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From the
Editor’s
Desk
This is the second last edition of Oz
Kids in Print before the 2016 Young
Australian Writers’ Awards, which
means you need to get your entries
in quickly to be eligible.
Entries MUST be in before 6th
October, 2016.
Don’t leave it until then as you may
miss out. We always receive the
bulk of the entries at that time.

Vale Kevin
Burgemeestre
We are deeply saddened by the passing
of Kevin Burgemeestre.
A very talented artist and author. He
had such a jolly sense of humour and
was so talented. Kevin has travelled
around Australia running workshops
in schools with fellow Authors and
Illustrators. His inspiring, passionate
and energetic personality brushed
off onto anyone he met. We cannot
believe someone much larger than life
has left this earth. Instead of counting
our losses we count our blessings. We
were blessed to have known Kevin. He
will be in our hearts and memories for
a lifetime.

Any entries received after this date
can be eligible for the 2017 Awards.
All students must be in school the
year they enter, so Year 12s in 2016
will miss out.

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

KEEP ON WRITING
(TYPING)!

Carol Dick
Managing Editor

CHILDREN’S CHARITY NETWORK
SUPPORTS CHARITIES AND
ORGANISATIONS WHO SUPPORT US!
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About
Kevin Burgemeestre was born in Perth to
Dutch migrant parents whose family had
lived in Indonesia for generations. After
studying Art and Design in Melbourne
at RMIT, he completed a Diploma of
Illustration at the Gerrit Rietveld Acadamie
in Holland.
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Kev

Kevin illustrated using a variety of
techniques, including pen and ink,
watercolour, acrylic, collage and foundobject sculpture.

Apart from his varied illustration work,
Kevin lectured tertiary students in
illustration, visited primary and secondary
schools and libraries, giving workshops.
He exhibited his work in solo and group
exhibitions, and was even an after dinner
or before breakfast speaker.
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Some Animals Are More Equal Than Others
The world blurred into focus.
Eight scintillating pairs of eyes stared
down at Abel like a mother bear would
to her cub.
“Happy Birthday to you, Happy birthday
to you!”
“Happy Birthday to Abel, Happy birthday
to you!”
Streamers rocketed towards the ceiling;
red, blue, green. They bounced off the
crimson painted walls and landed on
the soft carpet. Abel slowly rose from his
Superman bed, as Aunt Linda helped him
up and gave him a hug.
The faint glow of the candles seemed
to hum, and gave the otherwise pitchdark room a flickering ambiance. The
candles smiled at him. He counted 8, each
representing a year that he had fulfilled
in his blooming life. He exhaled deeply
and the flames started dancing, and then,
like they had never existed, vanished. His
friends cheered ecstatically, and Bella, his
best friend, handed him a large white box,
accompanied by a comforting smile.
The Regeneration Testing Facility was a
beacon of light in the city of Dreet. Its twin
antennas towered over the city like needles,
piercing the thinnest of cloths, while its
matte finish glass and sturdy Doctrite walls
gave it a look of absolute magnificence.
Guests were greeted to grand, state of the
art dissipating doors. An expansive arrival
deck followed, with blue strips of pulsing
neon arranged orderly across the floor.

and ripped open the heavily illustrated
cover. It had an excessive amount of tiny
words on it, which Abel assumed, were
alternate names for the substance.
The chocolate melted through his mouth
like velvet, and if it wasn’t for the slightly
bitter aftertaste from the white centre,
Chocobites were the ideal food – ‘nutritious
and delicious’ Aunty Linda had said and so
far, she was right.
Mrs Coleman paced around the room
frantically, whispering words to herself.
“Professor Myle!” Coleman stopped Myle
on his way to the director’s office, “You
requested immediate deployment of
83114, but tests suggest we should wait a
few more weeks”.
“What is wrong with your senses Coleman?
This is a perfect chance to reduce space
usage, and only last week the Keeping it
Fair foundation launched a complaint
stating that they were receiving insufficient
blood transfusions from us. We cannot
afford to have delays.”
Coleman nodded. She understood what
the director was saying, he had a fair
point.

It had been a long day, and Abel started
to feel sick. He imagined it would’ve
been from the Apple Fruit Products; he
knew they weren’t good for him, but he
failed to resist. Just as he walked down
the cylindrical corridor, Aunt Linda
intercepted him.
“Abel! Here’s our wonderful birthday boy!”
The warmth of her smile seemed to engulf
him in a sphere of safety, “Don’t you want
some Chocobites now?”.
“No thanks Aunt Linda, I’m not feeling
very well after that consumption session. I
think the AFPs made my tummy sick.”
“Oh you poor thing... here have some
Chocobites anyway; they’ll only make you
feel better.”
Upon seeing Abel’s dissenting face, she
placed one of the spherical chocolates in
her hand and moved it forward, inches
away from Abel’s mouth. His temptations
got the better of him, and the brown ball
found the back of his throat.
There was just one thing Mrs. Coleman
hated about her job. The pigs. They drove
her mad. It brought her a special sort of joy
when she was asked to deploy one of them.
But still, this was a little early...

What lay above in the facility’s summit
was a mystery; the contents of floor 2014
and 2015 were alien to the common
straggler and the city’s Section Head alike;
a government secret concealed with the
upmost effort and importance.
“A l l r i g ht mu n c h k i n s ! Ti m e f or
Chocobites!”
A shrill shriek erupted.
The very name filled Abel with a sweet
warmth. The children all flayed their hands
in fervour as Aunty Linda snatched a white
cylindrical packet from a nearby woman

6

Oz Kids in Print

“I need a deployment form for 83114.
Floor 2014, section 14” she demanded to
the receptionist.
“Any malfunctions?”
“None have been identified”, Coleman
hinted at her to hurry up.
“May I ask who gave permission for
this?”
“The director himself.”
The receptionist sighed, “I’ve noticed
some changes around here, Professor Myle
has been causing inconsistencies in the
standard procedures”. She sealed a stack
of micropaper, “Here you go”.
Coleman snatched the form and hurried
off.
“Aagh!”
The sound was familiar to Abel, possibly
that of Bella.
“Aunt Linda!” he called out, “What was
that noise?”.
She paused for a moment and replied,
“Bella’s leaving to see her progenitors. She’s
really happy about that”.
Abel was glad for Bella’s sudden good
news, though it was unlike her not to tell
him.
“What is this I am hearing? I told you to
deploy 83314 but no, you feel sentimental
to the bloody pig and now look what’s
happened?” Myle’s spat.
“I can assure you Professor, that I care no
more for them than you do, besides, we
had no idea 83314 had any problems. The
infection was entirely spontaneous.”
“How many are affected now?”
“All but one from section 14.”
“Deploy them all. Let them go to the
decomposition chambers, they are too
impure for anything else.”
“But professor—”
“Do it now Coleman, you’ve caused
enough chaos already!”
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Abel woke the next morning to find a new
figure on the bed next to him.
“Where’s Bella?” he asked, confused.
“I am Bella”, the new girl smiled wryly. She
was younger, maybe 6.
“Wow, you look different Bella.”
Bella cocked her head, “Really? Anyway,
you want some more Chocobites? I
managed to sneak some from Aunt
Linda”.
He nodded just as a loud grumble erupted
from his stomach.
They tasted delicious as always, but he
noticed that the words on the plastic casing
were long, too long to be any alternative
name for the simple food.
In the midst of many little words he
read something in bold, “Contains
fototaksins”.
The notification slip arrived on Friday.
Coleman couldn’t find a reason for 4831’s
deployment, but it brought her no surprise
given Myle’s recklessness. What was she
to ask of it, she was bothered by it in no
significant way, and nothing which didn’t
bother her mattered.
Abel witnessed a strange incident that
evening. He saw Aunt Linda crumpling a
perfectly good white piece of paper, and
dropping it on the floor, before storming
off towards the bathroom chambers. He
called after her that she’d dropped the
paper, but eventually curiosity got the
better of him and he started reading:
“Linda Coleman, Regeneration Testing
Facility, Dreet”
Abel wondered whether the letter was
for someone else called Linda – Coleman
wasn’t a name Aunt Linda ever mentioned
to him. Through the wet smudges and
crumples, he continued reading:
“As requested by an elderly member of the
public, we require that you immediately
deploy all subjects who have been in the
same area as those with Phototoxicosis,
due to dris-dit-drisessing noises from your
section on floor 2014 of the Regeneration
Testing Facility.

Kind Regards,
Cathy Mays,
Secretary to the Supreme Party
of Australasia.”
Coleman experienced an odd feeling. A
feeling of pity. 80 odd years she had been
serving in her position, and she had never
come close to such a feeling. 4831 wasn’t
like the others. She felt a connection
towards him. She would cherish the last
two days with him, before his deployment.
No, what was she saying, this is not
what she has been trained to do. Such
thoughts are corrupting her, weakening
her, restricting her ability to survive in
this egotistic world of self preservation
and narcissism.
The news came from Aunt Linda the next
morning. Two days. Just two more days
and it was his turn to go on a holiday. Just
like Bella, and the others, although he
hadn’t heard from them yet, they must’ve
been really busy. He wondered what it
would be like, to leave home, leave Aunt
Linda and see what else there was out there
in the world. His sense of grief for leaving
the place was dwarfed by excitement.
The day had come. Abel began to ponder
on what the future held for him, the
opportunities he’d take. He wondered
whether he’d end up like Aunt Linda,
caring for children like him.
The memories from home filled him as he
stepped onto the bus. He was alone in the
bus, other than the grim faced bus driver,
whom Abel wished shared his joy.
The bus started momentarily, and then
turned off. The driver restarted the engine
and the bus began cluttering along.
Not 10 minutes later, Abel was faced by a
sea of sparkling blue. The ocean was the
most beautiful thing he had ever witnessed.
He was fascinated by the waves, crashing
onto the rocky beach, then retreating
calmly into the rippled sand. This was
somewhere where he could leave his past
behind him and refresh…
And suddenly the bus turned into the
grim parking compound of a dark, fuming
factory.
By Ananthakrishnan Koloth
Year 12, Age 17
Christ Church Grammar School
CLAREMONT – WA
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he sky would be sapphire blue
and the moon as well as the stars
would be the hero of the time. The
silent breeze would shimmer through
your body. Everyone would be sleeping,
except for four night loving children. Their
names are Samantha, Sydney, Garrison
and Genius. Every night these night
lovers would come out of their houses and
journey the magnificent night. Join in this
fun adventure!
“Hey guys, it’s time to go outside”, Garrison
said excitedly. Everyone followed Garrison
outside. Sydney ran to her space and
started to practice her favourite thing,
cartwheels. Samantha climbed a tree and
started drawing the view she was inspired
by. Garrison looked for night animals
which needed help so he can help them
and Genius sat under a humongous tree
and started to write a poem about the
night.
One hour passed by and Genius was
finished with his poem. “Hey guys, tell
me if this poem makes sense. It’s called
‘The night’.
The clouds and sun disappear
The night sky covers the land
The stars start to appear and takes over the
darkness
The moon shines and shimmers beyond
me
The owls bright eyes shines on me
The ocean water outpours the land
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The night light shows beyond me
The car’s headlights glows on me
The silence of the night shimmers through
me
So, do you like it? Does it make sense?”
Everyone’s face was amazed. “How did
you do that? That was the best poem I ever
heard”. Sydney asked. “It was so good”,
Garrison and Samantha said together.
“Oh, it was nothing. I was just so inspired
by the beautiful night. That one hour paid
me enough. Hey, what do you say we go
and discover things about the night?”
Genius asked. “Yes sure”, everyone agreed.
Everyone went to different areas and
searched for things.
“Hey, guys look at this!”, Genius said
amazed. Everyone gathered around
that one spot. “Wow!” Samantha said.
“Amazing”, Sydney added. “So cool”
Garrison remarked. “I know, right”, Genius
commented. It was a tree, a wonder tree.
It has colourful branches and leaves and
it was so tall. The leaves were shaped like
a moon.
“I had never seen this here”, Sydney said,
confused. “Me neither”, Garrison added.
“Hey, guys. Why can’t we keep this tree
and do whatever we want on or near this
tree?”, Samantha commented. “Yes, good
idea, we can do that and I also found out
what type of tree this is, it’s called the night
tree. The special thing about this is that it
only comes out at night. At day time it just
disappears”, Genius said proudly. “That is
so cool”, Sydney said. “This is going to be so

cool”, Samantha said. “Hey guys, it’s dawn,
we should get back in”, Sydney said.
Every night this has been a reputational
activity for the 4 kids. “Hey, let’s go
outside”, Sydney said. “But isn’t it a bit
early, I’m sure the tree doesn’t come out
at 1:30pm”, Samantha suggested. “I just
want to see how the tree grows back out.”
“OK, we will go. After all it is going to be
cool”, Genius said, agreeing. “Let’s go”,
Sydney said.
Sydney was the first one to get there. She
was shocked. “Guys, the tree is not here”,
Sydney yelled out disappointed. “I told
you, it’s called the night tree for a reason”,
Samantha replied. As soon as everyone else
came, the same look was on everyone’s face.
“Where is the tree? There is only a stump
there”, Garrison said. “I think I know what
happened. Every night tree gets stuck once
in a year. I mean it doesn’t go back in the
day and that once in a year happened to be
today”, Genius said proudly. “So someone
cut it down?” “Yes”, Genius replied.
“What do we do now?” Garrison asked.
“I don’t know”, Genius replied. “Hey why
can’t I go and get my seed book? It tells you
how to plant a tree without a real seed.”
“Yes, go get that book”, Samantha said.
Genius raced back home and came back
straight away. “Hmm, night tree, night tree,
hah got it. The night tree. We need some
mandarin juice, peanuts, food colour and
chocolate.” That’s a weird way to make
something like a tree but OK, we will do it
right away. Samantha got the peanuts and
mandarin juice, Garrison got the chocolate
and Sydney got the food colours.
They dug a hole and put all the ingredients
into the whole. “Now cover with soil and
add some water and mandarin juice”,
Genius read. Garrison got the water and
mandarin juice and water and poured it
into the soil. “Now wait two seconds and
you will have your Night Tree”, Genius
read. Suddenly there was a noise and
there was the Night Tree right in front of
the four night lovers. “It’s good to have it
back”, Samantha said. “Hey guys, did you
realise that it’s night?”, Garrison asked.
“No”, everyone answered. That sure was a
good adventure!
By Peirahkavei Taiyatesvarun
Year 5, St. Luke’s Primary School
LALOR – VIC.
Teacher: Miss Angelucci
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Lion Heart
Chapter one

Before men had colonised India completely
with their smoke belching contraptions
and curious forms of transport, India was
inundated by a colossal amount of animals.
One of these organisms was an unusually
quirky, colour blind lion, Advik. Advik was
driven out of his pride at an early age. He
was an outsider to animal society because
he philosophised in unique beliefs. One
of these beliefs was that the sky was white,
specked with black. However, one of his
most stirring beliefs was that every life is
important from the weakest to the most
powerful.
“We can’t let our order disappear!” muttered
Additri the pea-hen one particularly
scorching evening. “If his… delusions
infect the next generation, it will be
chaos.”
“Yes” agreed Mitul the Russel’s viper, a
conniving bolt of lightning rang through
his brain, he had an idea. “We will have
a petition to vote him out of the eastern
stretch of India.” He explained “We will
let loose a rumour that Advik is insane
and everyone should weave stories to
their offspring warning them to stay away
from him”.
Then there was a petition signed by all
manner of animals, which was whoever
wanted to crowd around the gnarled
banyan tree to snicker at the antics of
the monthly pointless negotiations of
the factions. The petition was signed and
Advik was voted out of the entire eastern
stretch of India, the richer part of the
country, reserved only for the majestic cats
as well as for a variety of exotic beasts and
fine feathered birds.
After five solitary years of living in the Gir
forests on the far western side of India, false
rumours had erupted about mad Advik the
lion, ranging from eating little cubs for
lunch to unimaginable feats
of villainy. Eventually,
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nearly everyone in India knew of infamous
Advik.

Chapter two

A gang of spoilt wolf pups loomed over
Neerav, a malicious grin crossed their
dictator’s face. His cronies copied his
movements, as cronies always do. Neerav
cringed as he braced for the oncoming
beating. Neerav was the runt of the
pack, making him an easy target for the
cowards. He was also a black Indian wolf,
an extremely rare occurrence for his rust
coloured species.
A pack of mature, fully-grown wolves
watched silently, failing to discipline the
runt offenders as they tackled Neerav to
the ground. Ten minutes later, the wolves
continued on, leaving an unconscious pup,
grievous wounds slashed down his flank in
the centre of the clearing.

Chapter three

Late morning transitioned to early midday
and a parade of creatures had passed
sombrely by, attempting to ignore the
lone pup lying in the dappled sunlight.
Akhil, the Bengal tiger whose sight and
endurance was deteriorating rapidly but
whose hearing was one of the greatest
on the planet, passed by and heard the
laboured breaths of Neerav. Doubling
back, Akhil passed on the message to the
first animal he could find, Advik.
“There is a small animal close to death on
the outskirts of the Gir forest” gasped the
tiger, panting from exertion. Advik
thanked Akhil who immediately
recognised who he was
in the presence of, and
leaped into a bushel of
elongated elephant grass,
d i s app e a r i n g f rom
sight.

Chapter four

Neerav woke to the acidic smell of
medicinal herbs. He attempted to lift his
head, but it was in vain. “Ahhh, you’re
awake”, a sonorous voice proclaimed as
if stating an opinion about the weather.
Neerav managed to gurgle a response
which he promptly choked on as a massive
Asiatic lion limped into view.
Neerav’s eyes widened in fear, his mind
became a barren wasteland of horror,
devoid of thoughts. Neerav had seen
Advik from afar, rumoured to be an insane
giant breed of Asiatic lion, Advik had a
horrible reputation. Neerav panicked,
his eyes rolled and his legs spasmed. A
heavy yet gentle paw clamped down on
Neerav’s abdomen effectively stopping
him from damaging himself further. “So
this is how I die”, Neerav thought in his
dazed state, barely watching as the second
monstrous paw drifted down. Neerav felt
an oncoming wave of nausea as the world
sank into blackness.

Chapter five

Neerav drifted out of his peaceful slumber
and walked into reality. A slice of panic
was overcome by a tsunami of confusion.
“How long was I asleep?” inquired Neerav
hoarsely as he staggered upright. “Four
days” replied Advik from the mouth of the
musky, bat infested cave. Neerav made his
way to the entrance of the cave.
He felt ravenous. Advik offered him a
fraction of the carcass of a sambar deer,
its spherical eyes were wide with fear,
even after death. Neerav stared
at it in awe before wolfing
it down. Satisfied at last,
Neerav asked flippantly
“So am I going to live with
you now?”. This question
triggered a prolonged
silence from bemused
Advik.
Neerav waited patiently
as Advik considered the
possibilities. “No”, he
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said at last, “I will take you to a group of
misfits. The misfits are a band of weatherbeaten creatures who have led difficult
lives. But, they treat each other like family
and they should accept you”. Hearing no
acknowledgement of his answer, Advik
glanced to his right and smiled (if lions
could smile), for Neerav was catching a
couple of winks on a heated sun rock just
outside, displacing a bereft Indian rock
python in his wake.

Chapter six

Neerav mewled in question as Advik set
him down amongst piles of decaying
leaves. It had been a couple of weeks since
Advik first found Neerav lying in the
shrubs, since then Advik had arranged an
exchange with the misfits; a rag-tag group

consisting of twenty unique outsiders of
all kinds.
As Neerav examined a darkling beetle, a
single member melded from the shadows,
a king cobra. It slithered towards them, its
face, a mutated mass of fangs yet a voice
sweeter than honey. Politely greeting
Advik, she negotiated the exchange.
Finally, at last the process was complete
and Neerav trotted off with the cobra Nara,
his eyes were downcast and his tail, limp
and for a brief moment, Advik felt more
alone than a rock voyaging through space.
Making a rapid decision, Advik limped
ahead determinedly. “Wait!” he called, his
plea echoed through the forest.

With almost unbearable slowness the
couple turned around. “I know I am more
of a hindrance than a saviour”, he said,
panting from exertion, “however I am very
familiar with plants and their medicinal
properties. I would be honoured to serve
as your healer.”
He finished, gazing upwards at the black
specked sky with hope. Nara hesitated
before answering, “We accept you,
welcome”. And for once, the sky actually
seemed blue.
By Annika Ramasamy
Year 6, Methodist Ladies’ College
KEW – VIC.
Teacher: Jo Ryan

Coffee-Eyed Girl
social hierarchy, I’d be ranked a peasant.
Snickers rolled around the classroom as I
read my one-sentenced piece aloud. The
hurtful laughter was soon imprinted
in my mind, stuck on repeat.
God, this school was a living
Hell.

T

he blank space on my page
stared at me. The clock that should
have been ticking faintly in the
background instead sounded like booming
claps of thunder. There was so much
rushing around in my head, it was as though
there were fifty people screaming at me
simultaneously. My thoughts bombarded
me, leaving me short of breath. Words that
I should have said, words that I was going
to say, so many Goddamned words and I
still couldn’t put pen to paper.
Eyes burned into the back of my head. I
couldn’t see it, but I didn’t have to. Everyone
hated me, it was pure fact. If school had a
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The end of class couldn’t
come quick enough, and
we made our way outside
for lunch. Out of the corner
of my eye, an unfamiliar face rushed past
in panic, presumably trying to find her
next class. Her luscious, silky blonde hair
jumped around on her head, and her
slouched posture proved her doubt. Brown
eyes shone brightly from the gleaming sun
that blazed through the rickety old window
of the corridor. But in those very same
pair of eyes, a painful, heart-throbbing
amount of fear struck them as though she
was constantly seeing a ghost.
Shrugging off the encounter, I made my
way to what seemed to be my second home:
detention. I yanked the door open and the
cold air from the bitter room wrapped
around me. I slammed my books on the
table, making the teacher-on-duty jump
through the roof. She quickly spun around
and gave me a stern, disapproving glare
and once she had turned back around, I
fired one straight back at her.
The familiar ticking of the old analogue
clock engulfed my ears as I began praying

for the next thirty minutes to pass in thirty
seconds. My eyes danced around the room,
trying to find anything to distract me. The
loud ruckus of the door jumped around the
room, almost deafening the teacher and I.
My eyes glanced over to the door to suss
out who else was in trouble. I swear, when
they walked through the door, I felt my jaw
hit the rough, carpeted floor. It was her.
The girl that I had previously seen in the
hallway clutched her books to her chest
and pulled up a seat directly opposite me.
I watched her like a hawk and the tension
built up, strangling us both. My eyes soon
met with hers. They were an indescribable
shade; kind of like the colour that coffee
fades to when milk is added. She threw me
a smile, but I wasn’t going to get sucked in
that easy. Who did she think I was?
We exchanged a few more glances
throughout the short period of Hell, each
leaving me more desperate to find out
more about her than the last one. As the
more-than-relieving sound of the bell
struck, we couldn’t get out of our chairs
quicker. Just as I worked up the courage
to approach the still-nameless girl, she was
already halfway down the corridor. And
much to my disappointment, I never saw
the coffee-eyed girl again.
By Rebekah Albrecht
Year 9,
Dimboola Memorial Secondary College
DIMBOOLA – VIC.
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Yabanjin

The alarm rings.
I awaken to the soughing of the trees
outside. Their charcoal shadows dance
wildly behind the window in the moonlight.
All the while, the wind whistles shrilly.
I turn on the bedside lamp, throwing a
circle of jaundiced light over the small
bedside table, illuminating a framed
photograph. I pick it up. The compact teak
frame rests comfortably in my hand, its
every detail intimately familiar.
I never got to know him. I was only five
when the news came from the farm up
in Dorrigo. A terrible accident with a
shotgun, they said. Tragic and completely
out of blue.
I get dressed slowly, careful not to crease
my clothes. I get up and walk over to
the wardrobe as I have done many times
before. I kneel and search through the
jumble of clothes cluttering the base for
that smooth capsule.
I locate the box and bring it over to the
bedside. The ornate brass latch is coated
with patina, but the cigar-brown leather
still shines as brightly as ever under the
incandescent glow of the lamp.
I rest it on the bedside table. Gingerly, I
undo the latch and open the lid. I reach
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inside, closing my hand around a cold,
metallic object. The heavy weight of the
medal reassures me as I retrieve it from
the box.
I can still feel his strong arms around my
body, the warmth of his embrace. I can still
remember being a small boy of six, asking
mother where Pa went.
I lay the medals on the bed. I run my
hand over the brightly coloured ribbons,
over the intricate designs carved into the
polished metal. They would not fetch much
if pawned. But to me, they are priceless.
A shiver of pride courses down my spine.
He was 19 when he entered the jungles
of New Guinea. And he was 23 when he
walked out of the ruins of post-war Japan,
a hero.
I slowly and painstakingly begin to pin the
medals to the chest of my jacket.
HHH
It has been a few months since the Enola
Gay flew over this place. Flattened fields
of rubble, littered with splintered wood
and fused metal and crockery, line the
dusty streets. Telephone poles lean at crazy
angles. The gaping hulks of the few halfstanding concrete structures only serve to
delineate the extent of destruction.

It is certainly a far cry from the humid
jungle of New Guinea.
And the people – the people are everywhere.
Before I had only caught glimpses through
the sight of a rifle, or of their dead bodies
on capturing an enemy camp. Now I am
surrounded. They are standing in the
shadows, on the sidewalks, in the gutters,
their bodies emaciated and dressed in the
ragged remnants of their former clothes,
their limbs atrophied, their stomachs
distended.
I walk past them, upright and resplendent
in my uniform, not paying them the
slightest heed. How I detest them.
I pass the guesthouse which was burnt
down by my comrades two days ago. They
had been refused entry, being inebriated,
and in a drunken stupor they had decided
to make a scene. The resultant fracas was
exceedingly undignified and would have
earned a court-martial had it happened
in Australia, but the police here have little
power beyond simply reporting the issue,
and we are the shinchugun, the Occupation
Forces. We are not to be trifled with.
Voices fall silent in the shadows as I walk
past. Shopkeepers regard me warily, a
smidgen of fear in their eyes. They refer
to us as Yabanjin – barbarians. And rightly
so.
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The murmur of quick-fire Japanese
intensifies as I reach the market. Barely
ten seconds pass before a small but
enthusiastic crowd materialises around
me. There is no need for an introduction.
I am well-known in these quarters, as are
my comrades.

adding up the numbers. 50 yen. Not
enough, I tell her.

The parade proceeds down St Kilda Road.
The tram rails glint in the sunshine.

She continues to insist. I can see the
desperation in the inscrutable depths of
her brown eyes. It is not like the Japanese to
haggle. 50 yen is clearly all she can spare.

I march to the beat of the bagpipes and the
drums. On the sides of the road, people
cheer and take photos, waving Australian
flags. I wave back.

I gingerly empty the contents of my
pockets onto the bare ground, taking care
to arrange my wares into neat piles. There
are packets of cigarettes, chocolate, tins of
sweetened condensed milk and army-issue
cigarette lighters.

I stand my ground. The market price of a
tin of condensed milk is 60 yen, after all.
And sake is not exactly cheap.

The reassuring weight of the medals on
the left side of my chest assuage me of my
purpose. I can feel his strong arms, his
warm embrace, his deep soothing voice. I
can smell the scent of his cologne.

Business is brisk. Very soon, the cigarettes
and the chocolate are gone. The pile of
notes and coins is growing quickly.
My attention is drawn to a woman pointing
to one of the tins of condensed milk. Two
gaunt-looking children play next to her.
She is carrying a third child in her arms,
a toddler. I can clearly see ribs on all of
the children.
The woman is holding out a bundle of
crumpled, grimy notes. I inspect them,

Not long after, she gives up and shuffles
off, children in tow. The dark, haunting
eyes of the children follow me as they
are swallowed up by the throngs of
marketgoers.
The tin of condensed milk is soon snapped
up by another prospective buyer. I try to
cheer myself up with this fact, but the
thought of the children’s eyes forces itself
back into my mind. I am shaken.
There is one more tin of condensed milk
left. I look for the woman in the dusty
crowd, but she is gone.
HHH

He was just 19 when he walked into the
jungle of New Guinea. And when he was
23, he walked out of the ruins of post-war
Japan. And by God, he was a hero!
I look up at the azure skies. I can imagine
him up there, looking down at me,
proud.
Behind me, the wind whips up clouds of
dry leaves, and whistles as it plays through
the branches of the plane trees.
By Chang Jian Li
Year 12, Melbourne Grammar School
MELBOURNE – VIC.
Teacher: Anthony Taranto

The Light
Golden beams of light reach down to touch my face.
I can taste dew on my lips. The birds are chirping with joy as the trees
sway from side to side.
I feel the light envelope as if it is giving me a big warm hug.
My heart and mind is filled with anticipation and joy.
I can see big beautiful blooming flowers.
Peace and wonder fills my heart and mind.
It feels like I’m walking with God.
The Darkness
Shadows lurk in the distance.
I feel the Angel of Death pass over me.
Tears of blood drip down my face.
Bones crunch terribly under my feet.
Fear grips my heart and mind.
Somehow I know my life is drifting away.
All I can feel is unbelievable sadness.
I can sense rats quickly scampering around.
There are violent whispers all around me.
I can’t see who or what is whispering but I know that it is there.
This is the end.
By Ethan Polkinghorne
Year 4, Nambour Christian College
WOOMBYE – QLD.
Teacher: Mrs Eracleous
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The Turners

by Mick Elliot (Lothian)
An itch. Then a tail. Leo Lennox started
to mutate into a Komodo dragon in the
middle of the school library! When Leo
learns that his dad Vernon and his sister
Abbie are ‘Turners’ as well, his world
flips upside down. Suddenly, Vernon
disappears. The children flee their home
to look for him, and learn to trust no-one.
Out of the blue there’s a turn of events, and
Leo and Abbie find themselves having a

family reunion with an insane old aunt.
The children and their half-frozen dad
get dangled over flesh-eating pigs. Will
the children ever get their happily-everafter?
The Turners is a hilarious and totally
whacky book about two shape-shifting
children on a dangerous adventure to
find their missing dad. It is an adventurepacked story, with nail-biting moments
on every page.

heard his parents’ murder. Blinking back
tears of anger and sadness, Sunday decided
one day he would get revenge.
Hiding wasn’t easy. Mbuti’s men were
hunting Sunday down to kill him so that
Mbuti would become the president. On
his way, he made friends with a talking
baboon; once an enemy but now a friend.
Holly, Sunday’s friend, helped the baboon
recover from his severe injuries. Will the
baboon survive or will it die?

Mick Elliot definitely knows how to write
a 21st Century blockbuster book! This
book is recommended for ages 10+. It will
absolutely be loved by kids who will not be
able to put it down!
Rating: ★★★★★★★★★
— Kristen

Three

by Justin D’Ath (Ford Street Publishing)
Three by name. Three by number. Someone
will be shot, someone will die and someone
will be orphaned. Will there be a happy
ending?
The trouble started when Sunday’s parents
were murdered by their most trustworthy
man, Mbuti. Hatred grew in Sunday as he
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Justin D’ath creates suspense, excitement
and emotion in every page of this book.
I really enjoyed this book and if you like
action-packed stories this will really suit
you. I would recommend this story for
ages 10+.

way, making everything more and more
mysterious with every turn of the page.
The book is about a young princess whose
life is transformed when she is kidnapped
by the dreaded Variants. She is betrayed by
her friends and closest relatives, who have
kept a dark secret from her for many years.
Are the Variants a threat to the Kingdom of
Cardiff or are they a new species of human
fighting for freedom?

Rating: ★★★★★★★★★★
— Laura

Harry’s Secret

by Anita Heiss (Scholastic)
Who shall I draw today? he thinks to
himself. Harry wants someone who isn’t
a friend or family member and someone
who has a unique ‘look’ about them.
Harry has a secret and a silly one too. He
keeps his secret because he is too scared
that his friends will think he’s girly. They
like all this ‘blokey stuff ’, but Harry LOVES
to draw. When a local competition for the
best drawer comes up, Harry can’t pass
up the opportunity. Will Harry be able
to keep his secret, or will the cat be out
of the bag?
Set in the Aboriginal Wiradjuri country,
this book has Aussie-flavoured outdoor
activities. It is a wonderful story, full of
laughs and intrigue, and is a real page
turner. I would recommend Harry’s Secret
for younger readers (about 7–10 years old),
who will absolutely love it.
Rating: ★★★★★★★★★★
— Jamie

The War that Saved My
Life

By Kimberly Brubaker Bradley (Text)
Ada is a nine year old girl living in
Germany during World War 2. She has
never left her home because of her twisted
foot. Ada’s mother is too humiliated by it,
so Ada was kept away from the outside
world. Ada only knows of the world based
on what her brother tells her.
The day everyone gets evacuated to the
coast, she decides to sneak out after
learning how to walk on her bad foot. She
goes to the coast, hoping to get an adoption
offer from a foster family for the duration
of the war. When the offer comes for Jamie,
and not her, what will she do?

Bang! Crash! A flash of bright blue light
— Princess Althea finds herself lying
on her cold bedroom floor. She could
only hear the voices of two strange men
talking in urgent whispers. These two men
are manipulators — a species of human
whose genes allow them to manipulate
the world around them. From this day
forward, secrets start to unfold and the
truth is revealed. Who is Princess Althea?
What are the Variants? What will happen?
Who knows?!
If you have a great imagination and a sense
of adventure, this book is for you! It is the
first book in a new Australian trilogy.
I strongly recommend this novel for ages
10+.
Rating: ★★★★★★★★★★
— Sophie

This book is intriguing because of the title.
It definitely includes a lot of mystery, mixed
with a bit of action for good measure. It
would be terrific for people who are 10+
and those who understand the struggles of
the world. This book is full of drama and
is realistic fiction.
Rating: ★★★★★★★★★★
— Rachel and Vivian

Time Catcher

by Cheree Peters (Ford Street Publishing)
I was hooked from the introduction of
this thrilling novel, I couldn’t put it down!
Cheree Peters has cleverly incorporated
cryptic clues and messages along the
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One Day
One day as I walked through the welcoming streets,
the trees all waved to me.
The wind whistled a friendly tune as sweet as a honeybee.

Continued from page 15

The sun smiled down through its glistening blaze,
its golden coat must be the brand-new craze.
But then I came to the big, bullying garbage.
The one that teases the land.
It treats all the animals like they’re nothing more
than a measly grain of sand.
They sing a song to the world, a deadly one at that,
the only things that are entertained are the spiteful and mean sewer rats.
But the world will be clean one day and we’ll have a sparkling, singing bay!
By India Poots
Year 5, Guardian Angels
WYNNUM – QLD.
Teacher: Mrs Rainbird

Tiny Timmy : Soccer
Superstar
by Tim Cahill (Scholastic)

Timmy is an ordinary kid who is trying
out for the under 11s school soccer
team. There’s only one tiny problem. He’s
constantly being bowled over, tackled,
tripped and bumped by opposing team
players. Maybe Timmy’s just too short to
play with the other kids. Timmy needs to
get taller and fast, or otherwise he might
not make it.
Timmy persists. Every day, he practises
with his brothers. Slowly but gradually,
Timmy improves his skills. Relentlessly
and desperately, he asks around for ways
to make him taller. Timmy tries all the
methods but none of them seem to work.
Just when he needs it most, he finds an
ability of his own. What will he do next?
Is this book fiction or is it an autobiography?
Is Tim Cahill Timmy in the story? This
book is a great example of persistence and
encourages those being bullied or going
through hard times. It is suitable for ages
8 to 10 years.

Homeless
I visit him every night,
at 11:11pm sharp.

It’s meant to be good luck,
and he needs all the luck he can get.
I bring along food and drinks,
while others just sit there and watch him struggle I am always there.
He lives on the street,
he doesn’t own a house nor any money.
My parents tell me not to go see him,
‘he is dangerous’ they repeat millions of times.
But I care for him,
he is my best friend!
By Grace D’Amico
Year 5, Korowa Anglican Girls School
GLEN IRIS – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs. Kirsty Alexander

Rating: ★★★★★★★★★★
— Damian
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When the door slammed closed
I knew he was coming in
I was scared
But stayed straight
If I showed fear, I would regret it
I learned to conceal and not feel
It was always hard but it worked
He came in with an iron rod and beer
He smelt like liquor and smoke
He was mad because he probably lost money.
And he smashed the table top
He hurt more of his hand than it
He whimpered and I sniggered
I loved when he was hurt.
It brought joy to my face.
I smiled and quickly covered it up.
He stared right into my soul,
making sure that I showed nothing.
I kneeled on the floor with my head high,
And was ready to face everything head on.
He lifted his hand up and smacked me
I fell to the ground because of the force
I spat blood on the floor
The squeaky clean floor I just wiped
The blood was a pale red
The blood tasted metallic.
He bellowed as he ran right at me
He used his hard boot to kick me
My stomach repelled everything I ate
My head started spinning and throbbing,
I, again, fell to the ground.
He took his rod and probed me
Checking if I was alive,
He obviously wanted to torture me more.
He pulled me by my hair
Ripping some hairs out

S
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The man went mental when
He couldn’t find me for awhile
I peeked through the keyhole
He was sharpening his knife
I was terrified he had never gone this far
But my life did not flash before me
I became strong
I knew I had to at least die trying
I opened the closet to the life ahead of me
It really was a life or death situation
Not many people get this
But I did, I needed to show that I was strong
The man laughed and called me a coward
I laughed too but charged at him
I whacked my leg in his face
I was making my comeback
I was going to survive this
I looked at his face and spat at him
I kicked him in the stomach
He whimpered.
I felt so strong, I stepped on his face
He started to struggle and thrashed his hand around
He tried to take breaths in
And then stabbed me.
I held the knife in my hand,
Which was stuck in my stomach
I fell down and now struggled
I tried pulling it out but it was pushed back in
By him, with his leg
He had gotten his strength back
He took another knife and stabbed me in the chest
I took short sharp breaths
I kept struggling
I was breathing
In and out

I screamed but was soon slammed
Into the marble table top
I heard a crack in my skull

How was this happening
I was winning
I was going to survive
My thoughts kept running

He left me to suffer
He turned around to the vacuum cleaner
He turned it on at high speed
And pointed at me

I kept pushing myself to the edge
I told myself I was going to survive
I was going to do this
Then I flat lined

the suction pulled my hair
my clothes were ripped off me
I tried to run but he followed me
Everywhere
I was calling for help
But no-one came for me
I was lonely and was going to die
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By Jishita Sathyanarayanan
Year 10,
Tara Anglican School for Girls
NORTH PARRAMATTA – NSW
Teacher: Mr. Ben Gilbert
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he gradually limped away. It was at that
moment she caught a glimpse of something
shimmering on the floor. Struck by sudden
curiosity and interest, she slowly edged
forward. It was a fob watch. The watch
was rusted with age but there were still
golden specks gleaming through. Tara
delicately picked up the aged watch and
stared thoughtfully at the hands as time
ticked by. Her head felt dizzy, her eyes
felt heavy, and soon Tara felt herself
collapse on the museum floor.

A

n eerie silence echoed down the
deserted halls, like mad laughter.
Tara White squatted on the
polished floor of the museum beside an
expired bomb from the French Revolution.
The mummy of King Tutankhamen, one
of the Egyptian pharaohs, was across
the room, reflecting into the glass of the
bomb’s exhibit. A ‘Back to the Future’
pop-up exhibit was set up next to it.
Amazement strained at her but Tara was
also worried. She had to have her history
report completed by tomorrow and she
hadn’t even started. Five more minutes…
Tara ranted to herself, but it was already
6:15. Slowly standing up, she gathered
all her notes, but stopped dead. A figure
stood before her, illuminated in the pale
moonlight.
Tara realised that was just a historian
from the museum. The old man gave a
knowing smile which Tara exchanged as

Peregrinate

Bombs exploded in Tara’s ears, faint yells
and screams repeated over and over like
a horrible nursery rhyme. Her eyes shot
open, darting around the mysterious
tunnels. Where was she? Where was the
museum? Where was the watch?
Soldiers hurried past, shouting commands
to each other, the gunshots were neverending. Tara suddenly recognised where she
was. It was like a scene out of ‘The French
Revolution’. A memory squashed into her
head over many confused thoughts, the fob
watch. It somehow must have transported
her here. Tara also remembered that ‘The
French Revolution’ was quite a vicious war
time scene. She had to go, quickly. With
newfound energy, Tara scurried through
the treacherous, twisted tunnels, stoked
with fear. Cold and clueless, she stumbled
onto the saturated ground and collapsed
in a sobbing heap. Through her tears, Tara
caught a glimpse of a gold piece. The watch.
Without thinking, Tara reached out with
a trembling hand and touched the face of
the clock. Once again she fell back into the
now familiar swaying trance.

She was surprised to see that it was
the historian from the museum. An
overwhelming wave of relief swamped
Tara, he could help her get home! But
all the historian did was give the same
knowing smile and muttered ‘present’ as
he held out a gold object. The fob watch.
Realising she was the new ‘keeper’, Tara
reached out and grasped the watch.
Pale moonlight shone through the museum
window, she lay on the floor clutching the
watch with a wide grin on her face. A
familiar shadow loomed in the distance
and gave a reassuring nod as it limped
away.
By Leigh Williamson
Year 6, Burpengary State School
BURPENGARY – QLD.
Teacher: Ms. Sharpe

From childhood to adulthood
From cub to bear
A tadpole to a frog
A leveret to a hare.

Sixteen and seventeen,
Peer pressure, exams and tests
Only one year left now,
I know it’s for the best.

Blowing out the candles
On my cake every year
Ten, Eleven, Twelve
My teenage years are here.

From childhood to adulthood,
Like walking on a pier,
knowing deep inside you,
The end is finally here.

Waiting as the clock of life,
Blinks away the time
Sitting anxiously,
Rather than taking the climb.
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Heat… It was brutally hot. The sun
was scorching, making Tara feel very
uncomfortable. Her eyes snapped open,
staring around at the nothingness of the
abandoned scene. Where was she now?
Was the watch here? Tara then noticed
a gargantuan statue towering over her.
She then realised it was the pyramid of
King Tutankhamen of Egypt. Not again!
Carefully regaining strength, Tara stood
up, determined to go home. Wandering
through the Egyptian village nearby, there
were lots of gold antiques but there was
no watch. After an hour of searching, as
Tara slumped onto an old barrel, a familiar
figure dressed in a mysterious purple cloak
approached her.

By Ashli Sali
Year 8D,
Mentone Girls’ Secondary College
MENTONE – VIC.
Teacher: Ms. Neelika Kottachchi
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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 .
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. 

 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.

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 nonfiction 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 . 

 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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A Mistaken Memory

he winter frost nipped at the weary,
crumbling junk heap that once was
the carnival. A rusted theme park
wheel swayed gently from side to side,
looking as frail as a house of cards that
could tumble down with a single gust of
wind. The decaying garbage heap expressed
an odour that resembled a thousand rotten
eggs. Cracked soft drink bottles were
cluttered wildly throughout the carnival,
their rigid plastic cutting into the dirt and
grit. Flyers littered the ripped tents. The
place where children’s laughter had lit up
the night, and magic flew through the air,
became a feared and deserted territory.
Beneath the decaying rubble, a lonely soul
resided, a melancholy soul that, instead of
tormenting the people at the carnival, the
carnival tormented him.
The shy poltergeist ventured into the
showgrounds and gave a dismal sigh, his
eyes shone like stars as he recollected his
childhood memories of the carnival. The
machines spun and shook vigorously as the
children in the carnival race and jumped.
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The aroma of confectionery hung in the
air like chocolate and fairy floss melting
in his mouth. The people who attended
the carnival wore established, extravagant
clothes, embroidered with picturesque
illustrations of flowers and intricate
patterns. Now, the once shimmering
lights were dull and frail and the sound of
laughter was replaced with the slow torture
that is solitude and silence. He still saw
the carnival as a lively place, filled with
happiness, but the picture in his mind had
dimmed, and the laughter had become a
little quieter.
Still this eerie phantom allocated his hope
and trust into this hopeless collapsing
carnival, yet it had no purpose or use,
no one swung around and jumped. The
machines sat as lifeless as the spectre
himself. As their machinery rusted and
deteriorated, so did his perishing soul,
scrabbling for hope, yearning to break free
of this prison in his brain which haunted
every step he took, every thought that ran
through his disordered mind.

A sudden horn was heard, a tumultuous
burst of sound echoed throughout the
showgrounds. An immense mass of
machinery tore through silt and rubble
viciously and came to a halt. The spectre
watched painfully as the powerful trade
cut into the ferris wheel; it groaned and
collapsed as the machine slashed at the
rest of the lifeless carnival. The once
bright and happy world the phantom had
thrived in was suddenly thrust away, and
the bright lights in his eyes were shrouded
in a piercing, ominous black.
As he collapsed onto the debris of the
decimated carnival, the devastated
poltergeist no longer smelt confectionery
in the air, or saw people filling up the
stands, he only saw a neglected scrap heap.
He now knew it was time to leave the jail
in his subconscious.
By Molly Waters
Year 7, Kelvin Grove State College
KELVIN GROVE – QLD.
Teacher: Ms Fuller
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The Ella Diaries
Written by Meredith Costain and illustrated by Danielle McDonald
The latest titles in the Ella Diaries series. For readers aged 7–10 years.
The series has now sold to 15 countries around the world. New countries to take on the books are France and
Russia, along with 10 countries in Asia, including China, Japan, Thailand, Vietnam, Cambodia and Myanmar.

Pony School Showdown
(Ella Diaries Book 6)
Ella decides to join Zoe at Pony School for the holidays
and when meanie Peach Parker turns up, they fear it
will be the worst idea ever! But the tables turn when
Peach is knocked off her perch by posh girls Leitia
and Lavinia. Will Ella’s love of horses be ruined by
the new snobs in town? And most confusing of all...
is Ella starting to feel sorry for Peach?
ISBN: 9781760157166
Publisher: SCHOLASTIC AUSTRALIA

Friends Not Forever
(Ella Diaries Book 7)
It is Ella’s big chance for a starring role in this year’s
school play. But while Peach Parker is busy trying to
stop Ella from succeeding, Zoe ends up winning the
prize part. Zoe spends all her time rehearsing with
the new girl, Amethyst, so Ella tells her to go be her
new best friend! Oh no! Will Ella and Zoe patch up
their friendship in time to save the play?
ISBN: 9781760157173
Publisher: SCHOLASTIC AUSTRALIA

Other titles in the series are:
• Book 1 – Double Dare You
• Book 3 – I [Heart] Pets

August 2016

• Book 2 – Ballet Backflip
• Book 4 – Dreams Come True

• Book 5 – Christmas Chaos
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The Mind Girl
Chapter 1

My name is Hillary Smith. At my tenth
birthday party something unusual
happened, we had just cut the cake and in
a second I appeared in Los Angeles. Yeah
that’s right, from Boston to Los Angeles! I
was only ten and my parents weren’t there
with me. No one that I knew was there and
this is how it all began.
I turned myself into the police and I tried
to give a statement on how out of nowhere
I appeared in L.A., but I was ten full with
imagination, as if he would believe me.
So they sent me to an orphanage, I didn’t
want to go but I had no choice because who
was going to look after me? I introduced
myself to the secretary. “Hi my name is—”
“I don’t care little girl!” yelled the secretary,
“but you don’t know my name and who I
am”. “LIKE I CARE!” she chucked keys to
Hillary. Hillary said “What are these for?”
The secretary said, “What do you think, the
keys to my house, they’re for your room,
you stupid little girl!” So I went looking
for my room. Lucky the room number was
on the keys. It was a very dull room. I just
hope that my parents find me.
One year later, I heard that a couple were
looking to adopt a kid. I hoped that kid was
me, I had to get out of there. Their names
were Will and Shay. They were wonderful
people, lucky I was the kid who left with
Will and Shay. We were laughing and
having fun, until the car somehow was
thrown into a building. Everything was
flaming up around me until I stuck my
hands out and said “Help me!”. I had my
hands facing the street, and then I ended
up on a street.
I was hurt, a bit burnt, so I was taken to
hospital and I healed an hour later. I don’t
understand how this happened, they
wanted to take me to a science lab and have
me tested so I ran away until I bumped
into my cousin Josh, he picked me up and
threw me around, he is 17. He took me to
the park. He told me that you need to stay
with me, and that we’re going to find out
how we got here and solve this problem.
Nine years later I was 20 years old. My
cousin was 26, I got into an argument
with him and I flung my hand out and
a glass was floating in the air. I slowly
lowered my hand and the glass was slowly
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lowering down. Then I passed out from
fear. Josh called the ambulance but a man
and a woman asked Josh if they could
take me to their science lab, then Josh
just pushed them out of the way and they
went flying.

Chapter 2

Josh was freaking out he didn’t know why
he pushed them out of the way, he doesn’t
know how he used that much force. He
was too scared to help them up, they
both helped each other up. The man said
“My name is Neo” and the lady said “My
name is Tiffany, how did you push us and
why did you push us?!”. Josh said “I don’t
know how and why this happened. I think
you’re gonna have to take me and Hillary”.
So they were off to Neo and Tiffany’s lab
place. As they were on their way to the
lab Tiffany asked Josh “What is your
name?”. “Oh sorry, I forgot to introduce
myself my name is Josh.” As they arrived
there Hillary woke up. She said “Where
am I?”. Josh turned around. “Hill, you’re
okay, they’re going to help us. Something
strange happened to me. I pushed Neo and
Tiffany without me wanting to and using
extra strength.” Hillary said “Who is Neo
and Tiffany?”. Tiffany said “We are here to
help you. I just did a few tests on you and
somehow you have powers!”. Hillary said
“Powers me a power human”. “Can I get out
of this situation, can I get rid of it?” said
Hillary. “No, but let’s get this straight, never
say ‘power human’ ever again, it sounds
stupid, say ‘metahuman’ ”.
“What if you become a superhero?” said
Neo.

Tiffany says “You’re kidding, right? She is
going to save people in dangerous matters”.
“And I’m a superhero”, Hillary says. “Who
could this possibly be? Now who are
you?” “Nice to meet you too. My name is
Rebecca Gray. They call me ‘The Fighter’.
I can fight really well and if a ball is about
to hit someone, as soon as it’s in the air I
sense it’s going to hit them!”, Hillary says.
“What’s with the red and black suit and the
hood?!”, Rebecca says. “I designed it myself
so when I go and rescue people or I have
to rescue myself I wear the suit.” “I LOVE
THE SUIT!!”, said Hillary. Tiffany says, “Ah
well, since Hillary is a ‘superhero’ I think
she needs a suit”. “One step ahead of you!”,
called out Neo. “While I was inside I was
designing a suit for the ‘Mind Girl’ ”. “You
called me the ‘Mind Girl’! That’s awesome”,
said Hillary. “OH ITS READY!!” shouted
Neo. “NO WAY!” “That’s awesome!”, said
Hillary. Hillary said, “Black and purple!
That looks amazing, with black boots,
black hood and black gloves!”
“Looks like you have your first mission
Hillary, off you go The Mind Girl!” said
Tiffany. “OK, wish me luck, where do I
have to go?”, said Hillary. “Oh right, go to
Rodeo Drive in Beverley Hills.” “That’s my
favourite place”, said Hillary. “Whoever it
is, they’re going down. No one messes with
Beverley Hills.” “Wait, I don’t think she is
ready”, said Josh. “Yes I am”, said Hillary.
“I’m gonna prove you wrong”, said Hillary.
So off she went. “Why didn’t you stop her?”,
said Josh, who was speaking directly to
Tiffany. “Because if I don’t let her go she
would be demanding me to send her. But
now that I sent her, I also sent Rebecca so
if something goes wrong Rebecca will help.
And Hillary would realise that she isn’t
ready. She also wouldn’t want to go and
save people yet because she knows she isn’t
ready”, said Tiffany. “Smart thinking”, said
Josh, impressed with Tiffany’s plan.
Hillary said through the earpiece, “I’m
here, there’s cars blocking the way in.
He is in the middle of the cars! I can see
him.” “Stop! Leave everyone alone.” Hillary
struck her hand out. “Hello Hillary Smith,
long time no see, I have missed you. Have
you missed me?” “Gordon?”, Hillary said.
“How do you remember me and how
do you have these powers?”, she said in
a confident voice. “Oh you know, I was
passed out and I woke up and I can move
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things with my mind”, Gordon said. Hillary
says, “Leave everyone alone”. “Why would
I do that?”, Gordon said in an evil voice.
He threw a tree on top of a car. Hillary
screamed “No!!”. There was no time to try
and stop the tree. Hillary ran to the car
trying to open the door. She tried moving
the tree with her powers but she couldn’t
pick up the tree! She screamed through the
earpiece “I can’t pick up the tree!”.
“You’re not capable of picking up anything
heavy, yet you can only move something
as heavy as a human”, Tiffany said. Gordon
said “Can’t lift the tree?”. Tiffany said, “I
just found some more samples of your
blood and it says you have super strength,
but I’m not sure if you can lift something
that heavy!”. “I can!”, Rebecca shouted out
of nowhere, so Rebecca picked up the tree.
Hillary said “You did it!” and “The lady is
dead”. Rebecca got cuffs out and tried to
handcuff Gordon. He tried to throw a car
on top of her but she moved fast because
she has the mind when something is
gonna hurt someone or hit! Gordon tried
fighting her but Rebecca is the best fighter.
No one can beat her unless they have the
exact same powers. Rebecca was able to
headlock him and so she handcuffed him.
Rebecca says “Tiff, you’re gonna have to
make an injection that makes someone
lose their powers or makes them sleep for

a day”. Neo responded, “Again, one step
ahead of you”. Rebecca said, “Hey we’re
back.” “Bye bye whoever you are”, said Neo
and he interjected Gordon, “No”. Hillary
said, “I wanted to talk to him. Never mind,
I will do it after. Now we need to find out
where we want to put him”. Josh said, “Do
you have a warehouse?”. “Come with me”,
said Rebecca.
They walked through hallways that looked
like an underground secret place. “Where
are we?”, said Hillary.
“It’s sort of like a jail cell, it’s connected to
the lab. It was our old lab place but it was
burnt down and we have been fixing it. It
has doors which are bullet proof, no one
can freeze or heat the window or burn
down this place”, said Rebecca. “Cool”, said
Hillary and Josh. “Let’s throw him in”, said
Rebecca. “It’s a big place”, said Josh.
Hillary was about to leave when Rebecca
stopped her in front of Neo, Josh and
Tiffany. Rebecca said, “What the hell
were you thinking about facing Gordon
alone? You haven’t built your strength or
your mind powers, you can’t think you
can take him on that easy all ALONE!!”.
Hillary said, “I thought I could, and I didn’t
know he would have been a metahuman, I
thought he was just a bad guy”. “Well, you
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“There is nothing wrong with that. The
more superheroes the better”, said Josh.
They all worked as a team to help take the
bad guys down, for a few months there
wasn’t so much drama: but they all had
their ups and downs.
By Anastasia Lambrou
Year 6, St. Spyridon College
KINGSFORD – NSW
Teacher: Ms McCarthy

Soldier’s Eyes

s night slowly approaches, I
head to the trench. I’m shivering
furiously from fright. The cold
tingles down my back. I’m covered in mud
and muck from what used to be luscious
green fields full of cold but beautiful,
bountiful mint green grass with bushes and
tree scattered all over the place. Now all I
see is a desolated battle ground.
I slowly close my eyes and think of home.
I see my old wooden shack lying on some
dead grass because of the blazing heat. As I
walk up to it, I feel a rock and wake up – it’s
the rock beside the trench. I see my mates
beside a fire trying to get heat, but the fire
doesn’t give heat nor light. I can tell no one
wants to be here but there is nowhere to
run. If anyone tried to flee they would be
shot by the German soldiers.
Suddenly guns started to roar along
the horizon while shells sawed through
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were wrong, and enough of that stupid
name ‘power human’, nothing comes easy.
You have to work your butt for something”,
said Rebecca. “It took me ages to develop
all of this, but you just want everything
whenever you want! DON’T YOU DARE
DO THIS AGAIN!!!!” so Rebecca walked
away, mad at Hillary. Neo said “It’s all right,
we sent you out there face to face, she is
just trying to look out for you”. “I’m going
to try and keep her off my mind and not
worry about her!”, said Hillary. “Are you
sure you will be fine?”, asked Josh. “Yeah
I will and are we going to test you to see
why you reacted when I was in hospital?”
said Hillary. “Yes, thank you for reminding
us. I’ll start testing on you now Josh, just
hop on the bed and I will scan you”, said
Tiffany. “Oh so it looks like we might have
another superhero”, said Rebecca.

the bleak night sky. The General yelled
‘ATTACK!’. Thundering noises damaged
my ears as I ran towards the enemy. Guns
fired as soldiers fell lifelessly. More fired
and more lives were lost. Soon there were
few soldiers left. Then the General yelled
‘FIRE!’. I closed my eyes wishing I didn’t
have to do this. I pointed my sniper rifle
at a soldier, pulled the trigger and ‘BANG’.
The soldier fell dead. I can’t forgive myself.
I stand still. Thinking about what I’ve done
as I get hit once, twice, three times and I fall
to the ground. I don’t make it. There was so
much I wanted to say to my newborn son
and wife. My soul watches gun fire until
poppies grow.
THE END
By James Scacco
Year 3, St. Cecilia’s Primary
GLEN IRIS – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs. Pauline Kilduff
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enturies ago, in a dusty, rural
town just east of Ballarat lived a boy,
whose egocentric behaviour could
only be rivalled by the most self-absorbed
of historical figures. This little country
town is the setting of a legend that speaks
of bravery and sacrifice, and behind this
story lies a young boy named Drago. He
was an egotistical poor child, as he grew
up in a house of many siblings which in
turn meant he never got the attention he
so desperately craved. He loved the thrill of
hurting others, and making them feel how
he felt in all those years of isolation. It made
him feel powerful. The townsfolk had had
enough of his cruelty and banished him
from town. In a flying fit of rage, he left
the town, but not before he warned that he
would get revenge. The townsfolk laughed
at young Drago, believing that his words
were empty. He was just a young, scrawny
boy after all.
One night on the outskirts of town where
a young family ran a small farm that
bordered the forest, their eldest son Kane
saw a beast prowling the shadows. This
beast, as the boy called it, had a mane
of matted hair and its skin was a sickly
malnourished pale yellow. It was rather
tall, which made the boy tremble, and as
its eyes came into contact with the boy’s
innocent hazel eyes the air left his lungs
leaving him paralysed. The eyes of the beast
had a wicked venomous gleam, like a wolf
when protecting its latest kill, and made the
boy’s knees buckle and knock together. The
beast got down on all four and scampered
towards the boy and handed him a note
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Untitled
written on the bark of an old iron gum.
Then, with vigour, the animal returned to
the depths of the underbrush. The boy ran
into the farmhouse and told his mother
and father of the encounter. They read the
note anxiously:
Beware
I will come for the town in five twilights. On
the night of the fifth twilight my comrades
will wreak havoc on this small pitiful
town.
Yours
The banished one
Drago.
Terror struck the town once they heard
what had transpired that night and
immediately formed an army of all the
strongest men in the town. The night
before Drago came great celebrations took
place, for the townsfolk thought that they
could not possibly lose.
They were pitiful humans, Drago thought.
He believed they had no sense. No sense
at all. And with a wicked canine like smile
he puffed out his chest and watched the
celebration in disgusted amusement.
As the fifth twilight came the next evening,
stoic soldiers lined the street. All of their
appearances exactly the same. Blood red

shirts decorated their chests and their pale
complexion matched that of a vampire.
The Warriors is the name the townsfolk
bestowed on them.
Screaming moans sounded from the
distance, and coming ever closer was the
sound of guttural growls that turned the
men’s limbs to steel rods. A wicked laugh
sailed on the soft breeze. The first sight
of the wretched beasts came into view of
the townsfolk, who peeped out of their
boarded up windows. The malicious grins
of the beasts reached the brave warriors
that lined the streets, and came up behind
them. A crimson substance seeped out
everywhere, as the beasts took what they
wanted and placed black vials of poison
in their hands. The soldiers’ heads tilted
down studying the small glass cylinders
with brainless eyes. They soon let out a
shrill moan and turned to follow their new
leaders. The greedy and wild beasts.
The townsfolk fled like wildfire spreads,
and Drago took control of the rural place
he despised so very much. No more was he
a prideful unhappy boy, but now in place
was an evil leader of a gruesome army of
beasts that held no remorse. The shrill
screams and repulsive moans of Drago’s
army haunt the night forever more. The
legend of Drago’s army is one not to be
forgotten or taken lightly.
By Lily Stein
Year 7, Lara Secondary College
LARA – VIC.
Teacher: Tracy Allinson
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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.
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).
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The Scar

hat’s that scar?” Timothy
looked up at her, pointing
at the end of the hemline of
her blue skirt. Belle swallowed and met
the boy’s baby blue eyes. What could she
say? A thousand images flickered into her
mind in an instant. A 16 year old Belle
sits at a rickety old desk, her knees hitting
the table scratching the tops of her knees,
her foot nervously tapping. Her teacher
places in front of her a white paper with
a red C on it. She runs her hands through
her thick brown hair and fights back tears,
feeling numb inside. Her heart is crushed
as her teacher suggests tutoring, the very
word that was synonymous with stupid
in Belle’s world. The bell rang for end of
day and all through her head the demons
shouted at her.

You deserve pain, you’re a failure, no one
likes you, you deserve the worst, don’t even
mention it to other people you attention
seeking cry baby. Cry baby. Failure.
All day the thoughts stew, mounding
up into a cess pool of negativity and
despair. She walks home barely conscious
imagining her parent’s reaction, her future
just like her older sisters, working day
by day barely making it through. She is
shadowed by the demons as they laugh
at her. She arrives home, her school bag
heavy on her shoulders, her blouse so
sweaty it sticks to her back. She drops the
bag, kicking off her shoes and plonks onto
the couch, finally alone. She closes her eyes
finally allowing the hot salty tears to fall,
tracing lines down her face cutting through
the grime of the day. She sits there for hours
till finally the rumbling of a car announces
her mother is home. She wipes away the
tears and gets up to greet her. Her Mum
is tired and weary, new grey hairs seem to
sprout daily peppering the last of
her beautiful brown hair. Belle
forces a smile, suppressing her
pain, why bring it up? Why add
troubles to an already troubled
mind? She follows her mother
into the house trailing behind
her when she realised none of her
chores had been done. The lecture
started, Belle just stared at the floor,
only a few words penetrating:
Why can’t you do as I ask? You’re such
a disappointment to me. You are so self-
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centred and ungrateful Belle. So Ungrateful.
Failure. Failure. Failure.
That’s all Belle was, a failure, she couldn’t
even maintain her grades let alone the
basic duties of the house. She stares at her
mother, feeling nothing but the bitterness
of disappointing her. Her mother stormed
off and Belle was left alone. She lay down
on the bed, more thoughts to add to the
mound. She could hardly see past it now,
there was nothing but her failure. She just
lay there, an empty shell of a once star
student who had it all going for herself.
Hours passed and finally Belle heard the
last light switch off for the night. Sighing,
she pulled up her faded green school
skirt, the red lines of her past weakness
contrasted on her pale white skin, pinkish
welts and some white lines, seven in total.
She promised herself last time was the last,
it was getting harder to hide and she was
so weak. But the blade pressing against her
skin, slicing in a sure straight line made it
all better, it made the thoughts go quiet,
silenced the demons. She sat like that, the
cold prickling her skin, goose flesh on her
arms and legs. Pondering what she had
in life? She was ugly, fat and now stupid.
A bad daughter, unreliable and an overall
failure. She was on her feet again, the cold
floorboards kissing the soles of her feet
sending shivers through her. She passed
through the hall like a ghost and then she
reached the bathroom. Grabbing a razor,
she began cracking it open, her fingers
stinging where the cheap plastic dug
in. She glanced at herself in the mirror,
beautiful blue eyes flashed at her behind

a cascade of thick brown hair. An acne
splotched face looked back, angry red and
marred with blackheads. Disgusted, she
quickly looked away and in her hand she
held two blades. She pricked her finger
determining the sharpest and watched
the red well up. She stood like that a while
before turning away.
Just one, she promised herself. She dragged
the blade across her skin, taking delight
in the stings, watching the white opening
fill with the red of her blood. She watched
the blood trickle down her legs before
swabbing it up with the wash cloth. She
still felt awful, disgusted in herself. She
stared down at herself, looking at the fat
rolls, her awkward big feet and the ugly
scars. She wiped the blade and beginning
with the top one reopened all of her past
weaknesses.
Press, across, release. Press, across, release.
Her hands covered in blood, her fingers
sticky, she looked down at the mess of
her thigh, all her demons nearly gone,
her failures paid with pain. Just one more
she promised herself. She took the blade
again making a new cut, she began to
slice, pressing down. Deeper deeper she
urged herself. She lifted it up dropping the
blade. The skin parted and a patch of white
flashed before the blood started pooling.
She wiped it up cursing herself. Too deep,
you idiot, too wide, what do you want
attention for? Now they’ll all know you’re
weak. She stared at it a while and finally,
she began to sob. Loud racking sobs that
shook her whole body. She’d need stitches,
she knew that from her research. Why did
she have to go so deep? She was too loud,
she heard footsteps down the hall and
her mother arrived, shocked at the
blood and the mess of her thigh.
She just hugged her mum, her cries
stifled by her mother’s shoulder.
“What’s that scar?” Her nephew’s
question bounced around her
head, Belle closed her eyes and
pulled Timothy onto her lap. She
remembered the stitches going in,
pulling the skin back together so neatly,
the needle going in making it numb, just
like her. She touched them again, tracing
over the bumps and decided to tell the
truth “They’re my tiger stripes”, she said
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suppose they are”, she said and gave him a
hug. She rocked him back and forth a while
and he finally broke the silence. “Did you
win?” Belle smiled and ruffled up his hair.
“Of course I did silly, why else would I be
here? Every hero has their scars, no one is
perfect.” Before Timothy could reply Dr.
Brown walked down the hall, calling Belle
for her appointment. Putting Timothy
down, she got up to follow down the hall.
“Aunty Belle!” Belle turned around. “If you
survived, why do you see the Doctor?”
She thought for a moment, biting her lip.
Finally she said, “I’m still fighting them”.
She took a deep breath remembering

all those dark, dark nights, the demons
suffocating her, shrouding her in darkness.
“No one can do it alone”, she said, gazing at
him, “and the Doctor helps me to continue
survival, just like you and Nanna do.” He
pondered this for a moment, screwing
up his face in thought. She turned back
around to follow the Doctor in. “I hope
you win”, Timothy called after her. Belle
smiled “Me too Timo, Me too.”

e stand, silent, at attention
and we never move. We don’t
utter a word. We mark where
the dead lay, row on row, side by side. We
are all that is left.

the language of someone who has lost
someone dear to them, someone they
loved. They talk to us even though they
know we won’t respond. We are made of
rock, so how could we?

Amelia’s mother came and said that his
funeral was to be held that same afternoon.
I can’t remember how long ago that was. I
will remember him though.

We are made of stone. Some of us are
marble, some limestone, some even
granite. It doesn’t matter. We are all equal.
Doesn’t matter if you mark a rich or poor
person, black or white, Jew or Catholic.
Everyone dies in the end. All life will come
to a finish, it’s just a matter of when.

I mark Amelia, for this is the name
engraved into my face, changing me,
scarring me. I mark where a young child
lies, only days old. She was born with a
condition. Her heart was backwards. Her
heart was laying on the right, and after
just a few days of beating, it stopped. Her
parents visited every now and then, with
her brothers and sisters and they wept
together. I have watched them age, until
one day her father did not come.

and pulled the skirt up further, the white
lines stark on her skin. “It’s a sign of my
survival.” Belle watched him warily as he
reached out a hand and traced them and a
shudder went through her. He was silent a
moment, then he looked up at her .“What
did you survive? He must have been real
mean to give you those.” Belle pulled
down the skirt again and kissed him on
the forehead. “I fought my inner demons”.
He looked confused for a moment. “Inner
demons?” he frowned up at her. “Yeah, they
wanted me to give up and hurt myself.” He
looked at the scars again. “Well, they’re
mean”, he decided. Belle laughed. “Yes, I

W

When people visit us, they are dressed in
black. Their tear stained faces look down
at us, and then they talk. They speak

By Becky Campbell
Year 11, Chisholm Catholic College
CORNUBIA – QLD.

And so I stand, silent, at attention and I
never move. I don’t utter a word. I mark
where Amelia lays, and I honour her,
because I am all that is left of a baby girl
with a broken heart.
By Jade Simms
Year 7, Siena Catholic College
SIPPY DOWNS – QLD.
Teacher: Mrs Maher

Gravestones
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The Disastrous Life
We hate our big boat
We have been too long afloat
We are getting sea sick
The guards are giving us a big kick
Pick pocketing and running away on the double
You’d get arrested for your trouble
That’s how easy it is these days
We live in a bad country they have their own ways
We wish we lived in a different place
The look of pain and sadness is on everyone’s face
If we did something wrong, we’d get a couple of whips
Oh we hate these big ships
We hate this place, the food is bad
There’s nothing positive, all is sad
When we arrive, we all give a big cheer
But then we find out we have to stay here
Me and my mates are having a bad time
We feel like eating better food so we go pick a lime
We lie on the beach so angry we have to stay
We look in the water we see a stingray
We don’t want to go in the water we say
So I guess we’ll have to stay
We feel way better that we’re not on the boat
When it rains we put on leaves to use as a rain coat
We are angry we are mad
This disastrous life is really bad
We hate our work we hate our houses
Every morning we put on the same trousers
When will we be free when can we go
We ask to go but everyone says NO
Our work it’s harder than moving hay
Every day is an unhappy day
We can’t stand this any longer
We want to fight but the soldiers are stronger
They have their whips they have their guns
We don’t even have any hot bread buns
If we go near them they’ll chop off our ear
And then we won’t be able to hear
We want go back to our homes
We want to brush our hair with some combs
This disastrous life is really bad
We convicts are very sad.
By Charlie Sheehan
Year 4, Nambour Christian College
NAMBOUR – QLD.
Teacher: Mrs Eracleous
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Hold
Onto Life

A

large building with fences like
a prison, looms its dark shadows
over a little girl. A few girls happily
run towards her, their arms swiftly wrap
around her body, warm greetings are
heard.
The moment is soon interrupted when one
of the girls take their phone out. The girls
take a brief look but chatter soon erupts.
The little girl pulls away from the invisible
warm arms that were once around her
body. She hurries towards her locker, her
smile gone. The girls follow behind her,
muttering along the way as they hang
their heads to stare at the object everyone
is engrossed by. The little girl finds them
soon next to her, still chattering about the
same topic a few moments ago.
“You guys are acting weird lately, is
something up?”
The girls stare at her with annoyance. “Um,
how? Aren’t you the weird one here?”
Laughter erupts from their mouths and
backstabbing comments fly through the
little girl. The victim turns away and tries
to unlock her lock as she holds back her
tears.
A photo is seen deep inside her locker.
Memories flash inside her reminding her
to stay calm. The three people with dull
clothing inside the photo stare back at her,
a smiley woman and man handing hands
sit with a small child in the middle on an
old, ripped, sofa.
Clenching onto her locker door, she spins
her head and glares at the group of girls.
“Do you have a life not on the screen?”
By Diane Luo
Year 8, Bentleigh Secondary College
BENTLEIGH – VIC.
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“W

elcome all you racing fans”
shouted Bill the red blood
cell Commentator on Brain
TV. “This, red and white cells (ladies
and gentlemen) is the quality race
to see what quality our host will
get.”
Bill quickly gives the microphone
to Garry for the line up. “Thanks
Bill. Well… there are 6 qualities
lined up after the tragic death of Cuteness.
He will not be racing today, but the ones
that are racing arrrrrrrre:
•
•
•
•
•
•

The Race
That Decided
My Quality

Back to you Bill”. As the qualities line up
ready to race they hear a mighty roar from
the speakers saying “GO!”.

Bill turns to John for the results as he
looks at his computer for the tenth
time. As John gets the results he
grabs the microphone and shouts
“In 6th place is Laziness! In
5th place is Logic! In 4th place
comes Caring! In 3rd is SelfControl! BUT IN 1ST PLACE IS…
SILLINESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!”
Silliness goes up to collect the award
and a spot in the host’s brain. After, Bill
goes up and screams, “THANK YOU AND
GOODNIGHT!”.

“And they’re off!” Bill screams. “Logic with
a sizzling start over Laziness, that hasn’t
even left the gate and instead has gone
off into dreamland, and by the looks
of it, he is not going to be the quality.
Anyway back to the race where
Silliness seems to have the upper
hand over Loving by only a blood
cell as Self-Control bursts up the
straight to catch up with Logic who
seems to be ahead of his time. BUT
WHAT’S THIS! Logic has stopped as it
is not logical to race for a quality. As SelfControl bursts up the line and takes charge.
Caring seems to care about this race as he

st Day

At turn 10 we see Self-Control coming first,
while Loving and Silliness are coming up to
turn 10 neck and neck, and Caring at turn
3. Coming up to the final 1000m straight,
Self-control is losing it badly as Loving is
on top of the world as he takes the lead
and Silliness eats his dust. But without a
doubt still not giving up it’s Caring at turn
7 as he turns.
We are up to the last 300m as Silliness gives
out his last big breath and belts like the
bloodstream, but is it enough to win? 150m
now as Self-Control is kind of out but
Silliness catching up to Loving. It’s close
it’s Silliness it’s Loving IT’S… IT’S… IT’S
A PHOTO FINISH RED AND WHITE
BLOOD CELLS!”.

Self-Control
Logic
Loving
Caring
Laziness
and Silliness

The La

comes around turn 1 like a bullet… such a
shame that the others are at turn 7.

THE END
By Oscar Boulter
Year 6, St. Cecilia’s Primary
GLEN IRIS – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs. Pauline Kilduff

of Sch

ool

O

n the last day of school it is a
horrible day because next year I
will be moving schools to middle
school to high school.
I just found out that my best friend is
moving to NSW. My face shattered. I was
scared I will never see her again.
“I hope I see you again”.
By Teharnie Rodriguez
Year 7, North Mackay State High School
MACKAY – QLD.
Teacher: Mrs Hold
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Golu and the Fire

ar, far away, over many seas and
oceans, in an Indian forest called The
Kamyaka Forest, a little boy called
Golu and his mother lived peacefully.
Golu loved to dance around the fire, it was
warm and inviting like his mother's arm.
His mother would tell him to stop, but he
would just continue, dancing around and
clapping his hands with glee.

prayed, she told Dhanvantari about what
had happened.
Dhanvantari, knowing what it was like
to lose a son, came down to earth the
next day, and talked with the mother. “I
would do anything, to fix my only son”,
the mother began to weep.
“Do not waste your tears, I can fix this, but
there is a price to pay”, the goddess sighed
“Would you do anything?…”

His dangerous habits didn't harm him at
first but did frighten Aashi, his mother.
He would do ten laps of the fire and then
run over to his mother for a cuddle. When
a nearby village found out about his
dangerous, but fun and warming dance
they all wanted to see.

“Yes, yes anything please help me”, the
mother wept to the goddess,
“If you give me your fingers I’ll fix
him.” The goddess felt bad, but it was
the only way.

One night the whole other village
arrived to watch, his mother told
him to only do ten laps like usual.
He began to clap as he pushed his
way to the campfire, the mood
made him nervous, yet happier
than he had ever felt. He let go
and started to hop from one leg to
another around the fire, with a gasp
the whole audience began to clap. He
began his last lap, but he wanted to
stay here forever enjoying the crowd, and
this feeling he'd never felt before.
His mother told him to stop now, but he
didn't listen and began his 11th lap, then
his 12th, his mother ran out to beginning
the unlucky number 13th lap but the boy
continued, and just as he was reaching the
end, his foot gave way. He tripped into the
fire, screams began and his mother almost
fainted.

Old
Crow

His mother and some other men pulled
him out, the local doctor said there was
nothing to do, but pray to Dhanvantari the
goddess of health. He had burns on 50%
of his body, they'd never heard anything
like it. So his mother sat weeping over the
body of her son who was in a coma, and

The End
By Mischa Gilligan
Year 6, Methodist Ladies College
KEW – VIC.
Teacher: Jo Ryan

Old Crow
Wise and black
Fly through the air
And then come back

How tired you are
The distance you’ve been
So please do tell
What’s your favourite you’ve seen?

Feeding yourself
The going to bed
And looking above
For the journey ahead!

Tell me the adventure
I’m dying to hear
I’d love to know
What’s going on near

Resting so high
On the tallest gum tree
A story just waiting
For you and for me
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That lunch the mother lost her
fingers, with no pain. The boy was
revived back to health, back to a
beautiful boy. Golu only ever did
ten laps of the fire when he danced
from that day on and earned a
living from the villages near and far
paying to watch his amazing dance.
He looked after his poor mother,
with a kind heart and met another
dancer, who became his wife. They had
three children who danced and danced
and lived happily ever after…

By Ellie Zhang
Year 4, Matthew Pearce Public School
BAULKHAM HILLS – NSW
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Livia, My Sister With Autism
People glaring,
They’re staring,
I don’t because I care.
Although it’s not hard to believe,
It’s not easy to see,
She relates to me, my Sister.
So brain’s affected,
The teasing has not ended.
But still she’s my sister,
Livia and Me,
That’s the way it’s supposed to be,
Forever, together in eternity.
When it transforms her face and body it does not transform the way she feels inside.
So she’s different,
We all are,
From me to you,
To you to me.
We act and feel different,
So does she.
What’ll happen is a mystery,
Will she talk, handfeed herself or say please?
It’s all a mystery waiting to be found, uncovered and spoken about. The Unknown.
When all seems lost and when all seems grey, black and bland,
I remember that cheeky, smiling, happy face and it brightens up my day.
All those bad, unhappy vibes turn into a swirl of rich, happy colours.
The sound of hope fills the air and that smiling face is still there.
It doesn’t matter what she packs in looks,
Because it’s like she’s wearing a full body mask,
A mask that covers the beauty inside.
But still light and hope cracks through that mask like a new dawn on a sea of joy.
By Sophie Maltby
Year 6, Central Coast Adventist School
ERINA – NSW
Teacher: Mrs A Grant

Rabbits
Down in the burrows, long and dark
Lives the rabbit family and their pet lark.
Making sure their pet is okay,
They travel around from December to May,
Every year around the sun.
Then one year, the littlest said:
“Dad are you sure our pet is fed?”
The father stopped the bunny truck
Neatly next to a pile of muck,
And said “Oh dear, I did forget”
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Now, down in the bunny burrow,
There is kindness and no sorrow.
They feed their lark
When it is dark,
And never forget again.
By Maisie Fullerton
Year 4, Greenslopes State School
GREENSLOPES – QLD.
Teacher: Mr Yianni Papamanolis
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The Flash
FANTASTIC, LITERALLY AMAZING
camera. We walked out with THE
FLASH!!!!!!
Mum even said I could take it to
school to show my friends.
I used some bubble wrap from
my own personal bubble wrap
collection, which was made up
of only one piece, and carefully
wrapped the camera up and
put it in my back pack.

I

was looking at the shops in
Warringal with my mum when
we came to a camera shop. The cameras
were all boring, they were all the same
black colour, until I looked over my right
shoulder and I saw, to my amazement,
in a glass display case, the camera of all
cameras, and when I say the camera of all
cameras, I mean the most fantastic camera
of all. Its name was THE FLASH!
Mum and I thought it was the best camera
we had ever seen.
So we went over to the counter and asked
how much for the camera in the glass
display case.
The guy at the counter said, ‘It’s not for
sale’.
Mum and I both said together in a yelling
voice, ‘How much for that one over
there?’.
‘Fine,’ said the shop keeper, ‘Let’s make a
deal, let’s say $342,628.00’. He drew a big
breath, ‘and 52 cents’.
Our mouths dropped open so far that a
frog could have made a home in it.
We thought about it for a while then at the
same time we said, ‘Naaaaa’, and we walked
out, but after 3 seconds, we both turned
and came straight back into the camera
shop. We couldn’t resist, we wanted that
camera.
We gave the guy the money and we
walked out with the most AWESOME,
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I couldn’t wait to get it to
school, because only I
knew the secret of THE
FLASH…
I walked to school the next day. This was
the day I dreaded, the day of the Maths
Test!
I saw Mr Willow, my maths teacher,
walking through the hallway, he was my
least favourite teacher and he was by
himself. I whipped out THE FLASH and
took his picture. Great I didn’t have to
worry about him any more – Mr Willow
had disappeared.
I just had one more thing to do.
Quickly I jumped on my bike and rode
’till I couldn’t ride any more, then I put on
my roller blades ’till I came to a big hill.
I skateboarded down it, caught a bus at
the bottom and then rowed all the way to

South America. Phew, it took me fifteen
minutes!
Then I whipped out my camera again
and making sure no one was around I
took another photo. This time Mr Willow
reappeared and looked around rather
confused. Where was he?
Not wanting him to ask me any awkward
questions I quickly rowed my boat, caught
a bus, skateboarded up the big hill, roller
bladed to my bike and then rode back to
school.
I had been gone twenty-seven minutes.
The trip home had only taken me twelve
minutes. Ooh, a new record. I had beaten
my old record by three minutes and no one
had even noticed I was missing!
THE FLASH had done its work. No Maths
Test, now for English.
That’s when I noticed Ms Booglebarty,
my English Teacher and my second
least favourite teacher walking down the
corridor and she was on her own.
I wonder if Mr Willow wants some
company and I want to try and beat my
record again!
THE END (OR IS IT!!!!!!!!!)
By Max Godden
Year 3, Yarrambat Primary School
YARRAMBAT – VIC.
Teacher: Ms Hamilton

Fish
The fish swim under the surface
ignorant of what is above,
a city of underwater breathers
butterflies that dart and flit.
They live their private lives
but with see through walls
circling glass bowls
while eyes stare at the circus.
By Bonnie Blacker
Year 10, Eynesbury Senior College
ADELAIDE – SA
Teacher: Shelda Rathmann
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Matchbox Soldiers
We poured out of the tin trains
Like half-used matches
Hands shaking, legs quaking.
We spilled out into the battleground of Suburbia,
With sunken, hollow faces
Our hearts smouldering beneath scarred skin
Our brains burning silently.
We filtered out to an urban war,
One ranging between what we are
And what we could never again be.
Our mothers smashing us with well-meaning meaninglessness,
Our fathers’ eyes not understanding,
Our neighbours too loud, too sudden.
We imploded in the unfamiliar familiarity of suburbia
Like struck seething matches
Flaring up at every right wrong moment,
Our anger flaming out
Our grief tumbling over
Our lives going super nova,
We burned in gentle suburbs
Like half-lit matches
Placed precariously by a unsympathetic system,
Our bodies still tensed for fight
Our ears still straining for shots
Our minds still at war.
We exploded like grenades
Ripping across homes
Tearing everything apart.
We poured out of the tin trains
Like half-used matches
And so we extinguished
One by One
Like fading, dying stars
We smouldered.
By Simone Engele
Year 11, Oxley Christian College
CHIRNSIDE PARK – VIC.
Teacher: Sharon Sandison

Our House
Is Like
a Library
Our house is like a library
With bits and bobs and books
With a children’s and an adult’s section
Where people come to look.
Our house is like a library
Where people I don’t know
Congratulate my family
Before they get their books and go
We’ve stuck up a poster
In the little town
To advertise our library
Where no-one ever frowns!
The many people who I don’t recognise
Come to say hi
They choose some funny books to read
Borrow them and say goodbye!
And when our library closes down
At exactly three
My mum makes dinner
Then come and reads to me!
By Maisie Fullerton
Year 4, Greenslopes State School
GREENSLOPES – QLD.
Teacher: Mr Yianni Papamanolis
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Spray Can Land
highways, over 2 rivers, through 5 tunnels.
Then he realised had gone too far.
One hour later. “I’m finally home”, Jeff
gasped.
He took out all of the spray cans, and got
straight into it.

“J
out.

eff, wake up, it’s 9 o’clock, you
promised to paint the back fence,
remember?” Jeff ’s mum called

This is going to be so easy, he thought.
He picked up the first can. It was red. Jeff
accidently dropped it. Along with the
fence, it sprayed his shoes red.
Never mind, I’ll use the next can. Oh, it’s
orange.

Jeff groaned and pulled his pillow over
his ears.

But the lid flew off and he got drops of
orange paint on his top.

His mum stormed into his bedroom,
pulled off the covers and dragged him
out of bed.

Jeff picked up the lid but he managed to
knock over the next can.

“Remember, you promised”, she yelled.
Jeff dressed as slowly as he could, wishing
the day would go quicker. So much for the
school holidays.

“Great”, wailed Jeff, “now I have yellow on
my top to match the orange. I bet Mum
will be pleased!”.

He wandered over to the shed and looked
for some paint.

Jeff turned to pick up another can. It
wouldn’t spray. He looked down the nozzle
and… TSHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH,
green paint came spurting out onto his
face.

“Oh, no, I need to go to the hardware store
and buy some”, he muttered.

Just then, Bob his frenemy, came over with
his dog, Goggleshmop.

Jeff went and got his bike and rode to the
hardware store.
Yes, just in time. All the paints were on
special.
Jeff grabbed 7 cans but forgot to check the
colours!!!!!
He paid the owner and carefully carried
them out to his bike. Dash, they didn’t all
fit in his basket.
Jeff sighed, “Guess I’ll just have to put two
in my pockets”.
Jeff started for home. Funny, he could hear
something. What was that sound? POP!
Oh, no, not a flat tyre.

Bob picked up the next can, looked at the
label, and laughed. “You’ll look nice in
blue”, and sprayed half of Jeff ’s pants blue,
just as Goggleshmop ran over to Bob. He
hit the spray can and sprayed Jeff ’s sleeves
Indigo.
Jeff was as devastated. He was covered in
all the colours. Finally he picked up the last
can, held it the wrong way and finished his
trousers off in violet.
Jeff looked at himself and then looked at
the fence and realised he had painted a
rainbow fence.
Suddenly Jeff ’s mum came out and yelled,
“Bath time, Jeff ”.
Quickly Jeff thought, “Oh, I match the
fence”. He threw himself against it…
perfect camouflage.
Jeff ’s mum was confused. “He was here a
minute ago”, she said. “Where is he?”
Five years, six months and two days later,
Jeff thinks, maybe I should have had that
bath.
THE END!!!
By Gus Godden
Year 3, Yarrambat Primary School
YARRAMBAT – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs Tatter

Don’t Admit It!
If you want your marriage to last,
With love and no breakups,
If ever you’re wrong, admit it;
If ever you’re right, shut up.

If you want your marriage to last,
Remember that time of the month,
Always give her lots of chocolate,
And you definitely won’t be dumped.

If you want your marriage to last,
Don’t ever forget that day,
Trust me it’ll end in tears;
But it’ll be fixed with a bouquet.

But, if you want your marriage to end,
There’s one simple thing to do;
Tell her that she’s very much wrong,
And there’ll be no more “I love you”.

If you want your marriage to last,
Give fake compliments,
Otherwise you’ll be sleeping alone,
And that’s no accomplishment.

By Erin Cahill
Year 11, Cerdon College
MERRYLANDS – NSW
Teacher: Mrs Sylaprany

Jeff got off his bike and pushed it the
5 kilometres home, up 7 hills, past 3
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The Dragon’s Lair

‘C

atch him!’ cried Ari, the head
villager, ‘Hurry before he gets
away!’ The boy cleverly dodged
the rubbish bins and food stalls. He
sprinted around corners and jumped on
stands. Hurriedly, all the villagers scurried
out of the boy’s way, not too keen of being
involved with the situation. This had
happened many times a day, and the best
way to help was to get out of the way.

Faster and faster the boy ran. His life
depended on his speed but the guards were
vastly catching up to him. For a moment
he tripped on a rock. Glancing back at
the guards, the boy scrambled out of the
ditch. His heart was pounding and his
hands were shaking. However, the guards
had already seized the moment and tightly
grasped the boy in their hands. A slight
triumphant smile lit Ari’s face.
‘He will have to face the consequences for
stealing money, just like everyone else. No
one can deceive wicked Ari and his agile
guards. But if people don’t steal they will
never survive the hardship Ari had brought
to the villagers. Ari takes away our money
and lavishes himself with it. Plus, any extra
money he obtains, is given to the fiery
dragon to guard. We need to have a stop
to this madness’, Edmond thought. ‘He is
too strong for us and already our protests
have done nothing except bring more grief
to the village’, Edmond sighed.
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He remembered the time when a family
had been cast out of the village by Ari,
for going against his demands. He looked
around the village. Dilapidated roofs and
old, desolated shacks moaned, groaned and
creaked, in the chilly breeze. He could see
farmers working hard, hear the despairing
voices from the market, and he felt the
people’s weariness. ‘Have we not suffered
enough?’ he wondered. We struggle to live
every day, while Ari lazes in his luxurious
life. The people need their gold as winter
was arriving. Winter is a harsh season,
which is disliked by everyone.’
Edmond stood up from where he was
sitting, on a wide, stubby stump, and
rushed through the bustling market. He
made an abrupt stop just outside a small,
shabby tent. Faint whispering voices caught
the wind, blowing them to Edmond’s ears.
‘Action must be taken at once, before it is
too late’, declared a villager, holding his fist
up in the air.
‘Shhh! Lower your sound and fist at once,
the guards could have heard us’, whispered
a raspy voice. ‘No, we must be patient and
wait for the right time to take back our
village.’
‘But how long must we wait? We have
waited long enough. The longer we wait,
the fewer of us there will be to fight back’,
replied an impatient voice.

Very carefully, Edmond crept inside, trying
to subdue the sound of his footsteps. For
months now, meetings were held every
second week in secrecy. This was a time
when the poor or sick villagers would get
help from the others. This was a time to
warn one another about how depleted their
resources were. This was an important
observation as they had to store much for
winter. A few of the other villagers had held
a special meeting today to discuss what
they would do, for the forthcoming winter.
There was a debate on, about whether they
should fight back or in secrecy find the
gold, which was guarded by the dragon.
Edmond knew quite well that more people
were on the fight back side, as no one
knew where this ‘terrifying dragon’ was.
Rumours told that this venomous dragon’s
name was Errol. Tales also mentioned
that this foul beast was of Parnassian
breed. ‘However, if we knew where this
mysterious dragon was, we could get
our gold back’, the thought popped into
Edmond’s mind as fast as lightning.
Suddenly, Edmond the meek, sixteen year
old boy, had the urge to know more about
this dragon. While he darted through the
village, questions concerning the mystical
creature filled his head. He knew that the
tower high above the sea, would give him
the answers he needed.
After long endless hours, Edmond finally
found a book that might help him. It
was covered in faded blue cloth and had
gold lettering. It had been in the library’s
darkest corner, as though it was forgotten.
Carefully, he carried the old, dusty book
on to the table to be examined. Under the
dim light he read the first few chapters.
The book gave specific information about
various dragons, but the Parnassian specie
appealed to him the most. Edmond read
that it had razor sharp spines running
down his neck and that it is recognised
by its white dots on its wings. Including
its impenetrable scales, it was one of the
most vicious dragons of all time. A piece
of torn out parchment flew out of the book
as he turned the page. Curiously, he leant
down from his wooden stool to pick it up.
As he picked it up, he saw strange, bold
letters on the top of the scroll. Edmond
knew quite well it was foreign language,
but underneath the words, in small black
print read, ‘Route to the dragon’s lair.’
By Kym Eng
Age 10
KURABY – QLD.
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Mighty
Mega
Piranha
From Darkness to Light

T

he shadows dance in the
distance. My heart beats faster
than a train going top speed. I gaze
around with fear. The darkness swallows
me and terrible thoughts go through my
mind. My hair stands up straight as I walk
closer toward the shadows. The taste of
the cold thin air makes me nervous. My
body tells me to go closer but my mind
says no.
I start to cry, warm salted tears run down
my cheek. It feels like all the hope is getting
drained out of me. The dust blows around
me. I am alone and hopeless.

O

Then I see a beam of light. It touches
one side of my face and then spreads
around to the other. I don’t feel scared.
The light breaks through the trees and
surrounds me. I feel happiness running
through the top of my head to the tip of
my toes. I taste the mist within me. I hear
wind rustling the trees. I brush my hand
against the trees. The cold dew gathers up
in drops on my hand. Then the sun picks
me up and makes me feel warm. I am full
of love and life.
By Zahli Brewer
Year 4, Nambour Christian College
WOOMBYE – QLD.
Teacher: Mrs Eracleous

Dog Called Molly
Went on an Adventure

nce upon a time a dog called
Molly went on an adventure. She
got a backpack and put a water
bottle, dry treats, dog food, chocolate and
milk in it. She went to the Jungle. She saw
a monkey, zebras and lots of other animals.
She took photos of them all. Then she
went home and showed her family. They
thought it was awesome. Molly felt proud

of herself because she went to the Jungle
for the first time, on her own. She started
to think about her next adventure and sat
down to write her new plan. Molly was
very excited.
By Grace McInerney
Year 3, Selby Primary School
SELBY – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs Louise Jenkinson

O

nce upon a time all the fishes
were having a lot of fun in the
river. One day a giant fish came
into the river; his name was Mega Piranha.
He was lonely and had no friends. Mega
Piranha was trying to make friends but
the other fish were too scared to come
near to him.
Then one little fish came and said ‘I will
be your friend’ and then Mega Piranha
hugged the little fish. They then started to
play hide and seek. Just that moment a loud
rumbling noise came, Mega Piranha said
to the little fish ‘Oh! What is that noise?’.
They looked up out of the water, and saw
a fisherman holding a net and preparing
for a catch.
‘Hurry up!’ said the little fish to Mega
Piranha, ‘we have to let the other fishes
know’. By then, the fisherman already
put the net in the water and many of the
fishes were trapped in the net. While the
fisherman was lifting the net Mega Piranha
jumped out of the water and tore apart the
net. All the fishes were set free.
The fishes were glad and thankful to Mega
Piranha for saving their lives. They then
became his very good friend. The river was
a happy place now and the fishes weren’t
scared of Mega Piranha any more. And
they all had fun together.
By Ludvig Gulhane
Age 6
STANHOPE GARDENS – NSW
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Oz Kids in Print

WIN AN AUTHOR VISIT TO YOUR SCHOOL
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.

Paul Collins

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

Elise Hurst

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

✁

Jeni Mawter

YES! Our school would like to subscribe to Oz Kids in Print
Please tick the box that most suits your school:

❑

Individual Subscription $44 (1 copy per quarter)
		

❑ School Subscription $99 (5 copies per quarter)

School Details
Name of School: . ...............................................................................................................................................................
Address: .............................................................................................................................................................................
Suburb: ..................................................................State: . ................................................Postcode: .................................

Contact Person
Name: ....................................................................Position: .............................................Phone: . ....................................

Payment Details
Enclosed is a cheque/money order for:

$ ........................................................... Order Number: ......................................
Return Details

Please mail your remittance with this form to:
Children’s Charity Network, PO Box 267, Lara Vic. 3212
ABN 58 109 336 245

Tel: 03 5282 8950 • Fax: 03 4206 7811 • Email: rob@ozkids.com.au • Website: www.ozkids.com.au

Planning for the cost of education?

Do you need support now?

Would you like to plan ahead?

Education is one of the biggest ongoing expenses families face.
Many parents find paying school fees on time a challenge, putting
pressure on the family budget.

ASG also offers parents a choice of education funds to help them
save to offset the future cost of education. Our education funds
give you the option of either flexible or disciplined approaches to
saving, peace of mind that you are proactively planning for the future,
and attractive tax benefits.

School Plan pays your child’s fees in full, directly to the school
when due, while you pay School Plan in easy-to-manage fortnightly
or monthly instalments.
Since 1988, School Plan has assisted thousands of Australian families
manage the payment of school fees to help relieve some of the
ongoing pressure. School Plan makes managing school fees easy!

ASG also offers its members access to an expanding library of
educational resources. Members can also take advantage of special
offers and discounts from education related products and services.
For more information on ASG’s education funds:

To join today or find our more information on School Plan:
call 1800 337 419

visit schoolplan.com.au

Why choose ASG

Please read the Product Disclosure Statement (PDS) to consider if the product is right for you
available at asg.com.au/pds or call 131 ASG (131 274). Australian Scholarships Group Friendly Society Limited,
ABN 21 087 648 879, AFSL 236665. Registered Office 23-35 Hanover Street Oakleigh Victoria 3166.

asg.com.au

call 131 ASG (131 274)

visit asg.com.au

arrange a FREE face-to-face consultation
at: www.asg.com.au/online-enquiry

