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CHILDREN’S CHARITY NETWORK
SUPPORTS CHARITIES 
AND ORGANISATIONS 

WHO SUPPORT US!

KEEP ON WRITING 
(TYPING)!

Carol Dick
Managing Editor

ENTER ON-LINE
at

www.ozkids.com.au

From the 
editor’s 

desk
2015 Young Australian Art & 
Writers’ Awards are just around 
the corner. We have had some 
wonderful stories and poems this 
year. Many arrived as the closing 
date loomed. So please remember 
to get your entries in early to 
give you a better chance of being 
included.

Exams are being held in Secondary 
Schools across the country. Do your 
best and good luck.

Don’t forget to keep your entries 
coming!

Voicing the Dead
Author: Gary Crew

Publisher: Ford Street Publishing
RRP: $19.95

ISBN: 9781925272055

Voicing the Dead by Gary Crew is a 
fine example of how fictocriticism as a 
writing technique can coerce readers into 
questioning long-standing principles of 
recording history. The tale is based on 
fact, narrated by the 16-year-old Jack 
Ireland, one of only two survivors of 
the ill-fated Charles Eaton which sank 
in 1834, when swept onto treacherous 
reefs in the Torres Straits. Jack was 
Captain Moore’s ‘best boy’ who could 
not only read and write, but had a unique 
talent for literature tripping into other 
printed texts. The technique draws the 
reader into a rich literary landscape, 
while telling a thrilling and at times 
horrific tale of head-hunters, slavery 
and survival.

Gary Crew lays out his intentions 
from the outset, ‘all that has been told 
of the events of [Jack’s] life must be 
reconsidered, recreated and recounted 
and if I am to tell [Jack’s] tale 
in truth, I must give voice to 
all the dead’.

So here we have an historical 
f iction with Jack giving 
voice to previously invisible 
characters. The women are 
present and not hidden 
behind men, Irish orphans 
are heard and stand on the 
same deck as the wealthy 
D’Oyley children. Even the 
islanders take centre stage 
despite having no written 
language. All people who 
were not recognised in the 
historical records of the day 
have been given a voice. 
This device leads the reader 
to approach all the written 
documents with greater 
suspicion and think more 
deeply about their origins 
and intentions.

Throughout this process 
Jack tells his gripping tale 
of shipwreck. The horror at 
seeing so many of the crew 

bludgeoned and beheaded and how he 
was brought so low by circumstances. 
On his rescue, despite his horrific ordeal, 
he views his saviours with disdain as 
they destroy the island where the head-
hunters built a shrine to honour the 
heads of the dead. Jack now realises that 
‘civilised’ people can be as barbaric and 
ignorant as those less fortunate.

This novel is a great work of art 
incorporating that unique Gary Crew 
spin that leaves the reader a little bit 
uncomfortable, but much more the 
wiser. Voicing the Dead is one of those 
rare novels that should be studied 
in secondary schools and creative 
writing courses, for its unique approach 
to reviving a long forgotten piece of 
Australian maritime history.

Reviewed by Robyn Donoghue

BOOK 
REVIEW
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FArMEr Pierre pulled on his shiny 
red gumboots and angled his beret 
perfectly. He smiled as he stepped 

out onto his new farm. He noticed a 
trough overflowing onto the paddocks 
and smiled some more. He thought it was 
a pretty fountain. (Farmer Pierre was new 
to farming!)

Farmer Pierre decided to go and milk 
his new cow Bessie. He got a bucket and 
a stool and put the bucket on one side 
of Bessie. Then he sat down and pulled 
hard at Bessie’s teat. Suddenly milk came 
shooting out onto Farmer Pierre’s new suit. 
“Emily!” he shouted. Emily came running. 
“Oh Dad you are silly”, she said. Emily told 
her Dad that you are supposed to put the 
bucket under the cow.

When Farmer Pierre had changed his suit 
he went over to meet his neighbour Clancy. 
Clancy had been watching Farmer Pierre 
milk Bessie. He thought it was very funny 
and was laughing loudly. Farmer Pierre 
asked him what was so funny. “Have you 
had a nice drink of milk?” Clancy asked. 
Farmer Pierre’s face went red. He decided 
to go inside.

The next day Farmer Pierre set off to buy 
some wheat seed. He wanted to grow the 
best crop in the district. He got into his 
shiny blue car with green leather seats and 
drove to Smith’s Farm Supplies.

Farmer Pierre asked Mr Smith for twelve 
bags of his finest wheat. While Farmer 
Pierre and Mr Smith were having a 
conversation they didn’t know that Clancy 
had snuck in and was hiding behind a pile 

Emily’s Harvest
of dog food. When Farmer Pierre and Mr 
Smith were loading the wheat into his car, 
Clancy found twelve bags of daisy seeds 
and hid them behind the dog food.

Farmer Pierre went inside to pay. While 
he was counting his money Clancy snuck 
outside with the daisy seeds. He ran to 
Farmer Pierre’s car and swapped the wheat 
for the daisies.

The next day Farmer Pierre decided to 
plant his wheat. He looked it up on his 
computer to make sure he was doing the 
right thing. Finally the crop was planted. 
He felt very proud. He went to tell Clancy 
what a splendid job he had done. He said 
that his crop was going to be the best in 
the district.

“Oh really?” Clancy chuckled.

Over the next six months Farmer Pierre 
checked his crop every day. He knew it was 
going to be the best crop ever. Every day 
Clancy would also look over the fence at 
the crop and chuckle to himself.

Then one terrible morning Farmer Pierre 
noticed some unusual buds growing. They 
did not look like wheat. Farmer Pierre 
called immediately for Emily. “Those look 
like the daisy buds in Granny’s garden”, she 
said. Farmer Pierre turned red. Something 
was clearly not right. Clancy had been 
watching all this and he was roaring with 
laughter.

Then one terrible, terrible day Farmer 
Pierre came to check his wheat and he 

saw a whole paddock of blooming bright 
yellow daisies! He was SO embarrassed. 
All of his neighbours roared with laughter. 
Emily came to see what all the fuss was 
about. “Don’t worry Dad, I’ll think of 
something”, she said.

Emily stood amongst the daisies and 
thought how pretty they were. She bent 
down to pick a bunch for her room. While 
she was admiring them she had a brilliant 
idea…. “We just need to sell one bunch of 
daisies for $10 to everyone in town. We’ll 
make a fortune!” At dinner Emily told the 
family what they had to do.

The next day the family was very busy 
picking daisies and tying them in bunches. 
They had eight hundred and sixty three 
bunches altogether.

It was time to sell the daisies. Emily set up a 
store outside the supermarket, the nursing 
home and the hospital. They sold them 
to everyone who passed by and everyone 
loved them. They made a fortune. In fact, 
they made much more money than Clancy 
made with his wheat! Farmer Pierre was so 
happy. He kept hugging Emily.

The next year Clancy went into Smith’s 
Farm Supplies and bought twelve bags of 
daisy seeds.

By Sophie Merrin
Year 3,

The Hamilton and Alexandra College
HAMILTON – VIC.

Teacher: Miss Ross
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PEOPlE never seem 
to think about what happens 
in their kitchens other than the 

usual fussing and bustling around that 
you would expect in such a place. For 
instance, what about the life of Jimison the 
washcloth? A lame sink rag.

“Hey, dudes, it’s titchy little Pimmysonny, 
the dirty grubby Washy-Clothy!” sneered 
Cam the Coffee Machine, the bench 
bully. Cam’s cronies burst out laughing. 
Sometimes Jimison wished he was a 
bit cooler. Maybe this is why he had no 
friends. He always tried to be nice to 
everyone!

That evening while Jimison was happily 
washing his collection of disgusting dishes, 
he had an idea. He would seek advice from 
the wisest object in the kitchen – Timus 
the kitchen clock. But that idea had its 
own problems: how could Jimison reach 
there? Timus lived on the opposite side of 
the kitchen!

Now this may seem surprising, but 
dishcloths can travel. They immerse 
themselves in water and either flick or slide 
to their destination. So Jimison decided 
to do just that. He jumped into the sink, 
pulled his head back and lurched forward. 
He wriggled, thrashed and squeezed. And 
fell flat on his face. He had only gained two 
centimetres. “Nooo!” Jimison shrieked in 
frustration. “I’ll never make it!”

So that left Jimison with only one choice. He 
would have to walk. “Oh well”, he sighed. 
“The sooner I start, the sooner I finish.” 
So he began his mighty quest. To us, this 
would be simply five metres. But to poor 
Jimison it would be more like 500 metres. 
And not only that, he would encounter 
bullies, mountainous benches, and a big 
lack of dishwashing his dishes (what would 
he do without his regular fix?). It would be 
sheer torture. But hopefully in the end he 
would receive assistance. Hopefully.

T h e  K i t c h e n  Q u e s t
Some hours later 

Jimison was brought 
to a halt. He had 

crossed a boundary 
and entered the land of 

Bruce the Blender. “What 
are yous doin’ ’ere, dorkus?” 

demanded Bruce in his usual 
dumb voice. “Come any closer 

an’ I’ll squeeze the water outta 
you.” “Oh no!” thought a startled 

Jimison. “What can I do?”

“Are you gonna leave or not?” yelled Bruce 
the Blender as he made his blades roar 
a little. “Umm… Could I just go past?” 
stuttered tiny Jimison, looking up at the 
almighty Bruce the Hulk. “D’you think I’m 
a fool? I’m not lettin’ you go ’till you prove 
yerself worthy. I’m not as soft as you think, 
Pimmison”, sneered the blender. “Oh, 
cloth! What have I gotten myself into?” 
thought Jimison desperately. “Okay, if you 
can do a backflip and land on your feet, you 
can go past, dorkus”, challenged Bruce.

So, you’re probably wondering what 
happened to Jimison. Well, he was okay. 
remember earlier when he attempted to 
flick himself across the room and did a 
backflip? Well, that is what he did now. 
And very successfully too. A shocked 
Bruce was left speechless.

So Jimison slithered on. He was about 
halfway to his destination. “Oh, better be 
careful, there’s Travis the Toaster”, muttered 
Jimison fearfully. “He has a reputation for 
burning innocent bread pieces to crisps!” 
So Jimison crept past as quiet as a mouse. 
Now the poor little cloth was tiring. He 
had already travelled quite a long distance 
and hadn’t yet refreshed with any water, let 
alone soap. He was starting to suffer. And 
as you know, cloths and sponges cannot 
last without water for long. They will dry 
up like a dead flower.

Jimison’s eyes scanned the bench for 
water. Dirty, clean or infected; he didn’t 
care at all! Any water would do. Suddenly 
something caught Jimison’s eye. A full jug 
of water! He slid over as fast as Thrust SSC 
the supercar but smashed his head into 
the jug. Bang! The jug shook violently, but 
remained standing. Then Jimison had a 
thought: “How am I ever ever ever going 
to reach the water inside? I, myself, am not 

even half the height of this monster! But, 
still, I might have the strength to knock 
it over…” So, without thinking, Jimison 
slammed himself into the jug with all his 
strength. It wobbled and slowly fell over. 
CrASHH! Gurgle gurgle gurgle… Jimison 
jumped into the flow and it carried him off 
the bench. ‘‘Aiiieeeee!’’

Jimison hit the concrete floor. “Ooohhh… 
I feel like I have ripped my polyester…” 
He moaned, lying on his face. “Ooohh…” 
Then, out of the corner of his eye, he saw a 
stream of water cascading down from the 
bench. With a yelp of joy he zipped into 
the stream like he was having a shower. 
It threw him down to the ground but he 
didn’t care. He soaked the water in like 
it was the best thing in the world. He 
thought he would never leave. But then he 
remembered Cam the coffee machine and 
shuddered. So he sucked in as much water 
as possible and sloshed away. “W-when 
am I going to get there… Is this really a 
good idea?” he murmured. He searched 
for Timus, but the island bench blocked 
his view. Timus really was the wisest object 
in the whole kitchen so the quest was 
definitely worth it. He powered on – only 
to meet Finn the fridge. In a deep cold 
voice, Finn asked, “What are you doing 
on my premises, foolish washcloth? You 
will have to learn that I do not take kindly 
to intruders”.

“Eeek!” shrieked Jimison shrilly. “Make 
another move and I’ll freeze you instantly!” 
Finn yelled and cracked his hinges 
threateningly. Jimison was on the verge 
of tears. He stood still, paralysed, frozen 
with fear. “Go away! I don’t want you here! 
Turn around and leave!” snapped Finn 
angrily. “What can I do?” Jimison puzzled. 
“Should I just turn around and take the 
scenic route? Well… Yes… I guess I will. 
Fine. Bummer.”

As Jimison turned to leave, a brainwave 
entered his head. He whooped out loud. 
He hauled a drawer open and pulled out a 
plunger. With all his strength he lobbed it 
at a wall. Thwunk. It stuck! He whooped 
again. “Hey, what are you doing over 
there?” Finn barked. “Uhh, nothing!” 
Jimison replied innocently. The plunger 
was sticking to the wall with the handle 
pointing out. One, two, three! With a 
mighty effort Jimison lurched toward the 
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handle. It was as if he was springing off a 
diving board. Smoothly, he sailed across 
the room.

Squish! Jimision splattered against the 
wall and started to slide down. Squish! 
He tumbled onto the ledge. But Jimison 
was not the only one there. Next to him 
was Timus, the kitchen clock. “Victory!” 
yelled Jimison as relief spread through 
him. “Tim-Tim-us! Y-Y-You? Here? Yay!” 
celebrated the wash-cloth. “Jimison? Are 
you all right, dear fellow? This indeed 
brings you no closer to victory in the real 
world. Wake up, dishwasher. The lights are 
on but nobody’s home”, said Timus rather 
grandly. Jimison did actually feel a little 
dazed. “Timus”, Jimison said seriously. “I 
need you to teach me to defend myself. I 
live in a world full of bullies. Will you teach 
me, O wise one? Pretty please with a soap 
sud on top?” “I will”, promised Timus. “But 
for payment, you must clean me every day.” 
“Sure! Of course! Will do!” yelled Jimison 

Abandoned

ecstatically. “Okay. lesson one: if someone 
is bullying you…” began Timus.

Jimison returned home. He was feeling 
immensely proud of himself. Once he 
reached his own bench, Cam the Coffee 
Machine jumped into his face. “Hey guys! 
Pimisonny’s back! What to do? Oh, what 
to do?” Cam sneered sarcastically. “He is 
the Bilbo Baggins of our time. Goes off 
on a ‘Quest’ and comes back with chests 
of gold! Except, he has no gold. What a 
shame. Nyaa nyaa nyaa…” “Well”, Jimison 
retorted, “have YOU ever even GONE off 
on a quest? No. But I have. Know where 
I went? To Timus’ bench!” Cam was so 
shocked he turned white! But Jimison was 
genuinely pleased. More pleased than he 
had ever been in his life! But Cam, feeling 
quite the opposite, stuttered, “W-what 
did you just say, Jimi-son? I feel very 
offended. Please apologise to me right 
now.” If Jimison was the old Jimison, 

he would have shrunk back in fear and 
apologised repeatedly. But this was no 
ordinary Jimison. He ran over to the bully 
and jumped. He wriggled, thrashed and 
squeezed. And this time Jimison gained 
not only two centimetres, but one whole 
metre. He knocked the coffee maker 
right off his base. Cam’s cronies were so 
frightened they clung onto Cam’s edges 
and leapt off the bench. On hitting the 
floor, they scurried for their lives. Jimison 
was a hero.

From then on, Jimison had many friends. 
He was very happy now. Better still, Cam 
never came back. Maybe you’ll pay more 
attention to happenings in your kitchen 
from now on.

By Daniel Roper
Year 4, St. Brigid’s School

HEALESVILLE – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs Di McTavish

THE HEAVY darkness pressed 
against my body as I fiddled with the 
handle of my flashlight. I just wanted 

to break the thick cloud of gloom.

The stench of rotting wood, mouldy cheese 
and something to the likeness of decaying 
flesh burns my nostrils. My breath was the 
only thing I could hear coming in quick 
pants. My steps were quick and heavy, I 
hoped that someone was here to save me, 
yet I knew I was alone.

Suddenly my flashlight switched off, 
leaving me with never ending darkness. I 
swallowed, trying to get the dusty feeling 
out of my mouth. I put my flashlight in my 
belt so I wouldn’t lose it.

I felt a stream of sweat trickle down my 
back, this place gave me chills, chills that 
shivered up and down my spine all the way 
from the tall, squared, boarded windows 
to the ominous empty spaces.

The inability to see played tricks with my 
mind. It was almost as if I could hear the 
sounds of soft footsteps behind me, as 
though I could feel a cool breath on the 
back of my neck and laughter bouncing 
of the walls.

I run my hand through the gritty walls 
catching cobwebs between my fingers, 
my hand traces a cold metal object. I’m 
wishing it was a door to outside this 
crummy, dirty warehouse, but it’s not. 

Taking a deep breath I walk into the room. 
I saw a small, round table with a radio that 
has NO connection!

I sat in the middle of the room, all alone 
with its white washed walls and dark, and 
faded light. I sat there waiting.

I waited and then perhaps someone, I don’t 
care who, would come in and save me.

By Charlotte Godfrey
Year 4, Korowa A.G.S.

GLEN IRIS – VIC.
Teacher: Louise Hatton
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THE zOMBIE was closing in fast, 
jaw unhinged, and its eyes a misty 
white that seemed to stare into a 

deep oblivion. I quickly take it down with 
my butcher’s knife. Damn, I need a new 
weapon.

As I struggle to disconnect my blade 
from the zombie’s decayed corpse, the 
deep, gurgling moans of more walkers 
echo behind me. I turn to see two more 
advancing into the dark alleyway in which 
I reside.

I ready myself before running at top 
speed towards the limping walkers. I 
swiftly kill the closest one before quickly 
spinning around to gracefully take off 
the monster’s head. The second one takes 
a swipe at me, scratching my back with 
its sharp, deteriorating nails. I hiss in 
pained surprise, sharply turning to punch 
the rotting creature in the jaw. It’s not 
deterred.

It quickly recovers from my blow to tackle 
me to the dusty, wasting concrete, pinning 
me to the ground. My eyes widen; this 
is not how I’m going to die, not to this 
monster.

With a renewed energy, I push the zombie 
off of me, scooting away quickly and 
finding my footing. Shaking, I look up 
to the zombie growling at me, already 
hobbling towards me in a blurred fury. 

With the energy I have remaining, I toss 
my knife straight through its head, pulling 
it back out swiftly.

As the zombie falls to the floor, I realise 
not one, but five, foul-smelling walkers are 
attempting to stagger up to me. My eyes 
widen at the sight of them all, and I look 
down to see how much blood I have lost. 
Drat, my blood is attracting them.

I clench my teeth and hold my knife so 
tight that I’m surprised it doesn’t break 
there and then. I look around for an escape 
route. ‘Great. One door in this dumb 
alleyway and it’s locked.’ A part of me 
wonders if I should risk my life to try and 

take them down, but a low rumble from 
my stomach decides against it.

I pause the game and sigh.

‘I’m never gonna finish this level…’

Another growl echoes from my belly, and 
as I leave to scavenge the cupboards for 
food, all I can think of is those undead 
carcasses tearing my character to shreds.

I frown in deep thought.

‘I will beat them…’

By Tayla Buckland
Age 14

BURLEIGH HEADS – QLD.

Zombie Games

She doesn’t wear a hat
she hides in it

Bright colours in her outfit
chosen

dark colours
hidden

Her face can smile
she can not

her eyes refuse to sparkle
or perhaps they have forgotten how

lies
first impressions are masters of deception
for they dare to speak of her happiness.

By Sarah Kelly
Year 10, Eynesbury Senior College

ADELAIDE – SA
Teacher: Shelda Rathmann 

Faça
de
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“DAWN, hurry up we are going 
to be late! They are expecting 
us in 15 minutes.” Marliese 

called out from downstairs. I grabbed my 
warm coat and my army boots and raced 
down the stairs.

“I’ll get this stuff on in the car. let’s go!” I 
told her when I made it to the front door. 
I ran to the car and hopped in, collecting 
dried leaves on my socks as I went. I sat 
in the passenger’s seat and pulled off the 
leaves from the bottom of my socks as 
I waited for Marliese to get in the car. I 
pulled on my shoes and tied one of the 
laces when she got to the car. I closed my 
door, put my seatbelt on and Marliese 
turned the engine and heater on as I put 
my coat on the back seat. I finished tying 
my laces before Marliese drove off.

“Do you always have to run this late?”, she 
interrogated me.

Zombie Games

Never
to

Wake

“Well, unlike you, I don’t have any reason 
to wake up early in the morning because 
unlike you I don’t wear 50 pounds of 
make-up, or any at all for a matter of fact”, 
I pointed out. She just grunted in response 
meaning she had no come back. I turned 
the radio up to ease the silence. I stared out 
the window, feeling bored when I noticed 
a car skidding coming closer to us.

“WATCH O…” I started to scream before 
our car smashed into the skidding car in 
front of us. Marliese smashed her head 
on the steering wheel as our car flipped 
over landing upside down on the road, 
almost on top of the car ahead of us. My 
head smashed on the top of the car as 
my seatbelt came loose and next to me 
Marliese lay limp over the steering wheel 
with blood all over her face. I reached out 
to help her, to wake her up, but I couldn’t 
move. light was slipping away into the 
darkness that overtook my mind.

** 3 MONTHS lATEr **

Around me I heard sobbing but I couldn’t 
see anything.

“Wake up! Please, Dawn… Wake… Wake 
up.” Someone who sounded like Marliese 
moaned hysterically, “Dawn, please if you 
can hear me…”

The voice I couldn’t recognise faded away 
and a loud buzzing sound rang though my 
ears. It started to fade but when it was gone 
I couldn’t hear any other voices. Then a 
door opened and a new voice spoke.

“Hi”, it started calmly. “Well, we have 
further news on her condition.”

“And… she is going to be all right, right?” 
Marliese spoke, her voice cracking.

“Unfortunately, no”, the same calm voice 
spoke again. “She will not wake from the 
coma. The hit she took to her head was 
worse than we first thought. I’m sorry, I’ll 
leave you to say goodbye, until we turn 
life support off.” What, I thought, No, I am 
going to wake up.

“I love you sis, please don’t do this to me, 
I can’t live without you. I need you. Please, 
don’t go!” Marliese sobbed to me. Her 
sobbing became louder, as if she was right 
next to me. I then heard footsteps moving 
over to the other side of me and the calm 
voice spoke once more, “Say goodbye”.

 That was the last thing I ever heard.

By Paige Langmaid-Taylor
Age 12

ROSEWATER – SA

There’s 100 zombies
Around your house

But you’ve got no lollies so
You’re hiding like a mouse

If only you knew
Just what to do.

Cause if you step outside
They’d be running after you.

By Shane Anthony Mansilla
Age 8

CAROLINE SPRINGS – VIC.

Trick or Treating Zombies
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IT WAS a warm sunny morning at 
Subiaco Farmers Market. The smell of 
sweet fruit tingled every nose. People 

were excitedly buying fruit and vegetables 
to prepare delicious meals for family and 
friends. The shoppers were planning 
celebrations, BBQs and everyday meals. 
People wanted to cook for friends in need 
and school fetes. The fruit was displayed 
in perfect pyramids and seemed to be the 
royalty of the market. The Pineapples and 
Mangoes had their own tall impressive 
towers and their sweet perfumes drew the 
customers in. The strawberry and kiwi 
were in demand with whispers of “pavlova”. 
The oranges and lemons were stacked 
evenly and were popular with everyone. 
These fruits looked like a kingdom of 
jewels fallen from the sky.

At the end of the fruit stall there were some 
old boxes containing pears and apples in no 
particular order or display. They had been 
left at the back and most shoppers didn’t 
even know they were there. The apples and 
the pears were all different shapes and sizes 
and some were even bruised. Their smell 
didn’t attract anyone. They were forgotten 
and overlooked.

In the cool of the evening, after the 
stalls closed and all the shopkeepers and 
customers went home to eat dinner, the 
fruit came to life.

“Everyone wanted Mangoes today to make 
Mango ice-cream, it’s because I’m smooth 
and creamy”, boasted Mango.

“Ice-cream, well I’m the king of fruit salad, 
there’s no fruit salad without me”, bragged 
Pineapple.

“Pavlova, Pavlova, Pavlova”, chirped Kiwi 
and Strawberry proudly.

“roast chicken, fish & chips, cakes, 
sauces, jams, and drinks, we complete 
the table and there are some dishes 
that can’t be made without us”, 
shouted Orange and lemon above 
the other fruits.

Pear watched on from the shadows 
of her box. She wished she could be 
sought after for special recipes. Pear 
longed for the shoppers to search for her 
for tasty treats and most of all she wished 

The Perfect Pear
she could brag with the other fruits about 
exotic things Pear could be used for.

Every night, after the bragging and 
boasting the cool fruits played ten fruit 
bowling. The tough tall Pineapples were 
the pins, and were protected by their tough 
skins. The mango, orange and lemon took 
turns to bowl and the kiwi and strawberry 
scored the strikes and points. There was 
more bragging and cheering and Pineapple 
declared the game over before anyone got 
bruised.

“Apple, if only we didn’t have little bumps 
and were evenly shaped we could play ten 
fruit bowling with the cool fruits”, sighed 
Pear. Pear wanted the cool fruits to accept 
her but she felt abandoned and ashamed 
of herself. Just a dirty old Pear.

“C’mon Pear, we can make our own fun”, 
Apple begged.

Pear rolled slowly after Apple in the old 
box. They stop beside each other and gaze 
off to another world where they are the 
centre of all the feasts.

“Apple sauce, apple cake, apple jam, apple 
pie, apple juice, really Apple you could 

be anything, people would want to take 
you home for their parties”, Pear said 
dreamily.

“Oh Pear, you could be anything, Pear jam, 
Pear cake, pear juice… they could even 
toast your skin into Pear chips.” Apple 
fizzed with excitement. It was the happiest 
part of the day when Apple and Pear were 
alone and dreaming with each other.

These private thoughts are quickly 
interrupted by a strong smell. It was 
enticing, it was strongly sweet, and it 
was smooth. Pear and Apple poked their 
heads over the top of their box. Standing 
confidently and looking down at them was 
Chocolate.

“I’ve been looking for you”, he announced 
to Pear.

“Why?”, Pear says stunned.

“I’ve been looking for the perfect 
complement all my life.” Pear is smiling 
shyly while Chocolate continues, “We can 
peel you, strip you, mash you and cut you 
into pieces and with me, we will make the 
perfect desserts”, and he reaches down and 
helps Pear out of the box.

“I’ll be here”, says Apple but Pear doesn’t 
even hear her friend.

The next morning, the sun is shining at 
Subiaco Farmers Market. Pear, and all the 
Pears have been arranged in a pyramid. 
The Grocer thinks one of his employees has 
done it and smiles as he sees the stack of 
chocolate beside the glorious pile of pears. 
All day shoppers come when they see the 

gleaming green pears and the smooth 
chocolate and they are scooped up 

with murmurs of “cake”, “soufflé”, 
“pudding”, “tart” and “friands”.

That night all the cool fruits want 
to play with Pear. Pear gets to 
list all the recipes and Pear plays 
ten fruit bowling. She pretends 
it doesn’t hurt because she has 
always wanted to do this. Pear is 

ecstatic by her popularity. She feels 
important and as all the cool fruits 

listen to every word she says, she feels 
warm inside. If only Apple was here to 

share in her glory. Pear looks around for 
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I SWAllOWED before glancing at the 
crowd clothed in black. The squeak 
from my shoes echoed around the 

room bathed in light. I resisted the urge 
to splash black paint on the windows to 
prevent the light escaping through the 
crevasses. There should be no reason to 
allow the brightness in. Nothing could ever 
be the same again. Not without him.

We were as close as two peas in a pod 
throughout primary school. He was loud, 
outspoken and a gifted public speaker 
and I was as equally talented as he was. 
Our ginger hair and freckles frequently 
attracted attention. However, when we 
progressed to senior school, his behaviour 
prompted concern. He became isolated 
and lonely. People saw him as unsociable 
and reclusive, but I argued that he was 
amiable and popular in junior school. My 
numerous attempts in convincing him to 
partake in clubs and social events were 
useless as he would rather be in his room 
completing his homework. He was his own 
escape from the rest of the world.

It wasn’t until a couple of months into 
Year 7 that we sensed he was not his usual 
self.

One day, he was not home in time for 
dinner. An hour passed. We called the 
police and they sent a search team while we 
anxiously poured out details to the officer. 
Thirty minutes later, he appeared from the 
police car, bruised and sore. He would not 
say a word relating to his appearance.

I decided to investigate. Something had 
gone amiss and I had to identify it. As 

I walked out of the school gates one 
afternoon, I saw a shadow of a person being 
slammed against a wall. I intervened, and 
when I hissed at the bully to never come 
near anybody again, I turned around and 
caught a glimpse of the victim sprinting 
away. He had wavy ginger hair and freckles 
on his cheeks.

I cleared my throat. Standing on the podium 
brings back memories for me. Fifteen years 
ago, I ran for council president and I was 
too short to see over the top. Fifteen years 
on, I am not much taller. It’s funny how 
some things from your childhood remain 
unchanged. On my toes, the first words 
are uttered. “He inspired others to reach 
for the stars.” I push the sobs down and 
bury them deep in my palpitating heart. 
As I struggle to sound coherent, I try to 
recollect the events of his passing…

It was a Saturday morning and I was 
woken by a phone call. “Come to your 
brother’s apartment immediately!” my 
mother appealed, choking back tears. I 
arrived to be greeted by the chilling sight 
of a noose covered in blood dangling from 
the ceiling fan.

“rest well, my beloved brother Matthew. 
I will miss you more than words can say. 
You will live in our hearts forever.”

I swallowed and glanced at the crowd in 
black as I laid the last lily on his coffin.

By Kamalinee Kamalakaran
Year 7, Age 11

Mount Waverley Secondary College
MOUNT WAVERLEY – VIC.

Silent Prey

Apple and sees Chocolate sitting with the 
Strawberry.

“I’ve been looking for the perfect 
complement all my life”, says Chocolate 
to the Strawberry, who twitters with 
excitement.

Pear is heartbroken and angry. She realises, 
it isn’t real. All the soufflés, tarts and friands 
would disappear if chocolate was displayed 
with Strawberry. All the cool fruits didn’t 
like Pear, they didn’t even know Pear. Pear 
realised the cool fruits liked the recipes. 

The recipes only used Pear stripped and 
peeled and mashed. The cool fruits were 
not interested in Pear jam and pear salad, 
they didn’t like Pear for being Pear and that 
is why they would never have dreamed up 
Pear chips.

Pear rolls quickly from the front counter to 
the old box at the back of the stall. Inside 
the box is Apple, sad and alone.

“So if it isn’t Popularity Pear”, sniffs 
Apple.

“Yeah except Popularity goes stale and true 
friendship isn’t seasonal”. Pear looked at 
Apple with hope and a smile.

“Hey what about Pear candles, Pear bath 
salts, Pear hand cream”, Apple says to 
welcome Pear back. Pear and Apple giggled 
and wiggled, comfortable in their own 
skin, in an old box full of friendship.

By Isabella Crean
Year 4, St Paul’s Primary School

MOUNT LAWLEY – WA
Teacher: Miss Catherine Nguyen
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“GrEEN Eggs and Ham I do 
not like them Sam–

I–am.

I will not eat them in a 
house I will not eat them 
with a mouse.

I will not eat them here or 
there I will not eat them 
anywhere I do not like 
Green Eggs and Ham I do 
not like them Sam–I–am”.

Hi, I’m Amy. Don’t you 
just  love  a  good Dr 
Seuss book? I know I do, 
especially when I’m sitting 
on a really comfy couch at 
home like I am now.

If you’re familiar with the book “Green 
Eggs and Ham” you might like to read 
on.

But if you’re not familiar with it, well, it’s 
your choice, but if I were you I would 
choose to keep reading.

Oh and if you’re a person that likes a good 
cat fight get excited, but not too excited.

Finally, let’s get started.

This story is called “Yellow Eggs and 
Spam”.

“Yellow Eggs and Spam. I do not like them 
Cam–the–ram. I will not eat them on a 
bed, I will not eat them in a shed, I do not 
like Yellow Eggs and Spam, I do not like 
them Cam–the–ram”.

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK.

“It’s open.”

“Who do you think you are, reading Green 
Eggs and Ham then copying it?”

“For starters Dr Seuss I think I’m Amy 
and secondly I... wait a second, Dr Seuss, 
Dr Seuss, where have I heard that name 
before? Oh my gosh how could I forget? 
You are my favourite author!”

“Where was I? Oh yes, and secondly I 
didn’t steal your book Dr Seuss because 

Yellow eggs and spam

you haven’t written a book called ‘Yellow 
Eggs and Spam’ .”

“I know that young lady, but don’t you 
think “Yellow Eggs and Spam” sounds 
like one of my books called... ‘Green Eggs 
and Ham’?”

“really, I was just going to say a fancy 
English breakfast but I guess your answer 
works too”. “look kid”.

“My name is Amy, like I told you earlier.“

“Whatever, anyway you have to stop 
writing this book right now.”

“Why?”

“Because things will get out of hand.”

“What do you mean?”

“I had a lot of problems writing ‘Green 
Eggs and Ham’!”

“I had a fox that didn’t want to be in a box, 
I had people that wanted to be here, there 
and everywhere, it was just crazy!!! My 
point is that you don’t want to keep writing 
‘Yellow Eggs and Spam’ .”

“Come on Dr Seuss, it can’t be that bad!“

“Want a bet?”

“Well I don’t care, I still 
want to keep writing the 
book.”

“If you do you will be 
in a world of horrible 
nightmares.”

“I can deal with that.”

“Can you?”

“No I can’t.”

“BOOO.”

“AHHHHHHHH”.

“Amy! AMY! Poor kid she is not going 
to age well.”

“OK, finally now that I’m alone I can get 
back to the story”.

“Where was I?”

“OK, I will not eat them on a bed I will 
not eat them in a shed dadadadadddddda 
I will not eat them in a boat I will not eat 
them on a moat.”

“I will not eat them here or there, I will 
not eat them anywhere, I do not like 
Yellow Eggs and Spam, I do not like them 
Cam–the–ram”.

“let’s get back to real life for a minute. 
Maybe Dr Seuss was right. I should stop 
writing ‘Yellow Eggs and Spam’. I need 
something, how should I put it? A bit more 
grown up, that’s how I should say it, I need 
something a bit more grown up.”

“I know! How about “The Adventures of 
the Kissing Stare”? I just hope Enid Blyton 
doesn’t find out. Wish me good luck, but 
before people finish books they usually say 
“the end” so here goes nothing...

THE END

By Lily Schroeder
Year 4

The Hamilton and Alexandra College
HAMILTON – VIC.

Teacher: Miss Gilmore
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TrEVOr was lost. He had realised 
that when he woke up in the middle 
of the bush with a demon of a 

headache. All he remembered from last 
night was Darren gesturing to a massive 
glass of XXXX Gold and then… nothing. 
Groaning, Trevor picked himself up and 
started hobbling around, trying to banish 
the throbbing in his head. Squinting to 
dampen the glare from the sun, Trevor 
suddenly stumbled as his foot encountered 
nothing but air. His scream echoed 
through the trees as he realised that the 
ground ended centimetres from where 
he was standing. Trevor scrambled back 
onto terra firma, trying to put as much 
distance as he could between him and that 
sheer drop.

“Hey! Is this your idea of a joke?!” Trevor 
yelled to the trees behind him. They did not 
reply, not even to the string of swearwords 
that followed. Trevor closed his eyes. It 
was all just a dream, and any moment 
now he would wake up within his bed, to 
the smell of his mates cooking snags for 
brekky. Trevor opened his eyes to see the 
same godforsaken trees as before. But the 
smell of sausages remained. Sniffing like a 
bloodhound, Trevor turned to face the cliff. 
A black thread of smoke wafted from the 
bottom of the chasm, carrying the scent of 
frying meat to his nose. Gritting his teeth 

Woop Woop

The ruler is straight, but how do we know?
The house is tilted and the flowers don’t grow.

The calculator adds, the mind divides,
The laws of nature the land abides.

Tear up the world because it’s not right.
Tear up the world; it’s a horrible sight.

You cannot step before the line,
What is perfect you must define.

The pattern’s symmetrical, as is the code
But the gown is wrong; not perfectly sewed.

There is no beauty where order is lost;
The answer is false when two lines cross.

No one understands and no one sees
Why it has to be perfect; why mess is disease.

Two lines rhyme, four rhymes repeat,
And life always ticks to the metronome’s beat.

By Margot Lee
Year 8, SCEGGS Darlinghurst

DARLINGHURST – NSW
Teacher: Jenny Bean

The Perfectionist

and ignoring the headache, Trevor pushed 
himself off the edge of the cliff, finding 
handholds in the sharp rock. The only way 
forward was down.

Puffing and panting, Trevor dumped his 
aching body in a sunlit clearing at the base 
of the cliff. He was greeted by, of all things, 
a chorus of laughter.

“Speak of the devil, here comes the man 
himself! Come over here, Trevor ya yobbo. 
We were just talking about you. Tell 
me, how did you like your bed in Woop 
Woop?”

Darren flipped a steak on the barbie next 
to him, which spewed black smoke into the 
sky. Brandishing the spatula like a murder 
weapon, he laughed.

“Well, what are you waiting for, a formal 
invitation?”

Blinking against the sudden sun, Trevor 
examined the clearing. Darren and his 
cronies were off to one side, sending smirks 
his way. But behind them…

Trevor smiled. He just had to keep them 
distracted.

“All right, mate. I’m utterly carked”, Trevor 

announced loudly, “right now, I’d kill for 
a snag”.

“right away, mate”, Darren chuckled as he 
picked up a sausage.

The bush behind Darren exploded as a 
huge dingo jumped out of it and onto 
Darren’s back, growling and eyeing the 
snag in his hand. Darren’s expression 
turned to pure shock as he heard the deep 
sound with his face in the dirt.

Trevor gave a grim smile, picked up 
another sausage and whistled. The dingo’s 
ears perked up and it stared at the snag. 
Trevor pegged the sausage as hard as he 
could into the bushes. Using Darren’s face 
as a launchpad, the dingo sprang into the 
greenery after it.

After the last flash of gold had disappeared 
into the forest, Trevor walked over to the 
prone Darren. Sticking out his hand to 
help Darren up, Trevor declared, “I almost 
forgot to thank you for the holiday in 
Woop Woop, mate. I might be able to send 
you there next summer.”

By Ajay Jacob Chungath
Year 9, Age 14

CARSELDINE – QLD.
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“IT’S HErE!” shouted Claire. She 
rushed downstairs to get the mail. 
Scrambling through the mail she 

tried finding a red envelope, written 
‘important’ on it. “Aww…” Claire said 
sadly. That moment, her mother 
came in and said, “Darling you 
must stop worrying about that 
letter.” “I can’t help being so 
excited, mother. That letter holds 
the results of my driving test”, said 
Claire.

Her mother sighed, “Come and enjoy my 
freshly baked apple pie. It always cheers 
you up.” With a groan, Claire said, “All 
right.” She sat down and ate some apple pie. 
Soon the door bell rang. Claire opened the 
door and found a parcel labelled “fragile”. 
Claire carefully picked up the parcel and 
placed it on the kitchen bench. Curiously, 
her mother took hold of the parcel and 
started to unwrap it. Claire watched her 
mother unwrap. At last it was unwrapped 
and there stood a very expensive frame. 
“Wow!”, they both exclaimed. “Isn’t it 
beautiful?” asked her mother. “Yes indeed”, 
answered Claire.

The next day, Claire received her letter. 
She rushed like a wind into the kitchen 
shouting, “The result is here!”. Her mother 
was stunned. She had never seen her 
daughter so excited in a long time. Claire 
quickly sat next to her mother and opened 
it. “I passed!!!” squealed Claire. She dashed 
off leaving her mother in the lounge to 
call her friend. She called but no one 
answered. Claire decided to drive to her 
friend’s house. When she arrived there 

was no one home. Claire looked under 
the welcome mat. Surprisingly, she found 
a note. It said:

I have been captured by Soul.

If I tell anyone where I am, he’ll kill that 
person.

So I wrote a poem below to unlock the 
secret.

“Where the ground is murky,

Rivers here are dirty.

Surely there will be no one here,

But Soul thinks River Mountain is near.”

From Loraine

“No!!!” yelled Claire. loraine has been 
kidnapped. Where could she be? Claire 
traced her clues on the map and discovered 
the place was in Go-To Ville. Quickly, 
Claire set out to find loraine. Two hours 
later, Claire arrived at Go-To Ville. It was 

spooky! There were no houses except 
a cave. Claire bravely went into the 

cave. She found a sign printed 
“Dr Soul’s room”. Claire entered 

the room and saw a chair at the 
centre. Claire walked closer to the 

chair and found sitting on the chair was 
loraine. “loraine, I’m so glad to see you”, 
Claire said. Then Soul came in the room. 
“Well, who do we have here? loraine’s 
friend – Claire” chuckled Soul. “If you want 
loraine back, you will need to trade with 
your most beautiful possession.”

Claire hurried back home. At home she 
looked around and saw the photo frame 
that caught her eye. Claire picked up the 
frame and raced back. “Here! I got what 
you asked”, Claire said breathlessly. “Good”, 
said Soul. Claire gave the photo frame 
and as promised loraine was released. 
“let’s go home”, said Claire. “I’ve got my 
driving result.” The two friends went home 
together.

The End

By Allison Lam
Age 10

FOREST HILL – VIC.

The Result

Sitting in the corner
Being all alone

The time goes by
I sit alone, all alone

In the corner
I wonder if I ever have a true use

Then finally I get a sound
A rusted, ancient sound
like an old lawnmower
Up at the crack of dawn

5 minutes was long
Alas a waking splatter of ink spreads

like an old author writing the last pages of his book

By Lilliana Tipton
Year 5, Sacré Cœur

GLEN IRIS – VIC.
Teacher: Toni Parnell
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FINAllY. My machine was complete. 
The belt, on activation, would 
temporarily detach the soul from the 

human body, allowing painless surgery.

Perhaps I should introduce myself. I 
am Mark lucas James, PhD, and I am 
considered 22nd century london’s best 
doctor.

“laura, come in here”, I called to my 
assistant. The ginger girl, barely 19, had 
applied for my surgical assistant role and 
was accepted. She threw me the belt from 
the next room. “Careless laura!” I hissed. 
In that moment, I hadn’t the foggiest idea 
how I had thought her suitable. In return I 
threw her the stoniest stare I could conjure. 
I clipped the belt on and lay down on my 
operating table.

“laura, you fool. After 10 minutes, switch 
off the belt.” I closed my eyes and flipped 
the switch.

H H H

Dead. This is how I looked. I pulled my 
chin to my chest and noticed my body 
appeared grey and wrinkled, frail and limp. 
I felt pretty awful too. Turns out that a side 
effect of having your soul removed is acute 
nausea. At the same time however, I felt so 
free. No limitations. No restrictions.

Mental note: Patients must be restricted in 
jars to prevent roaming.

I again looked down at my body and 
noticed a small hatch protruding from 
my chin. I willed myself smaller and slid 
straight in. Oh my…

H H H

Doors. Three of them to be exact. All inside 
the empty cavity of my head. One was 
silver, emblazoned with emerald snakes. 
One was gold, with a ruby hourglass 
imprinted in the malleable surface. The 
third, the smallest, the most mundane 
– wood with a stone inscription of a 
hammer. I took the snakes.

H H H

Noise. Screaming. Silence. My gut was 
telling me that I had wrongly chosen the 

Lost Soul
most disturbing room. Visions flew in 
and out of my sight. Children crying that 
they wanted to leave my care. Patients 
screaming in pain as the anaesthetic wore 
off. And the sickening sound of silence, 
echoing out of the people that had not 
survived my treatment. This was not a 
room of my greatest treasures. This was a 
room full of sin. My sin.

“Get out of my head!” I screamed in pain, 
clutching at my ears.

But the sound didn’t dissipate. I turned 
around to see the door melting into bone. 
I dived at it and broke through just as 
the handle turned into skull. Panting, I 
pushed on the hourglass. Whatever was 
in this room had to be better than the 
snakes of sin.

H H H

Peaceful. That’s how I felt arriving suddenly 
in the golden room. For the first five 
seconds anyway. Then the crying started. 
The little children were back in here too. 
I saw my family, poisoned from one of 
my experiments gone wrong. And then 
there was laura. Oh, poor laura! reduced 
from a genius to a hollow shell by my 
cruelty. My tears dripped off my face into 
a pool of regret that I was wading my way 
through.

I turned around and trudged through 
the melting door with utter depression. 
I turned to see nothing but bone and a 
single wooden door. The door obviously 
concluding my judgement.

H H H

Empty. This room was a room of virtues. 
Only one old paper rested against the wall; 
my first successful surgery. That had made 
me proud, far too proud. Aside from that 
one surgery, the walls were bare. Barren. 
Since that surgery four years ago, nothing 
I had done was virtuous.

I turned around and saw that this room 
wasn’t melting. The wall was forming 
into copper, with a golden halo burned 
into the door. I had a second chance to 
make things right. I felt a pulling on my 
stomach as I was jerked back into to the 
physical realm.

H H H

rejoicing. My eyes flashed open and I was 
face to face with laura.

“Oh, laura Jane! I am sincerely sorry for 
everything I’ve ever done to you. How can 
I possibly repay you for all the assistance 
you have given me?”

“Mr. James? Are you feeling all right?” she 
replied, looking worried.

But I didn’t answer. I had left the room to 
correct everything from that moment when 
it all went wrong. I smashed the restraint 
jars. I bought laura a few Tolkien novels. I 
was going to fill the Hall of Virtues.

By Jeremy T. Jenkins
Age 11

KIRRAWEE – NSW
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The SpiriT of Japan

LONG ago lived an adventurous, wise, 
handsome, prince named Cho. He 
was off on a quest to find the spirit 

of Japan.

One day he and his knights set off on one 
of their journeys to find what they wanted 
for years now but not far from his kingdom 
trouble struck. The ground began to shake 
as an active earthquake had started. “Help! 
Help!” He pleaded for his life but the 
knights didn’t want to risk their life for one 
small thing so instead they stood there like 
a statue. “Don’t just stand there, help me 
like I’m more important than anything, 
even your life”, he said again in frustration. 
Still they did nothing.

Now the ground began to shake and rage 
around him 20 million times. Prince Cho 
couldn’t resist the dizziness. When the 
ground stopped shaking for 5 seconds. 
Suddenly, a hole formed around him. 
Prince Cho landed at a clearing opening 
his eyes waiting for his eyes to a gust to the 
light around him.

“Are you OK down there?” they asked.

“I’m OK and I’ve found stairs leading 
deeper into the core of the earth”, he 
replied.

“Do you want us to come down to help you 
in case we need to make a group decision”, 
they asked but there was no reply. Prince 
Cho had already got going down the dark, 
damp, gloomy staircase. About 15 minutes 
of nonstop walking down the stairs he 
came upon two doors. The first door read: 
The one who steals the lost spirit of Japan 
will be cursed forever. The second door 
read: Exit. Prince Cho couldn’t make a 
decision, right at the moment he heard tip 
toes of large feet coming down the stairs. 
“Men! Men! Is that you?” Cho yelled. “Yes 
it’s us. Are you OK?” they replied.

“I’m OK and I’ve found two doors but I 
can’t make a decision which one to go in. 
Can you help me?” he asked. The knights 
quickly ran down to see what he found but 
as soon as they came to the doors a fight 
broke out. “Are you really willing to lose 
your kingdom? Do you want to lose your 
people? Think about our consequences in 
the future. I’m warning you”, one of the 
knights said in advance.

“Yes I’m willing to. 
We’ve come this far and you 
want to stop now? Well I’m not, 
you can join me or not”, he replied. Cho 
stomped through the door angrily leaving 
the knights outside. When he entered to 
room he couldn’t believe his eyes were 
looking at the spirit of Japan in an enclosed 
cube made of glass and inside that was the 
spirit in a position bag.

He ran up as fast as he could but before 
he could take it he set off a tripwire that 
activated a guardian made of titanium. 
“Help! Help!” Cho yelled in panic, “What 
will I do?”. Prince Cho thought for a few 
seconds but before he knew it he thought of 
a plan so Prince Cho dived for the door but 
as soon as he did it slammed shut. “What’s 
wrong Cho?” asked one of the knights.

“Everything! I’ve activated a guardian 
when I set off a tripwire. It even has a 
diamond sword!” he yelled in reply. Prince 
Cho had butterflies in his stomach.

“Wait, I’ve found some instruction to get 
out in case you do set the tripwire off.”

“It says run around to make it shut off ”, 
one of the men yelled.

“How will I make it shut off?” he asked.

“It runs on a 50 litre fuel tank but it 
probably has five litres by now”, he said in 
reply to his question.

About an hour and thirty minutes on 
nonstop running the guardian stopped 
then it shut off.

“Pant! Pant! Done” he replied in tiredness 
but now Cho had a bigger problem to deal 
with. Prince Cho thought for a minute how 
to get out. “Men! Men! I’ve deactivated 
the guardian but now I have to find a way 
out of here. Can you help me?” he said. 
The knights thought as hard as they could 
concentrate for but soon or enough they 
had an idea.

“Wait a minute, there is more writing on 
the second door. It says on each for walls 
dig half way once you do this  you will find 
a concrete tablet stuck in the dirt. On each 
of them you will see a full gem is needed. 
You will need to find four full gems in 
order to open the door you came in.” One 
of the knights yelled the message to Prince 
Cho. Prince Cho did as he was told but 
after no luck of finding one gem he asked 
for help. “Knights! Can you come and help 
me?’ he asked so they made a decision 
who was going in. Nine out of 10 knights 
went to help leaving the one smart knight 
outside in case if they got stuck.

“Men! Aren’t I glad to see you again?” he 
said very excitedly.

“Cho! What happened?” the nine men 
asked.

“I’ll explain later when we get back to the 
kingdom but now we have to find four full 
gems”, Cho said.

They got to work as soon as possible. About 
an hour and thirty minutes of searching 
they eventually found three full gems but 
still they needed one more to open the 
door.

“Wait I’ve found another one!” Prince Cho 
yelled in excitement. As soon as Cho had 
found the last gem they placed a gem in 
each of the tablets stuck in the wall. When 
they put the last gem in the tablet the 
ground began to shake. “Knights, go to the 
door and open it!” he yelled. Cho and his 
men sprinted for the door. “Is everybody 
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The creaky boat
is full of people

with empty futures

leaning over
reaching
to touch

what others take for granted

Children’s cries die out
as the waves wash them away

the resonance of pain
crashes on shore

Stories that have just begun
can end here

as their blank pages
fall

into salty water.

By Sarah Kelly
Year 10, Eynesbury Senior College

ADELAIDE – SA
Teacher: Shelda Rathmann

Seekers
I walk down the street and see rows of Borg.
All connected in the collective we call ‘social’ media.
Social media is anything but social.
When you go onto it you block out the world around you.
When you are somewhere special someone else is sharing it,
even though they’re not actually there.
My guess is that the average person spends 80–90% of their lives looking at screens.
Now the world is full of smart phones, dumb people and people who can’t run fast.
Most people instead of playing sport, watch or text about it.
I think that sometime in the future,
even though it might seem a little farfetched for you,
but I think that sometime in the future humans, us,
will be relying on technology to communicate so much we will forget how to talk.
Even now we type as we talk and read as we chat.
I know something more fun than watching football or playing Minecraft.
It’s playing football for real or climbing a tree.
Unlike Minecraft, you have to use lADDErS to get up a tree!
Get muddy, dirty and wet, annoy your parents!
It’s all better than a screen.

By Adam Charlie Brincat-Cotton
Year 5, Age 10
Oakbank – SA

Look Up

OK?” asked the one who stayed behind.

“Yes we’re all OK. luckily nobody was 
injured”, Prince Cho replied. “You caused 
so much trouble. I told you we should 
have went back to our kingdom. Plus you 
shouldn’t even do this in the first place. So 
now on if you want to go on an adventure 
it will be a group decision. Now that you 
have learnt your lesson we will not let you 
go on an adventure again without our 
permission, since you caused so much 
trouble on this adventure”, one of the men 
exclaimed to Prince Cho.

“Fine you can choose if we can go on 
adventure again. I will give you all my 
responsibility to you to run the kingdom. 
Take this responsibility wisely and don’t 
waste this chance. The only reason I’m 
giving you this responsibility is because 
I’m trust less and I waste the opportunities 
I get to do something good for my people”, 
he said sadly admitting his mistakes. Now 
let’s go back to the kingdom and relax”, 
Cho suggested.

“The only people who are going to relax 
are us not you since you caused so much 

trouble. As we’re running the kingdom 
we order you to be our servant”, they all 
said at once.

With that ruined adventure Prince Cho 
learnt to be happy with what you have.

The End

By Saran Saravanan
Year 4, Emerald State School

EMERALD – QLD.
Teacher: Miss Tomas
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Taragus
Taragus built a ship,

Whose sails couldn’t rip
Her sails he wove of golden fair,

For he was a great heir,
The heir of the Elven king was he,

His boat was made of timber felled out of the best tree and with 
her he sailed the open sea.

Clad in silver and gold,
The story of his armour is told,

For he was wearing the finest sword,
That would ward off,

Any evil or harm,
His arrows made of willow shorn,

And his scabbard made of Dragon Horn.

Adamant his breastplate was,
With a jewelled helmet he fought,
For he had been specially taught,

He was the best swordsmen North, South, East or West.
His bow was made of the best.

His sword of steel was valiant, its strike was true.

Through many a river the hull of his ship sailed,
The towns quivered in awe at his chainmail

Under the moon and stars his boat travelled,
Bewildered he was by our mortal ways.

He sailed for many nights and days,
Passing the green grass and trees,

For the landscape could easily please him.

Passed deserts and mountains his big ship sailed,
His courage and bravery never failed.

The wind of the North drove him and off he sped,
Though he never fled.

By Benjamin Cullen
Year 5, Age 10
WESTLEIGH – NSW

The sky is the limit,
So they say,

But things around me,
Never go my way.

My ideas never take off,
Thoughts never leave the ground,

The people that surround me,
Always put them down.

Why should I listen to them,
Don’t I have a say,

I’m going to let my kite fly,
This is my day.

The sky is the limit,
I see that now,

Don’t let others harm you,
Or keep your feet on the ground.

By Brontë de Zwart
Age 12

RIDLEYTON – SA

The Sky is 
the Limit

Dawn
The clouds sprint away

Not turning back
In the distance they twirl around

Tear after tear they go down
like a missile bouncing off the ground

The sadness disappears
The suns fingers extend warmth
The rainbow arches over the sun

The day has begun

By Olivia Keble
Year 5, Sacré Cœur

GLEN IRIS – VIC.
Teacher: Toni Parnell
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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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only a few trickles of the precious fresh air 
to meander out. I took in my surroundings. 
The new room was simple, with only a 
bed in the corner and monochrome blue 
covering everything. It was oddly sterile.

“Oi, you gonna sit down?” a hoarse voice, 
heavy with distaste, croaked beside me.

Taking  a  deep breath  I  p erched 
apprehensively on the cold bed. I suppose 
I must have resembled one of the cattle 
dogs, asking permission to proceed – 
unsure. looking up, I saw a pair of steely 
grey eyes glaring into my own dark brown 
ones. Minutes passed as I stared into the 
wall, struggling to ignore the sharper than 
necessary jabs the medical examiner took. 

As he thumped the bottom of my knee 
once again I could feel tears welling up and 
threaten to spill.

“All right, take this to ya parents”, he 
mumbled quietly, shoving a cream coloured 
letter into my hand. I nodded – avoiding 
eye contact.

The door opened again and I shivered at 
the change.

I ran all the way home. With shaky hands 
I held out the letter to my family who were 
waiting patiently on the porch. My mum 
took the letter and opened it hastily. But 
still long enough for the pitter-patter of the 
butterflies in my stomach to grow. I looked 
at her expression light up. I leaned in and 
read the paper:

Dear sir/madam,

Due to a knee injury Joseph Murranbay is 
not eligible for conscription.

All I felt was confusion.

By Annie Liao
Year 9, Radford College

BRUCE – ACT
Teacher: Mrs Hassall

The PiTTer-PaTTer of ConsCriPTion

AS I step onstage in my luscious 
pink tutu, I take a deep breath. 
“I wonder what’s in store for me 

tonight”, I think to myself. I watch the 
audience looking at me with hope and 
happiness. I can hear the choir singing 
majestically from behind. I pirouette and 
plié softly like a butterfly. I do my grand 
jetés with grace.

I think all is going well and the crowd is 
watching with integrity, but I am wrong. 
Blackout. The next thing I hear and see are 
sirens whirring and screaming in my ears. 
I had fallen off the stage.

I am recovering slowly, but the doctor said 
I could never dance again. Never again feel 
that nice, warm feeling. Never again will I 
dance to that majestic music. Never.

The Power of Dance
My mother takes me to the ballet every 
Saturday. When I get home afterwards I 
always cry. It’s been a long time since I 
have danced and I can still feel a little spark 
inside of me. I want to go back but we have 
to follow the doctor’s orders.

I went for a check-up today and I am so 
happy I could fly. The doctor said I was 
well enough to start slowly beginning to 
dance again!

Tonight at the theatre, my mum and I 
got front row seats. When we sat down 
we saw small crimson blood stains from 
where I fell.

I can’t believe how lucky I was to survive 
and to be able to dance to that majestic 
music again.

By Emma Huibers
Grade 4, Korowa Anglican Girls’ School

GLEN IRIS – VIC.
Teacher: Miss Hatton

MOTHEr’S hand gripped my 
arm, trembling madly, as 2000 
hours struck. The colourful 

blurring of the television light dimmed to 
a monochrome and there was silence. The 
rain fell hard now, mixing with the dry red 
dirt. The unheeded wind shook the rusted 
shed forebodingly. As I looked around the 
room, fear overwhelmed everyone’s face – 
the whole community was here. This was 
it then. The TV suddenly crackled back to 
life, but I barely noticed. All I could hear 
was the pitter-patter of the lottery balls. 
I didn’t want to see. I already knew. All I 
could feel was my family’s warm embrace 
– riddled with melancholy yearning… 
I’m going to miss that. I guess I had an 
ominous premonition of sorts. All I could 
hear was the rhythmic pitter-patter of the 
rain reminding me of the conscription. 
reminding me of my fate.

The crowds stared as I made my way to 
the medical check-up room, some in 
astonishment and others in anger. After 
all that my mates have sacrificed for these 
men you’d think they’d have some damn 
respect. The air was thick with dust and 
humidity, enveloping the crowds like a 
swarm of angry bees – unforgiving. Two 
firm hands pushed me through a door as it 
opened. It closed just as quickly, allowing 
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SErENA sat at the reception desk 
of the Files Office, drumming her 
fingers on the smooth wood. She 

looked at the grandfather clock and saw 
it was three thirty. Serena beamed – she 
could browse the Files.

Serena sat down on what she liked to think 
of as her chair – a squishy cloud of cream. 
It wasn’t really hers – anyone in the Files 
Office could use it, but this seat was tucked 
in a corner of the building that most people 
didn’t explore.

The Files Office was chaos, but it was 
ordered chaos. Infinite bits of paper were 
crammed onto shelves, in boxes and on 
benches, with newer donations stacked 
neatly in trolleys, awaiting organisation. 
There were so many of them! To be 
honest, Serena had no interest in most of 
the Files.

The papers that most people came looking 
for in the building, the papers that were 
‘interesting’, held no interest for Serena. 
Serena liked the seemingly meaningless 
papers that others found boring and simply 
accounts of events ‘just like our lives today’. 

Serena marvelled at these papers.

These people led lives completely different 
to ours, she thought. She had noticed that 
they... how could she describe it? The 
people of the past times, they felt things 
– really, really felt them. like, happiness, 
anger, sadness and, most of all, love. Serena 
had never really felt loved, nor had she 
really loved anyone, not like the people 
who lived in these papers. That was why 
she liked reading them more than all of the 
other documents.

There was one box of papers that Serena 
loved looking at more than any of the 
others. Now, she stood on her tiptoes and 
took the simple cardboard box off its shelf. 
Sitting back down in her chair, Serena 
opened the box. She was up to the last 
paper in the box. The whole box was full 
of what seemed like one million papers. 
Each paper held a memory of two girls 
and their friendship. They were strangers 
and had never met, but Serena knew these 
girls inside out.

She unfolded the last paper in the box. It 
was a short letter, the paper brittle. Tears, 

Serena thought sadly, sorry for the girls. 
She read it. As she did, she, too, cried. The 
girls had been friends for a very long time. 
And now, at the very last memory that the 
box held, something had happened.

“Dear Sophia,

I’m so sorry. I’m so, so sorry. I know you hate 
me now, but please, Fia, try. Try and love 
again. I know what I did was terrible. If you 
never forgive me, I understand.

I will always love you, Fia. Remember 
that.

Clarity.”

Serena wondered what Clarity had done. 
She wondered what could have been so bad 
that Fia could not be expected to forgive, 
but in the end, she knew it was pointless. 
Serena would never know, not for all the 
information in the File Office. She would 
just have to wonder forever.

By Sidney Hoei
Year 7, Age 13

HIGHTON – VIC.

The Millionth Memory

The paper,
dormant, preparing for battle,

white albino skin as pure as snow,
teeth sharp, ready to attack,

its skin still untouched.

As quick as a flick
a swish and a hiss

the paper bites back.

By Hannah LeLeu
Year 10, Eynesbury Senior College

ADELAIDE – SA
Teacher: Shelda Rathman

Paper
Cut
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THE YOUNG fae  lashed her 
pendulum, raising her snout to 
whiff in the scents of the plains. The 

forest was in sight, a few hundred metres 
to the right. She puffed out her chest, 
pawing at the dry land as she extended 
her forepaws and narrowed her hind legs 
close to her underbelly as she gave a mighty 
push on the ground, sprinting off toward 
the distant forest.

She lolled out her tongue, keeping her 
tail low as she continued to sprint, not 
realising another rogue wolf to the left of 
her. He bouldered into her, pinning her 
down with his mighty force. He snarled, 
drawing his maw close to her throat, his 
hot, sticky breath against her chest. His 
piercing green eyes locked into her own 
blue eyes, he growled again, this time 
louder. “Outlanders”, he heaved, “They’re 

Wolves

everywhere!” he snapped, placing a heavy 
forepaw on her belly. She yelped, his weight 
on her chest made it hard to breathe. “The 
prey is scarce. Packs are invading. Nothing 
but hare to eat”, he mumbled, slowly 
removing his paws off her shoulders. She 
gulped in air as she could finally breathe 
again.

“What’s. The. Problem?” she questioned, 
pinning back her audits and quivering 
her whiskers as she sat on her haunches, 
leaving an imprint in the verdure.

He glared back at the feminine, “Prey, 
scarce. Packs, invading. Nothing, left.” 
He paced around, circling around the 
undergrowth. She neatly curled her 
pendulum over her forepaws, licking 
her maw. She examined his scrawny, yet 
muscular frame.

“Hmm.” she murmured, “We could...” She 
stopped half way, “Nah.”

The brutus sat beside the femora. “We could 
travel to another valley?” he suggested, 
shaking his cranial mass as if he shouldn’t 
have mentioned it.

“Yeah, we could.” She wagged her appendage 
excitedly, she heaved herself onto all four 
paws before padding off, gazing over her 
shoulders to check he would follow. Her 
taut muscles rippled through her pelt as the 
rays of sun landed on her spinal area.

H H H

It had taken several days for the pair to 
reach the Obscus Valley, they had left Aurt 
Valley in search of prey, for that was scarce. 
They had observed the surroundings as elk 
roamed the hill tops and running water 
washed over the land. They whiffed in 
the new, unfamiliar scents, gazing at the 
scenery in awe. They padded down the 
hill in search of a den. They had passed 
three dens, two of them were occupied 
by raccoons, but the third one was free. 
They rested for a new day, then went off 
to hunt. They came back, their bellies full 
with meat and the rest of the carcass was 
buried for tomorrow.

By Kiara Fabris
Grade 6, St Augustine’s Primary School

KEILOR – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs Heidi Chapman-Foehn

ONE day there was a girl whose 
name was Megan. Megan lived 
on a farm with her family. She was 

an only child and she was very spoilt. Her 
parents bought her lots of expensive gifts. 
Megan even had her own horse which is 
very spoilt as Megan was only six. She was 
very mean to her horse. The horse’s name 

was Flash and he was brown 
with a black mane and tail. 
Flash was 12 hands high and 
was very well trained with a 
gentle nature.

Not long after she got Flash, Megan 
took him to a competition and she did not 

win as she expected. She didn’t win because 
she kicked her horse many times and was 
very mean during the race. Flash didn’t 
like being kicked so much so he didn’t 
follow her commands. This led to Megan 
whipping him. People at the competition 
saw what she did and complained how 
mean she was to her horse.

The rSPCA came to visit her at home with 
a warning, telling her “Don’t be mean to 
your horse, if you continue being mean we 

will take Flash away”. So Megan was very 
nice to him after that.

The following month Megan competed in 
a Jumping Show and she did very well and 
won a silver medal. She went home and 
brushed Flash all the while telling him how 
wonderful he was.

That night she gave him a special treat, 
a lovely juicy carrot. No more people 
complained and Megan and Flash went 
on to win lots of competitions because 
they worked together and were nice to 
each other.

By Ariana Tonev
Year 1, Age 7

Padbury Catholic Primary School
PADBURY – WA

and Flash

Megan
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disabled –adjective
1. Inoperative.
2. Impaired, as in physical functioning

DISABlED: one of the judgemental 
words in the dictionary. A word 
that implies that a person is lacking 

in ability. The instant someone chooses this 
word to describe a person, an image flashes 
to mind. The image of someone who is 
restricted, who stands out and who will 
never heal. They are disabled.

Will. A simple name for a unique boy. 
Unique can mean many things. It can 
mean having talents that are original and 
rare. Will has one talent: the talent of 
standing out. No, he is not ‘disabled’. He 
never had an ability that was taken away. 
He is Will, and he has always been Will. 
He’s only slightly different; enough for 
the Bored People to laugh. Apparently, 
he ‘doesn’t mind it’. What they forget, the 
Bored People, is that nobody asked.

One of the first things that you notice 
when you meet Will is the wall. Not just 
any wall: a wall of glass bricks too thick 
to be smashed. It’s not just that he speaks 
with a slur, or that his speech patterns are 
like those of an overly friendly eight year 
old. What it is that no one knows what he 
would be like if he wasn’t the way he is, and 
one knows what is going on in his head. It 
is a wall of questions. Unanswerable.

My teacher announced to the class that a 
new boy was coming. She used the word. 
Disabled. The image flashed to my mind, 
and everyone else’s. She stated that he 
could be ‘over the top’, did not think things 
through, but was a nice person. Sure, the 
sound waves projected by Mrs Farren were 
picked up by my ears. I only heard the 
first two statements. Adolescents are in 
an inescapable search for the negatives. I 
didn’t want to have to deal with a mentally 
disfigured boy who was going to scream 
and jump all over the place. Neither did 
anyone else.

As the weeks went by I watched. In class, 
out of class. I noticed that there are 
divisions of the Bored People. Each has 
its own way to play to the Bored People’s 
game. This is a game where the objective 
is to push the innocent down, so you 
look taller. It’s all about appearance. A 

constant search for the perfect teen image. 
Impossible.

Goody-two-shoes girls. They have their 
neat hair tied up with a bow. They refuse 
to joke about him. This was not an option 
for someone with aiming for such a high 
respect from their mentors. It would make 
them feel normal, and they want to be the 
brightest star. They never refuse to laugh at 
jokes about Will. They think of themselves 
as being the smartest and special kids in 
the school; every one of them. Selfish.

Sporty boys. These are not academic boys. 
They constantly look for something to do 
other than get an education. Will is the 
perfect distraction. These boys are not 
entirely stupid, though. They ask him 
questions. “What grade did you get for 
Science?” They know that they cannot get 
into trouble for doing this. They are “just 
asking a question”. Then they imitate him, 
his slurred voice. How their hearts allows 
them to do this, I will never know.

There are many other divisions. Each 
person too scared to stand up for Will 
because they fear judgement. Wimps. 
Will still strolls the corridors like he owns 
them; waving to the teachers as if they 
are his teenage friends. This was probably 
because, to him, they aren’t teachers at all. 
They talk to him and they occasionally 
glare at a kid making fun of him. But teach 
him? No. They have given up on that.

There is one element of his personality 
that I find particularly astounding. He is 
the happiest kid I have met. No, he is not 
happy all the time. When people pick on 
him he shouts. He then becomes irritating. 
In major fights, he ends up in tears. These 
are not just tears caused by any adolescent 
drama. These tears have been stored inside 
of him for weeks, years, a lifetime. He is a 
lovely kid. All of the torture is just so the 
Bored People can laugh. laughter now has 
a whole new meaning for me.

Teachers look as though they care for 
students. Is this genuine care, or an act? 
Mrs Farren sticks tags on each table saying 
who is sitting there that week. On Monday 
the 24th of March, I was assigned a seat 
next to Will. I had to make a choice. I 
had two options. I could be like everyone 
else. This would mean that I find the jokes 

about Will entertaining and amusing. 
Entertained by one’s complete innocence. 
My other option was to put my social 
profile at risk, be constantly questioned 
and picked on. But this option would also 
mean that I was friends with Will.

Questions: hardly ever a simple answer. I 
thought about Will’s future. He has gone 
for years without an education. He is 
going to struggle to get a job. right now, 
at school, is going to be the easiest time 
for him. And people are destroying his joy. 
Will is a normal kid. A normal kid locked 
in a closet of disability. I chose the second 
option. I had to.

Yes, people pick on me. Yes, my social 
profile is at risk. I know that if I had chosen 
the first option and excluded Will that I 
would have more friends today. Would 
those type of people be friends? That is a 
question worth thinking about.

If you are expecting that this story will 
have a happy ending, where I am be able 
to change the Bored People, then I’m sorry. 
I am only one person. I can’t change the 
minds of a whole grade. I can change the 
mind of a single person. Will. I used to 
believe that it was impossible to know for 
sure when someone has made the right 
choice because one can never look through 
the pages of the future. But every time I am 
greeted in the morning by a ‘Hi Sarah’, and 
a smile, I know.

By Sarah Kelly
Year 10, Eynesbury Senior College

ADELAIDE – SA
Teacher: Shelda Rathmann
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Summer’s Sorrows
SHE tossed and turned, uttering 

nonsensical words, as she was 
captured in a raging fever. Her skin 

was ablaze, beads of sweat shimmering on 
her forehead.

Her luscious golden locks were either 
plastered to her scalp because of the 
perspiration, or lay tangled, framing her 
face. Her slender, pale arms stuck out from 
beneath the quilt covering her body.

Goosebumps littered her bare skin, despite 
the hot summer night.

Next to her rickety bedframe knelt a man. 
He calmly pressed a damp cloth to her face 
in a vain attempt to cool her. Despite the 
girl being a lowly castle servant, the way he 
gazed at her held utter adoration. The man 
was dressed simply, but finely. The way he 
carried himself held an unmistakable air 
of grace. Midnight black hair dusted his 
cheekbones, and messy curls hugged the 
back of his neck. His emerald eyes shone 
with unspoken love. The girl suddenly 
turned toward him, clasping his lightly 
tanned hand with her pale one.

“Benedict…” The girl croaked quietly, 
her voice hoarse. The man snapped to 
attention. The girl’s eyes were still closed, 
but she had begun to try and upright 
herself. Benedict, the man, rushed to help 
the girl, ensuring that she wouldn’t make 
herself any sicker than she already was. As 
the girl sat up, she began talking.

“Why are you still here?” she uttered. Her 
voice sounded so weak and faint, like 

it would disappear if the listener didn’t 
pay close attention. Benedict just smiled 
in reply. The pair didn’t need words 
to communicate, they could already 
understand each other.

“How many days until the wedding?”, the 
girl asked, closing her eyes at the same 
time, as if the question pained her.

“Nora”, Benedict sighed heavily, “I do not 
want to talk about that”. Tension in the air 
grew tight, as if it were the bowstring with 
an arrow fully loaded. The girl, now known 
as Nora, bit her lip hesitantly, unsure of 
what to say next.

“Whatever happens, you will not forget me, 
promise?” The words came out rushed.

“Nora, listen. I am not going to marry that 
fool, Blanche Ward!” Benedict spat out the 
poisonous name. He rose up suddenly, and 
slammed his fist against the rough, wood 
board walls. The housing for servants on 
the castle grounds was terrible to say the 
least. Currently, the cramped log cabin was 
occupied by Nora, and Nora alone.

“You have to marry her”, Nora continued, 
oblivious of his outburst. “You are the 
Prince of robustissimam, you have a duty 
to your country! You must marry your 
betrothed, the lady-in-waiting. If you do 
not, what will the people of our country 
think of you? When you become king, they 
will think of you as a spineless coward!” 
Nora suddenly began coughing.

red droplets sprinkled over the quilt 
covering her lap.

“Everybody has a duty, and yours is 
to become a king.” Nora coughed, her 
shoulders hunched over, trying to hide her 
illness from her beloved.

“I know. I just… I don’t want to leave you!” 
Benedict pleaded, his eyes brimming with 
tears.

He knelt by the bedside, his hands clasped 
to his chest. He tried to commit the image 
of his one true love to memory.

“I don’t have much time left, Benedict. 
But don’t you ever forget me.” She smiled 
sadly.

H H H

Thirteen days later, was the day of the royal 
wedding. The sun shone brightly in the 
cornflower blue sky with no clouds, and 
birds sang merrily. The kind of day that 
Nora loved.

Amidst the celebration, a certain blonde 
haired girl breathed her last breath.

By Rhiann Thomas
Year 7, Chairo Christian School

WARRAGUL – VIC.
Teacher: Kristy Edgar
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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



THE lONG grass shivers and sways 
in the wake of the hunter. The wind 
whispers warnings to any passing 

creature. Danger is here. A group of rabbits 
lope around playfully in a small glade. 
They do not heed the warning of the wind. 
Two menacing eyes watch the rabbits run 
and leap, waiting for the perfect moment 
to strike.

The hunter lashes out, sinking her fangs 
in the rabbit’s leg. relishing the taste of 

Hunter
tender flesh she hisses in delight marking 
the ground with the blood of her prey.

Then slowly she slithers back into the long 
grass ready to hunt for lunch.

As the moon rises over the quiet forest the 
hunter slumbers peacefully, satisfied after 
a good hunt. Instantly all the nocturnal 
animals buzz into life, fearful after being 
told about the scaly beast. They have to 
come up with a plan to trap the monster. 
After a few quiet murmurs and an exchange 

of ideas they have all come up with the 
same solution: bait her and trap her. 
The forest creatures get to work. Flying, 
hopping and jumping, an army of animals 
surge through the forest.

When the first light of day breaks the 
darkness the animals were grimy, dirty 
but determined to defeat the hunter. Two 
adult moles are pushed to the centre of 
the trap because their light weight cannot 
trigger the trap. As the hunter wakes she 
catches the delicious scent of the moles 
and slithers forward, eager for the prey. 
Slithering forward she is blinded by the 
thrill of the hunt. Then she falls into the 
deep pit with a loud hiss.

Every animal in the forest rejoiced. The 
hunter has been trapped! But one of the 
animals is not joining the celebrations. The 
hunter lies in the dark pit as helpless as the 
rabbits that were her prey. “revenge”, she 
hisses. “I will have revenge!”

By Chelsea Hinh
Year 4, Deepdene Primary School

BALWYN – VIC.

HAVE you ever been so scared in 
your life that you wish it was a 
dream? Well this is a story about 

two kids who feel like that. One day in the 
land of Bing there were two friends.

One day Jack and 
Ella were playing 
in Ella’s backyard 

w h e n  “ P O O F ” 
a knife  came out 
of nowhere. It was 

glowing so bright you 

Call for Help
could not see anything.

“Touch me!”

“What was that”, Ella asked.

“I don’t know.”

“Touch me.”

“Touch me” a creepy voice spoke.

“There it is again”, Ella screamed. “It’s 
saying touch me”, Jack said.

“Sh… should we touch it?”, Ella said in a 
scared voice.

“Y... yes I think so.” Ella and Jack touched 
the knife.

“AAAAAAHHHH” Ella and Jack screamed 
at the top of their lungs. “Oaf ” Ella and 
Jack landed in a place they have never 
seen before.

“Wh… where are we?” Ella asked.

“I don’t know. I think we are in a jungle” 
said Jack.

Ella and Jack tiptoed along the dirty slimy 
ground.

Jack and Ella were walking along, but 
what they didn’t know was someone 
was watching them and that person was 
Avilala. Avilala was a witch who didn’t 
like intruders.

She is so evil Avilala stole the throne from 
her own sister. Now no one could stop 
her except Ella and Jack. Now Ella and 
Jack didn’t know that they are the ones to 
defeat Avilala.

Meanwhile Ella and Jack found a little 
cottage. They knocked. Nothing. They 
knocked again still nothing.

“Do you think they’re home, Jack?” asked 
Ella.
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IT WAS the grey. It was the foreboding 
tint of fires on the horizon. It was slow, 
then quick like a tidal wave pushing 

them all under. As cold and relentless as 
the minutes that spurred it on. It was their 
life now. Just the two of them. The girl and 
her Papa.

The man sat watching the grey light 
congeal over the empty hills, a derisory 
testament to the daybreaks of before. He 
poked the faintly glowing coals with a stick, 
smoke spiralling lazily into the sky like a 
serpentine apparition. The man folded 
his blanket and packed it and came back 
from the cart with a dented can of beans. 
He set it on the embers and crouched on 

the tarpaulin to watch the 
girl. She shivered under the 
damp blankets, the skin of 
her exposed limbs turned 
cracked and reptilian in the 
cold. The man sighed and 
leant over to wake her.

They ate their fill and took 
the cart and made their way 
through the derelict streets. 
The stale wind teased their 
hair as their rag-clad feet 
sunk and slipped amongst 
the grit. Everything looked 
the same. As if they were 
stranded in existence of 
indistinct moments that 
warped together like images 
projected onto running 
water. Cracked pavement. 
A rusted bicycle. Objects 
blackened and shrunken and 
covered with ash. So much 
ash. The girl hugged herself 
and coughed softly.

“Are you OK?”

“I’m really tired. And I’m so cold.”

“We’ll take a break soon, I promise.”

He stopped and took a blanket out of the 
cart and wrapped it around the girl. It was 
thick and woven and lumped onto her 
shoulders, like a refugee carrying her life 
on her back.

Ahead, a building seemed to rise from the 
ruins, starkly juxtaposed with the burnt 
houses and crumbling brick that lay in 
the snow like the discarded remnants of 
a fire. Its ashen façade was obscured by 
the skeletons of oaks. The girl tugged on 
his arm.

“Can we look?”

“Yes. But we have to be careful.”

“We’re always careful.”

“Yes. We are.”

They dragged the cart up onto the side 
of the road and shuffled towards the 
building. They wandered along a shattered 
cobblestone path to the door-less entrance, 
which gaped like a brick-lipped mouth. The 
structure whispered of stolen grandeur, 
with flutes of stone that arched through the 
ribbed barrel vaults of the ceiling. Broad 
columns rose from the stained wooden 
floor along to where the altar would have 
once been. A simple crucifix was fastened 
high in the fragmented tabernacle. He 
felt as though he should bow his head in 
reverence. The girl took his hand.

They were pilgrims of a dying faith, vainly 
seeking a forgetful god. He walked the 
girl down the centre aisle. Holy water 
long since evaporated. Tattered tapestries 
embroidered with falsehoods. Stained glass 
windows, once rich in colour, depicting 
St Jude enshrouded in emerald robes, 
glazed cheeks hollow and gaze despondent. 
Nothing more than a jewelled mask 
concealing rotting flesh.

There would be no plea of absolution, for 
tomorrow would never come. Nothing 
left here except to bear their hallowed 
talismans of dust. It was just him and the 
girl now. It was the edge of the world and 
the end of the future. It was the grey.

By Sarah Callinan
Age 17

TARANGANBA – QLD.

“No, I don’t think so.” “I’m coming, just a 
sec. lardy danaum deadea” came a voice. 
Ella and Jack looked confused. The door 
opened.

“Oh hello there, I’m Mrs Cuddlepie, who 
are you?” a happy voice said. “I’m Jack and 
this is Ella.” “Oh noooo qweak come with 
me in here.” “Ah way”, Ella and Jack asked 
together. “I will explain on the way.” Ella 
and Jack had no idea what was going on.

Mrs Cuddlepie was explaining everything. 
Mrs Cuddlepie took Ella and Jack in a 

room where it had like 100 portals. “This 
is the portal that you need to go through 
because you people are the prophet.” 
“What prophet?” asked Ella. “You two are 
going to defeat Avilala.” “Evil what?” they 
both said. “Avilala a witch with dark magi.” 
“OK if it’s really important to you then we 
will do it”, Jack said proudly. “OK, let’s do 
it.” Ella and Jack run through the portal. 
They ended up in a strange castle made 
with crystals. “Now you must die” said 
the witch. Suddenly a ring of bright light 
swirled around Jack and Ella.

BBOOOMMM WACK CUBOOM Jack 
and Ella boomed light right into Aviala’s 
chest. Yay they had defeated Avilala. “Now 
that we are done, what do we do now?” 
asked Ella. “I don’t know. I think we should 
ask Mrs Cuddlepie”. “Yay!”

By Caitlin Grey
Year 3

Brigid’s Catholic School
HEALESVILLE – VIC.

Teacher: Mr Laurence

The Grey
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I was relaxing on a brown log above a flowing calm river.
whoosh whoosh,

The cool breeze blew past my arm,
giving me goose bumps.

I could hear the tall trees swing in the wind.
I could see little silver fish

slowly
swim past the log.

I could smell the eucalyptus
on the fresh gum trees.

I could taste the strawberries
I was munching

before.

“Hmm what’s that unfamiliar smell?”
“It smells like smoke from a fire”

I twisted round
and saw red hot flames.

in the distance.
I saw red hot fire

burning
the trees.

Boom
Boom
Boom

went my heart,
I sprinted inside and told my mum.

Mum ran out
“Grab the phone. Quick”
I sprinted to the phone,

and Mum called the fire brigade.
They came

at last
to help control the fire.

I went to relax on the log again.
and

looked out for any other fires.

By Amber Eacott
Year 4, St. Brigid’s School

HEALESVILLE – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs Gennie Mullen

The Flowing 
River

The Bond 
We Make 

and Create
The bonds we make define who we are

the bonds we break make us see what we are
the friends we make.

The time we spend together
makes it all worth it in the end.

If I had to choose between my selfishness or my friends
you should know what I will choose.

What will you choose?
The things we do for our friends and family

is usually a high price to pay,
but in the end it is all worth it.

No matter who broke my heart,
or how long it takes to heal,

I will never get through it without my
friends and

family.

The moment I spend with my friends
I would treasure the tears and

treasure the laughter but most importantly,
I would treasure the

memories I made
these are the most important

treasures of them all

I would never
forget these memories I have

with my friends because
they made me who I

inspire me to aim
high and reach

for the stars.

By Crystal Velvet 
aka Felicia Aung

By Felicia Aung
Year 10, Cerdon College

GREYSTANES – NSW
Teacher: Nancy Sylaprany

28 Oz Kids in Print November 2015



ONE sunny and hot Saturday, in 
the year 1111, there lived a girl 
named Caitlin. She was 8 years 

old and she lived with her sister, Arline 
and her dog rusty. Caitlin and Arline are 
the best of friends ever since each other 
were born.

On a Sunday mysterious night, a full 
moon was floating in the black, starry sky. 
When a full moon happens something 
unexpected happens... Caitlin who always 
asks, “Can we play something??”, was about 
to say it. But suddenly she saw herself in 
another room. It was a very dark, scary 
and cramped room. She started asking 
“Arline, where are you?? If you can hear 
me answer me please”. Suddenly, the 
lights went back on and all she saw was 
an enormous, black silhouette, which was 
wearing a really big suit looking down at 
her on the ground frozen still. But then, 
Caitlin’s eyes suddenly opened and sat up, 
and said in a surprised face “Oh… It was 
just a nightmare… lucky... I thought I was 
going to die…”.

It was a sunny day on Sunday morning, 
Caitlin first took a deep breath and looked 
around the small, colourful room and 
could see Arline sleeping soundly next to 

The Lie Between the Two Sisters

I wish for a little star up in the sky with a teddy bear pattern
I wish for my birthday every day to have love and happiness everywhere
I wish for friends even boys in my heart
I wish for life to rearrange
I wish for animals that are dead to rise
I wish for girls and boys to be the same every day
I wish for no boredness and no sadness to happen.
I wish for rain to be sun,
I wish for the world to be the same
I wish for houses to be pretty pink
I wish for hate to become love
I wish for spiders to become lady bugs
I wish for everything to be good in the world
I wish for foxes to become unicorns
I wish for water to become fizzy drink
I wish for black to become white
I wish for more maths more often
I wish for elves to become fairies
I wish for pictures to become words
I wish for everyone’s wishes to come true.

By Skye Headlam
Year 3, The Hamilton and Alexandra College, HAMILTON – VIC.
Teacher: Miss Ross

her. Arline was as cute as the cutest 
person on Earth, when she was 
sleeping. Then, Caitlin went to 
the kitchen still wearing her 
pyjamas and made herself a 
cup of tea. When she went back to 
her room, she saw her sister already 
woken up and Caitlin shouted in 
a joyful voice, “Good morning!” 
and when Arline turned around, 
Caitlin saw a horrible, terrifying and 
scary face staring at her. She looked 
terrified, until Arline questioned “Is 
there something wrong?”. Caitlin 
rubbed her eyes and saw her beautiful 
sister’s face again. Then she answered, 
“No, nothing’s wrong”.

At 12:00pm, they both went outside to 
play in the backyard, but when they went 
straight outside they disappeared into thin 
air. When they woke up, they were in a 
different world, where all this dangerous 
chaos was going on everywhere they 
could see. Fire, bomb sounds, gunshots 
were heard everywhere, at every second. 
Suddenly, there was a light touch on 
Catalina’s shoulder. Caitlin was too scared 
to look around, until she heard her sister’s 
voice, calling out “Catalina are you okay??”. 
Catalina answered “Oh, it was just yo–!!”.
When Catalina turned around she saw 

people, who were 
surrounding Arline and 

were holding weapons, for 
example a gun or a sword. 
Arline told Caitlin “Sorry 
Catalina, I didn’t tell you my 

true form…”. Catalina asked 
in a moaning voice, “What 
do you mean, sister?”. Arline 

answered “I wasn’t your sister the whole 
time, but the boss of this world. Welcome 
to the World of War! I’m very truly sorry 
for lying to you but, this is all I could do. 
I’ll make you disappear into another world, 
called Their World of Peace and love. In 
a flash Catalina disappeared into thin air, 
with tears bursting out of her eyes and was 
never seen again.

By Aisha Kita-Leong
Year 5, Age 10

ROCKDALE – NSW

I Wish
For
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On that warm summer’s day
down at the markets,

a hat stall caught my eye.
I went through every hat on the rack,

the blue ones, the pink ones,
the sunhats, the caps.

I knew what one I wanted,
I’d had my eye on it the whole time,

like a hawk with its prey.
The rainbow straw hat
was going to be mine.

A whining voice, puppy dog eyes
and a sad little “pleaaaasssseee”

was how I managed to get that hat.
It was my new rainbow treasure.

By Alyssa Floyd
Year 10, Eynesbury Senior College

ADELAIDE – SA
Teacher: Shelda Rathmann

Summer ’05

The snow did not fall that night. No, 
not even a drop of snowflake to be 
seen in the dull grey skies. I stood at 

my windows wondering how I could have 
been so wrong. I had meticulously studied 
the charts. I had tirelessly completed all 
the calculations. But I was so wrong. Not 
the tiniest of drops to be seen. I felt totally 
depleted.

As I was about to turn away from the glass 
and pull my night shades down, it moved. 
A little flicker at first. Then there was 
nothing. It stood still, taking cover behind 
the dark brown trees as though it knew I 
was watching. I stayed frozen by the glass, 
trying not to make a twitch. Gradually, it 
began to move again. It took shape as it did 
but its form was still unrecognisable.

I watched with interest, wandering what 
could be creeping in the yard, shapeless 
but gleaming like a firefly. My curiosity was 
now fully aroused. As I strained to make 
sense of the figure in the dark, I began to 
hear flits of sound. First buzzing, then a 
groan. As the figure grew bigger, the sound 
became clearer. It was now like whispers 
but slowly became louder as though it tried 
to get my attention. really? This shapeless 
figure just tried to talk to me.

It was now standing nose to nose with me 
through the window pane. I was frozen 
with fear but I knew I was safe as the glass 
completely separated us. Then it did the 
unthinkable. It raised what seemed like a 
spineless limb, beckoned to me and asked 

me to come outside and play. It 
spoke in perfect English or at 
least so it seemed to me. When 
I didn’t move, he raised both 
spineless limbs now and called 
me by name.

As if in a daze, I nodded and 
started to move. I picked up my 
house coat from the hook behind 
my bedroom door, changed into 
my outdoor shoes and opened the 
windows. It lifted me out of the 
room and carried me in both his 
long limbs as though I weighed nothing 
more than a new born baby. Off it went 
into the night with me heading towards 
what seemed like a vessel. My eyes were 
getting weary by now and they began to 
close. I wasn’t sure if it was because it was 
way past my bedtime or the thing in the 
night had that effect on me. The last thing 
I knew was hearing a door close softly 
somewhere. I was off to a long contented 
sleep.

I woke with a start at someone shaking me. 
I could smell the freshly brewed chocolate 
drink and sizzling bacon on toast. The 
spiny thing had made me breakfast. Full 
of questions for my friend, for that was 
how I now thought it, I opened my eyes. 
Thinking this must be a mistake, I quickly 
closed them again. Instead of the thing 
in the dark, it was my mum shaking me. 
I was in my own room lying on my bed 

with my pastel green sheets covering my 
shivering body and my mum was peering 
at the windows. The glass was wide open 
and the fresh cold breeze of the November 
morning blew in. Silently she crossed over 
to close it and warned me never to sleep 
with my windows open overnight as I was 
sure to catch a cold.

As she walked away from my room, I 
thought to myself that surely last night 
hadn’t been a dream.

By Des’Ree Adelaja
Year 5, St Margaret’s School

BERWICK – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs Cardullo

The Curious Case of the Thing in the Night
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The Forest
AS MY foot pressed on the cold 

ground, shrouded by a blanket 
of damp leaves, it was enveloped 

in the rich soil. The concrete-like surface 
jolted chills through my body. I shivered. 
I placed the next foot forwards, aware of 
my looming fate. Nevertheless, I needed 
to keep moving. This time, with less 
reluctance, I pressed on. Gradually the pace 
increased, as did my chances of survival. 
Yet safety was an oasis in this bleak forest, 
but I was unaware of my location. Was I 
walking in circles? The large thick stumps 
of the pine trees were unnerving: I felt a 
malevolent energy lurking within. They 
all seemed generic, and my only form of 
guidance was the faint imprints from my 
footprints.

The sun faintly illuminated my path as 
the dense tree tops prevented what little 
light was present on this cloudy day 
from reaching me. It was if the sun was 
veiled by nature’s luscious green drapes. 
Overhead I heard birds fleeing. Curious, I 
looked up to be greeted by a large, heavy, 
drop of water which fell on my forehead. 
The foliage above cushioned the fall, yet 
it startled me. Thick clouds now rolled 
over and the forest darkened once more. 
lightning shot through the sky in an array 
of marvellous lines as the thunder clapped 
in approval. Through the distant thunder, I 

heard a rustle amongst the thick vegetation 
which cast devious shadows, culminating 
in the grim abyss. My vision was restricted. 
Between the volts of electricity dancing in 
the sky, I could only see five metres in front 
of me. The rest was a haze. The noise grew, 
as did my fear.

I turned from the source of my terror 
and began walking at a desirable pace. 
I heard it this time. More distinct. Even 
between the lightning, the thunder, the 
rain, and everything that clouded my 
head: I heard it grow closer. I began 
picking up the pace, running. The trees 
were no longer adornments of the majestic 
forest, but became obstacles. I swerved 
with everything short of grace, stumbling 
clumsily through the dimly lit hurdles. 
The rain became more and more like 
projectiles, falling from the sky. The drops 
pounded on my forehead, the trees, the 
ground. They made the already hazardous 
earth that lay blanketed by thick leaves, and 
small odd shoots of green grass here and 
there, even more dangerous. The sinister 
energy lurking behind me was growing 
closer. I could feel it. Breathing, running, 
everything was seen as a strenuous 
effort. My lungs ached for a rest, and my 
legs began cramping. I pressed on, yet 
I knew my demise was imminent. I ran 
without thinking. There was no time for 

distractions, no time for energy to be 
wasted on clouded thoughts because they 
weren’t going to save me: running was. 
I ran on the leaves below, I ran without 
noticing the large root that escaped from 
the ground. My foot caught under it as it 
was camouflaged in the debris.

I fell backwards, and hit my head on the 
remnants of a decaying trunk, where the 
rest of the tree would have fallen off years 
ago. I lay, blackness fogging my vision. 
I lay waiting: embracing the darkness. 
Embracing unconsciousness. Embracing 
my demise. My head fell limp to one side. 
My body was unable to move. I watched 
the shadow emerge from the darkness. But 
I was not scared. I looked at the assortment 
of brown leaves, dead, yet damp from 
the rain. I lay watching the grass shoots 
protrude through the leaves, reaching for 
what light was left. I lay feeling the rain 
pound on my face, on the ground. I was 
too busy marvelling at the beauty of the 
forest, and I did not notice the blackness 
cloud my eyes.

By Jack Raymont
Year 10, Eynesbury Senior College

ADELAIDE – SA
Teacher: Shelda Rathmann
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I FINAllY get to see her beautiful face 
again smiling up at me. It was like a 
thousand stars had aligned around a 

blue moon. The only problem is she hasn’t 
actually met me yet.

This is me. I am 72 years old and I’m about 
to die.

Not very long ago, I could feel my last 
wintery breath leaving my system and 
turning to dust, but when I closed my 
eyes, I could see my guardian angel asking 
me one thing. She asked, “You get one 
last chance to say goodbye. Where and 
when do you want to go?”, and of course I 
responded, “Take me to my lost love, the 
summer before we met”. My angel said, “I 
shall take you there, but you don’t have 
very long, so make your last breaths on 

Earth count”. I nodded and closed my eyes, 
and not long after dazed off.

When I awoke from my daze, I was in 
the middle of an emerald-grass field, in 
which I gazed upon a feminine figure 
approximately thirty metres away. From 
afar, she looked stunning, so I inched 
closer and closer until I was but ten metres 
away from where she stood. She couldn’t 
see me peering at her as she was gazing at 
the illuminating horizon before us, with 
a glimmer of sadness in her crystal-blue 
eyes. It was then that I knew for sure that 
my guardian angel was telling the truth, 
and there I stood watching her midnight-
raven hair sway in the gentle breeze.

As I moved even closer, I saw a newspaper 
lying in the grass covered in dirt. I picked 
it up, brushing away the remnants of dirt, 
seeing the stains it had left. I noticed the 
date, it said that it was January 1st 1971.
This was the year she changed my life. She 
was just 26 at this time, and here I was, an 
aged man standing in the midday sun, with 
a hint of fog in the otherwise balmy air.

When she eventually caught my gaze, she 
inched closer to me. When I opened my 
mouth to say something, all I could do 
was stare wide-mouthed in awe. She was 
more beautiful than I remembered, like an 
ocean tide creeping into the shore. Before I 
could get a word out she spoke, “Hello, my 
name is Danielle, and you are…” I wasn’t 
quite sure what to say, “I’m just a passing 

traveller, nobody special”. After a minute 
of glaring silence, she whispered in such 
a warm, gentle tone, “That is simply not 
true. Everybody is special in their own 
way”. She definitely had a bigger heart than 
I remembered, too.

It was now I could hear the sound of 
knocking, a rhythm of four knocks, that 
sounded like a heart beating out of a chest. 
I just knew that my time was almost over in 
this world, but I didn’t know what I could 
possibly say before I vanished. At this 
moment, I couldn’t tell her how I truly felt, 
as she didn’t even know me yet. How could 
I say “I love you”, when it would mean 
absolutely nothing to the girl that means 
everything. So instead I said what was my 
last goodbye and her very first hello. This 
was my last day here, but it was her first 
day of our forever.

As I felt my presence slowly slipping away 
into darkness, I used up my final breath 
and said, “Danielle, thank you for being the 
one to change me for the better, and being 
the last face this face will ever see”.

I slowly faded away, but not before seeing 
the tears rolling down my love’s crimson-
red cheeks, and hearing the universe sing 
me to my endless sleep.

By Erin Cahill
Year 10, Cerdon College

GUILDFORD – NSW
Teacher: Mrs Agius

Who Ever Loved that Loved Not at First Sight?

Dry, wispy leaves and branches
Through the autumn breeze

Where magpies rule our skies
Our backyards glistened with dew

Parrots, sparrows and robins,
Always pass through
Chirping and singing

Scurrying in our garden
For when the frost clears
It’s a perfect autumn’s day

By Chrissie Davis
Year 6, Yass Public School

YASS – NSW

Autumn’s Day
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WAlKING inside the dark eerie 
house an icy fear crept inside 
zara’s heart, how was she meant 

to live here? One, her town is called 
Murderville and second of all, she had to 
go to a new school. The house was number 
13, of course an unlucky number. She 
walked up the brown stairs with carpet 
that looked like blood had stained the 
whole thing, as she kept walking a door 
flew open. Just the wind zara thought, just 
the wind! Discovering an old attic on top 
of her she went for a look. Boxes filled the 
room and dust filled the smelly air. But out 
of all those boxes there was one that stood 
out the most, it was like covered in glow 
in the dark icky goo! She picked it up and 
ran to what she thought was her bedroom 
and checked it out. The box was filled with 
tubes and powder, staring at her clock zara 
knew it was her bedtime.

Waking up in astonishment zara found 
herself not in a place she had ever been 
before. The warm smell of pancakes 
topped with strawberries filled the air and 
weirdest of all her parents never made 
her pancakes and her room was coated in 
the same icky goo which covered the box 
last night. Something weird was going on 
and she knew it. As she opened the strong 
brown door, trees filled her sight. Where 
was she? An old enchanted door lay on the 

ugly looking tree. She crept inside as quiet 
as she could, but before walking in some 
fuzzy looking green goo caught her eye. 
rrrrrrrrrrrrrrr! She screamed, picked 
up the fuzzy looking mud and threw it at 
the tree where she thought the sound was 
coming from. “Wh-hat aaaaaaa lo-nnnnng 
dddddddddddaaaaaaaaaaayyyyyy!” she 
said, falling fast asleep.

Ahhhhhhhh she woke up again this time 
in her bed which was covered in her pale 
skin colour but in powder form, her hand 
was covered in blisters as was her arm. It 
must’ve been that mud, she thought to 
herself. “Mum” she yelled, coming down 
the hall this time to the smell of yucky 
omelettes! “I need to see Doctor little-
nose.” Her mother checked out her arm. 
“This is not for a doctor, this is for the 
hospital. I’m taking you there right now!” 
“No! Surely this will go away sooner or later 
mum. Don’t worry about it I’m fine!”

At school the next day zara was so excited 
her class had to write individual reports of 
how to cut a piece of paper. They each had 
to explain with so much detail.

later that night she had another dream 
well really it was the next morning, she 
dreamt that she was back in the forest 
she picked the fuzzy mud back up and 

rubbed it on her face this time thinking 
nothing would go wrong because it was a 
dream. Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! Waking 
up again she found pale skin coloured 
stuff all over her bed. The sun was out. 
Meanwhile her mum was booking her 
doctor’s appointment in hospital. All of a 
sudden she tripped and fell into her older 
sister’s arms. “Ohhhhhhhhhh! The world 
has just gone ever so dark”, zara exclaimed. 
“I can’t see a thing.”

“What do you mean?” her sister exclaimed. 
“It’s fine!”

The same didn’t apply to zara though. She 
was rushed to hospital. The sirens became 
louder and louder as the big hot car turned 
the sharp corner. zara didn’t feel so good 
and the whole world went pitch black.

Unfortunately as the ambulance drivers 
reached in to grab zara she had passed 
away. Her beautiful bright world was 
gone, she would never see the spontaneous 
things that she got to see they were all 
gone!

By Grace D’Amico
Year 4, Korowa Anglican Girls’ School

GLEN IRIS – VIC.
Teacher: Miss Louise Hatton

A Very Dark World
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Mocha. Mahogany.

Her tumbling, beautiful mess of hair, like 
her personality, is full of twists and tangles, 
curled in upon themselves. She was never 
one for straight and simple, too much 
effort she would say, as was our epic love, 
full of tangled thoughts and snares. But 
this time, we have a brush to unwind all 
the thoughts and comb out all the snarls. A 
brush to guide us in our insane endeavour, 
bring us back together after the distance 
and the horror becomes too much to bear 
on our own.

Admiral. Azure.

Her eyes are my beacon, shelter from 
the storm that rages in my own. They 
are a lighthouse beam, guiding me to a 
safe harbour. Their cerulean depths are 
scattered with flecks of gold, like embers 
in the fire that burns within those eyes. She 
could set the world on fire with those eyes, 
but she chose to char my soul instead and 
I could not be more grateful. Somehow 
though, the storm in mine balances the 
fire in hers, where others are driven away 
by her ferocity, I am drawn to her. The 
first time I glimpsed those eyes, I wanted 
to memorise them, learn them as well as 
my own, so I might draw them when I am 
lonely. So she can be with me when I am 
many miles away, caught in a different fire, 
a real storm outside my eyes.

Pearl. Porcelain.

The bridge of her nose, crooked in the 
middle from an accident when four, is 
imperfect yet beautiful like her. Ivory 
skin gives nothing away, unbroken and 
unmarred, smooth and clean. Yet beneath 
lies a battered bridge, it has seen conflict 
and battle, been broken and rebuilt, 
withstood all that it has been dealt, just 
like her. Imperfections make it unique, 
distinguishable, irreplaceable, special, 
beautiful. She is broken, as I am broken, 
but our two broken pieces make a whole. 
Her nose fills the space between my jaw 
and ear, fitting together as parts of a puzzle, 
because somehow, the hole in my heart is 
shaped much like her.

Carob. Cinnamon.

The freckles speckling her cheeks are 

unfathomable constellations, meticulously 
painted onto her skin. It is as though all 
the stars in the heavens rained down upon 
her, marking the entire galaxy on her 
skin. All of time and space exists within 
the constellations upon her face, she is 
Athena, Cleopatra, Khutulun, Sabiha 
Gökçen, Simone Segouin, and Margaret 
Hamilton. I may spend my life tracing 
each one, every connection, every pattern, 
for each is a precious thought, an earnest 
comment. Yet even then, I shall never trace 
every one, never know her every thought. 
The distance that separates us in body is 
constantly on my mind, her constellations 
fade from my memory whist I cling 
desperately to them. I have cut my fingers 
on her stars, trying to hold her galaxy upon 
my back, but I am no Atlas.

Rose. Ruby.

The very doors of breath, breath by which 
my love lives and breathes, curve delicately 
as if crafted by a master artisan. They are 
gates to her mind, the passage of her self-
expression, they are poetry in motion. Her 
crimson Cupid’s bow slays me. With each 
uttered word and carefully crafted phrase, 
I fall deeper in love with her. Her candy 
apple lips are sweeter than any words, their 
intoxicating taste my drug, the withdrawal 
brutal and painful. However, hope swells in 
my chest at the thought of their sweetness 
for I shall taste them again soon.

Cream. Coconut.

Acute angular lines, slope and gradient, 
the perfect symmetry of her collarbones 
are carefully concealed beneath her wind-
swept hair. The fire in her eyes contrasts so 
brilliantly with the snowy ridge that is her 
clavicle, a gentle sloping mountain ridge 
among her sky of constellations. Dusted 
with snow, snowflakes fall upon them, 
drifting gently down from the galaxy of 
her skin.

Scarlett. Sangria.

The pounding rhythm of her heart in time 
with our song rings in my ears. The stutter 
of her heart when it skips a beat fresh in 
my mind, her heartbeat the music that 
nightly lulls me to sleep. It is her life force, 
everything she is and all that I love stems 
from her heart. Her heart is the root of her 
being, her aorta is made of kindness, and 
her pulmonary vein the radiant love she 
exhales with each breath. I know, because 
her heart beats in my own chest, as mine 
beats in hers.

Beige. Buttermilk.

Soft, smooth curves within the dark-wash 
denim of her perpetually jean-clad legs, 
the familiar sway of her gait assaults my 
senses as I take in her silhouetted form. 
Her ironclad femur, steel toes, leather soles, 
her support system, her stability, they bear 
the weight of her life, her hardships and 
pain. They are her sure and steady steps, 
her inherent sense of self, how she always 
seems to be heading somewhere, purpose 
in every movement. They are the pillars on 
which she is built, the foundation of her 
framework, her strength, independence, 
power. They carry her to me.

Chiffon. Cotton.

Her tiny, waifish hands clutch the collar of 
my uniform, rip the beret from my head, 
her hands pull me back to her. Her arms 
are dusted with fragments of the galaxy 
like the apples of her cheeks and the slope 
of her arms. They are so small and thin, 
so delicate, but they fit her. They are her 
creativity, her mode of expression. They are 
the spouts of her emotions, love drips from 
her fingertips onto my neck, happiness 
seeps from her forearm, warming my 
shoulders through my fatigues. Her hands 
are the doers of justice, small saviours 
of the world enclosing me in her warm 
embrace, the kingdom where nobody dies 
and nightmares do not reach.

They say love is when home is no longer 
a place, but a person. She is home to me, 
from head to toe.

By Ellen Tosolini
Year 12, Eynesbury Senior College

ADELAIDE – SA. Teacher: Melanie Smith

Head to Toe
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THE STOrM had torn through the 
small town. rain poured heavily 
and the sky was a dark grey colour. 

Hail broke windows and glass shattered 
into smithereens. Gusty winds howled and 
ripped old, frail trees as well as healthy, 
fresh ones. lightning bolts crashed at 
the ground and thunder roared at us 
occasionally. The ground was a sea of 
glutinous water and many life forms had 
been swept away like tiny dust particles.

After hours of distress and melancholy, 
the storm quietened. Trees lay on the 
soaking wet ground. The Earth was 
bitterly freezing. Sophia stood up slowly. 
Her face was red and wet. Her knuckles 
were white and numb. She was warming 
herself up frantically and she had been 
frigid. Goosebumps stood on her pale 
skin. Sophia was feeling petrified by the 
wreckage around her.

Sophia pondered about where her parents 
were. She was still in utter trauma. 
Bewilderment took the better of her as she 
stood on the muddy, ruined land. Many of 
the survivors were shocked and many still 
sat on the ground.

For what seemed like minutes, but 
in fact hours, silence stood in the 

face of many. The tranquillity 
was broken by a whirring noise. 
Sophia could not understand 
where it was coming from. 

After the Storm
Then a voice from a distance bellowed, 
“WAIT!!! HElP IS COMING!!!” Sophia’s 
mind was filled with discombobulation, 
but her heart with nervousness, warmth, 
and relief, all at the same time.

Sophia could feel relief in others, but their 
faces still pallor. She along with others 
waited and waited, but help was not seen. 
Sophia felt despair, grief, and agony, as 
she thought water, water, everywhere 
but not a drop to drink… Water, water, 
everywhere but… Water, water. The words 
kept chanting in her head. Her mind was 
now filled with desperation, hopelessness, 
and despondency. Sophia walked around 
the place to notice nothing but devastation. 
The first place she tried to find was her 
wrecked house. Sophia thought that this 
could not get any worse, but then she saw 
the worst thing that had ever happened 
to her.

It was worse than a small bruise. It was 
worse than losing her friends over a small 
fight. It was worse than a vicious prank. 
It was even worse than the cyclone. It 
was nature’s malicious smile, a last blow 
to her.

In the middle of the front yard covered 
in mud, cold and rigid like dead 
wood, were her parents.

Tears ran down the side of Sophia’s face 
just like the miserable storm that came 
and went without warning. Sophia felt 
nothing but anger that crippled inside her. 
She started thinking, what is the value of 
life if this is what you get! She stood up 
in anguish and as far as she could see, 
people were weeping and searching in 
hope of finding their families. Suddenly, 
her persistent mind told her you must not 
lose hope, you must not lose hope.

Sophia then reluctantly said to herself, in 
a quiet voice, “Don’t give up. Start again. 
I must help myself and have faith”. Sophia 
slowly started to overcome her fears. 
Whatever I do, this town will be better than 
it was before, not only for me but also for 
the others who lost everything. Slowly her 
hopes rose along with the rising sun!

By Monica Rallabhandi
Age 11

ROSSMOYNE – WA
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LO N G 
long ago 
l i v e d  a 

bad tempered 
Chinese man 

named Chung-
Ho. He lived on a 

farm on the edge of 
a small rice field. He 
had a poor widow 
that worked for him 

twenty four seven. The 
widow was known as Jing. 

Every day Jing had to get up 
at 4.30 am to work while 
Chung-Ho slept as long 
as he wanted. Jing would 

only get his left overs that he didn’t eat. 
He also didn’t get fed very often and he 
couldn’t sleep well enough to not get sick 
as he had to sleep on a bare concrete floor. 
Chung-Ho was very selfish especially when 
Jing was too sick to work. “Get off my farm 
you useless widow. I’ve have no use for 
you since you have turned into a grandpa 
that has no use except to sleep on a bed 
and sleep all day every day!” he exclaimed 
in temper. “Now go live in your poor old 
house that you were born in.”

When Chung-Ho said that his cheeks went 
red as a beetroot.

“Do you want to be treated like that?”, he 
argued.

“No but just get off my farm now because 
you’re useless”, he said impatiently.

“All these years I’ve be working for you and 
how do you repay me. With nothing, not 
even food or fresh water”, he said fighting 
back in anger. “I’m going to get revenge on 
you!” he exclaimed in anger.

So one day he set off by himself to his old 
home. While he was going home slowly 
he thought of a cunning plan to trick his 
master into getting him to trade his land 
for something useless. When he arrived 
at his home he called for a community 
meeting at his house. “Jing is that you? 
Why did you come home?” his parents 
asked in confusion.

“Yes it’s me! The reason being I came 
back is because Chung-Ho didn’t give me 
enough food and water. Also when I was 

Certainly
ill and couldn’t work he didn’t help me get 
better. Instead he said get off my farm since 
you’re too ill to work but I fought back. I 
said how would it feel if you were treated 
like that”, Jing replied. “So let’s get on with 
the meeting, we have to think of a cunning 
plan to trick my old, mean friend.”

All the people who attended thought of a 
cunning plan but before Jing could think 
of an idea someone else had an idea. “Hey, 
I’ve got an idea for a cunning plan. We 
need everyone to participate. OK, the plan 
is we need a parrot that says one word: 
‘Certainly’. Secondly we need to bury some 
treasure on the farm so when Jing goes to 
where the treasure is and says to the bird is 
there treasure here it will say ‘Certainly’. So 
after they dig the dirt up Chung-Ho will be 
surprised and will want the bird. So then he 
and his wife will think the bird has a sense 
of when there is treasure”, Jing’s son said 
after taking several deep breaths of air.

“Well done son for thinking of a very very 
good plan”, he said excitedly.

So the following day the men and some 
older boys snuck off to bury treasure 
on Chung-Ho’s land. When they buried 
something in the ground they marked 
where they buried it on a piece of paper 
so then Jing would come to those marked 
spots and say to the bird “Is there treasure 
buried here?” then it will say “Certainly”. 
So that means Chung-ho can’t dig in any 
old spot because if he does he will find 
no treasure and he will get angry as he 
has a sense of bad temper. While they 
were doing that the women stitched fancy 
clothes for Jing to wear so it looked as 
he was worth more than anything in the 
world. The following day Jing went to his 
old master farm. Knock! Knock!

“Hello, aren’t I glad to see you again? Not!” 
Chung-ho murmured.

“Whatever! Just come with me and I’ll 
show you something special”, he replied 
with an evil grin. So off they went to the 
old gum tree near the mailbox.

“rio, is there treasure buried here?” he 
asked kindly to the bird.

“Certainly!”

So they dug up the soil, soon enough they 
hit something hard.

“look what I found, 200g of gold and I get 
to keep it as I’m the one who found it!”

Once he had found 200g of gold Chung-
Ho’s face went red as a beetroot.

“Does the bird have an ability to smell 
treasure?” Chung-Ho asked.

“Of course! Anyway let’s go and find more 
treasure”, he replied.

So they kept on going but not far on they 
stopped by the windmill.

“rio, is there treasure buried here?” Jing 
asked.

“Certainly!”

So once again they dug up the soil but 
they stopped when they heard the clink! 
This time it was bigger so they dug around 
it. Soon enough they revealed a treasure 
chest. So the two of them grabbed the chest 
by its handles and pulled it as hard as they 
could. With all that pulling it was unstuck 
and the best part of all it didn’t need a key 
to open it as it was already opened.

Once again Jing got to keep it as he found 
it.

“I’m tired. Wait! We should have a royal 
feast and if you don’t mind I will swap 
my land for your parrot”, he asked kindly 
wanting to swap.

So the following night he went to Chung-
Ho’s house. There he sat with him his wife 
and with other people he didn’t know.

“Welcome friend, OK let’s begin with the 
deal we made. I give my land and you 
give me your parrot. If you don’t mind”, 
he asked kindly.

“No problem! You might want to get off 
my land now because it’s my land now”, but 
before he could everybody ran off. After 
that Jing called his friends back at home 
to come and join him on his farm. In the 
meantime Chung-Ho had trouble finding 
some treasure.

By Sraan Saravanan
Year 4, Emerald State School

EMERALD – QLD.
Teacher: Miss Tomas
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The Lyrics of War

THE OrDEr was given to charge 
as a voice inside his head repeated 
over and over, “This is not going to 

end well”.

John Doe was a young man who was 
conscripted only six months earlier. He 
and his younger brother weren’t interested 
in the politics of this war but saw it as an 
escape from their dysfunctional family. 
It was only luck that they were stationed 
together at Campi Della Morte. The Fields 
of Death.

Thunder rumbled its way through the 
shadowy undulating clouds, as the smell 
of rain filled the air – the sweet, pungent 
zing lingered in his nostrils. The wind bit 
through his heavy uniform, chilling his 
very core. The ice-cold mud underfoot 
made his legs ache with every step. A shiver 
went through him, but John was not sure 
whether it was the biting cold or the panic 
of what was about to ensue.

Murky surging storm clouds billowed 
across the sky; the soldiers could feel every 
shot of thunder through the ground. The 
war field was chaos – terror and bedlam 
had taken over. John’s ears were ringing, 
muffling the screams and commands that 
filled the air. Corpses were piling, the 
dead littered the fields, and all he could 
do was try to find the safest passage for his 
team – a small group of four: his brother 
Bill, and two other soldiers they’d become 
close with during basic training. A tiny 
gap, what he guessed to be twenty metres 
from them, would take them through a 
dense thicket with just enough coverage to 
obscure them in relative safety. John made 
the call. He shouted to his team to follow, 
“This way, run!”

Bill was pushed to the back and fell, 
tripping on the wet ground. Quickly, he 
pushed himself back upright and began to 
run after his comrades. Too late. John was 
screaming, shouting at the top of his lungs, 
pleading for his brother to sprint faster. 
His voice had gone croaky and broken, 
“Billy! run!”.

repeatedly he screamed. He glared in 
horror wanting to run to him, grab him, 
protect him, but it was pointless. A shower 
of pellets rained down on Billy. He fell 
to the ground, hard. Shaking with pain, 
screaming in agony.

John’s world stopped. reality froze. He 
could feel arms pull him back as he started 
to run towards his fallen brother. A million 
emotions were swirling through his mind; 
anguish, despair, guilt. All he could do as 
he was watching his baby brother breathe 
his last breath was scream his name. Over 
and over again. The world was spinning. 
Their eyes locked for a brief second, 
and he could feel Bill’s sadness, and his 
forgiveness. Then he stopped moving. His 
dead eyes locked on John’s, emotionless, 
blank. The young private was gone, never 
to come home.

Buzzing filled John’s ears, and the sour 
bittersweet scent of rain filled his senses. 
But the only thing he could feel was 
immeasurable pain in his chest. His heart 
had been ripped out. It was his fault. His 
order. He was the reason Billy was gone, 
forever. He killed his baby brother.

Shaken out of thought, John was shot in 
the arm. Scrambling out of the way, his 
senses had gone dead. Numb all over. With 
blurred sight, all he could focus on was 
the corpse that lay in front of him. Under 

his make-do shelter he lay there, shocked 
to the core. The noise was deafening – 
screams and gunfire. John couldn’t bear 
to watch more comrades die, so he lay 
still – silent, unmoving, bleeding out from 
several more wounds.

The gunfire stopped. It had been very 
slowly dying down for what he had thought 
had been hours. Waiting, wondering if it 
was just his hearing gone again – or an 
enemy trick – he decided he had nothing 
to live for. More than half dead already, 
he had nothing to lose. John crawled out 
of his hiding spot to see a sea of the dead. 
Mounds and mounds of fallen enemies 
and brothers-in-arms filled the earth. He 
stared out, frantically looking for a sign 
of life, but there was nothing. Only death, 
destruction, desolation. And over what? 
John couldn’t even think of any real reason 
thousands of men died that day.

Sulphur and ash filled the air, the soot 
mixing with the blood and mud already 
caked on his skin. He suddenly heard 
a crunch of bones from behind him. 
Excited he turned, a glimmer of false hope 
flashing in his mind for just a moment 
before being greeted at gunpoint by three 
enemy soldiers. Screaming orders at him 
in a foreign tongue, he slowly raised his 
arms, ignoring the pain in his side as 
he did so. The soldiers commence their 
shotgun opera, cock back their weapons 
and prepare to fire.

In the end, it’s all the same. Only the names 
will change.

By Brianne Gatehouse
Year 10, St Augustine’s College

AUGUSTINE HEIGHTS – QLD.
Teacher: Mr Henry
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I DIDN’T want to, but I knew I had to. 
No one else was going to do it. The only 
people left were me and Tulio, my Dad. 

He is a peace maker, he likes to talk things 
out. So I knew it had to be me. I had to kill 
the Jabberwocky.

“Hermione…” Tulio mumbled in a worried 
voice, “Are you sure you want to do 
this?”.

“Yes!” I assured him, looking down as 
sweat dripped from my forehead to the 
ground like a leak in the roof.

He told me he would make a steel set 
of armour and a shining sword. “I have 
always wanted to meet a real hero in 
shining armour. I didn’t realise it was 
going to be my daughter”, he chuckled. The 
Jabberwocky hides near an old abandoned 
castle. The bricks were knocked to the 
ground and the burnt wood reminded 
me of firewood. The Jabberwocky has 

The Flaming End
killed everyone I know and loved, even 
my mother.

I lay in bed, realising that 
tomorrow I would become a 
killer. I was restless all night. 
When I woke up, I put on 
the armour that felt like I was 
carrying an elephant on my 

shoulders. I held the sword up to 
my face and realised I was missing 

something. I went to the jewellery box 
next to my bed, opened it and gazed in 
longingly at my mothers’ necklace. I put 
it on and tucked it in under my amour. 
With her by my side, I’d be sure to slay 
the beast!

I was ready. I travelled for what felt like 
years to the abandoned castle. I heard a 
loud monstrous roar echoing through my 
small body. It was the Jabberwocky. I hid 
behind some bricks and waited for it to 
come charging out towards me. But there 
was nothing; no movement, just dead 
silence. It was as though the whole world 
stopped. I looked around the corner, with 
sweat dripping from my forehead. There it 
was, lying down. The Jabberwocky knew it 
was time, time for his end.

As I walked towards the Jabberwocky, 
it didn’t even flinch. It appeared to be a 
beautiful creature, but not when it was 
killing. The Jabberwocky had scales all 

The Night
The moon swallows the morning light

Drowning the sad air in darkness
Any remains of the afternoon sun

Grabbed by the moon
And dragged back into the looming night

Creeping over the trees like a mouse
Unexpecting, and dark

Stretching its wispy hand over the flowers
As the breeze sings a lullaby

And the moon kisses them good night
Imprisoning the gentle buds in their wake

After the last drops of happiness drain
All is silent

over its body that reflected the sunshine 
right into your eyes, and three claws on 
each paw that were as sharp as knives. I 
climbed up the scaly beast making my way 
to the heart. I kneel, grasping my sword in 
two hands. I hold it up above my head and 
then, with force, I plunge it down into the 
Jabberwocky’s heart.

“SCrEEEEEAAAAAACH!” wailed the 
Jabberwocky as I hear the soft tissue 
ripping beneath my sword. THUMP! I 
jump off the Jabberwocky, landing on the 
ground as I fall to my knees. Dripping in 
blood, I lean down and start to cry. Then, 
I hear footsteps. Gradually getting louder 
and louder as they start running faster 
and faster. HUH, I gasp as I turn around, 
frightened, still crying as I see Tulio. He 
holds me close and a waterfall of tears pour 
from my eyes. It felt good to finally cry.

“I miss Mum!” I wail.

“Shhhhhhh, it’s OK. It is going to be OK.” 
Tulio assures me.

“I love you Dad”, I whisper, holding back 
the tears long enough to tell him. That 
was the first time I called him Dad since 
Mum had died.

By Halle Austin
Year 7, The Cathedral College

NORMAN GARDENS – QLD.
Teacher: Mr Farr 

By Claire Magris
Year 5, Sacré Cœur

GLEN IRIS – VIC.
Teacher: Toni Parnell
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‘HUrrY WE NEED TO GET 
OUT OF HErE AND FAST!’ a 
worker screamed. ‘IT’S GOING 

TO BlOOOW!’

‘THIS IS All BECAUSE OF THE 
ArTIFACT, SHADOW. IT rEAllY IS 
THE BrINGEr OF MISFOrTUNE!’ 
another worker screeched. The workers 
turned to see Shadow glow so bright and 
fiery.

‘WE HAVE TO GET OUT OF HErE 
NOW!’ the head of the dig yelled. The 
light on Shadow grew drastically and all 
of a sudden it erupted, BOOM! Everything 
went down...

‘late last evening there was an explosion 
in the temple of Dizzari’, the news reporter 
said. ‘155 archaeologists were digging 
there and had just found a new artifact 
called Shadow. 154 of them died and the 
survivor, the head of the dig, is in a critical 
condition. The artifact, Shadow was not 
destroyed. The explosion is a real tragedy. 
reports have come back saying it was just 
a very fatal accident. There will be a special 
dinner for all of the families of the workers 
who died. It will be held on...’

The television flicked off. Chris jumped up 
and yelled, ‘If only I had gone with dad, I 
could have prevented the explosion and 
dad wouldn’t be in a critical condition.’

‘Yeah right, you couldn’t have prevented 
ANYTHING!’ Sarah, Chris’s twin sister 
snapped. ‘You’re so dumb, a little 12 year 
old like you saving 155 workers? You 
wouldn’t have been able to even predict 
that the temple was going to blow like 
all of the other workers, well I guess you 
could say they did find out but only after 
it was too late and anyway if you had have 
gone you wouldn’t have prevented it you 
would just total it up to 155 deaths. Also if 
you died that would be way more sadness 
for us.’

‘Who’s us?’ Chris wept. ‘You mean the 
maid Anna? Mum died 2 years ago and 
none of the staff working at this mansion 
here care about us.’ They both sighed. ‘I 
bet the temple was destroyed because of 
Shadow’, Chris moaned.

‘That actually could be right’, Sarah 
muttered.

‘Well I think it is right, so now my only goal 
in life is to destroy it’, Chris growled.

‘And how do you think we’ll do that?’ 
Sarah hissed.

‘We’ll get Mark our pilot to fly us to Dizzari 
in our private jet’, Chris hesitantly said. 
Sarah reluctantly agreed.

Sarah went into the kitchen and packed 
a month’s worth of food. Chris went into 
the bedrooms and packed all the supplies 
he would need. They then went into the jet 
and Mark started the engine.

One hour later they arrived in Dizzari. 
They thanked Mark and left. ‘Don’t die’, 
Mark mumbled as Chris and Sarah walked 
away. Mark then started the plane and 
flew off.

‘You brought everything we need, right?’, 
Sarah asked.

‘Clothes, phone, torch, tent, sleeping bag... 
Yes of course I did, and what about you?’, 
Chris questioned.

Sarah rolled her eyes and muttered, ‘Yes 
I’m not dumb unlike some people’. They 
headed towards the temple of Dizzari.

‘Well we’re here’, Sarah sighed. ‘I’m really 
surprised that you can just walk right in 
the temple. It’s not guarded at all.’

‘I don’t know about you but this seems 
awfully suspicious’, Chris confessed.

‘Yeah, I know but we don’t have time 
to worry about that, let’s go in’, Sarah 
answered.

They entered the humongous temple. 
They gazed in awe at the surviving 
monuments.

‘Wow, this is so cool!’ Sarah gawked. 
‘I’m... I’m... speechless’, Chris observed. 
BANG! Chris and Sarah immediately 
turned around. They stared at the door 
they had just come through. Their mouths 
dangling open, their eyes fixed on the 

Shadow…
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door. ‘What!?’ Chris and Sarah screamed 
in unison. ‘NOOOOO’, Sarah cried. ‘We’re 
caved in!!!!’

‘How could this happen?’ Chris wailed.

‘I don’t know’, Sarah scoffed. ‘Maybe 
Shadow did it.’

‘You’re probably right’, Chris moaned. 
Sarah shot him a dirty look.

‘I WAS BEING SArCASTIC!’ Sarah 
growled. ‘right now we are trapped in an 
abandoned temple, with an item in here 
that’s super creepy and rumour has it it’s 
cursed!’

‘Could be worse’, muttered Chris. Sarah 
moaned, ‘I know this is hard for me to 
say but I think we should keep exploring 
the temple’.

‘Good idea’, Chris whimpered.

‘Wait, we could call someone on the 
phone!’ Sarah excitedly theorised. They 
got out the phone, turned it on and ‘NO 
rECEPTION, NOOO!’ they both cried.

‘Although I didn’t want to believe it I kind 
of knew the phone wouldn’t work’, Sarah 
whispered. Chris sighed and they both 
continued further into the temple.

They stopped at a strange looking corridor. 
They continued walking through when 
suddenly ‘AHHH’, Sarah screamed. ‘What 
on Earth is that?’ Chris cried. They looked 
through the corridor to see a tall slender 
man who had a dark and eerie aura. 
‘Follow me’, he warned. Sarah and Chris 
cautiously followed.

They followed him all the way to a 
humongous room. There in the middle 
of the room was a strange box. They 
walked over to it and a long black spirit 
floated out of it. ‘That box is the artifact 
the archaeologists observed’, Sarah 
whispered.

The man who led them to the box 
disappeared. The spirit grew bigger 
and bigger. Chris and Sarah got a really 
disturbing and uncertain feeling from 
it. Its presence was no doubt evil. It was 
about to lunge towards them when a light, 
a very large bright light floated down from 
the roof.

It dashed towards the dark spirit and kept 
hitting it back further and further, it span 
around it again. Chris and Sarah felt a 
really homely, warm, familiar and safe vibe 
coming from the bright light. The bright 
light then swooped down to the box and 
destroyed it in a blink of an eye. The dark 
shadow disappeared.

The temple then began to rumble, it began 
to shake and crumble beneath them. The 
bright light then took Chris’s and Sarah’s 
hands and quickly led them out of the 
temple. They blinked in disbelief of what 
they had just witnessed. The bright light 
disappeared with a warm, familiar smile, 
a smile that reminded them a bit of their 
mother. Behind them the temple collapsed 
once and for all.

They turned to see Mark smiling at 
them. ‘What are you doing here, Mark?’ 
Sarah politely asked. ‘I heard a voice, a 
very familiar voice. It said to go back to 
Dizzari and wait outside the temple’, Mark 
responded. They got back on the plane and 
flew home.

They arrived back at their mansion and 
saw a smiling face in front of them. 
‘DAD!’ Chris and Sarah cried in unison. 
‘You’re okay!’ They all gathered in a warm 
embrace. They all went inside. Chris and 
Sarah would never forget their adventures 
in Dizzari.

THE END

By Danielle Simpfendorfer
Year 6,

Tucker Road Bentleigh Primary School
BENTLEIGH – VIC.

Teacher: Robyn Donoghue – Library

Mountains faded white, a chilled blue sky.
leaves lay iced in the air blown cold.

One small snowflake made the blizzard stir.
Twirling like a white ribbon flake.

Snow swirled, snow raced, wind howled, snowstorm sprung.
Bushland encircled by spiralling snow.
Snowflakes dancing, whiter and whiter.

Temperatures plummeting, colder and colder.
Trees turning to ice.

Air too dense with snow to see.
Cold winds lash a blizzard’s dash.

Time to flee, time to hide, don’t get lost in the blizzard’s maze.

Wind whirling, snow swirling.
The blizzard’s alive.

Faster and faster by the second.
And by each passing minute the blizzard grew stronger.

No time to flee, got to take shelter.
Fog set in, coming lower and lower.

Snow beat the bushland, the wind tossed the trees.
Snow blanketed the landscape.

The blizzard had decided everybody’s fate.

By Maddison Davis
Year 6, Age 12

ROWVILLE – VIC.

Blizzard
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A Life of a Deer
LIFE is peaceful, with everyone I know 

grazing on the long green grass. The 
sun is shining, and the whole bush 

is alive with tweeting and chirping. I look 
over at my family and friends. All of them 
are happy... Until…

BANG!! Dirt explodes next to me. It’s so 
terribly close that my hoof sinks into the 
ground. BANG! BANG!!! Dirt and blood 
is flying everywhere. My friend drops, 
lifeless, to the shrub. My heart skips a beat. 
Then we panic.

My entire herd is stampeding, not knowing 
where to go. More of my friends are 
dropping. Some of them just able to stagger 
to safety. Then I see two shiny things 
stuck together, pointing at me. They both 
have a hole like a metallic cave in them. 
BANG!!!!!!!!!! The silver cylinder with a 
pointed end that came out grazes my chest. 
I urgently gallop away with the rest of my 
herd through the narrow gap in the trees.

We gather up again at the other side of the 
forest. Everyone’s eyes are still wide open. 
The noise of the bang is still ringing fresh 
in our ears. Everybody is still tending to 
each others’ wounds.

But what were they?

“Monsters?”

“Mutants?”

“Aliens?”

What were they trying 
to do?

“Kill us?”

“Eat us?”

They were horrifying.

But will they come back? I shudder at the 
thought.

The traumatising is still buzzing in 
everyone’s minds. The questions just keep 
coming. What…? Who…? Why…? We 
will be affected by it for life. Every time we 
hear a loud noise we flinch. Whenever we 
walk we are cautious.

Then suddenly, I hear leaves rustling. I 
whip my head around and the rustling 
dies down. I warily turn back to my grass. 
Another bush vibrates, and I start running 
away with my herd.

Then I hear the noise I’ve only heard once 
in my life, something so loud it doesn’t 
seem possible. This time the cylinder 
doesn’t miss. A piercing pain sears through 
my leg. I desperately try to stagger to safety, 
but my leg won’t support me. I collapse to 
the leaves; and the last thing I see two large, 
rubbery feet standing on my wound.

I wake in a small, wooden room. An 
enclosed fire is dimly lighting the room. 
I try to haul myself up, but 
have to flop back down 
again. Not only am I 
completely lifeless, but 
I’m also tied down as 
well. Then a creaking 
sound echoes through the 

room. Another creature 

struts in. But it does not look as old as the 
others…

Author’s Note: The child is you. What 
would you have done? If you left the deer 
there then I’m sure you know what would 
happen, so there’s no point in reading on. 
But if you would have tried to free him, 
then continue…

A look of pity spreads across the creature’s 
face. He glances around the room, 
Surprisingly, it then hurriedly tiptoes 
towards me. He gropes around for a knife, 
finds one, then carefully cuts. As the first 
rope is weakening my pulse speeds up. 
What was he doing? Why was he helping 
me? Maybe, just maybe they’re not all 
bad. The first rope breaks. My tenseness 
disappears. As the second rope snaps. I feel 
I can move around. I look up admiringly 
at the creature. A tear is falling down his 
face.

He then slaps me on my rear, gesturing for 
me to go free. I will be forever in his debt. 
I run away, having a look back at the kind 
creature, who is still watching me as well.

As I reunite with my family, there is a lot 
of tears. The day that the creatures attacked 
us, and when a creature saved me, will 
remain in our minds forever…

(Dedicated to hunters everywhere, in the 
hope that they may change their minds.)

By Jack Drummond
Year 5, St. Brigid’s School

HEALESVILLE – VIC.
Teacher: Tony O’Halloran
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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
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Payment Details
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Return Details
Please mail your remittance with this form to:
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Make paying school fees easy
with School Plan
Do you want to take the hassle out of paying your child’s school fees?

Do you want your child’s school fees paid up front and on time?

School Plan pays your child’s fees in full, directly to the school when due, while you pay  
School Plan in easy-to-manage monthly or fortnightly instalments.

From as little as 3.95% of the total fees to be funded, School Plan can pay the following:

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

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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