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KEEP ON WRITING 
(TYPING)!

Carol Dick
Managing Editor

ENTER ON-LINE
at

www.ozkids.com.au

From the 
editor’s 

desk

CHILDREN’S 
CHARITY NETWORK

SUPPORTS CHARITIES 
AND ORGANISATIONS 

WHO SUPPORT US!

It is full steam ahead as we rush 
through another year.

I was told that adults feel life rushes 
by quickly. But it seems our youth 
are also feeling it. Everyone is so 
busy in their everyday lives that we 
blink and another day has gone.

Have a great year and take time out 
of the rush to enjoy it.

The Bright Side
A bright sun,

Expanding inside your lifted body.
A spoonful of sweet, light sugar,

Exploding inside of you.
A healthy, happy peaceful,

Growing child.
Protected, energetic yet calm.

Floating balloons, rising to the sky.
A soft and calm wave.

A single small laugh, changing the mood
In one second.

A freshly made chocolate milkshake,
Opening the gateway to heaven.

I love Love
I love the way Love creates smiles

I love that it carves upside down frowns
I love the way Love makes me glow

I love that it can be a thousand butterflies
I love the way Love makes me illogical

I love that it can scramble my brain
I love the way Love is universal

I love that it is a relentless disease
that weaves its way in to all of us.

By Phoebe Hill
Year 10, Eynesbury Senior College
ADELAIDE – SA

I love
Love

By Christie Bosch
Year 5, Ravenswood 

School for Girls
GORDON – NSW
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OnE day there was a dragon called 
Hidden Death. He had a scaly 
back but a smooth belly. His nose 

was dark. His super white teeth were as 
sharp as daggers. His eyes shone as brightly 
as light bulbs.

Hidden Death burnt down the Viking’s 
home town. Viking was devastated. Viking 
wanted revenge so he got his sword and 
slotted it into his scabbard. next, he got 
his axe and he was off.

Over the next five days, Viking found 
Hidden Death’s cave. Viking sneaked into 
the cave. In the dark, gloomy lair, he saw 
glistening jewellery and coins everywhere. 

There were a lot of peering eyes. The 
dragon was sleeping. Viking stepped on a 
coin and all of the coins slipped down.

Viking climbed up the wall to the roof 
of the cave. Hidden Death woke up, 
but he couldn’t see Viking. Viking 
jumped down and stabbed Hidden 
Death. Then Viking stole all the 
dragon’s gold and took it back to 
the village in order to rebuild it. The 
people of the village welcomed him 
back and cheered.

By Angus Primrose
Year 3, Jerrabomberra Public School

JERRABOMBERRA – NSW

NErVOus, nausea and negative 
thoughts, this was how I was 
feeling on this early Friday 

morning. spine tingling shivers crawled 
up my back as I extremely doubted my 
chances.

Today was my district 800 metre race. 
My heart was constantly beating so fast, 
like the heart of the helpless prey as a lion 
slowly approached. The bellowing speaker 
screeched out, ordering all 11 years boys to 
line up on the dirt line to get prepared for 
that monster of a gun to be blasted.

After the officials gave the race instructions, 
I swiftly and inconspicuously walked over 
to the very inside of the track to seize an 

The Viking’s Revenge

Adrenalin
early advantage. Tingling goosebumps 
crawled up my leg like a thousand spiders 
slowly moving up my tense limbs, my 
fingers were aching and sweat was dripping 
down my anxious face. supportive shouts 
and cheers from family and friends made 
me feel pumped and determined.

“On your marks!” suddenly screamed the 
assertive man, “Get set!”. I quickly moved 
into position ready to start… “GO!” The 
gun fired with such power and off I went.

I had a favourable start, in about fifth 
place. I could hear the crowd blasting out 
chants and cheers. I had now crept into 
fourth place, just sitting behind third. My 
legs were now pumped, adrenalin rushed 
through my body. Except the gap was 
now getting bigger and bigger as I started 
to now doubt my chances of sneaking in 
front.

I curiously glanced to my side as my name 
was repetitively shouted out, and there, my 
best friend stood, now running next to me. 
“You can do this, you’re a great runner”, he 
assured. As soon as these words pierced 
in to my ears I started to speed up, I was 
catching him. I passed him like he had 
just disappeared, easily, I went past the 
person in front of him. I was in a good 

second place as I passed the line as they 
rang the bell (meaning there was only one 
lap to go).

There was about three metres in between 
me and the glory spot, I knew I was capable 
of winning this now. I almost passed him 
and I only had three quarters of the track 
to go. I quickly added in a burst of energy 
just to creep in front of him. I turned my 
head curiously to find the gap enlarging 
between me and second place, but I didn’t 
slow down, in fact I felt like I sped up a 
bit more.

My name was screamed again and my same 
friend was yelling, “Keep going, you’ve 
won this”. under my feet the 60 metre 
mark passed. Arms drive and legs stride as 
I sprint with all my might. The crowd cheer 
me on. The finish line is passed and I fall to 
the ground wearily, gasping for air.

I have just won the whole race. Proudness 
and joy raced through my body. This just 
proves that with a little encouragement 
from a mate and a strong heart you can do 
anything your goal is set to be.

By Jack Beardsley
Year 7, Eumundi State School

EUMUNDI – QLD.
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Spring has Sprung
As the flowers bloom, they sing

of magical days yet to come,
of soft green grass and shady trees

of the butterfly’s kiss.
These still days when you just sit and think

Think of warm water and cartwheels on the sand
Sipping lemonade with that special friend.

Laughing and splashing in the waves with her.
The days the flowers sing of;
These are the days of spring.

By Ruby Crisp
Year 6, Crescent Head Public School

CRESCENT HEAD – NSW

My 
Unbelievable 
Adventure

As I jumped into the sea,
with an oxygen tank on my back,

I was looking at wonderful creatures,
until I heard a crack.

“My oxygen tank!” I cried.
but only bubbles came out of my mouth

I certainly was not full of pride,
so I decided to swim south.

With no time to lose,
I began paddling with my legs up,

I felt like such a goose,
because the only thing I had was a cup.

I started feeling short of breath,
I didn’t know what to do,

I was getting close to death,
but then I felt a tug on my shoe.

I turned around only to see nothing there,
except a little turtle,

with his tiny eyes I held his glare,
then passed him like he was a hurdle.

I awoke, to see my mum,
and I wondered how this could be,

I really wasn’t feeling glum,
I was feeling full of glee.

By Sofia Tuszynski
Year 6, St. Cecilia’s Catholic Primary School
GLEN IRIS – VIC.

Fairy floss sweet and tickling the very back of your throat.
A brief smile before the roar of laughter comes out.

The magic touch of happiness before the sense of humour sinks in.
A small smile then a giggle until the laughter comes out.
Marshmallows and scones with whipped cream and jam.

Yellow, orange and fairy floss pink.
A star bright and equal sided.
Freedom, happiness, humour,

Tickling and loving.

By Imogen Raftesath
Year 5, Ravenswood School for Girls

GORDON – NSW

A Sense 
of Humour
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Helpless and suffering lies the old, frail man
Exuding the stench of vinegar and a slight scent of rotten onions.

red creeps closer and closer until it illuminates the entire sky
Like unstoppable blades stabbing and penetrating into your flesh

Pain is feared more than death.

A piece of heavily burned toast scraping the back of your throat,
Pain is the cry of a victim trying to escape from the clutches of evil.

Pain is feared like your last breath on earth, like death
Innocent scared, traumatising.

Pain creeps closer and closer until death arrives.

By Lucy Lambert
Year 5, Ravenswood School for Girls

GORDON – NSW

THErE’s a dog that lives down my 
street. He’s handsome and he’s 
dashing and he thinks he’s the 

greatest. His name’s Hunk. I see him down 
at the park, posing and puckering. He’s just 
not right for me though.

There’s a dog that lives down my street. 
she’s prissy and she’s bratty and she wears 
a pink tiara – she’s spoilt rotten. Her 
name’s Princess. I see her down at the park, 
whining and whinging. she’s just not right 
for me though.

There’s a dog that lives down my street. 
He’s fat and he’s lazy and he eats far too 
much. His name’s Pudgy. I see him down 
at the park, basking and bulging. He’s just 
not right for me though.

There’s a dog that lives down my street. 
she’s small and she’s timid, and her bark is 
a yap. Her name’s Mouse. I see her down at 
the park, squawking and squeaking. she’s 
just not right for me though.

There’s a dog that lives down my street. 
He’s gentle and he’s slow and his white 
coat is unshorn. His name’s shaggy. I see 
him down at the park, slowly frisking 
and frolicking. He’s just not right for me 
though.

There’s a dog that lives down my street. 
she’s beautiful and she’s striking and her 
glossy coat glistens in the sunshine. Her 
name’s Lucinda. I see her down at the park, 
modelling and mirroring. she’s just not 
right for me though.

There’s a dog that lives down 
my street. He’s gruff and he’s 
growly and he has sharp, 
razor-like teeth. His name’s 
spike. I see him down at 
the park, snapping and 
sizzling. He’s just not right 
for me though.

There’s a dog that lives down 
my street. she’s dark and 
she’s mysterious and she 
travels with the gypsy 
caravan. Her name’s sphinx. 
I see her down at the park, 
stealing and sneaking. 
she’s just not right for 
me though.

There’s a dog that lives down my 
street. He’s funny and he’s mischievous 
and he used to live with the circus. His 
name’s Alfredo. I see him down at the park, 
juggling and jumping. He’s just not right 
for me though.

There’s a dog that lives down my street. 
He’s sly and he’s hated and he steals sweets 
off little girls. His name’s Cobra. I see him 
down at the park, running and ransacking. 
He’s just not right for me though.

There’s a dog that lives down my street. 
she’s forlorn and she’s broke, and she lives 
on the street as a stray. Her name’s Mercy. 
I see her down at the park, scrabbling 
and sobbing. she’s just not right for me 
though.

The Dogs On My Street

There’s a dog that lives down my street. He’s 
clumsy and he’s accident-prone and he is 
often going to the vet. His name’s Baloo. I 
see him down at the park, bumping and 
breaking things. He’s just not right for me 
though.

There’s a dog that lives down my street. 
she’s wise and she’s wispy and she knows 
everything about everything. Her name’s 
Big Mama. I see her down at the park, 
guiding and giving. she’s just not right for 
me, though.

There’s a dog that lives down my street. He’s 
lovable and he’s fun and he’s just right. His 
name’s Buddy. He’s mine.

By Juliet Guthrie
Year 5, Sacre Coeur

GLEN IRIS – VIC.
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THE waves crash against the shore, 
and washes up, a little girl. she howls 
and cries at the evil woods where 

moonlit shadows dance.

she looks up at the sky. Thousands of 
shimmering dots gleam and flicker. The 
moon is full and there on the island, the 
secrets of the night await her arrival. she 
takes one more glance out across the ocean 
where a glowing, rippling reflection lays 
on the water created by a glowing, full 
moon.

she looks up at the sky. Out of the dots 
she can just make out a picture. The dark 
grey clouds turn a beautiful white and 
start circling around her. Her mouth 
opens wide and the clouds start forming 
a strange shape. “Marie”, a sweet voice 
calls. “up here”, coos the voice to a little 
startled girl. Marie looks up and a picture 
of her mother appears out of the clouds. 
“Mother”, Marie screams, her voice full 
of sorrow and sadness. “Please Mother, 
please come back”, cries Marie. she sobs 
till a bucket looks like it was tipped down 
her front. “I didn’t mean it, I didn’t mean 
for anything to happen to you. I just want 
you back.” “Marie you must go, for here, 
the secrets of the night lie. I’m giving you 
two important jobs. First you must find 

the Golden Crown. second you must find 
a sword, but not just any sword. You must 
find the sword of fire. Once you find these 
things they will give you good fortune. 
Just remember I will always be with you. 
Look up, these stars hide many things. 
Whenever you feel scared call on them and 
they will be there to guide you.” “Mother, 
wait”, but with that, she vanished. The 
clouds turned normal night grey. “Mother”, 
Marie flopped to the ground.

The next morning Marie set out to find the 
two secrets of the night. she came across a 
clear blue waterfall that trickled down into 
a crystal blue pool. The sunlight made the 
aqua water sparkle. There, at the bottom 
she saw something glowing a bright golden 
light. she jumped in and swam to the 
bottom. she felt the object, it was smooth 
and comforting. Before she could grab it 
her breath ran out. she swam to the surface 
as fast as she could. How am I going to get 
that? she asked herself. I can touch it but 
I don’t have enough breath to carry it up. 
Maybe I should call on the stars. so that’s 
exactly what she did. some puffy white 
clouds came down and started circling 
around some strange looking plants. Marie 
went over. should I eat these? she thought 
to herself. she did then dived back into 
the pool. Marie found she didn’t need to 

hold her breath because she was breathing 
just as well as she did on land. she swam 
to the bottom to examine the object. she 
pulled it to the surface of the water. “Oh”, 
she gasped, it’s the Golden Crown. she sat 
with her feet in the water making ripples 
as she swung them merrily. “I found the 
Golden Crown”, she sang happily. “The 
stars were right but now I have to find the 
sword of fire. I wonder where that could 
be?” she thought.

Marie decided that she had done enough 
hunting around the island for one day. she 
decided she should find a place to spend 
the night. she made her home up on the 
high ground in branches of an old oak 
where the wind caught her hair and ruffled 
the leaves of the old oak. she made a nice 
bed out of wattle and she picked some wild 
berries for her supper. soon she became 
lonely again when she didn’t have her mind 
set on finding the secrets of the night. she 
flopped down on her bed of wattles and 
started weeping and crying once again. 
Crystal clear tear drops rolled down her 
rosy cheeks. Memories of the horrible 
death of her mother filled her mind.

she had been on a big ship which had 
not made it to its destination. A fierce 
storm blew in and the boat rocked on the 

When the Wind Ruffles the Leaves of the Old Oak Tree
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waves. As it sank people were crying for 
mercy. Marie was thrown overboard and 
hurled into the waves. she washed up on 
the island.

Marie lay, still crying over her mother’s 
death. Waves lapped the shore reminding 
her of that terrible night. she looked out 
into the forest. Howls and hoots drifted 
out and were carried across the sea by the 
wind. The moon shone bright upon the 
island and cast out shadows that danced 
upon Marie. Her hair fell curly wisps 
around her face framing it beautifully.

The next morning Marie awoke as the first 
morning sun warmed her face. All around 
her, it looked as if someone had come in 
the night and sprinkled glitter all over the 

island. Her old grey oak was covered in 
layers of frost and dew. It sparkled, as the 
first rays of sun pushed their way through 
the leaves.

Then, something shiny caught her eye. The 
branch where she slept was shimmering. 
she stepped onto the branch below and 
folded her fist into a ball. she knocked on 
the shimmering branch and found that 
it was hollow. she ran her dainty fingers 
along the branch till they found a split. 
Marie lifted up what appeared to be a door 
of some kind. she stuck her hand through. 
“Wow, that’s warm”, Marie said.

she lifted a fiery object out of the branch. 
It had flames dancing all over the blade. It 
was the sword of fire. “Oh my goodness 

gracious me”, Marie squealed. “I found it. 
I’ve found the sword of fire.”

From then on Marie lived on that island 
for the rest of her life. Her powerful items 
gave her long life and good fortune, she 
had fruit and meat and grew strong and 
bold. she was also able to make new 
clothes with the material she had around 
her and befriended the island animals. 
stories spread far and wide about the fierce 
and beautiful girl on the island and when 
the wind ruffles the leaves of the old oak 
tree, Marie can still be seen resting in the 
shimmering branches, safe and happy.

By Liana Brewer
Year 4, Nambour Christian College

WOOMBYE – QLD.

THErE once was a little circle who 
lived in a city where everyone was 
dived into 4 groups. 1 2 3 4. red 

was the daring group, Blue was the serious 
group, Yellow was the happy group and… 
Green was the selfless group.

The Little Circle lived in the Blue group 
but they were too serious and she didn’t 
feel as though she fitted in. so one day, the 
Little Circle decided to see if she would fit 
into any of the other groups… she went 
to the red group but they were too scary. 
she went to the yellow group but they were 
too happy. she went to the green group but 
they were too caring. The circle sighed with 
disappointment because she did not fit into 
any of the coloured groups.

But… On the way home she noticed a 
group of circles who were all different 

colours. The circle went over to them 
and discovered they also didn’t fit in 
anywhere. They were sometimes… 
Daring, serious, Happy, selfless. The little 
circle decided to join them so she packed 
her bags and moved in with them. Together 
the little circle and the other circles were 
Daring, serious, Happy and selfless.

But one thing was for sure… The 
little circle always felt as though she 
was in the right place!!!

The Little Circle

By Genevieve Holden
Year 6, Sacre Coeur
GLEN IRIS – VIC.

The Storm
A storm is my orchestra. I hear the rustling of leaves as wind 
strikes the tree top. I hear the deafening boom of thunder playing 
his drum to the beat of lightning striking his prey. I hear the 
rain rattling his maracas on my roof. I see the clouds twirling 
in delight. But when the sun breaks in… The music stops. All is 
quiet. not a drop.

By Ava Simpson
Year 3, Oxley Christian College 

CHIRNSIDE PARK – VIC.
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MY BOss has a very simple motto. 
‘People are their coffee order’. 
Almost a ‘you are what you eat’ 

kind of deal. When I started working at 
the coffee shop I quickly realised that 
this motto was the reason all the other 
employees saw our boss as some sort of 
philosophical genius. They would listen 
eagerly as he would stroke his straggly 
moustache, point to a girl with leggings 
and hair that started brown yet somehow 
ended up blonde, and say: ‘Frappuccino’.

He even had our coffee preference in 
italics under our name on our company 
name tags. Mine reads ‘Ben: flat white’. 
He said that it would help our customers 
get a sense of the ‘sort of person’ that was 
serving them.

I, on the other hand, like to think people 
are more complex than how much caffeine 
or milk they want in their drink. However, 
after a week at the coffee shop I made the 
mistake of voicing my doubts to a young 
colleague in the break room.

‘I don’t know’, I had said, ‘I mean there are 
always exceptions aren’t there?’

Her  wide-e yed  s canda l i s ed  lo ok 
immediately silenced me and I made the 

resolution to keep my opinions to myself 
in this oddly cult-like atmosphere. To me, 
this job was just a job, and coffee was just 
coffee. An opinion apparently punishable 
by total social alienation.

nevertheless, I found a passion in my job. 
not coffee, but people. At first I would 
watch people carefully, anxiously waiting 
for them to contradict their coffee order. I 
know that sounds creepy but alas, I had a 
point to prove. But soon my interest was 
captured.

It’s a small town so customers are often 
regulars and I grew accustomed to the 
same faces and found myself saying 
things like ‘nice haircut ma’am’ and ‘is 
that a new piercing?’. But I had not given 
up on finding a person whose existence 
nullified my boss’ eccentric doctrines. I 
had mentally narrowed my options down 
to three regulars that I felt had the potential 
to break free from the box they didn’t even 
know they were in.

First is a man in his mid thirties who comes 
in every morning at seven. ‘He’s a hard-
worker that one’, my boss had commented 
in passing one morning. And it sure 
seemed that he was right. The man carried 
a MacBook under his arm and a Bluetooth 

device in his ear. He seemed well-versed 
in the art of multitasking as he held two 
conversations at once: ‘double espresso to 
go please – DAMn IT PAuL JusT HAVE 
IT On MY DEsK BY TuEsDAY. AM I 
THE OnLY OnE WHO CAn ACTuALLY 
GET AnYTHInG DOnE ArOunD 
HErE? – one sugar thanks.’ Occasionally 
his tie would be ruffled and slightly twisted 
as if he had somehow been in even more 
of a hurry than usual. I had almost given 
up on catching him out of the stereotype 
until now.

second is a woman in her mid-forties that 
actually made my boss laugh at the sight 
of her. ‘Hot chocolate’, he had whispered 
in a hushed tone as if the words were 
filthy, ‘Boring kid who never grew up’. The 
woman sat at a table near the counter and 
read her novel, occasionally pushing back 
the strands of greying hair that fell into 
her eyes and rocking on her chair. some 
time last week she spilt her hot chocolate 
all over the table and her book caught the 
worst of it. I had rushed over with a cloth 
and had to speak quietly and soothingly 
until the woman calmed down and wiped 
away her tears from the ugly stains on 
her book. My boss has a plaque in his 
office that reads: ‘Frightened of coffee 
equals frightened of life’ and until now the 

Coffee 
Shop 
Custom
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woman had unfortunately done nothing to 
disprove this.

Third is a young woman, around 20, who 
arrives at exactly 2pm every Monday and 
Friday. I was yet to catch her name but 
knew that she was what my boss called a 
‘soy snob’. she would order her soy latté 
with a small, vague smile and carry it to 
the same booth at the back of the room. 
she would sit alone, gazing purposefully 
out of the tinted window and occasionally 
check the white iPhone she kept in her 
small, black handbag. My boss declared 
soy drinkers to be self-righteous and self-
centred and as usual, I am out to prove him 
wrong. I have an overly optimistic theory 
that maybe the woman is simply lactose 
intolerant and her severe glare could just 
be her resting face but until now I had no 
proof.

It was just recently that everything finally 
fell into place. unfortunately my boss 
was holiday in Tahiti, but the sense of 
satisfaction was still overwhelming. The 
espresso-drinking man had come in very 
late and collapsed into a chair, his tie 
thrown carelessly over his shoulder. This 
was not uncommon as these breakdowns 
occurred at least once a month for him. 

Although, it was perhaps the first time he 
was still present when soy-snob arrived.

It’s funny how situations of threat can 
bring out people’s true nature. The fire 
alarm went off at exactly ten past two. 
rooted to the spot I watched in awe as the 
overly emotional hot chocolate woman 
took immediate charge. Her expression 
hardened and her posture snapped into 
perfect formation.

‘Everybody make their way to the exit 
in an orderly fashion’, she commanded, 
her voice echoing like that of a military 
commander. ‘Leave your things, just 
congregate outside.’

still unable to move, my eyes fell on soy-
snob who was crouched down next to a 
small boy who was screaming at a pitch 
that matched the alarm. His hands were 
clamped over his eyes and tears streamed 
down his reddened face. The woman was 
speaking softly and ignoring everything 
around her. In one swift movement she 
lifted the child into her thin arms and 
marched straight out the front door.

Eventually, it was only me and espresso-
man left in the building. I was certain this 

was the stillest I had ever seen the man. 
He stood with a stunned expression and 
fear was frozen in his glazed eyes. seeing 
his pathetic response jerked me out of my 
own stupor.

‘sir, I must insist you leave the building’, 
I yelled over the continuous wailing of 
the alarm.

‘What–’ he began, but before he could 
finish I shoved him until he was out the 
door and clinging to a telegraph pole like a 
dog that had lost control of its bladder.

My boss had a very simple motto. ‘People 
are their coffee order’. I have a very simple 
motto. ‘People are unpredictable’.

And sir, that is why I would like to study 
social work. I am aware I may not be as 
academically inclined as some of the other 
applicants, but I am passionate. I am not 
a flat white. I will order any type of coffee 
I want.

By Hayley Calman
Year 12, St. Mary’s Senior High School

ST. MARY’S – NSW

JOsH the knight in shining armour 
ran through the dense, dark forest 
dodging three massive fireballs that 

were flaming hot. They were being thrown 
by the Pink Dragon’s fluffy hands. If you 
touched it you would be burned to ashes. 
If the knight failed its challenge to defeat 
the two skilled bosses, he would be cursed 
forever! If he bravely beat the bosses he 
would be the King of Bubble-gum land.

As he dodged the fireballs he saw a pink, 
evil unicorn. If he sat on its back for five 
seconds he would face the next boss. 
suddenly he felt a horrible pain in his foot: 
a fireball had hit him on the big toe. He had 
lost his toe! He chased the unicorn around 
then the unicorn stopped suddenly and its 
horn glowed rose red. Josh took his copper 
sword out of his sword holder. It was an 
extremely close fight. Josh swung, the 
unicorn ducked, Josh swiped, the unicorn 
ducked again, Josh swiped, the unicorn 
ducked but just a little too late. Josh had 
chopped the unicorn’s horn off!

The Hardest Adventure Yet
The unicorn collapsed onto the 
woodchips. The tired knight sat on 
the unicorn’s back but suddenly 
there was a blinding flash. 
Bongo! Bongo! Bongo! The 
noise was tremendously 
loud. It was the sound of 
Bongo Drums.

Josh opened his eyes. BOnG! He was 
hit on the head with a fat branch so 
he couldn’t see a thing and was knocked 
out! This boss was the boss of the talking 
Bombs. As Josh woke from his deep sleep 
he was in a cold, dark cage in a cold, dark 
prison.

He thought, “Maybe if I had a spoon I 
could dig my way out”.

The knight punched the shiny iron bars 
in anger and they broke. He ran outside 
heading towards the King’s castle. They 
King spotted the knight and he ordered 
his well-equipped soldiers to catch him 

dead or alive. Josh 
narrowly dodged 

the soldier  and 
ran up to the King. 

He took his copper 
s w o r d  f r o m  t h e 
leather sword holder 
and said, “You will 

now die!!”.

There was a blood curdling scream. “I’ll be 
back!!!” screamed the King.

By Harvey White
Year 4, Essington School

NIGHTCLIFF – NT 
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NATHAnIEL had never seen so 
many of them before. They came 
in their dozens, flooding in, all 

wanting the best of everything – the most 
expensive suits, the priciest bowlers… 
standing behind the counter, the young 
man wondered what in the world these 
ragged seamen could hope to find in a store 
such as Gentry’s Wardrobe. From what he 
could tell, the great majority of them were 
completely inebriated – the reek of strong 
ale on their breaths could be smelt from 
over twenty feet away.

Turning to consult his ledger, the astounded 
shop assistant tried to hide his anxiety. As 
nathaniel fought to suppress the sense 
of paralytic fear rising within him, his 
usual wit managed to take over. “We have 
a shipment of stock to come in by the 
next boat, my good sirs”, he said after a 
moment, hoping that the pirates (if that 
was what they were) had sobered a little 
as they had grown accustomed to their 
new surroundings. One of the men closest 
to nathaniel leaned over the counter, 
stopping only when his face was just an 
inch away from the young man’s. His chin 
was coated with a week’s worth of stubble, 
and the smell of his breath – cheap alcohol 
mixed with the foul stink of rotting teeth 
– filled the air between them. 

“By the next boat, you say”, he said, eyes 
narrowing as his mouth quirked up into 
an amused smirk, “and what might she 
look like?”.

As nathaniel McCarthy made his way back 
home through the deserted London streets, 
he thought about the mysterious visit from 
the unshaven, cutlass-wielding army 
of men who had stormed into Gentry’s 
Wardrobe that afternoon. If his owner 
found out that they had even set foot in 
the shop, he would be livid. But something 
about their very presence confused him. 
Pirates, in London, drunk and in a store 
like Gentry’s Wardrobe? something just 
did not add up, and nathaniel felt, despite 
his better judgement, that he needed to 
find out what.

unlocking the door to his flat, the young 
shop assistant let himself into his humble 
abode, hanging up his coat and hat. He 
trudged up the stairs to his room, lost in 
thought, nearly stumbling over the worn 
mat placed at the top of the stairs. “Hello, 
dear”, his landlady said, walking past him 
down the stairs, “rough day?”.

nathaniel smiled at the elderly woman 
hobbling down the staircase. He would not 
say for certain that she would be capable of 

this much longer, and the thought pained 
him. With his mother dead and his father 
never known to him, she had been his 
mother and friend for several years now.

“You could say that, ma’am. Busy, in any 
case, what with Mr Oakfield out of town”, 
he smiled. The woman looked at him with 
a peculiar smile, before shaking her head, 
“My dear boy”, she said at length, sighing 
fondly, “do you know what you need? A 
nice young lady friend, that’s what. I’m 
getting old, you’re of age, and I’d like to 
see you settle down before the day comes 
that – ”.

“Ma’am, please!” nathaniel said quickly, 
not caring that he had quite rudely 
interrupted her, “Please don’t say that! 
You’ll live to be a hundred, I’m sure.”

His landlady shook her head sadly but 
said no more, bidding him goodnight 
and continuing her own struggle down 
the stairs.

Yawning tiredly, nathaniel awoke the 
next morning to sunlight filtering in 
through the small window of his bedroom. 
stretching and blinking as his eyes adjusted 
to the light, he reluctantly but immediately 
got out of his bed and went to look in the 

Below the Deck

12 Oz Kids in Print February 2015



Continued on page 14

mirror. As his synapses caught up with 
him, he remembered exactly what it was 
that had sparked his speedy arousal this 
saturday morning. Today was the day 
he would make the trip down to London 
Docks – the trip that would explain the 
conundrum of the intoxicated pirates and 
possibly be the only bold and adventurous 
thing that this lanky, dull shop assistant of 
average height and income would ever do 
in his entire life.

Dressing quickly, nathaniel ran his fingers 
through his unruly locks in a habitual but 
pointless attempt to tame them. Today, he 
had exchanged his waistcoat for a simple 
tweed coat and swapped his pocket watch 
for one of those awful cigars he kept 
about the flat as a precaution for the rare 
occurrence that a visitor might drop by. It 
was hardly an impression he was proud of, 
but one had to look the part. Jogging down 
the stairs, he muttered a hurried greeting 
to his landlady who was already up and 
pottering about the kitchen, slipping on his 
shoes at the door and leaving the flat with 
a spring in his step for the first time since 
he had moved into the complex.

Today was going to be different, nathaniel 
could feel it in his bones. If his wit and 
determination persisted, he would get 
to the bottom of this riddle, and perhaps 
lighten the feeling of guilt that came with 
the knowledge that – somewhere out on 
the high seas – a ship of innocent traders 
was in danger of being attacked as a result 
of his initially harmless white lie.

When nathaniel arrived at the London 
Docks, the place was teeming with the 
usual morning confusion: horses, carts and 
people of all classes and purposes milled 
around, while sharp-eyed pickpockets 
darted in between them. As he battled his 
way through a melée of unshaven ruffians, 
nathaniel’s eyes settled on the one sight 
he had come in search of. Tucked behind 
the larger cargo ships, its wooden masts 
protruding just above the smokestacks of 
the other boats, hid a great, wooden ship. 
The flag of the wooden vessel had been 
lowered to half-mast, but the black and 
white pattern was just perceivable as the 
battered sheet fluttered odiously in the 
salty breeze.

The shop assistant looked hesitantly over 
his shoulder before boarding the pirate 
ship. unarmed and clueless, he would have 
been the perfect target – and, therefore, 
had the best chance at learning exactly 

what was going on in the world of rogues 
that had resulted in these rum-reeking 
cutthroats openly parading the British 
streets.

As he carefully descended onto the deck of 
the ship, continually glancing about him, 
nathaniel became aware of the distinct 
sound of snoring from below the ship’s 
deck. That explained why the ship had 
not already left port, then. There was also 
another sound, coming from deep within 
the boat. nathaniel could be sure of this 
because it was barely audible – little more 
than a muffled thudding. Warily navigating 
his way around the ship, the salesclerk 
began the descent to the hold of the pirates’ 
vessel, slightly apprehensive of what he 
would find hidden in the shadows.

“Lay down ya weapons and surrender, 
boy.”

nathaniel McCarthy, twenty five and living 
as a citizen of the greatest empire on Earth, 
never thought he would see this day. Down 
in the ship’s hold, he was being held at 
gunpoint by a pirate who seemed to be the 
very one he had fooled the night before 
with mentions of a boatload of expensive 
goods headed for the docks. However, 
being a man of good conscience, that was 
the least of nathaniel’s current problems. 
The sight was enough to make him sick. All 
around him in the infested hold of the ship, 
women lay, bound and gagged. The worst 
of it was not that they were women… but 
that they all appeared to be with child.

“Thought we were sleepin’ off the booze, 
didn’t ya? Thought you could fool the 
mighty warrior of the seas, didn’t ya?” the 
pirate grinned, yellow teeth flashing as he 
tore the cutlass from his belt. nathaniel’s 
mind made the connections fast. “I don’t 
believe it!” he cried, shaking his head in 
disgust, “I’ve heard of assaults and lootings 
and the slave trade, but this… this is low, 
even for you!”.

The pirate captain – or at least, that is the 
position he appeared to hold – laughed 
without mirth. “We are pirates, my dear 
lad! The scourge of the seas, the force to 
be reckoned with!” The edge of his sword 
stopped just short of nathaniel’s chin as he 
leaned forward. “Don’t ya think we’ve sold 
our hostages, ransomed our enemies? But 
this, my lad, pays ’andsomely! And we’re 
doing our bit for those ol’ folks up in the 
cities. They want the little bundles, we want 
the big cash.”

nathaniel was more and more horrified 
by the minute. “Have you no brains 
whatsoever? You’re trading women as 
surrogates! Do you count them as loot 
now, too? Have you any idea what the 
price on your heads will be if the British 
government hears of this?”

By now, the man was beginning to realise 
exactly what he had got himself into… 
a new and wicked business that these 
rogues would do anything in their power 
to protect and advance.

The pirate’s mouth curled up into a 
malicious smirk, “But they won’t find out, 
will they, boy? Who’s gonna tell ’em? They 
ain’t gonna be any the wiser for years! not 
till we’ve bought ’em all out – every single 
one of ’em pollies in the big red chairs!”.

The salesclerk swallowed, but squared his 
shoulders. “You’re right, Captain. There’s 
no one to tell them. You will become the 
highest power of the seas – the richest, the 
most feared. The clever are with you – the 
fools alone are against you.”

“And which might ya be yourself, lad?” 
was the interested reply. nathaniel looked 
upwards, meeting the pirate’s gaze with 
unwavering determination and what he 
hoped was sincerity, “Those who know me 
like to say I’m sharper than a cutlass”.

This time, the pirate grinned, but the look 
in his eyes was unreadable. “Take him to 
a cabin an’ lock him up!”

Another pirate materialised out of the 
shadows behind the shop assistant, roughly 
grabbing and binding his wrists. When he 
had secured him, this pirate – shorter and 
scruffier than his captain – led him off, 
shoving him harshly into a small room and 
causing him to stumble. Only when the 
thud of the heavy oaken door slamming 
shut reached his ears did the sales assistant 
begin to worry.

nathaniel waited for the footsteps of the 
departing pirate to die away before he 
looked around his room. It was entirely 
devoid of any type of furnishing or 
ornamentation, and the only feature of the 
vacant cabin was a small, square window 
in the side of the room. However, it was 
little help, as it faced the expanse of ocean 
rather than the busy docklands. Even if 
nathaniel yelled his lungs out, his cries 
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would only be washed out to sea. When 
the ship started moving again, it would be 
even more hopeless, as – even if anyone 
were to hear him – no sailor in their right 
mind would near a pirate vessel if they 
could help it. nathaniel – and the women 
aboard – were trapped.

Hours passed and night began to settle in. 
nathaniel’s shoulder throbbed painfully 
but the unrelenting door did not sport 
a single dent. Exhausted, he slumped 
against the wall, burying his head in his 
hands. To his temporary relief, the boat 
had not started moving yet, so there was 
a chance that they would not set sail until 
the following morning. But even then, the 
case appeared to be hopeless.

It was late at night, certainly past midnight, 
that nathaniel was once again attempting 
to break the lock on the cabin door. His 
elbow ached from thumping against the 
metal, and he rested against the door for a 
second, trying to get his breath back.

nathaniel was staring at the wooden-
planked floor, when a tiny, jewelled 
instrument – no more than the size of his 
finger – slipped into the room via the gap 
at the bottom of the door. surprised but 
wary, the salesclerk kneeled and picked it 
up, inspecting it carefully. He might not 
have had much experience in women’s 
accessories, but from a single glance, 
nathaniel could tell that the small object 
in his hands was a hairpin.

Click. The young man could have cried 
out in pure exaltation as the lock slid back 
and the door was unbolted. But of course, 
he did not. Were he to open the door and 
find a pirate waiting for him on the other 
side, his efforts would have been in vain. 
Deemed a liar, he would most likely be 
executed in whatever form amused the 
pirates most. Instead, nathaniel waited 
patiently on the other side of the door, 
listening for footsteps and doing his best 
to pick up any heavy breathing.

When he was fairly certain that no one was 
on the other side, nathaniel drew the door 
back without a sound and furtively peered 
around it. He was met with an empty 
passageway, and the sounds of hearty 
merrymaking from above. He must act 
now, or never. Quickly, he ran to the ladder 
that led to the hold, careful that none of the 
floorboards creaked under his weight.

On his way past the drugged, pained 
women, nathaniel stopped to kneel by 
the side of one. she seemed at a first 
glance to be only semi-conscious also, 
but the pattern of her breathing soon told 
nathaniel otherwise. Perhaps the drugs 
they had administered to her had worn 
off, or perhaps she was resistant to the 
substance – either way, it did not make 
a difference. All that mattered was the 
fact that, though the clothing she wore 
(most probably the same that she had 
been captured in) may have been torn and 
soiled, the silk was most certainly of a costly 
variety. Her skin was fair and clear, and all 
else about her spoke of a comfortable life 
and an upper class upbringing. The pin had 
to have been hers.

Gently, he placed the hairpin in her hand, 
and smiled surreptitiously as her fingers 
moved covertly to grip it. He whispered 
his plan in her ear, and then, aware that 
time was of the essence, he was off again. 
reaching the ladder, he sighed in relief as 
the boat began to sink slightly. On his way 
out of the cabin, nathaniel had displaced 
one of the wooden planks which made up 
the flooring, and water was very slowly 
filling up the hold. The pirates would feel it 
in no time. now, the salesclerk hid behind 
the empty barrels of rum up on the deck, 
watching the pirates.

Already tipsy, the band of ruffians were 
dancing and singing and rejoicing over 
their latest hostage. It was about a minute, 
therefore, before one of them shouted, 
“Aye, she’s got a leak! she’s got a leak! Tom, 
bring ‘er up on the land!”.

smirking triumphantly, nathaniel waited 
patiently until the boat was moored 
properly, before he quickly lit one of 
those horrendous – but extremely handy 
– cigars, and dropped it into a barrel. not 
a moment had passed before flames began 
erupting from within the wooden drum. 
All chaos broke loose.

“Fire! Did you not hear me?! Fire! Off the 
ship! Boys, off the ship, if you value your 
lives!”

“Fire! Put her out!”

“no chance – we can’t save her! she’s 
already aflame!”

While the pirates dashed for their lives – 
some even jumping overboard into the 
water – nathaniel acted fast. He leapt off the 

ship and nicked an empty cart, and swiftly 
loaded the women who had assembled on 
the deck (as per his instructions) onto the 
makeshift wagon. Pulling himself up into 
the saddle, he flicked the reins, and they 
were galloping at breakneck speed out of 
the dicey environment.

Looking in the mirror, nathaniel adjusted 
his bow tie and straightened his waistcoat. 
His landlady stopped to regard him with an 
approving smile. “You look like the right 
gentleman you are, nathaniel. Off to see 
Miss Clemonte again, are we?”

“As a matter of fact, I am”, the other 
answered, a light rose-coloured hue tinting 
his cheeks. “she says that she still can’t 
comprehend how much I’ve done for her, 
and how I managed to get her out of that 
wretched prison before any of the pirates 
touched her.”

“You’ve always been quite the hero in my 
eyes, nathaniel”, the woman said with a 
kind smile, patting his shoulder. “Good 
luck today.”

“Thank you, ma’am. I’m confident 
everything will go just fine.”

“As you should be. see you this evening.”

When the landlady had shambled off, 
nathaniel McCarthy turned back to the 
mirror with a light smile, regarding himself 
for the second time in the space of a week. 
something had definitely changed. He still 
earned a mediocre income, he was not any 
taller than he had been last time, and his 
frame was still gangly and lean. But despite 
this, when nathaniel took a closer look, 
he found exactly where the change had 
taken place.

The change had occurred in his eyes. 
Once a little distant, they had now become 
focused and alert – reflecting that bright, 
sharp brain of his and the wit and bravery 
he managed to demonstrate in times of 
hardship. nathaniel McCarthy was finally 
someone – and he was a hero.

still ordinary? Maybe. still dull? Definitely 
not. nathaniel may not have stopped the 
slave trade, but he had managed to save 
lives, and at the end of the day, that was 
all that mattered.

By Reena Mukherjee
Year 10, Caroline Chisholm College

SYDNEY – NSW
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GrOWInG up in the 21st Century 
can be hard but no one has done it 
harder than Jesse Tamsin, and he 

has done a lot of growing up.

You wouldn’t think it, but Jesse Tamsin 
was a typical child. His family was none 
the less ordinary but they came with a few 
surprises, his Mum would have to be one 
of the worst cooks on this planet, his Dad’s 
idea of great dance moves consisted only of 
the sprinkler and crumping, and his sister 
was so moody you would think he had at 
least three sisters. He had been gifted with 
hazel brown hair and green eyes; although 
his sister was not so pleased that he had 
also taken her birthday.

Jesse, although he loved sport, was lazy 
and would happily spend an entire day 
as a couch potato watching his favourite 
TV show, Seinfeld. His mum thought that 
it was pointless and conjured up other 
ideas of a great way to spend the day. 
unfortunately for Jesse, his mum’s idea of 
a great day was being crammed into the car 
with his whining sister and driven three 
hours to an unfamiliar place to bond with 
his family. Jesse had complained many 
times about going on these ‘family bonding 
trips’ especially because once they had 
gotten there it was almost dark and they 
had to drive all the way back after only 
two hours. not to mention his Dad’s dance 
moves, which were a non-stop source of 
entertainment for everyone in the car, 
except Jesse who could think of nothing 
else more embarrassing.

It was on a family bonding trip, when Jesse 
was only 12 and about to go to high school, 
when Jesse noticed that he was starting to 
grow rapidly. He had noticed it when he 
had climbed into the car and his head was 
almost above the headrest on his seat. At 
first he had just brushed it off as a growth 
spurt, but after almost a year of non-stop 
growing he realised that growth spurts 
aren’t usually this long.

On his first day of high school he was the 
tallest kid in his grade, but not by much. 
He had well overtaken his mum and was 
quickly catching up to his dad. Jesse’s mum 
had always joked about putting bricks 
on his head to stop him from growing 
any taller, but now he was seriously 
starting to question whether or not she is 

Larger than Life
really joking any 
more. Getting too 
concerned about 
his rapid growth, she 
took him to the doctors. After 
examining Jesse, the doctor said 
that it was nothing but an extended growth 
spurt and that he was exactly 6 foot. By the 
end of year he was both the tallest kid in 
year 7 and 8.

Jesse began to get teased 
for his height and became 
extremely embarrassed 
by it. His family tried to 
make him feel better and even 
his sister made the occasional 
effort, but he didn’t believe that 
anything would stop him from 
hating his height. school turned 
from being OK into a living 
nightmare as the rest of his 
grade and even some of the 
older kids were a constant 
reminder about 
how he will never 
fit in or be normal. 
Praying each night 
that he will stop growing and just go back 
to being the normal kid he once was. Jesse 
was suffering from early signs of depression 
as he progressed through year 8.

At the family dinner table, Jesse’s mum 
noticed that he had not been his normal, 
cheerful self lately. He wasn’t even digging 
into the pizza like usual, brought home 
by his dad after another cooking disaster 
created by his mum. They were starting 
to get used to ordering pizza as his mum 
likes to attempt new ‘easy’ recipes each 
Thursday night off of a cooking show on 
TV. Jesse’s mum had also spotted him 
sitting alone behind the maths block at 
lunch when she had driven past his school 
on her way to get the groceries. she had 
tried to talk to him about it but it merely 
went through one ear and out the other as 
if he had heard a million times before.

After speaking with Jesse’s father, she 
decided to take him to see a psychiatrist. 
Bribing him with a new video game, she 
finally got Jesse to agree to come. Although 
he was nervous to begin with, he eventually 
became comfortable with speaking about 
his difficulties and problems with being the 
height he is to Laura, his psychiatrist.

As weeks passed by he slowly 
started to look forward to 

Tuesday afternoons, as it was 
when he went to see Laura. she 

helped him to conquer his bullies 
and brought out the happy, full of life 

Jesse he once was. His mum started to 
see the light come back into his eyes and 
could not have been more pleased with his 
improvement.

One statement that stuck with Jesse was, 
“Take your own path of life and accept 
yourself ”. It turned on a light bulb in Jesse’s 
head and he forgot about not fitting in, the 
mean comments, the teasing and bullying. 
He came to school the next morning 
with a new lease on life, he joined in and 
found that being so tall wasn’t as bad as 
he thought. He didn’t complain when he 
was picked first for the basketball team or 
having a clear view of the cheerleading 
performance, although the people sitting 
behind him might have had a problem. 
Jesse was finally happy to be himself and 
learned to love himself.

But Jesse’s confidence was knocked down 
with news from his doctor. At an annual 
check-up he was told that his body was 
struggling to keep up with his rapid 
growth. There was nothing anybody could 
do about it and that was what frustrated 
Jesse the most. The doctor hadn’t told 
him but by the way his mum had wept 
that night he knew he was not going to 
live the long life he had always thought he 
would live. He wouldn’t get married, have 
children of his own, he wasn’t even sure if 
he would live to see his graduation.

Jesse thought through his life as it flashed 
before his eyes. He lay in bed surrounded 
by tissues and with red eyes for 5 hours 
just thinking. He finally decided to live his 
life, as short as it may be, to the fullest and 
without any regrets. It was his life and he 
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was going to do everything in his power to 
make it the best life imaginable.

The table at breakfast was silent. His mum 
still had a red nose and eyes from the 
previous night. They all knew, even his 
sister had realised. The car ride to school 
was the same, not a word spoken. Jesse 
enjoyed school and even trialled for the 
soccer team. When he arrived home it was 
like he had walked into a different house 
than that morning, his family were all 
talking and mucking about like usual and 
it remained that way until it was time for 
dinner. It seemed as though his family had 
finally got the message that this devastating 

IT WAs a freezing, autumn sunrise, with 
a cutting wind and a very distinctive 
chill. It was definitely a typical English 

autumn morning. Colourful leaves lined 
the countryside and even more floated 
gracefully to the welcoming ground below. 
The trees were bare and the ground wet 
with frost. The day had just broken, a brand 
new day, a day full of life. I climbed out of 
my den and headed into the beautiful vast 
horizon. It was glorious that morning and 
I thought nothing about being hunted, but 
alas, what I thought nothing of became 
only too true.

I was not awake for more than about an 
hour when the heavens opened and rain 
drizzled lightly on the English soil. I did 
not care for rain and continued on. Along 

news wasn’t going to dampen his spirit, it 
would only make him enjoy his life more. 
Jesse was appreciative that they had figured 
out how to help him live his life without 
regrets. He was happy and that was all that 
mattered.

Jesse lived for the next three years helping 
people who were in the same mental 
situation as he once was. The feeling of 
bringing another young teenager out of 
depression was priceless. He always made 
sure to tell them his story and of course 
about Laura and the things she had always 
told him. He accomplished everything he 
had dreamed of and more. Although he 

was only 17 he had touched the lives of 
thousands of people.

But sadly Jesse died aged 17 and at the 
staggering height of 6 foot 7. He never 
made it to his graduation in person, only 
in spirit. There was not a dry eye to be seen 
as even those who were once bullies to 
Jesse could not help but feel the loss of one 
special, extra-ordinary human being. In 
his final hours, with his family and friends 
by his side, he had said “I may have only 
lived a short life but I wouldn’t have had it 
any other way”.

By Brodie Momsen
Year 8, Caringbah High School

CARINGBAH – NSW

Fox 
Hunt

the English terrain I loped, until I heard 
the sound of furious baying and impatient 
neighing break the early morning silence. 
I turned and fled into the forest, fleeing 
the hounds, horses and their masters. The 
baying, with every movement of my body 
sounded closer and louder like the constant 
breath I took. Before I even thought it was 
possible I could see the hounds breaking 
through the thick icy mist and could hear 
the pounding of the horses’ hooves behind 
me. I am a fox, just an animal, not worth 
a life of his own, but I kept ahead and ran 
for my life and freedom.

I rushed out of the woods, closely pursued 
by my enemies. The shore of the forest 
creek I knew sped towards me. I was aware 
of the hidden dangers that rested within 
the embankment. Treacherous strands 

of barbed wire, sharp enough to slice 
through any animal, lay hidden upon the 
banks. Deftly, I dashed through the slow 
moving brook and started the climb up 
the bordering hill. The hounds clambered 
swiftly through the creek and came 
charging towards me. They were closely 
followed by the horses and men. seeing 
the stream, the lead horseman urged his 
horse to jump. The horse took the leap 
and cleared the river but his neck caught 
on the barbed wire. The sharp barbs made 
short work of the horse and it struggled in 
agony. slowly the chase died away and the 
men and hounds no longer pursued me. 
The hunt was over. relief flooded over 
me. I had survived. silently, I turned and 
padded away.

By John Patch
Year 7, Faith Christian School of Distance Education

WATERFORD – QLD.
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You look at me with your glowing red eyes,
sitting on the fence top screeching your song,
stretching your legs to catch a bird or a mouse

TWEET! sQuEAK!
running like a leopard,

Breaking, turning and jumping,
Finally you stick a claw into your prey

And crunch its skull
Into little pieces.

You lie down and take a nap
until a mouse or a bird comes near.

TWEET! sQuEAK!

By Lachlan Walsh
Year 3, Oxley Christian College
CHIRNSIDE PARK – VIC.

Cat

Two bright flashlights pierce his victim’s soul,
Two unforgettable knives. He pounces onto his prey,

ripping it apart, offering no mercy.
sipping from the waterhole,

On the lookout for movement.
A single stick snaps,

As light as a feather. elegant but deadly.
Faster than the speed of light,
sprinting across the dry grass.

Heart beating a million times a second, the adrenalin building
Then an antelope’s cry.

Like a bullet, he leaps onto his second prey,
Finally satisfied.

Broad shoulders sliding up and down,
His back as flexible as a rope.

The leopard’s beautiful spots shine in the sun
Leaving him harmless,

Just for a second.

By Christie Bosch
Year 5, Ravenswood School for Girls

GORDON – NSW

Ingulule

The Hunt
The full moon shone,

The grey Wolves howled,
The pack was gathered

And, oh, how they growled
The hunt was on.

The scent of Caribou
Had been found

As they ran they made
A steady pound

The hunt was on.

The moon
so bright

Lit their path
Through the night
The hunt was on.

Caribou so big
But the pack is so strong

There are the chunky animals
run on and on and on

The hunt was on.

The alpha Wolf
Takes down a young one

And ends its misery
“There”, He says “It is done”

The hunt is nearly over.

The Caribou is tasty
And oh the meat so warm

until only the bones are left
It’s no longer in Caribou form

The hunt is officially over.

By Jade Simms
Year 5, Nambour Christian College

WOOMBYE – QLD.
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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-six 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, started as a book reviewer on ABC radio, and during that time moved to Melbourne with 
her family. she now reviews books regularly on ABC radio in Queensland.
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 transport planner husband next to a railway line so she can quickly catch a train to 
the MCG to watch a football or cricket 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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Elemental

As MICHAEL leant against the 
old, wooden railing of the pier, 
puffs of smoke drifted above him 

as he tapped his cigar. He looked into the 
ocean, focused, just staring. He adjusted 
his sunglasses as the sun touched the 
horizon and took another puff of his cigar. 
He glanced at his watch and stood back 
from the railing. The boards beneath his 
feet started to shake and the water thrashed 
furiously against the side of the pier. He 
threw his cigar into the water, pulled back 
his leather coat to reveal a large pistol and 
placed his hand on the gun. It shot up 
out of the water and looked at Michael. 
Michael gave a cold glance back and 
murmured, “This ends now.”

H H H

Three weeks earlier.

“That’ll just about do it.”

“Thanks Michael, how much do I owe 
you?”

“It comes to eighty dollars and forty-five 
cents.”

“There you go, thanks mate.”

“Any more trouble with the engine and you 
bring it straight to me.”

“no worries, thanks again.”

“see ya.”

Michael watched the customer leave and 
closed up shop. He threw his dirty hand 
towel on the back of his office chair and 
picked up his keys. He locked the back 
door as he walked out towards his car and 
took rusty off his leash. “C’mon boy, 
let’s go.” He opened the passenger side 
door and rusty jumped in. He closed 
that door and got in on the other side, 
wiping leaves off the bonnet of his pride 
and joy. A yellow Chevrolet Camaro with 
two black stripes up the middle of the car. 
He bought that car with his first two 
years salary at the mechanics. 
He was only an apprentice back 
then, he runs the place now. The 
car ride home was full of country 
music and engine revs. Michael was 
happy, he had nothing to worry about, 

nothing to contemplate, he was just happy. 
That is, until he got home.

H H H

His attic was in his kitchen and he could 
see his cellar through his bedroom floor. 
There were leaves everywhere and branches 
sticking out of furniture. As Michael sifted 
through broken timber and smashed glass 
he remembered that he had installed 
cameras around the house when the foxes 
were digging under the fence to see where 
they were coming from. Fortunately for 
Michael, he hadn’t been bothered to take 
them down and would be able to see who 
did this to his family home. He plugged 
the camera into his PC and brought up 
the day’s recordings. His face went from 
intrigue to shock to madness in a matter 
of minutes. “They’re back”, he whispered 
as he stroked rusty’s furry coat.

H H H

When Michael was a boy, four ‘monsters’ 
called the Elementals threatened to destroy 
the earth. One was a harsh, merciless 
fire monster called Ardentis in Mortem. 
Another, a dangerous, unpredictable wind 
monster called Mortem Autem Desursem. 
The next was a powerful, destructive earth 
monster called Occides de Terra. But these 
monsters were only the slaves of one higher 
being. A powerful, merciless, dangerous 
beast of the waters called Aquae Fata. 
Together these savages wreaked havoc 
on cities all around the world, terrorising 
everyone and everything in their path. 
The armies of all countries combined and 
locked the beasts away, until now.

H H H

“Hey Darcy, this is Michael.”

“Hey Mikey, what’s up.”

“Its not good.”

“What is?”

“You know those monsters that were 
around when we were kids.”

“Yeah, what about them?”

“They’re back.”

“Don’t be stupid Mikey, they were locked 
away for good.”

“I’m serious, hold on, I’ll send some 
footage.”

“Ok, talk to you soon, bye.”

Bye.”

Michael hung up and sent the camera 
footage to Darcy. He put his phone away 
and grabbed a cold beer from his fridge and 
cracked it open. He took a few mouthfuls 
when he heard his phone go off in the other 
room. There was a message from Darcy, 
and it read ‘I’m on my way.’

H H H

It is at this point where I should probably 
tell you about Darcy. He has been best 
friends with Michael since they could 
walk and they have always been there for 
each other. He has long black hair that 
shimmers in the moonlight and blows in 
the wind. He is intelligent and knows his 
way around a computer.

H H H

“What do you suppose we 
do?”

“I don’t know Darcy, I’m 
still in shock.”

“We have to do something.”

“I know.”

“What do you say we get the 
old gang back together.”
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“I’m not sure if that’s a good idea.”

“C’mon, no one else is going to take care 
of this.”

“I know, but.”

“But what?”

“Fine, I’ll give Aaron a call.”

“Thank You, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“see ya.”

“Bye.”

Michael led Darcy through the broken 
door way and watched his Ford GT roll 
down the dust road. He walked into the 
next room, picked up his phone, dialled 
the number and waited for someone to 
pick it up.

H H H

Aaron is the brawn of the group, I wouldn’t 
want to be on his bad side. He met 
Michael in a juvenile prison after Michael 
accidently shot a man while practising with 
his favourite pistol. The man didn’t die. 
Aaron is one tough cookie with six packs 
on his fingers and he is bald.

H H H

“Hello.”

“Hi, is this Aaron?”

“Yes, who is calling?”

“It’s Michael.”

“You heard.”

“About the Elementals.”

“Yes.”

“Yeah, but how did you hear?”

“Its all over TV, how did you hear?”

“It was all over my house.”

“Oh, my apologies. so are we getting the 
group back together?”

“Apparently so.”

“Darcy?”

“Darcy.”

Michael hung up the phone and grabbed 
his keys. “Here boy”, he said as rusty ran 
towards him. They got into the Camaro 
and drove away from the pile of rubble 
that used to be their home. “One more”, 
said Michael, “One more.”

H H H

Michael’s Camaro glided over the smooth 
tarmac, rusty’s head out the window as 
they sped down the freeway. They tore up 
miles and miles of country road before 
they reached their destination. Michael 
approached the old, rickety shack and 
knocked on the door.

“Who’s there?”

“It’s Michael.”

The door opened and out came an old man 
wearing nothing but bed sheets holding a 
large pump shotgun.

“Phillip! How are you?”

“Oh, it’s you Michael, come in, quickly.”

Michael hurried in the decaying doorway 
behind Phillip and closed on his way in.

“What are you here for, Michael.”

“It’s the Elementals.”

“What about them?”

“They’re back.”

There was a moment of silence before 
Phillip got up and started to laugh.

“You must be crazy.”

“I’m being serious.”

Phillip pointed the shotgun at Michael.

“I believe you, but if you ask what I think 
you are going to ask, you better leave before 
you do.”

“It was our childhood goal, even as teens, 
all we wanted to do was take these guys on. 
Then you came along and strengthened 
our group. We trained and trained and 
trained. We all learnt how to handle a gun, 
hold a sword, set off bombs, and you are 
going to stand there and tell me it was for 

nothing, that all that effort we put in was so 
that we could watch the army fail again.”

Phillip put the gun down, walked over to 
the fridge and grabbed a bottle of juice. He 
got a cup from the cupboard and poured a 
drink. He sculled it down in one swallow 
and threw the cup in the sink.

“When do we start?”

H H H

Phillip. Quirky is a nice way to put it. He is 
the man that was shot by Michael all those 
years ago. He was crazy enough to go back 
to where he was shot, abduct Michael, and 
force Michael to induct him into the group. 
He has a spiky grey Mohawk and a do or 
die attitude.

H H H

The wind blew the smell of pancakes across 
the room and messed up Darcy’s hair. 
Michael took a sip of his coffee and looked 
at the three men sitting with him.

“Welcome, he said, breaking the silence. 
“Our time has come.” “We have gathered 
here to discuss the way we will be 
approaching our current situation.”

“Were going to approach it with force and 
destruction”, said Phillip as he spat pancake 
on Aaron’s lap.

“I think that would be a logical decision”, 
said Darcy.

“Force and destruction works for me”, 
Aaron said as he cracked his knuckles.

“Ok then”, said Michael, “I want Phillip 
on Guns.”

“Yes sir!”

“I want Darcy on Tech.”

“Will do.”

“And I want Aaron on Armour, Combat 
Materials and anything else you think will 
make a mess.”

“You can count on me.”

“Well then, it’s settled. Meet me here in a 
weeks time with your progress.”

Continued on page 22
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“no Worries”, they all said as a group.

H H H

A week passed and they were all sitting 
around the same table, Michael drinking 
his coffee, Phillip wolfing down pancakes 
like they are tic-tacs.

“Phillip, what’s your progress?”

“I’ve assembled some fine weaponry from 
some of the most prestige men on the 
market.”

“Good, Darcy, what have you got for 
me?”

“A whole lot of fancy new equipment 
fresh off the shelves, this is some powerful 
stuff.”

“Excellent, Aaron?”

“Don’t you worry about me, armour, check, 
combat, check. I found some really cool 
explosives as well, should create a BIG 
mess.”

“Great, we strike tomorrow.”

You could have heard a pin drop around 
that table. Everyone just sat there with a 
bemused look on their face.

“I said we strike tomorrow. Is that going to 
be problematic?”

Everyone shook their heads and ran from 
the diner.

“I presume they have gone to prepare”, 
Michael said to rusty as they walked out 
the door.

H H H

“red Falcon.”

“Here” said Darcy.

“Blue Eagle.”

“Here” said Aaron.

“Green Owl.”

H H H

“I said Green Owl.”

“sorry Michael, I was... um... taking care 
of some personal business.”

“What personal business do you have?”

“That, my friend is none of your business, 
HErE.”

“Good. now, I’m not going to sugar coat 
this, the government is too scared to take 
on these guys again, we are the last chance 
this world has of surviving. There are four 
of them and there are four of us, it’s a fair 
playing field. All we have to do is take 
them on one at a time and we will gain the 
advantage. Am I understood?”

“sIr YEs sIr.”

“Then let’s move out.”

H H H

They all got into Michael’s Camaro and 
headed towards the volcano at redwards 
Point.

“Is it really necessary for me to be in the 
back”, said Darcy.

“This is rusty’s spot, you should know that 
by now”, said Michael.

“I know, but honestly, how many times am I 
going to lose out to a German shepherd?”

Michael just patted rusty and kept on 
driving. As they got closer to the volcano, 
they saw some strange explosions coming 
from its mouth.

“It’s the Fire Elemental”, said Michael.

They drove to the bottom of the volcano 
and started to climb. They were hiking up 
the volcano for about an hour when they 
reached the top. They looked down into 
the volcano and saw it. The Fire Element. 
It was terrifying and intimidating.

“How are we going to do this?”, said 
Michael.

“I’ll throw some explosive down there and 
we’ll see if we can’t just blow the big guy 
up”, said Aaron.

“sounds good to me”, said Darcy.

“Me too”, said Phillip.

“Well then”, said Michael, “bombs away.”

H H H

Aaron threw the last explosive down on a 
ledge not far from where it was standing. 
They all ran back a few metres and 
crouched.

“ready?” Darcy said.

“ready as we’ll ever be”, said Michael.

“Here we go.”

They all blocked their ears and BOOM. 
Then, there was about four seconds of 
silence before Ardentis in Mortem rose 
from the smoke, with an unhappy look 
on its face.

“Looks like we can’t blow him up”, said 
Aaron.

“We didn’t even scratch it”, Phillip said.

“Don’t panic”, Darcy said, “I’ve got the 
perfect thing for this guy.”

But before he could tell his fellow team 
members about his wonderful invention, 
they found themselves running from 
pursuing lava and dodging balls of fire.

“I’m not as young as I used to be, I can 
barely walk rather than run.”

These words, not inspirational, not 
touching, but to the rest of the team, these 
words would be the last they heard from 
Phillip. Phillip just didn’t see it coming. He 
dodged one fireball and went straight into 
the path of another one. It knocked him 
out, his motionless body disintegrating 
under a layer of molten lava.

H H H

There was no time to grieve because they 
would soon be next.

“What was this thing you were talking 
about, Darcy?” Michael asked.

“Oh yeah, that’s right. They’re water 
bombs.”

“I think you might want something bigger 
than water bombs”, said Aaron.

“Just watch.”

Darcy grabbed what looked like the 
Terminator’s eyeball out of his bag. He 

Continued from page 21
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clicked a button on the side causing it to 
start beeping. He turned and hurled it at 
the Fire element. It got lodged just above 
his waist and started to take effect. Icy 
shards started to run through the element, 
and as it weakened, so to did the lava. soon 
the element was half frozen, powerless and 
became encased in ice.

“I also packed this baby”, said Darcy.

He pulled out an even bigger metal ball 
and threw it at the element’s head, hitting 
it right in the forehead. Darcy then pressed 
a button that activated an explosion, 
completely obliterating the fire element.

“One down, three to go”, Michael said as 
he put his pistol in its holster and headed 
down the volcano.

H H H

The mood was damp in the car, rusty was 
still in the front seat, but there was more 
room in the back. They drove in silence for 
the whole trip. They eventually ended up 
at the edge of a thick forest.

“I want everyone carrying heavy artillery 
and wearing strong armour. Let’s go.”

They wondered into the woods, looking 
for any movement, when a tree branch 
moved.

“This tree right here”, said Aaron, “it 
moved.”

“Aaron, move!” Michael screamed.

The tree violently moved up to form the 
earth element. Michael and Darcy were 
thrown back at least twenty metres. But 
Aaron was trapped underneath the large 
beast. Michael and Darcy ran to help but 
Aaron shouted at them, “sTOP!”. He was 
fending off harsh blows with his right 
hand and his left reached for his nearby 
back, pulling out a large grenade used for 
demolishing buildings.

“Don’t do it Aaron”, said Michael, “we can 
save you.”

“Its too late, there’s no saving me now. run 
back to the car, please.”

“But, Aaron.”

“nOW!” He screamed, a tear rushing 
down the side of his face.

Michael and Darcy started to run back 
towards the car. When they got there, they 
turned and saw a part of the forest go up 
in flames and a heavy wind hit their faces. 
They could hardly keep the emotion in, but 
as they turned back towards the car…

H H H

The Chevrolet Camaro was floating thirty 
metres above the ground, with rusty still 
in the passenger seat howling at Michael 
and Darcy, who were helpless on the 
ground. But then, the car slowly started 
to be crushed.

“nO”, screamed Michael, “rusTY.”

Then the car was completely smashed 
into a ball, blood dripping from what may 
have been the side mirror. The ‘car’ was 
hurled at them, they turned to run but 
not fast enough. The car landed on Darcy, 
severing both his legs and half of his left 
arm. He screamed in pain and Michael 
ran to his side. They looked up and saw 
the wind element, floating there, looking 
at them both on the ground. There were 
two miniguns in the bag, both with full 
ammunition. Michael looked at Darcy, 
knowing he was not going to make it and 
said, “You wanna fire off a whole round 
together just like old times?”.

Darcy struggled but managed a “Hell 
Yeah”.

Michael handed Darcy a gun and then 
picked up his own. They aimed their 
weapons at the element and counted 
down 3…  2… 1. They screamed at the 
top of their lungs as they unleashed a 
ton of bullets. The wind element could 
not react and took over twenty thousand 
bullets in the facial and chest area. It fell 
to the ground and disappeared, Michael 
dropped his gun and sobbed over Darcy. It 
was only when he looked at his friend that 
he realised he was dead. Michael wiped 
his face grabbed his pistol and walked 
towards the pier, cigar in hand, vengeance 
in mind.

H H H

Michael leant against the old, wooden 
railing of the pier, puffs of smoke drifting 
above him as he tapped his cigar. He 
looked into the ocean, focused, just staring. 
He adjusted his sunglasses as the sun 
touched the horizon and took another puff 
of his cigar. He glanced at his watch and 

stood back from the railing. The boards 
beneath his feet started to shake and the 
water thrashed furiously against the side of 
the pier. He threw his cigar into the water, 
pulled back his leather coat to reveal a large 
pistol and placed his hand on the gun. It 
shot up out of the water and looked at 
Michael. Michael gave a cold glance back 
and murmured, “This ends now.”

H H H

He pulled out his pistol and loaded it full of 
explosive ammo, powerful enough to tear 
holes in the fabric of the universe. The water 
element continued to stare before firing a 
powerful jet of water at Michael, who 
dodged it without changing the expression 
on his face. Aquae Fata continued to fire 
relentlessly, but Michael continued to load 
the gun, slowly walking closer to the King 
of the Elements, dodging its every move. 
He finished loading the gun, pointed it at 
the water element and fired, piercing the 
element in the stomach.

“That was for Phillip.”

His next shot rifled into the element’s 
shoulder as it screeched with pain.

“That was for Aaron.”

He stood on the railing and shot it right 
in the neck.

“That was for rusty.”

Then he jumped into the ocean and 
climbed up the element. He progressed all 
the way up to it face before jumping into 
its mouth. He threw away his pistol, pulled 
out a highly powerful grenade, pulled the 
pin and…

“This one’s for Darcy.”

THE EnD

By Patrick Sills
Year 9, Terra Sancta College

SCHOFIELDS – NSW
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	Lions Club Literary Award
 Short Story – Primary

LUCILLE BELFORD
St. Brigid’s Primary School, Vic.

TESS McLINDEN
Loreto Mandeville Hall, Vic.

	Fortescue Metals Literary Award
 Short Story – Secondary

TESS McLINDEN
Loreto Mandeville Hall, Vic.

Dymocks Camberwell
Literary Award }

 Poetry – Secondary
SOPHIE DYE

Silkwood High School, Qld.

Commonwealth Bank
Literary Award }
Poetry – Primary

DYLAN PEISLEY
Prince Alfred College, SA

Young 
Australian

Art & 
Writers’ 
Awards

2014
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	Helen Handbury 
Achievement Award
ELLEN THOMAS
Eynesbury Senior College, SA

Helen Handbury }
Literary Award

JESSICA BAKEWELL
Eynesbury Senior College, SA

ASG Poetry Award }
EVANGELINE YONG

The Mac.Robertson Girls’ High School, Vic.

	ASG Short Story Award
REBECCA ANNE CAMPBELL
Tanah Merah, Qld.

(Right) Lions Club 
art awards winners.

(Below) Australian Scholarships Group 
literary and art awards winners.

Photos Carol Dick & Frank Jones
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2014

ALYCE WELBOURNE
Mornington Secondary College, Vic.

Media Warehouse Art Award 
Computer Art – Primary

ANGUS PRIMROSE
Jerrabomberra Public School, NSW

Avon Art Award
Computer Art – Senior
KIRRAH THOMPSON

Vic. College of the Arts Secondary School

Sandfire Resources Art Award
Computer Art – Middle

NAIMISHA TALLURI
Carey Baptist Grammar, Vic.

Marc McBride Art Award 
Drawing – Middle

JEREMY CAMERON
Bayswater West Primary School, Vic.

Bic Australia Art Award 
Drawing – Senior
CHARMAINE LIU

Gosford High School, NSW

Dymocks Camberwell Art Award
Painting – Primary

ANDREW YANG
Carlton Public School, NSW

Commonwealth Bank Art Award
Painting – Middle

HAYLEY THOMPSON
Parkdale Primary School, Vic.

Commonwealth Bank Art Award
Painting – Senior
GORDON YUAN

Sydney Boys’ High School, NSW

Crayola Art Award
Drawing – Primary

LORETTA YING LING TAN
Hurstville South Public, NSW

ASG Art Award
Computer Art

ASHLEY DHANU
Pymble Ladies’ College, NSW

ASG Art Award 
Painting – Primary

ERIC YANG
Carlton Public School, NSW
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Lions Club Art Award
Photography – Senior

PETER BAKOS
Dickson College, NSW

Lions Club Art Award
Photography – Primary
JACK LLOYD- PARKER
Taroona State School, Tas.

Lions Club Art Award
Photography – Middle
PARIS KARAHALIOS

Livingstone Primary School

Judge’s Encouragement Award:  
Kevin Burgemeestre

SEO-YEON KIM
Epping West Primary School

Judge’s Encouragement Award:  
Marjory Gardner

TAYA KLAEBE
Ku-ring-gai Creative Arts High School, NSW

Judge’s Encouragement Award:  
Elise Hurst

ASTRO SPILLER
Ballarat Clarendon College, Vic.

Aditya Birla Group•	
Arafura Resources Ltd•	
Australian Scholarships Group•	
Avon•	
Beach Energy•	
Bic Australia•	
Brockman Mining Australia•	
Central Petroleum Ltd•	
Chinalco Yunnan Copper Resources•	
Collier Foundation•	
Commonwealth Bank•	
Crayola•	
Cricket Australia•	

Doray Meekatharra Community •	
Development Trust
Dymocks Camberwell•	
Energy Metals Ltd•	
Fairstar Resources•	
Fortescue Metals Group•	
FRRR Foundation •	
Geoff & Helen Handbury Foundation•	
Iron Ore Holdings Ltd•	
James N Kirby Foundation•	
Lions Club•	
Lynas Corporation Ltd•	
Marian & EH Flack Trust•	
Media Warehouse•	

Millennium Minerals Ltd•	
Minemakers Ltd•	
Mt Gibson Iron•	
Mt Magnet Gold•	
Northern Star Resources•	
Perpetual Trustees•	
Rex Minerals Ltd•	
Sandfire Resources•	
Silver Mines Ltd•	
The Percy Baxter Trust•	
The Sentinel Foundation•	
Whitehaven Coal•	
William Angliss Charitable Fund•	
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Beach Energy
Indigenous Art Award

KELVIN GAKAMANGU

Energy Metals
Indigenous Art Award

LEE WHITE

Millennium Minerals
Indigenous Art Award
KARLISHA ROSS LEO

ASG
Indigenous Art Award

KIEREN WATERS

Central Petroleum
Indigenous Art Award

WARRICK GAKAMANAGU

Indigenous Art Awards 2014

Rex Minerals
Indigenous Art Award

PENELOPE PENNY

Aditya Birla
Indigenous Art Award

SHAqUADE GORDON

Iron Ore Holdings
Indigenous Art Award
IMRAHN STEWART

Fortescue Metals
Indigenous Art Award
JODY LEE MALIBIRR

Mount Gibson Iron
Indigenous Art Award

TYLER SILLERY-MAXWELL

Sandfire Resources
Indigenous Art Award
VALENTINE WHITE

Whitehaven Coal
Indigenous Art Award

qUIRINDI HS STUDENTS

Silver Mines
Indigenous Art Award
CHANTELLE FOSTER

Mt Magnet Gold
Indigenous Art Award

RONALD RYDER
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Arafura Resources
Indigenous Art Award

PAULINE MANAGAYGAY

Brockman Resources
Indigenous Art Award
SHARNISE DUCKETT

Cricket Australia
Indigenous Art Award

NORMAN BURRURRNGA

Chinalco Yunnan Copper 
Indigenous Art Award

ETHAN TURNER

Northern Star Resources
Indigenous Art Award
TERISITA WAGILAK

Doray Meekatharra Community 
Development Trust Indigenous Art Award

CHANTEL ARIuu

Indigenous Art Awards 2014

I’m crying out, why can nobody hear me?
It’s dark and I’m scared, why am I being ignored?

Can nobody see me?
I am all alone, in a crowd full of people

Looked at but not really seen
Ignored because I am worthless, broken and scarred

Shunned for my past, rejected for who I am
Tears stream down my face, why am I still doing this?

But there are a few, who cry out from behind the barrier
Their voices are muffled, and they can’t get through

I want to call out to them,
I want to fight

But can’t move, I’ve lost the will
I see blood running from my arms

As I view myself from above
It’s so peaceful up here, why are they so sad?

I can’t go back now, but I’m happier here
I hope they will be too

By Chelsea Drinkald
Year 11

Woodcroft College
MORPHETT VALE – SA

Help
Me
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IT WAs ten in the morning and I sat 
on the park bench. It wasn’t anything 
special to look at. In fact most people 

would take a single look at the bird poo 
strewn across it and would think it better 
to stand.

I saw no one I knew until the elderly 
woman came and sat on the bench a little 
further down the path with her grocery 
shopping. I tried to arrange my face into a 
friendly smile and gave a weak wave. Her 
eyes widened in mild surprise as they had 
every day for the past three weeks. The 
lady’s eyes flittered away nervously and she 
busied herself with the same knitting she 
had brought in one of her plastic bags.

I had an overwhelming urge to talk to her 
but refrained in the name of not giving 
the poor woman a heart attack. I didn’t 
know why it disappointed me that she did 
not recognise my face. It was more than 
likely the woman could not remember her 
own family, yet I was offended she didn’t 
recognise me as the kid that sat near her 
when she went to the park. I tried to flatten 
my hair and wipe some grime off my pant 
leg in case the woman called the police in 
fear that I might mug her – like she did last 
week. I allowed her to relax by diverting 
my stare to the business man passing me.

“Hey there Ben”, I greeted him cheerily as 
he tried to balance his briefcase and the 
four coffees he carried.

“Get a life, boy”, he growled, using his 
knee to stop the briefcase from crashing 
to the ground.

“need a hand?” I offered casually, watching 
him struggle.

“For the millionth time I’m not giving 
you any money”, he said, finally gaining 
a stable hold on his case at the expense of 
the third coffee slipping off the tray and 
exploding at his feet like a bitterly fragrant 
grenade. “Damn!” he cried, throwing me 
an accusatory look.

I rose my hands in mock surrender and 
lounged back into the bench as if it were 
my throne.

“Get a job”, Ben spat.

“And become like you?” I said in mock 
dismay, “I may be homeless but I have my 
dignity!”.

Ben scowled.

I watched his lanky figure disappear down 
the path, pausing only to nod at the old 
woman on the other bench. I smiled sadly, 
dejected that our daily banter had been cut 
short. Perhaps I needed to cut down on the 
brass, I mused.

next came a woman in a pale pink jogging 
suit and a pekingese on a lurid, lemon 
leash.

“Looking good Katherine!” I called as she 
drew closer.

I felt a strange sense of satisfaction as her 
cheeks filled with colour and she ducked 
her head. I ruffled my hair and smiled 

mischievously without moving from my 
spot on the bench. The dog reached me 
first and jumped on my leg, its small tail 
wagging at the speed of a propeller. I 
reached down to scratch behind its ears, 
once again reminded how ugly the rat-like 
creature was with its squished up face, 
drooling mouth and crossed eyes.

The woman soon followed and pulled up in 
front of me with an exaggerated wheeze.

“How many kilometres today?” I asked.

“Three”, she informed me proudly. “Tolstoy 
and I are smashing our personal bests!”

“You don’t say?”

Katherine beamed.

“Where’s Archie?” she looked around with 
a frown, “not sick again I hope?”

I bit back a response where I suggested 
that stopping to buy ice-cream from 
Archie’s truck everyday may be the 
reason for the persistent pudgy stomach 
she so often complained about. And that 
perhaps Archie’s absence could do her 
and her lactose-intolerant dog some good. 
However, I neglected to mention this in 
favour of an innocent shrug. Pulled away 
by her deranged dog, she waved goodbye, 
fluttering her eyelashes as she continued 
on her way. I settled for a small salute, 
thinking that maybe the combination of 
a flirty wink and the absence of ice-cream 
may have pushed her over the edge of 
sanity.

Throne in the Park
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It was only moments later when the 
truck pulled in and a round man with an 
exceptionally red nose and ears climbed 
out of the driver’s seat.

“Did I miss her?” he called out to me.

“sorry man.”

“not again!” he exclaimed, “My only 
guaranteed daily sale.”

He leaned against the brightly coloured 
truck and his forlorn face rested next to the 
enormous smiling bear that was holding 
the milkshake menu.

“Hey you eaten anything today kid?” he 
inquired, looking me up and down.

“nah, not today, but I got some fruit from 
the market yesterday”, I told him, my hands 
fishing in my pockets for any change. The 
large painted ice-creams were looking 
particularly mouth-watering today.

“Come on over, I’ll fix you up a hotdog”, 
Archie said with a sigh.

I tugged on my empty pockets to let him 
know that this would have to be a work of 

complete charity and not just the regular 
homeless-kid-on-the-bench discount.

“I’m feeling generous”, Archie shrugged.

I allowed a small grin as I lifted myself out 
of my bench. I stood in front of the window 
as I remembered doing when I was little, 
watching my hot dog make its way into 
my eager hand.

I was turning away from the truck when I 
felt a small hand tap me on the shoulder.

“Excuse me young man”, the old lady 
said.

I cleared my throat.

“Yes ma’am?”

“Would you be able to help me carry 
my bags back to my apartment across 
the road?” she asked with a vacant little 
smile.

“Of course!” I said with a kind smile, 
picking up her four plastic bags in one 
hand and keeping my hotdog firmly in 
the other.

The woman took the lead, tottering 
towards the front of the park. It was 
obvious the woman was walking as fast as 
she could but, nevertheless, I only needed 
slow strides to keep up with her. At one 
point she wobbled dangerously and I 
considered dropping the hotdog to steady 
her, but before I could make up my mind, 
she had caught her balance and continued 
tottering as if she hadn’t just had an up-
close-and-personal experience with the 
gravel. We finally made it to her apartment 
and I watched her fumble with the keys 
until one finally slid into the lock. she took 
the bags off me without looking me in the 
eye and entered the apartment.

“see you tomorrow, simon”, she said softly 
before the door closed with a click.

A smile crept its way across my face until 
I was standing in the corridor beaming 
from ear to ear. The only thing that could 
have made this day better, I thought as I 
bit into my cold hot-dog, was if my name 
was simon.

By Hayley Calman
Year 12, St. Mary’s Senior High School

ST. MARY’S – NSW

THE woman walked down the 
cobblestone street. Her coat was 
wrapped tightly around her. Her 

hair whipped her face as the cold, English 
wind blew. Her shoes clip-clopped as she 
walked. Her key already in her hand, she 
walked home. The gaslights burn dimly.

The man follows her.

The stone bricks are damp with the drizzle 
that had started. she wrapped her coat 
more tightly around her. she was almost 
home where she could light her fire.

suddenly, she turns.

she’s heard something. The man has 
kicked a loose stone and it has 

clattered down the street. He 
hides behind a wall. The woman 

sees nothing. she continues 
walking. The man follows 
her silently, like a ghost. He 
is more careful now. she is 
suspicious.

The woman reaches the door. 
Opens it. Walks inside.

Gas
Lights

The man follows her.

she closes the door. Lights the fire. Goes 
upstairs. The man slips in. The woman 
comes down. The man hides again. she 
cooks dinner. she eats. Has a shower. Goes 
to bed. The man creeps upstairs. raids her 
purse. steals her silver. snatches her pearls. 
Takes her gold. Her jewellery. Her credit 
card. Her phone. Creeps downstairs.

Quiet

unseen

Gets a match. Lights it. And puts it to the 
curtains. He slips outside. Walks away.

Quiet

unseen

The gas lights burn dimly.

By Abbey Gleeson
Year 5, Wideview Public School

BEROWRA HEIGHTS – NSW
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Oh How I Wish
Oh how I wish to be a fish

The clear blue water would be such bliss
But then again the ocean’s cruel,

The sight of fish ’n’ chips makes me drool.

so maybe I would choose to be
A black and yellow buzzing bee.

It would be nice to fly up in the sky
Then come back down to listen and spy

But then again I’d hate to be busy,
The sight of my homework makes me dizzy.

Then maybe I would turn myself into,
A monkey to cause a hulabuloo!

I’d climb and swing in trees all day,
Then come back down to sleep and pray

But then again bananas make me sick
And to keep up with the group I’d have to be quick.

so then maybe I would turn myself into a four-legged creature,
A lion would be such a great feature.

standing so proud at the top of the food chain,
With deer for the entrée, a large zebra’s my main

But then again I go weak at the knees
At the sight of blood, bruises and even large fleas!

so instead I would cross my fingers and hope
To be turned into an antelope.

I’d jump and frolic in every which way
With all the scenery, I’d want to stay,

But then again it would be so hot
And all the long grass would make my insides knot.

Well then I might like to live somewhere cold,
To become a penguin would be oh so bold.

I’d slip, slide and splash all around
until the time came when I’d have to sit down

But then again I love to run
And to just waddle around would be no fun.

so then maybe I might like to become
A lizard to lie down and lap up the sun.
It would be great to live a life carefree

no nagging parents and many places to see,
But then again life needs a bit of drama

And with all those bugs eaten I be sure to have karma.

so maybe as a human I should stay
I’ve got a great life with many games to play,

With many great friends and family
I’m as happy as can be!

I’ve got all the excitement I need in my life
If I were an animal I’d be in some strife!

By Brodie Momsen
Year 8, Caringbah High School

CARINGBAH – NSW
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IT WAs almost nine o’clock in the 
morning and the fog had not yet 
completely disappeared. A single 

yellow sign hung from a pole that read 
‘Glienicke Bridge’. The grass beside the 
river was browned as if burned. A bird’s 
lone voice called out mournfully from a 
nearby tree, growing more pitiful with 
every echo. One man stood beside the river 
with a fishing rod in one hand and a bucket 
in the other. He stood alone, patiently, as if 
waiting for someone to rise out of the river 
and hand him some fish for his bucket. But 
not a single ripple broke the smooth glass 
of the muddy water. That was until the cars 
came, bringing noise and disturbance to 
the place the man had only known under 
the guise of silence.

The two cars were travelling in opposite 
directions, one speeding along quickly and 
the other moved slowly as if reluctant to 
reach its destination. I would know. I was 
driving it. I tested the car’s patience by 
unnecessarily changing gears and hovering 
over the brake.

My boss’ voice rang in my ears, ‘This is an 
honour. You are going to witness history. I 
only wish I could be there myself.’

I had nodded hesitantly. This was not 
how I had envisioned the weekend after 
my promotion going. I glanced at the 

fuel gauge and hoped it would give me 
an excuse to pull over. However, it was 
full to the brim, they must have been very 
thorough. As I drew closer to the other car 
I tried to make out the driver.

It had been 20 long years sitting behind 
a desk, or the wheel on the occasional 
weekend. The initial gratitude I felt when 
offered a job with the Intelligence had long 
since disappeared with the colour of my 
hair. I think God had neglected to flick 
some sort of switch in my brain that would 
have allowed me to succeed in my military 
career. I was surrounded by patriots and 
men as tall and thick-set as oak trees. All 
were willing to die for the country and the 
cause. However, I seemed to suffer from an 
incurable condition known as ‘desire for 
self-preservation’. I had not wanted to die 
and the battle fronts of Germany and Japan 
were not the place for such fantasies. This 
survival instinct, so I had been told, was 
better suited to the world of espionage that 
I now found myself an unquestioned part 
of. I suppose you could say I had found my 
true calling. In the world of shrewd men in 
faded suits and a constant flow of cigarettes 
I had found my place.

I glanced in the rear-view mirror to check 
on my cargo. The man sat quietly with his 
handcuffed hands sitting awkwardly in 
his lap. He had only small tufts of white 

hair on each side of his head revealing a 
shining bald spot that continued up from 
his large forehead. His spectacles seemed 
to magnify the dark rings underneath his 
downcast eyes. The engine spluttered and a 
sound which merged seamlessly with that 
coming from the mouth of the coughing 
prisoner.

I pulled the car to a stop at the start of 
the bridge and tapped on the wheel with 
agitation. It was impossible not to feel 
anxious. I scanned the area and noticed we 
were almost completely alone. The scenery 
was interrupted only by the silhouette of a 
crouched man and drooping fishing line. 
The other driver was leaning against the 
bonnet of his car on the other side of the 
bridge. His large moustache twitched with 
annoyance as he eyed me suspiciously. I 
frowned slightly, suddenly very conscious 
of myself as I turned my back on him to help 
my passenger out of the stationary car.

My left hand nervously brushed the 
wooden grip of my pistol and all of a 
sudden I felt like a cornered animal. The 
unbearable tension flooded my mind 
and I braced myself for a fight. Perhaps 
today would be my heroic stand on an 
abandoned bridge in Berlin, years after 
the war had come to its own dramatic end. 
My body would be fished out of the river, 
weak and blue.

Glienicke
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Abruptly I realised the man hadn’t been 
looking at me but at a young man in a trench 
coat who stood about 10 metres behind me, 
snapping photographs furiously. The man 
noticed my stare and took a photograph 
of me, undoubtedly capturing my look of 
wide-eyed indignation.

I roughly shoved the prisoner back, 
sending him sprawling into the seat of the 
car and slammed the door behind him. I 
heard him curse in russian as he regained 
his dignified posture.

Immediately I turned and advanced upon 
the photographer.

‘Get out of here!’ I yelled, towering over 
the small man.

In one swift movement I snatched the 
camera out of his grimy hands and threw 
it on the ground.

‘sir’, the photographer protested.

I gave him a menacing look and kicked 
the broken camera off the side of the 
bridge into the seemingly bottomless river. 
Devastation appeared in the man’s eyes as 
he watched the expensive-looking camera 
shatter the stillness of the water and leave 
only a ripple which continued outwards 
into oblivion.

‘now go!’ I hissed angrily.

I cannot say that I did not feel a sort of sick 
satisfaction as the man turned pale white 
and scampered away like a dog whose 
tail had been crushed under my heel. 
Feeling rather important I spun back to 
see my prisoner watching me with a blank 
expression out the back window. I reached 
the door and let him out, spinning him so 
he faced the younger looking man facing 
him from the other side of the bridge. I 
fiddled with the key in my hand and the 
cuffs sprung open revealing swollen red 
marks encircling the old man’s wrists. I 
nodded to the man with the moustache 
and both our prisoners began to walk.

The tension was thick where I stood. 
I could feel their hearts racing as they 
drew closer to freedom. I could feel their 
hesitation and I knew they would not relax 
before they crossed the middle line. They 
were both so afraid this opportunity would 
be snatched away from them at the last 
moment. I felt like maybe it would, perhaps 
this was too good to be true. I imagined 

the bridge blowing up: starting in the 
middle and sending out a blast of biblical 
proportions. I imagined it raining down 
bullets and resisted the urge to get back in 
the car where I imagined it could be safe. 
But the two men crossed the barrier and 
each other. no fireworks, no sirens. A face 
I had seen on several folders that had been 
piling up on my desk approached me with 
a relieved look. My grip loosened on the 
pistol I hadn’t realised I was holding.

‘Welcome home’, I said gruffly, opening the 
front door for him.

‘It’s been too long’, the man replied, unable 
to repress a weak smile.

Ignoring him I slipped the keys into the 
ignition and started the car. I reversed out 
and swung the wheel around. now that 
this was over I could not get to Potsdam 
quick enough. I was in such a rush that I 
almost flattened the elderly man wielding 
the fishing rod I had spotted earlier.

The car disappeared in the distance and 
the old man spat in the direction of the 
careless driver. He waded knee-deep into 
the river and fished out the remnants of 
the photographer’s camera. He turned 
it slowly in his calloused hands, looking 
for any parts that looked to be intact and 
not touched by the icy mud that coated 
its surface.

At the sound of twigs crunching beneath 
feet, the man looked up in mild surprise 
to see his friend approaching slowly from 
the other side of the bridge.

‘Damn idiot almost killed me’, he called 
out in German.

‘I know, I saw,’ his friend told him as they 
met in the middle of the bridge, standing 
on either side of the barrier. The presence 
of the barrier went almost unnoticed by 
the two friends.

‘They got have one fancy car and they think 
they can do whatever the hell they want,’ 
the first man fumed, discarding the camera 
and reaching down to adjust his boot, and 
then re-adjusting it.

They lowered their fishing rods over the 
side in perfect synchronisation.

‘I heard they might be stationing guards 
from next week.’

‘What for?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘You think they’ll make us stop fishing?’

‘I don’t know. It’s not like we catch anything 
anyway.’

‘I know. But I like it.’

‘Me too.’

‘They can do what they want.’

‘Exactly.’

‘We’ll just keep fishing.’

‘What else are we supposed to do?’

‘Exactly.’

By Hayley Calman
Year 12, St. Mary’s Senior High School

ST. MARY’S – NSW

Behind the fear lives beauty
Behind the eyes there is world of pain

Behind every smile there is something wrong
nobody should be touched by hate
Everybody should experience love
One scar can tell a simple story...

A story that says
I surVIVED

By Ella Ryan
Year 6, Tenambit Public School

TENAMBIT – NSW

Beauty
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Who am I? Where am I? When am I? Why 
am I here? … What am I?

THE CrEATurE didn’t  have 
s o p h i s t i c a t e d  l a n g u a g e  o r 
communicative technique to help 

him fabricate these queries, however if one 
delved deep into his mind the likeness of 
these questions would arise… something 
of likeness. He was clearly confused, unable 
to remember anything of his past, origins 
or deduct how he had come to the vast and 
lifeless desert where he now found himself. 
Yet even in this state of confusion he was 
able to recognise that something was not 
right with the environment surrounding 
him, something which was unknown to 
him and yet still irritated his mind. He later 
found out that the property that irritated 
him was that the landscape seemed to 
slightly deform as his perspective shifted.

He rose up onto his two feet and scanned 
his surroundings. The rocky landscape 
seemed dry, barren and somehow… 
deformed. He was of the species which 
was known as the Human. He was of dark 
brown complexion and still retained some 
long robes which protected him from 
the heat of the star, however he did not 
have proper footwear; the robes had long 
sided from the majesty they once held and 
were now brownish in colour and torn 
throughout most of their structure.

The human was determined; an admirable 
quality, and sought fiercely to find answers 

to the queries his mind had the likeness of. 
He thus began his long journey through 
the desert.

The Great Trek

The human seemed lost at first, walking 
through the desert and occasionally 
kneeling down to feel the hot sand slide 
through his cupped hands or pick up a 
rock. However if you observed him for 
an amount of time you could deduce that 
he was travelling towards the rocky cold 
heights protruding out of the horizon 
thirty-eight leagues northward, he could 
not see those mountains at this point in 
his journey. something told him that if 
he wanted answers, he would find them 
there. He made his way, journeying 
through a dune filled landscape for 
such a horrendously long time until he 
found something. right near him was a 
strange object illuminated by the reddened 
sun. He had known that the landscape 
had seemed… weird; and here was his 
evidence. The object was obviously an 
extreme case of the deformity which 
manifested itself in the area surrounding 
the human. At first glance it appeared 
absolutely normal, however as he moved 
passed the object it seemed to travel about 
itself and morph shape, all the defined 
edges and geometric properties constantly 
changing and warping as his perspective 
shifted. He caught this in his peripheral 
vision and immediately halted. It had to be 
a sign that… something was happening.

He kept travelling, progressing towards 
the mountains. A few leagues north of 
the strange object he began to observe 
artefacts. They were strange pristine and 
extremely reflective structures which 
seemed very old and yet imperceptibly 
effected by the tectonic movements and 
wind erosion which should have destroyed 
such old objects. He then came in sight 
of what might have been a magnificent 
city, the setting sun shining through the 
vast streets and spaces. The fabric the city 
was made of was the same as the artefacts 
he had been observing. skinny awe 
striking structures rose into the sky like 
beacons of hope. Wrapped around these 
structures were great arches that diverged 
and swarmed, and of which the human 
never discovered the use of. The city, like 
the artefacts the human had seen, seemed 
as if it had been untouched for millions 
of years.

There was a shallow water flow seeping 
downhill throughout the deserted web-
like city. The human used this effect to 
slide smoothly towards the nearest tall 
structure, manoeuvring through the street 
ways and pipes for quite some time. He 
then began to scale the building using 
pipe like commodities which protruded 
out of the grand structure. He scaled the 
grand and massive work of architecture 
as the sun dipped below the horizon. By 
the time he had reached a flat clearing 
near the peak only a sliver of light shone 
through the city. Yet that was enough 
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to enable him to appreciate the truly 
glorious view. The human soon came 
out of his mesmerisation and entered the 
structure through a splendid gate located 
behind him. strange carvings were etched 
around the gate of creatures that looked 
much the same as him but of different 
body shape and complexion; observing 
patterns manifested around a great variety 
of spheres, and at the peak of the gate, 
going through a sphere which seemed 
to be completely dark yet had so much 
information and beauty on its surface. 
The human entered the gate, drawn by 
curiosity. The great passageways were lit 
by floating multi-coloured ‘suns’; which 
seemed to follow the human. Whoever, 
whatever the beings were that built this, 
had obviously achieved so much, yet 
they were nowhere to be seen, and quite 
possibly extinct. As the human made his 
way through the structure he began to 
deduce a figure standing at the end of the 
passageway near complex patterns and 
lightings. He was not afraid, he boldly 
approached the figure and when he saw 
all of its features immediately halted – 
paralysed with surprise. The figure was 
human, just like him; he wore the same 
robe as him but his skin was yellowish-
white in colour and he had much more 
facial hair.

The figure did not speak, but the 
human understood exactly what he was 
communicating,

“Hello, Joseph, you have forgotten much 
about the past, and so may be doomed to 
repeat it.”

The human now, after a few seconds 
in which information was transferred 
from the figure into him, seemed to have 
regained his ability of speech, and said,

“What is my past, and how have I come to 
this desert?”

“I’m afraid it has been a very long time, and 
the best of us could never find the answer 
to that question, the only thing I can reply 
is; the most improbable outcomes can 
occur over a very long time”.

“Who am I? Where am I? … What am 
I?”

“You are Joseph, a human, a form of life 
that became extinct or evolved beyond 
recognition five and a half billion years 
ago; according to the catalogue. Whatever 

species came after died out along with all 
other complex non-microbial life in the 
universe around 800 million years in the 
past. You are currently residing on sentinel, 
a planet in an unstable orbit around an old 
star which was named rD-23571821. The 
star is suspended between two vast spiral 
galaxies in sustained collision.”

“If my species died out five billion years 
ago and all life in the universe a massive 
800 million years ago, then how am I still 
alive and breathing, and how did life die 
out in the first place?”

“I do not know the answer to that question; 
I am not properly fitted to know that, I am 
an agent of the catalogue, I merely record. 
To find these answers you must seek 
out the Beast housed in the peaks many 
leagues north.”

“My final question, who are you?”

“I have no name or identity, I was created 
by my masters three billion years ago to 
record and organise information”.

“What are your masters”.

(no Answer)

Joseph then attempted to rest his hand on 
the being, the hand passed straight through 
it, blue lines of information enclosing it and 
diverging as the hand made its way. He then 
turned and began to walk away.

The catalogue then shouted,

“Wait!”

He halted. “I did not tell the entire truth, 
there are some forms of non-microbial life 
which did survive the mass extinction, and 
I have been conserving the last member of 
one of these species here in this structure. 
I’m afraid that our instruments are subject 
to minimal decay, and we can no longer 
house it here; I therefore charge you by 
the catalogue to conserve this piece of 
history!”

Oliver turned, behind him there was a 
dark-grey coloured beast who must have 
stood on two legs at about sixteen feet 
tall! The beast was ape-like, with medium 
sized legs and extremely large arms. It was 
slowly awakening, flexing from friction 
originating from gravitational energy. Its 
eye slots were becoming magnificently 
blue, like a fire was waking inside.

It communicated telekinetically.

“Hello, human”.

The duo stayed in the structure that night, 
surrounded by the multi-coloured ‘suns’ 
which provided lighting, descending 
down that building that night would 
be treacherous and crazy. The being 
communicated to Oliver much about 
physics, the universe and the workings 
of his body that night. He sat in awe as 
he listened to the vast complications and 
intricate geometry found in the force of 
gravity, he marvelled at the wonder of time, 
and he was fascinated in the hope of life.

“Beware of knowledge, as one can know 
too much”.

The being used to be called Methuselah 
a billion years before the present; its real 
name had been lost in the mists of time, 
and it did not know what had happened 
to all life in the universe during the great 
extinction. Methuselah was of a species 
known as the Madaquay; their biological 
workings were a huge jump from that of 
conventional life forms. When exposed 
to a gravitational source compressors 
would transform much of the energy into 
gravitational waves, from which that energy 
could be more easily absorbed by the 
‘factories’ vibrating at the same frequency 
as these waves. The ‘shepherds’ could then 
usher the energy to be used for movement, 
to be used to align the quantum spins of 
the sea of electrons inside of the being’s 
body, or for transition of signals directed 
at other conscious beings. The flow of 
protons and neutrons interacting with the 
sea of electrons were the components that 
enabled the beings to process information 
and retain consciousness.

The being remembered travelling to and 
exploring many distant worlds long in the 
past, and he also recalled spending many 
years studying the supermassive black hole 
which could be found at the core of the 
galaxy he once lived in. The effects of time 
dilation around that massive gravitational 
source compiled with the decision he made 
to flee to the edge of the galaxy afterwards 
at a fraction of the speed of light suspended 
cold-sleep; had been the vital constituents 
that had thrown Methuselah so far into 
the future. 

Methuselah told many magnificent stories 
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about the artefacts and strange life-forms 
which it had found on alien worlds 
scattered across the galaxy. It referred to 
the job given by his superiors to study the 
supermassive black hole as ‘An Honour’, 
but also knew it as an attempt on his life.

“I have withheld the memories from that 
time for so long that they are all but non-
existent. I must have attained thorough 
madness or fear to not think of taking 
time to organise the fabric of space-time, 
allowing myself to warp out of that region, 
but instead attempting to launch myself 
to the farthest reaches of our galaxy at a 
fraction of the speed of light”.

The next day at the break of dawn the 
duo descended down to the ground. With 
biological workings, Methuselah had the 
ability to severely weaken the effect of 
gravity upon itself, allowing it to calmly 
float down from the tall structure, at the 
expense of it distorting the fabric of space-
time around it. He told Joseph that he must 
use those abilities sparingly as balance had 
to be retained. The pipe-like commodities 
protruding out of the structure were 
obviously extremely sturdy, as they were 
able to withstand Methuselah’s weight. 
When they reached the ground Joseph 
used the seemingly eternal shallow water 
flow to travel quickly out of the city. Why 
the water flow was engineered he never 
understood, much like too many other 
qualities of the ancient race of whom the 
magnificent city was created. Methuselah 
followed. He began to feel an emotion, 
love, or enjoyment, one could not discern. 
However this feeling awoke memories; 
shadows of memories of times long past.

“I had sisters, I had a community, and I 
had a profession.”

Memories of this long gone community 
deeply saddened him, and he knew that 
he was the only being in the universe that 
slightly remembered this community, 
but he didn’t remember much. Things 
come to pass, even the memories of those 
happenings.

Methuselah remained silent, yet Joseph 
knew that he was inside of his mind, and 
felt what he experienced.

The duo trekked for a vast amount of time. 
The landscape became hard, flat, and rocky. 
There was no water here on the surface, so 

far out from the ancient city. It still held the 
unexplained deformity which he began to 
become even more irritating. soon they 
began to make out the peaks of the giant 
mountains buried beneath the horizon, the 
mountains which first appeared sparsely 
distributed among the horizon extended 
into a vast wall of rock as they approached; 
stretching as far as the eye could see to 
either side. The days were long and hot, 
and the fall of night came as a relief. The 
world had no moon, and as the skies 
darkened Oliver began to make out two 
faint blurs which he came to understand 
as the Milky Way and Andromeda galaxies. 
More features could be discerned as the 
last sliver of day disappeared. The galaxies 
were caught in a seemingly eternal state of 
collision, with starbursts rippling through 
the magnificent spiral patterns. This gifted 
the galaxies with a red and blue hue. It was 
a truly magnificent sight.

And so the duo trekked through the night 
under these splendid skies.

They arrived at the base of the cold heights 
in the middle of the next long day. These 
were no small formations of rock. The 
largest in the congregation seemed to 
touch the sky, and extended far above 
many a cloud. It had an approximate 
elevation of five thousand metres at the 
very peak, and that was where the duo 
was headed. Their journey would be long 
and arduous, it would be very treacherous. 
They had no assurance that anyone had 
ever scaled this mountain in history, or 
whether it was even possible, yet such was 
Joseph’s determination for answers that he 
was willing to attempt scaling it.

At the base of the mountain the ascent was 
mild, and small pools could be discerned 
scattered across the rocky landscape. The 
landscape was rough and harsh, and Joseph 
sustained many cuts and rips to his flesh at 
the base of his foot. He did not stop. When 
the descent became steeper he began to 
suffer from fatigue and malnutrition. As 
the duo ascended even higher, snowstorms 
began to harass them. This threatened 
visibility and made the ascent ever more 
treacherous, yet Joseph did not stop. When 
even Methuselah could not ascend with 
ease Joseph pushed on, quite heroically, 
as he was on the brink of hypothermia 
and extremely fatigued; he retained only a 
sliver of hope as to his success deep in his 
soul. He did not rest until nightfall.

“Fool!”

somehow, as if aided by otherworldly 
forces, Joseph survived the day. They had 
made admirable progress and were half 
way to the peak. Yet the ascent would 
grow ever harder still. As the sun dipped 
below the horizon the duo set up camp in 
a relatively flattened area among the vast 
ascending rocky and ice-clad landscapes. 
Methuselah was able to ignite a fierce 
phenomenon he called ‘fire’ with some 
materials he had been carrying.

“It will keep you warm.”

That night for the very first time in an 
extended period of time Joseph rested. 
He walked various mental dream-paths 
which greeted him with a wide array of 
memories, some good, some bad, some 
atrocious and unforgivable, some heroic; 
all forgotten at his waking. As hard as 
Joseph tried to remember what he had 
encountered in his dreams, it would not 
be recounted by his waking mind.

“We must proceed now, Joseph.”

That day was spent scaling and climbing 
the steep top half of the mountain. The 
ascent was extremely difficult and Joseph 
nearly slipped on many occasions, he could 
almost feel death. The very last ascent was 
the most difficult, being for many metres a 
near vertical ascent. As Methuselah flung 
himself over the climbing space onto a 
clearing above, Joseph became excited 
and lost concentration, causing himself to 
double over and fall from his holds.

In those moments thoughts raced through 
his head faster than they had ever done 
so before. Time seemed to slow and lose 
meaning.

“Is this how it ends?”

Joseph then saw Methuselah poke his head 
over the edge of the cliff face.

“save me!”

Yet he did nothing, he just lay and 
observed.

“so this is how it ends…”

“no it is not!”

Those may well have been the last 
moments of his long life; yet in those 
moments he inhabited the optimal state 
of consciousness.

Continued from page 37
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Observing every detail of the cliff face 
exactly; Joseph used these features to 
slow his fall. He then began to spin very 
quickly, yet he did not fall as very fast and 
so enabled himself to grip the cliff-face 
abruptly and completely halt his descent.

Joseph then climbed to the top of the cliff 
face where Methuselah was sitting. Joseph 
was furious.

“I could have died!”

“Could you have died? I do not believe 
so.”

He did not directly communicate 
with Methuselah for a very long time 
afterwards.

The duo trekked into an entrance which led 
into the heart of the mountain. The hall was 
dimly lit by an unknown source and strange 
patterns were etched onto its vast walls and 
corridors. The walls glowed dimly in the 
deep red part of the spectrum.

A strong and deep “voice” then proclaimed, 
“Who goes forth in my Caverns?”

“We are life-forms, we seek answers”, said 
Joseph, projecting his sound as much as 
he could manage.

“Ah yes, curious ones you are indeed, 
sentient life-forms.”

A vast hulking figure emerged from 
around the corner. The figure could not 
be said to have colour, nor shape, yet its 
size was certainly gigantic… The figure 
dwarfed Methuselah, being at least ten 
times higher and sixteen times more 
massive in diameter.

“Who has sent you here thus?”

“We have been sent here to seek answers 
by an agent of the catalogue, inhabiting a 
tall structure in a city created by ancient 
beings.”

“Ah yes, neurophysical grand structures, 
everything you experienced there was 
simulated, that is why these structures are 
not subject to decay of any form. What 
answers do you seek thus?”

“I seek to know my history, and seek to 
know the reason that all non-microbial 
life in the universe died out 800 million 
years in the past.”

“Are you very sure that you actually want 
to know.”

“Yes.”

Insanity

“now my knowledge span is vast, many a 
time this prospect manifests itself as my 
displeasure, I must spread knowledge, yet 
even so, many aspects of your history I may 
have forgotten:

Your race was once grand and space-
faring, having unlocked the secrets to 
interstellar travel. Their refuges extended 
far across the ginormous spiral arms of the 
Milky Way Galaxy. You were born into one 
of the highest rates in that society, giving 
you much power over many. You were a 
very foolish child, and so were sent into 
the military to work on public service. 
This eventually became your passion; and 
you became the Lord of Admirals within 
human military society, the decision to 
make you so influenced strongly by your 
rate. In the years in which you were the 
Lord of Admirals a civil war broke out 
among human society. Most of your 
friends and family were destroyed within 
it, and you were forced to commit atrocious 
acts to suppress the uprising. The things 
you observed within this time must have 
damaged your mind. You thus became 
insane. soon after the civil war you made 
a bargain with an agent of the dark ancient 
ones. One that would buy you eternal life, 
but it had a cost, these things always do; to 
make the specific virtual energy required, 
every last remaining human in the galaxy 
would be spontaneously incinerated by a 
dark force, all except you. You accepted, 
yet you were foolish. Thus, you achieved 
eternal life; the energies manifested in you 
would cause your body to quickly adapt 
to any situation, and attain energy from 
nearly any material, this may be why you 
like to feel sand and rocks. As a product 
of the adaptation necessity, your body 
suppressed and reduced your memories 
to virtual nonexistence, yet not complete 
nonexistence.

At this time the universe was slowly 
changing, morphing, at a much decelerated 
rate to as it is in the present. The universe as 
we know it was dying, and still is so today, 
time was vanishing, and the universe was 
assuming a fourth dimension. At first this 
caused minor gravitational instabilities, 
unnoticeable variations across gravitational 
fields, and noticeable red-shifting of the 

farthest objects in the observable universe. 
Yet as time grew weaker and space grew 
more complicated, orbits of celestial 
bodies were altered, and planets across 
the universe were heavily bombarded by 
meteorites. This caused extinction of many 
species, and thus extinction of species 
which consumed those species for energy. 
Yet this was not the only change that was 
causing life to slowly disappear. As the 
fundamental forces altered many atomic 
nuclei became unstable. These combined 
with other minor changes in the fabric of 
the universe eventually caused life itself 
to become unachievable, nearly. Yet as life 
died out super-intelligent entities arose; for 
the slow-time encourages transcendence. I 
am a product of this; a neurophysical entity 
as such. I have been pulling strings, it is not 
you that decided to come here, but it is me 
who forced you to come. replicating the 
energy in you, I can preserve the universe, 
and both of our lives.”

Methuselah was accepting of this 
information, yet Joseph did not heed. 
upon hearing the being’s story and 
understanding it he was doubtful indeed.

“May I replicate your energies?”

“no.”

“It will not happen?”

“no, I made the mistake of seeking eternal 
life many eons before now; as such I can 
barely remember the vaguest aspects of 
my past.”

“I can reclaim your memories of times 
long gone?”

“I will not bargain with you”.

“THErE WILL BE nO AsKInG? nO 
nEGATIVE sIDE-EFFECTs, I CAn 
GIVE YOu TrAnsCEnDEnCE, I CAn 
GIVE YOu AnYTHInG YOu CAn 
POssIBLY WAnT!”

“I will not have this happen.”

“FOOL! MusT I usE FOrCE?”

“You are pretty much opposing a God”, 
remarked Methuselah.

“Yes”, whispered Joseph.
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For a moment the colour of the walls and 
corridors shifted into a brilliant blue, and 
Joseph was blinded; his consciousness 
taken.

This was the last of what Joseph could 
recall of his conversation with the trans-
sentient being.

When Joseph next awoke he was lying; 
wrapped in a stasis field aboard a giant 
and complicated star-ship. Methuselah 
was nowhere to be seen. Projected visuals 
could be seen. One depicted the ship’s 
immediate surroundings, portraying it as a 
giant mother-ship surrounded by a swarm 
of… things. Another portrayed a strange 
web-like object with labels depicting 
two locations on the hologram. The web 
seemed to be changing, the entanglements 
were been rearranged so that a passageway 
formed connecting the two points, and 
the ship seemed to be using a swath of 
physical stars to precisely calculate where 
the changes needed to be made. The other 
projections consisted of funny looking 
shapes probably indicating territory.

“I see you have regained consciousness, 
human. I am nearly able to replicate your 
energies, 78.923145%, to be sure. We are 
currently making a transition into a higher 
dimensional viewpoint, from whence we 
will be able to implement these energies 
into our universe.

Our method of transport is based on the 
entanglement rule; there are entanglements 
between particles and space-time, by 
rearranging them we can effectively warp 
our information and therefore alter our 
position in space-time. You humans 
mostly used regular warping of space-time, 
a significantly slower and very treacherous 
technique. As such, you never strayed 
more than 200 light-years away from your 
home planet. Going farther would make 
the frozen passengers non-reclaimable 
from the warp-hypnosis, and due to the 
time dilation effects, it would destroy the 
very material of the ship. At one stage 
you attempted travelling based on the 
entanglement rule, but your navigation 
was poor, and only one shipment was 
able to survive. They established far-base-
one from this shipment, an observation 
deck ten thousand light years from the 
disk of the Milky Way, but ultimately, the 
transportation technique was abandoned, 
humans saw it as ‘too treacherous’ .”

T he  pro c e ss  of  re ar r ang i ng  t he 
entanglements to space-time was nearly 
complete in the minutes afterwards, yet 
just as the process was about to finish 
space-time was violently reverted.

“nO, WHY MusT YOu TOrMEnT ME 
MY EnEMY In THOuGHT!”

Objects entered the funny looking 
shapes that Joseph later learnt to be four 
dimensional combat choke points. Joseph 
could see strange objects entering these 
fields, positioning themselves tactically.

The… pawns surrounding his captor’s 
mother-ship quickly warped throughout 
these points, seeking to gain a territorial 
advantage. Yet this venture was ultimately 
made in vain, the enemy was too meticulous 
in the positioning, and had erected… fields 
preventing the captor from assuming the 
advantage.

The two beings seemed to be conversing 
at this point, Joseph could not understand 
very well what they were exchanging in 
this converse yet he understood that the 
enemy was calling his captor a fool. He was 
saying that he was too old and had become 
insane as time continued to slow.

“Can you not see that everything has 
consequences, and changing the structure 
of the universe will have consequences 
of which you cannot imagine! Hand the 
subject to me so that I can destroy it and 
also destroy the evil energies manifested 
within it before this goes too far!”

Joseph’s captor simply refused and pledged 
to destroy its enemy.

“Very well…”

The enemy being used its… things to 
launch energetic projectiles all aimed at 
his captor’s Mothership. The projectiles 
seemed to ignore space and time, following 
the commander’s control. The resulting 
incineration fields of the projectiles were 
vaster than planets and burned hotter than 
stars. Joseph’s captor attempted to disrupt 
its enemy’s positioning in order to reclaim 
the tactical advantage. Yet the positioning 
was also well plotted, and the pawns 
kept warping through various strategic 
manoeuvres. Due to the projectiles being 
able to teleport between spaces and times 
the only way his captor could defend 
against them was by compressing its 
defences. ultimately, his captor was 

forced to pull back in order to protect 
its Mothership. Both sides attempted to 
make their defeat impossible. Joseph’s 
captor at one stage tried to distort the 
laws of thermodynamics throughout his 
positioning in order to give himself the 
tactical advantage, he also attempted using 
gravitational fields, natural distortions in 
space-time, electromagnetism, and even 
entanglement distortions to thwart the 
enemy. It was comparable to an extremely 
intricate but twisted game of chess. Yet 
many of the pawns were compromised; he 
could not reclaim them fast enough with 
his neurophysical powers, and mid-game 
was almost over.

The enemy’s game strategy was impeccable, 
and as much as his captor tried he could 
simply not thwart it, the captor was 
in desperation, and so as check-mate 
was approaching it set up a last-minute 
diversion, and quickly altered its position 
in space-time by an incredible amount, 
then after the jump meticulously covering 
up its trail.

“My enemy will not take long to locate me, 
and unfortunately the diversion technique 
will only work once…”

The captor quickly got to work positioning 
his pawns in readiness for assault, yet it 
knew that there wasn’t enough time.

no one could have possibly comprehended 
what happened next, for it happened too 
fast.

Joseph’s captor was overcome in a relative 
instant. All of the carefully crafted defences 
were torn apart violently, and vast energies 
seethed at the Mothership. The energies 
were pulling the ship apart. The material 
that made up the ship was violently cast 
into the vacuum of space as pressure began 
to grow. Joseph could see incredible forces 
fighting to the very last to just attempt to 
stave off the oncoming doom.

Above this carnage he could hear a voice 
seductively whispering.

“Come to me Joseph, come to me, and 
DIE!”

The voice impaired his thought processes, 
and nearly drove him to madness.

A piece of dissipating neurophysical debris 
was flung in Joseph’s direction at incredible 
velocities. He could not think fast enough 

Continued from page 39
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to react in time – but someone could. 
A massive object swiftly pushed Joseph 
out of the way, and the decaying debris 
aggressively collided with the saviour, 
puncturing a substantial hole through its 
innards. It was Methuselah, and he was 
losing his life energy.

“Why did you do this?” Joseph screamed 
over the backdrop of noise originating 
from the carnage occurring all over the 
ship.

“For hope”, Methuselah stated weakly.

“Look, the enemy is an incomprehensibly 
intelligent being, but what he doesn’t know 
is that there are two Josephs on this ship”, 
he said, morphing into a being who looked 
exactly the same as Joseph himself.

“My backstory was a lie, a cover; my real 
story is one which you can figure out for 
yourself. I can provide a diversion, I can 
submit myself to the enemy for destruction 
in order to provide you a window to escape 
– for the escape mechanism is ready”.

“Yes”, boomed his captor’s voice.

“I guess continuing on with this futile quest 
would be useless.”

“Why do I need to be saved?” Joseph 
shouted.

The Mother-ship was almost done for.

“utilising vast reservoirs of complexity 

does not mean you have fabricated a 
masterpiece, nor does great simplicity – 
no – but if it has meaning, true meaning, 
then there you have it, a masterpiece. now 
I ask you this, is our universe meaningless, 
or is it a masterpiece, I believe it is a 
masterpiece, and true masterpieces require 
a legacy. You are the only being on board 
capable of passing into the next dimension, 
and we must keep that true.”

“nO, I WILL nOT ALLOW YOu TO DO 
THIs”, Joseph cried.

“I WAs MEAnT TO LOOK AFTEr 
YOu”.

Yet it was too late, the second Joseph was 
walking into a portal onto the next ship – 
to his doom – and the escape mechanism 
was activating, flinging Joseph into a 
wormhole through the cosmos.

Time was now distorting, getting close 
to its ultimate death, as everything must. 
Joseph was trapped in a wormhole, and 
time was flowing into that last moment. 
soon, everything stopped.

Transcendence

The transition into the next dimension 
was… strange. Joseph lost his form, 
humanity, identity. Eventually, he became 
just a higher order of points observing 
events from an infinitum of timeless 
dimensional perspectives. Yet he didn’t lose 
his fondness of those that saved him. He 
resolved to fabricate the four dimensional 

quantum fluctuations that would result 
in the universe in which he inhabited, so 
that those members of it which did him 
this favour could achieve immortality and 
never leave his loving eye.

He then realised that he was the Alpha and 
Omega, the one at the beginning and ends 
of the very universe. The one humans used 
to call ‘God’. He watched every moment of 
the universe fondly, it was his masterpiece. 
Yet he didn’t feel close enough. so he 
transposed into that dimension in the form 
of Methuselah. Into that building he had 
scaled in another life. He could hear the 
AI’s voice in the distance.

“WAIT! I did not tell the entire truth, there 
are some forms of non-microbial life which 
did survive the mass extinction, and I have 
been conserving the last member of one 
of these species here in this structure. I’m 
afraid that our instruments are subject 
to minimal decay, and we can no longer 
house it here; I therefore charge you by 
the catalogue to conserve this piece of 
history!”

He then saw Joseph stare at him, and 
smiled.

All beginnings must have an end, and in the 
end, all you can see is a reflection of your 
beginning.

By Billy Jeremijenko
Year 9

Anglican Church Grammar School
BRISBANE – QLD.
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In a Land most distant, and a time long dead,
There ruled a Seelie Court, and Oberon was its head,

And by his side was proud Titania the Queen,
Who of mind was most sharp and keen,

And within their unbreakable devotion and care,
Lay their flaxen-haired daughter, Rhiannon the Fair,

Who was sung of throughout all the West,
As the maid who was by the Gods most blessed.

And all about that phantasmagoric faerie court,
There lay an enchanted glamour of a cunning sort,

That beguiled the eyes and belied the ears,
That estranged men’s souls and raised men’s fears,

Such that no mortal man should come to see,
That spectral realm of blesséd fantasy.

Now a wise and proud lord was Oberon the king,
A man of whom men would forever after sing,

Tall and strong and stout and brave,
Regal and proud and solemn and grave,

His wit and wisdom were known throughout the land,
For elder eldritch powers guided his hand.

Thus as the ages passed and the sun was born,
The great Court of Oberon continued to be borne,

In bliss and merry down the fathomless stream of time,
And as his minstrels did sing, and his poets did rhyme,

No ill befell the blessed Court were spring reigned eternal,
For of all the fey realms, Oberon’s court was the kernel.

Yea! A kernel of merriness and delight was that fabled Hall,
For where Oberon reigned no shadow could fall,

And where his Queen Titania reclined on her high throne,
No dark lament or sorrow could ever be known,
Unless, it was whispered, in the gloaming hour,

A man of mortal blood and mortal power,
Should the love of Oberon’s daughter win,
And thus become to the Faerie King kin.

For furthermore it was told,
By wisdom-stepped crones, haggard and old,

That in the dawn of time when the fey were but young,
A song of high magics and enchantment was sung,

That foretold of a time when the unsullied King of Rose and Thorne,
Should have a grandson of mortal blood borne,

Then all his green kingdom shall crumble and pass away,
And his Court would become but a memory of yesterday.

Thus as that faerie host did merry make,
The High King Oberon did all means take,

To bar the new race of men from his hallowed Hall,
Lest they should incur his ruin and fall,
But for all his power and all his might,

Taught to him by nameless beings of the Elder Night,
There came the day when his mighty kingdom did fall,
When mortal men encroached upon his hallowed hall.

Now as the fey Court of Oberon reached its height,
And it gathered close its great power and might,
It came to pass that the race of men did intrude,

Upon the haughty elves’ sacred solitude,
For where once only the fey did hold sway,
The young race of men had come to stay.

Thus as the fair and terrible lords and ladies of fey did dance,
Within their many a lofty and magnificent mansion and manse,

A band of young warriors, fair-haired and tall,
Did upon the lonely shores of the West call,

Intending to craft themselves some free new nation,
And escape from the East’s tyrannic oppression.

Now these young warriors did to their leader hark,
That brave young lordling named Mil the Dark,

And he beseeched them to go with him into the West,
Where, he felt, they would find their home and rest,

Yet as they trooped over green hill and down through wooded dale,
There at once sprung up a most fearsome gale!

Out of the sunset in the utmost West blew that titanic wind,
Which no desperate prayers to the Gods could rescind,

And it brought within its wings a shining guard of elfin swords,
Swift to protect their ancient treasures and golden hoards,

For the young race of men were but newly come,
And were not deemed fit to dwell in the lands of the setting sun.

Yet as that silver elfin host did the young warriors surround,
Their leader strode forth with a leap and a bound,

And presented himself without fear before the elfin captain,
And did by no uncertain means ascertain,

That neither he nor his people would turn back into the dawn,
But at that moment Mil was way from his people torn,

As the Elfin lord spirited him in a spectral cloud,
Leaving Mil’s people leaderless and cowed.

In but a short time Mil was brought,
Unto Oberon’s vast and mighty Court,

Where he was thrown on his face before the monarch’s throne,
And made to lay out on the cold ground prone,

While all about Oberon’s fey lords gathered and marvelled long,
At this strange being from legend and song.

Now Oberon sat long on his gilded throne and mused,
Should this impetuous young mortal be excused?

For he knew deep in his heart that this man could well be,
That foretold mortal who would steal his daughter’s heart’s key,

And bring ruin and apocalypse to his fey realm,
And usurp him from his place at the West’s helm.

Yet at that very moment as Mil’s life was thrown to fate,
A young and fair maiden did unto that fey Court come late,
And that newcomer was none other than Rhiannon the Fair,
Who upon seeing her father’s dread intentions did despair,
For this young man seemed strange and wondrous indeed,

And thus she did at length with her father plead,

The Court of Oberon
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To stay his hand and spare the human’s life,
And save her innocent heart from needless grief and strife.

For from that first moment, it was as tho’ an enchantment was laid,
That brought the fates of Rhiannon and Mil together in a single braid,

And a great passion was stirred within Rhiannon’s heart,
That was rooted deep and would not depart,

And when Mil was raised up from the ground,
He gazed upon Rhiannon and his heart began to pound,

And from that moment on, he knew he could never forget,
The immortal beauty of that fair lady that he had newly met.

Now when many a blissful golden day had withered away,
Mil at last began to tire of the enchanted Court of the Fey,
And for all of the mirth and bliss and culture and finesse,

That Oberon’s hallowed Faerie Court did possess,
He longed in his heart for the company of his own,

And with such thoughts were the seeds of destruction sown.

For Mil spoke of such matters with Rhiannon the Elf,
Who did come to take it upon herself,

To help her young warrior escape the great fey court,
And take him back to his own sort,

Yet furthermore she did decide,
That she would with Mil across the West ride,

And after they had escaped away,
She would stay with Mil until her dying day.

Thus upon the sacred eve of midwinter’s day,
They straddled a faerie steed and made quickly away,

Riding that mighty silver mare all day and night,
Riding hard out from the dark and into the light,

Yet as the blooming vales and fields of the fey realm did pass them by,
Behind them was heard an otherworldly cry!
For Oberon the High King did soon discern,

The betrayal of his daughter, and his heart began to burn,
For the only true treasure which he did hold dear,

Among a realm of enchanted jewels and other spell-bound gear,
Was the daughter of his blood, the beautiful Rhiannon the Fair,

Who had now left and thus laid his soulless faerie heart hollow and bare.

And for all the delights and marvels to be had in that charmed Court,
They all came to nothing and fell to naught,

For nothing and no one would or could dissuade,
Oberon from embarking upon a vengeful crusade,
To retake his daughter and restore her to his side,

And thus he made ready at once to ride,
With a hundred thousand enchanted elfin swords,

He would show the puny mortal men their rightful lords!

Now Mil and Rhiannon came upon their people in a sheltered dale,
Yet just as Mil began to recount his strange and fearsome tale,

There arose on the blood-stained western horizon a mighty shadow,
The host of Oberon, yea, it did terrify and harrow!
But the warriors of Mil now stood with their head,

And of them all not one did tremble,
Behind Mil they did for battle assemble,

And though they were outnumbered more than ten to one,
They stood tall and brave in the bloody shadows of the dying sun.

Great thunder and Lightning rolled across the skies!
Shouts and screams and bellows and cries!

Underneath boiling clouds the two armies clashed,
Swords rose and cut and hacked and slashed,

Man and elf alike did fall to the dust that sorrowed day,
Yet still not one did run or turn away,

For the elves stood by their king and the men stood by Mil,
Yet all the same the human’s battle was fought uphill,

And by the time the morning sun was born,
The army of Mil lay tattered and torn,

Unable to continue any longer their fight,
And thus Mil did in that wooded dale come to stand alone,

Before the Lord Oberon on his lordly throne.

Now Oberon did the mortal man implore,
To return his daughter through his faerie door,

So that she might stand once more by his throne,
And let not Oberon weep alone.

Yet the sorrow of Oberon could not move Mil the Dark,
For he had seen the faerie tyrant tear his people apart,

And he knew Oberon did desire Rhiannon for only one intention,
To provide his empty heart and soulless heart a sort of warm protection,
That could not be afforded by the hollow charms of his hallowed Court,

Where gold was dirt and all was naught.

All this and more did Mil to the Faerie King declare,
Yet as he spoke an ill humour grew in the air,

As Oberon’s face and heart darkened with spite,
He prepared to bring down upon Mil all his power and might,

Yet as he pulled from its sheath a mighty elven sword,
There appeared before Mil some ghostly ward.

Now in wrath did Oberon strike this wild apparition,
Thinking it to be some the product of some magic incantation,

And only as the cruel steel blade slid into the spectre’s skin,
Did he realise it to be no summoned spirit, but his own kin!

For as Oberon had made ready to slay Mil in that dark dale wood,
Rhiannon, hidden nearby, had leapt before him as fast as she could,

And Fate and the blind wrath of Oberon drove that evil blade into her heart,
Yea! With the touch of that cold blade Rhiannon’s immortal spirit did depart,
Leaving only the mortal Mil standing alive before Oberon on that black day,

That blackest of days when the fair Rhiannon passed forever away.

And Mil, upon seeing the evil deed done, took that same blade,
And turned it upon himself in that sad dale’s dark shade,

And following close Rhiannon’s soul across the sky,
They both at last came unto Heaven most High.

And even unto this very day,
Under some old mound in a land far away,

Old King Oberon and his Queen,
Do sit and wither away as they keen,

In an empty dead Court under a sad hill,
And forever more they shall sit there still.

By Matthew Harper-Gomm
Year 11, Kambrya College

BERWICK – VIC.
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Meet our book reviewers 
Andrew, Georgia, 
Maddysyn, Flynn 

and Ashley 
from Tucker Road 

Bentleigh Primary School, 
in Victoria.

Reviews Coordinator: 
Robyn Donoghue

BOOK REVIEWS

1915
by sally Murphy (scholastic Australia)

1915 is about a young teacher stan and 
his mates, who, after training in Egypt, 
are finally sent to war. not to Europe but 
to Gallipoli, where they are ambushed by 
the Turks and a lot of men die. 

Miles dies helping a Turk and Ceej, stan’s 
best friend, dies not long after, while 

allowed to fight. she’s feeling the pressure, 
because if she fails her position will be 
questioned.

Book #1 sets the scene for a battle which 
promises magic and mystery in the 
following five books. This is an awesome 
book for readers aged 9+, especially those 
who love fantasy.

rating: HHHHHHHHH

— Ashley, Year 5

helping stan. stan is sent to hospital, where 
he fortunately recovers.

stan writes letters to his twin sister 
Elizabeth about everything that happens, 
all the new friends he makes, and the 
conditions. He asks lots of questions and 
writes a poem about simpson and his 
donkey for his students.

I loved this book because the letters and 
poems stan writes to Elizabeth and his 
students are really good. I also loved the 
way sally Murphy describes everything, 
like the hospital, trenches and ships. This 
book is suitable for readers aged 10+.

rating: HHHHHHHHHH

— Andrew, Year 6

The Burning Sea Book #1 : 
The Warlock’s Child
by Paul Collins and sean McMullen  
(Ford street Publishing)

Dantar, the Warlock’s son, is ready to rage 
into battle at the age of only 14. not only 
is there the threat of the enemy savaria, 
but flying three miles above, surveying 
the powerless fleet, is the mighty dragon 
Dravaud. The Warlock’s daughter Velza 
is the first female aboard the ship who is 
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Bridget: A New Australian
by J. Moloney (Omnibus Books)

Bridget: A New Australian is a very 
interesting book. It is about a girl named 
Bridget who lived with her family in 
Ireland in 1848. When the family home 
is taken away from them, Bridget and her 
older sister Maeve are forced to go on a ship 
to Australia. They have to work as servant 
girls to survive. Bridget misses her family 
back home in Ireland, but knows Australia 
is the better place for her to live.

I really liked this book because it is a great 
story, but at the same time it teaches you 
about the hardships that people long ago 
had to go through. I would recommend 
this book for readers aged 10+.

rating: HHHHHHHHHH

— Georgia, Year 5

Knockabout Cricket
by neridah McMullin (One Day Hill)

James is home on holidays from boarding 
school and is playing cricket with his 
friends. He hits the first ball behind square 
leg for a six. Out of the bushes comes a tall 
aboriginal boy named Johnny Mullagh. 
Johnny retrieves the ball then throws it 
back an impressive 50–60 yards. James 
asks Johnny to play with them and every 
day after that, they all play cricket. James 
and Johnny become best friends.

I liked the book because it is very 
informative. I learnt about an aboriginal 
cricket player named Johnny Mullagh; he 
was a sporting legend and the best with 
barely any training. This book is suitable 
for readers aged 8+ who like non-fiction 
books.

rating: HHHHHHHH H

—Flynn, Year 6

Ella Diaries Book #1 : 
Double Dare You
by Meredith Costain (scholastic Australia)

Ella is a young girl who lives in an ordinary 
house with her ordinary and annoying 
family! Ella receives a diary for Christmas. 
At first she doesn’t exactly know what to 
do with it, but as she starts Year Five she 
finds plenty to write about. From being 
forced to sit next to her worst enemy 
(Precious Princess Peach Parker), losing 
best friends or doing horrible dares, Ella 
is an amazing girl.

If you like drama, pink, and easy to read 
books with lots of cute doodles, this is the 
book for you. I really enjoyed Double Dare 
You because, knowing the pressures of 
Year 5, I could relate to the story. I would 
recommend this book for ages 7+. Happy 
reading!

rating: HHHHHHHHHH

— Maddysyn, Year 6

BOOK REVIEWS

Icy frost covering the windows,
Our blazing fire crackles loudly

As the wind howls and whips leaves off the trees.
I listen to the crunch of the snow as I stomp loudly

Smoke rising from the twirling, dancing flames.
The irresistible aroma of pea and ham soup
The warmth and glow of the welcome fire.
The crackle and sizzle of bacon in the pan
And the rain crashing down on the roof.

How I enjoy the wintertime!

Winter
By Nitin Naik

Year 6, Crescent Head Public School
CRESCENT HEAD – NSW
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Clouds

The red poppies swayed in the wind, against the soldier’s face
He stared up into the sky, deafened by the gunshots

remember me
He lies in a shadow, cast by a large stone wall

He prays silently, as he gradually dies
remember me

Crimson blood leaks from the soldier’s wounds
Colour leaves his face, and his breath lessens

remember me
The red poppies cover him, to give him a blanket of comfort

They hold him as the soldier stares up into the sky, his eyes glazed over
remember Me

By Cleo McCabe
Year 6, Methodist Ladies College 

KEW – VIC.

You wash the shores of sand
You glisten in your wake

You recapitulate the pattern
Of which you have portrayed.

You bring with you many treasures
Better than diamond or gold

shells and coral so marvellous
so sheen to behold.

But,
many beautiful things have a

terrible ground,
despite its lovely rep,

thrashing ships of all sizes around
and sending them to the depths.

But oh, thou behold,
as you put on your

oh so majestic show.
Oh what a marvellous masterpiece

the world will never know.

so waves, oh waves, you astound me,
Lustrous

moral
waves,

I hope you will have found me
for yet another day.

By Molly Waters
Year 6, Kelvin Grove State College

KELVIN GROVE – QLD.

Remember Me

Waves

White as the midnight moon
Drift so slowly

As slow as earth spins.
shhhhh!

Listen
and you will hear

The soft singing of angels

resting in the skies
so soft like marshmallow melting.

Clouds.

By Ava Simpson
Year 3, Oxley Christian College

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

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

Your students will be able to have access and mentorship with Australia’s leading 
Children’s Authors/Illustrators – one of the many 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 $44 (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 4206 7811 • Email: rob@ozkids.com.au • Website: www.ozkids.com.au
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School fee payments made 
easy with School Plan

Ensuring school fees are paid on time can be a challenge 
for many families. Whether it’s balancing the household 

budget or keeping track of when payments are due, 
school fees can sometimes be overlooked, resulting 

in late payment. Fortunately, there is a simple 
solution—School Plan.

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

School Plan can cover any fixed 
fees, whether they are compulsory 
or non-compulsory, including:

 Tuition fees
 Boarding fees
 Camp fees
 Building fund donations
 Extra curricular activities 

 such as music tuition.

For more information, call  
1800 337 419 or visit  
www.schoolplan.com.au

School Plan Management Pty Ltd ABN 70 006 832 408 23-35 Hanover Street Oakleigh Victoria 3166 A subsidiary  
of the Australian Scholarships Group Friendly Society Limited ABN 21 087 648 879 on behalf of  

School Plan Pty Ltd ABN 16 007413 756
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