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

Also, have you considered hosting a literary event? After a successful literary luncheon at 
Scotch College last year, we’re looking for two primary or secondary host schools. Students 
pay $20 + GST and we provide the authors/illustrators and show bags (worth $30 each) free.

We can be contacted by phone on (03) 9481 1120, fax (03) 9481 1123
or email fordstr@internode.on.net

For a full list of our authors and illustrators check out our website at
www.fordstreetpublishing.com/cnet

With best wishes

Terrie Saunders
Creative Net
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From the 
editor’s 

desk

KEEP ON WRITING 
(TYPING)!

Carol Dick
Managing Editor

The Awards are upon us and the entry time 
for the 2011 Awards has closed. Entries 
sent from now on will be included in the 
2012 Awards. So don’t give up the writing 
as you can enter for next year.

Christmas holidays are around the corner 
so please stay safe and have a great festive 
season. See you next year!

ENTER ON-LINE
at

www.ozkids.com.au

BOOK REVIEW

One day when Riley is making mud 
pies he finds a hole. Sticking his head 
inside, he is confronted by one rather 
cantankerous wombat.

‘Without  warning ,  the  grouchy 
creature charged out of her burrow and 
disappeared into the garden in a blur of 
brown fur.’

And so, with his little red biplane fired 
up and his collection of toys clinging 
on for dear life, Riley goes in search of 
the AWOL wombat. His journey takes 
him through the Bourke Street mall, 
Federation Square, St Kilda Beach and 
beyond. How could such a roly-poly 
critter flee so far? Never fear; our grumpy 
friend knows how to take care of herself. 
She is destined for the life of Riley 
(pardon the pun).

McCartney’s language is vivid. Her use 
of alliteration and word play will thrill 
young readers:

‘In desperation, Riley buzzed out over 
the countryside to the goldfields of 
Sovereign Hill. There were plenty of 
enormous, dark, dank holes ... but no 
grumpy wombat.’

What really sets this simple story apart 
from the rest is the illustrative style. 
Pratt has overlaid black and white 
photographs of Victorian 
landmarks with eye-catching 
coloured depictions of Riley 
and his menagerie. At each 
location Riley reveals yet 
another masterful invention 
to help with his search—
everything from automated 
whiz-bang ground-hugging 
projectiles to fandangled 
hifalutin patented doodads. 
Each of these wonderfully 
humorous illustrations reveals 

something extra, which is certain to 
delight. On one page Riley is slurping 
spaghetti as he rockets up Lygon Street 
with Panda, Koala, Lion and Dragon 
propped on the wings sipping cups of 
tea (or is that coffee?). 

Without a doubt, children of all ages will 
love this book. The story is brief enough, 
and the illustrations bright enough to 
engage a toddler’s short attention span, 
while Riley’s complex inventions and the 
humour of both language and pictures 
will keep older kids enthralled. I can see 
this book selling well through tourist 
outlets. Riley and the Grumpy Wombat 
is the perfect souvenir for a child to take 
home after a trip to Melbourne.

Kieron Pratt is a Canberra based 
illustrator and cartoonist. He has worked 
for an animation company and illustrated 
several children’s books. Recently he was 
commissioned to redesign the maps for 
the National Zoo.

Tania McCartney is an Aussie author, 
editor, publisher and photographer. She 
writes fiction and non-fiction for both 
kids and adults. Other books in the Riley 
series include: Riley and the Sleeping 
Dragon, Riley and the Dancing Lion and 
Riley and the Curious Koala. Find out 
more at: www.taniamccartney.com or 
www.fordstreetpublishing.com

Riley and the
Grumpy Wombat

A journey around Melbourne
 by Tania McCartney & Kieron Pratt

Publisher: Ford Street Publishing Format: Paperback PB
Age guide: 6–10 Price: AUD $16.95
ISBN: 9781921665493 Reviewed by: Jenny Mounfield
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Clary Castrission and Karyn Avery were 
students when they started their journey 
to create 40K in Bangalore India, building 
the Banyon School for some of the poorest 
Indian children and communities. Room 
to Read started from John Wood’s passion 
to take books to the children of a remote 
village in Nepal and has reached three 
million children in the developing world. 
Tara Winkler was only a girl when she 
went to Cambodia where she set up 
the Cambodia Children’s Trust. The 
Indigenous Literacy Project is providing 
books to indigenous children throughout 
Australia.

There is a movement growing throughout 
the world, where books and education 
are reaching children impacted by war, 
disaster and poverty. As the daughter of 
Hungarian refugees who went through war 
and migration, it’s a movement close to my 
heart and integral to my writing. I saw my 
father work long hours in the Holden car 
factory; my mother work in the clothing 
factory and raise three children. They 
spoke with heavy accents, missed their 
cultural past, placed heavy expectations 
on their children to recreate balance, but 
they were filled with hope at the freedoms 
offered by Australia.

Writing has afforded me the privilege of 
writing stories that connect and empower 
young people and communities. I felt 
honoured when I was invited to represent 
Australia in a youth peace anthology by 
International Books for Young People 
(IBBY) under the auspices of the United 
Nations. Twenty-two children’s authors and 
twenty-two children’s illustrators 
f rom t went y- t wo  count r ie s 
were invited to participate in an 
international cooperative to create 
Peace Story launched at the Nami 
Island International Children’s Book 
Festival Korea 2010. Renowned 
academic author on Irish children’s 
literature Valerie Coglan and Irish 
Laureate for children’s literature 
Siobhan Parkinson, were the co-
editors of Peace Story.

My story ‘Remember East Timor’ 
opens Peace Story, illustrated by 
Frané Lessac. It reveals the loss of 
homeland, but is driven by a new 
future in Darwin. The stories in Peace 

Story come from award winning authors 
and illustrators from around the world 
including Uganda, Pakistan, Germany, 
Denmark, New Zealand, Malaysia, Sudan, 
Republic of Korea, Iran, USA.

I was also honoured to be included in 
the cross cultural anthology Fear Factor: 
Terror Incognito published by Picador 
India and Australia. Ten Indian and ten 
Australian authors were invited to write 
about the impact of terrorism from a 
personal perspective in narrative fiction. 
My story ‘Days of Thailand’ sits alongside 
works by Sir Salman Rushdie, Thomas 
Kenealley and David Malouf as story opens 
discussion as a way towards peace.

Recently, I was part of a 10 person 
delegation to Kiribati, an initiative of the 
Edmund Rice Centre, with Patrick Dobson, 
father of indigenous reconciliation, and a 
documentary film crew headed by Tom 
Zubresk. Speaking to hundreds of kids 
who sang in perfect harmony as thanks 
for books I was bringing them and to the 
special needs kids was a life affirming 
experience.

Writing story underpinned by social justice 
is personally validating. Story allows me 
to transform the refugee struggle of 
my family to hope to young people and 
community. I Am Jack has become a rite-
of-passage book on school bullying; Super 
Jack is making it OK for kids to talk about 
divorce and blending families; Always Jack 
reaches families and community about 
many real challenges – cancer and refugees 
finding home.

My young adult novel Butterf lies is 
recognized as Outstanding Youth Literature 
on Disability. I was flown to New York by 
the New York-Presbyterian Hospital, 
Weill Cornell Medical College, the New 
York Firefighters Burn Foundation and 
The Phoenix Society for burn survivors to 
speak at the World Burn Congress about 
the power of Butterflies to inspire and heal. 
It was a moving experience to be there, 
on the faculty with Kim Phuc, UNESCO 
Ambassador for Peace, who has established 
the Kim Foundation for the child survivors 
of war. Kim Phuc is the Vietnamese young 
girl running from napalm in the Nick Ut 
Pulitzer Prize-winning 1972 photograph.

My first picture book Ships in the Field 
to be published by Fort Street crystallises 
so much of what drives me to write. 
Writing Ships in the Field has been a 
unique collaboration with award winning 
illustrator Anna Pignataro who also comes 
from an immigrant family. Together we 
share the refugee heritage of our families 
to create a special picture book that crosses 
boundaries in a universal recognition that 
children are part of the journey.

Reaching people through story can change 
the world. I’m an author ambassador 
for Room to Read; patron of Monkey 
Baa Theatre for Young People; awarded 
the Lady Cutler Award for Services to 
Children’s Literature, UTS Award winner 
for outstanding professional achievement 
in writing, on the board of the NSW 
Writers Centre, on the May Gibbs Trust, 
co-head of the Society of Children’s Book 
Writers & Illustrators Australia & New 

Zealand. However I am most 
proud of being an Australia Day 
Ambassador speaking in remote 
areas about community for those 
who have made Australia home.

S u s a n n e  G e r v a y  –  A B C 
Conversations with Richard Fidler, 
15 Nov 2010: Susanne Gervay and 
Stephane Reynaud. By Richard 
Fidler. Susanne Gervay is a writer 
for young people.

w w w . a b c . n e t . a u / l o c a l /
stories/2010/ 11/15/3066754.htm

www.sgervay.com

Ships in the Field: Sailing into the Story of Migration
by Susanne Gervay – www.sgervay.com
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I CLOSE my eyes, the bat falls heavily on 
the glass surface and it shatters. I don’t 
see anything but I can feel the million 

shards attacking my bare hands and face. 
I feel the warmth of my blood trickling 
down my skin, the smell is intoxicating.

“Sharon, get out of there! What are you 
doing?” I can feel the strong grip of my 
saviour’s rough and worn hands as he 
attempts to drag me from the scene. My 
eyes are still closed. I don’t want to open 
them, I’m far too afraid. I start falling, 
slipping away from this world, back to 
the days where, on my father’s shoulders, 
the sky never seemed to be the limit. The 
clouds brush the tips of my fingers and 
at that moment, I am happy. An electric 
pulse snakes through my body and I am 
on fire. The sensation doesn’t last long but 
I feel it, three times over. I am dragged 
back to the real world, something moves 
aggressively in my throat and before I 
know it, I am covered in vomit. I cough 
and cough, wondering if it will ever stop, 
I hear a woman crying and slowly begin 
to open my eyes.

White, that’s all I see. White walls, white 
sheets and white floors. Then, as my eyes 
scan the room, I see a woman clad in black. 
She sits on a chair, with her face in her 
hands; she cries her pool of secret tears. 
There is no shoulder for her to weep on, 
no one to tell her that her daughter will 
survive. Beep, beep, beep, beep. I hear 
the monitor, its voice echoes in my ears, 
‘you’re alive’, it tells me. A strong hand is 
intertwined in mine. I look down and see 
a boy, his face is twisted in agony and his 
eyes fight the demons in his sleep.

Reader, you are probably wondering why 
I rely on that voice to make sure I’m alive, 
or why the boy holding my hand and the 
woman in the corner mean more to me 
than anything else in the world. The thing 
that pains me most, reader, is that it took 
me five stitches, a broken arm and a close 
encounter with death to realise this.

I remember telling Gabe why a part of me 
died that night, on the fifteenth of April. 
That night, the moon was so bright that 
even the sun drew back in shame whilst 
the stars scattered the sky like sand on 
a beach, but I didn’t look up in awe, I 
didn’t marvel at its beauty, I was too busy 
watching my father take his last breath. 

My mother collapsed in a heap beside me, 
I could see her life disappearing before 
me, like burning paper, until only the 
ashes remained. We held on to each other, 
afraid to let go, afraid to face whatever 
was to come alone. We knew this was 
coming, we were preparing ourselves, 
dad was diagnosed with prostate cancer 
a long while ago, but not once did we 
ask ourselves, “What happens when he’s 
finally gone?”.

We continued to live every day, we had to 
force ourselves to breathe every morning, 
mum slept beside me every night and still, 
we were lifeless. I was tired and exhausted 
of living a life I hated, of being able to 
breathe, when I knew my father couldn’t.

The morning of the incident, Gabe made 
an appearance. He knew something was 
wrong but couldn’t fully put his finger on 
it. He’s been my best friend ever since I 
can remember, his smile always helped 
me surpass anger and sorrow, but that 
morning, I didn’t laugh like I usually 
would, as a matter of fact I didn’t even look 
at him or acknowledge his presence. I was 
so caught up in my thoughts and intentions 
that I was willing to erase the only person 
who made me truly happy, out of my life. 
He sensed that I didn’t want his company, 
so he left, in silence. That is when I made 
up my mind. The only other person, who I 
cared about, had given up on me. Little did 
I know that before reaching the bottom of 
the stairs, he had begun to run back. It was 
too late. The bat in my hand had already 
begun to fall.

Beep, beep, beep, I can hear the monitor’s 
silent alarm as my eyes slowly open.

“Good morning”, Gabe says, kissing me 
on the forehead. I watch my mother take 
her place on the opposite side of the bed. 
She kneels down beside me so her eyes 
directly meet mine. They are red and tired, 
anyone looking at her could see the pain 
she had felt. If her face was a book, it would 
have read, “My daughter almost died”. She 
takes hold of my face firmly enough for 
me to feel the pain rippling through my 
muscles, but I don’t pull back or flinch. This 
moment, if I could, I would lock it away in 
a special place in my heart so that it stays 
with me for forever and ever.

“Baby, I’m glad your back. I love you”, she 
says, showering kisses all over my face. 
Gabe still holds on to my hand, I wish 
he never lets go. I smile. All this while I 
thought I had nothing to live for, I thought 
I had no one and I was willing to give up. 
But these two people in front of me are my 
life, they are who I need to live for and as 
soon as I started to forget this, my reason 
to live was slipping away. They are the end 
and the beginning of my life, without one 
or the other, I am incomplete, and I am 
their chain. I am the bond between them 
that holds them together and if I break, 
they might just break with me.

By Sasha Borges
Year 11, Cerdon College

MERRYLANDS – NSW

Slipping
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THE night had been exceptionally 
long. A dark shroud had covered 
the forest for months, the cloying 

shadows giving the impression of a disease 
festering in amongst the woods. Dew 
covered the mist-strewn forest floor, an 
icy reminder of the lack of warmth. Pools 
of water were brackish and stagnant as if 
without the healing touch of the sun, water 
itself was unable to remain healthy. Trees 
showed the signs of the hard times, their 
boughs devoid of leaves, utterly lifeless. 
This severe corruption had run through 
the entirety of the forest, leaving all living 
things grey and longing for the golden 
touch of the sun.

One of these creatures was the wolf. A large 
creature adapted to better times, when 
prey was large and plentiful and there was 
enough light to run down its victim. The 
wolf ’s dark grey pelt helped it to blend 
into the shadows of this new era, however 
a predator’s pride is a strong force and the 
beast did not wish to slink around in the 
darkness. In the mind of the wolf, there 
was no thrill greater than running free and 
wild under the benevolent presence of the 
sun. Without its golden rays illuminating 
the forest, the wolf had been unable to 
hunt effectively, his carefully timed runs 
unequal to the sheer speed of its prey and 
their numerous hiding places.

The wolf ’s hunger gnawed at his innards 
just as the wolf itself had done to his 

prey. The pain had escalated in the past 
week as more and more time had passed 
without a meal. The wolf ’s crushing bite 
and indefatigable stamina may have been 
equal to the task of ending lives, however it 
required enormous amounts of sustenance 
to fuel these functions. The predator’s 
strength was nearly at an end. Still, the 
wolf would not accept defeat, the predator’s 
pride preventing it from doing so. He held 
on to life in the vain hope that, perhaps, 
the shadows might be pushed back by the 
silver glint of dawn.

The wolf ’s staggering steps belied his 
purpose as the predator wandered through 
the forest, questing for life. The beast 
needed to feel flesh parting under its fangs, 
the ripping of flesh and the crushing of 
bone. Lost in the reverie, the wolf almost 
failed to notice the slight lessening of the 
oppressive gloom. A stray beam of gold 
streaked down from the predominantly 
grey sky, illuminating a nearby clearing. 
The light excited the old wolf, bringing 
back more memories of the hunt. The taste 
of blood foremost in the predator’s mind, 
the wolf made his way into the clearing, 
eager to finally feed.

The golden blanket of the rising sun had 
begun to bring heat and light back to a 
comfort deprived world. In the clearing, a 
deer had emerged from the undergrowth 
to take advantage of the gathering dawn. 
As its head bent down to crop the blades 

of grass from the slowly warming ground, 
the wolf got into position. The predator 
hugged the ground, the charcoal grey 
shape indistinct as it wove through the 
dense woodland. A sharp crack split the air 
as the wolf ’s fatigue caused him to make a 
mistake. The prey’s head jerked up, wide 
brown eyes scanning anxiously for danger. 
The predator froze, as if the very breath of 
winter had engulfed it. He went unnoticed 
by the deer and as it continued grazing, the 
wolf broke cover.

The dark grey shape hurtled from the tree 
line, ivory fangs glinting in the waxing 
light. A savage growl ripped free from 
the wolf ’s throat, full of primal fury as 
yet another skirmish erupted in the war 
between predator and prey. The deer 
looked up, terror welling in those brown 
eyes as it bleated in fear and turned to 
run. It made no difference, as the wolf ’s 
endurance and speed would easily allow 
the predator to close with its prey. However, 
as the deer began to attempt its flight, the 
golden touch of the sun receded, leaving 
the forest and its inhabitants shrouded 
in a dull blanket of death and darkness 
once more.

By James Gatehouse
Year 12 

Brisbane School of Distance Education 
BRISBANE – QLD.

The Edge of Darkness
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Grandpa’s Glasses

Once I put my Grandpa’s Glasses in a pot of dye,
And when he put them on again he saw a purple sky.

Purple fires were burning way up the purple hill,
And men were crushing purple apples from the nearby purple mill.

Purple Polly playing with her purple doll and ball,
As purple dragonflies were crawling up the garden wall.

And at the supper table he got crazy as a loon
For eating purple apple dumplings with a purple spoon!

By Renya Nambi Subramaniyan
Year 5, Camberwell Girls’ Grammar
CANTERBURY – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs Cooper

Mum
You enlighten me when I’m sad

You tell me it’s okay when things aren’t right
When I’ve done something wrong you’re not mean and mad

You’ll give me a hug all day and night.
What I’m trying to say is you’ll always be there

I love you with all my heart and soul
Any enemy and foe you’ll make them beware

If it’s to keep me safe you’ll pay any toll.
If it’s the last resort and we’ve come to defeat

You’ll never surrender
You’ll never retreat

You’ll always be my ultimate defender.
These words that come from my heart are pure

Without you I wouldn’t know who to be
But you’ve made me feel so share

I’ll be myself and that’s good enough.

By Callan Riley Michael Mawhirl
Age 12, Oberthur Primary School

BULL CREEK – WA

She is a smoothly cut diamond amongst coarse stones.
Beauty personified, she steals my breath;

Gorgeous, striking, elegant.

She is the gentlest of creatures.
Her hands brush mine; the whisper of a touch

That leaves my skin tingling.

She is a vast body of emotion.
Her heart is more extensive than the ocean.

She holds the most insignificant details in the halls of memory.

She is my one and only rock.
Always, she is steady, constant, unwavering

In her support and love.

She is the thief of my heart.
Captured, entranced, entangled in her persona,

I am forever bound to her.

By Talia Walker
Year 11, Cerdon College
MERRYLANDS – NSW

Forever Bound
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Rob Eyton, Project Chairman, 
and Council Chairman Bob Gilchrist

Victorian school hosts literary lunch

Ford Street Publishing, Creative Net and 
Yarra Valley Grammar held a literary event 
on October 20. Over 200 students attended 
from Rangeview Primary, Hampton Park 
Primary, Camberwell Grammar, Yarra 
Valley Grammar, Kingswood Grammar 
and Scotch.

Students had workshops conducted 
by fourteen leading children’s authors 
and illustrators: Paul Collins, Meredith 
Costain, George Ivanoff, Dee White, 
Hazel Edwards, Phil Kettle, David Miller, 
Michael Panckridge, Sean McMullen, 
Jacqui Grantford, Mark McBride, Judith 
Rossell, Tania McCartney and Claire Saxby.  
Emcee Graham Davey did a sterling job 
while Yarra Valley Grammar superstars 
Wendy Andrews and Chris Begley 
organised the running of the event.

Phil Kettle gave the keynote speech, 
inspiring students to read.

The event was concluded with the YVG 
launch of Tania McCartney’s Riley and 
the Grumpy Wombat. Students even 
created red replica Riley planes to launch 
the book! 

All had much hilarity and fun while 
learning about the importance of reading 
and writing.

Schools wishing to host similar literary 
events are encouraged to contact Paul 
Collins at Ford Street Publishing: fordstr@
internode.on.net. These events are 
sponsored by Oz Kids in Print magazine 
and the speakers’ agency Creative Net 
www.fordstreetpublishing.com/cnet. Costs 
are minimal! Su
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By Evangeline Yong
Age 13, Box Hill High School

BOX HILL – VIC.

I saw it –
The dress of my dreams

A froth of lace and ribbons
A dimpling, twinkling thing

Quivering in the window
Living glowing yellow

I loved it
With childish passion

With the impulse of youth
It allured me, it drew me

Each tremble, every ripple
Fanned the flame
Raised my hopes

With each beat of my heart
I loved it more

But I could never have it
I knew, though I begged

With my eyes, with my lips
With all of my heart

It could not be mine –
One must think of the cost
One must think of Mother
With the lines in her face
And that look in her eyes
How could I ask again?

And so on we went
And left magic behind
Shining in that shop

Twinkling in the light
Drawing my eyes

For one last look…

It was a little thing
But it still mattered
It mattered to me.

And so on we went
A little ache in my heart

A sadness in Mother’s eyes
That I will never forget.

There are memories that will last
Sweet and full of gold

With bitter undertones
It was that memory

That dress, that bit of magic
In a shop window

Bittersweet

In the pale pink dusk
In a world of rosy tints

Mother came home
With a new glow in her eyes
That I had not seen before

And then I saw it in her hands
I saw it –
Again –

That bit of magic
That sliver of yellow

That enchanting thing
Mine.

Bittersweet.

I did not ask again
But she knew

Mothers know these things
And in the pale pink dusk

In the vague twinkling of sky
With the dress flaming between us

We hugged.
One of those rare embraces

That women like Mother give
In moments like these

Bittersweet.

Bittersweet

Night
The veil of night has fallen
The land has gone to sleep

But a darker kind of creature
Has come to prowl and creep.

And underneath the silver moon
An owl waits deathly still

Waiting for the slightest sound
And eager for the kill.

Her orb-like eyes are peering
As she sounds her chilling cry

And launches herself from her branch
And into the midnight sky.

The sound of her wings hangs in the air
Then silence as she dives

But the mouse she’s hunting dashes away
Lucky to be alive.

With a furious screech and a flap of her wings
She swoops back into the night

As the first of the morning bell-birds sings
She closes her eyes at first light.

By Siena Lily Hyland
Year 8, Eltham High School

ELTHAM – VIC.
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I WAKE up to the sweet smell of vanilla 
pancakes, topped with maple syrup.

“Morning!” I said to my dad who is glued 
to the telly. I sit down at the table, grab 
my cutlery and dig in! Yum! In about one 
minute, the meal is gone.

“See ya at three-ya!” I call to my dad who 
is still glued to the telly. I grab my stuff, 
and head out the door. I am so excited 
for today because it’s school photo day. I 
love photo day because you can look your 
absolute best.

Once I arrive at school, I run into the 
classroom. My best friend, Isabelle, is 
finally back from India. At ten o’clock, our 
class goes down to the undercover area 
where the photos were being taken. We 
get into position. Tallest at the front, then 
next tallest, and so on.

“Elephant’s undies!” calls the wacko 
photographer.

I look perfect! But... I am sitting next to the 
ugliest and most craziest child in school, 
Manly Patterson! yuk! CLICK!!

<Two Months Later>

“OK everyone, here are your class photo 
packs, put them straight in your bag and 
don’t look at them until you get home. 
Andy, Annaliese, Bayley, Connor, Dianne, 
Henry, Isabelle, Jenna”, calls my teacher.

“Oh! That’s me.” I go out to my bag and 
take just a quick sneak peek. I remember 
that I was in the second row, second last 
from the right, with Manly on my left and 
Dianne on my right. I find the second row 
and I find Manly and Dianne.

There is an empty seat right next to them! 
No nice hair, smile, clothes or anything! I 
slip the photo in my bag, then run inside 
and sit on the floor.

As soon as I sit down, the bell rings. 
I spring from the floor and say “good 
afternoon” and make a quick exit.

When I reach home, I lay the picture 
out on my bed and start to investigate. 
Firstly, on the morning of the photo, Dad 
was watching an inventors show on how 
to make an invisibility potion while he 
made my breakfast. Then, after I ate my 
pancakes, I got dressed. Lastly, I walked 
to school.

Wait a minute! Dad 
made my pancakes 
while he made the 
potion. He must have 
mistaken the potion for 
maple syrup! IT’S HIS 
FAULT!!

“D a d ,  w h e re’s  t h at 
invisibility potion that 
you made a couple of 
months ago?”

“In the carport in the red lockup cupboard”, 
replies Dad.

I grab the key, and jiggle it around in the 
lock. There’s a bump, then a sizzle, then 
BAM!! The cupboard is gone. I really 
needed that potion, to show dad why I 
wasn’t in the class photo. If he denies it, I’ll 
pour the potion into his coffee, completely 
ignore him, then throw a million parties 
and use his credit card to buy heaps of 
things.

But all that will need to be put on hold...

At least until the cupboard reappears!

THE END!!!! Or is it?

By Jasmin Syammach
Age 10

ELLENBROOK – WA

Dads Make Mistakes

She was lost in the night, a wondering soul,
Unable to see through the teenage blindfold.
That flaming red hair, those changing eyes,
The way she smiled, the way that she lied.

The ocean adopted that lost little girl,
The ocean took charge, and stole that pearl.

That pearl of life, that pearl of games,
The pearl of laughter, and incredible change.

So many secrets, so much to hide,
Her life caught up in the turning tide.

When the waves took her soul to a different world,
When Charley left us, the turmoil unfurled.

How she survived, while her past was unknown,
How she lived on, lost and alone.

She inflicted our lives like the blade of knife,
What really happened that changed this young life?

By Tamara Ernest
Year 7, Carey Baptist Grammar School
KEW – VIC.

Charley
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SOME things are meant to be kept 
a secret. Secrets tempt us. Secrets 
control us.

Project Flashlight is one such secret.

Travel twenty miles out in to the Mojave 
Desert and you’ll come across a top-secret 
government building. It is Area 51. If you 
appear uninvited, armed guards will drug 
you, escort you to Las Vegas and leave a 
note saying you passed out at the bar.

Only the top scientific, military and civilian 
minds are allowed to work there. Those 
who do become part of President Truman’s 
top-secret government organisation: 
Majestic 12. But to the ones that know the 
truth, it is named MJ-12.

MJ-12 was originally founded to investigate 
extra-terrestrial activity in the aftermath 
of the Roswell incident. They made a 
discovery. On a field expedition to Roswell 
(where the UFO was spotted) they heard 
strange noises coming from the forest. 
After three hours of searching the forest 
they found what every man, woman 
and child had been dreading. An alien 
spacecraft. They decided that no one 
would ever be told about this except those 
present that night. This led on to the great 
cover up.

Fifteen MJ-12 operatives returned the 
day after the discovery with heavy lifting 
equipment and took the surprisingly 
intact space ship back to Area 51. Closer 
examination revealed secrets that no one 
wanted to hear. These aliens were far more 
advanced than us and could wipe us out in 
a blink of an eye. When hacking into the 
ship’s computer, MJ-12 discovered that 
this ship was a very long way from home. 
Since then, the public’s belief in aliens has 
decreased and MJ-12’s existence has been 
forgotten.

Project Flashlight is one of the many pieces 
of technology salvaged from the spacecraft. 
It is a teleportation device. Every day for 
the past twenty-five years MJ-12’s brightest 
minds have been repairing, studying and 
testing this device. Dr Larius Privinski was 
one of the masterminds behind the study 
of the device. He was the one everyone 
looked up to.

H  H  H

Jack Coleson stared at his calendar. 
Twenty-ninth of June 2011. The day I carry 
on the family legacy, thought Jack. Today 
he started work at Area 51. He had always 
been the least successful of his siblings. 
One was away working for the FBI and the 
other was in Japan, designing new video 
games. But they didn’t know the family 
legacy. Jack’s dad was at Roswell, one of 
the twelve fore-founders of MJ-12.

After an hour’s journey to the secret 
location, adrenaline was pumping through 
Jack’s blood. He had never been so excited 
in his life. After a tour of the base he 
was shown to his desk and told to get to 
work.

Three hours later he was on his lunch 
break, which meant he had time to think 
about his family.

All my life my dad has expected the best 
of me, Jack thought. He wants me to be 
like my brothers; rich and successful. 
More and more is expected of me, but 
the truth is, I’m not perfect. I can’t be as 
successful as them, and I just want my 
dad to understand and accept that. Ever 
since they found their fortune, my dad has 
been waiting for me to do the same. My 
relationship with him has been declining 
for months now. Hopefully, this will make 
Dad proud of me.

That afternoon they had a team meeting 
that concluded the day and sorted out the 
jobs for the coming twenty-four hours. 
The Day Manager stood up. He gave out 
the simple jobs first and then went on to 
more demanding jobs.

“Now lastly on the agenda: night watch. 
Do I have any volunteers or do I have to 
choose one of you myself?”

Jack’s hand instantly shot up.

“I’ll do it”, he said.

That night the other night watchmen 
showed Jack what he needed to do and he 
showed Jack to his post. Jack sat down on 
the chair. Why don’t I get a gun? Everyone 
else has one, he thought. He had been 
given the easiest post. Jack stared at the 
TV screens and thought, Well I don’t really 
need one. This is just like sitting at home 
watching TV, except all of these channels 

are boring. There were over 200 security 
cameras across the facility and by the end 
of the night; each of these would have 
appeared ten times each.

H  H  H

Jack woke with a start. He checked his 
watch. It was one o’clock in the morning. 
Then it hit him. Nononononono, he 
thought in panic, I’ve been asleep for two 
hours.

He hastily sat up and stared at the 
monitor in front of him. He carried on 
staring conscientiously for well over forty 
minutes.

Section 3-b-56 had just appeared on the 
screen. This room keeps Area 51 alive day 
and night. This was the generator room. 
A silhouette slid through the shadowy 
corner of the room. The picture was 
bad, but Jack saw it bright as day. The 
figure leapt out of the shadows towards 
the power switch and pulled it down. He 
stared at the camera and waved as section 
3-b-56 turned to static.

Without even thinking, Jack sprinted out 
the door and towards section 3-b-56. 
What was the man planning? Jack thought. 
More worryingly, how the hell did he get 
in here? He slammed into section 3-b-56’s 
doors full throttle, and smashed right on 
the floor. Sprawled in giant red letters 
were the words, “To find me, complete my 
challenge”. Underneath that was a piece of 
paper taped to the wall. On it was written, 
“It’s dark now I have turned off the power. 
Maybe you should go find a flashlight”.

Jack stood there, waist deep in thought. 
After thirty seconds of hard concentration 
he got it.

Project Flashlight! That room has its own 
power supply. Jack bolted towards the 
corridor. He was going to stop this guy 
right now.

As he saw the doors, he stopped, trying 
not to repeat his last mistake. He pushed 
them open and the blinding light of Project 
Flashlight filled his eyes. My God, Jack 
thought, he’s activated it. How did he do 
that! Suddenly, Project Flashlight’s casing 
started to wobble. Oh, and an earthquake, 
he thought, can’t I get a break?

Midnight Sun
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The man stepped out from behind the 
device.

“Smart boy.” Jack knew the man was 
Russian straight away. “Do you know who 
I am?”

Jack stared at this figure. He seemed 
familiar. And then it hit him.

“My God, it’s you. You’re Dr Larius 
Privinski.”

H  H  H

It was December 5th, 1998.

Dr Privinski was where he always was, 
at his laptop next to Project Flashlight. 
Numbers and letters flowed across the 
screen. He was so close to perfecting his 
teleporter. Just a bit more power...

His thoughts were interrupted by a 
huge clang and, shortly after, noises that 
sounded suspiciously like gunfire.

I hate the engineering department, Larius 
thought.

Of course, a teleporter is useless without 
destinations. These destinations are called 
link pads. The teleporter is one way; things 
can go in, but can’t come back.

He pulled an small metal ball out of his 
pocket and tossed it in the air.

I guess the engineering department are 
good for some things, he thought.

Project Flashlight burst to action. The sirens 
wailed, the lights flashed, but everyone 
knew the drill. This was normal procedure. 
That was the beauty of his plan, this was 
all prepared. Pre arranged. He was due to 
demonstrate the teleporter to an audience 
by activating it and walking through. This 
was the first time Project Flashlight was 
demonstrated to the government. The was 
first time anyone outside of MJ-12 would 
ever see it.

Dr Privinski hated all of them, each for 
individual reasons. Choices they had made, 
things they had done, and actions they had 
taken. That’s why all of them must die. He 
activated the teleporter. The noise from 
the engineering department was getting 
louder. He twisted the ball and threw it in. 
He heard cries of distress and flames licked 
the metal casing of the teleporter.

The door suddenly exploded, sending 
shards of metal spraying over the deck, and 
with that came the heavily armed guards 
that protected the base. One hundred 
guards stood around Dr Privinski, guns 
pointed at him.

“What seems to be the problem?” the 
doctor asked.

The guard smiled, and simply pointed to 
the large metal camera attached to the 
ceiling.

Dr Privinski was sentenced to life in jail 
in Arizona maximum-security prison. 
After five days, eight hours and twenty 
minutes of sitting alone in his cell, he 
pulled another bomb from his pants. He 
touched the ball in three places and it split 
into twelve parts. He laid one next to the 
cell door and took cover in the corner. The 
cell door shattered like glass and he walked 
out of his cell. The rest of his escape went 
according to plan and Dr Larius Privinski 
has been in hiding ever since.

H  H  H

“Well done boy. Now I must say goodbye.” 
Larius turned towards the teleporter. 
As he dived into the swirling vortex, he 
pushed a button on the side of the device. 
Emergency shut down.

No you don’t, thought Jack.

Jack sprinted towards the rapidly closing 
portal and leapt through, not knowing 
where he would end up.

H  H  H

Jack landed with a thump. He had landed 
where he jumped.

Shouldn’t I have landed in one of the 
other locations? Jack wondered. It was 
night, like when he left, but everything 
seemed different. He decided to return 
to his post. Maybe I was sleep walking, 
Jack thought.

He ran through section 3-b-56, not 
aware that the riddle was no longer 
there. He got to the surveillance room 
and suddenly came to a stop. There 
was a man sitting in the room.

He was reading a newspaper 
dated December 5th 1998...

Jack was freaked out. He returned to 
section 3-b-56, searching desperately for 
a clock.

Dr Larius Privinski conducted his terrible 
act at 19:45. Or was it his future self that 
did it? This is so confusing! Time travel! 
I never thought it was possible, Jack 
thought.

Exactly where the riddle once stood, 
another piece of paper was now hanging 
on the wall.

“Before I kill you, I want you to realise 
what I am about to do. Meet me in the 
engineering department’s second floor.”

Jack bolted towards the engineering 
department, but halfway there he stopped, 
confused. He watched Dr Privinski walk 
towards Project Flashlight, smiling and 
saying hello to everyone he met.

Hang on a minute, realised Jack, that’s 
Larius from this time zone. I’m looking for 
the one that comes back from the future. 
Boy this is confusing.

He carried on towards the engineering 
department knowing he didn’t have long 
until the doctor’s plan was initiated. He 
pushed the doors open and sprinted 

Continued on page 14
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towards the stairs. He rapidly climbed 
until he reached the second floor and 
stopped to look at the view in front of him. 
Bodies covered the floor. Thick red blood 
oozed from the corpses. On the wall was 
a message written in blood.

“I am in the boiler room, Jack. Come and 
get me.”

As he darted through the room he glanced 
up at the clock on the wall. Twenty 
minutes, Jack thought. He reached the 
boiler room and peered through the 
window. Larius was standing there, waiting 
for Jack to arrive. Jack ducked beneath 
the doors window. He had a plan, and it 
would work.

He gathered his equipment from around 
the department and returned to the door. 
He gently pushed the door open. He 
walked through with his hands behind 
his back.

“Well well, look who finally showed up”, 
Larius said, with a hint of irritation in his 
voice. He pulled a CZ 75 from his trench 
coat and pointed at Jack. Jack pulled some 
rope from behind his back and whipped 
it at Larius’s face. He attempted to fire 
but missed, firing a shot that hit the wall 
with a clang. The rope hit Larius straight 
in the face with a loud crack, sending 
him towards the deck. The pistol was 
flung across the room towards Jack. Jack 
hastily picked it up and pointed it at the 
disoriented doctor.

I hate the engineering department, Larius 
thought as he felt the bombs in his 
pocket.

“What were you planning to do?” spoke 
Jack, voice calm and relaxed. Larius stood 
up and replied knowing these may be the 
last words he ever speaks.

“To rewrite history, to right the wrongs, 
to change everything. I was going to stop 
myself from committing that inhumane 
act of violence.”

“What? You can’t rewrite history”, Jack 
snapped. “Things happen for a reason. If 
you tamper with history, it will dramatically 
change the future. The butterfly effect. You 
stand on a butterfly in the past and when 
you return to the present the Internet 
doesn’t exist. If we are going to use time 
travel, it should be to observe. To watch the 
greatest battles, learn what our ancestors 
were like and to enjoy the experience. We 
shouldn’t be travelling to places we never 
want to see again. This was Majestic-12’s 
darkest day and saw the fall of one of 
the greatest scientists in the history of 
mankind. This day should never be visited. 
People want to see the final victory of 
WWII, and not the terrible beginnings. 
To find out who killed King Harold on the 
battle of Hastings, and to finally discover 
the meaning of life. We can observe anyone 
who ever lived. Think about that Larius. 
Think about good and hard. But not now. 
You can do that in jail.”

It was plain sailing from there. It was just 
a matter of waiting for the Larius of that 
time to complete his crime. Once he was 
taken away, Project Flashlight lay deserted. 

Once inside, Larius explained 
what he did to Project 

Flashlight 

to make it a time machine, still at 
gunpoint.

“You just need to add another 1000 volts to 
the machine and then type in the date you 
wish to travel to”, explained the doctor.

He activated Project Flashlight and stared 
into the heart of the machine. No, thought 
Jack, this is too much power for us to have. 
They jumped through and landed back on 
the floor.

“Now”, Jack said calmly, “to business”.

Jack took him to the surveillance room 
where he tied him to the chair and turned 
towards the desk. He picked up the phone 
and dialled #5#5#5, the number to get 
straight to the American government. The 
president answered.

“Hello, this is President Obama. To whom 
am I speaking?”

“Hello, Sir. This is Jack Coleson from 
Majestic-12. I have a wanted fugitive 
strapped to my office chair. What do you 
want me to do with him?” Jack had a hint 
of excitement in his voice.

The president! Jack thought.

“I’ll dispatch a team immediately. Thank 
you Coleson.”

The line went dead.

Fifteen Majestic-12 operatives arrived 
ten minutes later to take Dr Privinski 
back to jail. He was glad to see the day’s 
end. Dad, thought Jack, he will be more 
proud now than ever before. News will 
reach him soon. Ill go see, him just after 
I finish this.

Jack strolled through the corridors 
of Area 51, heading towards Project 

Flashlight. He had picked up some 
souvenirs in the past. He pulled four 

small metal balls from his pocket. He 
pushed the doors open and walked 

towards Project Flashlight.

The only way I’ll be certain I’ve succeeded 
is if the machine is on at the time, Jack 
realised.

He activated the machine the same way 
Larius showed him and watched Project 
Flashlight spark into life. He had decided 
to not enter a destination. If a piece of 

Continued from page 13
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casing fell through, it would just end up 
in the void. The space between worlds. 
He placed one ball at every corner of the 
machine and pulled a detonator from his 
pocket and stood five paces back. I’ll be 
safe here, he thought. He detonated the 
bombs.

The portal became a dark orange. The cases 
ripped apart but the portal still stood. The 
computer he used to activate the machine 
was flung into the light. The floors started 
to shake. The table had now been sucked 
in too. Parts of the floor were now ripping 
up and flying across the room. The panel 
in front of Jack was ripped up, revealing a 
pipe. Jack dived for the pipe in the hope 
that he could hold on until this ended. He 

got hold of it and held on. The portal was 
now getting more powerful. The walls were 
now being sucked in as well. The room next 
to Project Flashlight had now completely 
disappeared, sucked into the portal 
leading nowhere. The room after that had 
disappeared too. And the next. And the 
next. My God, thought Jack, this thing is 
going to consume the whole of Area 51. 
The whole base suddenly disappeared. The 
only things left now were the portal, Jack 
and the pipe. The pipe started to tear up. 
Jack started to feel his hands slipping. His 
left hand completely slipped off the pipe. 
He was now holding on with one hand. 
This is it, Jack thought, this is the way I 
die. His right hand slipped. He was sucked 
into the void...

Will Coleson stared at the phone. He was 
waiting for Jack to call him. Where is he? 
Will thought. He should be excited to 
see me. His desk started to shake, and a 
blinding light filled his office. A portal 
opened and Jack fell through. Jack stood 
up and looked around.

“Hi Dad, Project Flashlight must have 
tapped into my brain because it took me 
exactly where I wanted to be. With my 
Dad.”

He looked at his dad and smiled.

By Oliver Pomeroy
Year 7, St. Stephen’s School

DUNCRAIG – WA

THE path to school is one of those 
old fashioned cobbled stone strange 
(why did they make it like that?) 

kind of path. I wonder why they didn’t just 
use plain concrete, flat, boring concrete like 
every other path in Rifton. Rifton is just 
one of those… ahh… uneventful suburbs 
that surround Sydney, those suburbs that 
live in the shadows of the greatest, brightest 
city in Australia. Oh, great, now I’m being 
all resentful to Sydney. The only reason 
I’m thinking about concrete and where I 
live is because I’m trying to distract myself 
from yesterday and trust me, if you were 
me you would be scraping the bottom of 
the barrel for anything else to think about. 
I may as well get it all off of my chest, it all 
started when…

“JOSEPH!! JOSEPH!!!” my mum shrieked 
from the kitchen. She always does this, I 
have no idea why. I am ready to go and 
have my bag slung reluctantly on my back, 
yet she is stressing and running around the 
place like a crazy mother who is worried 
about her calm, mellow son missing an 

excursion (oh wait that is exactly what she 
is)”. “Mum, seriously, chill, it’s just a trip 
to a lame museum”, I said reassuringly. 
I eventually left and got on the bus. I 
walked down the aisle and found my friend 
Trono. Trono is a friendly kid who will try 
anything. He has brown curly hair and an 
average build and a normal, standard face 
(for a twelve year old). The bus ride was 
short so we got to the museum quickly. 
My class got off the bus and entered the 
museum.

I have a hobby; it’s called (drum roll) 
mischief. While my class was absorbed by 
some document or other I slipped out of 
the house of boredom and went down the 
street five hundred metres. I stopped dead 
in my tracks and realised that a bird was 
following me. This bird seemed, shall we 
say, evil. It ran up to me and pecked my 
shoes, I flinched and kicked out with my 
foot, the bird was no more. I got a good 
look at it now, it seemed like a crow but 
it may have been a magpie, I wasn’t sure. 
SKWAWK!!!!!!!!!!! SKWAWK!!!!! It started 

to peck my nose. “You bird of Satan!!!!!!!!!” 
I yelled. I started to run for my life but as 
it turns out I cannot run fast at all. It was 
swooping and diving and dipping right 
in front of my face. I ran in the direction 
of home and wasn’t far away but then I 
heard a noise that I will remember for the 
rest of my life… Twice the skwawking. 
Mr Crow/Magpie had called a mate. I was 
nearly home now, I was in my front yard, 
I was on my front veranda and I dived into 
my door while turning the handle and… 
whacked my head on the front door (why 
do we lock the door?) and got attacked by 
two extremely mad birds.

So now I’ve got welts all over me from 
bird beaks, I’m recovering from a minor 
concussion and I have detention, no 
pocket money and a harsh grounding from 
my folks. So that is why I’m thinking about 
concrete. I hate birds.

By Dane Joseph Falkenhagen
Age 12, Grace Lutheran College

ROTHWELL – QLD.
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Trees
Trees, so sturdy and strong,

Like a concrete pillar,
With clawing arms reaching for the sky,

And flowing green hair flying in the breeze,

They are the kings and queens of the natural environment,
Sitting on their thrones proudly,

And they become taller every day,
Like growing children hoping to be as tall as their parents,

The trees watch over the fauna and flora,
And sing to the wind with their leaves,

And slowly arch their bodies over,
At the direction of the howling wind,

Oh how their supple bodies sway,
As they dance to the music of the chirping birds,

And their hushed whispering voices ring through,
While they gradually fall asleep.

By Anoushka Kothari
Year 7, St. Paul’s School

BALD HILLS – QLD.

My Australia
A country of drought,
Is Australia, no doubt,

An arid land,
With hot, red sand,

Eucalyptus trees,
That have pale green leaves.

A country of flood,
Where soil turns to mud,

And thunder yells till she gets hoarse,
And lightning strikes with such force,
Murky water seeps through the doors,

A disaster that everyone abhors.
A country of fire,

Fuelled by the weather of desire,
When a raging monster sweeps across the terrain,

The people, in its path, cry out in pain,
Embers glow as proof of the theft,
A blackened land is all that’s left.

By Lucy Chee
Age 11

SYDNEY – NSW

The soldier sits quietly in his soggy hole
Wishing it would stop.

But it won’t.

The deafening bangs always
In the back of his mind.

The sun rose to signal the beginning of another day.
But the soldier wouldn’t see it.

He had passed away.

His body lay in the damp soggy hole.
Where it will stay forever.

But his spirit is free.

Free,

Just like the country he fought for.

By Aaron Bell
Age 14

BINALONG BAY – TAS.

On April 25th the world went silent
All because there was a lot of violence

Brave soldiers died,
and relatives cried.

Guns were shot, there was a lot of pain
From then on we remembered their name.

Some lucky people survived the attack,
but other people never came back.

We remember....

By Rachel Dick & Beccy Hine
Year 5
Tinternvale Primary School
EAST RINGWOOD – VIC.
Teacher: Mr Elliott

Anzac Day A.N.Z.A.C.
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Paul Collins was born in England, raised in New Zealand and moved to Australia in 1972. In 1975 he 
launched Void, the first professional science fiction magazine Australia had seen since the demise of the joint 
Australian and British production Vision of Tomorrow. His first fantasy novel for younger readers was The 
Wizard’s Torment. Paul then edited the young adult anthology Dream Weavers, Australia’s first heroic fantasy 
anthology ever. This was followed by Fantastic Worlds, and Tales from the Wasteland. Paul’s recent works 
include the highly successful fantasy series (co-edited with Michael Pryor), The Quentaris Chronicles, to which 
Paul also contributes titles (Swords of Quentaris, Slaves of Quentaris, Princess of Shadows and Dragonlords of 
Quentaris); The Jelindel Chronicles, in which Dragonlinks was the first title, and The Earthborn Wars trilogy, 
of which The Earthborn was the first title. Visit www.paulcollins.com.au for more. 

Meredith Costain lives in Melbourne with a menagerie of pets: five chooks, a cat, a kelpie and a red heeler, 
which often feature in her stories. Her work ranges from picture books through to popular fiction and non-
fiction for older readers, and she is the literary editor of national children’s magazines Challenge, Explore and 
Comet. Meredith’s books include the series A Year in Girl Hell, Dog Squad, Bed Tails and Musical Harriet, 
which was adapted for television by the ABC. Her picture book Doodledum Dancing, illustrated by Pamela 
Allen, was an Honour Book in the 2007 Children’s Book Council of Australia awards.
Meredith regularly presents writing workshops for kids and adults in libraries and schools, and enjoys 
helping writers create stories based on their own experiences. To find out more about her books, pets and 
early writing years, visit www.meredithcostain.com . 

Ambassadors
 Krista Bell is an award-winning author of twenty-one books for young readers. Krista has been 
professionally involved in children’s literature for over thirty years, as well as being the mother of 
three sons, all of whom are good readers and writers! Krista’s middle son, Damien, is the illustrator 
of her junior novels. Having grown up in Sydney, Krista had her own bookshop, was a publicist for 
a publishing company, then a book reviewer on ABC Radio for fifteen years, and during that time 
moved to Melbourne with her family.
It was in Melbourne that her first book, JEZZA, a picture book illustrated by Kym Lardner, was 
published in 1991. Krista calls the way she writes FIBTION, because she takes real life experiences, 
embroiders them with fibs and turns them into stories.
Krista lives with her sons and transport planner husband next to a railway line so she can quickly catch 
a train to the MCG to watch a football match, or go to the theatre, a concert or the National Gallery in 
town, or visit South Bank or Federation Square where she can be a professional “stickybeak”, collecting 
story ideas. Visit www.kristabell.com .

 Anna Ciddor has always been fascinated by the question, ‘What if I lived in another time or place?’. 
She changed career from maths teacher to author so she’d have the excuse to spend lots of time doing 
research. She has written and illustrated over fifty books, including the highly popular and exciting Viking 
Magic trilogy: Runestone, Wolfspell and Stormriders. Bravery, friendship, and a dash of magic are the keys 
to these adventure stories, which are based on real Viking history. Runestone was chosen as a Children’s 
Book Council Notable Book in 2003 and has been shortlisted for many awards. You can find out more 
about Anna and her books at www.annaciddor.com.
Anna keeps in touch with her readers through school visits and her website, but she is also keen to encourage 
the writing efforts of budding young authors through the Young Australian Writers’ Awards.

 Jeni Mawter (J.A. Mawter) is the best-selling children’s author of the hilarious ‘So’ series: So Gross!, So 
Feral!, So Sick!, So Festy!, So Grotty! and So Stinky! (HarperCollins) as well as the Freewheelers adventure 
series: Unleashed!, Launched! and Extreme! (HarperCollins). Jeni’s picture book There’s a Sun Fairy in Our 
Garden was based on her family life with her three children. She has also published fiction, non-fiction, 
poetry and verse narrative for the education market.
Jeni’s enthusiasm for words and books is infectious. She inspires both children and adults. With a Master 
of Arts in Children’s Literature Jeni has taught creative writing at Macquarie University, the NSW Writer’s 
Centre and the Sydney Writers Centre. She presents at numerous other schools, conferences and festivals 
and is a speaker for the Lateral Learning, Show & Tell and Speaker’s Ink speaker’s agencies.
If you’d like to find about Jeni’s books or to get some hot writing tips please visit www.jenimawter.com
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THERE once lived a woman, sweet, 
innocent and young who was made 
to be married to a man she hardly 

knew. His name was Anguis and he was a 
new acquaintance of her father’s, whom 
he had met on one of his visits as vicar in 
the neighbourhood town. He was almost 
sixteen years her senior but her father 
was determined to believe that marrying 
him would be the only way to secure her 
future as a respectable woman in society. 
The decision was made on her eighteenth 
birthday and all she could do was prepare 
for the dreadful fate that awaited her.

Her father was content but her mother 
remained emotionless. She smiled when 
her husband smiled but cried when he was 
not looking, for she knew something he 
didn’t. She was haunted by terrible dreams 
of the man betrothed to her daughter. 
Almost as a sign of warning, these dreams 
often depicted the man morphing into a 
dreadful serpent ultimately destroying her 
family, one after another. But who would’ve 
believed her? She was only a woman 
after all. The night before her daughter’s 
wedding took place there was a feast in 
the household. The mother did not eat, 
taking only a few sips from the wine placed 
before her and her husband as a gift from 
the groom himself. Before the night ended, 
she pulled the young girl to her side.

“Daughter”, she whispered into her ear. 
Her breathing was heavy and her hands 
shook as they tried to hold onto the 
younger woman. “I am determined to 
lift the veil and hide from you no longer 
something disturbing about the man 
who you will soon pronounce your 

husband…” but before she could finish, 
a sensation like no other rippled through 
her. She felt her throat burning as though 
a thousand flames had been set alight and 
she started to lose her self-conscience. 
The girl watched in horror as her mother 
descended to the floor, eyes rolling into 
her head and foaming at the mouth. She 
let out a piercing scream before throwing 
herself onto her knees beside the woman 
who struggled to take her last breath. 
“Burn him”, she breathed out before her 
soul unwillingly abandoned her, letting 
the ghost of her last request ring like a 
thousand bells. Flabbergasted and in utter 
bewilderment, the girl held on to her 
mother as tears cascaded down her pale, 
delicate cheeks. In the next moment, the girl 
and corpse were immediately surrounded 
by the few servants of the household. The 
cook shrieked and moaned, bashing her 
chest in sorrow whilst the gardener and 
cleaner bowed their heads in sadness. The 
father pushed aside the girl as he fiercely 
showered the dead woman with tears and 
kisses of his own. The girl retreated, out 
of the room, out past the door and threw 
herself onto the rain-stained grass in the 
courtyard. Outside, darkness had taken 
over, the wind howled and the moon hid 
cowardly behind the clouds. The trees 
swayed aggressively and the girl wept.

“My bride, be not so forlorn”, hissed a voice 
behind her. She crawled around to find a 
tall, dark figure hovering over her.

“Anguis”, she exclaimed, surprised to find 
him. Fear immediately took over her 
already trembling body as she remembered 
her mother’s last words, “Burn him”.

Her father, shortly after the wedding, 
suffered the same horrifying death as his 
beloved wife, or at least that’s what the 
girl was told by the maid who served her 
in her new dwelling. She would never 
know the truth as her husband forbade 
her from leaving the mansion. The home 
was frighteningly large with wide windows 
and high ceilings. All the walls were pale, 
adorned with tapestries depicting previous 
owners and relations she hoped never 
to encounter. There was one tapestry in 
particular that sent shivers through her 
body, it was the portrayal of her husband, 
a terrifyingly life-like artwork of a man 
she despised, as he stared down at her with 
hollow eyes.

The manor was situated in moorland, 
a few kilometres from the nearest town 
with extensive grounds, bordered by a 
four metre high, thick, iron gate. The girl 
was isolated; any links she had with the 
outside world were severed the moment 
she stepped through those gates. She was 
the lady of the manor, forced to work 
amongst the slaves, to cook and clean 
and he was a tyrant who inflicted severe 
punishments upon those who defied 
him. During the course of time, the girl 
developed close relations with the young 
gardener, Jesop. This acquaintance soon 
developed into a passionate love which 
only flourished during the dark of the 
night when they were shielded from a fate 
worse than death.

One rainy night, as the girl was on her 
knees, swabbing the narrow corridor, a 
hand pulled her by her hair. The pain was 
excruciating as she was dragged across the 
cold, hard floor by an unknown attacker. 
She screamed in pain and agony as her 
body collided with the concrete steps 
leading to the outside of the mansion. 
Before she knew it, she was hauled across 
the yard and as she hit the floor, her chin 
smashed against a loose rock. Bruised and 
bleeding with tears gushing from her eyes, 
she saw the colossal figure of Anguis as he 
stood in front of her shrivelled body.

“This is what happens when you make me 
angry, pretty girl”, he growled, spitting on 
her. “How dare you slight me in my own 
house? How dare you disobey me?” Once 
again he dragged her to a large thicket that 
grew in front of the iron gates and he threw 
her beside it. “This is what happens”, he 
said, “and you thought the servants would 
be on your side?”. He chuckled as he made 
his way back to the mansion. She screamed 
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as she threw herself beside the body of the 
beautiful man who lay still on the grass, 
covered in a pool of his blood. Slowly and 
as gently as possible she removed the blade 
that pierced Jesop’s heart and threw it aside 
with all the power within her. She could 
taste the saltiness of her tears mixed with 
the sweet taste of the rain that hammered 
down from the heavens. She held him 
close to her breast as she wailed, cursing 
the man responsible. For hours she sat 
there, in silence, with the corpse of the 
only man she could ever have loved. The 
moon shone brightly and courageously 
in a sky painted black. From the corner 
of her eye, she noticed the weapon; it 
looked beautiful as it twinkled under the 
light of the moon. It was calling her name, 
yearning for her because, like her, it was 
thirsty for vengeance.

Soundlessly, her damp, white gown swam 
over the slippery surface of the tiles inside 
the manor as she walked to her death. The 
humble candle that she retrieved from 
kitchen upon re-entering the mansion 
burned fiercely than ever whilst the dagger 
hung loosely in her palm. She came to a 
halt beside the tapestry of her husband.

“Anguis”, she called calmly, but loudly 
enough to hear movement in the other 
room as a response. A man in a dark green 
coat appeared in the corridor, directly 
facing her. The flame from the candle 
grew larger as Anguis came closer. He was 
no more than a few feet away from her 
when she set alight the large drapery of 
her husband, and watched in pure delight 
as the fire snaked down along the walls 
of the corridor, hungrily devouring the 
others until there was nothing but smoke 
and flames.

“What is the matter Anguis dear, why be so 
forlorn?” she mocked, circling her victim. 
Her eyes were alive with madness and fury. 
Before he knew it, the whole corridor was 
engulfed in flames. He watched in horror 
as the woman in front of him danced 
around, a psychotic smile carved on the 
twisted expression that painted her face. 
Her hands flapped by her side and she 
laughed as the flames licked her fingers. 
He was trapped, she was trapped and they 
were surely going to die. She 
knew this too and so she 
began to dizzily skip 
towards him. The 

flames were soon no more than a metre 
away from where they stood. She played 
with the dagger in her hand as a warped 
smile crept onto her lips. Suddenly her eyes 
darkened and she grimaced, “I hope you 
die a slow, painful death, darling”. With 
that she lifted the dagger in her hand and 
Anguis prepared to shield himself. The fire 
continued to slither until it was so close 
that it lashed out at their feet. “It is done”, 
she sighed, before driving the dagger deep 
into her heart in one swift motion. Anguis 
stepped back in astonishment and terror 
but was immediately swallowed by the 
aggressive inferno. He burned to death 
slowly while she lay there, already in a 
happier place.

By Sasha Borges
Year 11, Cerdon College
MERRYLANDS – NSW

Mum received a note from her 
friend that ran the pet refuge:

Dear Heidi,

I have just received a litter of 
puppies that were found abandoned 

on the side of the road. I know you love 
dogs and thought you might like to come 
and have a look at them.

From your good friend, Catherine

So mum went to the pet shop and saw a 
couple of really cute dogs. She couldn’t 
really decide on one but then she saw 
the cutest dog in the world and she 
immediately fell in love.

She knew she wanted to take it home. 
Mum thought it was so special. On 
the way home she stopped at the pet 
store and bought it five packets of 

doggie treats, two dog kennels and she 
even bought a dog collar with diamonds 
on it. She named the puppy Bea. She 

spent a lot of the time with Bea, playing, 
walking and teaching it tricks.

5 years later…

Mum still treats our dog like it is the 
world’s most special dog ever to have lived. 
She forgets it’s just a dog. She loves it so 
much. She doesn’t even spend that much 
money on my sisters or me!

5 years later…

Yesterday our dog, Bea died because of his 
old age. He might be old but he has lived 
a good life. Mum can’t get over his death 
because she loved and adored him. It’s very 
sad for all of us. It’s hard to imagine having 
someone you love that is no longer there. 
But I guess that’s just it...

By Angie Grogan
Year 4, Werris Creek Public School

WERRIS CREEK – NSW
Teacher: Catherine Anderson
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Worm Pie
One day on a sunny morning,
I sat up all tired and yawning.
I thought of what to do today,
besides going outside to play.
So I said ‘I’ll make worm pie’,
and all I need is worms to fry.

So I ran outside, no time astray,
and found a worm hiding away.

So I pulled and plucked but it didn’t move,
then I took off one of my shoes.

I whacked it hard and squashed it flat,
I even used my baseball bat.

I smiled as my gooey red blob,
got scooped into a boiling pot.
I looked at my boiling worm,

and thought of other things that squirm.

One fly, two beetles, three ducks, four eagles, five cats, six dogs, 
seven pigs, eight hogs, nine slugs, ten geese,

eleven warts, twelve pieces of cheese.

So I said ‘that’ll do the trick’,
and then it boiled really quick.

So I thought of some creamy creation,
slimy sensation,

strange observation,
and I realised it was the food of this generation.

So I put ground bones and spoiled milk,
into a bowl as thick as silk.

So I poked it,
and squashed it,

and mixed it,
and washed it.

Then scooped it in a cooking tray,
picked up the pot and poured away.

Into the oven I pegged it hard,
and then it cooked crispy and charred.

I was walking to the dog,
I got a fright when croaked a frog.

I dropped the dish and it went splat,
So I just blamed it on the cat!

By Courtney Lenchan
Year 6, Lisarow Public School

LISAROW – NSW
Teacher: Jenny Chippendale – Librarian

Take a spoon of fun
And a cup of smiles

With three or four cups of excitement,
Bring it to the boil.

Add some more fun,
Sprinkle some friends on as well!

There you have it
If you drink some

You will have laughter forever
Oops I forgot –

You have to be happy too!

The gargoyle sat, a heart of stone
Ready to sail the sky alone

His wings are ragged
The cliffs are jagged

He lets out a despairing groan.

The sky was littered with heartless beasts
Looking for meals to have their feasts

The clouds are dark
The beasts are marked

The gargoyle knows he’s not the least.

By Rebecca Chaussivert
Year 6, Lisarow Public School
LISAROW – NSW
Teacher: Jenny Chippendale

By Shannon Allas-Scott
Grade 6,

Belgrave South Primary School
BELGRAVE SOUTH – VIC.

The
Gargoyle

Recipe For 
Laughter
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MARK filed away the last bit of 
paperwork and glanced at the 
clock. 4:50. Ten more minutes to 

go. Mark had always been very precise with 
time. For the last ten years, he had always 
arrived at work at 9:00am and left at precisely 
5:00pm, no matter what happened. His day 
always followed a strict routine, leaving no 
time for spontaneous interference.

“Rose, any calls for me today?” he asked, 
mentally anticipating the usual, “No Mr 
Bennett, you are free to go home”.

Yet today, she walks into the office with a 
puzzled expression on her face.

“Ummm… there was a call for you from 
a gentleman to meet him at the Pioneer 
Restaurant just after six.”

Now there were numerous things in 
this message that annoyed Mark. One, 
Rose never said “um”. It was considered 
unprofessional and too uncertain for a 
secretary like her.

Two, nobody ever called him unless he 
was expecting it.

Three, “just after six”, was totally 
unacceptable! It could mean anything 
from 6pm to 1am in the morning which 
did not please Mark at all.

“So what did you say?” Mark asked wearily, 
as he watched the hour hand mover closer 
to the five on the clock face.

“Well, before I could get a word in, he said: 
‘He will come’ and hung up”, she replied 
apologetically, with a look of helplessness 
on her face.

“Well, thank you, Rose. I will see you 
tomorrow”, Mark replied, making his way 
out of the door and got into his car.

Sighing deeply, he shook his head at the 
turn of events. Ever since his father’s 
death, he had never been the same. He 
still remembered the day the “Bennett law 
firm” became the “Bennett and Bennett 
firm” and the pride and joy on his father’s 
face. Yet it did not turn out to be as ideal as 
he had imagined. To his dismay, after years 
of working together, conflicting ideas and 
numerous arguments, his relationship with 
his father turned bitter and hostile.

His marriage had been no better. His wife 
also clashed opinions with him; over the 

The
 Secret to Happiness

children’s education or who was to pay the 
electricity bills. The tension grew to the 
point where she filed a divorce against him 
and nothing he could do, even his position 
as a lawyer, could change the outcome of 
the case.

Looking back, losing the custody of his 
own two children was what he grieved 
over and regretted most. Over the years, 
he became more and more introverted, 
putting his whole heart into his work. 
The routine, the schedules, were the only 
factors in his life that he could control, 
becoming like a wall between him and 
his past.

Just when he thought his day couldn’t get 
any worse, he looked to the right side of the 
road and there was the Pioneer Restaurant. 
Curiosity won over logic and Mark found 
himself parking his car in the car park of 
the restaurant.

Walking into the lavish restaurant, it was 
like stepping into the dining room of a 
palace. Antiques and artefacts adorned 
the room, chandeliers suspended from 
the ceiling, shedding a soft glow of light 
on the room. A small orchestra played in 
the background and the room was filled 
with lively chatter.

He searched the room and spotted an 
elderly man in the corner. His grey hair was 
slicked back neatly, his suit immaculate 
and he sat straight in his chair, sipping 
a cup of tea. As if knowing Mark was 
looking at him, he turned his head and 
called out, “Ah! Mr Bennett, I knew you 
would come”.

As Mark sat next to him, he studied the 
man’s face. It was weathered and wrinkled 
with age but his eyes still had a twinkle. 
Who was this man and what did he 
want?

“Mr Bennett, I am glad you came. You see, 
I…” he began.

“Excuse me, I don’t mean to be rude, but 
what’s your name?” Mark interrupted 
abruptly.

“That is of little importance to you. I’ve 
come to ask you, ‘Are you truly happy?’” 
he asked.

Mark paused, taken aback by the direct 
question. Seeing the man wanted him to 
answer, he reluctantly replied.

“Well… I don’t really think so. My father 
and I never got along well. I quarrelled 
constantly with my wife resulting in 
our divorce. Now I cannot even see my 
children”, Mark explained, his strained 
face showing that these memories were 
painful for him.

A long silence elapsed. The old man took 
another sip of his tea before saying, “Life 
is not always easy. Sometimes we need to 
step back and think about others instead 
of ourselves. We need to relearn how to 
smile from our hearts and peel away the 
masks that we constantly put on to hide 
our broken selves. This is the secret to true 
happiness”.

He got up out of his seat and stood beside 
Mark. He reached into his pocket and 
handed him a little box. Before Mark could 
say a word, he disappeared.

Mark gingerly opened the box and revealed 
the wedding ring he had given his wife. He 
caressed it gently with his finger, feeling the 
cool smoothness against his skin. A drop of 
water fell on his hand and he angrily wiped 
it away. More came until it became a little 
river of salty teardrops. He remembered 
her joyous face on that blissful wedding 
day, the ring on her finger, sparkling in 
the morning sunlight. The teardrops had 
a cleansing affect, crumbling the “masks” 
with each drop.

It was not too late. He knew what he should 
do. He walked out from the restaurant, the 
box firmly in his hands. On the way out, 
a little silver object with a numbered face 
plopped into the bin. Mark smiled for the 
first time in years. A true, genuine smile 
from the heart.

By Esther Tseng
Year 9, St. Margaret’s School

BERWICK – VIC.
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NIASPA Island; The paradise of 
Australia. The one place in the 
world where you can enjoy life to 

the full extent. A place to live with the joy 
of Summer by your side. Well, that’s what 
it says on the sign. It’s not enjoyable at 
all, It’s not even Summer; It’s Winter, and 
according to my brother, I don’t have a 
life! It’s 2035 and I’m in the so-called ‘Fun’ 
Niaspa Island. It’s an island that is attached 
to Australia by a massive bridge. Like 
Phillip Island, except that was destroyed 
in World War III.

We’ve been here for two weeks now and it’s 
not fun. It’s quite boring actually. Me, Dad, 
and my brother… it sucks. “Hey!” calls my 
brother from the kitchen. “Dad says we 
should go exploring, and I’m thinking the 
jungle near this hotel.”

“Yeah. Sure. Anything to get rid of this 
boredom”, I say with the most depressed 
voice I can come up with. We leave the 
hotel and slowly make our way to the 
jungle. It’s foggy, with an unearthly chill 
in the air. After what seems like time has 
passed faster than falling rain, we make 
our way to the dark jungle. My brother 
spots me, my shoulders slumped, my eyes 
looking down. “We’re here. Stand straight 
if you don’t want to bump into a tree”, he 
says with a casual grin. I manage a smile.

We both slowly walk into the jungle 
expanse. Sadly, a lot of the trees are 
artificial in Niaspa Island, and it is illegal 
to climb them. I feel so sad… so sad… so… 
WOAH!!! A baby bear! Bears are almost 
extinct and are thought to bring good luck. 

“Hey! Look at that!” I say beaming. My 
brother looks at the bear. I’m waiting for 
the expression of glee, but to my surprise 
I receive a look of horror!

“What’s wrong?” I ask, the smile dropping. 
What my brother says next makes my 
blood freeze like solid ice. “If that’s the 
baby…” he started, “…then where’s the 
mother?”. For a moment there, we’re 
just staring at each other in shock. 
Then we see it.

“ROOOOOOAAAAAAAARRRRRRRR
RRRRRR!!!!!!!” It rises up on its hind legs 
and glares at us through piercing eyes. 
For once in my life, I reckon I know what 
it’s thinking. ‘FOOD!’ “We need to run. 
Now!” I scream. The bear roars and I see 
the claw that strikes and puts a streak of 
warm red down my brother’s back. I don’t 
waste another second. I bolt!

I’m running. I’m puffing. I’m praying. 
Thoughts and words all come to my 
mind at a rushed pace. Island. Dad. 
Bored. Baby. Jungle. Bear. Claw. Blood. 
Brother. Brother!? BROTHER!!! I stop. I 
can’t just leave him there. He’s probably 
about to be killed or has been already. 
Either the bear is mashing him like potato, 
or he’s bleeding to death! I have to run back 
to him. It would be inhumane not to! I 
refuse to be filled with guilt!!

I run back to the place where the incident 
occurred. The bear’s gone. My brother on 
the other hand is leaning against a big tree, 
his face droopy and pale blue. Everything is 
red. “Help me”, he moans. I take him back 
to the hotel, for my Dad.

THE END

By Matthew Shaw
Grade 6, Essendon Primary School

ESSENDON – VIC.

Guilt

Volunteer
Volunteers put
off their time to change the
lives of other people. Volunteers
understand that some people
need a little attention
to help them live happily
every day. Volunteers
everywhere know that what they do is
really important to their community.

By Samuelu Latu
Year 3/4

Homeschooled
NOWRA – NSW

I love the beach,
The seagulls screech.

Water splashes on my toes,
The salty smell fills my nose.

My baby brother Micah,

Toddles to the water.
We catch him before he’s there,

He’s so little, he doesn’t care.
When we’re about to go we say,
“Please Mummy can we stay?”

By Leila Patch, BERRARA – NSW

The Beach
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In wartime, gallant pigeons flew
To spy for Allied troops

Their Dickin valour medals
Were displayed in British coops

Our pigeons mumble constantly,
While lurching down the street,

They’d never win a Dickin,
On their clumsy fumble-feet.

And although they sit in old gum trees,
A kookaburra’s humour,

Is vindictive, not a merry laugh,
Despite the common rumour.

The ibis raids our rubbish bins,
The magpies steal our loot,
The cassowaries and galahs,
Will strip your trees of fruit.

These birds have not been idolised
By Wordsworth, Keats or Shelley

But then we are a nation
That has idolised Ned Kelly

Our birds seem to be useless,
Abrasive and uncouth.

In fact, they fit the stereotype,
Of our Australian youth.

But if you think our birds are strange,
Then take a look around,

For far worse are our animals,
Who lurch across the ground.

By Elizabeth Waldron
Year 9

Newtown High School of the Performing Arts
NEWTOWN – NSW

Teacher: Ms Garnsey

In all the books that I have read
With onomatopoeia

The British birds seem to be bred
To sing “Ave Maria”

But unlike all those avians
Who chirp and tweet and flutter
My birds speak Australian words

Like “Yaaaarrgghhgettorfyabugger!”

While doves bring peace and cooing song
To grace our wedding feasts

The sulphur-crested cockatoos
Are different sorts of beasts.

They’ll strip the palings from your fence
If given half a chance

They’re best enjoyed a mile away
Whilst they “mnyeearp” and dance

And whilst some English birds can’t claim
To sing a lilting air,

Their plumage is, at least, designed
With elegance and flair

The emu, on the other hand,
Whilst grunting “unnnnghuuunghung”

Is only graceful when it puts
Its foot through half your lung

Poor Poe was plagued by “nevermore”
I wish though, that were I

For I am plagued on every beach
With “graack” from wings on high

Delinquent seagulls roam in gangs
For undercover missions

They’ll raid your chips and spoil your lunch
With nasty dispositions

The tender turtle hides itself beneath its rock like shell,
Although it isn’t beautiful, it shelters very well.

It lays its eggs on beaches, in sand dunes all around,
But – not so fast – before it does, it burrows through the ground.

H  H  H  H  H  H

She always checks with anxious care as every mother should,
That her young are safe and snug, then she covers them with sand and driftwood.

When she has finished this hard but necessary work for her weak little young,
She paddles out to sea, knowing everything has been done.

H  H  H  H  H  H

By Katherine Peacock
Year 4, Homeschooled, HUGHESDALE – VIC. 

the tender turtle

The not-so-standard Book of Birds
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Smash!
Tiny bullets of rain hit the icy window,

Crash!
A door slams shut down the hall.

Bathed by gentle moonlight,
A young girl ventures tonight,

Swish,
Childish slippers drag along the floor

BANG!
A beast stumbles in the distance.

A Beast 
Amidst 

the Night

Bump!
Her imagination breaks free,

Thump!
Suspicious movement lurks nearby.

“Who’s there?!” the startled infant cries,
A soft whimper, a high-pitched whine,

Pit pat, pit pat,
Tiny black paws wander along tiles.

“Hmph”, the child grumbles,
Sleek fur, stroked by moonlight,

A glow so frail and weak,
Upon return to her bed,
The child lay fast asleep.

By Taliah Hillier
Year 10, Eynesbury Senior College

ADELAIDE – SA
Teacher: Shelda Rathmann

In book 1, Solace & Grief, readers were 
introduced to Solace Morgan, a seventeen 
year old girl raised in care unaware that she 
is a vampire named in an ancient prophesy. 
Compelled by a voice in her dreams, Solace 
left the only home she knew and trekked 
across Sydney in search of belonging. 
She found it in a group of misfits known 
as Rare: those with hidden talents and 
abilities—young people like Solace who 
have never quite fitted into society. With 
these newfound friends she set out to learn 
of her origins and find her true purpose.

With the key to Starveldt and pages from 
her mother’s book containing the prophesy 
in her possession, Solace and friends 
regroup after the dramatic events at the 
close of Solace & Grief. As prophesised, 
there are eight of them, and each has a role 
to play in the quest for Starveldt.

‘In a place of nameless speaking
bloody-eyed a star is seeking
memories undone
come will eight of rarest making
in their echoes power waking
in their selves and selves forsaking
darkness overrun.’
From the prophesy (P21)

Making their way to the Rookery, a place 
of safety that exists within and without 
the world as we know it, the eight learn 
that Starveldt is much more than just a 
castle. Within the castle, the key will open 
a powerful portal that links to every other 
portal in existence, thereby giving the 
key-holder access to an infinity of realms. 
But just as Solace has the ability to open 
this portal, so, too, does her brother Grief, 
who was stolen and raised by the evil 
Sanguisidera (the Bloody Star). The pair 
will stop at nothing to posses the key.

Dogged by friends who are foes, foes who 
may be friends, and guided by visions 
and the utterances of a telepathic cat, 
Solace and gang must grasp the key’s full 
meaning and discover who and what they 
truly are while wrestling evil and their own 
rampaging hormones. No easy feat. But 
hey, they have youth on their side and a 
bag of tricks up their sleeves, so if anyone 
can triumph these kids can.

With its shades of Alice in Wonderland, 
Misfits, Supernatural—and others—this 
series will delight the Twilight generation. 
Meadows has handled her large cast of 
characters with ease; each is as multi-

layered and complex as the plot—which 
really is a slippery thing: easy enough to 
grasp, but not so easy to hold onto. It twists, 
squirms and folds back on itself, all the 
while keeping readers guessing.

The Rare isn’t just a story of good and evil, 
it’s about friendship, loyalty, belonging and 
dealing with difference. As Solace tries to 
resist the lust for human blood encoded 
in her genes—traits her dark brother has 
embraced—questions of nature versus 
nurture, not to mention our ability to 
choose our own fate, are brought to the 
fore.

I was bowled over by Meadows’ story-telling 
skill in book one, and book two has not 
disappointed. If the first two are anything 
to go by, the final instalment, Falling into 
Midnight, should be a cracker.

Publisher: Ford Street Publishing
Format: PB YA 15+
Category: Urban fantasy
Price: AUD $19.95
ISBN: 978 1 921665 25 7
Reviewed by Jenny Mounfield

The Key to Starveldt—The Rare: Book 2 by Foz Meadows
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Night Sky
The sun is debilitating and preparing for his day’s retreat

After an exhausting day he relieves his duty
Of shining light on earth as the moon takes over

Waving goodbye to a long day, he begins his slow descent

His effervescent red smile gradually fades into a faint blush
Casting a purple, pink and orange spray across the sky

After shedding his last smile for the day he finally dozes off to sleep
As a heavenly mist along the horizon he goes deep down into the lake

Soon he vanishes leaving the sky a shadowy blue
The moon takes over as the sun relaxes

The moon and stars wake up to create a whole new bliss
In the dim light, the night party begins

The moon, as a lustrous pearl, shines in the night sky
She lingers in and out of the clouds waiting for

Her chance to shine her gleaming light onto earth
She unravels her velvety spread of moonlight from amongst the stars

The joyful stars twinkle like diamonds in the sky
As ornaments for the moon, they add beauty to her

Winking and laughing, bringing life to the sky
Playing hide and seek with the clouds they glow, on an endless black canvas

The lake glitters as a woman’s eyes
Like sapphire it sparkles in the pearly moonlight

On a cheek of fuzzy emerald it shimmers and glistens
Like a gemstone in the moonlight beneath the starlit sky

The moon peeks through the sea of clouds
Admiring her reflection in the lake as a beautiful bride

As she preens the lake imitates her
Doubling the beauty and happiness of the night sky

By Uma Nair
Year 7, Burrendah Primary School
WILLETTON – WA

Crunchy apple, oh, crunchy apple.
With pearly skin so red and round,
A perfect stalk, straight and brown,

No other can be found.

I take a bite.
Oh the wonders within!

It taste so colourful and exciting,
I know I have committed a sin.

But what’s this?
A soft fleshy upgrade.

I look down and fantastic!
It’s beautifully inlaid.

Half a maggot adds some flavour.
That just makes it doubly yum,
This is certainly a new addition,

To my hungry tum!

By Tallulah Southby Osborne
North Metro PEAC

PABURY – WA
Teacher: Mrs Caswell

A Delicious Surprise
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ONCE upon a time there was a 
pig. This pig was an ordinary pig 
named Bilbo. Bilbo lived in an 

ordinary farm with ordinary farm animals; 
Pam and Patty the sheep, Alfred the goat, 
Hamish the horse, Brownie, Gumdrop and 
Honey the cows and Ziggy the rooster.

All in all, let’s just say that Bilbo’s life was 
pretty ordinary.

Bilbo lived on a farm called Farmer Dave’s 
Farm – obviously the farmer/owner of this 
farm was Farmer Dave himself. Farmer 
Dave was a simple man with a dark brown 
moustache, dark brown hair and green 
eyes. Every morning he would wear the 
same red shorts and his blue shirt which 
read “SAVE THE ENVIRONMENT” in 
big green letters.

One day, as Bilbo was eating his slop (left 
over from last night) he looked out to 
the two big paddocks where Gumdrop, 
Honey, Brownie, Hamish, Alfred, Pam 
and Patty were lazily munching on fresh 
green grass.

Now to you and I, this may seem pretty 
normal, but to Bilbo it wasn’t. Something 
was missing and he just couldn’t put his 
trotter on it. Normally Farmer Dave would 
be up at 4:30am to do the cropping and feed 
the animals (Bilbo had spent many years 
observing him), but as far as Bilbo’s little 
squinty eyes could see, he was nowhere to 
be found. Now this was a problem.

Someone needed to go and see what was 
wrong with the farmer and that poor little 
someone was Bilbo.

The Extr-A-Ordinary Pig
So Bilbo crawled under the gate (with 
great difficulty) and trotted firstly over to 
Alfred and whispered into his ear “Oink, 
Oink, Oink-Oink, Grunt”. Which in our 
language meant “Please stand guard and 
watch out for the farmer while I go visit 
his house”.

Alfred kindly answered “Bah” which 
meant “Sure thing”.

And with that reassurance, Bilbo then 
trotted north-easterly to Farmer Dave’s 
house.

When he finally arrived, Bilbo noticed that 
the house was unusually quiet and still.

Bilbo crept quietly over to the lounge room 
window and peeped inside to see Farmer 
Dave snoring on the couch, clearly fast 
asleep with Milly the house cat purring 
beside him.

Now I think I should stop the story 
here quickly and tell you that Bilbo is 
a very intelligent pig – he actually won 
the Annual Barn Trivia run by the farm 
animals! So he already had a plan hatching 
in his mind.

He quietly tapped on the window and 
managed to catch Milly’s attention. So 
Milly sleepily walked over to the window, 
which was an inch open.

“Oink Oink Oink” grunted Bilbo – “Please 
wake the farmer up as he is late for his 
duties”.

“Meow, Meow”, Milly answered. “I will 
try.”

And with that she turned and bounded 
swiftly to Farmer Dave. She then jumped 
on him and Farmer Dave jolted up. 
“Milly!” Bilbo heard him shout before 
hearing “Oh goodness I have slept in!” 
and heaved himself off the couch. Then 
he headed up to his bedroom to hopefully 
get out of his moon and star decorated 
pyjamas and into his farm clothes to get 
ready for the day.

Bilbo grunted a quiet “Thank you” back to 
Milly and trotted as fast as he could back 
to his pen.

There he met Alfred and the rest of the 
farm animals where Bilbo discovered that 
it had actually been Ziggy the rooster’s 
fault for not waking Farmer Dave up. 
See, poor old Ziggy had a sore throat and 
couldn’t crow to wake the farmer up this 
morning like he did most mornings.

That morning at about midday, as Bilbo 
stared out to the paddocks, he saw the 
other animals happily grazing.

What he also saw made him extremely 
joyful as it was Farmer Dave striding over 
to Bilbo’s pen with a huge bucket of food 
just for him!

“YUM!” thought Bilbo for he was starving 
and happy to see that his efforts had paid 
off.

“You can’t start the day on an empty 
tummy!” grunted Bilbo and oinked at his 
own thought for the day.

The End

By Kayla Davies
Grade 6, Age 12

Saint Francis Xavier 
Catholic Primary

FRANKSTON – VIC.
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The Deadly 
Floods

Twenty minutes that changed our land
At the miners’ democratic demand.

Throughout history, our diggers faces won’t fade
This was the Eureka Stockade.

Building a stockade all around
That is where the diggers were bound.

No gold licence needed here
To abolish it we’ll face our fear!

Along came the troops
Through winding loops.

Ready to show they were right,
To show that they wanted a fight!

The heroes are sleeping
Ready to attack, the troops are creeping.

Who would know they were coming
To warn them there was no drumming!

BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!
To hide there is no room!

On with the battle
No time to tattle!

So many diggers have died
Yet to abolish the gold licence they tried!

Some months later in court,
The diggers were brought!

But finally the gold licence was abolished!
It was away with and demolished!

The brave diggers have won!
They turned out to be number one!

By Harjit Kaur, CAMPSIE – NSW

Eureka Stockade

The fierce floods furiously ran down;
Ripping and tearing our glorious town;

Destruction of land thus devastation of man;
What’s left to cool us down, not even a fan?

Inundated rivers;
Full of deadly shivers;

Thousands of homes, destroyed and destructed;
Filled with water, many homes abducted;

Only the victims will know the impact and pain;
These communities can’t face yet another strain;

Look at the damages, there’s definitely a wide range;
Let’s all work together and we can surely make a change!

By Aarthiekaa Sitsabesan
Year 8, Age 13

HOMEBUSH WEST – NSW
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Caged

I was brought out of my thoughts by 
a horrible stabbing pain. I screech ear 
piercingly as I realise a sharp metal needle 
had been pushed into my arm. I try to pull 
it out but the men have me pinned down. 
Panic flows through my veins. Eventually 
the men release the needle. I am thrown 
back into my cage, shivering with fear. I 
spend the rest of the day hovering in and 
out of a strange unnatural sleep.

It continues like this for a long time 
to come. Pain, uncomfortable sleep, 
confinement and fear.

I am in desperate need of help. My body is 
hanging onto the strings of life by a single 
finger. Every day I grow weaker.

One day I am taken out of my cage and 
once again am put on the cold hard 
table. One of the scientists pulls 
out a needle. I prepare for 
the incoming pain, but this 
time I don’t rebel. I know 
it’s pointless and will 
only make the scientists 
mad.

The needle is pushed in 
and I tense my limbs. 
Pain rushes through 
me. The sharp point is 
pushed further into my 
arm, but as this happens 
the pain fades. Relief. My 
eyes slowly close. I begin to 
float. Float off into darkness.

Rupert says: “People will tell you that 
animal testing is necessary as it’s vital in 
medical research. Sure, that’s what a human 
would say. I believe the human race is lazy 
when it comes to researching alternatives 
to animal testing. It is truly disgusting that 
cruelty like this is allowed to take place 
in this world. Millions of animals every 
year go through unimaginable pain, in a 
confusing and unnatural environment... 
this being the cue for an agonising and 
unnecessary death”.

By Rupert Canning
Age 12

Cromer Public School
CROMER – NSW

Christmas
Those shiny Christmas lights,

are always shining bright.
There’s lots of decorations to see,

and presents just right for me.
Children are always excited,

when Christmas is near.
And hope that they get,

what they wanted for the whole year.

By Sammi Peng
Grade 3, Age 8

Tinternvale Primary School,
RINGWOOD EAST – VIC.

MY EYES slowly open. I expect 
to see the glint of the beautiful 
African sunrise. That is not what 

I see. Replacing the tranquil orange sky 
are several metal bars enclosed on me. 
Instead of the peaceful noises of creatures 
awakening to a new day, I hear computers 
turning on, scientists quietly talking, and 
an occasional screech or yelp. From what? 
The last memories of the forest were of me 
and the other monkeys hopelessly trying 
to take cover from speeding darts fired 
by men in brown coats and hats. The rest 
was a blur.

Endless time passes as I continue to shake, 
push and squeeze through the bars holding 
me captive. “Why am I here?” I wonder 
anxiously. “What do they want?”

Eventually two men in stainless white 
coats walk up to my cage. The shorter one 
mutters something to the taller. He nods in 
agreement. He then pulls a key out of his 
pocket, unlocks the cage door and roughly 
pulls me out. For one brief moment, I was 
hopeful. Hopeful that he might just put 
me back in the forest and that everything 
might just be as it used to be. I was unaware 
that these were the last positive emotions I 
would experience in my whole life.

The men briefly hold me up to their faces, 
poke and prod my arms and legs and finally 
shove me down onto a cold metal table. By 
this point I had somehow figured I wasn’t 
going back to the forest. I was scared now. 
What are they going to do to me?

Oz Kids in Print

2�



STANDING on the wind swept shore 
I shivered, staring at the lighthouse. 
One hundred years ago the great 

Mary Elizabeth was ship wrecked on this 
rugged west coast of Tasmania. I clearly 
recall the story of that day. The vessel 
had made good progress on her voyage 
from England, but a massive storm raging 
up from Antarctic waters had thrown 
her off course. Through monstrous seas 
and pounding waves the ship struggled 
onwards. The waves became too much for 
the Mary Elizabeth and she lost the battle 
and was smashed into little bits on the 
rocky cliffs.

Eight of the passengers made it to shore 
while the other twenty-two and all of 
the crew perished in the icy waters. 
One of those eight was my great, great 
grandmother, Sarah Anderson. Sixteen 
year old Sarah was on her way to join her 
father at the general store he had opened 
on the docks in Melbourne.

The survivors struggled ashore and 
dragged themselves up the cliff face 
through icy wind and driving rain. At the 
cliff top they found an old, abandoned 
lighthouse. The group journeyed up 
the winding staircases to the top of the 
lighthouse, looking out at the raging 
sea below. It was then they realised how 
desperate their situation was.

Days later when the weather cleared, 
they trudged around the surrounding 

wilderness looking for civilisation. Their 
search was fruitless and after many days 
they gave up. Hungry and weakened, 
they watched the sea from the top of the 
lighthouse. Their supply of meagre food 
taken from the over grown veggie garden 
was enough to keep them alive. As winter 
deepened, two of the eight survivors died 
of hypothermia and malnutrition.

A month later, the remaining six heard a 
ship’s bell. At first they thought they were 
hallucinating; but the sound continued. 
The group struggled down the cliff face to 
the shore where they saw a ship coming 
into the bay.

The survivors collapsed, so close to death 
but now so close to being rescued. The ship 
threw down a rowboat and four crewmen 
came to their aid. The six were taken back 
to the ship; they then sailed to the port of 
Melbourne.

One hundred years later I stand staring 
at the modern lighthouse that was built 
in commemoration of my great, great 
grandmother and her seven friends. This 
is the story that has been handed down to 
my great grandmother, my grand mother, 
my mother and now to me, Mary Elizabeth 
Maclaren.

By Eloise Haigh
Year 6, Crescent Head Public School

CRESCENT HEAD – NSW
Teacher: Mrs Cosette Black

Mary 
Elizabeth

My leopard is soft and cozy.
I hug it when I go to bed.

I always play with it.
You can see how much I love it.

This is how I play with it.
I swing it and flip it

And toss it in the air.
You see how I annoy it so much?
Of course it is my favourite toy.

Sometimes I even bang it on the wall.
Then I take my magnifying glass and I see cracks in his eyes.

Then I shove him in my chair and it is kind of weird.
I love playing with my leopard.

But the only thing is that I don’t want it to get annoyed or its eyes cracked.

By Maaye Ragavan
Year 2, Beecroft Public School

BEECROFT – NSWMy Leopard
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THE sea was moving fast, and so 
was he. I didn’t want to let him go 
again, I loved him. I couldn’t bear 

to let him return out to sea for another six 
months, without me.

He smiled and waved, with his gorgeous 
hands. Waving and saying goodbye felt like 
cutting a hole right through me. His white, 
perfect teeth glistened in the summer sun 
making me squint. I saw him turn around 
and return to the deck, helping to start the 
long journey out of our caring eyes, out far, 
far to sea. That was the last I saw of him for 
six more months.

No. He couldn’t leave me again. I gathered 
up my long, heavy dress and broke into 
a run. I called his name again and again 
hoping for him to reappear. I started 
shouting. He couldn’t leave, not yet. My 
lips were dry and my legs were burning. 
I wanted to stop but every part of me 
yearned for him. I was scared I was too 
late. I was starting to cry, and it seemed 
God was too. I could barely see, through 

my teary eyes, but through the pouring 
rain a figure stood on the deck.

He climbed down and asked me what was 
wrong again and again. Only three words 
left my lips, “I love you”. I thought he 
would leave me and think I was a freak. I 
was going to ruin our friendship. Instead, 
he grabbed me round the waist, and in 
one graceful move, pressed me up against 
him and kissed me. Through the storm and 
the tears, he was kissing me. His lips were 
perfect against mine, but when he pulled 
away, I was stunned.

“I love you too”, he replied. I knew from 
there, where his heart belonged. Where else 
would it belong? In one place, wherever I 
belonged. I smiled as we kissed once 
more.

By Phoebe Condon
Year 8, Caulfield Grammar School – 

Wheelers Hill Campus
WHEELERS HILL – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs Jo Evans

ToughLove

You know not what you have done,
You thief of that which is sacred.

You know not the effect of your actions
That leave us battered with energy wasted.

You stole my heart with one glance,
Then cursed us with another.

I knew nothing but these fierce emotions,
These passions that threaten to smother.

On your polished white floors
Both my sentiments and veins have bled.

In my ears roar constant repetitions
Of everything that you said.

All the words that you screamed
As you brought those hard fists down
And the gentle words you whispered
As you gently eased away my frown.

This perpetual cycle,
This metamorphose of hate to lust,

Is slowly drawing from our lethargic bodies
The very essence of us.

We shout and fight and holler
We deflect all personal responsibility.

But the idea of us parting
Is an incomprehensibility.

You hit me and you throw me
But I crawl, weeping, back to you.
Then your placid nature breaks.

We’re fighting, but this time, I threw.

The shattered glass rains on the carpet
As the vase smashes against the wall.
These haunting battle scars remind us

Of this never-ending brawl.

There is nothing for either to gain,
We’re just tearing our own hearts.
Being together is destroying us,

But we cannot live apart.

By Talia Walker
Year 11, Cerdon College

MERRYLANDS – NSW

The Cycle
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Love
Oz Kids caught up with Bindi Irwin to 
find out about her wonderful Wildlife 
Adventure series.

1. Tell us about the Bindi Wildlife 
Adventure series. Are the books fun to 
write? Where do you get your ideas from 
for the different titles?

The Bindi Wildlife Adventure books are 
so much fun, because they are fiction 
based on our real life adventures. We have 
been to so many incredible and beautiful 
places, and had so many unforgettable 
experiences. I am so lucky to have co-
created the books with a fantastic team 
of authors. I think what is nice about the 
books is that not only do they stretch your 
imagination, but you also accidentally 
learn something along the way. I hope that 
kids enjoy the books, because kids are the 
future. I want kids to read the books and 
feel like they are travelling with me on the 
adventures, and then feel empowered to 
be the hero of their own story and want to 
make a difference in our world.

2. What’s it like being a Wildlife Warrior? 
What kinds of things do you do?

Being a Wildlife Warrior is not just a title, it 
describes who you are. A Wildlife Warrior is 
someone who is raising awareness about our 
wildlife and wild places and the important 
message of conservation. I think that people 
tend to forget that conservation is not just 
about woodland creatures, it is ultimately 
about us. I believe that kid empowerment 
is so important because as kids we are the 

Wildlife Warrior!Meet Bindi:
next voters, the next decision makers, and 
the next generation making a difference on 
our planet. Every kid can make a difference 
and become a Wildlife Warrior. I don’t 
want my dad’s passion to ever end. I’m 
excited to continue helping teach people 
all over the world about conservation, and 
I hope that kids will want to get involved 
and make a difference!

3. Your life sounds very busy. Do you have 
time to go to school? What’s your favourite 
subject?

My brother Robert and I do school with 
a program called Distance Education. 
Distance Education is a fantastic program 
that really works for us because it fits 
around our busy schedule. We can travel 
with it, and we can pick our time off. For 
example during the September/October 
school holidays, we completed a minimum 
of three hours of school every week day, 
which means that we can take time off 
later when we are working on filming 

projects. However, I think the best part 
about Distance Education is that there is 
no homework when you are done with 
your day of school!

4. What do you love most about living in 
Australia?

Australia is the most amazing country in 
the world. We are such a unique country, 
with the best wildlife, people and land. I 
think that Australians need to embrace 
our ocker ways of talking, our unique 
foods like Vegemite (which people from 
other countries may consider an acquired 
taste), and our gorgeous arid areas, like the 
Simpson Desert and Uluru! We are such 
a lucky country to have such wide open 
spaces, blue skies and the ability to be 
somewhere there isn’t another person for 
a two-day drive. Australia RULES!

5. Which animals are your favourites? 
(We know there must be more than one!)

I love crocodiles and snakes; they are 
both such beautiful animals. However, 
I think that my favourite animal would 
be the echidna. They are such funny and 
odd little creatures, and even though they 
may not be Australia’s cuddliest creature, 
I love them! Did you know that echidnas 
are monotremes? This means that they are 
egg-laying mammals, and there are only 
two monotremes in the world. One is the 
echidna, and the second is the platypus. 
How amazing!

Interview by Meredith Costain
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SOMEWHERE, far away, in the 
middle of the sparkling blue sea 
was a lush green island. Tropical 

fruits grew from the trees. There were tall 
mountains and deep, dark canyons and 
leafy forests...

Wait! There’s something stirring between 
the bushes. Long, stripy tails with tails up 
high and cute, little faces. It was a gang of 
lemurs walking slowly to the waterhole.

Suddenly, a little lemur popped her head 
up next to the other lemurs. Her name 
was Malala. She was always curious and 
was very cheeky.

Her Dad, Forent and her Mum, Felona 
thought she was really adorable and 
loveable. She loved her family. But her 
brother, Rija, kept bossing her around. 
“I wish I could find a place of my own”, 
she thought.

“Malala, Malala”, interrupted a voice. 
She looked up and there standing in 
front of her was Rija. He had bite marks 
and untidy ears. “Get me some fresh, 
green leaves from the forest”, he said in 
a mean tone.You see, Rija thought he 
was special so he always told his sister to 
do everything for him. Malala did what 
she was told.

But half way through the forest she saw 
a winding, narrow path that led into 
the deep jungle. Malala looked down 
the path to the deep, dark jungle. What 
would it feel like to be alone? What will 
happen to her?

Malala walked down the winding, 
narrow path very cautiously. She was 
very curious and started to feel relaxed 
about exploring the island. So she started 
leaping from tree to tree to see what she 
could find.

Finally, Malala saw a tiny waterhole 
hidden amongst the tall, leafy trees. She 
jumped down and ran quickly to the 
waterhole. Malala was thirsty so she drank 
until she was satisfied.

But unfortunately, she had been watched 
by sharp, beady eyes. High up in the 
branches was a brown hawk. He had just 
spotted Malala and thought she would be 
a nice tasty treat after his long, exhausting 
hunt. When Malala was in the easiest target 
position, he swooped down with his sharp 
talons out to grab her.

All of a sudden, a brown lemur called 
Leapy leapt out of the trees and pushed the 
hawk down. The hawk splashed into the 
waterhole. “Gawk, gawk!”, exclaimed the 
hawk who was very shocked. He stood up 
and flew away with an angry expression on 
his face. Someone had just ruined his treat. 
Malala thanked Leapy for saving her life!

Now Malala wondered how she would get 
safely home to be with her family again. 
She missed her Dad, Rija and her Mum. 
So she kindly asked Leapy the way out of 
the deep forest. Leapy laughed. “Just go 
back the way you came from”, exclaimed 
Leapy. Malala was so happy to find a way 
out. She gave Leapy a great, huge hug and 
started off back down the path.

It felt much longer than last time. After a 
while Malala saw a ray of sunlight coming 
out at the end of the path. She ran and ran 
until she was out into the clearing.

Malala looked around. She could see 
the waterhole and the other lemurs in a 
group. She headed towards them slowly 
so she wouldn‘t spook them. There was 
Rija standing there impatiently waiting for 
her to return with his fresh leaves. When 
he caught a glimpse of Malala he said 
“Where have you been, Slowpoke?”. Then 
he realised she had nothing in her paws. 
His face went from alarm to anger. “Malala, 
WHAT HAVE YOU BEEN DOING?!”, he 
shouted and yelled at her.

Just then before he could scold her Forent 
and Felana appeared and Forent looked 
at Rija with a disapproving expression on 
his face. “Is that a way to treat your sister?” 
he asked in an unpleasant tone. Rija shook 
his head. Malala smiled. It looked like she 
wasn’t going to get scolded. It was her 
brother.

Eventually, Forent made a calling sound to 
say it was time to move on. As Malala was 
walking down the path, she thought she 
could just spot a brown lemur in the trees 
waving to her. It was Leapy! She sneakily 
waved back and hoped she would see him 
again soon in her journeys...

By Chloe Di Gemma
Year 4

Lauriston Girls’ School
ARMADALE – VIC.

Teacher: Ms Kate Hehir

Meet 
Malala
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She possesses unbelievable strength,
Like the ocean she roars,

Battering cliffs unmercifully,
Trying to impress the shore.

Envying the serene water,
With its peaceful and nurturing nature,

The pain within her heart burns,
But she never sees to denature.

Yet when he comes everything changes,
Clarity appears yet cloudiness fogs,

An unbelievable strong force,
Forcing her thoughts to clog.

The force attracts and repels,
A struggle for understanding,

Stepping forward, stepping back,
His every action, now commanding.

Trapped in the power of force,
Walls surrounding, no way out,
Fear engulfs her body and soul,

A deep feeling of darkness and doubt.

The realisation,
Of keeping the close away,

Creator of her own solitary existence,
Her pride, a price to pay.

Strength could decay,
But the power of the force,

Acting as a gasp of fresh air, fresh thought,
Could now change her course.

By Elena Angelides
Year 10, MLC School

BURWOOD – NSW

THERE once lived a woodcutter that 
was most foolish indeed. He lived 
with his wife in the middle of a 

dark, scary forest. He and his wife argued 
anytime about anyone and anything. They 
didn’t get on well and were thinking of 
divorcing, just as well they didn’t have 
any kids.

One day, as usual, the woodcutter was 
chopping down trees. He soon reached 
a part of the forest he had never been to 
before. In front of him lay a huge tree that 
stretched its long, leafy branches high into 
the clouds. Without even thinking, he gave 

The Foolish Woodcutter
a great swing at the tree but he didn’t even 
make a dent. Instead he had sawed through 
a spider web, little did he know that there 
was a miniature person with wings stuck to 
the spider web! A fairy. He raised his arm 
for another swing but a tiny voice stopped 
him. “Thank you kind sir for freeing me 
from that spider web, for your kindness 
you will have three wishes and you may 
use them at any time!” and with a puff of 

smoke, it was gone! The 
woodcutter was left 
speechless. He tried 
going back to cutting 

wood but he couldn’t 
keep his mind on that so 

he started the long walk 
back home. 

By the time the woodcutter 
reached his home he was hot, 

hungry and exhausted. He walked 
in. “When’s dinner?” he asked his 

wife. “You’ve never come this early, 
I’m afraid you’ll have to wait one hour”, 
she replied. He was so hungry he’d 
forgotten all about the fairy. 

His stomach rumbled. As he gazed 
into the fire, he said out loud, “I 
wish I had a fat juicy sausage to roast 

on this fire”. Immediately, a big juicy 
sausage appeared on the woodcutter’s 

lap! He stared at the sausage. Then 

he remembered. His wife came in and 
asked him where he got that sausage. He 
told her all that happened. First she simply 
stood and stared at the sausage and then 
advanced on the woodcutter. “You silly 
man! You could have wished for anything 
and you wished for a silly sausage!” The 
woodcutter looked outraged and shouted 
back. 

“Me? Silly? You are so silly that I wish that 
that sausage was on the end of your nose!” 
Sure enough the sausage soon was dangling 
from his wife’s nose! “How dare you? Now 
look what you’ve done! I wish you would 
just shut up!” As soon as the words had left 
her lips that the woodcutter fell silent. He 
was unable to speak! They wanted to undo 
what they had said but it was too late they 
had used up all their wishes! 

For the rest of the woodcutter’s life he was 
silent and for the rest of his wife’s life she 
had an unremovable sausage stuck to her 
nose! That goes to show that if you aren’t 
careful, thing that you really don’t want to 
happen may come true!

THE END!

By Kimberley Teoh 
Grade 4

GREENSBOROUGH – VIC.

Trapped Force
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Pull of the Wind
She stood on the wooden deck,

Staring beyond the trees into nothingness.
Her gold eyes sparkled in the sunlight.

Her brown hair flew with the wind,
And her silky green dress tugged at her,

Urging her to fly.

He stood on the beach,
Remembering the fun times.
He looked up at the dark sky,

The stars twinkled at him,
It reminded him of her sparkling gold eyes

The cool water lapped at his feet.
The wind blew and something was pulling him,

Urging him to fly.

The wind had brought them together once.
And now they waited,

For it to bring them together once again.
Waiting for the right time,

When all eight felt the wind.
Urging them to fly.

By Audrey Lim
Year 8, Carey Baptist Grammar School

KEW – VIC.
Teacher: Bev Steere

She stood in the moonlight.
Her snow white skin glowing,

And her fair hair flowing with the wind.
Her piercing blue eyes swept over the night sky,

Gazing at the twinkling stars.
Hoping that maybe he heard her.

she didn’t move and felt the cold water of the ocean,
Lapping at her feet.

Her white summer dress flapped around her,
Pulling her.

Urging her to fly.

He stood on the front porch looking out into the night sky,
Looking at all the twinkling stars.

He listened for the promised call in the wind,
She said she would shout into the night sky for him.

A cool breeze rustled the bushes around him,
And his sun-bleached blond hair stood up in all directions.

Something inside him tugged at him,
Telling him,

Urging him to fly.

Faraway, she stood at a bus stop,
The rain pelting in her face.

She was leaning against the shelter.
Her soft brown eyes staring faraway and thinking.

The grey clouds shifted around her,
And slowly they parted letting a ray of light shine through

She let her midnight black hair fly with the wind.
And her yellow school dress was pulled,

Urging her to fly.

He always stopped at every bus stop.
Still looking for that girl,

The girl in the yellow school dress.
That day he got out of his car,

Leaned against shelter and pressed the side of his face
Onto the glass,

The wind tugged at his clothes,
Urging him to fly.

Another girl stood on the side of the road,
Waiting for the old, beat up pickup truck,

But it never came,
on her shoulder rested a duffel bag.

She stood there, but she was in a faraway place.
It was a spring day and the wind blew at her hair.

Her mini skirt flapped in the wind.
Urging her to fly.

There was another boy.
He drove a beat up pickup truck,

Always looking for that girl.
The one that always had a duffel bag with her.

But she was never there,
On the side of the road.

A cool breeze blew through the truck,
His hair flailed in all directions.

Something pulled at him,
Urging him to fly.
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I HESITATED... as I stepped out of 
the vintage black car. How different 
everything seemed. I stepped through 

the thick automatic glass doors and was 
taken into a new world. Loud music 
filled the air as I stepped onto 
the shiny tiles that lined the 
once dirt stricken floors. Bright 
colours filled the centre as the 
massive clumps of teenagers 
wandered around the shopping 
centre, chatting about the latest 
movies, fashion and texting on 
their phones. How times had 
changed...

My dress trails the floor of the dusty 
ground as I waltz inside the dimly lit 
halls. I gently unlace the ribbon of my 
yellow hat and wander into the dress 
maker’s shop. The owner – Lily – embraces 
me and I feel at home right now more than 
ever, and that’s when I see him – Lily’s son 
smiling at me from the shadows. He walks 
in slowly and bows quickly before taking 
my hands in his and spinning me around 
before sweeping me off my feet and into 
the air. l throw my head back and laugh as 
the room spins around me and my head 
spins with happiness.

It was the 22nd of December and Christmas 
was well upon us. I watched as the young 

Take Me Back

girls giggled through the aisles 
snatching at any random piece of clothing 
for themselves. They were so young I 
couldn’t believe things could have changed 
so much since I was their age. l hobble 
over to the children’s department and flick 
through the coat hangers. I didn’t know 
what to get her. Then a little pink dress 
fell to my feet, such a sign, it was almost 
meant to be.

He sets me back on my feet and kisses my 
hand. Lily laughs and I blush. This visit 
to the store is the best part of my day. He 
takes my hand again and leads me out of 
his mother’s little store and through the 
centre, passing by the incomparable stores 
and noticing that pretty pink dress in the 

window. We walk outside into the fresh 
summer air December always 

brought and sat down onto the 
garden bench where we 

talked and talked as other 
couples walk along the 

pavement, marvelling 
at the only things 
t h at  s e e m e d  t o 
matter back then 

like the weather. Life 
was simple and even 
more so with him.

I slowly walk to the 
checkout where the 
young girls in black 
suits lean against the 
tables and file their 
nails. I hand over the 

little dress and some 
books together with my 

money. I thank the ladies 

and grasp the 
shiny plastic 
bag. I struggle 
to get past the crowd of teenagers 
when I get knocked over. I fall to the floor 
and my bag skids along those shiny tiles 
and my belongings scatter everywhere, 
but no one helps me. They just walk past 
me like I’m invisible; they are so caught 
up in themselves. I use all my strength to 
lift my frail body off the slippery ground. I 
somehow manage to get up, and scramble 
to put my belongings back into the little 
bag. I wish things were the way they used 
to be.

It’s time to go back now. It’s such a shame, 
I love spending time with Lily’s handsome 
son. I get the final cuts made on my brand 
new red dress and then say my goodbyes. 
I wish I never had to go but l’ll know that 
I will see him again. He kisses my hand 
again and whispers his goodbye, a simple: 
I’ll see you next time my love and I know 
everything will be all right. But I never did 
see him again...

I hurry through the crowds and find my 
way to the overwhelming glass doors. 
Edward opens the car door for me, my only 
reminder of the past. I slide into the back 
and roll up the windows not wanting to see 
the world around me, wanting the past to 
be the present. But I knew it could never 
be. So now the only place that I am happy 
is when he is with me, in my dreams...

By Mercedes Poutakidis
Year 7, Carey Baptist Gammar School

KEW – VIC.
Teacher: Bev Steere

Salad, salad, a wonderful meal,
some people think it’s quite an ordeal,

with salads like Garden and Caesar too,
I’m sure we’ll find the salad for you.

Salad is healthier than most other food,
the perfect snack for you and your dudes,

with carrot, cucumber and sometimes peas
a meal you can get on the go with ease.

So next time you’re at a restaurant in town,
when you see the salad please don’t frown,

perk up the courage and make sure you say,
“I think I’ll have the salad today!”

By Addison Lucchesi
Year 10

Eynesbury Senior College
ADELAIDE – SA

Teacher: Shelda Rathmann

Celebrating Salads
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Star Time

WHOOSH! Another star fell 
metres away from the boat. 
Starleen, a little orphan on the 

starring boat, was keeping an eye on the 
creepy figure at the back of the boat.

Bang! The staring boat’s harpoon was set 
off at a blindingly bright star. The starring 
boat had already caught five stars that 
night. Stars were worth a lot of money on 
the black market, as planets without their 
own moon used the stars for light and 
energy. As soon as the harpoon was set off 
the creepy figure dashed at Starleen.

Suddenly she was falling. Falling towards 
the black, churning water (but... that wasn’t 
the scariest part) the harpoon locked on to 
the very bright star. As the star fell, Starleen 
fell too. The star drew nearer and nearer 
to her and the creepy figure (whom she 
referred to as Scales) slashed out with a 
claw like hand and dislodged the star from 
the harpoon! Splash, Splash!

Starleen hit the water, the star filled the 
whole of her vision. Whoosh! Then there 
was total silence.

When she regained consciousness, she 
was in a cave, it was very hot. She saw a 
glow at the end of the cave. She realised 
with a jolt that she was in water and she 
had a tail. The glow turned out to be time 
crystals. Starleen swam closer to the time 
crystal and took hold of one and wished 
herself back to when the star fell on her. 

When she arrived back to the past she was 
in the water beside the boat. All was silent. 
Starleen had arrived the night before the 
star fell on her. She knew she had to get the 
starring boat’s register of the names of all 
the people on the boat.

She swam down and got a long piece of 
seaweed. She lassoed the registration book 
with the seaweed and with a splash the 
book landed in the water beside her. As 
she flipped through the soggy pages, she 
stopped and stared at one name. Scale was 
her... Dad!

Starleen was so overwhelmed with 
unexplainable feelings (afterwards she 
didn’t know how she did it) she leapt out 
of the sea and into the sky. She went higher 
and higher until she landed on the planet 
Seagania.

She saw a ghostly figure heading towards 
her, it was her father. She realised that he 
too had a tail and was using it to make his 
way to her on the watery planet.

“Starleen” he rumbled.

“Why?” she exclaimed.

“Starleen, I thought I would never see you 
again” whispered her father.

“Why did you do that?” she cried.

“I will show you, it will explain everything. 

I will send you to the time just after you 
got startailed.”

With a whoosh she found herself looking 
upon herself falling with the star right 
behind. After she landed in the water there 
was silence. With a bang the harpoon 
was sent off again and landed right in 
the middle of a huge star. The harpoon 
started reeling in the star but it was going 
way too fast!

“BOOM” the ship exploded, killing 
everyone on board!

“NOOOOOO!” cried Starleen.

“I am sorry my daughter, it was the only 
way I could save you. I have been looking 
for you for so long and I was nearly too late 
but now you are safe and can come and live 
with me forever on Seagania”, explained 
her Father.

They hugged warmly and then held tight to 
the time crystal and Whoosh arrived back 
on Seagania. They swam away, through 
the warm blue water, to start their new 
life together.

The End.

By Jesse Noonan-Wade
Year 5, The Essington School Darwin

NIGHTCLIFF – NT
Teacher: Mrs Fletcher

November 2011

��



HI, I’m Duncan Jowls, and this is a 
memoir of the most memorable, 
darkest, hideous and scary days of 

my life. If you think this story’s purpose is 
to convince you to go to war, you’re wrong. 
War is the hardest time of your life, and if 
I’d have known how brutal it was, I would 
have never joined up. My point is, don’t go 
to war just because you think you would be 
cool. Well, enough about that. I think we 
should get on with it. Okay, here it goes...

May 2, 1943

The wind whistled quietly outside, which 
was agitating me because I desperately 
needed some rest. I felt like shouting at the 
wind and tell it to be quiet, but I didn’t want 
to look like a lunatic, either. I also wanted 
to shout for my mum, dad, cousins, uncles, 
aunts, grandparents, even my goody 
two-shoes sister Bella, so the howling 
wind could carry the words all the way to 
Broome, and tell them I’m okay. Dream 
on, kid, the other soldiers would say, and 
laugh their brainless noggins off.

The cohort of boys I’m with isn’t the sort 
of awesome, friendly people I’d camp with 
every night. They aren’t the sharpest knives 
in the tool shed either. And they gave each 
other stupid nicknames like “Roughhead”, 
and “Commando” which really annoys me 
because their nicknames usually mean the 
opposite of who they are.

If one of their rifles weren’t working, 
they’d be the type of guys who’d look into 
the barrel and pull the trigger to see if the 
bullet would come out. Most of them show 
of with their small muscles and have arm 
wrestles. I can’t be bothered embarrassing 
them by beating them in arm wrestling 
because I’d probably smash their arms 
through a table. And my arm strength is 
average.

I have to sleep urgently. As surprising as it 
is, you need a lot of energy to be a digger. 
You have to have a lot of arm power. Just 
when I nearly fell asleep, Evan Sheedy’s 
rumbling beer-belly nearly shook a 
bench, so I put a pillow over my ears and 
eventually fell asleep.

May 3, 1943

I was pretty lucky to get some sleep, because 
the dirt was stiff the next day. One of the 

After we shot all the intruders in our sights, 
we took out the bodies from the trench and 
placed them on the ground. The blood was 
soaked in the hard mud, so the trench was 
a bit easier to dig in. After the hard-fought 
battle, we celebrated with drinks and some 
Anzac biscuits our families sent us.

May 5, 1943

I didn’t want to remember yesterday. I was 
told one of the Japanese air force units 
was bombarding Northern Australia. Last 
night I had a vision of my family yearning 
for my arrival. They were all praying for 
me to be safe. Unexpectedly, a shower of 
bullets invaded the streets. They started 
screaming and running all over the place 
with their arms in the air. It would’ve been 
hilarious if it was a movie, but when it’s 
happening in real life, it isn’t funny at all.

I’ve been trying to forget the dream and 
celebrate the medal I recently received 
from General Schmidterpants with the 
other guys ever since. At least I had to be 
on watch in the trench. I haven’t had any 
action in two days. Just been celebrating 
the medal, really. I picked up my new 
Tommy gun and ran to the trench.

Alongside my new friends Corporal Hassel 
and Corporal Hoff, I eyed the perimeter of 
the battleground, searching for snipers like 
a hawk. I spotted a gun hanging out of the 
bush like it was looking for trouble. I fired 
at the rifle with my new Tommy Gun and 
broke the gun. The sniper yelled a series 
of Japanese words and fired with his lame 
backup pistol. I shot him and watched as 
he rolled down the steep hill. Other than 
that, there wasn’t that much action in the 
morning, most of the day I talked with 
Hassel and Hoff.

At around one thirty, I heard cries of a 
large Japanese Battalion in the forest. 
To be honest, it was a pretty rash battle 
cry, since it could’ve scared a bear out of 
its skin. I heard a series of loud rustles 
nearby. I warned Hassel and Hoff about my 
discovery, but they’d already taken action 
and called in the reinforcements.

The recruits had come, some with shotguns, 
others with rifles, others with machine guns 
and so on. Even a tank came in to help. I 
imagined myself cruising around town in 
one, causing carnage everywhere I’d go. 

The Chinese War song
H  H  H  H  H  H  H

diggers got his shovel stuck in the dirt. A 
corporal walked past each digger. When he 
passed the shovel stuck in the dirt and the 
guy struggling to pull it up, the corporal 
shouted ‘Toughen up princess!’ and tried 
to pull it up. The corporal regretted pulling 
the shovel, and from then on, he never 
tried to pull his biceps again.

As I continued digging, I heard a faint 
gunshot in among the Chinese forest. 
Alarmed, I focused on the canopy of 
trees to see if I could make out a Japanese 
unit. I stared at the forest for another five 
minutes until I gave up and thought it was 
just a rumble in the jungle. But I’d spoken 
too soon.

Out of nowhere, a bullet whizzed past 
me, narrowly missing my shoulder. My 
first thought: “I’m toast”. Sure, I can get 
away with a prank or two at school with 
style, but my only weapon was a shovel, 
not a really good excuse for a prank. And 
a shovel versus a well-equipped rifle, the 
outcome is a bit obvious.

About two platoons of Japanese snipers took 
his lead and bombarded us. I ducked and 
watched my peers fire at the Japanese, but 
it was no use. We were getting slaughtered 
one by one. To be honest, I thought we 
were down and out, but I couldn’t just leave 
them to die. Then the Japanese might raid 
the trench. I grabbed the nearest machine 
gun and started firing at random.

It was like a bloodbath in the trench. 
Bodies were appearing on the floor all 
over the place. Some people were suffering 
serious injuries from bullets, others were 
still fighting, but a large majority of 
soldiers were dead. Then I started focusing 
on the fight.

I aimed at a few soldiers and couldn’t wait 
to cause carnage but, like any failure the 
gun became too heavy and I accidentally 
shot the soiled ground and sent a dust 
cloud that glided to the Japanese. I found 
it as a good tactic and, while they were 
busy coughing I showed a faint grin and 
started to rapidly shoot at the dust cloud. 
A couple of bloodied bodies face-planted 
into the ground, others jumping out of the 
dust cloud with a faint scream. The other 
soldiers that were alive took my lead and 
fired.
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To be honest, everywhere I’d go would 
be every high school in Coonawarra and 
other towns close by. I imagine blasting 
our chubby principal, Ms Lovehandle, into 
the staff room and watching her break her 
prized possessions like her coffee machine 
and her awards case, most of the awards for 
the third best principal of Broome, which 
is pointless because there are only three 
high schools in Broome.

I erased the thought and watched the 
Japanese soldiers surround us, aiming 
machine guns at our band of soldiers. 
Some of their weapons would be a major 
threat to us, like the bazookas aimed at 
our tank. The downside for them was 
they planned to excavate a trench. All we 
had to do was to eliminate the soldiers, 
and then the rest would be a cakewalk, 
unless the Japanese called the air force or 
something. It would be hard to beat them 
though, since most of their weapons are 
German engineered.

We took off. Following the Lieutenant, 
I called my valiant men to run towards 
the forest and told my snipers to hide on 
a cliff in the forest. I had a funny feeling 
this already blood-stained battleground 
would get a whole lot bloodier. I looked 
at the battleground. I never noticed the 
brown-gold surface that made it look like 
an ancient crumpled monument. The rare 
patch of grass here and there just showed 
how beautiful the Chinese forest did look. 
The bushes didn’t look as evergreen as it 
used to be, and I could tell this country was 
shaken up ever since the war began.

I kept my eyes on the prize, which was to 
demolish these Japanese forces. I ran in 
with my platoon and shot the Japanese 
occasionally. After we made ourselves a bit 
more exposed to their army we charged. I 
had never caused so much carnage since 
I bombed my sister and her friends with 
my special gas bomb. I forgot the good 
times and started to fire at the enemy. We 
killed five groups of about twenty soldiers. 
Everyone else was slaughtering the rest of 
them. But I spoke too soon.

As if cruising to watch a drive in movie, 
not one, not two, not three but five tanks 
loaded with tiny missiles. Two of them 
were aimed at my squadron. I noticed 
a tank firing at Lance Corporals Hassel 
and Hoff. Without any hesitation, I yelled 
‘watch out!’ but it was too late. Hassel 
and Hoff were burnt shish kebabs on the 
ground. ‘No!’ I screamed. I fired at the 

tank and somehow managed to hit the 
tank’s weak spot and the side of it was on 
fire. But I’d forgotten about my men and 
the tank.

It wasn’t till then that I had realised the 
pure destruction of that tank. With its 
powerful cannon alongside the extreme 
horsepower of the engine, it was a force 
not to be reckoned with. I jumped out of 
its way and told my men to avoid showing 
it who’s boss, but it reassured them that it 
is basically the best weapon in the Japanese 
arsenal. I could do nothing but watch the 
tank abolish those young soldiers. I didn’t 
realise how many were retreating. I joined 
them, and hid in a random cave near the 
edge of a derelict cliff face overlooking the 
battleground.

I thought about shooting the Japanese 
from this lovely view, but I didn’t know 
which soldier was which. And besides, I 
already had lost everything. My eyes were 
getting a bit misty after I thought about 
my family, my long-gone friends Private 
Hassel and Private Hoff. Even my sister 
Bella didn’t seem that bad. I kept thinking 
about my family until dusk, and found a 
tree festooned with moss and rested. It was 
surprisingly easy to sleep, but I did have a 
pretty long, hard day.

May 6, 1943

I woke up at dawn. I was used to getting 
up so early. I bathed in the muggy river 
travelling through the forest. Sure, it 
wasn’t what you’d call a spa treatment, 
but it was something. I saw a few other 
soldiers bathing. I saluted to them, and 
they saluted back.

I went hunting with the other men. We 
found a donkey around five kilometres 
from the cave, which had probably run 
away from a farm. I guess it’s kind of sad 
to eat a donkey, but hey, we were desperate! 
We found a brown bear and managed to rip 
its skin off and roasted on a campfire. I ate a 
whole slab of bear, which was surprisingly 
appetising, and a bit of the leftover donkey, 
which wasn’t as tempting.

This became a daily routine after two days. 
We lived there for a fortnight until we 
decided to live in the civilised world. We 
ventured through the forest and arrived 
at a coastal Chinese town called Xinhua 
or something. We found a restaurant 
with a lot of room to sleep in. The owner, 
a small Chinese lady, didn’t seem to mind 

us soldiers and went out of her way to buy 
us clothes so we could blend in with the 
townsfolk.

After a month, a ship in the harbour was 
scheduled to arrive at Victor Harbour, 
which was rather odd. We were a stowaway, 
us blokes, and, after three months, came 
out of the ship and travelled by bus to 
our homes. Before we parted ways, we 
asked each other for phone numbers and 
addresses.

So I caught a bus to Coonawarra with 
three other soldiers. And you should’ve 
seen how long mum had fainted for. 
After mum woke up, Bella told me how 
scary it was when the Japanese air force 
was surrounding Broome. Then I told 
her about the adventure I embarked on. 
‘It’s good to have you back’, mum chirped 
brightly, still gripping my medals tightly 
after I’d finished my story. And from then 
on, I led a peaceful, happy life, talking 
about my adventures.

By James Burwood
St. Mary’s Primary School

HAMPTON – VIC.
Teacher: Ms Cook
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ONE day there were two little girls. 
One named Clara and one named 
Bella. They both wanted to go 

on a picnic so they got ready to go to the 
meadow. The meadow was across the road 
from them. Bella and Clara packed lots of 
yummy snacks and started heading off to 
the meadow. They found a shady spot right 
under a tree. They put their picnic blanket 
down and put their food out nicely.

Suddenly a baby squirrel popped its head 
out of a tree trunk. It looked scared and 
lonely. The squirrel was trying to say 
something to them but they didn’t know 
what it was saying. Bella’s and Clara’s dads 
are both scientists and both were bosses for 
the same job. Clara and Bella opened the 
bag and threw an acorn in it. The squirrel 
followed into the bag.

When they went home they both asked 
if they could build an animal talking 
machine. Bella’s dad said “Sure”. They all 
started building the machine. Clara said 
“Oh, shiny”. She picked up two test tubes 
that were shiny and mixed them together. 

It EXPLODED. After the smoke went away, 
Clara’s face was completely black and her 
hair was sticking up. It looked like she got 
electrocuted.

It was time to go home and Bella said 
“What a day. What a BIG day”. As they 
walked home the squirrel popped its 
head out of the bag. It was terrified of 
Clara’s face. “EEEEEEEEEH” said 
the squirrel. Clara said “You 
better take the squirrel for the 
night. We better get some 
sleep so we can see what the 
squirrel is saying to us.”

Bella let the squirrel go in her 
room and shut the door. She 
made a bed for the squirrel. 
Bella gave the squirrel a nut 
before the squirrel rested in its 
bed and fell asleep.

By Isabella Woodhouse
Age 10

West Balcatta Primary School
BALCATTA – WA

The Baby Squirrel Lost in the Meadow

A GREEN tree frog, called Jumpy, 
was hurt. He broke his toe coming 
first in a jumping competition. 

Tree frogs need all their toes for climbing 
because they are sticky so it was hard for 
Jumpy to climb up his tree. When he finally 
made it home he cuddled his favourite 
toy, and cried and cried in pain. Jumpy 
was sad and frightened because he didn’t 
know what to do.

Then he saw the Royal Flying Doctor plane 
on the runway below. Jumpy picked a big 
leaf from his tree and used vines to make 
it into a parachute. Jumpy has never made 
a parachute before so he felt nervous and 
he hoped it would work. Jumpy closed 
his eyes and slowly stepped off his branch 
into the air. WHOOSH! Jumpy felt fast, 
warm wind blowing on his cheeks and he 
opened his eyes to see the sun setting on 
the rainforest. It was the best view Jumpy 
had ever seen.

Jumpy landed softly on the wing of the 
Royal Flying Doctor plane. The breeze 

helped Jumpy glide over to the window. 
Jumpy has a special way of protecting 
himself and getting people’s attention. 
He flashes red like the lights on a fire 
truck. Mal, the flying doctor, saw Jumpy 
straight away. He opened the window and 
saw Jumpy’s sore toe. Mal picked Jumpy 
gently and said, “You’ll be okay, I’ll look 
after you”. Jumpy felt safe and calm and 
he said, “Ribbit”.

Mal had a tiny bandage and he carefully 
wrapped it around Jumpy’s toe. “No more 
jumping competitions for you, just exercise 
your toe gently in the pond to get it better. 
And, you get a sticker for being my most 
interesting and colourful patient.”

Mal took Jumpy out of the plane and 
put him down on a green leaf. Jumpy 
said, “Ribbit”, and then he had a brilliant 
idea. Jumpy decided to make some 
posters to warn other frogs about jumping 
competitions. (BE CAREFUL AND TAKE 
CARE WHEN JUMPING!) and also to say 
thank you to Mal.

Jumpy put the posters on the highest 
branches and flashed his special lights 
when the Flying Doctor plane next flew 
over. Mal saw the posters and he waved to 
Jumpy. And Jumpy said, “Ribbit”.

By Henry Jasper Rotherham
Age 6

ALLANS FLAT – VIC.

The Injured Frog
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Glimpses of Colour
Yellow

Tastes like mushy, flavoursome bananas
eaten in

the steamy, sizzling heat of the sun.

Red
Sounds like a big parrot,

softly whistling in the wind

Blue
Feels like a blackbird which has just hatched from its egg.

Blue sounds like a tree squealing as a man
cuts it down.

White
Is like walking

down a quiet, peaceful street.
White is like touching a ball of cotton wool.

Green
Tastes like an apple,
shining in the rain,

and smells like
an ant

nestling in the grass.

Black
Feels like a dark tree

in the moon light
with an owl,

hooting deeply.

By Jordan O’Brien
Year 3, The Essington School
NIGHTCLIFF – NT
Teacher: Mrs Fletcher

Underneath an empty sky, the land and hills are grey;
Murky, misty, moving clouds have locked the light away.

The sea shows no repentance.
The shore makes no resistance.

Whirling whips of water bruise the battered, broken bay.

Stricken breaths of stormwind wail a last and laboured cry;
Strain at sprays of seagrass as they listlessly slip by.

The blades no longer fear them.
The storm no longer hears them.

Slashed to shreds, abandoned, they will softly, slowly die.

Who will cry for me?
Who will feel my pain?

Who will share my sorrow,
And comfort me again?

Yestermorn, at daylight’s dawn, my darling danced the sand;
She played ‘catch-me-can-you’ at the seawolf ’s salty hand.

The vicious, violent water,
It crushed her once it caught her.

Why she faced its cruelty I cannot understand.

Rents of ragged, ruthless lightning lacerate the rain.
Shattered shards and broken thunder crumple from the strain.

My soul is spent in grieving,
Her death, still not believing;

Raindrops meld with teardrops, falling, filled to full with pain.

Do you cry for me?
Do you feel my pain?

Are these tears of sorrow,
Or only tears of rain?

Still as silk, the distant ocean billows disappear,
Echoes of the mourning wind too faint for me to hear.

But streaking past the stormnight,
One silver touch of sunlight

Parts the clouds with gentle hands and dries each salty tear.

I will cry for you.
I will feel your pain.

Let these tears of sorrow fall,
I’ll comfort you again.

By Deborah Joy Langford
Age 17, Home-schooled

WHITTLESEA – VIC.

The Baby Squirrel Lost in the Meadow

Haiku
Blossoming flowers

Dispersing sweet scents of love
Swaying with the wind

----
Beaming through windows,

Radiant rays of sunshine,
Warm a lonely heart.

By Tien Tran
Year 10, Eynesbury College
ADELAIDE – SA
Teacher: Shelda Rathmann

Stormy 
Day
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�1

November 2011

�1



THE sun, sti l l  low in the sky, 
illuminates the dusty channel where 
the empty sky meets the barren land, 

out in the distance. She is perched atop a 
peeling metal railing, under what little 
protection from the summer the pergola 
of the abandoned motel provides.

The one road that runs through the 
town, disappears into the far horizon, 
dissolved by the blurring heat waves that 
seem to radiate endlessly off the cracked 
bitumen.

Kate has really had enough. Anxiety, 
desperation and impatience are just boiling 
away inside her, just waiting to rush out 
– just waiting for one more misdeed to 
trigger an emotional explosion. But Kate 
stays calm. She knows better. She’s known 
better for almost a whole week now; out 
here, in the middle of nowhere.

She is determined to keep her poise, even 
though the blistering heat is determined 
to keep her from doing so. Her exhausted 
mind begins to wander... she wonders if 
six days of disaster is enough... enough for 
Troy to realise that the Australian outback 
is not exactly the best place to be lost, or 
“temporarily misplaced”, as Troy likes to 
call it.

And that’s what really gets to Kate about 
her brother – his ignorance and oblivion. 
His unprecedented attempts to make 
everything sound so ideal; to turn an ugly 
mole into a beauty spot and a malicious 
weed into a flower. Kate can’t help but dwell 
on how absentminded he is. She wants to 
yank those rose-coloured glasses from in 
front of his eyes and toss them far, far away; 
revealing the true, pernicious nature of the 
big, bad world to him. She wants to wake 
him from his reverie. She wants him to 
realise that happy endings aren’t always the 
case. Kate’s mind is racing, brumby-wild 
and delirious.

The numbing cacophony of speculation 
inside her head, along with the blazing 
sunlight on her pale skin, are more than 
enough to cause Kate to lose her balance 
– physically. But before she can slip off the 
railing, her crumbling train of thought is 
interrupted by a much-too-familiar voice. 
This voice is just loud enough to snap Kate 
out of an oncoming wave of senselessness. 
Kate’s sweaty hands involuntarily tighten 
their grip around her perch, as her withered 
heart skips a beat. The dry wind continues 
whipping her golden hair onto her dull 
cheeks.

“Kate?” Troy’s brotherly inflection 
dissolves the morbid silence 
that lingers over the rural 
landscape. He is carefully 
examining a gritty, creased 
map, as he strolls onto the 
pergola where Kate now 
stands leaning against the 
railing, her arms crossed.

Troy, absorbed in the map, a 
look of deep thought apparent 
on his soft face, doesn’t seem 
to notice his troubled sister’s 
expectant stance. She opens 
her mouth to state the obvious 
and to remind Troy that they 
are lost, with no food or money, 
just the articles of clothing 
that they are currently dressed 
in and a half-empty bottle of 
water; but she is very quickly 
reminded of her resolve to keep 
calm.

Kate now wishes that she could 
yank those rose-coloured glasses 
from in front of Troy’s keen eyes 

and try them on herself, ironically enough. 
How does Troy remain so calm?

Kate turns and faces the desolate red 
land which is stretching out endlessly, in 
monotonous flatness. The only mark of 
man on this landscape is the lonely, rigid 
road that had led them to this motel. Kate 
hopes that in this same way, it will lead 
them back home, too.

This motel, although old and deserted, had 
been their saviour and first proper stop 
since she and Troy set out on a “one-day 
trip” turned “week-long disaster”.

A gust of occasionally cooler air kicks up 
fine red dust, thickening the layer already 
covering the siblings’ filthy ute. This ute is 
their only means of setting off, back home. 
It is required to take them far enough to 
safely reach the nearest service station 
with however much petrol is left in its 
thirsty tank.

Kate admires her brother’s determination 
and ability to simply not break down. She 
reckons it’s a “guy thing”. But being in the 
situation they’re in, anyone would find 
themselves struggling to keep it together.

Kate begins to realise the importance 
of Troy’s courage. Her perplexed mind 
wanders off again, this time in the opposite 
direction. Looking at her focused brother, 
she begins to wonder if it really is ignorance 
and oblivion towards the severity of their 
situation, or just silent faith and hope to 
find a way out that Troy has acquired. Kate 
needs some reassurance that everything 
will be all right and finally gathers the 
courage to speak.

“Troy?” Her voice is wobbly, as she tries hard 
to swallow back the emotion that is clawing 
its way up the inside of her dry throat.

Troy looks up from his specimen, his 
expression pleasant.

“How are you, Sis?”

He walks towards Kate, the untreated 
wooden floorboards creaking under his 
feet.

“If we give it one more try, we will get 
there, soon. The only way from here is 
forward.”

A Glass Half-Full
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The
Want to 
Achieve

My wings stretch out
As I take flight.

I didn’t know the truth;
I knew not what was right.

But I let the surge flow;
I let it take the lead.
I kept up my best.

And this is what I need.

I want to know why;
I want to know how.

But the want to achieve
Cannot be explained now.

I am on my way;
I have set my track.

I have made my choice;
I won’t turn back.

But when the night grew dark,
And my plans seemed stark,

I let the rope unravel;
I let my thoughts unwind.

I did not know what had dawned.
Was this all in my mind?

For days together,
My heart stayed weak.

The goalposts stayed out-of-sight;
I was a bird with no beak.

A snail without a shell;
And a butterfly without colour.

From where I fell,
I won’t return…

…not ever.

Or so it seemed.
But my eyes still gleamed;
My mind hadn’t stopped;

My passion was still there –
It was never lost.

And day does fondly follow night;
As after dark, there is always a burst of light.

The cold wind may have swept me over…

… but it wasn’t over.
No, it wasn’t over.
But I needed more

Than a four-leafed clover.

Those days were colder,
But now it is warm.
It feels much better

After the storm.

My heart is lighter;
Hope can be seen.

The road is redrawn –
The road to my dream.

Is this actually happening?
Is reality what it seems?

I know I can get there –
One fine day, I will.

I will be the person I want to be;
I will see the sight I long to see;

I will feel the strength that I desire;
But only if I fuel this fire.

This fire in my heart
That keeps me alive;

That same want to achieve;
That one and only drive…

…on which my dreams rely
On which my goals thrive.

By Sahibajot Kaur
Year 11, Glenwood High School

GLENWOOD – NSW

His voice is steady, reassuring and 
comforting, as he looks at Kate. She 
gratefully looks at her patient, positive and 
optimistic brother studying the map. She 
suddenly feels a pang of admiration for the 
brave figure in front of her tired eyes. She 
now wishes that she could be more like 
him – brave and stable.

“I’m fine”, is Kate’s delayed reply to Troy.

If he can have faith in them, then why 
can’t she?

“So, when are we getting going?” she 
asks.

Troy smiles warmly at his little sister’s 
courage. He runs his finger along a bold, 
red line on the map and explains the route 
he is planning for them to take.

“At least we’ll be able to get somewhere 
with reception”, he successfully assures 
Kate. “I’m ready when you are.”

After six tiring days of distress, Kate feels 
a smile slowly creeping onto her face. She 
gives her inspiration a quick hug and runs 
to the ute (which under all the layers of dirt 
and grime, still looks rather inviting), as 
the thought of home circles her head.

For the first time in days, she is thankful; 
thankful for the presence of such an apt role 
model in her life and also for the realisation 
that, if approached with optimism, nothing 
is impossible. Or better still, everything 
is possible. Kate now sees two choices in 
front of her; to remain in her negativity, or 
to lift herself to the level of Troy; and she 
takes the latter. She now feels grateful for 
this benevolent disaster, for it has shown 
her something worthwhile.

As Troy gets ready to jump into the driver’s 
seat, Kate wants to ask him one last thing, 
before she finally leaves her pessimism 
behind in this lonely town.

“Troy?” There is a hint of anticipation 
in Kate’s voice, as she puts her brother’s 
optimistic nature to the test. “How much 
water do we have left?”

“A half-full bottle”, is Troy’s reply.

By Sahibajot Kaur
Year 11, Glenwood High School

GLENWOOD – NSW
Teacher: Mr. Zivkovic
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I COULD see him looking at me from 
across the street, and for that moment, I 
was too scared to move. I had to get out, 

but how without him noticing? Even if I 
moved fast, he would notice that I had run 
off. Suddenly, he was walking over to me 
and I had an urge to get out of there. As I 
was running away from this scary creature, 
my thoughts drifted off and before I knew 
it, I was back in my own bedroom lying 
in my bed.

I sat up and looked around, it couldn’t 
have been a dream, it felt so real. I’m just 
paranoid; it was a dream no matter how 
vivid it was. I lay back down and closed 
my eyes but as soon as I did, I saw the man 
who stalked me in my dreams.

I couldn’t sleep any more. I climbed out of 
bed and slipped out of the slightly cracked 
open door that led me into the hallway. I 
walked into the bathroom and started the 
shower to try to calm me down, but I still 
couldn’t shake the feeling that I was being 
watched.

Once I was dressed in my uniform, I took 
the steps two at a time into the kitchen 
for breakfast. I poured myself a cup of 
coffee and a bowl of cereal then started 
eating.

It wasn’t long until my mother came down 
the steps dressed and ready for work. She 
kissed me lightly on the cheek and went to 
pour herself a cup of coffee.

I smiled at her, then put my dishes in the 
sink and ran upstairs to find my backpack. 
I listened to the engine of my best friend 
Nora’s Volkswagen Beetle. I peeked out 
my window and smiled when I saw the 
familiar blue colour of her car.

Nora nodded a tired hello and reversed 
out of my driveway, and headed in the 
direction of the coffee shop we visited 
every morning.

Once we reached the almost full parking 
lot near the coffee shop, Nora and I 
climbed out and started walking down to 
the shop.

When we opened the door there was a 
little bell chime that announced our arrival 
and a few heads whipped around to look 
who had just arrived. We found a table 
that would have fit nearly five people at it 
and sat down silently. It wasn’t long until 
a short waitress with long auburn hair 
showed up ready to take our order.

“What can I get you?” she asked, wearing 
a fake smile.

“I’ll have a latte”, Nora told her.

“I’ll have the same”, I said, and then she 
walked off into the kitchen to make them.

“Hello girls”, someone said. “Do you mind 
if my friend and I sit here? All the other 
tables are full.”

“Of course you can”, Nora replied and I 
just nodded at him. I didn’t mind it would 
keep Nora from talking about my recent 
dreams.

“I’m Nora and this is my girl, Sienna”, 
Nora said, gesturing towards me using 
her hands.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, I’m Zach and 
this is Cameron”, he said, grabbing Nora’s 
hand and kissing it ever so gently then he 
took mine and did the same.

As I took a closer look at Zach, I realised 
that his eyes were a chocolate brown and 
he had a few freckles on his nose. Cameron 
however seemed dark and mysterious and 
scary.

I couldn’t stop myself from staring at 
his familiar face. I recognised him from 
somewhere. Maybe I’d just seen him on 
the street but I couldn’t shake the feeling 
that there was something more.

Cameron and Zach sat down and we all 
had coffee together. Well it was more like 
Nora and Zach had coffee together and 
Cameron and I pretended to listen to their 
conversation but soon enough Nora and I 
had to leave and I was left thinking about 
Cameron.

The next time I saw Cameron was at 
lunch the next day. I was sitting by myself 
because Nora had gone to the bathroom 
with a few friends to touch up their 
makeup.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a black 
figure staring at me from across the yard. 
I watched him as he slowly got up and 
started to make his way over to me. As 
he walked across the basketball courts, I 
thought of my dream. The way the scary 
man walked over to me just as Cameron 
was doing now.

Suddenly I felt that weird, uncomfortable 
feeling. I got up, turned away from 
Cameron, and headed for the door and 
before I knew it I was in the hallway 
walking toward my locker, I grabbed my 
books and headed for Science.

That night when I got home I was alone. 
Mum was at work so I made myself some 
toast and fell to sleep on the couch.

My dreams from the other night came 
flooding back to me. Cameron and I were 
driving in a car together. We were alone 
and I couldn’t tell whether it was good 
or bad.

Then all of a sudden Cameron and I were 
inside my house and I was...

I was awoken by the sound of Nora’s horn. 
I quickly got up and ran outside to tell her 
we were going to be a little late.

When I was safe inside Nora’s car, she gave 
me a pointed look. “Cameron keeps asking 
about you.”

Nightmares
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I shrugged. “What do you want me to do 
about that?”

She gave me a mischievous grin and faced 
me. “Is there something you’re not telling 
me? Are you and Cameron dating or 
something?”

I gasped. “No way, he gives me the shivers. 
He’s scary.”

She reversed out of the driveway and 
smirked. “Whatever you say.”

Cameron caught me at school. I hadn’t 
seen it coming and he’d moved up to me 
before I even knew what was happening. It 
made me jump and he steadied me, which 
had worried me even more.

“Are you stalking me, Cameron?” I asked 
him, listening to my voice shake a little.

He laughed almost soundlessly. “Definitely, 
why do you ask?”

“You’re always staring at me, it’s kind of 
creepy”, I told him honestly.

He shrugged and sat down beside me. 
“Nora and Zach are going to the movies 
tomorrow night; do you want to come 
too?”

I gasped I couldn’t help it. “I… I don’t 
know. Are you asking me out on a… on 
a date?”

Cameron shrugged. “I guess so.”

“Cameron I don’t think that’s such a good 
idea”, I whispered shakily.

He chuckled. “Please, call me Cam. I’ll pick 
you up tomorrow at eight.”

I nodded weakly and waved as he got up 
and walked away.

By the time eight o’clock came around 
I was on high alert. Every little sound 
that I heard made me jump and when 
the doorbell rang, I almost fell off the 
couch.

“Hello Sienna, we meet again”, Cameron 
said as I opened the door to his dark and 
mysterious face.

I rolled my eyes and tried to step out of the 
door. “Are we going to go or what?”

“Not until I know that you really want to 
go with me because right now I get the 
feeling that you don’t trust me to take you 
out tonight”, he said forcefully.

I sighed and took a step back. “That’s the 
thing; I don’t want to go, Cameron.”

“Well you have to come”, he urged, grabbing 
my hand violently. “I mean, please come 
with me. I really like you Sienna.”

I shrugged and stepped out the door. “Let’s 
just get it over with.”

We drove down streets and Cameron stared 
at me the whole way. I had to pretend that 
I didn’t notice just to keep myself from 
saying something. He was making me feel 
awfully uncomfortable and I didn’t know 
what to think about it.

I stared at Cameron the last five minutes 
of the trip and without warning I was in 
the middle of a nightmare. It wasn’t like 
all of the others. It was just a quick flash 
of Cameron laughing bitterly at something 
in the blurry distance.

I gasped and suddenly I was back in the 
car. “Stop the car”, I ordered.

“Too late, we’re already here”, Cameron 
announced.

I gasped and snapped my eyes shut tightly. 
I didn’t want to see where “here” was. All I 
knew is it wasn’t the movies.

When I got out of the car and opened my 
eyes I realised that we were at the park. It 
took every ounce of my courage to pretend 
to act normal. I smirked and played along 
with Cameron hoping that he’d give up on 
his scary game.

“Let me explain the rules. You’ll stay quiet 
and won’t move unless I tell you, otherwise 
your little friend, Nora will have a very 
unfortunate accident”, he said, laughing 
bitterly, just like the dream in the car.

I was too scared to say anything else so I 
let him direct me to the tallest tree in the 
park. It was old and dying and looked like 
it was ready to fall at any minute. Then 
suddenly it all clicked. It was meant to 
fall at any minute. I looked up and there 
was Nora dangling from a branch. She 
was tied up and there was tape over her 
mouth to stop her from yelling out. Zach 
was standing next to the tree with an axe 

in his hand poised at the tree ready to go 
as soon as I flinched.

I decided to stay quiet, for Nora’s sake. 
I was scared, helpless and I looked as 
vulnerable as I felt. I sat up straight and 
looked over at Cameron, what was he 
planning to do? Why did he need to drag 
Nora and I into this? And why did Nora 
have to be stupid enough to fall under their 
boyish charm?

“Sienna!” Cameron calls in that creepy 
luring voice. “Get over here now! I need 
you!” he barks in my direction. I can now 
see two other figures flanking him as I 
stand up and warily make my way over to 
him. “Finally”, he sighs when I reach him. 
I’m still a good three feet away from him, 
I like my distance. I’m too afraid to take 
my eyes off Cameron but I sneak a peek at 
the other two boys. They’re both tall and 
muscly and look like they could easily snap 
me like a twig.

“It’s a pity about your father, such a waste 
of power”, Cameron snarled. I could feel 
my fear shattering into something more. I 
can’t stand to be anywhere near him.

“Don’t you dare talk about my father”, I 
growled, knowing that I probably should 
have kept my mouth shut.

“Stop talking, you’re just like him”, Cameron 
groaned. “You’re going to ruin my plans if 
you don’t shut up.”

“What are your ‘plans’?” I wondered icily.

“Why would I tell you that information?” 
he said answering my question with 
another question.

“Because, you’re going to use me”, I told 
him while I sent him daggers.

“Do you want Zach to shatter that tree into 
bark?” he challenged.

I shook my head and the men let go of 
my wrists.

He looked me in the eyes. “Let down the 
girl”, he barked to the men at my side. “I 
only needed her to get this one here.”

I rolled my eyes and Cameron slapped my 
face. “What did you do that for?!”
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He laughed bitterly. “You really are your 
father’s daughter. Such big power and no 
idea how to use it.”

“What do you mean?” I demanded, taking 
a step back and placing my hands on my 
hips.

“You mean you don’t know? He never told 
you?” he asked looking a little amused.

“He died when I was six, do the math”, 
I replied feeling my anger spark even 
worse.

“Your father was a monster, I’m not 
surprised he never told you. You would 
have hated him, you’re just like him 
though.” He shook his head.

Fear shot through me like a lightning bolt. 
I stopped thinking. I felt a sharp pinch all 
through my body, then all of a sudden I 
was filled with a beautiful, incredible bliss. 
I felt so high.

Then it all stopped. Cameron moved away 
and my weak body fell to the ground, 
collapsing at his feet. I looked up to see 
what had happened. There was a tall 
muscular angelic looking man standing 
in front of Cameron. Cameron was frozen 
with fear. I sat upright trying to fight off 
the druggy feeling and finally managed to 
halfly compose myself.

His platinum blonde hair swayed in the 
wind as he threw a punch at Cameron. 
Cameron dodged the blow and sped up 
behind him but the man was too quick. He 
turned around facing Cameron and kicked 
him in the stomach. The hit sent him flying 
into the tree that Zach was threatening to 
snap. The tree shattered into little shards 
of bark.

Cameron tried to sit up but needed more 
time to recover. The beautiful boy was 
there in the blink of an eye and was trying 
to hold Cameron down but Zach jumped 
out from the side and tackled him off 
Cameron. Cameron stood up and sprinted 
over to me.

I waited for that blissful pain of the sharp 
pointy fangs followed by the druggy 
endorphins. But it didn’t come. He grabbed 
my limp body and started muttering 
something under his breath. His teeth were 
moving closer but I wasn’t sure I wanted 

it any more. They were poised at my neck 
ready to cut through the skin but once 
again the beautiful angel saved me.

They wrestled for a bit until one of them 
fell to the ground. The moon shone on 
the body and my stomach lurched as 
death approached. Fangs dug deep into 
my neck and I waited as they sucked the 
life out of me.

Before long I went blank. I wasn’t in 
pain any more and I couldn’t hear or see 
anything or anyone. I would have thought 
I was dead if it weren’t for the comforting 
hands holding mine.

Slowly my ears started working again. 
“Sienna…” I heard but the rest was 
muffled.

I fluttered my eyes open and then blinked 
a few times. My vision was blurry but I 
could just make out a tall golden haired 
boy standing over me wearing a small, 
sad smile.

I quickly sat up remembering him as one 
of the boys at the park. “You…” I pointed at 
him then gasped, remembering that he was 
the one who saved me. “You saved me.”

He shrugged. “I guess I did, Sienna.”

I blinked. I was about to ask him how 
he knew my name when a new question 
popped into my head. “What was my 
father? Do you know what Cameron was 
talking about?”

“Are you sure you want me to tell you?”, he 
asked. I nodded and he started to explain 
again. “Your father was a lovely man, one of 
my best friends. Did he ever tell you stories 
when you were little? Stories about where 
he came from?”

I nodded. “He said he loved it when he was 
home. He said that it was a big castle with 
lots of flowers and lakes.”

The boy nodded and kept talking. “Yes, 
your father built it himself with the rest 
of our kingdom. We ruled all of the other 
vampires like us. The good ones, we helped 
people and punished the bad ones.”

I gasped. “What did you say you were?”

“Your father, me, Cameron, Zach and a lot 
of other people that you might even know 
are vampires”, he whispered quietly. “Your 

father was a vampire, actually he was like 
a vampire god.” The boy chuckled. “Your 
mother is only human though, which 
means that you’re half vampire. You’re a 
damphyre.”

I gasped and let what he had just said 
process. “Is that why Cameron and Zach 
wanted me, because… because of what I 
am?”

He nodded sympathetically. “Yes, damphyre 
blood is very strong and powerful. It gives 
those who drink it a special advantage 
over normal vampires. But your blood is 
worth more than just that, it would have 
made Cameron the most powerful of us 
all. You’re lucky I got there when I did, you 
were almost gone.”

I nodded and looked at the wires strapped 
to my body. “How do you know all of this 
about me?”

“It’s my job to know, Sienna.” He winked at 
me and squeezed my hand. “I know a lot 
about you. I’m Jarred by the way.”

I nodded and gulped down some air. “Nice 
to meet you Jarred.”

He nodded and walked out the door giving 
me only a small wave goodbye.

“Who was that?” Nora asked curiously 
staring at Jarred.

I shrugged. “I really don’t know.”

Months later I was back at school. Jarred 
had moved in around the block and was 
now at the same school as Nora and I. 
There was no more mention of Cameron 
and Zach although even though I wanted 
to, I knew I’d never forget either of them.

When I got out of hospital I saw Jarred 
every day and we started dating without 
even really thinking about it. The moment 
I had stepped out of the black and white 
building and into the sun, Jarred had picked 
me up in his arms and swung me around as 
if he’d done it a thousand times before.

I no longer felt like I was being watched 
with Jarred around. I felt safe and that 
was how I wanted it. No more drama and 
nightmares. Just Jarred, Nora and I.

By Lainey Fabics
Year 8, Rosebud Secondary College

ROSEBUD – VIC.

Continued from page 45

Oz Kids in Print

��



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

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

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

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

WIN AN AUTHOR VISIT TO YOUR SCHOOL

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

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

PLUS MANY MORE AUTHORS
✁

Paul Collins

Elise Hurst

Jeni Mawter

YES! Our school would like to subscribe to Oz Kids in Print
Please tick the box that most suits your school:

❑ Individual Subscription $33 (1 copy per quarter) ❑ School Subscription $99 (5 copies per quarter)
  

School Details
Name of School:  ................................................................................................................................................................

Address:  ............................................................................................................................................................................

Suburb:  .................................................................State:  .................................................Postcode:  ................................

Contact Person
Name:  ...................................................................Position:  ............................................Phone:  .....................................

Payment Details
Enclosed is a cheque/money order for: $  ..........................................................Order Number:  ......................................

Return Details
Please mail your remittance with this form to:

Children’s Charity Network, PO Box 267, Lara Vic. 3212
ABN 58 109 336 245

Tel: 03 5282 8950  •  Fax: 03 5282 8950  •  Email: info@ozkids.com.au  •  Website: www.ozkids.com.au
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Give them
the opportunity

to reach great heights

Education opens the door to many opportunities in life. That’s why education is 
one of the greatest gifts a parent can give their child.

At the Australian Scholarships Group (ASG), we offer a proven and proactive way to ensure the 
education dreams you have for your children can be nurtured and funded. ASG’s Education Program™ 
is designed to assist you to prepare for the costs of your child’s education – giving them the 
opportunity to reach great heights.

To find out more about ASG, contact us today on 1800 648 945 or visit www.asg.com.au

Win a $12,000* Education Scholarship
If you have a child under the age of 10, ASG is giving you the
chance to win a $12,000* Education Scholarship for your child. 
To enter, simply visit www.asg.com.au/winascholarship

*The projected total value of the Education Scholarship is up to $15,171 based on the child’s age at enrolment, ASG projected earnings and level 
of study undertaken. Full terms and conditions of ASG’s $12,000 Education Scholarship Draw can be found at www.asg.com.au/winascholarship. 
Promoter is Australian Scholarships Group Friendly Society Limited (ABN 21 087 648 879), 23 – 25 Hanover St, Oakleigh, VIC 3166. NSW Permit Number 
LTPS/10/12638; VIC Permit Number 10/4569; ACT Permit Number TP10/5358; SA Permit Number T10/3090.


