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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!

The closing date for entries is fast 
approaching. Please don’t leave it 
until then to get your entries in. 

The closing date is 2nd October. 
No late entries will be accepted. 

Reading makes us better writers and 
writing makes us better readers, so 
keep on writing (and improving)!

UP, uP, up this person goes, 
climbing the sky in a hot air 
ba l loon.  The pic turesque 

view is breathtaking. This person can 
hardly believe that something amazing 
is happening to this person again. 
Adventure is attracted to this person 
like a magnetic force. Wherever this 
person went, adventure was always one 
step in front.

This person leans over the edge of the 
basket. This person takes a mouthful 
of air, which is fresh like the morning 
dew. Then this person stands back 
up and watches the clouds roll past, 
making this person feel as if she could 
fly. Suddenly, this person feels a strong 
gust of wind as heavy, dark grey clouds 
come thundering in, smothering the sky 
like a giant glove.

The basket starts swaying to and fro as 
flashes of lightning appear in intervals 
and the low grumble of thunder erupts 
with a response. The adrenaline is 
pumping inside this person as she 
stumbles from side to side, and it would 
be so like this person to be unnerved by 
the situation, that this person shouts out 
with excitement.

As the wind dies down to a breeze, a 
calmness comes over the sky and a sense 
of suspension is felt by this person. This 
person feels like life is standing still just 
for her and this person knows that after a 
storm there is always a calmness and this 
person feels free and alive. This person 
can smell the sweetness of the colours 
that appear across the sky and watches 
the heaviness of the glove disappear as 
droplets begin to fall. This person tilts 
her head and takes a drink from Mother 
Nature and in true style of this person 
believes it will give her eternal life.

This person notices that she is drifting 
lower and the flame is burning out 
from the rain pelting down. This person 
throws the sandbags over the sides and 
in true fashion doesn’t panic but instead 
this person prepares herself to land in the 
sea. This person can taste the salty scent 
as she approaches the swell of the ocean. 
The balloon deflates and the basket bobs 
up and down throwing this person into 
the washing machine.

This person can see the mainland 
and begins to swim. As this person 
swims along she takes in the beautiful 
underwater gallery of colours and sea 
life. This person sees a nearby pod of 
dolphins approaching. This person is 
curious, so this person moves gracefully 
through the water towards them. The 
dolphins start to swim around this 
person, singing and dancing as to show 
off their talents to their new friend. This 
person shows no fear and holds out 
her hand to stroke one of the dolphins. 
Moments later this person is being 
nudged gently by the surrounding 
dolphins. One in particular seems 
curious and swims under this person, 
nudging her with its nose. This person 
grabs onto its fin and the dolphin moves 
swiftly and quickly through the water, 
pulling this person along, as the other 
dolphins circle around them creating a 
protective wall.

As the water becomes transparent, this 
person thinks about how when this 
person woke up this morning, it was not 
clear what was going to happen on this 
person’s birthday, but this person knew 
that it would be an adventure. And as 
this person walks onto the shore and 
down the beach with the sun setting, this 
person smiles and wonders what the next 
sunrise will bring…

By Tegan Parrish
Year 7, Brighton Secondary College

BRIGHTON EAST – VIC.
Teacher: Ms Radas

This Person
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Hey Little Fighter
Hey little fighter

I know that times are rough
And the days are getting tough

But you’ve gotta keep your head up
Find that hidden strength

Hey little fighter
I know your battles are mostly unseen

And most can’t comprehend
What you go through

But you are stronger than most

Hey little fighter
Many admire you, inside and out
Although you don’t normally see
The smiles they always give you

Wishing they could do more

Hey little fighter
I know it seems like forever

You’ve tripped, stumbled and fallen
Patch up those grazed knees

Keep placing on foot in front of the other

Hey little fighter
Many have come and gone

They’ll stay for a while then they disappear
But mend that broken heart

And learn to trust again

Hey little fighter
Some are here to stay

Their promises won’t be broken
They’ll carry you when you fall

You’ll see it in their eyes

Hey little fighter
I was there once too
Broken, helpless, lost

Cast aside by those held most dear
Made to feel worthless

Hey little fighter
I’ve found my worth

Not in the opinions of the untrustworthy
But in the true friends all around

Brothers and sisters together

Hey little fighter
Look to the heavens

Find the one who’ll always love you
See the stars

So lovingly created for you

Hey little fighter
I’ll always be here by your side

You may not know me right now
But I’ll do all I can

Take my word on this is all I ask

Hey little fighter
Head up high

Show them all you’re worth
For you are beautiful in all ways

And all that is bad will pass
For He loves you, forever

By Chelsea Drinkald
Year 11, Woodcroft College

MORPHETT VALE – SA
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(Luke’s Perspective)
Yes! Finally, it’s the last day of Senior Year 
at Gordonvale High. I can now forget all 
about those hard core exams and never-
ending assessments. Now I just can’t wait 
to go home and get my suitcase packed 
and ready for my Gap Year with friends 
from my 4 years of high school life. But 
maybe the flight will have to be delayed due 
to this stormy and rainy evening. God, I 
hate the weather up here in Cairns. I look 
around the bus to see Paige reading that 
dumb, dirty book of hers again. She’s read 
it 10 times already. Annabelle and Thomas 
have finally become a couple, after all 
those years of asking she finally said yes. 
And Dylan, of course, is staring at Paige 
like always. Jeez, just ask her out already. I 
look at my friends and can’t think of how I 
would survive high school without them. I 
turn back towards the front of the bus and 
all I think of next is to brace myself.

(Annabelle’s Perspective)
I hold onto Thomas’s hand, telling him 
to not let me go as my whole world turns 
upside down.

I don’t know what happened but all I see 
when I open my eyes are injured bodies 
everywhere, schoolbags thrown all over 
the place and an upturned bus. The only 
thing that comes to mind is finding Luke, 
Dylan, Paige and Thomas. I search for 
Thomas first. I lift up every bag and search 
everywhere at the front of the bus, but 
find no sign of him. Then I hear someone 
calling my name. It’s him. He ended up 
at the back of the bus, squashed under 
some broken seats. I can’t lift them up so 
I tell him to wait until I go get help from 
Dylan and Luke. I already see Luke up and 
about, helping everyone to their feet. But 
where’s Dylan?

(Paige’s Perspective)
I wake up and all I can see is darkness 
and feel a lot of pain in the side of my 
stomach. I look to the side and there’s 
blood everywhere. A metal pole from a bus 
seat is jabbed in my hip. I cry out to see if 
anyone is there. I hear footsteps coming 
towards me and see Annabelle and Luke 
lifting bags off me. They look at my injury, 
but can’t figure out if the wound is deep or 
not, so I guess I’m going to have to wait for 
the ambulance to get here. I notice that 
Dylan and Thomas is missing. Annabelle 
says Thomas got trapped under some bus 
seats but that he is fine. Except, he will 
have to also wait for the paramedics. Luke 
says that Dylan hasn’t been seen since, but 
assures me that he is fine. I tell them to go 
find him instead, as he could have gotten 
thrown out of the bus. So Annabelle stayed 
behind with me while helping the other 
school students out of the bus and Luke 
took a few of the uninjured students to go 
find Dylan.

(Thomas’s Perspective)
It’s been 3 hours and there’s still no sign of 
Dylan. Shortly after the bus crashed, police 
cars and ambulances arrived at the scene. 
I got freed first and now the paramedics 
are in the bus, rescuing Paige. It takes half 
an hour until I see her being carried out of 
the bus on a stretcher and taken into the 
nearest ambulance. One of the paramedics 
came over to me and asked if I would like 
to take a ride to the hospital with Paige. But 
I told them I was fine and that Annabelle 
should go instead as she and Paige are 
closer friends.

As soon as the ambulance left, I joined the 
search party with Luke to look for Dylan. 
We had searched everywhere near the bus, 
but there was still no sign of him.

So I grabbed Luke and we went out further 
along the road to see if Dylan had fallen out 
of the bus away from the crash site.

I shone my flashlight towards my left hand 
side and there he is. I yell out to Luke to go 
bring the paramedics. I run over to Dylan 
and check to see if he is still breathing.

Barely.

The next thing I know is that Luke and 
I are taken to the hospital along with 
Dylan. Annabelle called before saying 
that Paige went through a surgery and that 
everything else is fine. I look back towards 
the crash scene and it took me a while to 
take all of this in. What if this had turned 
out worse? Would I have made it?

But luckily, it had only been like this. What 
else could go wrong?

(3 months later)

(Dylan’s Perspective)
I weakly open my eyes and see blurry faces 
surrounding me. I have no idea who they 
are at first, but it takes me a while until I 
suddenly realise that it’s Paige, Annabelle, 
Luke and Thomas. But what are they all 
doing in my bedroom? I sit up to see a 
white room and realise my mistake. I’m not 
in my bedroom. I’m in a hospital ward.

I start to freak out and ask everybody what 
is happening. They all speak at once and I 
tell them to shut up and explain things to 
me properly. Luke says that they haven’t 
got much time to explain things so they 
will give me a parts of what has happened. 
Paige says that since the bus crash, I’ve 
been in an induced coma for 3 months and 
during that time things started to get weird 
in Cairns. Annabelle explains that on the 
news, they warned the residents to leave 
ASAP, so the whole city’s been evacuated. 
I look at them worried and ask them why 
everyone’s been evacuated.

Luke replies by saying, “There’s been a 
zombie apocalypse”.

And then I hear growling and moaning 
coming from the hospital hallway...

By Romeo Lor
Year 8, Gordonvale State High School

GORDONVALE – QLD.
Teacher: Mrs Brush

No Hope Left
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I HAD spent my last four years of 
fitness classes running away from 
Mr Johnson. Every week at 9am on 

Monday morning, without fail, Lewis 
would line us up and yell, and we would 
run. Some students ran for fun, or for 
fitness. The only sport I played was chess, 
and my idea of fun was being curled 
up in bed with an enthralling tale from 
Shakespeare or Hemingway. I ran, as hard 
as it was, to get away from Mr Johnson. 
He cut an intimidating figure, 6'3", broad-
shouldered with chiselled arms and legs. 
Sometimes, when I closed my eyes, I would 
see those arms flailing and hear what I had 
heard so many times before…

Keep… running… lard bucket …waste of 
space

I wasn’t concerned about my weight; I 
was going to the state championships for 
chess in just two weeks, and last month I 
had even been featured in the State Junior 
Poets’ magazine. I certainly wasn’t the 
epitome of masculinity that Mr Johnson 
wished us all to be, but I came to school 
and hung out with my friends. I enjoyed 
expanding my mental horizons through 
creative writing, and I even found solace 
in Science, as I wanted to be a doctor. The 
only time I dreaded the usually comforting 
ding-ding, ding-ding of my alarm clock 
was Monday morning.

This fitness lesson started out like any 
other. Johnson’s gravelly voice rang out 
as we lined up on the oval, ordered from 
1–30 in terms of our fitness. I took my 
assigned spot, last in line. It was a dubious 
honour, but in a strange way, being last 
was comforting. I was not at all concerned 
about where I was ranked, or what Johnson 
thought of me. I knew my role, and I didn’t 
have to work to retain it.

“Tompkins, move up three spots. You 
are now number 8”, Johnson shouted. He 
worked his way along the line until he 
stood right in front of me. He stooped 
in closer, until he was mere inches away 
from my face.

“Hains, you are still last. Why are you still 
last, Hains?” he bellowed.

“Because I’m unfit, sir”, I murmured.

“Speak up, you useless, spineless whale!”

“Because I’m unfit, sir”, marginally louder 
this time.

“Because I’m unfit, sir”, Johnson mocked. 
I heard giggles from some of the boys up 
the top. I felt a wave of sadness wash over 
me like a surfer being washed up onto the 
beach. Johnson was still in my face, but 
I wasn’t listening. After all these years, 
tuning out his voice was second nature.

“Now drop and give me 20, you teddy 
bear!”

I counted the push-ups as I laboured 
through them.

1…
2…
3…
4…
5…

I got all the way to nineteen, and the gloom 
began to subside, when I began to struggle 
as I felt Johnson’s presence above me. I 
went down for number twenty, whistle 
blaring in my ear, and I tried to fight my 
way back up. He wasn’t touching me, but 
I felt like Atlas, the weight of the world 
on my shoulders. I fell to the ground, 
wishing the Earth would open up and 
swallow me.

“YOu SISSY!” Johnson cried. “I’m sorry, I 
thought this was an all-boys school!”

I struggled to my feet, fighting the urge to 
break down, and I started on my first lap. 
Once again, I had been publicly humiliated 
by Mr Johnson. I imagined a world without 
this weekly hell, and this glimmer of hope 
got me through the laps.

I finished my second lap, too exhausted 
to look up as I dropped for my push-ups. 
I pushed onwards, desperate to avoid 
getting yelled at. I tried to take my mind 
off the pain…

Eternal running

But not going anywhere

“Don’t stop, useless slob!”

Johnson’s voice brought me back to reality. 
I willed myself onto my feet, my legs 
burning like dry leaves in a bushfire.

I jogged my third lap, like an elephant 
“jogs” through quicksand. When I came up 
from my push-ups, I paused for a second. 
Johnson tried to gesture me onwards, but 
his arm wouldn’t lift. I paused, walking 
over to help him, but he wouldn’t let me, 
screaming at me to continue.

I finished my fourth lap, and I knew 
something was wrong. Mr Johnson’s face 
was contorted into a grotesque snarl, and 
he was slouched against the fence.

“Keep… gasp… running… gasp.”

I knew Mr Johnson was in grave danger. 
As I approached him, he yelled, but it 
was different. His words were slurred, 
and his tone was softened. I took a step 
towards him, and I thought back on our 
relationship. All the times he had shamed 
me, made me feel worthless, like I had no 
purpose in this world. The rest of the class 
was far ahead of me, they wouldn’t be back 
until it was too late. I came closer, and I 
began to make out his words.

“Keep… running… useless… slob… waste 
of space…”

I thought about life without this weekly 
torment, reconsidered my decision to help 
and I took his advice.

By Lachlan Marchant
Year 10, Churchie Grammar School

EAST BRISBANE – QLD.

Keep Running
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CATS all around Designer Street 
love new fashion updates from 
other cats’ opinions. Every day 

the cats would get up and start making 
or designing new outfits for other cats to 
wear. That was pretty much their job.

Well, every cat loved working with other 
cats except for Kitty. Kitty hated her job. 
All she did was sew pieces of felt together. 
Worst of all is that nobody liked her 
designs!

She felt useless. She didn’t know what to 
do. So she went to her sister Catty. Her 
designs were amazing.

On the way she saw her friend Bolo. She 
was talking to Colt about finding a new 
model. But Kitty did not know what they 
were talking about.

“Hey Kitty”, they yelled out. “How are 
you?”

“Honestly, I’m a bit disappointed”, said 

Cats’ New Fashion
Kitty. “Nobody likes my designs. My boss 
said if I don’t start making an improvement 
then I would get fired.”

“I’m sure you’ll think of something”, 
said Bolo.

When Kitty got to her sister she asked 
her the same thing that she told her 
friends. “Nobody likes my designs”, Kitty 
explained.

“If nobody likes your designs, then show 
off other cats’ designs”, said Catty.

Kitty was confused. “I mean, become a 
model so that you can show other cats’ 
new clothes?” Catty said.

Kitty liked the idea. She went back to Colt 
and Bolo to tell them.

“That’s cool”, said Bolo after she heard the 
news. “I was looking for a model. Do you 
want to be my model?”

“Sure!” Kitty said, 
excitedly. Kitty got a 
new job, Bolo got a 
new model and 
ever y cat was 
happy.

By Rosie Tricarico
Year 4, St. Cecilia’s Primary School

GLEN IRIS – VIC.

The sun rises early over the green field,
The people wake, make the fields yield,

They dig their channels, they channel their hands,
Their hands together tame the earth’s lands,

Reap, sow, sow and reap,
They gather their cattle, rear their sheep,

They feed themselves, take no more,
Whatever would they need more for?

For the sun rises early over their green field.

The sun rises late over a busy town,
The people within look up, never down,

They have their fields, they have their homes,
But they need more! They need crowns, they need thrones,

So they sow more fields, slaughter more sheep,
The more they sow, the more they reap,

And the children are born; they yearn for new lands,
Thus is the earth’s face wrought by many hands,

And the sun rises slowly over many cities.

The sun hides behind the clouds over a sprawling city,
Casting shadow, cold disregard over a People’s litany,

The fat cats purr, the meek mice whimper,
And all about the faceless birds simper,

The People work, the People sleep,
The poor ones die, the rich ones reap,

And the sun hides behind the clouds over a nameless city.

By Matthew Harper-Gomm
Year 11, Kambrya College, BERWICK – VIC.

Teacher: Mr Daniel Vancea

Solar Evolution
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I STOOD alone in the seemingly empty 
forest, yet felt the presence of millions 
of eyes watching me. The trees reached 

for the sky, their bony, waving branches 
emitting an almost inaudible whistle. 
This place wasn’t right. This was the place 
where no one ever went any further. 
The Wolfsbane barrier was drawn in the 
soil at my feet. The barrier that allowed 
no shunned werewolf to pass into my 
village. I was allowed no further. I took 
a step, then another and another. I was 
scared. Something rustled in a bush at my 
right, and a low growl reached my ears, 
sounding frighteningly close. Crack! my 
stomach lurched. I looked around my feet 
but saw no stick, the ground was bare. 
Crack! again, closer this time. I looked 
frantically around for any sign of life, but 
found none. Crack! Grrrrrr. The hairs on 
the back of my neck stood on end. It came 
from behind me.

I ran blindly through the rapidly darkening 
forest, hoping that whatever was chasing 
me would get tired and give up. Not likely. 
The snaps were so close as to step on me, 
and I could feel panting breath on my neck. 
I didn’t dare to look behind me, for fear I 
would freeze in fright.

Then I saw my chance. A tree, old and full 
of branches. It didn’t look very stable, but 
the beast behind me was practically on 
top of me, and I could hear the click of 
claws. I scrambled up the creaking tree, 
and heard the beast howl in frustration. 
Only then did I dare to look down. The 

beast was huge and shaggy, with long, 
wicked looking claws and gleaming white 
teeth. Its red eyes glinted like flaming hot 
embers. There was no mistaking it. It was 
a werewolf. I screamed. “HELP! HELP! 
ANYONE, PLEASE HELP ME!” I cried, 
even though I knew that my cries fell on 
only the ears of the whistling trees and 
foreboding rocks.

I wake up bathed in sweat. Only a dream. 
Only a dream. My dog, Feno, is sitting 
on the end of my bed panting. I should 
never have crossed that barrier, I had no 
idea of what it would bring. Even now, 
seven years later, I still relive that fateful 
day in my darkest nightmares. A stupid 
curiosity, that’s all it was. That’s all it took 
to make the biggest mistake of my life. I 
live now on the very outskirts of my village, 
where there isn’t another house for about 
a kilometre. I can’t say I blame the village 
heads. Who would want someone like me 
causing everyone else to live in fear. That’s 
right. If you have not already guessed 
it, I am a werewolf too. Let me tell you 
how that came about, on that very same 
winter’s night.

I was feeling desperate. I knew that no one 
would find me that night. There was no 
other option, I would have to sleep in the 
tree. Beneath me, the werewolf prowled 
restlessly, every so often emitting a low 
grunt. I slowly sank down and tried to 
make myself comfortable in the spiky tree, 
with the whistling of the wind haunting 
me, chilling me to the bone. I must have 

fallen asleep. Around two o’clock in the 
morning, I was roused from my light and 
restless sleep by voices. Almost completely 
carried away by the wind, I had to strain 
my ears to listen. I couldn’t quite make 
out what they were saying, so I uncurled 
myself and leant out over the tree. I still 
couldn’t understand what was being said, 
so I leant out further. The tree swayed 
violently beneath me, and the werewolf 
was staring at me evilly, its ember-like 
eyes boring into me, through me, into my 
very soul. The voices, closer now, stopped 
abruptly. I thought I caught the words 
“there... werewolf... tree”. I shivered, and 
leant out as far as my arm would let me 
out toward the human shapes that had just 
appeared on the tree line. BIG mistake. 
Next thing I knew, there was a sickening 
crack, like millions of guns all firing at the 
same time, I felt the tree give way beneath 
me, and then everything went black.

Later I was told that the werewolf lunged 
on me before the village hunters could get 
to me, and I had already been bitten several 
times before they reached me and shot the 
beast with a silver bullet. They lost six men 
that day, as the werewolf fought back. In 
the end though, it was killed.

The healers could do nothing for me, so I 
remain to this day, plagued with nightmares 
I can’t understand, a monster.

By Amber Fitz-Herbert
Year 7, St. John’s Lutheran School

KINGAROY – QLD.

Inner  
Monster
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My country a place where virtual worlds become reality 
Where no one can destroy the things you love
The places you call home and people who care 
The world is surrounded by beautiful graphics 

I can escape reality, despite my mortality 

My country a place that is filled with magic fantasy books 
Where you can make any wish come true 

The voices in your head start to talk and wonder 
If this wish is the right thing to do 

My country has a different time line to reality 
unpredictable, you never know what will happen next 

My country a place where time stops
Where dreams, anime and manga rule

There is no time to escape the tangled threads of destiny where curse flowers 
Bloom, pitiful and frail, lost in their anger, their sorrow, and their tears 

In this craziness, in certainty 
In this craziness, you gave me life

By Felicia Aung
Year 10, Cerdon College

MERRYLANDS – NSW
Teacher: Nancy Sylaprany

My Country

I SPOTTED a mysterious light flashing 
from Mt. Coolum, curiosity grew 
within me. I jumped out of the window 

with fear, there were bizarre sounds behind 
the bushes approaching me very stealthily. 
Before my eyes it stood tall. “Ahhhhh!”

I dashed across the forest floor into the 
inexplicable woods while colliding and 
collapsing into roots, sticks and branches 
zooming from the formidable frightening 
fearsome house that’s concealing with 
enigmatic secrets. The house was possessed 
and had spontaneously spine tingling 
sounds of silence.

Gradually the door creaked open, I 
entered, trembling in fear. Suddenly the 
windows and door thumped shut, that’s 
when I knew I was as dead as a door nail 
and there was no escape. I rapidly fled 
to the corner of the room as sprightly as 
lightning strikes the ground and resting 
beside me was a pristine polished bench 
and laid three shimmering burnished 
senior aged crystals. I stole them clutched 
in hand and they started to emerge from 
the dark and gradually glowing. I sat there 
very silently, not daring to move not even 
to breathe. I crouched behind the door into 
the smallest shape possible hoping I would 
not be found.

Meanwhile the floorboard groaning as the 
outlandish brawny monstrous creature 
stalked towards me. I swallowed a huge 
lump in my throat, which was threatening 
to choke me, I tried not to. I took a gasp of 
air, my heart was racing, I was frightened 
to death. I waited, suddenly the monster 
stopped.

“Who goes there?” the ferocious abnormal 
creature commanded in vexation.

Now I was eager to get out!

I recognised the costumes from last year.

They pulled me out of the corner and 
I noticed their voices as well, they 
were the bullies from school and 
they were working for the monster 
as if he was the bully. As they 
teased me and pushed me around 
I found a back door and raced to 
the garden.

“No, you let him go you idiotic 
bullies.”

The day after Halloween.

They came to me in a rush saying 
I could not tell anyone the secret. 

So I held it against them by saying they 
could never ever bully me again or their 
secret was out. Finally I enjoyed a beautiful 
school day but what were those crystals 
for? Oh well, that’s another story.

By Alanah Byron
Grade 5, Nambour Christian College

NAMBOUR – QLD.
Teacher: Jon Broad

The Night Of Halloween
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Winter Dreams
Jane: 1945

I used to have this picture of the perfect 
winter. I was sitting on a sofa in the house 
of my dreams, by the fire sipping hot 
chocolate; something I’ve only had once, 
with a cat on my lap playing a board game 
with my family. This is my dream – the 
dream that dad said would come true after 
the war ended. This was before he died. It 
feels like it was yesterday but as a matter 
of fact it was seven years ago. The day the 
bomb hit I was scared for life; the memory 
of him coming towards me yelling ‘Get out 
of the way’ and then diving over me before 
the bomb hit. Sure I was hurt physically, 
but nothing hurt as much as watching the 
life drain from his face. Now every winter 
from then on has been more brutal than 
the last; and the dreams I had one winter 
many years ago are gone.

Autumn Leaves
Lottie: 1965

My favourite chore of the year is raking up 
the crisp, clean leaves that the trees grow 

The Four Seasons

I’m only a violin, does someone really care?
Is someone trying to look for me, will they even dare?

I’m going through depression, I feel so thrown,
I know I’m only a stringed instrument, but I feel so alone.

I’m only a violin, does God listen to my prayers?
Even though my owner played me on a wood-stained church chair,

I look through the window, see leaves on his grave stone,
I felt so adored when it was me he used to own.

I’m only a violin, but cherish loved ones in your time to spare,
They’re here today and gone tomorrow, it’ll be quite a scare.

Show your love and talk to them by letter, e-mail and by phone,
Then they’ll know it’s love and affection that you’ve shown.

I’m only a violin to help make you understand.

By Tahlia Goschnick
Year 7, St. John’s Lutheran School

KINGAROY – QLD.I’m Only A Violin

out of every year and jumping in them. 
Sure I may have to do this several times but 
jumping in them is one of the best things 
in the world. I stay outside for hours raking 
the leaves then jumping in them; repeating 
this over and over again. My mum Jane 
gets really mad at me, especially since I’m 
the eldest and have to get on with washing 
the dishes, drying the dishes, sweeping, 
cleaning and cooking. I’m always asking 
why my younger sister can’t do any of 
this but I’ve never been given an answer. 
Sometimes I pretend I’m ‘Cinderella’ from 
the storybook. I even sometimes sleep by 
the ashes. I just wish that one day our lives 
could be like the ones mother tells.

Spring’s Reality
Saffron: 1995

It’s finally happening. My mum Lottie has 
finally made her fashion line a success. 
Living in this small, dirty flat is going to 
stop. Mum’s promised that we will finally 
have a house of our own; a house like the 
one her mum Jane used to tell her that her 
father would’ve built for her if he wasn’t 

killed in World War 2. I just can’t wait… 
I’ll have my own room instead of sharing 
with my younger brother Jack and we will 
actually be able to afford actual clothes 
instead of ones my ancient Grandma Jane 
knits in her spare time. I will remember 
this spring for all my life – the spring where 
everything became reality.

Summer Days
Charlotte: 2015

I’ve lived like this my whole life – maids, 
chefs, butlers, chauffeurs and I hate it! My 
mum Saffron says that she only got to live 
like this when her mum Lottie’s fashion 
line became a success, and we only get to 
live like this now because she is a famous 
model. Then one day Grandma Lottie told 
me about our ancestors and she told me 
about my great grandma Jane’s story. I was 
inspired by that to study history to know 
more about my ancestors and become a 
historian.

By Josie Hughes
Year 6, Marymount Primary School

BURLEIGH WATERS – QLD.
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ONCE upon a time, there was a 
boot on the side of a road. It was 
the farmer’s boot. “Oh me foot! 

Me old foot! I need my boot!” howled the 
farmer.

Five days later, an ordinary lady wearing 
sunglasses stopped next to his boot. The 

farmer was peeping over his 
fence but he didn’t notice his 
boot. Also he didn’t notice 
she was wearing a false nose 
and a wig. It was his ugly 

neighbour, who wanted his 
boot so he couldn’t run, walk or 

go anywhere in any way.

The farmer had only one pair of 
boots. He only noticed Shelby (his 
neighbour) when she picked up 
his boot because her false nose 
slipped off. He also noticed his 
boot of course. Scaredly but in 
a loud voice he yelled, “Oy, that’s 
my boot! Drop it!”.

She quickly ran but stepped into 
a very sticky cow pat. She tried 

to get her foot out but she accidently 
stepped her other foot in another cow pat. 
She was also wondering which way to go.

Quickly the farmer used his old child’s 
trampoline to jump over his fence. He 
landed in a perfect feet-first position. For 
the farmer this hurt because he’s old and 
he only had one shoe on.

Shelby was faster than the farmer so she 
snickered “You’ll never get the boot now 
you peasant!”. She was getting away!

THE FARMER WAS FuRIOuS! In an 
angry mood, he grabbed a shovel that 
was leaning next to his fence and donked 
Shelby on the head! The farmer was still 
angry but he grabbed his boot and ran into 
his house and locked the doors. He raced 
into his backyard and kept watch of Shelby 
over his fence.

Because he donked Shelby on the head 
hard enough, Shelby had lost her memory. 
He saw her get up. Then he said calmly “Hi, 
your name is Shelby and you live next to 
me. You’re normally quite nice to me. Well, 
goodbye”. These words changed Shelby’s 
mind so the farmer and Shelby are now 
friends forever.

THE END

By Samuel Lees
Year 3, The Hamilton & Alexandra College

HAMILTON – VIC.

The Old Boot

Small and round
Brimming with potential

Nature’s miracle begins again.
Acorn.

New and green
Reaching for the sky
Young and slender

Sapling.

Bright and tall
Strong in youth

Sways in the wind.
Young tree.

As old as time
Ancient in wisdom.
Guarding the forest.

Oak tree.

By Megan Corby
Year 7, Ravenswood School for Girls

GORDON – NSW

Growth 
of the 

Guardian
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LIKE a methodical predator, the 
assassin stalked his prey. unlike 
most methodical predators however, 

he did not kill to survive. Nor did this 
man kill out of self-defence, or even for a 
cause. This was a man who killed purely 
for sport and raw, unadulterated pleasure. 
The sizeable compensation he received in 
return was merely embellishment; after 
all, he wasn’t called The Dream Butcher 
for nothing.

He killed the engine of his non-descript 
1997 Toyota Pickup in order to not alert 
the prey to his presence. Remaining in 
the front seat, his gnarled hands ensured 
a baseball cap was firmly covering his 
haggard face. From this vantage point 
the man could see into the living room 
window of an inconspicuous, suburban 
red brick home. Through it, he observed 
the stout, balding man who would serve as 
his entertainment for the night devour a 
ready-made meal in front of the television. 
Just what this man had done or not done to 
incur the wrath of his superiors he wasn’t 
sure, nor did he care. The Butcher drew a 
crumpled piece of paper from his pocket 
and mused over its content.

It read:
 Caucasian Male
 1317 Rose Street, Ravendale.

Beneath the printed letters lay a passport 
photo of the balding man, whose eyes 
bulged like those of a goldfish and 
conveyed that he possessed a similar level 
of intelligence. usually his superiors, 
known only as The Council, disclosed 
more information regarding targets’ 
names, professions, sometimes entire 
dossiers. In comparison, the lack of 
information he’d been given regarding this 
contract was especially cryptic. They knew 
the more intelligence they provided the 
more effectively the job got done. Despite 
this he had said nothing, if he was going 
to convince The Council to let this kill be 
his last, he must endeavour to remain in 
their good books. He knew this above all 
else... Patiently, he waited.

Despite having been in this line of work 
for what was nearing half a century, the 
Butcher’s resolve regarding his profession 
was unwavering. Not unlike nature, The 
Butcher was indifferent. As a practical 
man, he didn’t believe in concepts such as 
the sanctity of life. He believed in order, and 
in his eyes he brought it. He’d committed 
just about every heinous act there was to 

commit and he’d do them all again, twice 
over, if it meant more money to line his 
overflowing pockets. Whilst possessing 
more money than he could spend, what 
he didn’t have was time. The Butcher was 
dying, fated not to die surrounded by 
family, honourably or at peace. Nor was it 
fate to rot in prison. Rather he would die 
as a result of the cancer that had taken root 
in his lungs, spreading slowly through him. 
Though a casual smoker, he’d probably 
ended the lives of more people than the 
number of cigarettes he’d consumed in his 
long life. But not unlike him, the cancer 
was indifferent. Penance for uncountable 
sins, he supposed. Regardless, the Butcher’s 
hunger to enjoy his dwindling time had 
begun to exceed his taste for murder. 
Tonight would be the final night that he 
would bathe in the euphoria that came 
from drawing the blood of others.

With a burst of static accompanied by 
a sudden blink, the light cast by the 
television’s screen faded to black. The 
Butcher assembled the tools of his trade 
in a deliberate and familiar manner, acting 
slowly to ensure his prey would be asleep. 
It was time to act. He stepped out of his 
Pickup and outside cold pierced his aged 
bones. As he briskly crossed the road, the 
darkness swallowed him.

Well oiled, the side gate did not make a 
sound as The Butcher made use of it. A 
state of tranquillity descended over him 
as he approached the bedroom window. 
Through it he ensured his prey was cradled 
firmly in the arms of his bed, blissfully 
unaware it would be the last embrace of 
any kind he would enjoy. Acutely aware 
of the loud crunching noise being emitted 
by the dead leaves crumbling beneath 
his boots, the dying man drew a deep 
breath despite venomous protest from his 
diseased lungs. Turning the corner into a 
well-maintained garden, he swiftly made 
use of a lock gun to gain entry. With a 
decisive click it relented and he stepped 
confidently into the house.

What he saw inside stopped The Butcher in 
his tracks. What he saw ground his thought 
process to a halt. The Butcher’s wrinkled 
eyes displayed a medium sized room that 
would usually serve as a laundry. However 
this laundry was completely devoid of 
any machines, clothing or personal items 
of any kind. The room was bare, sterile 
and covered in sheets of plastic identical 
to those in his bag of tools. It was exactly 
how he usually prepared a room before a 
job to minimise the mess and cleaning up 
that came afterwards. What the hell was 
going on?

Like a bad smell, three men drifted 
into the room wearing identical, finely 
tailored pin-striped suits. Members of The 
Council. They wore plain white masks that 
portrayed identical neutral expressions 
and with the exception of one of them 
bearing a tribal tattoo that escaped his 
collar and grew up his neck like the twisted 
roots of trees, they were indistinguishable. 
The tallest of the men spoke first, his voice 
rough and drawn out.

“There is no exit clause in this line of work 
I’m afraid, Butcher. You knew that. You’ve 
always known that”, he said simply and 
unapologetically.

A thought occurred to him as the tattooed 
member of the trio drew a black cloth bag 
over his head, an action he didn’t fight. 
At least he would die doing something 
he loved. He laughed bitterly to himself, 
realising the ease at which a man could 
cease being the hunter, and become the 
hunted.

By Samuel Borrelli
Year 12, Eynesbury Senior College

ADELAIDE – SA

Hunted
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‘NOW, I hear you are having 
some trouble with Timothy.’ His 
words rolling out with finesse, 

entwined with the wisdom that single 
handily describes my Grandfather. A true 
bloke he is, with the most outrageous 
personality one man could have. He is the 
only person in the world I would talk to at 
times of grief, when I feel lost or downright 
depressed.

‘Yeah’, I sighed, drowning out the anxiety 
leaking into my voice. ‘You know how 
best friends can be, always joking around. 
Games and stuff...’

I studied his face. His face muscles rising 
and falling, parted lips and concerning 
eyes. Those big deceiving eyes of his. I 
would applaud anyone who could tell a 
lie to that man, whether he would believe 
it or not. I could tell he sensed the doubt 
trembling through my voice.

‘I’m going to tell you a story.’ His face 
lightened, smile wide and inviting. ‘I 
have a feeling that you will feel different 
afterwards.’

I felt my face tighten, letting out a soft 
chuckle. ‘Sure, fire away.’

H H H

I felt terrible. Having to watch them go 
through this with their son shivering in 
another room. I can feel the pain that 
comes of him, hammering deep inside his 
skull and traumatising his twelve-year old 
mind. Memories that will likely stay with 
him for the rest of his life.

They would shout for hours on end, 
unbearable nasty words. Words that would 
tremble through your body, turning your 
insides cold.

It wasn’t as bad for me as it was for Bubbles. 
They were his parents after all. Me however, 
I was adopted into this family a short two 
years ago. Not something I tend to talk 
about often, my last family. I would just tell 
anyone who asked that it was an accident. 
I couldn’t bear to reveal the truth, bring 
back horrid memories. Those that I locked 
away for a better time. Maybe someday I 
would learnt to live with the fact that my 
parents are dead.

I knew that one day Bubbles would crack. 
Two long weeks this has been stretching 
out for. I had hoped it was earlier, where 
there was a little more time. I hadn’t 
wanted him to live like this.

He ran out. Just like that. I didn’t have no 
choice but to follow him and I didn’t the 
strength to get his parents. Just went what 
I thought was best, to bolt out of there. 
I couldn’t bear to stay here any more, 
I couldn’t imagine what Bubbles was 
thinking at the time.

I sprung out the door, slowing to a halt 
as I felt cold hard pavement. I cocked my 
head from side to side, eyes wide, perusing 
the immediate area. I spotted him, ten to 
fifteen metres ahead. Arms flailing and 
body limp. He doesn’t stop. Even with all 
the pain he must be in.

I push harder, my heart beginning to pick 
up its pace. I was desperate to catch up. To 
tell him that it isn’t worth it. That he should 
come back inside where he is safe and away 
from any danger at all.

Bubbles was diagnosed with cancer. The 
doctors didn’t pick up on it quick enough. 
We had no idea how long he had left, 
months, weeks or more frightening, days. I 
would’ve thought he would’ve been angry, 
want to scream until his lungs popped. But 
he didn’t do anything, just kept on living 
out his day like everyone else. I just worry 
that all the ‘disagreements’ have made it 
worse for him.

I continued on, gradually making my 
way closer towards him. I was shrouded 
in constant fear, temporarily blinding 
my vision, my hands beginning to shake. 
I felt like halting, the pain in my lungs 
comparable to an intensive bushfire. I 
swept back my thick greasy hair, layered 
with a stream of beading sweat. I felt 
like I was going to throw up, unable to 
comprehend the pain Bubbles was going 
through.

All of a sudden he stopped. Staring 
directly at a looming coconut tree. 
I could tell he looked faint, 
unsteady on the small 
feet of his. I caught up 
to him, throwing an arm 
round his shoulder. I took 

a moment to catch my breath. Swallowing 
hard, a resemblance of sandpaper.

He collapsed, right into my trembling 
arms. My heart stopped, I was terrified.

He struggled to make out the words. Still 
holding onto that great smile of his.

‘Dig, right here. under the base of the 
tree.’

I did as I was told, Bubbles watching 
intently as he lay on the soft grass. I began 
scraping at the earth, my fingers slowly 
becoming raw and blistered.

His eyes lit up as I latched onto a cold piece 
of metal. I turned to him, giving me a smile 
of approval.

I opened it up, a little green mouthpiece 
lying neatly in the centre of the box. I did 
as anyone would’ve done. I lifted it up 
towards my mouth and blew.

A melodic sound filled the air, a sound 
that could easily have stopped a war 
momentarily. A sound of Beauty, that was 
rare to find in a lifetime. For a moment I 
was happy, I didn’t have a care in the world, 
we just shared a single moment. One that 
would never be forgotten.

He then spoke, his last words. ‘Thank 
you.’

H H H

My grandfather then paused for a moment, 
enough to reach inside his jacket pocket. 
He pulled out a little object, the same 
mouthpiece as described.

I didn’t stop for a moment. Just ran, all the 
way to Timothy’s house. To give him a long 
awkward hug.

The Mouthpiece

By Oscar Hill
Year 9, Kew High School

BALWYN NORTH – VIC.
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“MANHuNT for the Masked 
Murderer in Wayford is on!” 
was the headline for this 

morning’s newspaper. “Looks like we’ve 
gotta’ take down another baddie, Sax”, 
Terry complained as he read through the 
rest of the article.

Although Terry had retired from being a 
detective almost a year ago, he was always 
being called in to help solve murders 
alongside his faithful German Shepherd 
Saxon. The phone started to ring. “Ah! Now 
I wonder who that could be?”, said Terry 
sarcastically. Before the caller could even 
get a chance to say hello, Terry said “Don’t 
worry, we’re on it”.

As Terry and Saxon drove to Wayford in 
their old pickup truck, Terry began going 
through possible suspects, start-points and 
witnesses in his head. From reading the 
paper, he decided to question the wife that 
was supposedly present at the time. On 
arriving at the police station for a debrief, 
he was greeted by his former workmate 
Steven, who was a friendly guy but 
absolutely useless when it came to actually 
solving crime. He was then introduced to 
Sylvia Matten in an interview room, the 
wife of Charles Matten who was murdered. 
“And who is this?” Sylvia asked whilst 

pointing at Saxon. “This is Saxon, ex-police 
dog, don’t worry, he’s friendly”, Terry 
replied. “What happen—” “Barbed wire 
scratched his eye whilst scaling a tall fence, 
he can’t see out of it now, that’s why they 
dropped him from the police force”, Terry 
interrupted, thinking that her question was 
slightly rude.

When Terry had finished questioning 
Sylvia he found that he had already 
known everything she had told him, 
the man was masked and after shooting 
her husband he fled with stolen money, 
jewels and expensive perfumes. It was also 
very interesting that when looked into 
her background it showed that she had 
recently upgraded Charles’ life insurance. 
Terry thought that she was a very likely 
suspect but he needed evidence to prove 
that she was guilty. She had the usual 
family member breakdown and then Terry 
set off once more.

“She seemed quite arrogant, I will note her 
down as a prime suspect”, Terry pointed 
out to Saxon. He always talked to Saxon 
as if he was a person; who appeared to be 
eagerly listening. They both drove to the 
scene of the crime, which was completely 
taped off by the police and surrounded by 
at least a dozen witnesses. As soon as Steven 
led them inside the house, Terry started 
to look at everything. The entire front 
room and living room were completely 
ransacked. All the cabinets filled with 

precious diamond ornaments and 
gems had been tipped over and 
emptied.

Then Terry 
n o t i c e d 
a  p i e c e 
o f  c l o t h 

w e d g e d 
between the 

fallen desk and 
the wall. Could it 
belong to Sylvia? 
H e  r e m o v e d 

the material with 
gloves and placed it in 

an evidence bag. He then 
rang the police department to find out 
if Sylvia’s clothing or Charles Matten’s 
body had any part of his clothing 
missing or torn. The answer came 
back negative. 

“Take a good whiff of this boy”, Terry said 
to Saxon, holding open the bag in which 
the black piece of torn clothing was stored. 
Terry wondered if Saxon would still be able 
to follow the scent, it had almost been a day 
since the murder.

With Saxon to guide him, Terry set out 
on foot to find the murderer. Saxon lead 
him towards the end of the street and then 
turned back around. “Come on Sax, this 
way now”, Terry instructed Saxon. After 
almost an hour and a half of searching 
Saxon still wanted to turn back around. 
He must have lost the scent, Terry thought. 
So they both turned back around to look 
for more clues in the house. Terry believed 
the murderer’s scent must have worn away 
by now.

As the neared the house, Saxon’s ears 
pricked up suddenly. He immediately 
started to drag Terry back towards near 
where the witnesses were standing. Saxon 
barged through all the witnesses until 
finally coming to a dark haired middle 
aged man where he sat down. “What is 
your name?” Terry asked after catching 
back his breath. “um, Will Turner”, replied 
the man. “OK then, Will, come with me”, 
Terry stated.

After a lot of questioning and searching 
the man they found the back of his black 
T-shirt hidden underneath his jumper 
had been torn off. The man’s real name 
was Joseph Delvan, he had killed Charles 
Matten and stolen valuable items before 
stashing them underneath a house at the 
end of the street. He had then turned back 
around and come back to pretend to be a 
witness after hearing the police sirens.

Terry’s work was now done, although it 
seemed that Saxon had done the real work 
of finding the murderer. “And to think I 
doubted you”, Terry admitted to Saxon. 
“They do say to always trust your dog”, 
Terry explained. “Now how ’bout a beer 
for me and a bone for you when we get 
home?”, Terry asked. Saxon jumped up 
and licked Terry.

By Brodie Momsen
Year 8, Caringbah High School

CARINGBAH – NSW
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From What I WantC’EST le malaise de moment.

Her lip trembles, as she traces yet another 
scar upon her thighs. To say each scar has 
its own story, would be terribly cliché, 
something she is most certainly against. 
Every scar has a reason for being there, 
albeit, no reason would warrant such a 
behaviour, but there is still a reason they 
are there. The scars tell a story; of love, of 
pain, of a feeling no one should ever have 
to experience. The scars show what she 
has been through, without a word being 
spoken.

It’s the disease of the age.

Her eyes show a pain like no other. The 
pain that can only be understood by those 
who have it. It is inexplicable, it is a pain 
filled with thought, thought that no one 
can understand. It controls her, there is 
no escape from it. It slowly takes away 
all life left in her fragile body. It starts 
as a sadness that cannot be explained; 
melancholy, slowly it becomes more until 
all you want to do is die, and then and only 
then does the pain seep into the veins of 
its next victim.

Protect 
Me

L’épidémie qui s’étend.

Numb. The only thing she can feel. There 
is nothing left to feel. She only feels numb. 
A feeling worse than pain. A feeling that 
will drive a person to do insane things, 
things that only those who feel such a 
thing can do.

It’s the disease that we crave.

Tears roll down her cheeks as she reaches 
for the weapon in her own self-destruction. 
Her fingers touch the ice-cold metal of the 
blade, knowing the feeling all too well. 
Lifting the blade to her skin, she considers 
her options, surely there are more than 
this, surely there is something that will 
make this numbness go away. Nothing, not 
a thing, this is the only option. She presses 
down hard on her thigh, pulling the metal 
piece across her skin slowly, purposely. 
Lifting the blade, a deep slice covers 
another piece of her body. Repeating this 
action multiple times, for maximum self-
destruction. As she watches the blood 
cascade down her legs, she is mesmerised, 
a sick, beauty that only she can see.

Sommes-nous les jouets do destin.

Escape. The one thing she wants. Escape 
from the world, the depression, the cries. 
Escape from everything. Escape is only for 
the weak, but when you have been strong 
for too long, escape is the only form of 
strength that is possible. Everything about 
escape is beautiful, the types of escape, the 
thoughts of escape, but most of all, the 
escape that cannot be taken back.

Protège Moi

The blade glides across her skin, making 
a cascade of blood. Beauty, the sickest 
beauty a person can fathom, but beauty 
all the same. She lays down as her eyes 
start to close. In her final breath she says, 
“Goodbye”. The words that break hearts. 
Her only words. “Goodbye”.

Protect me from what I want.

By Ellana Stephens
Year 9, St. Mary of the Angels

GEELONG – VIC.

Yellow glares into my eye
As the sun says Good bye

A new light comes,
As the old one fades away

‘Goodbye’ they say
As the yellow withers away

‘It’s winter now’ they say

Yellow
By Lily Godding

Year 6, Yass Public School
YASS – NSW
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But you know how much I miss you,
How much I miss being with you,
Talking to you,
Sharing my feelings with you,
And having time alone with you.
Those memories are still there,
But we won’t be able to recreate them again.

In the end,
I just want to tell you something.
My dear piano,
Thank you for staying with me for ten years,
Thank you for always being there,
Thank you for accepting my emotions,
And thank you for being my best friend.

By Karen Zhao
Year 8, Korowa Anglican Girls’ School

GLEN IRIS – VIC.

My dear friend,
You’ve been around just a bit less than I have,
But you’re so much more mature than I am.
You’re calm, fun and interesting,
And we’d spend hours every day together.
I never really understood the real you,
But I somehow still know you inside out.

You put up with my tantrums,
You let me rant to you,
You laughed when I was happy,
You cried when I was sad.
You never told me your feelings,
Yet I was always pushing mine onto yours,
Making you suffer with me,
But also making you have fun with me.

So how long have we been friends for?
I remember –
It was when I was three.
When I came across the Pacific,
You came with me too,
And our friendship never broke.
When I had no friends,
When I didn’t speak their language,
I’d talk to you –
Only you could understand me.

We did many things together;
It was either Taylor Swift,
Or maybe it was a song from the radio,
Or some old classic Beethoven piece,
Or was it Let It Go?
My fingertips still tingle when these memories come flooding back.
I remember when I’d just play my own little improvisations,
Or maybe it was the boring E minor arpeggio in first inversion,
Or this piece from school I had to learn,
And you were always there to watch,
To enjoy the music,
Even though it might have sounded like a broken violin.
And just like that,
You helped me through all my exams, tests and assessments,
And most importantly,
You helped me through my life.

You’ve gone a bit off tune lately,
And I know you’re getting old.
But then again, I’m also getting old.
Everything’s coming into my life,
And I have no time to spend with you,
You just sit there and watch me go on with my busy life.
Sometimes I slow down to talk to you,
But it was never as much as it used to be.

A Letter to
My Best Friend
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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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DEEP within a dense rainforest there 
was a statue which lay dormant. Its 
stone base dug into the soft soil 

and its golden plaque glimmered in the 
sunlight. Inscribed on the plaque was an 
extremely faded message which read, “In 
loving memory of those who gave their 
lives to this cause in the hope to achieve 
in the aim of stopping the world and its 
citizens from destroying its environment. 
May this stone forever more reflect and 
show the gratitude and the kindness which 
can was displayed by this group of people 
and may their legacy live on forever”.

Above the base was the figure of a man, he 
looked strong, powerful but yet peaceful. 
His right hand was placed on his hip and its 
grasp was an opal. The main ‘jewel’ of the 
statue however was resting in his left hand. 
The entirety of his left arm was pointed up 
towards the sun and it had a slight curve. 
Within its fingertips, the statue held a large 
ruby; its colour was so deep that it looked 
like blood. It was positioned in such a way 
that the light would always shine through 
it. The ruby had no shadow. Instead it 
kissed the earth with a beautiful, shining, 
red light. This ruby seemed to keep the 
forest alive, almost like the heart in an 
animal.

Around the statue nature thrived; it was 
full of vibrant colours and was extremely 
peaceful. The statue was like a centrepiece 
above a fireplace; it stood tall amongst the 
plants and never looked out of place. The 
trees stretched above and their canopies 
shaded the area. However the canopies left 
a gap above, and the gap allowed enough 
light in so that the rays would reflect off 
the ruby. Around the base of the statue 
were the remnants of trees which once 
stood tall, but they were now just covered 
by moss. Behind it was a huge rock face, 
its jagged edges providing a contrast to 
the beauty of the trees, plants and animals. 
Off these edges, water ran down into the 
river situated behind the statue, and it 
gushed away deep in the forest. All that 
could be heard was the chirping of birds, 
the croaking of frogs and the sound of 
running water. The forest was serene and 
tranquil – it was beautiful.

Even the animals admired the statue. 
They peered at it through every gap in the 
trees. The birds perched themselves on the 

Within Nature’s Grasp
statue’s shoulders and they chirped and 
whistled to each other. The frogs hopped 
along the ground through the moss. Even 
the snakes would sun themselves on the 
base. Both the statue and nature worked 
together and lived in harmony with each 
other like a cog in a machine. It even 
stood strong and defiant throughout the 
harshest of seasons. As the rain thundered 
down from the clouds it bounced off of 
the statue and formed a puddle around its 
base. When the rain touched the ruby it 
would slide down it and drip into the base 
of the statue’s palm. Moss grew like wildfire 
across the floor of the rainforest and etched 
its way towards the statue. It consumed the 
debris of the plants which were scattered 
across the floor. Vines twisted down from 
the trees above, spiralling downwards 
towards the earth.

Throughout time, the statue still stood tall 
and nature’s life cycle continued around 
it. Except there was one difference, after 
every downpour of rain the statue became 

weaker. It started to crack and corrode. 
Not only this, with every night the moss 
grew and the vines became longer. Slowly 
the vines reached the statue’s head whilst 
the moss climbed up the base. The vines 
slowly wrapped themselves around it. 
They wired their way around the statue’s 
head until they got to its chest, where they 
slowly spread out. Entrapping the statues 
chest they slowly grew into the cracks 
which had started to form. The moss grew 
up over the base, concealing it. It looked 
as if it was almost never there. It started to 
consume the statue’s leg as it found its way 
to its chest. Together the vines and moss 
made one final push for the ruby. The vines 
coiled around the left arm of the statue 
slowly tightening and constricting it.

There was a loud cracking sound like 
lightning and then suddenly the arm broke 
off, but the ruby was still in its grasp. It 
glimmered and in the moonlight. It almost 
fell in slow motion. Helplessly it tumbled 
towards the ground and when it did nature 
came to a stand-still. The birds stopped 
whistling, the frogs stopped croaking, 
and the crickets stopped chirping. No 
noise could be heard, not even the wind 
rustled the leaves. As the ruby hit the floor 
it shattered and its deep red colour spread 
like wine. The small shards were scattered 
along the ground and what once was a big 
red, glorious, gem was now nothing.

When the sun rose in the morning its 
beams of light shone through the tree tops 
to where the statue once stood tall. The 
ground started to slowly light up because 
of the sun, and it was almost like it was 
searching for the gem. The light found the 
gem and its tiny pieces started to reflect the 
light. Suddenly a beam of light shot off the 
shards and into the sky. At this moment 
nature mourned for its loss. The leaves 
dropped down from the trees, flowers 
turned their backs to the statue, and the 
animals became lost and disoriented. 
Slowly the once vibrant colours of the 
forest dwindled into nothing. Everything 
was dying around the area where the 
statue once stood; the heart of the forest 
had stopped beating and the forest was 
slowly dying.

By Braden Cook
Year 12, Eynesbury Senior College

ADELAIDE – SA

20 Oz Kids in Print August 2015



When the moon is full and shining bright
A ghost can be heard, not seen

When stars above give off a dim light
She will dance in the moon’s soft beams
She waits up there on the widow’s walk

In hope to see him return
Alone in the night with no one to talk to,

she will never learn
That he’s not coming home to his queen
But still she waits on the widow’s walk

One solemn night she was waiting there
But yet she did not know

The death that would attack her there
The life that she’d let go

As she looked out across the harbour great
Her foe came creeping closer

But still she waits on the widow’s walk

The sound does echo all around
As she falls, tumbling to the ground

People come from everywhere
Armed with guns and weapons at hand

But yet all, that they do find
Is her dead body

Where she’s fallen she lies
Her ghost does wait, on the widow’s walk

Centuries pass, and two young friends
Find themselves where she once did stand

Looking at her portrait they see
A dress, a pink feather fan

A beautiful widow’s head held highly
Her skin, a perfect tan

Soon they will hear the great lady’s story
Her ghost does wait, on the widow’s walk

They are now aware
And cautious up there

They go to sleep
And don’t make a peep

And on the full moon her ghost will arrive
Her whole spirit will come alive

And as the two do lay in their beds
They hear a banging noise

The eerie sound does rattle their heads
Her ghost does wait on the widow’s walk

Slowly they get out of their beds and start to climb the stairs
On they walk until they hear

Her ghost crying from the dead
They peek through the door and all they see

Is a single pink feather
From her fan they think

Her ghost does wait on the widow’s walk

“Did you know it is said”,
Says the first young child

“That she was wearing the exact same clothes
As when she fell back awhile?”

They then went back to bed
Never hearing again

The sounds that did rattle
The back of their heads.

Maybe they scared the widow’s ghost away
No – because her ghost still waits on the widow’s walk

So whenever you’re up and a full moon’s shining bright
When the ghost can be heard and not seen

When stars above give off a dim light
She will dance in the moon’s soft beams

Her ghost does wait on the widow’s walk.

By Liana Brewer
Year 5, Nambour Christian College

NAMBOUR – QLD.

The Widow’s Walk
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THE battle of Gallipoli in 1915 fought 
by the Australian and Turkish forces 
was one of the most heroic and 

failed military operations of the modern 
day. Over 8000 Australians died with 
another 26 000 injured during battle.

Charles Bean was the official war 
correspondent for the Gallipoli Campaign. 
Bean was born on the 18th November, 
1879 in Bathurst, New South Wales. Ten 
years later his family decided to relocate 
to England. In 1889 his father took him 
to a museum near the battlefield of 
Waterloo. Charles was fascinated by the 
war artefacts.

When he had completed his secondary 
education (high school) he won a 
scholarship to Hertford College in Britain. 
There he studied classics and graduated 
in 1904. He returned to Australia where 
he taught briefly at Sydney Grammar 
School. Then he worked as a legal assistant 
from 1905 until 1907. He resigned and 
acquired a job as a journalist for the Sydney 
Morning Herald. In 1911 he worked as 
the correspondent in London. Three 
years later in September 1914 he won a 
ballot against Keith Murdoch, another 
journalist, and was appointed as the official 
war correspondent for the Gallipoli 
Campaign.

1889
Today my father,  who is  the 
headmaster of Brentwood School, 
took me to the museum room in the 
Hotel du Musée, near the battlefield 
of Waterloo. I was fascinated by the 
relics and artefacts of the famous 
battle. I found the whole experience 
quite scintillating. Maybe one day I 
will have my own war museum.

1898
When I arrived home today after my 
errands my mother was standing on 
our front patio with a letter that had 
the distinctive white moose stamped 
on it that I knew all too well. It was 
a letter from Hertford College. I ran 
up to my mother and we opened 
the letter beside the birdbath in our 
garden. I couldn’t believe it. I had 
won a scholarship to Hertford College 
where I would be studying classics 
for the next five years. That night my 

family had decided to celebrate my success 
with a roast dinner. It was delicious!

September 1914
Today, I was appointed as the official war 
correspondent for the Gallipoli Campaign 
that is still being planned. I was up 
against the very popular journalist, Keith 
Murdoch. The majority of the executive 
council of the Australian Journalists’ 
Association selected me and I narrowly 
won the ballot and will be travelling to 
Gallipoli with the soldiers in the New 
Year. I have been given the honorary rank 
of captain in the AIF. I will be writing 
reports that will appear in newspapers all 
across Australia.

Gallipoli was chosen as a good place to 
attack as it was in Turkey and Turkey was 
one of Germany’s allies. The Gallipoli 
Campaign was originally meant to be a 
naval based operation. At dawn on 25 
April 1915, the ANZACs landed north 
of Anzac Cove while the British forces 
landed at Cape Helles on the Gallipoli 
Peninsula. The aims of these two attacks 
were meant to frighten the Turks so they 
would surrender. The campaign was heroic 
but the first few months of the battle were 
a disaster.

25th April 1915
The ship I travelled on arrived at the 
peninsula today at 10am, a few hours after 
the troops had landed. I will be staying 
at the peninsula for most of the time but 
will be taking day trips into the battlefield 
to take photos and write about the scene. 
unfortunately I have to endure the same 
loathsome conditions as the soldiers.

8th May 1915
I travelled to Cape Helles to report on the 
Second Battle of Krithia. When more troops 
were called to advance in the afternoon I 
went with them in the battlefield to report 
on the incident. There were shots being 
fired, pellets of lead flying through the air 
and the sky was an entanglement of smoke. 
A wounded soldier had just been shot and 
I retrieved him and carried him back to 
the medical shelter. I think I have earned 
the trust of many of the soldiers and was 
recommended for the Military Cross but 
was ineligible as I was only a civilian.

7th August 1915
Last night I was struck in the leg by a stray 
Turkish bullet at the battle of Sari Bair. I 
refused to be evacuated from the peninsula. 
My wound was incredibly painful but I 
knew that if I gave up many soldiers would 

die in the cold Turkish night. Every day 
I need to get my wound dressed by the 
nurses at the medical shelter until my 
injury heals.

Many newspapers across Australia 
started to abandon Bean’s reports and 
publish the British war correspondent, 
Ellis Ashmead-Bartlett’s reports that 
first appeared in newspapers in May 
1915. They liked Barlett’s reports 
better as they were less gruesome than 
Bean’s.

War. I found it a fantastic way to 
remember all the fallen soldiers that 
died in The First World War. The 
memorial cost £250 000.

Charles played a major part in the 
creation of the Australian War 
Memorial. He established a public 
display of artefacts and photographs 
from the First World War. He devoted 
a large portion to the development of 
the Australian War Memorial and is 
remembered for not only his bravery 

Charles Bean
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during the wars he reported on but for 
his dedication to the history of Australia 
during war.

16th February 1954
I was chosen by the government to guide 
her majesty, Queen Elizabeth II around 
the Australian War Memorial today. I 
found her majesty a lovely lady and we 
shared some English tea in the garden. 
She thanked me for my contributions to 
history and the war memorial.

1959
The Hall of Memory inside the heart of the 
Australian War Memorial was completed 
and opened today. It was my dreams 
come true. Finally there was a place that 

commemorated all of the Australian 
soldiers that had fallen during wars 
and conflicts. I think it very important 
to remember the people that had died 
fighting for their country. The Australian 
War Memorial should continue to add 
the names of fallen soldiers to the Hall of 
Memory.

Charles Edwin Woodrow Bean
In 1964 Charles Bean was admitted to the 
Concord Repatriation General Hospital. 
He died there from natural causes four 
years later on the 30th August 1968 aged 
88.

Charles is remembered as a brave man 
that saved many people’s lives on the 

battlefield. He is also remembered as a man 
that devoted his life towards the creation 
of the Australian War Memorial but most 
importantly he is remembered as a person 
that got the news out to Australians what 
was really happening in Gallipoli and on 
the Western Front.

I think that Charles was a person that 
would let nothing get in the way of his 
reporting and that’s why I believe he was 
an import figure during the First World 
War and should be remembered for his 
audacious actions.

By Bodhi McNally
Year 6, Wideview Public School

BEROWRA HEIGHTS – NSW

Are You Happy Now?
She stood out in the crowd and was not like other girls.

She was different.
It started with words, then actions and now you have broken her.

Are you happy now?
You’ve brought her down, she’s on the ground.

Did you know that I heard you feared her?
Is that why you do what you do? Well, that’s no excuse.

Do you know how your notes and texts affect her?
I guess not then, because only somebody really low could watch an innocent girl like her slowly break down.

That girl was me, but I will never tell you!
…

I’m not a nice person I know, but she just gets on my nerves. She’s so different and quiet yet amazing.
I’m selfish, I’m cold hearted and rude. Everybody loves her but she didn’t do anything to deserve it.

All I did was pass hateful notes, send hurtful texts and post things on Instagram that would embarrass or hurt her.
All I wanted was for her to know that she is not better than me because I was hurt.

She didn’t respond at all, so I kept on giving it to her.
This was until the day when she didn’t arrive at school nor the next.

What did I do?
I didn’t know she felt so bad, it’s her fault that she didn’t respond telling me to stop.

What have I done?
She had taken her life because of me.

My body’s cold, I feel so blue
How could I do this to you?

It’s not my fault you didn’t respond.
I went too far, above and beyond.

I was jealous
I was angry

And over zealous
I took your life

Didn’t take one thought
By Olyvia Munro

Year 8,
Overnewton Anglican Community College – Keilor Campus 

KEILOR – VIC.
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AS I walk through the shores of a 
rocky bay, I notice that someone 
is screaming for help. I look at the 

water and I realise it is my brother Spencer, 
he’s about 25 metres out and sharks are 
circling him. I pick up my surf board and 
run to the water, the waves are huge and 
now there is a whole family of sharks!

I paddle on my surf board out to him. As 
I reach my hand out to grab Spencer I get 
pulled under by a big shark. I struggle to 
get up, but I can’t even see the top of the 
water now. The shark is pulling me down. I 
can see the bottom of the ocean now. I look 
up to see that there is a boat and it looks 
like they are pulling Spencer up onto it.

I feel relieved that Spencer is safe and 
forgetting I was under water I take a big 
breath of relief and choke. I start to see my 
whole life before my eyes, and then I see 
my great grandmother visit me in a vision, 
she says in a faint but calm voice:

“Hit the shark in the nose and wriggle your 
way to the surface of the water!”

I do what she told me and then I manage 
to break free and reach the surface, I found 
the boat and my dad and uncle were on 
it. They pulled me up onto the boat and 
sped down to the shore, where there was 
an ambulance waiting for me.

My dad carried me to the ambulance and 
put a blanket on me.

I must have fainted because when I woke 
up I was in a hospital with all of my family 
surrounding me.

“Hello darling”, said my mum. “How are 
you?”.

“Okay, I guess”, I replied. “What happened 
to me?”, I ask.

“You had surgery”, my grandma said.

“Surgery?” I said in a loud voice. “What 
for?”

“Well”, mum said, starting to cry, “They 
had to amputate your leg”.

I started to cry, I was in shock. “Now can 
we please go home?”

When we got home I went inside and 
looked at all of my swimming trophies, 
then I realised I would never be able to 
swim again, I started to feel depressed.

I went into the lounge room where all of 
my family were watching TV. They looked 
at me like they felt sorry for me, then 
Spencer came up to me and thanked me. 

“What for?” I said.

“For saving my life” he said.

“Oh yeah, that’s all right”, I said. “Now what’s 
on TV?”, I said, trying to be cheerful.

I limped over to the lounge and sat down; 
mum put her arm around me. “Are you 
okay?”, mum asked.

“No, not really”, I replied.

“Come with me”, mum said. She walks 
outside and I follow, she sits down on the 
sand near the ocean, I sit down beside 
her.

“You know mum”, I said softly, “I will never 
be able to swim and do any sort of sport 
ever again”.

“Stop!”, mum interrupted. “Don’t worry 
about all of that, I know it’s going to be 
hard from here but we are all here for you, 
and we will talk to the doctor and see what 
they can do for you. So stop worrying and 
go inside”.

I go inside and mum follows. I sit down 

and then the phone rings, mum answers 
it “Hello, it’s Dr. Fogg here”, the voice 
says. “I am just calling to tell you we need 
Mikaela to come in for an appointment 
tomorrow”.

“Tomorrow”, said mum.

“Okay, see you then”. We then had dinner 
and went to bed.

The next morning I got up and got ready 
for the Doctor’s appointment, then dad 
dropped mum and I off at the doctor’s.

The doctor said that I am able to get a 
robotic leg, mum said “But it will cost a lot 
of money”, then added that she was willing 
to save up some money. We went home and 
relaxed, then mum came to me and said “I 
think it’s time to have some friends over, 
how about Kalani and Selina?”.

“Okay” I said.

Mum organised for Kalani and Selina 
to come stay. When they arrived I felt 
awkward and upset because I thought 
they might not like me any more because I 
looked different. That night the girls came 
over and it really helped me to forget about 
what had happened. We went to bed late. 
Then in the morning they went home.

I felt sad that they had gone so soon because 
they were so much fun to be with.

As the months went by we finally saved 
up enough money to get a robotic leg. I 
was finally feeling good. We went to the 
doctor’s and I got a robotic leg measured 
and they said it would be done soon. So in 
about a month or two I got my robotic leg 
and life went back to normal again and I 
even got to start doing sport again.

By Mikaela Allen
Year 6, Bowning Public School

BOWNING – NSW

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

Ask us about our PD seminars for TLs/educators, 
too. (We organised the two highly successful 
Keeping Books Alive seminars at the RACV Club.)

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

With best wishes

Terrie Saunders 
Creative Net

Dear Literacy Educator

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

For a full list of our authors and illustrators check out our website at www.fordstreetpublishing.com/cnetOz Kids in Print



HER eyes opened, Sara yawned, 
kissed her teddy and reached 
for her dressing gown. Her feet 

slipped to the ground and Sara walked to 
the door, not knowing what awful event 
would happen that day. Not knowing that 
she would face her worst fear. Fire. Head 
back, eyes shining a deep blue was how she 
left her room.

Her skin looked like it was reflecting the 
moon it was so pale. A deathly shade, 
where grief shows up without fail. Her 
black hair tossed violently, as it curled 
around her ears, flooding her face with 
cascading curls.

“Sara, ready for school?” mum asked. She 
was sweeping sleep out of her eyelids. Sara 
called back, “Yep, I’ve been ready for five 
minutes”.

They hopped in mum’s Toyota, mum 
accelerated the car and they were off. Sara 
waved to me, her bestie and mum parked 

the car in Sutra’s street. Sara got out and 
slumped a backpack on her shoulders. 
Then she waved goodbye to her mum 
also.

“Hi Frankie”, Sara cried.

“Hey Sara”, I called back.

Then we started talking whether Mr 
Dimmitt would drone on about how 
learning times tables is vital. Stepping 
into school, the bell went and they hurried 
into class.

Predictably, 5D was in maths and Mr 
Dimmitt gave the lecture about times 
tables. The phone rang and Mr Dimmitt 
answered the phone. He called out to Sara 
“Your mum wants to talk to you”.

Sara picked up the device that Alexander 
Graham Bell invented as a form of 
communication. Hers eyes blinked so 
rapidly I thought they would gouge and 

roll out of her head. She requested privacy 
and Mr Dimmitt let her into the hallway.

Mr Dimmitt stated, “A factor is a number 
that cleanly fits into another number such 
as 6 is a factor of 12. What is a factor, fellow 
classroom-sharers?”.

“A number that fits into a number cleanly 
into another”, I shared with the class. “Can 
I speak to Sara?”, I bravely questioned Mr 
Dimmitt. Mr Dimmitt nodded and opened 
the door. Then she told me the story, 
starting from when she got up.

“My house has burnt down Frankie! What 
have I done wrong? Why am I cursed with 
confronting fire? What do I do? Why does 
my dad have to die? Where will I live? Why 
Frankie???!!!”

I replied calmly and said to take a deep 
breath. We will do a minute of Calm on 
my phone, I said. I reached for my bag and 
took out my phone. I switched on silent 

The Fire of the Lost House
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and opened up the app Calm. The relaxed 
voice started.

A minute later we were all Zen mode. Then 
she explained everything. Her mum broke 
the news. While she was at a laundrette, 
(well her mum hated laundry more than 
anything else) she remembered the pasta 
sauce boiling but it was too late. A fire had 
spread all over the house. Everything was 
burnt. And worse still they didn’t pay for 
house insurance.

“Calm, Sara?”, I ask. “Now I am”, Sara 
replied. “You are not cursed. Everyone has 
a strike of unlucky fate sometimes. You will 
probs live with my family until you and 
your family can buy another house. And 
in answer to another of your questions, 
you and I will have an awesome time in 
my bunkers!”

That night Sara slept in a sleeping bag 
staring up at the moonlit sky. Her family 
fell asleep looking at the elegant skies and 
around at the church. A single candlelight 
in the window was glowing but no one 
was there.

 — THE NEXT DAY —

My parents agreed to let Sara and her mum 
join my family. Now she is like a sister 
sibling I have never had before. I am not 
an only child now. Now I have Sara. Sara 
Lipinski.

THE SCOOP OF VALEVILLE

Special feature:
Odette Lipinski’s tragic episode

By Aimee Htoob*

“She was walking down the street. I saw a 
woman crying. I asked her of her troubles. 
We talked it out at Two Little Birds Café 
over a hot coffee. This is her story.

This is what words rolled out of her 
mouth.

“I was just picking up the ironed shirts 
and cleaned school uniforms from the 
laundrette. Well sheesh, I despise laundry 
more than anything! Then I remembered 
the boiling pasta sauce I had left to feed 
Sara for dinner…

I cried out SMS and Sara’s too. I knew 
what was happening in the house. I could 
already smell the smoke. I imagined dear 
Sara’s tears. She was a good kid. She had 
coped well when her father left us. She was 
only three, you know.

I left my laundry, and zoomed down the 
street in my Mercedes-Benz. A skid here, 
crossing the speed limit twice, and I was 
home. I was too late. A flame flared Sara’s 
room, my room was black with coals, 
charcoal, and ash.

A scream rippling through the air. Then 
I looked at my mouth which was open. 
I realised that the scream was my own. I 
gripped a hand over my mouth and the 
sound was absorbed. A neighbour called 
the police. He told me to call petite little 
Sara’s class teacher. At least she would 
know before she saw the damage, he 
reasoned.

After I told Mr Dimmitt to pass the phone 
on to Sara he seemed gentle and his voice 
sounded raspy and concerned. He tried to 
be easy to talk to, but failed greatly as he 
sounded like a fairy in a lion’s clothing. He 
passed the phone onto Sara. I spilled.

“I was telling her everything in a rush. A 
muddle of terribly mismatched words, 
words that should be together ever. But 
they were. To summarise them they were 
we have lost our house. We have lost our 
life. Blame the fire. It made our house 
charcoal. It burnt our hope, our home, 
our house.”

* Protected name, author is Mia Booth.

By Mia Booth
Grade 5, Methodist Ladies’ College

KEW – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs Jo Ryan

You look down at your baby
half of you

half of the person you love
with tear-filled eyes

and a smile that lights up the room
and you think,

nine months of nurturing
nine months of pain

nine months of wishing it were over.

Today you’ve forgotten it all
forgotten the pain

forgotten the agony.
You look down at your baby

half of you
half of the person you love

with tear-filled eyes
and a smile that lights up the room

and you think,
I wouldn’t have it any other way.

By Chloe Turle
Year 10, Eynesbury Senior College

ADELAIDE – SA
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Chances are,
I’ll never get a moment like this again,

So I’ll give it my best shot.
Yeah, everyone has secrets

I have hundreds too!
Most of my friends know

But what about you?
I can’t tell you what I’m feeling

Do you think it’s true?

I’m not sure about what I’m saying,
But I think I’m falling for you.

Do you think it’s possible?
You are my everything

I missed you so much when you left
That July 4 I died

Inside I wept
My heart flooded with sadness

On the bus ride home
I swear I made one hundred cyclone

I know this feeling
I’ve felt it before

But with you it’s different
But I’ll let the rain pour

Because a day without you
Is a day wasted!

Again! And again! And again!
I’ll fight this war…

I see now why they call it a crush
Because when I found out you don’t love me back

It kills me too much
But I’ll sing this song...

I’ll fight this war...

I’ll kill every single one standing in my way.
Because of you!

I made hand hearts and I was about to send the text
I cancelled it took my love back…

But of course you wouldn’t know how it pains me
You’re just a guy, right?!

Being around you make me stupid
Can’t you see?!
Can’t you tell?!

I wrote your name in the cloud
And no winds has ever blew it away…

I wrote your name in the sand
But there are no tides mighty enough to wipe it away…

I wrote your name in my heart
And forever it stays!

Your smile is the reason…
I wake up,

Go to school,
Smile at everyone and
Laugh with my friends

I don’t have the courage to give you this poem
I want to, I do, but I don’t know how to…

So I guess I have to leave you.
I’ll now destroy this poem

So that you’ll never know…
unless you stop me,

and forever we’ll never be alone...

I’ll say it once and I’ll say it again,
You and I will meet again. I just know we will…

When we do, I will never say goodbye
‘Cause I know we’ll meet again....

By Sheena Luces
Year 7, St. Monica’s College

CAIRNS – QLD.
Teacher: Mrs. Jemma Otto

Secret
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My puppy ate my homework
There was really nothing to do

But tell a lie to my teacher
That wasn’t even true.

I saw this wasn’t going well.
But I didn’t want to fail.

Before she had a chance to talk,
I continued adding to the tale:

“My doggy put his chef hat on
and then began to cook,

He grabbed my science notes
And fried them with my writing book.

“He snatched my spelling words from me
and dropped them in a pot,

I tried to take it from his paw
But cooked them till they were blazing hot.

My Dog Ate My HomeworkMy Dog Ate My Homework
“The puppy eagerly took my history book

And boiled a history stew
He threatened to bite me if I objected

Well at least he wasn’t cooking a kangaroo.

“He wore a doggy apron
And he prepared a doggy feast.

He put the dinner on the polished bench.
And ate it like a beast.”

“So he wore a doggy chef hat?”
She asked me in vexation.

“He did”, I said.
At this point of the lie I really wish I could go on a vacation.

My teacher shook her head, but then I said
As quickly as lighting strike the ground,

“He covered it with BBQ sauce,
And he said after he ate it he was astound.”

“A talking dog who ate your homework?”
My teacher had a fit.

And she sent me to the office,
So that is where I unfortunately sit.

I guess I made a big mistake
In telling her all that.

Because I don’t even have a dog.
It was actually eaten by my cat.

By Alanah Byron
Grade 5, Nambour Christian College

NAMBOUR – QLD.
Teacher: Jon Broad

Imagine a place, a place of peace.

Imagine a place where everyone would get along, there would be no right, no wrong.

Imagine a place where there are no horns tooting, or guns shooting, a place of calm and quiet.

Imagine a place where you could sit back in the green grass, and watch the trees sway as time flies.

Imagine a place where you could sing about the sky so blue, admiring everything old and new.

Imagine a place, a place of peace.

PEACE OR PIECES?
It’s your call.

By Suhani Poddar
Grade 5, Seabrook Primary School

SEABROOK – VIC.
Teacher: Mr. Vivoda

Imagine
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Meet our book reviewers Daniel, Caelin, Jaiyee, Odi and Cristina, 
from Boroondara Park Primary School, Victoria.

Reviews coordinator: Robyn English

BOOK REVIEWS

88 Lime Street: The Way In
by Denise Kirby (Scholastic Australia)

Wow! This book really amazed me. Not 
only because it is written beautifully 
with descriptive, figurative language but 
because of the way the plot hooks you in. 
As you read, you realise along with the 

Kerenza: A New Australian
by Rosanne Hawke (Omnibus Books)

Kerenza is a new title in the ‘A New 
Australian’ series. It is all about moving to 
a different life and all the strangeness that 
comes with it. Thirteen-year-old Kerenza 
Tremain is upset to leave her native 

characters what is happening. It is about 
a girl named Ellen whose family has just 
moved to a new house: 88 Lime Street. 
Right from the get-go, Ellen starts noticing 
strange things about the house, like blinds 
opening themselves and messages written 
in the fog on the mirror.

Things get weird when she starts receiving 
spooky anonymous emails from a ghost. 
To top it all off, the overgrown fountain 
starts spouting water. Why is there a tower 
with no door?

The way Denise Kirby writes this story 
is something I’ve never seen before. She 
doesn’t write scary things, she implies 
them. It is especially good for readers 
who like the thrill of spookiness but scare 
easily.

I highly recommend this book to readers 
aged from nine to thirteen who are looking 
for mystery, action, or just a generally 
good read.

Rating: HHHHHHHHHH

— Daniel Del Papa
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Cornwall, and when she reaches Australia, 
her spirits fall even further. The water is 
brown and the sheep are black, and she 
gets a hideous welcome from her cousin 
Jacob. Will she ever love Australia?

I found this book clever, but I wonder if it 
is historically accurate. It is a great book 
though and I thoroughly recommend it to 
any reader over the age of ten.

Anyone who has had to move house or 
country will relate to Kerenza’s experiences. 
It deals with emotions and making friends. 
It is nicely written and a good read.

Rating: HHHHHHH

— Odi Paatsch

Scream: The Human 
Flytrap
by Jack Heath (Scholastic Australia)

Scream — it’s what you’ll want to do after 
you read this book! This is a dramatic story 
with mysterious disappearances, terrifying 
visions and unusual neighbours.

When Josh moves into his new house, he 
finds rust in the door joints and secrets in 
the corners. Will he figure out the mystery 
of Axe Falls? So many questions are going 
through his head. Why did they move? 
What’s up with the lady next door? And 
why, why is there CRIME POLICE TAPE 

in the toilet bin? The biggest question is 
will anyone survive long enough to find 
out the secret?

This horrifying book written by Jack 
Heath is aimed at teenagers and anyone 
who dares.

And another thing … there’s a surprise 
waiting for you inside the front cover. 
AAAAAAGGGHHHHH!

Rating: HHHHHHHH

— Caelin Loffel 

Ella Diaries: Dreams Come 
True
by Meredith Costain, illustrated by Danielle 
McDonald (Scholastic Australia)

This book is about a girl named Ella. She 
and her best friend, Zoe, are super fans of 
the singer Cassi Valentine and it has been 
their dream to meet her. They might get the 
chance for their dream to come true! But 
it isn’t easy with their enemy, Peach, going 
out of her way to make the task harder (as 
she always does). I really enjoyed this book 
because I could definitely relate to Ella and 
the situation she was in. If you like cute 
jokes, BFFs and endless fun, this is the 
book for you. I recommend this book to 
girls over the age of six.

Rating: HHHHHHHH

— Cristina Di Pietro

Wesley Booth: Super 
Sleuth
by Adam Cece, illustrated by Michel Streich 
(Omnibus Books)

Wesley Booth is a young super sleuth and 
Hub Hill Primary’s self-proclaimed ‘Best 
Detective’. When a crime wave sweeps the 
school, he sees it as an opportunity to prove 
himself.When a new student, Cassidy 
Strong, comes to the school and solves 
the first theft mystery Wesley is shocked 
and takes drastic action to prove his title. 
His aim is to find the identity of ‘the Hub 
Hill heister’.

The book is wonderfully hilarious. It is told 
through the eyes of a naïve young boy who 
faces a bit of bullying and problems with his 
parents – a constantly ‘rocky relationship’. 
It is a book that shows realistic obstacles 
and should be able to cheer up any child 
who is going through similar problems. It 
has a ‘Big Nate’ sort of feeling about it.

I recommend this book to every reader 
who enjoys a laugh and a mystery. I give it 
a good rating because of the laughs. upper 
primary school-aged children should 
enjoy the humour as I did.

Rating: HHHHHHHHH

— Jaiyee Xi
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BLOOD and sweat choked her 
nostrils as she tilted her head 
skyward to scan the battlefield. 

She perched herself on a craggy cliff that 
overlooked the skirmish which would 
come to be known as The Siege of Paris 
845 A.D.

Zireael was her name, an angel of death 
sent by one-eyed Odin to soar over 
mankind’s battlegrounds, meting out the 
fate of men. She bore immense, pitch-
black, feathered wings and long, sleek, 
golden hair that danced in the wind. Her 
skin was as smooth as the Greek goddess 
of love, Aphrodite; she held a spear in her 
left hand and was fully clad in armour 
made for the gods. Below her, men raced 
to their demise and cried for the glory of 
death in combat. Zireael turned away from 
the bloodbath. For millennia she had been 
cleaning up after men’s foolish conflicts, 
raising worthy warriors to Valhalla. To 
this day, Zireael was still astonished at 
humanity’s capacity for evil and violence.

The angel of death descended from the 
peak of the cliff with a swoop of her wings. 
Mortal men could not perceive Valkyries 
in their splendour, only when near death 

or at the full embrace of it. Zireael 
landed on the scarred battlefield, 
causing the earth to quake wrathfully. 
In the distance, she could hear the 
cries of men and clashing swords as 

the Vikings advanced. The air was 
thick with a stench of death and 

desolation. 

“None that lay here shall 
walk free from this hell”, 

pondered the Valkyrie. 
A Frankish boy 

c a u g h t  h e r 

gaze, no more than a decade old, forced 
to take up arms against the invading 
warriors. He lay in the mud wounded from 
head to toe, his legs twisted inward in a 
grotesque manner. A spear had pierced his 
breastplate causing blood to seep from his 
mouth as he choked on his words. Zireael 
loomed over the child, casting a silhouette 
of her grandiose figure. 

“Do not speak child, you have done 
enough”, she said mournfully. His eyes 
were fixed on her, but fear overcame the 
boy and he began to wail for his mother. 
Zireael could bear no more, and unfurling 
her pitch-black wings, she clasped the 
youngster in her embrace and raised his 
soul to Valhalla.

Piles of blazing corpses sent plumes of 
smoke to kiss the sky, blotting out the sun 
as the spirits of carnage raced through the 
heavens. Zireael glanced at dozens of her 
sisters tracing through the fields and skies, 
raising men from perdition. It was at that 
instant that she heard his battle cry; his 
bellowing broke through the clinging of 
swords on shields, sending chills through 
his adversaries. The fearsome Viking king, 
Ragnar Lodbrok, had led 120 ships and 
5,000 men up the River Seine to sack Paris, 
city to the King of West Francia, Charles 
the Bald. The wings on her back expanded 
as she took flight, casting a shadow that 
would bring a berserker down to his knees 
in terror. 

“FOR ODIN!” Ragnar sent out another 
shriek amidst the battle. He was clad in 
a leather tunic and breeches. His shaggy 
beard came down to his waist and tattoos 
were sketched across his bald head. With 
a dagger in his left hand and an axe in his 

right, the king fought like a demon with an 
insatiable bloodlust. Zireael saw the man 
who was believed to be a descendant of 
Odin himself and was determined to raise 
his soul to the halls of Valhalla. 

Two Frankish soldiers rushed at the king. 
The first attempted to cleave Ragnar’s head 
clean off with a swing of his sword but he 
was too quick for him. In a split second, 
the king had ducked under the blade as 
he plunged his dagger in the man’s ribs 
causing him to fall suddenly. The second 
man lunged with his spear to impale the 
Viking. However, he only managed to slash 
at Ragnar’s belly as he swiftly grabbed the 
spear, cast it aside and sent the Frankish 
man to the dirt. Ragnar raised his axe high 
above his head and brought it down on the 
soldier’s crown. The king fell to his knees as 
the life drained out of him from his wound. 
It was then that she saw her moment and 
appeared before him in her grandeur. 

“Valkyrja!” Ragnar Lodbrok exclaimed 
in the Old Norse tongue. The Valkyrie 
looked down on him gauging his strength, 
will and worthiness as a follower of Odin. 
Zireael uncoiled her feathered limbs to 
embrace Ragnar into the welcoming arms 
of death. The king raised his head, meeting 
Zireael’s gaze. “Begone, fiend!” he barked 
with ferocity in his eyes like an alpha wolf 
s h o w i n g dominance over its pack.

 Zireael stepped back in 
astonishment at the king’s 
resolution. “I shall not 
depart  this  l i fe  here, 
Valkyrja, ’tis not written 

in the stars”, Ragnar spat at 
the Valkyrie’s feet. The king 

struggled to his feet, clutching 
at his belly while holding his axe 

in the other hand. Zireael gazed 
at the human and saw her father, 

Odin, had not decreed his demise. 
A Viking war horn sounded in the 

distance, signalling the end of the siege 
and victory to the Scandinavian 

warriors.

By Nick Kinyanjui 
Year 12,

Eynesbury Senior College 
ADELAIDE – SA

Teacher: Shelda Rathmann 

The Fallen
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As the sun sets
And the world sleeps

As the stars rise
And the wind squeaks

We rise up
In the night

We prepare ourselves
For our flight

As our wings soar
And the moon shines
As our wills harden
And the moths dive

We fly forward
In the night

We continue on
Our lengthy flight

As their alarms buzz
And the city wakes

As their uproar starts
And the silence breaks

We fall down
In the night
We then end

Our silent flight

Flight

A gentle hand cradled soil before it crumbled to dust,
A piece of the future disintegrated, no longer sustained,

It relies on the present, whose hands do we trust?
Can we keep this developed country maintained?

Made with passion, packaged with great care,
Sent to the shop for our consumption,

But how long will it be for our world to bear,
Food at the supermarket as an option?

Meals for our mouth, dinner on our plate,
How would we provide more from less?

It seems some places aren’t doing so great,
The agricultural world may be a mess.

Time may come when water is scarce,
A struggle to produce and imports are slow,

Would we know what to do? Live a world without cares?
Is sustainability the choice to know?

But the time is now, a message in bold,
Like a whisper in the wind, the word spreads around,
Will produce come easily as we continue to grow old?

Or will we forever struggle to develop food from the ground?

By Josephine Saunders
Year 8, Quirindi High School

QUIRINDI – NSW
Teacher: Mrs Lindi Owen

Sustain 
Our World

By Cassandra Farthing
Year 11, Springfield Central State High  

SPRINGFIELD LAKES – QLD.
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Miranda paused in the middle of 
the narrow cobbled footpath to 
close her eyes and inhale the 

sweet scent of her grandmother’s flowers 
that seemed to envelope her in a warm hug 
despite the biting cold.

“Come along now Miranda, you’re going 
to get soaked through.”

Miranda loved visiting her aunt, for one 
specific reason.

She ran through the house and heaved 
open the grand double doors that led her 
straight into the arms of a Prince, though 
she wasn’t aware of that fact till later.

“Careful!” the Prince spoke English with a 
heavy foreign accent.

Miranda was mesmerised for a moment; 
the man before her had caramel skin and 
sorrow-filled golden eyes.

“Are you all right?” the Prince inquired, his 
gaze seemed to be burning into Miranda 
and rendering her speechless.

“uh, I um”, she stuttered for a few 
moments.

The Prince only smiled, “What is your 
name?”

“Miranda.”

“Miranda”, he repeated. Only when he said 
it, it sounded like “merrandah”.

‘And now, what is your name?”

The Prince looked hesitant, then pulled 
Miranda into the shadow of a tall building. 
Only then did Miranda realise they were 
standing in the middle of a busy bazaar; 
dust floated about but didn’t seem to 
settle.

“Can I trust you, Miranda?”

She smiled, “Of course”.

“My name is Zohaib.” The Prince then 
proceeded to laugh. “I think I have never 
spoken that sentence. Now I hear how 
silly that name sounds, can you believe 
that my parents named me something 

that means leader—” He stopped abruptly. 
“Forget about it. Tell me what you are 
doing here?”

Before Miranda could answer, some 
uniformed men nearby started pulling 
apart stalls, clearly looking for something. 
Cries arose as people’s wares were thrown 
about.

Zohaib looked into Miranda’s eyes, “Run”, 
he whispered, then took her hand and ran 
off with her.

H H H

Miranda and Zohaib laughed breathlessly 
under the awning of a boarded up and 
run-down store.

“Now you have to tell me why we were 
running.”

“Those men, they are looking for me. But 
I would rather not be found.”

“Why?”

Zohaib smiled, “I’m looking for something, 
will you help?”.

“Sure, but first tell me why you do not want 
to be found.”

“I trusted you, now you trust me. I’ll tell 
you soon.”

“What are we looking for?”

“I’m not sure yet.”

H H H

They continued wandering through the 
bazaar when Miranda spotted a woman 
surrounded by at least twenty children, all 
skin and bones.

“Are these all your children?”

“They are orphans, but I love them like my 
own flesh and blood.”

Miranda called out to Zohaib who had 
wandered off towards a boy selling 
mangoes, “Zohaib! We have to help this 
woman. All these poor children have lost 
their families. Is there someone we can talk 
to, to help them?”.

“Yes, but he is a stingy old man with 
enough money, but not enough of a heart. 
The King.”

“How would you know? Besides, he must 
have an advisor or a Queen.”

“No, just him and his only son.”

“We’ll talk to his son!”

“What? He’s just the Prince.”

“Exactly, he’ll be King soon himself. He 
has to help his people or who will? Maybe 
his father is not a good King, but he is 
another person and he has all that money 
and power only to help his people.”

“You’re right,” Zohaib shook his head and 
laughed, “You’re absolutely right, who says 
I have to be just like my father!”.

Zohaib pulled Miranda into a tight hug.

“Wait, who’s your father—”

H H H

“Miranda! Mirandaa! Come down will 
you, tea’s ready.”

“Coming!”

Miranda left behind the bazaar and the 
Prince, knowing they would be awaiting 
her return and went downstairs to tea 
with her aunt.

“Where have you been, my sweet?”

Miranda smiled, “The library”.

By Nabeeha Rahman
Age 14

WHALAN – NSW

A Myriad of Wonders To Be Found
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“It is a curious thing, the death of a loved 
one. We all know that our time in this world 
is limited, and that eventually all of us will 
end up underneath some sheet, never to 
wake up. And yet it is always a surprise 
when it happens to someone we know. It is 
like walking up the stairs to your bedroom 
in the dark, and thinking there is one more 
stair than there is. Your foot falls down, 
through the air, and there is a sickly moment 
of dark surprise as you try and readjust the 
way you thought of things.”

— Lemony Snicket, Horseradish: Bitter 
Truths You Can’t Avoid

FIRST of all, Great Aunty Edith isn’t 
dead... At least not to me.

I still talk to her, in my thoughts, my 
dreams. She is always there, waiting. 
“Jacky”, she says, her crooked smile 
comforting me, her wispy white hair 
drooping over her shoulders as the light, 
olive eyes look into me; tranquil.

“Yes Great Aunty Edith?” I reply, answering 
her, letting her know I am near. Her hand 
reaches out to me. I take it, and 
feel her soft warm grasp. Then 
we walk, away into the light, and 
we talk. I know she is happy. I 
know she is in a better place, a 
place where there are no doctors 
or nurses with anxious, solemn 
faces. No tubes and machines 
to help her breathe better. Just 
a place of jubilance and rest, 
somewhere she is at peace.

But I wish, so dearly that she 
was here; I wish she was on the 
other end of the phone talking 
to me...

H H H

Towards her passing, Aunty 
Edith and I used to write to 
each other. Immaculate little 
letters to let each other know 
how we were.

The letters... The last remaining 
memories I have of her. Simple 
pieces of paper so precious to 
me.

“Where are those letters?” Dad asked, “I 
want to have them read at her funeral in 
Perth”. A thousand thoughts fleet through 
me, chilling me along my spine. I begin to 
panic; I don’t know where the letters are. 
My heart is in my throat, pounding at me 
like a drum. My stomach begins to tickle 
at my chest. Running to the bathroom, 
I hug the toilet bowl, feeling as if all my 
memories of her are leaving me, falling 
into the toilet.

Mum appears, a terribly anxious look on 
her face. “Jackson?”

HuRL!

“Jackson! What is the matter?”

HuRL!

“Mummy...” I whimper,

And that, is when everything turns 
black.

H H H

My white surroundings are quite peaceful. 
“Jacky?” I look up... “Jacky?”

“I’m here Aunty Edith”, I reply staring at 
her smile.

“You fainted”, she softly murmurs.

“I know.” My brow creases, and my eyes 
widen.

“I’m so sorry Aunty Edith, I lost the letters, 
all of them! All those beautiful letters you 
sent me...” I tremble, bursting into tears.

“It’s okay Jack. I’m always here.”

I look up into her eyes, and I know in my 
heart it’s true.

When I awake, Mum and Dad are looking 
over me, their faces deep in thought. My 
head is cushioned on a cold soft pillow and 
the blinds are shut tight. I follow the specks 
of light peeking through the fragment 
of exposed window with my eyes, and I 
think of where on earth those letters could 
possibly be?

H H H

The next day at church, softening 
my eyes on the wooden floor I 
pray. Praying to God, praying 
to Jesus, praying that I find 
those letters... to help me. 
Somewhere, deep in my heart 
I know that the letters don’t 
matter. Acknowledging that 
they were the last words she 
wrote, yet understanding that 
it’s a struggle: my struggle to 
overcome such an event as 
a relative’s death. A woman 
I understood, someone that 
understood me; A friend to talk 
to when all others couldn’t. I was 
careless. Reckless.

I lost those letters. I didn’t care 
much for them when she was 
alive, but now I see. I see who 
she was: who she was to me. A 
lady of wisdom, guidance and 
care. But now, when I close my 
eyes I don’t see her. She isn’t 
there. Just me alone in a big 

Travels With My Aunt
A Short Story On Life’s Journey       by Ronan King
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white world. When my head hits my pillow, 
and the sheets flies softly under my chin, I 
feel lonely, more lonely than ever before.

H H H

It’s an interesting thing, my confiding in a 
Great Aunt. Most significant female figures 
in the world are of course the mother and 
grandmother, sometimes even the sister. 
But the Aunty, or in this case Great Aunty 
is rarely thought of.

Aunts and Great Aunts are of course there 
in our day to day lives. We all recognise 
them and get Christmas gifts from them 
and the odd visit here or there. They are 
always in the background at Christmas 
gatherings, reunions and photos, but let 
me ask you: What do you think of when 
you conjure up the image of a stereotypical 
aunt? Do you think of a warm granny like 
figure, her spotty apron covered in cookie 
crumbs? Or do you think of the eccentric 
funny lady quite opposite to your mother? 
I think of the latter.

Nevertheless, my Great Aunty Edith was 
the predominant grandmother like figure 
in my life. A lady whom I trusted for 
help, someone to share my secrets with, 

someone who knew. Knew me, loved me 
and cherished me. Without her, my life 
would have been so different. Think of 
a life without a best friend. Great Aunty 
Edith truly was precious to me, and her 
death could never change that. This sudden 
revelation came to me, as I spotted the 
letters. Sitting quietly and contently. Just 
on top of my bedroom wardrobe.

H H H

Her funeral was a nice celebration. The 
family flew to Perth to celebrate it. It 
was held in a beautiful church, with 
shimmering stained glass windows, and 
a beautiful high wooden roof. The letters 
were read and there was a presentation 
played with photos of her throughout her 
life and her favourite song: “Somewhere 
over the rainbow”.

As I listened to the ukulele strum I closed 
my eyes, just for a second. I was once 
again in the big white world. Hoping that 
she would be there one last time. I looked 
around but she wasn’t there. I wasn’t sad. I 
actually admit to feeling quite happy. Happy 
that she was free from sickness, happy that 
she was there for me throughout my life, 
just on the other end of the phone. “Thank 

you.” I whispered almost to myself, “Thank 
you Great Aunty Edith. Thank you!” And 
just before I opened my eyes, I heard her. 
Whether I imagined it or not, I heard her 
softly, quietly murmur: “Goodbye”.

H H H

“Everyone at some point in their lives 
wakes up in the middle of the night with 
the feeling that they are all alone in the 
world, and that nobody will ever love them 
and that they will never have a decent 
night’s sleep again and will spend their 
lives wandering blearily around a loveless 
landscape, hoping desperately that their 
circumstances will improve. But suspecting, 
in their heart of hearts, that they will remain 
unloved forever, the best thing to do in these 
circumstances is to wake somebody else up, 
so that they can feel this way too.”

— Lemony Snicket, Horseradish: Bitter 
Truths You Can’t Avoid

By Ronan King
Year 7,

St. Aloysius’ College Milsons Point
MILSONS POINT – NSW
Teacher: Joanne Cleary

Sunday before night falls
Dear diary I don’t know if we will get 
along so well okay so yeah. Tomorrow it’s 
my first day in grade 4 and Sofie might 
be in my class and I’m really excited. I’ve 
got a teacher that is really strict in fact 
every teacher in the school is strict!!! It’s 
unbelievable one of my sisters said her 
friend got suspended for just saying that 
Hayley’s costume was weird.

Monday after school
I can’t believe how lucky I am, all my 
friends that I wanted in my class are in 
there. Except there are also all my enemies 
in there too and since they’re my enemies 
they teased me all day from the start to 
the end.

Tuesday before dawn
Hi diary I woke up at 1.37am today and 
it’s too early to get up and get ready for 
school, or is it. Anyway so tomorrow we 
have a festival at school and there will be 
rides and different things like fair food. My 

The Diary for Ruby
crush Alex will be there because he used 
to be at this school in grade 3 but now he 
is at daffodil school so yeah.

Wednesday after school
So today was really bad because Alex was 
cheating on me with a girl called Harriet 
and now I hate him but he still said hi to 
me and went on a ride with me. Coming 
to think of it Alex wasn’t cheating on me 
okay bye diary that’s all.

End of year
Oh sorry diary I forgot to tell you everything 
that happened from the first week from 
Wednesday I’m really sorry okay got to got 
to face time my friends and Alex.

By Megan Zerna
Year 3, Boroondara Park Primary

BALWYN NORTH – VIC.
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A Casual Conversation 

A casual conversation 

Casual yet confronting I was angry 

You were calm 

I saw problems 

You saw solutions 

And the sun hid behind the moon 

My voice rang like a battle cry of the 
heavens while you spoke in soft songs how 
are you not hurting, fighting for more? 
Why would I fight when I am with you? 
And if the mockingbird that inhabits the 
bushes down by the corner hedges lifts its 
head and sings then all will be true and all 
will be good.

Stay 

I can’t Please 

The mockingbird sang a different song 

Beginnings 

Breathe in the beginning there was nothing 
but breath like gentle whispers it clung to 
the air fragile, like a small child clinging 
to their mother’s arm 

As a small child to me you were as beautiful 
as the light spreading crimson colours of 
auburn, pink and red across an ageing 
horizon.

The chill in the air is giving your breath 
life blood illuminating the final particles of 
grandeur escaping from your mouth. 

Even the trees, from outside your window 
would extend a crooked hand in a gesture 
of harmony while singing breathe, my dear 
please just breathe 

Spit air 

The air spilled out of your mouth with 
passion as you lay there gasping just one 
more moment, 

I plead, one more 

Loss
I look to the woods for solace for a 
comforting blanket to cover the weight 
of this room

Yet no comfort is extended and the only 
message I can decrypt in the wind or 
the trees was to be, just to be and as the 
lifeblood seeps out of the corners of your 
eyes 

I plant a final kiss on the icy skin of your 
forehead a goodbye from ages past and 

I Let You Go

Sinking 

The marks that you’ve left scorched my 
earth and as you left hope left also lifting 
its fingers from my stubborn forehead 

Did this not mean anything at all? If 
there was a single moment which, after 
introducing itself at the door was turned 
away then I’m sorry and I deserve this 
but seeing the orchids like a blind man, 
although not wrong, is slightly melancholic 
and out of place

You once told me if ever sinking to get 
lifeboats or know how to swim for this 

ocean is large and can sometimes get 
quite cold.

Father, I’m sinking now and you were my 
lifeboat 

Paris 

You always perplexed me with notions 
of romanticism like the lamps of Paris 
as they cast doubtful shadows on cobble 
pavements while the mysterious lull of 
midnight serenaded the air Let me now 
drive down alleys 

Of narrow nostalgia, under bridges 

Of notions, disproven, yet beautiful none-
the-less if only for this moment, this point 
in time 

For to love is to lose and I thought my 
stubborn fingers would never part from 
your coarse skin as we sat beneath the 
stars 

Could I not have fooled myself for one 
more quiet evening? 

Like the Corners of the Sun 

As a small child you made me smile like 
warm butter and musical rather than cold, 
thoughts of you now waltzed from the 
far-reaching corners of the globe and into 
my peripheries 

The snow covered mountains of grief and 
this nostalgia cast splashes of green onto 
my grey canvas 

Restless thoughts of you rushed in like 
excited children 

I couldn’t calm them for radiating in 
their energy was a better fate than silent 
contemplation 

In this moment I realised memory had 
extended a warm gentle palm as blue 
marbles spilled out of the corners of my 
eyes not with sadness, but childlike awe 
and my smile cracked open like the corners 
of the sun.

By Nicholas Antoniak
Year 12, Oxley College 

BOWRAL – NSW
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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

Oz Kids in Print 39August 2015



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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