him looking and suddenly 
began to gush, ‘Oh gosh I hope you don’t 
mind, I’m entering a drawing competition 
and thought you would be an excellent 
subject for my picture…’ George had never 
really seen himself as good for anything 
since his life had begun to fall apart, Peter 
would never understand how much those 
words had meant to him.

George began drifting off to sleep as he 
closed his eyes once more whilst Peter drew 
him. Memories began fl ashing through his 
mind as he slept; these memories he had 
tried so hard to forget in his loneliness. He 
saw his beloved wife, and he could smell 
her perfume. He saw his best friend as he 
fell to the ground next to him, in those 
darker days in the war. The thing that sur-
prised him most was that the last memory 
was Peter, staring at him, his eyes full of 
interest and joy. It had been a long time 
since George had felt he could relax as he 
slept, knowing that there was someone to 
watch over him.

By Phoebe Conway
Year  12
Eynesbury Senior College
ADELAIDE - SA
Teacher: Shelda Rathmann
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T
he fan was blowing hard but it 
didn’t help, the air that it was 
blowing was hot as well!

“Josh do you want some 
cordial?

“Yef” he replied waddling towards me. 
The cool drink felt good against my dry 
throat.

“Hi mum,” I said, where’s dad?”

“There have been bad fi res around here,” 
said mum.

“But it’s Saturday, what happened to 
days off?” She didn’t reply.

“Wo i fi re come ere? Josh managed to 
get out.

“It won’t” smiled mum. It had been so 
hot this summer and there had been warn-
ings, but we wanted to stay and protect our 
home, it meant everything to us. I walked 
outside. The air was so hot, the sun was 
blistering up in the sky, and the air smelt 
slightly smoky. I called for Jack, the little 
kookaburra came fl ying and landed on the 
tree next to me, I picked him up his little 
body was so hot. I took him inside. Sam 
looked up and gave a little bark, carefully 
eyeing Jack as I wet him with water. He 
looked up gratefully with his big brown 
eyes. Suddenly the door flung open, it 
was dad.

“Hi dad” I said. He still had his fi re fi ght-
ing jacket on but something was wrong, his 
face was very pale.

“Everyone out!” he yelled

“Wo?? Said Josh. Mum grabbed her bag 
and picked up Josh.

“Mum wo happening?” said Josh, his 
face looking scared and confused. I looked 
at mum and then at dad.

“Get out now!” he yelled his voice 
wasn’t angry, but fearful, I grabbed Jack 
and ran outside Sam running behind me. 
He jumped into the car, the air was full of 
smoke and we could see it now, a huge wall 
of fi re ripping through houses and trees. 
The road outside was full of cars speeding 
and banging into other cars, I gasped and 
got into the car.

“Anna, you can’t take Jack,” said mum 
“your dad needs his full concentration.” I 
looked at the fi re blazing in the distance; it 

seemed to be getting closer.

“Mum, he’ll die,” I yelled.

“He can fl y faster than we can drive;” 
said mum “now get in.”

“Bye Jack,” I said, tears beginning to 
form in my eyes. I threw him up, he seemed 
to know danger was near because he fl ew 
and fl ew far away from the fi re.

Dad started the car and drove off. We 
could only see a few inches in front on 
the car because the smoke was so thick, 
but it was enough for us to see the cars in 
front banging into each other and the ones 
behind us going up in fl ames. The fi re was 
getting closer.

The road was blocked, cars were in the 
middle of it, fi re blazing from them, that 
could be us I thought. We weren’t moving 
much but the fi re was, cars surrounded us 
and we were trapped. Suddenly a car came 
and it zoomed up the side of us almost 
falling off the road into the trees. Then it 
turned and then banged into the front of 
our car, it spun, the front of the car had 
been smashed.

“Mum, dad!” I yelled. We banged into 
another car and then stopped. I climbed into 
the front seat or what was left of it, I didn’t 
need to feel their pulse to know that mum 
and dad were gone.

“wo wong with mummy an daddy?” 
said Josh

“I don’t know,” I lied, he was too young 
to know, it would only make him more up-
set. I looked out the back of the car, I could 
only see cars and fi re. We couldn’t drive 
but we could run... well I could anyway, 
Sam would run with me, I picked Josh up 
and ran.

2 months later

I stepped out of the makeshift tent with 
Josh rested on my hip, Aunty Helen had 
come to pick us up. News spread fast about 
mum and dad, which was surprising con-
sidering how many deaths there had been. 
Josh found out about them and he hasn’t 
been speaking for a week.

“Anna, Josh” she smiled hugging us, I 
still couldn’t believe mum and dad were 
gone.

“Here bring your things and I’ll drive 

you to your new home,” said Aunty Helen. 
We would be staying with her from now on 
and we would never see our home again.

“Come on Sam,” I called. The happy 
little dog came running across the grass or 
what was left of it, I wish I was him, not 
knowing. Poor Josh, he would never know 
his parents, never know how good they 
were to us, how dad came back to tell us 
about the fi res when he could have driven 
off and saved himself.

“Anna, are you okay?” said Aunty 
Helen. I looked up and realised that I was 
crying.

“Hop into the car darling.” she smiled.

As we drove, I looked out the window; 
all I could see were black burnt trees. I 
turned around and Josh was doing the same, 
we were getting closer to where our house 
had once been, but we were about to turn 
in the opposite direction.

“Aunty Helen,” I said.

“Yes, Anna”

“Is it alright if we see our house before 
we go?”

“Anna, I would but...

“Please?” This time it was Josh that 
spoke even though he hadn’t spoken lately, 
he had been listening to everything and his 
speech had improved a lot.

“Okay then,” she said smiling, but 
sounding a bit unsure.

The car stopped. I looked around. A little 
bird landed on my shoulder, it was Jack! 
He had survived! I looked up at our house. 
It was all burnt and only just standing in 
some places. I couldn’t believe it, there 
were so many memories in that house. 
This sight would have broken mum and 
dad’s hearts they had built this house up 
from the ground and now it was all gone. I 
looked at the blackened ground; there was 
no colour except for a tiny green shoot. 
Suddenly, I had something that I didn’t 
have before...hope.

By Jessica Gillson
Year 5
Laurston girls’ school
ARMADALE - ACT

Black Saturday
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T
here was a young girl, whose 
name was Rose. She loved to 
dance and she was amazing at it 
as well, but Rose couldn’t see her 

own talent. None of her friends knew that 
Rose loved to dance because Rose thought 
that they would all laugh at her. So she kept 
her passion quiet.

One day Rose’s mum was watching her 
daughter dance and decided to sign her 
up for dancing. Not because she thought 
Rose was bad at dancing and needed help, 
but because Rose enjoyed dancing and she 
felt that Rose needed to get out there and 
try new things.

The next day while Rose was at school 
her mum went out and bought her a leotard, 
skirt and ballet shoes. She put them on 
Rose’s bed. When Rose got home she found 
the outfi t sitting on her bed and without 
asking her mum what it was for, she tried 
it on. Her mum saw her fl oating, twirling 
and laughing happily around the room in 
her outfi t, it made her teary.

“Let’s go Rose,” she said.

“But I need to get changed,” Rose an-
swered.

“Don’t worry about it, grab the ballet 
slippers and let’s go,” replied her mum.

When they arrived at the dance studio 
Rose asked her mum, “What are we doing 
here?”

“I signed you up for ballet lessons!” 
answered her mum excitedly.

“Really,” Rose replied. “Thank you so 
much!”

Rose walked into a room with ballet 
barres around the edges. Her mum gave her 
a quick kiss and a cuddle and left. She was 
really nervous after her mum had gone, but 
her teacher, Miss Catrina, made her feel like 
she was at home in her living room.

At the end of class, Miss Catrina and 
Rose’s mum were talking.

“Well ....... she is an amazing dancer,” 
Miss Catrina said “but she doesn’t have 
belief in herself or courage”.

The next day at school Rose found out 
that the school was holding a talent show. 
She really wanted to be in it although she 
felt that she wasn’t good enough. Her mum 
found out about the talent show and talked 
to Rose about believing in herself and being 
courageous. Rose decided to enter and be 
like all her friends.

It was the night of the talent show and 
Rose felt like she was going to explode. She 
was waiting backstage and put a beautiful 
white tutu on and tied her hair back in a 
bun.

The speakers announced “Introducing 
Rose Tealin.”

There was a pause in the audience “Rose 
Tealin?”

“I can’t do it,” explained Rose to her 
mum.

“Yes you can, I believe in you and you 
need to believe in yourself too. So go and 
have some fun!”

So Rose went out onto the stage. She 
looked at the audience, took a deep breath 
and gave a little nervous giggle and then 
she danced! Rose had so much fun, she felt 
freedom rushing throughout her body and 
all her worries had gone. Rose wished she 
had done this before.

Her dance was fabulous, everybody 
loved it. Even her friends!

Then it was time to announce the win-
ners.

“In third place .............,” the principal 
announced. Rose was so nervous “Ned 
Cremson.”

“Yeah!” everyone cheered.

“In second place ........ Daisy and the 
Cheerleaders,” said the principal.

“Hooray!” the audience shouted.

“Now in fi rst place........,” said the prin-
cipal. Rose couldn’t stop her tummy from 
doing fl ips, “Rose Tealin!”

“Yeah Wooh!” cheered the crowd.

“Thanks,” said Rose, she couldn’t be-
lieve it, she had won!

Rose made a speech.

“Thank you so much, I really appreci-
ate this. Well done to everyone! Before 
this show I didn’t have any self belief 
or courage, but during tonight’s show I 
found it. My mum encouraged me and 
gave me the strength I needed to fi nd my 
confi dence from within. For those of you 
who are like I was, please go and try new 
things, you’ll feel really good when you 
do! Thank you.”
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By Kailey Marchione
Year 6
Oxley College Junior School
CHIRNSIDE PARK - VIC
Teacher: Sharon Sandison & Michael Bond

Found
37Oz Kids in Print May 2010



I 
had lived this moment so many times; the runway practically knew my name. However tonight, 
well, tonight was different. She was here, she would see me. I sat silently in my dressing room 
as the darkness swallowed me; there was only a fl icker of movement from underneath my door 
reminding me of the chaos on the other side. A sense of confi dence even arrogance overwhelmed 

me as I arose from my chair knowing that the building was full tonight because of me.

My usual stone- like heart however showed signs of emotion; it raced with a fantastic speed 
constantly pulsating within me, a reminder that I was human. It fi lled my head with memories of 
a poem that haunted my childhood, a poem I had not thought of for years, Edgar Allen Poe’s ‘The 
Raven.’ It was banging like a drum in my mind and tapping on the chamber door of my dressing 
room, Victor yelled, “Ten minutes people!” I would be fi rst out, I always was. The added pressure 
of being the fi rst face in a high fashion Hugo Boss parade can tear a normal person to shreds; I 
on the other hand thrive on it. As I stood there staring at my complexion in the mirror, I saw a 
contradiction glaring back at me. I was the peak of physical perfection; my body perfectly cut, my 
jaw line was masculine and strong, accented by cheek bones that knew heights not known by the 
common man. My eyes were full of charisma, wonder and promise that made women worldwide 
fall head over heels for me in a single wink, yet inside, inside was a man just wanting to know 
the touch of a loved one. Inside was a man who longed for a connection on a level not dominated 
by the superfi cial aspects of life. Shallowness had become my way of life and as I stood there 
contemplating these psychological torments, I noticed one single hair out of place. This would not 
do. “Five minutes people, this is the life!” called Victor, my personal stage director. This was my 
life; I experienced this every night and I knew what this so called life was like – hollow. The fi ve 
minute call was aimed at me, however they would wait, they always do.

Perfectly creased, Italian denim jeans clung to my legs like it was a matter of life or death, whilst 
an indented HB belt found its way around my waist. My feet danced with sharp, dark leather soled 
shoes and made me feel as though every step was taken on a cloud. The clothing was immaculate, 
the model, malevolently perfect and the look, beautifully chaotic. No shirt was required, it never 
was. Yet beneath all this swagger and sheer poise beat the heart of a frightened soldier on the front 
line, just a scared little man not knowing what she would think. Praying for approval, this one 
woman would make or break my career with a simple smile or disheartened glaze. I t was time, I 
knew it, they knew it, it was time.

“You go on the fi fth beat of the fourth verse ok?” said Victor in a frightened voice as I looked 
around at the sheer chaos that surrounded me. Gorgeous girls were running frantically in high heels 
stomping their way to the curtain, the sound was incredible. How could such thin women produce 
the crescendo of a raging stampede? I was the only male in the show but this was not uncommon. 
The music blared out fi lling the hall as I closed my eyes and blocked it all out. My mind told me... 
“Fifth beat fourth ver- tap tap tapping at my chamber doo- I love you son- I hate you son- be per-
fect- don’t fal- tense-don’t tens-look up-focus-focus-quoth the rav-focus-you’re name is Lewis-your 
name is Lois?... I love-hate-love you son- nevermore...” I opened my eyes to see three fi ngers fade 
into two then fall into one. It had begun.

The music stopped, the room went black and I began my journey to the middle of the runway. The 
sound of my shoes was my only companion in a world of darkness and quiet murmurs that began 
to surround me. The blurred whispers painted the image of a jungle in my mind as if I were being 
hunted, being watched by savages who waited in the shadows ready to attack, to kill. I reached my 
destination and held a solid stance; my shoulders back, my chest out, my head down and my eyes 
closed. “Please like me...” I whispered to myself as three, two, one it hit. Strobe light after strobe 
light cut through my image as I stood solid, lifeless, and powerful. The music roared, accompanied 
by a spot light that illuminated me alone on the runway, as I slowly raised my head and opened 
my eyes. I unveiled a stern, in charge, famous Boss look as the crowd began to applaud. I took my 
fi rst step, (that later made headlines as “one small step for man, one giant leap for fashion) and 
began to hunt down the end of the runway with every ounce of conviction I had in me. I walked 
for what felt like an eternity, but then there was silence. I heard nothing. I showed no fear; I truly 
was dancing with my demons in order to show her I was not a failure.

As I reached the end of the runway, fl ash after fl ash lit my body up in a wall of light that almost 
swallowed me when it happened. I looked right. My eyes locked to a hauntingly familiar face and 
my heart, for the fi rst time all night, stopped as I waited for the affi rmation I had been seeking all 
these years.

Mum smiled at me... Life would not be hollow... Anymore.

By Lewis Hodkinson
Year 12
Eynesbury college
ADELAIDE - SA   Teacher: Shelda RathmanB
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REMEMBERREMEMBER
Remember the days that were fi lled with terror,
With pain-staking loss of losing each other;

Loud bang, loud boom of bombs going down
Of guns being triggered, and lives being lost

The cries, the screams from anybody anywhere
As their lives end, right then, right there .

Remember the days that our land’s soil
Soaked in the souls of our many heroes

Them and their cries for help
And shrill shrieks of paralyzing fear

All stopped, in mid sentence
Never fi nished, never heard

For their young lives had ended
Before they even had the chance

To end what they had started
Their words, their voices

Stay frozen, stay silent, in the chilly blood stained air.

But on a day many years ago
On the 11th hour, of the 11th day, of the 11th month

The high people of the war
Signed a peace keeping treaty

And thus, no more millions of lives
Were thrown away and lost.

But to those who had fought for us
So we can be like we are today

For those whose lives were ended
And to the words that never fi nished

Because of them, we stand here today
To thank them, and their unforgotten deeds

Freedom. Peace. Love. Strength
Those were the words

Painted by their blood stained hands
Upon our souls and our lives

Even if their voices are frozen
Ours can still be heard

So remember them, remember lest we forget

By Bindi Nguyen
Year 7
Brookfi eld State School
BROOKFIELD - QLD

The Power of The 
Storm

The constant sound of chatter fi lls my head.
The gorgeous blue sky and the dazzling sun combine to make a 

brilliant colour.
Just as I turn my head upward, I feel a few drops of water.

Rain.
I open my eyes and discover that the sky has turned pitch black.

I could tell a storm was brewing.
The rain becomes stronger.
The fear inside me grows.

BOOM!!!
Here it is; the dreaded storm!

The hail, the lightening and the thunder all combine to make the 
storm sound like a demon.

It rages on and on.
I seek shelter.

The windows rattle and suddenly BANG!
The power is out.

The wind is howling like a werewolf.
I don’t know when the devil will fi nish his work; it is still too 

long to count.

By Sarah Parker
Year 5
Heany Park Primary
ROWVILLE- VIC
Teacher: Mrs Marie Baxter
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T
here I was in the middle of a war 
I didn’t particularly want to be in. 
The only thing that was between 
me and death was a dragon that 

was doing a great job of trying to convince 
the enemy to spare us and a barricade 5 
meters long. Now I’m sure you’re wonder-
ing what a simple shop owner was doing in 
the middle of a war that has been going on 
for three years, but the answer is simple I 
got into this mess thanks to my dragon who 
is right now trying to not get killed by the 
enemy (good thing he has extremely tough 
scales). By the time he had fi nished I had 
talked to the general about a nice dragon 
lamp that I thought would have interested 
him too bad he didn’t like it, but then I 
pulled out a dragon box and that he was 
delighted to see for he loved decorative 
boxes, he had a whole collection of them 
at his home. Now when Dawnfl yer (my 
dragon) came back he told me that they 
would end the war on one condition which 
was that I give them all the dragon lamps 
I have, see the general of the enemy loved 
my dragon lamps I never fi gured out why 
but every week he sends his troops to go 
to my shop and buy all the ones I have in 
stock, I told Dawnfl yer to tell them that I 
only have one lamp with me and that if they 
wanted all of the lamps they would have to 
let me go back to my shop.

When Dawnfl yer fi nished telling the 
enemy’s general that he would have 
to allow me to go to my shop 
he told me that he would 
let me go under armed 
guard, unfortunately 
I didn’t have a 
choice it was 
that or get 
k i l l e d 
by the 

same people that were willing to help me 
which sadly was the enemy. So after Dawn-
fl yer and I fi nished talking to the general 
about our leave we packed our bags and 
started off, the guards we were sent were 
very skinny and I was thinking that when 
we got back to the shop we could use the 
secret tunnel to get us away from the bloody 
war. Then I thought that if we did then 
the guards would come after us but I also 
thought that the cage trap I put down there 
would hold them off so I decided to try that 
after I told Dawnfl yer he said that he would 
activate the trap then follow me. So I told 
the guards to stay outside because i had a 
secret code to get them out of my safe and 
that if they try to cross us then Dawnfl yer 
would breath a fl ame so fi erce that their skin 
would melt and their eye’s would fall out 
of their skulls like skittles hit by a bowl-
ing ball, so they did what I told them and 
headed the warning, while we went down 
the trapdoor and after i had gone round the 
corner Dawnfl yer went to the guards that I 
needed help to carry them out so they fol-
lowed him down to the tunnel and he told 
them that he would go down and 
then they could come down, 
so Dawnflyer went 
down and the 
guards 

followed then but when he activated the 
trap on them the cage shattered so they 
ended up having some scratches from the 
metal hitting their skin like needles pierc-
ing cloth. By the time they realized that we 
had escaped all they could do was go back 
up the stairs and grab all the dragon lamps 
they could carry and went back to the war 
they were glad to be rid of for a little while 
it pained them to go back but they knew 
that if they didn’t go back they would hunt 
them down like a mouse trapped by a cat. 
Once they got back with the lamps and told 
their general that we had escaped we had 
went from Aslia all the way to Cobran we 
stopped at the end of the tunnel and went 
into the town to get some provisions for 
our trip.

By Christopher Hayward
Year 6
Lindisfarne Anglican Grammer
TERRANORA - NSW
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A
s the Sun glistened across Elfi a’s long, silver wings she 
dipped her pale hands in the pond for a drink of the cool, 
sparkling water. Once she sipped a little, she moved 
on so as not to get tempted from the soothing moisture 

on her dry, cracked lips. After all it would not be fair to the other 
creatures of the forest who are also stricken with the summer Sun’s 
dry heat. It is especially not fair seeing as Elfi a is a nymph, the 
guardian of the forest and it was her duty to make sure that there 
was always enough for everyone.

As she moved away slowly she heard a small rustle coming 
from the bush.

 “Who’s there?” Elfi a stammered. 

“BOO,” a small, fuzzy creature jumped out of the bush with its 
arms in the air and a face that only a mother could love.

“AH,” Elfi a screamed as she jumped back. 

“Oh Mother Elfi a,” the creature said as it bent down to bow 
to her. As she regained her feet the terrifying face of the creature 
suddenly seemed to melt away and it revealed the face of a small 
numbat with great, blue eyes and dimples on its’ curved smile. Elfi a 
recognised the face straight away and smiled as she thought who 
else would dare to jump out at a nymph.

As she stared into the little creatures eyes she said “hello 
Billy.”

“Hello you grace,” Billy smiled still bowing down to her like 
a broken horse.

“Oh for goodness sake Billy rise up would you, you’ve known 
me long enough that you should not have to call me ‘your grace’ 
and bow to me like a dead goose.” Billy immediately stood up and 
just shrugged.

“Oberon and Titania told me not to talk to you disrespectfully.” 
Oberon and Titania were the king and queen of the enchanted 
world. Billy once was summoned to them after a little incident in 
the woods. From then on he decided that he had to be that little 
bit extra aware of what he was doing or else he’ll be in big, big 
trouble or worse sent to banishment.  That’s where only the foulest 
of creatures go, like killers and monsters and creatures who have 
threatened to expose the enchanted forest for what it really is.

Legend has it that a long time ago two of the greatest wizards 
of all time had a great battle there in which one of the spells used 
against each other went wrong and it ended up opening a rift in 
the world and whatever steps into that hole is never heard from 
again. 

Continued on P42
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dididd ppppppededded h hhhhererer pppalale ee hahhahandndndn ss s ininin tt thehhe p pononond dd fofoforr r aa a drdrdrinininkkk ofofof t t thehehe c c cooooool,l,, 
sparkllini g water. Once she sipped a llititttle, she moved 
on so as not to get tempted from the soothing moisture 

on her dry, cracked lips. After all it would not be fair to the other 

AsAsAAsAA s ssheheheeheheee sss ssstatatatatatarerererereredddd d d iniinnininintotototoo tt t thehhehehehe lllll lllititititititittltltltltlltlltleeeeee e crcrcrcreaaeaeaeae tuutututurerereressss ss eyeyeyeyyeseseses sss shhehehehe ssssssss s s iaiaiaiaiddddd “h“hhhhellelelellollololo 
BiBiBiB llllllly.y.y.”

“Hello you grace,” Billy smiled still bowing down to her like
a broken horse.

“Oh f d k Bill i ld ’ k
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Continued from P41

That’s why no one knows where it leads 
to, so only the evilest and naughtiest of 
creatures are sent there. After a couple of 
awkward moments the two decided to play 
‘ kick the acorn.’  But the fun didn’t last. 
After a little while, a pixie came running 
through the bushes and fell down right at 
Elfi a’s feet completely out of breath. She 
looked at the poor thing with pitiful eyes 
and knelt down to kiss the little creatures 
limp head. 

“Billy, please go fetch some water,” she 
said as she held the pixie in her arms. As 
soon as Billy left he came back just as fast 
carrying a small petal full of water. Elfi a 
grabbed it and tilted the pixies’ head back 
so that he could sip it slowly. 

“What did you want little one,” Elfi a 
whispered smiling down at its face.  Your 
Grace,” he panted. “There is terrible news 
of the outside world. You have been sum-
moned to the fairy court for a meeting with 
Oberon and Titania.” As soon as the last 
words spilled from his lips Elfi a knew that 
something urgent must be happening. No 
one ever gets summoned to the fairy court 
unless they’re in great trouble (like Billy) 
or if something urgent was arising in the 
magical world. 

 “I must leave at once,” Elfi a cried, com-
pletely forgetting that a delicate creature 
was resting on her leg.  As she got up his 
head dropped to the ground fl oor with a 
big BANG! “OUCH,” the pixie cried out 
in pain. But Elfi a couldn’t hear him she 
was already fl ying off to collect her things 
for the trip. After all it’s not every day that 
you’re summoned to the fairy court.

 After a long, hard journey through the 
forest she fi nally arrived at Oberon and 
Titania’s palace. She entered the court room 
and bowed low and gracefully so as not to 
be disrespectful to the highnesses. “Rise 

child,” Elfi a heard and immediately rose so 
that she was staring straight into eyes of a 
fairy with blue skin and white eyes. Next 
to her was another fairy but this one was 
bigger and he was dirt brown. 

He wore a crown made from blunt thorns 
with blue and red fl owers sticking out of 
the gaps between the intertwining thorns. 
“I….I…..I’m Elfi a of the forest from the 
west.” 

“We know!” bellowed the brown fairy 
(whom Elfi a presumed to be Oberon).  ”We 
know all.” 

“Hush my love,” said Titania as she 
glided over to kiss her husband. “Let us 
show respect to this nymph, after all she 
looks after the children of the woodlands 
while we can not.” As she said this she 
grabbed Elfi as’ hand and led her up the 
gleaming stairs of the court room.

“We’ve bought you here” Oberon began 
(more calmly) “because your forest is in 
grave danger.  Humans have invaded your 
forest without your knowledge and we 
think they plan to destroy it.”

For a moment Elfi a just stood there with 
her mouth open. She didn’t worry if she 
was being disrespectful or what they were 
saying to her anymore, all she was focusing 
on was the last 3 words that King Oberon 
had said.  ‘DESTROY YOUR FOREST’.  
Later that night after she left she could 
still hear the words booming in her head 
like speakers turned up to full volume. The 
thought of her forest being destroyed was 
unbearable or worse, what if the humans 
found them, they’d be locked in cages and 
experimented on like lab rats.

The next morning Elfi a woke up with 
a solution to the forests’ problem. That 
morning she called a meeting with all the 
creatures of the forest. “The forest is about 
to be destroyed,” she announced abruptly.  

For a moment there was a stunned silence 
amongst the creatures, but then all at once 
screams burst forth and everyone was run-
ning around madly. Some were chasing 
their own tails and screaming at the same 
time. 

Elfi a was just as confused and upset as 
the other creatures however making a fuss 
was not going to help.  So she did what 
anyone else would do in that situation.  
She opened her mouth and wide as she 
could and yelled, “SHUT UP!” Everyone 
stopped; no one had ever said that at a forest 
meeting before. “Thankyou,” she quickly 
added quite calmly. “Now can we please 
conduct ourselves in an orderly manner and 
not behave like rabid monkeys.”

“I have an idea for the forest. There are 
rumours that in the human world some type 
of hierarchy exists; apparently it is called 
a government. If we can get someone to 
talk to this government then maybe they 
will have the power to stop the forest be-
ing destroyed.” After a little persuading 
and some major adjusting everyone fi nally 
agreed to the plan. 

That day they took it in shifts to see if 
anyone would come through but no one 
showed up for hours. Elfi a was just about to 
give up and call off the plan when suddenly 
the Maple Hamadryads (tree folk) started 
whispering. “Humans, humans they’re in 
the forest, they’re in the forest.”

Everyone looked and saw two children 
skipping down a small stream that fl owed 
through the forest. “What do we do your 
grace?” a young sprite asked. 

“We must capture them so we can 
show ourselves to them in private” Elfi a 
explained. “We need to fi nd a way to lure 
them into… “Before she could fi nish Billy 
and his friends had already run to them and 
thrown them into a sack.
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“And you said that we had to lure them” 
Billy said smirking.

“Well…I….um” Elfi a was at a loss for 
words. Everyone just decided to take them 
to Elfi a’s house because no where in the 
entire forest is more safe than a nymph’s 
house. Once they were there they called 
one of the forest’s unicorns to keep watch 
and once they were inside Elfi a’s house she 
opened the sack.

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHH-
HHHHHHH” the two children screamed. 
“What are you, freaks?”

“We believe you,” he said. “But the 
company that wants to destroy your forest 
will probably have a lot of the governments 
support on this one.”

Are there any endangered species in the 
forest?” the young girl asked.

“Sure there’s a northern quarry dwarf 
that lives in a hut a little down the track and 
he’s part endangered,” Billy said feeling 
pretty pleased about his knowledge.

“I mean any human known animals,” 
she said.

 “Oh,” Billy said sadly.

“Listen this is a little too much for one 
day,” Elfi a quickly added so Billy would 
not dwell on his failure. “Let’s just start 
from the beginning. My name is Elfi a and 
this here is Billy.”

“Hi,” they said.  “My name is Michael 
and this is my little sister Olivia” the boy 
said.  “We’ll come back tomorrow,” Olivia 
said before the two of them scampered off 
into the forest back to their parents.

The next morning Elfi a awoke with the 
seeds of hope growing insider her. She 
really believed that her plan would work. 
After a spot of breakfast Elfi a went to the 
giant oak tree where the children agreed 
they’d meet her.

“Look,” Michael cried. “I got a new spy 
tape recorder from my Nan.” 

“Oh that’s wonderful,” Elfi a cried with 
delight as she had never seen a human tape 
recorder before.

“Michael and I have decided to go and 
spy on the developer who wants to destroy 
your forest,” Olivia said. Everyone thought 
that it was a great idea and all agreed to 
it.

Within the next hour Olivia and Michael 
were in the offi ce of the developer hiding 
under the desk. Although they were meant 
to be quiet they couldn’t help giggling at 
the excitement of it all. Suddenly a short, fat 
man walked into the room wearing a yellow 
suit and an orange and black tie. 

“The government said no to me tearing 
down the whole forest,” the fat man began. 
He appeared to be talking on the phone. “So 
I guess I’ll just have to make it look like an 
accident. I’ll set fi re to that part of the forest 
or something.” The man snickered evilly as 
he said this. Olivia and Michael couldn’t 
believe what they were hearing. 

“We’ve got to get out of here,” Michael 
whispered. Obviously the man heard them 
because the next thing they knew security 
was dragging them out by their ears.

“JERKS,” Olivia yelled at the building 
once they were dumped outside. “Quick 
we’ve got to get back to the forest.” They 
rushed off like cheetahs back to tell Elfi a 
the horrible news. Once they told everyone 
it seemed like all hope was lost. 

“Now we’ll never be able to save the 
forest,” Elfi a wept into her dress. 

“Oh I wish there was some way that we 
could prove what those crooks said about 
burning the forest,” Billy grumbled. “Then 
we could really sock it to them.”

“Oh No!” Michael cried.

“What is it?” Olivia cried back.

“I accidently left my tape recorder on 
all day and now I’ve used up all the space 
on the tape.”

“Oh Michael don’t you see?” Elfi a asked. 
“If you could show that to the government 
than we could prove that he was going to 
burn the forest without their knowledge or 
approval.”

The next day Michael and Olivia went 
to the police and proved that the developer 
was guilty but when the police went look-
ing for the developer he was gone. No one 
could fi nd him anywhere and there’s only 
one place where you vanish so completely 
…… BANISHMENT. 

Finally the forest was at peace.  As a 
reward for his help with the saving of the 
forest Billy was forgiven and was never at 
risk of being sent into banishment again and 
as for Elfi a …… Well she is after all the 
guardian of the forest and everyone knows 
that a Nymph takes her duty very seriously.  
So beware my friends when you next walk 
into the forest, you just may come across 
more than you bargained for.  

By Ruby Tribe
Year 8
Aquinas College
EAST RINGWOOD – VIC
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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 benefi ts of subscribing to Oz Kids in Print. 

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

WIN AN AUTHOR VISIT TO YOUR SCHOOL

The 2010 Young Australian Writers’ Awards
The winner of the 2010 Young Australian Writers’ Award will receive a $5,000 scholarship.

A new award that will be presented at the 2010 Young Australian Writer’s Awards will be the 
“ANDY GRIFFITHS LITERARY AWARD” for humorous writing. This award will be judged by 
Andy Griffi  ths himself, so get your kids writing a humorous poem or story and Andy Griffi  ths 
will read it. 

ENTRIES OPEN NOW AND WILL CLOSE ON 1 OCTOBER 2010

GO TO www.ozkids.com.au to download your entry or post your entries to:
The Editor, PO Box 267, LARA Vic. 3212.  If it is humorous, please mark it ‘Andy Griffi  ths Literary Award’.

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

YES! Our school would like to subscribe to Oz Kids in Print
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Payment Details
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Return Details
Please mail your remittance with this form to: Children’s Charity Network, PO Box 267, Lara Vic. 3212
Tel: 03 5282 8950  •  Fax: 03 5282 8950  •  Email: info@ozkids.com.au  •  Website: www.ozkids.com.au
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f2m - the boy within
by Hazel Edwards
& Ryan Kennedy

(Ford Street Publishing) PB 
RRP: $19.95

Reviewer: Jenny Mounfi eld

In the relatively short period of time since Ford Street staked its 
claim on the Australian publishing map with its fi rst title, Sean Mc-
Mullen’s, Before the Storm, the company has consistently produced 
entertaining, edgy, thought-provoking fi ction and non-fi ction that 
explores a kaleidoscope of themes: everything from mental illness 
to the deepest existentialist questions. f2m is no exception.

Eighteen year old Skye is many things to many people: sister, 
daughter, granddaughter, friend, band-mate. But to herself Skye is 
something altogether different; she is he, and his name is Finn.

From the fi rst page Skye is in a quandary: should she tick the 
M or F box when applying for her driver’s licence? She does, after 
all, plan on transitioning as soon as she can. She has researched, 
joined internet forums and is saving for the necessary surgery. 
But as she is learning there are so many unexpected elements to 
consider, not least of which is how her transition from female to 
male will affect her friendships and position in her all girl punk 
band, The Chronic Cramps.

While navigating this personal mine-
fi eld, Skye fi nds an ally in Gran, and un-
covers the truth of Gran’s brother, Uncle 
Albert, who spent the later years of his 
life as Alberta. With Gran’s understanding 
and the help of newfound FTM (Female To 
Male) forum friends, Skye takes her fi rst 
step on the path that will ultimately lead 
to the birth of Finn.

While I’m sure there is a lot of co-author, 
Ryan Kennedy (who transitioned from 
female to male at age twenty-seven) in 
Skye, I feel this story would have far more impact if it was indeed 
his story, rather than a fi ctionalised version. However, having said 
this I must add that f2m does exactly what it is meant to do, which 
is to allow readers into the life of a transgender person, to share 
his hopes, fears, and very personal life-changing journey. And it’s 
for this very reason that I applaud the publication of this book. 
Anything we can do to educate young people on the differences 
of others, whether they be differences of culture, religion or sexual 
orientation can only aid in a complete understanding of what it 
truly means to be human.

Teens, particularly girls, will pick up this title for its curiosity 
factor alone. Edwards’ literary skill and Kennedy’s heart-felt ex-
periences marry well and the result is an honest story that is both 
entertaining 

In Lonnie’s Shadow
by Chrissie Michaels

(Ford Street Publishing) PB
RRP: $19.95

Reviewer: Jenny Mounfi eld

Casselden Place, situated in the inner city precinct of Mel-
bourne’s Little Lon, which was known as a decadent district for 
much of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries, became the site 
of an archaeological dig in 2002. Everything from clay pipes to 
bones was unearthed, and from these artefacts, a mosaic of early 
Australian life started to emerge. Now housed in Museum Victoria, 
these artefacts form the backbone of Michaels’ debut YA novel, In 
Lonnie’s Shadow.

Set in 1891 against a backdrop of grime and gaslight, readers 
are introduced to the struggle of three teens: Pearl, a ‘working girl’ 
caught between two hard-hearted madams; factory worker, Daisy, 
and Lonnie, stable boy and righter-of-wrongs. Their story is brutal; 
it’s a story of survival at a grassroots level. But it is also a story of 
mateship and survival that makes for compelling reading.

This may be a very different world to the one our kids face, 
a harsher, dirtier world, but some things seem destined to never 
change. There are still dangers both physical and spiritual to be 
avoided, and so, too, there is still the inevitable search for purpose 
and place that we all must undertake on the eve of adulthood.

Michaels’ extensive research is evident 
in these authentic characters—nothing has 
slipped her attention to detail: language, 
dress, mannerisms are all impossible to 
fault. A story of such historical signifi cance 
would have failed on many levels if she 
hadn’t been so diligent. Her narrative, too, 
is a joy to read:

‘A smudge of gaslight revealed the 
gloomy room beyond. The walls were 
mildewed from the damp and in need of 
a good scrub down. There was the same 
impassable gash of a window, planked up on the outside, as the 
one upstairs. There was no shimmering lace curtains blown by a 
sweet breeze here; only a bed as sorrowful as all the others where 
the girls were made to spend their working days and fl ea-bitten 
nights.’

With its Melbourne streets and landmarks, In Lonnie’s Shadow 
is Oliver Twist with a distinctly Aussie fl avour. The itinerary at 
the front of the book, which lists each artefact used in the story, 
is a worthwhile addition. Each short chapter is headed with each 
relevant artefact making for a clever blending of fact and fi ction. 
The only thing missing, I feel, is a map of the area.

Without a doubt, In Lonnie’s Shadow will be invaluable in the 
classroom where history is a diffi cult subject to engage an adoles-
cent mind at the best of times. So, too, it will fi nd favour with fans 
of historical fi ction.
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Paying lump sum school fees every term or semester can be a challenge. 
Ensuring they are paid on time can be an even bigger challenge. 
That’s where School Plan can help.

School Plan pays your child’s fees in full, directly to 
the school when they are due, while you pay 
School Plan each month in easy-to-manage 
instalments. Never miss a payment or early 
bird discount again!

School Plan can cover any xed fee, 
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such as music tuition.
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