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Wow, another year is nearly over. 
I don’t know about you but it flew 
for me.

We had a massive amount of entries 
this year. Unfortunately many were 
in the last days before closing.

Please remember that we have four 
issues of the magazine per year. So 
you do not need to wait until the 
closing date to get your entries in. 

The Awards are only weeks away. 
Good luck to the winners. Your 
letters have been posted. 

The Wonderful Wilderness 
Onomatopoeia Poem

In the strange wilderness,
there are many different sounds.

The many berries with their bitterness
splatter the ground with shades of blue and brown.

The birds are swooping by,
in their many flocks,

some wait and give a cry,
when they’re gulped down by carnivorous crocs.

The lake is bustling and busting with colours,
with many surprises indeed.

There are butterflies which lightly flutter,
and perch atop the reeds.

The fleet footed majestic deers,
flying and whooshing like the wind.

with their hooves barely touching the ground
and an every so slight ‘bing’.

The night has fallen and the Orang Asli tribe,
are out hunting whispering as they divide.

A flinch and a dart flies out of the blowpipe,
moving swiftly like the hiss of low tide.

They hear a ‘thud’ as the animal falls,
Once a wonderful deer is speckled with blood

now dead and with no life at all,
Getting heaved back to camp trailing in the mud.

The breakfast is hissing and sizzling with taste
all munching and gulping it down.

Not a single expression of haste,
worry or frown.

By Reeva Khandelwal
Age 12

WillEttoN – WA
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Spark
by Adam Wallace & Andrew Plant

Ford St, 2016
9781925272413, $24.95 hb
Reviewed by Emily Meldrum

BOOK 
REVIEWS

Ever wished you had extraordinary 
hearing, smell or vision? When Alyson 
Whitestarr wakes up in hospital after being 
in a coma for a month it takes her some 
time to realise the overwhelming surge 
upon her senses are just that. Her six senses 
are no longer at ordinary levels and her 
most remarkable skill becomes her ability 
to smell people’s feelings, their honesty, 
their essence. She can smell their goodness, 
their worries and ultimately some of their 
intent – good and bad.

Essentially Spark is a story about a bushfire 
told from the fire’s own perspective. Sounds 
simple… but it really is so much more. As 
many bushfires do, this one ignites from 
a simple cigarette butt thrown onto dry 
grass, it joins the wind and together they 
play.

Fire is excited to have a new friend and 
delights in flying through the forest. It 
is only when the wind takes control and 
begins to bully its new friend that the fun 
stops. The fire appeals to the wind to stop 
but meanwhile they destroy homes and 
bushland.

The potential for learning from this book 
is enormous. With limited text it is easy 

Alyzon Whitestarr
By Isobelle Carmody

Ford St, 2016: 9781925272185, $24.95
Reviewed by Emily Meldrum

While at first this daily barrage of extra 
information upon Alyzon is puzzling 
and even frightening, on her return to 
school she realises how much her world 
has changed. Her first encounter with the 
handsome Harlan demonstrates this fact, 
and for the first time ever she wants to run 
away from her crush. Harlen now smells 
like rotting meat and is actively chasing 
her, seeking a date! Alyzon is able to deduce 
that those people who are associated with 
a horrific smell are carrying some type of 
illness that no one else can see... When it 
appears that members of her own family 
are at risk Alyzon and her new friends 
must do everything they can to stop those 
responsible.

Carmody has captured many of the 
characters in this story beautifully and I 
must make special mention of Alyzon’s Da, 
Macoll – a grounded, talented musician 
with a warm heart and good soul. The 
other character I loved was Luke – Alyzon’s 
baby brother, whose simple goodness 

and youth was always able to allow 
Alyzon to block out the overload of her 
extra perception and bury herself in 
his innocence. As a secondary text the 
potential for class discussion is huge – 
character development and the skilful 
creation of sub text for literary focuses or 
links to other curriculum areas such as 
cults in today’s world are simply a few.

Title or story sound familiar? Alyzon 
Whitestarr is a re-edition of the original 
book first released in 2005. Carmody 
explains the re-print due partly to audience 
requests to find a copy and the other to 
human nature. While people have many 
positive attributes they are also able to 
display a darker flip side she finds troubling 
and believes that these opposing views of 
humanity still have currency a decade after 
the book’s original release. There is no 
doubt Alyzon Whitestarr is a story with 
multiple layers about humanity, good and 
evil. When the story builds to its peak, page 
turning becomes impossible to stop!

to see the power of verbs and adjectives, 
deconstruct first person writing and 
character values. For other learning 
the literal meaning of the text may lead 
to endless discussions upon topics of 
arson leading to Ash Wednesday, or 
why fire is not always a bad thing in the 
Australian bush. This story also lends itself 
to a deeper learning about friendships 
and the qualities that make successful 
or unsuccessful relationships – always a 
current issue in schools.

The beauty of an outstanding picture book 
is the illustrations that take the story to a 
level beyond the text, richly enhancing it. 
That is exactly what happens here. Adam 
Wallace has excelled in his creation of 

this story beautifully supported with text 
and illustrations from Andrew Plant. I 
have read Spark repeatedly, each time 
marvelling at the finished product!

The remorse the fire feels when reviewing 
its ‘play’ is tangible, it is right that it feels 
shame... but it did not work alone.
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The
Mystery

of the
Piggle Pearl

“MY  P E A r L  i s  m iss i ng !” 
screamed Mr Froget one 
nice cool autumn day at the 

Flying Animal Flight School. “Oh my”, said 
Miss Horsington, clearly shocked. 

“What a commotion”, I thought, looking at 
the two animals yelling at each other. 

“Yes, it is.” I spun around to see three 
animals, Piggy, Moo and Sticky (Sticky is 
a goat). “What’s going on?” asked Piggy 
stepping forwards curiously towards me. 

“Mr Froget was talking about a pearl”, 
I mumbled nervously. “Maybe, it was a 
Piggle Pearl!” exclaimed Moo. 

We all fell silent. “What is a Piggle Pearl?” 
Sticky asked highly confused, “I can’t 
remember anything about it in history 
class”. “I wanted to do some light reading 
in the library, to find out more info about 
the teachers.” Moo said awkwardly. 

“And why is that?” murmured Miss 
Horsington in her secret spy mode, and 
also behind a room. “We have a suspect, 
Mr Froget.”

Headmaster Piggle called everyone in for 
a meeting. “This is serious everyone. Mr 
Froget’s pearl is missing. Does anyone 
know where it is?”

“No.” Cried Moo. “I don’t even know what 
a Piggle Pearl is.” Moo? Lie to a teacher like 
Piggle? That is not like Moo. “Then how 

did you even know that the Pearl is a Piggle 
Pearl? You are the thief!” Miss Horsington 
and Mr Froget in unison. “You’re going in 
jail Moo!” cackled Mr Froget happily.

“No!” I screamed when we were dismissed. 
“Moo’s gone!” “I know”, grimaced Sticky, 
“This isn’t right. Moo isn’t a thief.” “But 
what if they’re speaking the truth?” 
inquired Piggy, 

“What if Moo did do it?” “Then we’ll have 
to find out then”, said Chooky.

So my friends and I went to investigate. 
We snuck into Mr Froget and Miss 
Horsington’s room. It was warm, moist, 
and a bit stuffy. “Look here!” I yelled 
suddenly. Everyone turned and stared in 
shock at what I was pointing at, it was a 
piece of leathery substance.

“What does this  mean?” Chooky 
demanded. “Moo doesn’t lose leather so 
easily, but someone who does is…” 

“Miss Horsington!” I finished for her. 
“But we need more proof, we can’t just 
frame someone who just tried to find the 
animal.” 

“But look at the facts, it’s clearly Miss 
Horsington”, said Chooky raising an 
eyebrow. 

“No, it can’t”, Sticky argued, “This is Miss 
Horsington’s own room. Of course she’ll 
lose stuff here.” 

“Let’s go to the basement, which was the 
place where the Piggle Pearl was found.”

As we went out of the room, I saw a shiny 
object hidden under Mr Froget’s bed… 

We crept down to the cold, dark basement 
where pretty much everything is inky 
black. 

“W– Where are we?” stammered Piggy, “It 
feels like we’re walking in circles.” 

“We probably are. I don’t know this place as 
well as Moo does”, shrugged Sticky. “That’s 
reassuring”, Chooky snorted. 

~Creak~ “What was that?” asked Piggy, 
“Hey look! I found something, it looks like 
the hat Miss Horsington wore.” 

“What? I found a horn, near that hat. I 
really think Miss Horsington is the culprit, 
even if she doesn’t have a horn. And Moo’s 
horns haven’t grown to that size yet, so, 
I assume Miss Horsington is a unicorn.” 
Piggy muttered. 

“Guys, remember? Miss Horsington went 
here to investigate, with that hat on. And 
Mr Froget was there with her”, mused 
Sticky.

“Let’s call Miss Horsington’s niece, she’ll 
help us, she is a unicorn!” I suggested 
helpfully. 

“No! I’m not ready for her to come”, said 
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Sticky starting to panic, “We can’t do 
that!” 

“Why not? I think it is a brilliant idea”, 
gaped Chooky, “she can help us so much 
with her magic!” 

Finally Sticky gave in. “Hey look!” We 
stared at the thing Sticky was pointing at, 
a puddle of water. 

“Isn’t that odd?” Sticky cried, 

“No, not really”, said Piggy, “It is just a 
puddle of water.” 

“But look! It’s unicorn water.” “Wow. How 
can you tell?” asked Chooky voice dripping 
in sarcasm. 

“Because it’s shiny.” Said Sticky.

“But… why? I mean Miss Horsington is 
not a unicorn… is she?” I said unsurely, not 
knowing what to do next, “Maybe…?” “She 
is not a unicorn!” decided Piggy shortly, “if 
she is a unicorn she’d tell us…” “But you 
were the one who said you thought she was 
a unicorn!” Chooky cut across Piggy.

Sticky and I stared at them unhelpfully, 
this was not what we were planning to 
happen, this was meant to be an argument 
free adventure/mission. And it was starting 
to get colder in the basement, and to my 
horror, I saw the basement quickly getting 
frosted, and Piggy and Chooky didn’t even 
notice they were slowly getting covered 
in ice.

“Uhh… WATCH OUT!” screamed Sticky 
usefully.

“You are going to get frosted!” “What? I 
can’t hear you, there is like, a hurricane in 
here!” shouted Chooky. “I can’t hear you 
either Sticky”, yelled Piggy, “Something is 
really wrong here!” “It’s the spell Mr Froget 
cast to make sure no one comes in here!” I 
screeched hysterically.

 We wouldn’t have survived if Sticky bolted 
us out of the basement. “That was really 
close, we could’ve died”, Chooky panted. 
“But Sticky saved us!” smiled Piggy. “He 
didn’t save me”, boasted Chooky proudly. 
And before we knew it, they were arguing 
again. “Let’s go”, whispered Sticky and we 
crept to Piggle’s room.

“Are you sure about doing this, Sticky?” 
“No.” “That’s reassuring, Sticky.” “I know 

Fishy.” Sticky and I were in the teacher’s 
corridor, talking. I was shocked at the 
sheer idea of Sticky sneaking into Piggle’s 
bed room. “We have to clear Moo’s name.” 
“I know that Sticky.”

For once, I really miss Piggy and Chook-
AHHHH! That was really annoying. I had 
fell into a hole. “Err… Fishy? You’re in a 
hole.” “Like I haven’t noticed”, I yelled at 
Sticky. “Fly up then.” “But I can’t Sticky 
because a hurt myself.” “Okay then I’ll 
get help”, declared Sticky looking around, 
“Bye then!” “What? Don’t leave–”. But he 
left. Wow. 

I trudged down a tunnel I found. “Ugh!” 
I stepped in some cool water. Groaning, I 
got into the water and started swimming. 
After a while I started to swim slower and 
slower, until I finally paused to take a break 
at a stone brick wall that was blocking 
the entrance to a very scary drop into the 
sewers. Suddenly, I saw a strange light, a 
red one, “Uh oh”, I thought, “things was 
going to get scary.”

I made a problematic choice. I was going to 
stay on that wet and slippery wall than go 
to the slightly creepy red light. I mean, this 
‘I can’t swim any more problems’ weren’t 
going to get any worse, right?! But then it 
did… I realised that my flipper was hurt so 
I had been hallucinating. So I haven’t been 
swimming. “Fishy? Is that you? I can hear 
your mumbling!” said a voice. “Hi? Who 
are you, what animal are you?” I asked 
cautiously. There was a familiar sigh. “It’s 
me Chooky and Piggy.” I waited. “Piggy? 
Chooky? What are you doing in this cave?” 
I cried bemused. “Come on! Sticky sent us 
here.” But as they dragged me out, I saw 
some golden hair that belonged to Miss 
Horsington. 

“I still think Miss Horsington is the culprit, 
I mean all that suspicion, the horn, the 
hair and the unicorn water. While you and 
Fishy were sneaking away, I went to talk to 
Miss Horsington’s nieces, Horsy and rosie. 
They said Miss Horsington is a unicorn!” 
Cried Piggy. “No, it isn’t, it is Mr Froget.” 
“Moo? What are you doing here? Aren’t 
you meant to be in jail?” blurted Mr Froget 
from a corner, “I am NOT the culprit, er…
Miss Horsington did it! Clearly!” “Maybe, 
it’s true! We think Mr Froget is right.” 
Agreed everyone except me and Moo. 

“Are you sure? Then why did you frame me, 
Mr Froget, then frame Miss Horsington?” 
asked Moo suspiciously, “And why did you 

know where the pearl is at first?” “It was 
an instinct Moo! And you should learn 
to have manners!” shrieked Mr Froget. 
“really?” Demanded Moo accusingly.

While the horrible argument was going on, 
I noticed Piggle, looking guilty. “Everyone, 
please be quiet, they is going to be a simple 
way to solve this problem.” “really?! I 
doubt that more than anyone!” bawled Mr 
Froget and Moo.

Piggle took a deep breath.

“I was the one who stole Mr Froget’s Piggle 
Pearl.”

“WHHAAATT?!!!” screamed Piggy, 
Chooky and Sticky who magically came out 
of nowhere, “But… but that is impossible!” 
“Why?” questioned Piggle. “Cause you are 
the headmaster of Flying Animals AND 
you are epic! Why would you do such a 
thing!?”, screamed Mr Froget and Chooky 
in shock. “Why?” yelled Moo heatedly, “I 
was stuck in prison because of you, and 
only came out when Chooky and Piggy 
rescued me!” “I did it for good cause, 
Moo!” hollered Piggle back, “I did it to 
know how all of you and how you will deal 
with things.” 

“Hello! I am actually on Piggle’s side!” I 
yelled. I had just been into Mr Froget’s 
bedroom to find clues, then I ducked down 
to the kitchen for cake because I made 
a shocking discovery. But then I made 
another surprising discovery.

“What? How can you be on Piggle’s side? 
He did something awful!”, asked Miss 
Horsington. “Because”, I declared, “The 
Pearl was never missing! Apparently, the 
real pearl was under Mr Froget’s bed. I had 
seen a shine under his bed, but I ignored 
it, the pearl that was missing is really made 
of cake! It was really yum”, I added happily, 
“Piggle didn’t do the theft, but Horsy did it! 
As a prank of course”, I smiled. “Piggle and 
Horsy was working together, finally.”

After that tiring adventure, I was happy 
to have a nap. “That was a really fun 
adventure” I sighed happily. “I am so 
pleased that Piggle and Horsy are finally 
getting along.” 

By Ellie Xu 
Year 4, Korowa AGS 

GlEN iRiS – ViC.
teacher: louise Hatton
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Seven Billion
Welcome to paradise, don’t put down your devices
Or else you might notice our addiction, our vices

Social media is plenty, an online cornucopia
Seven billion people: it sounds just like utopia

We’re driven by ego, peer pressure and sin
Yet this is the world that we want to live in

Where we’re far too afraid to detach, to unplug
Where social approval is mankind’s latest drug

We’re doomed to repeat our habits, it seems
Incessantly tagging our best friends in memes

Instagram filters our faults and our flaws
While we bask in approval behind our closed doors

The web is an ocean of torrents and tricks
And its where you find pride and prejudice… and pricks

But like polaroid pictures, we’re overexposed
To this insidious fishing net where everyone goes

We’re too dependent on technology, of course
And know more about malware than the real Trojan Horse

We’re mindless disciples of Windows and Apple
And Silicon Valley is our new Sistine Chapel

Babies plugged in through umbilical cords
and kids learn the alphabet through laptop keyboards
Spoon-fed our news feeds on new smartphone platters
And your number of followers is what really matters

No more beaches filled with gossiping teens
Now we’re sunbathing in the blue light of our screens

Like the Wizard of Oz we hide behind faces
Anonymous profiles without any traces

Where unfollows result in emotional spikes
And social hierarchy is dictated by likes

Defined by hearts, retweets and upvotes galore
It’s become pretty clear we’re not in Kansas any more

Conditioned by computers, we metamorphose
Brainwashed from Dorothys into scarecrows

Who knows where we’re going, this yellow brick road
Where we’re all ruled by plastic and binary code

Androids using androids, we become what we make
We’re paralysed prisoners to the things we create
We’re jailed to devices, we’re high on text tones

Trapped behind the iron bars of our cell… phones

We’re driven by egos, validation and sin
Is this the world that you want to live in?

Where we inject validation like morphine and ice?
Where WiFi to us is what cheese is to mice?

Welcome to the real world, so put down your devices
It’s time to notice our addiction, our vices

Social media is plenty, an online cornucopia
Seven billion sheep: it sounds just like dystopia.

By Radheya Jegatheva 
Year 12, Perth Modern School 

SUBiACo – WA 
teacher: Bernadette Woods
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I WALKED quietly to the music room 
door, school bag slung over my 
shoulder. Flowing notes grew louder 

as I approached the open door. The music 
room looked different at night – the air 
was dark and moonlight peeked through 
the windows, gleaming on the polished 
wooden floor. The chairs were stacked tall 
against the wall and the trusty black piano 
stood still in the corner.

A boy, my age. He sat hunched on the 
stool in front of the piano, feet looking as 
if they were ready to jump up and spring to 
action at any moment. His slender fingers 
were leaping over the black and white 
keys like dancers, soaring and landing 
and moving away as quickly as they were 

The Flowing Notes
set down. His dark, long lashed eyes were 
fixed in concentration, staring down at 
the show in which he was performing in 
below. Eyebrows curving up in earnest 
expression. Thin, dry lips smiled slightly 
with pleasure as the flowing melody 
lifted out of the piano and twirled around 
the room. Faster and faster, the melody 
spinning around and hitting walls, lighting 
up the room with joy. It was beautiful. I 
stood still, soaking in the raw energy of 
the music the boy was making.

I leaned in slowly, straining to hear more, 
when suddenly I tipped forward. My heavy 
school bag crashed to the floor, contents 
spilling out with a thud. All at once the 
music stopped, like a tap being wrenched 

closed. His pale face flicked towards me, 
expression like that of a little boy caught 
stealing treats.

‘I’m sorry,’ was all he whispered. And just 
like that, he was gone.

‘No, no come back!’ I raced out of the 
music room to catch sight of his thin form 
flitting around the corner. I stopped, breath 
coming in quick, short, puffs.

Gone. Back into the night from which he 
came.

By Nathalie Leong
Year 7, Ravenswood School for Girls

GoRdoN – NSW
teacher: Sharon Shapiro 

Like a drop of rain on drought-stricken earth
You gave me life with a kiss at birth.

Like finding a torch in a dark, cold cave
You’re always there when I’m not so brave.

I have great fun when we try to sew
And you make my bear a brand new bow.

I like it when we play with dolls
When we dance real silly; when we go for strolls.

You’ve taught me how to bake a cake
To make my bed and leaves to rake.

You give me warmth on a cold winter’s night
And hug me tightly when I get a fright.

Mum You provide me with food, love and protection
You give me advice and show me direction.

You tell me, in time, to use my wings
To fly on my own and see what life brings.

I love you mum, you are my star
You shine me light and you’re never too far.

What I hope to give you, in life, is pride
A mountain of love and a leap in your stride.

Like a ray of sunshine, in a day of gloom
The sweet songs you sing, brighten my room.
Like the sound of voices when you are alone

I’m excited to see you, when I’m coming home.

By Sophie Roussos
Year 3, Neutral Bay Public School

NEUtRAl BAY – NSW
teacher: Mrs Sarah devine

10 Oz Kids in Print November 2016



MELITA Mortenson was melting in 
the lemony sun at 8:00 am with 
her long, brown, wild and curly 

hair, tan skin and eyes as blue as the most 
beautiful male butterfly’s wings. Her mind 
was starting to visualise her problems, 
her fears and her whole imagination as 
it was developing into reality. Now she 
is determined and dedicated to make a 
change upon it, journeying to wondrous 
Fictionity also known as her imagination. 
Dashing across the jungle floor in the 
blowing stale air while punching and 
kicking around the twigs and leaves 
gushing in her hair and face, she collapsed 
into a repulsive, formidable quantity of 
mud, the terrain was reverberating, could 
this predicament get any worse?

The bright stars winking down at Melita 
and the branches on the trees swayed in the 
wind, the leaves danced on them. Crossing 
the borders of Fictianity and Imagiland 
she suddenly plunges into a vast, charcoal 
coloured abandoned building. She found 
a lantern nearby which illuminated 
the disturbing, hair-raising and blood-
curdling hallway, opening the sitting room 
door peering guardedly into the darkness 
and the unknown which loomed before 
her. She was like a rose among thorns, a 
third wheel, moreover the odd one. The 
wind whispered through dry grass and the 
breeze was so thick she could hardly go 
on but her life was in danger. Any wrong 
or sudden move could alert her envision 
of bad events, or whatever is living in 
this ever towering castle. Clasping the 

Imagination Sets Sail
lantern tightly to her chest, she took a 
deep breath and mustered up her courage 
for the adventure she was about to embark 
upon.

Looking pleadingly back, one final time, as 
her problems seemed to have become like 
a washing machine, spinning, twisting and 
knocking her around, but if only Melita 
were aware of her future, as she would turn 
out brighter and better than ever before. 
Timidly, Melita took a shuffling half step 
forward as the door closed loudly and 
ominously behind herself then suddenly 
dropped into a new dusty room, BANG 
it had awoken the time machine. Gulping 
down in despair and terror, Melita looked 
upwards at the huge, ornate and never-
ending staircase which twisted perilously 
above her. “My time had come; I had to 
ascend.”

Clinging to the railing for support and 
with her body hunched and cowering over 
the light from the lamp, Melita started to 
edge her foot slowly and silently towards 
the first step. The precious light emanating 
from the lantern danced around the steps 
as her hand shook tremulously, creating 
ever more dark corners and shadows, to 
attack her senses. This must be false, fake 
and foible, she was as scared as a long-
tailed cat in a room full of rocking chairs. 
Starting off gradually but as one of the 
floorboards groaned and creaked beneath 
Melita, she pivoted around to ensure no 
one had heard; or ‘nothing’ was following. 

Testing the step again, carefully, this 
time, to ensure it would take her weight, 
petrified now, she began to dart towards 
the safety of her room, fleeing along the 
vast and endless maze of corridors like a 
little mouse desperately seeking cover. “I 
was frightened half to death.”

“I anticipated silently, not daring to 
move, not even to breathe. I crouched 
behind the door, curling myself into 
the most miniature shape imaginable, 
hoping I would not be found, outside, 
the floorboards moaned in protest as 
something stalked ever closer towards 
me. I swallowed a huge lump in my throat, 
which was menacing to suffocate me. I 
stood there. I could smell the horrid scent 
of what lurked behind me, a creature. Was 
this really happening? My eyes stung with 
fear and the uncertainty of which was yet 
to come. The creature could not see me 
but somehow had known my presence, as 
I knew its. My whole body was trembling, 
chest pounding.”

“You must go on Melita, I can’t.” I bickered 
to myself with terror.

“I must focus on the future and live life to 
push on...” As we reach the ending of this 
story, it is the beginning of many others, 
for the best is yet to come.

By Alanah Byron
Year 6, Nambour Christian College

NAMBoUR – Qld.
teacher: Mrs Webster and Mrs Vaughan
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DELIGHTED laughter ricocheted 
off the rock outcroppings scattered 
among the dunes as firecrackers 

were flung into the air, filling the sky with 
bright sparkles and swirls of silver-grey 
smoke, tinting the dusty scent of the bush 
with the harsh tang of gunpowder.

Eyes bright with excitement, roxy and 
Max grabbed a handful of UFOs, and 
after lighting the wicks, threw them up 
and watched the crackers explode in a 
brilliant array of spinning colours against 
the inky black canvas stretched above. 
The sparks rained down around the teens, 
almost as though the stars were falling, and 
glinted where they landed on the soft soil, 
sending small spirals of smoke where they 
came in contact with grass, dried a dark 
amber by the scorching sun. Giggling, the 
pair rushed off to gather more fireworks, 
grabbing two flares and another handful of 
smaller sparklers from the large pile that 
rested nearby.

They huddled close together, kneeling 
on the red soil still warm from the heat 
of the day, their shoulders hunched over, 
pressed against each other, trying to shield 
the pile of crackers from the chilly breeze 
long enough to light the wicks. They had 
stacked the flares around a four shot, then 
piled the sparklers on top, their wicks all 
pointing together.

Across from roxy and Max, roy had set up 
his own station, where he set off the bigger 
six, nine and twelve shot firecrackers. 
He noticed the pair huddling together, 
and a cheeky glint entered his eyes. The 
pair were oblivious to the chaos he had 
planned. They make such a great couple, 
roy thought spitefully as he aimed a couple 
of twelve shots at the pair.

roxy and Max were finally able to light 
their shots, and stood, arms wrapped 
around each other, as the fireworks painted 
splashes of gold, silver and purple across 
the night sky. The rapid bangs of the twelve 
shots drew them from their trance, and 
they turned horror-stricken gazes to the 
fast approaching projectiles.

“Duck!” Max shouted at roxy, as he 
tightened his arms around her, pulling her 
so close he could hear her heart pounding 
in fright. Max used his torso to shield her 
as the pair dropped to the ground. They 
crouched there, eyes squeezed shut and 
arms interlocked as the fireworks crackled 
and exploded around them. Even with 

their eyes closed, the bright golds, greens 
and oranges burned threw roxy and Max’s 
eyelids. Hard clumps of soil, pieces of rocks 
and dust were blown up and spun around 
them, hitting their exposed skin. Neither 
of the pair felt the injuries they sustained, 
the pain buried under adrenaline. Liquid 
dribbling from under roxy’s eye was the 
only sign of the deep slice caused by a shard 
of granite that had been sent careening 
through the air. The feeling of Max’s strong 
arms encompassing her being made her 
feel safe, like she belonged.

The end of the fireworks was sudden, 
giving a moment of relief to the terrified 
teens, however, instead of silence that 
should have followed the bangs, the 
crackling, spitting sounds of gum sap as 
it burnt filled the air; the smell of smoke 
became more intense with every moment 
that passed, thickening the air, squashing 
and rolling and choking, burning their 
lungs and causing their eyes to water. roxy 
and Max untangled themselves from their 
protective position, their hands still firmly 
linked, and stumbled away from the fast-
spreading fire just as it reached the pile of 
unused fireworks.

Instantly melting, the clear plastic bags 
barely halted the progression of hungry 
flames as they licked at the crackers. 
An ear-shattering explosion rocked 
from the fire; streams of multi-coloured 
sparklers exploding in all directions, 
filling the already chaotic situation with 
their screaming bangs and pops as they 
hit trees and carved scorch marks into the 
ground and leaving ghostly imprints in 
sooty black on rocks. roxy and Max were 
knocked to the ground. Hard stones dug 
into their backs as they grasped onto each 
other, trying in vain to protect themselves. 
The flames rose, painting the black sky 
crimson; turning the treetops into torches 
and rocks to smouldering coals. roxy and 

Max scrabbled back, keeping low to the 
burning ground. They dodged the last 
few sparklers that came spinning from 
the inferno rushing towards them. The 
explosion had left their ears ringing, but, 
in the few seconds of madness afterwards, 
all the angry crackling and hissing of the 
fire returned. The heat bit into their skin, 
searing its way into their nose and throats, 
ripping into the cuts and the bruises that 
littered their bodies.

Sprinting up an incline, they noticed roy’s 
figure as he disappeared over a bluff three 
ahead of their own.

The fire hissing and spitting at their heels 
spurred them on. Numbly, they ran, 
jumped and dodged the trees, rocks and 
bushes that littered the hillsides, clearing 
bluff after bluff. The fire gained on every 
incline, receding slightly on the downwards 
slope, before catching up on the next rise. 
The breath was ripped from their throats, 
their lungs screamed for oxygen. Their 
muscles were shaky and burning from the 
exertion, but through all this, roxy and 
Max kept running. Time was meaningless; 
the fire always on their heels did not allow 
a moment’s break. Their hands and feet 
were shredded; sliced to ribbons by the 
sharp rocks and rough bark they climbed 
to keep ahead of the blaze.

Finally, the pair stumbled to a gasping stop, 
the cool water of the lagoon lapping at their 
cut and burnt feet, shimmering ripples 
created by the cool breeze. Behind them, 
the fire glowed on the ridge, however, 
followed them no further. Their skin was 
burnt red raw under the soot and ash and 
their cuts and bruises were thrown into 
sharp relief in the pearly-white glow of the 
moon. Their hair was matted with sweat 
and caked in ash, turning their normally 
brown curls into a sickly white. The pair 
collapsed in an exhausted heap in the 
waves, where Max let out a relieved, bark-
like laugh. The pair of tired and burnt teens 
were still clutching their sides, lithe frames 
wracked with hysterical laughter when 
Oliver and roy found them fifteen minutes 
later. “Anyone for toasted marshmallows” 
Max wheezed out, effectively setting Oliver 
and roy off as well. relief does funny 
things to people, roxy thought, as the 
group laughed their shock away.

By Alice Myers
Year 9, ormiston College

oRMiStoN – Qld.
teacher: Miss Peta Egan
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LIGHT flooded into the dingy, musty 
box that smelled like a strange 
combination of tinsel and old family 

heirlooms. The dancer doll forced her eyes 
open. Lucy and Lillian’s eager faces peered 
in. “It’s Christmas, it’s Christmas!” sang 
Lucy, very out of tune.

The fire roared away merrily and the 
Christmas tree stood overlooking the 
snowy street. Delicate, dancing, diamond-
shaped snowflakes tumbled to the pale 
ground. Juliette, the dancer doll, gazed 
in awe at the happenings out in the crisp 
night. Juliette truly turned admiring heads 
with her golden tresses carefully coiffed and 
ringlets bouncing around her pale cheeks. 
She had heavy mascara and powdered 
cheeks but it didn’t look too much. Juliette 
could never look ugly, no matter how hard 
anyone tried. It was physically impossible. 
Her crimson and black tutu was simply 
stunning and moulded well with her 
smooth, milky white skin.

I will have the adventure of my life tonight, 
she thought. I will dance to the top of this 
tall, tall tree.

Juliette lightly pulled herself onto the vast 
bough of the tree, and what a sight it was! 
Scarlet and green birds flocked about. 
Females sat triumphantly on top of nests. 
A gold and silver steam train came rolling 
into a toy station that had petite Christmas 
trees dotted about. Soldiers, animals and 
other funny characters ambled on and off. 
Juliette’s ballet shoes gracefully guided her 
towards the train.

Juliette sat on a plush, satin chair as the 
small train rapidly made its way out of the 
dear little station. Teddy bears, robins and 
fairy folk sat having the most delectable 
looking picnics; there were jam sandwiches 
and sausage rolls, apple pie, potted meat 
and much more. It looked the best. Burly, 
luscious branches swayed joyfully. Dolls’ 
high squeals could be heard as they 
rushed about in the snow, their 
faces flushed. The Christmas 
tree was truly alive!

J u l i e t t e  s k i p p e d 
daintily off the train 
and frisked and 
leaped around in 
glee. She had 

The Wonders of Juliette’s Christmas Tree
never, never felt better. She frolicked past 
marching soldiers in red uniforms and 
clowns with fuzzy wigs and best of all 
charming bunny rabbits hopped along 
beside her, their noses twitching this way 
and that. From the corner of her eye, 
Juliette spied something. As she swivelled 
around she observed that it was a mouth-
watering gingerbread house. Icing lined 
the roof, doors, chimney and windows. 
Smarties were seated on the roof. Candy 
canes and mint leaves created a grand 
entrance. Juliette delicately tapped on the 
white chocolate door. The peculiar face 
of a gingerbread man cautiously peered 
around the scrumptious door. “Juliette! 
Why come in!” the extraordinary man 
said in a sugary voice. “How do you know 
my name?!” Juliette asked slightly startled. 
“Why you’re the talk of the tree! I mean 
look at yourself, you’re stunning!”

After a chat, Juliette said a hearty goodbye 
and left with a colossal marshmallow cake. 
Juliette’s mouth watered. Thick, creamy, 
heavenly, exquisite, delectable, enticing, 
scrumptlicous… if that is even a word!! 
Juliette could not think of enough words 
to describe the remarkable cake. Juliette 
pirouetted along the supreme, snowy 
slopes. “HO, HO, HO!! Want a ride?!” a 
hefty bauble that looked like Santa came 
bouncing along in a sleigh. It was quite 
comical really. Up, down, up, down. But 
of course, Juliette accepted.

Bounding across the endless fields of 
boughs and snow, snowflakes manoeuvred 
their way into Juliette’s dazzling face. 

Juliette thought that this truly was the 
best adventure of her life. Santa’s reindeer 
were dashing, well, more like sailing, in 
the bitter air to the topmost part of the 
immense tree. The sleigh bobbing behind 
like a bunny.

What a view! Juliette could see everything: 
the picnics, the gingerbread house (looking 
as tempting as ever) and even her drab, 
tedious place at the very bottom of the 
tree. An angel floated at the loftiest place of 
the whole tree, surrounded by knee-deep 
snow. She looked regal, but gorgeous in a 
silky, lacy shirt and miniskirt; its intricate 
designs finishing it off. “Hello Juliette,” 
came a voice as clear as anything. “Hello!” 
Juliette hopped from one foot to the other 
in her excitement. I have done it! I have 
met this angel and finally reached this 
perfect wonderland! Juliette thought in 
pleasure. The angel instantly took a liking 
to Juliette. “Juliette, come fly with me.”…

Soaring and swooping Juliette was a free 
bird. Just the feeling of it was great. Juliette 
thought it was definitely the best adrenalin 
rush ever. Air rushed against Juliette’s pale 
cheeks and wind lashed at her sides. Juliette 
danced through the air somersaulting and 
leaping. It was truly magical, but all too 
soon it was over.

As they touched the ground, the angel 
gained a serious face. “Juliette this is a big 
offer, you will need to work hard and do 
what I say… but there will also be plenty of 
fun. Juliette, would you like to live with me 
here in this winter wonderland?” Juliette 
could hardly contain her excitement. “Oh 
could I?! That would be amazing!”

So Juliette went to live with the angel and 
is having a magnificent life. She had had 
a thrilling adventure, but this was even 
better. Juliette was very grateful and the 
angel was quite amused. We will leave 

Juliette now to keep those thrilling 
snapshots in her mind and to take 

more and remember the best 
adventure of her life.

By Katie Staple
Age 10

doUBlEViEW – WA
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Meet our book reviewers: 
Caitlin, Emily, Cameron, 

Chloe, Ethan, Kai and 
Isabella from Year 5 at Rolling 

Hills Primary School in 
Mooroolbark, Victoria.

Reviews coordinators: Robyn English and 
Meredith Costain

400 Minutes of Danger
by Jack Heath (Scholastic)

400 Minutes of Danger is the latest book 
written by Jack Heath and it has a bit 
of everything for everyone. It contains 
ten stories packed with adventure and 
mystery.

I really enjoyed reading this amazing book. 
My favourite story was the jaw-dropping 
‘Mosquito’. It is about a class going to the 
jungle where there are gigantic mosquitos 
that terrorise anyone who goes near 
their nest. Another story I enjoyed was 
‘Enclosure’. Two boys break into the zoo 

at night and one of the boys gets trapped 
in the lion enclosure. The big cats were 
hungry and it was very tense.

The action in the stories starts straightaway. 
There is no ‘once upon a time’ or 
introduction at the start. If you have ever 
read 300 Minutes of Danger I am positive 
that you will really enjoy reading 400 
Minutes of Danger.

I still have one question: Is there going to 
be a 500 Minutes of Danger? If there is I 
hope it is as good as this book.

I would recommend this book for readers 
aged between 8 to13 and if you do end up 
reading this awesome book I really hope 
that you enjoy it as much as I did.

rating: ★★★★★★★★★★

— Caitlin Sheedy

Valdur The Viking and The 
Ghostly Goths
by Craig Cormick, with illustrations by 
Hanna Cormick (Ford Street Publishing)
This book is about the ghost Viking Valdur 
and his dog/dragon, ragna. After Valdur’s 
father and most of his crew are kidnapped 
by the ghost Goth pirates, Valdur sets off 
on a long journey to get him back again.

Together with the crew members who the 
Goths didn’t take, Valdur has to overcome 
many obstacles, including romans and 

mythical creatures. Will Valdur manage 
to escape from them?

The main villain Germanicus Bottom 
(leader of the Goths) wasn’t the nicest, by 
the way. Goths and Vikings don’t like each 
other so Germanicus and Olaf (leader of 
the Vikings) were never friends.

This book is funny — many parts in the 
book made me laugh — but behind the 
humour is an extremely amazing story. 
Every time I stopped reading I regretted 
it. I think Craig Cormick, the author, 
doesn’t like teachers that much because 
in many parts he makes them sound quite 
incompetent which also made me laugh.

BOOK 
REVIEWS
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Continued on page 16

I’d give this book a very high rating for 
its story, humour and characters. I would 
recommend this book to anyone between 
the ages of 8 and 12 who likes history and 
a bit of mythology.

rating: ★★★★★★★★

— Cameron Laity

Princess Parsley
by Pamela Rushby (Scholastic)

Princess Parsley is about a shy girl called 
Parsley moving up to high school from 
primary school. Meanwhile her dad has 

decided to form the Principality of Possum 
Creek which turns Parsley into a princess 
(which she is not very happy about.) He 
found it unfair the he could not start a 
market near where his family lived so he 
created his own country and made his own 
rules. Because of his actions Parsley starts 
to get bullied.

Do you think she should stand up for 
herself or stay hidden? If she stands up for 
herself she might get more opportunities, 
but if she stays hidden the bullies might 
not see her. What do you think she should 
do?

I think Princess Parsley is a great book. It 
did take a while for me to really get into it 
but when I did it was spectacular! Princess 
Parsley is a book that would suit many 
different readers.

rating: ★★★★★★★★★

— Emily Matthews

Figgy and the President
by Tamsin Janu (Omnibus)

This book is fantastic! It’s about a little 
upbeat girl named Figgy from Ghana 
who is an only child. Her friend Nana 
wants to become the President of Ghana 
which pushes a button in Figgy because 
she thinks that she needs to decide a job 
now, otherwise she will never get a good 
career! Figgy is a humble, determined, 
adventurous girl, who just wants to help 

everybody. But when her mother returns 
after an unexplained absence, it freaks her 
out a bit because she is scared.

I had many questions about the book 
whilst I was reading it. Why was Figgy 
freaked out to see her mother? Where did 
Nana’s parents go? Is Figgy ever going to 
find a job that she is interested in?

I really enjoyed reading Figgy and the 
President and I really wish that there were 
more books in the series. I believe that this 
book has quite a strong message which is 
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that everyone is loved and you don’t have 
to decide things right then and there.

The part I enjoyed most about this novel 
was when Figgy was chosen by the Obrunis 
(the white people) to audition for a movie. 
The amount of hard work that she put in 
to get the part was remarkable. I also really 
enjoyed when Nana was reunited with his 
Papa. It shows how much family means to 
everyone and that it can’t hurt to talk to 
people you are scared of.

I loved this book so much! I would highly 
recommend Figgy and the President to 
readers aged nine to twelve who love 
adventures and mysterious scenarios.

rating: ★★★★★★★★★★

— Chloe Fisken

The Incredible Powers of 
Montague Towers
by Alan Sunderland (Scholastic)
This book is fantastic and has quite a bit of 
smart humour that even adults will enjoy. 
It is about an orphan who has never seen 
his parents. One day while the rest of the 
orphans were on a holiday, a mysterious 
figure shows up dressed as a wizard and 
tells him that he could give him one super 
power every day. Montague was a little 
suspicious at first. The wizard told him he 

had already given him one when he met 
him: the ability to hypnotise. Now he must 
stop evil in six days!

This book can be a bit confusing at times 
because one of the character’s names keeps 
changing when he talks. But that’s the only 
problem for me. Everything else is great 
and well-written and organised.

I would recommend this book to 6–13 year 
olds who love action and comedy books.

rating: ★★★★★★★★★

— Ethan Bell

Against the Spin
By Michael Panckridge (Ford Street 
Publishing)
This is one of a set of books about sport 
by Michael Panckridge. Against the Spin is 
about a boy named Mitchell Grady who is 
a young, cool kid. He is new to the school 
and he is a good cricket player although his 
friend Liam (Bubba) couldn’t play cricket 
because of a mysterious head injury. Travis 
Fisk (Fisk) is a fast bowler and a powerful 
batter. He is hard to beat because he loves 
to break the rules. Mitchell thinks he is 
very arrogant.

The book is set in a school called Sandhurst 
Primary School that has lots of sporty 
people and lots of smart kids and good 
cricketers like the main character, Mitchell. 
The book focuses mainly on boys — Jack 
Crossly, Travis Fisk, Bubba, Chat Green 
and Jamie Stokes — but there are also girls 
in the story.

The book took me a bit to get into but the 
ending was awesome. There were game 
situations that I loved. If you are sporty this 
is the book for you but if not you can still 
enjoy the book as much as sporty people 
as the story is strong. Suitable for readers 
of all ages.

rating: ★★★★★★★

— Kai Dowlan

Ella Diaries #8 : Worst 
Camp Ever
by Meredith Costain, with illustrations by 
Danielle McDonald (Scholastic)
This book starts off with Ella writing about 
her bus trip and the cabin arrangements of 
going on camp. She is good friends with 
Zoe and Cordelia but NOT so good friends 
with Peach Parker. Ella is an enthusiastic 
character and has lots of great moments. 
She gets to do a lot of cool camp activities 
but Peach seems to always mess everything 
up. In all the Ella Diary books, Peach 
messes things up for Ella but her friends 
help her solve her problems so this one 
is no different. Ella is scared of going on 
some of the camp activities but she works 
out ways to overcome her fears.

I think this book is funny and a great book 
for primary school kids, especially girls. 
It is fiction but covers lots of things that 
we have experienced ourselves so it feels 
real. I was caught up in the story straight 
away. I am glad there are more books in 
this series and I can’t wait for the next one 
to be published.

rating: ★★★★★★★★★

— Isabella Palmer

Continued from page 15
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Mila wants to be a lion tamer like her parents,  
but isn’t allowed to practise on the real lions.  

So she takes matters into her own hands.

What happens when Agatha 
is accidentally locked in a 
dark room at kindergarten…
A story about learning to 
face your fears.

At the end of the 22nd century, the  
environment has collapsed, species  
have become extinct and the land  

can no longer support nature. From the  
ashes, a new style of wildlife is created.

Explore the extraordinary  
plant kingdom in all its glory!  
Learn how plants evolved and  

about the incredible adaptations  
they make to survive.

and the missing lions
Celeste Hulme

By Lance Balchin

Curated by  KATIE SCOTT and KATHY WILLIS

Botanicum

STORIES

LIFETHAT STAY WITH

YOU FOR
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They say the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree,
but what about the leaf? It is as often as forgotten.

It wishes just to fly away and take a chance,
but is drowned in the pool of doubt.

Would the leaf just crack on the journey,
that the leaf entrusts with the winds of fate?

Would the leaf fall into a place
that is unwanted and full of regret.

All these questions, all this doubt.
But why not take a chance.

Be like the courageous and impulsive.
Is this all worth the chance to be different?

A chance to be something bigger?
To be something else?

The difference between the leaf
and the tree is not the size that is given.

It is the ability to take a chance.
You see the tree is rooted down by its incapability

to be light and free.
It cannot go anywhere because of the roots

that tangle and dig itself deeper into the ground of regret and sorrow,
for a chance that is long gone.

Okay, yes, there is a sceptre of power to maintain itself
from the winds that blow.

But are the winds worse than regret?
So yes, the leaf should take a chance and if it shall turn to ashes,

at least the leaf shall not tarnish or wear,
in the midst of its destruction.

Thy should not grieve,
but do the complete opposite.

rejoice, for the leaf that has freed itself completely

By Cassandra Marie Jurkic
Age 12
doNCAStER EASt – ViC.

The Leaf and the Tree

The Scary Lightning and Thunder

ON A cold, mysterious, winter’s 
night, the lightning roared, the 
thunder banged and the sky split 

into pieces, oh no what shall we do?

I hear thousands of screams from 
little children, I feel the same, it looks 
frightening, it’s scary, it’s horrifying, 
and you might think you could die, let’s 

not think of that, all you have to do is get 
inside quick, safe and sound, it’s starting 
to rain, but the only thing you can fear 
is fear itself.

By Ava Abbott
Year 1, Cardiff Public School

CARDIFF – NSW
Teacher: Mrs Hardes

the scary Lightning and thunder Boom!

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

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

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

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

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

Oz Kids in Print 19November 2016



MY ANNOYING little brother 
woke me by jumping on the 
bottom bunk of my bed, shaking 

on the top bunk.

“AH, get off!” I kicked him on to my 
bedroom floor.

“Mummy, Danni kicked me!” I slid off 
my bed on to the floor and ran after my 
brother.

“Did not!” I shouted following my brother 
in to my parent’s room.

“Did so!” Liam shouted.

“Did not!” I gripped Liam’s arm. He started 
crying like a two year old even though he 
is five!

“Split up you two. Its seven thirty and its 
Saturday!” Dad pulled up the blanket and 
started snoring again!

I walked into the kitchen. Kinder my little 
dog, came running and I gave him a fuss.

“Kinder!” my little sister Katie came 
running in to the kitchen. I let Katie pat 
Kinder.

“KINDEr!” Mum walked in crossly.

“You’ve been chewing on my slippers!” I 
tried not to laugh.

“Outside for you!” Mum took Kinder’s 
collar and led her outside.

A HUGE Crash
“Give your siblings breakfast, I am in the 
shower!” Mum threw her slippers in the 
recycling.

“But mum!” I wined. Mum looked at me 
sternly.

“No BUTS!” Mum grumpily left the 
room.

I finally sat down after making mine and 
my siblings’ breakfast.

It was 9am; I was ready for my final game 
of soccer and I was in the car excited and 
happy until…

Mum was driving and I was next to her, 
we were singing along to the radio. Mum 
turned off the music and looked at the map 
to the soccer field.

“Danni we’ve gone the wrong way, we’ll 
have to do a U turn.” Mum slowed down 
and swerved into the middle of the road 
when the engine suddenly broke down.

“Oh no.” I was thinking out loud. The 
engine had broken down three times this 
week and mum had to dial the tow truck. 
That’s when I looked out the window and 
saw a motorbike doing three times the 
speed limit in the middle of the road.

“Mum,” I shook her arm still looking out 
the window.

“Shh I’m on the phone.” Mum looked at 
me then noticed the motor bike.

“I’ll call you back.” Mum stuffed her phone 
in her handbag and unclipped both our 
seat belts.

“GET OUT THE CAr!” Mum shoved her 
foot out her car door and locked it behind 
herself. Meanwhile I was frozen; I was still 
trying to open my door while the motor 
bike was HEADING CLOSEr! I kicked 
off both my shoes and tried to put one of 
the studs in the gap of the car door and 
the car to push the door open. Instead the 
stud on my favourite pair of soccer boots 
broke off.

I fiddled in my hair and found my bobby 
pin and tried to fix the door hinge, the 
bobby pin got bent and I broke the hinge, 
I had to think fast, the window!

I tried to wind it down, it was broken 
too!

I threw myself in the back and ruffled 
through my siblings’ toys, my brother’s 
rock collection!

“Perfect!” I thought.

I dumped out all the rocks on the seat and 
picked the biggest one, I threw it out the 
window.

“SMASH! “The glass shattered. The 
motorbike was so close, I flung myself out 
the window, I landed on the grass and my 
body rolled. The driver of the motor bike 
also flung himself at the last second and 
landed on the grass.

“DANNI!”I opened my eye.

“Mum?” Mum was crying.

“Danni you’re all right!” Mum knowing I 
was safe ran over to the man.

“Hi, I am Jacob sorry about your car.” Mum 
sighed a sigh of relief.

I ended out with a broken arm which I 
don’t mind, we’re getting a new car too!

By Eden Walker
Year 4, Grace Christian School

BUNBURY – WA
teacher: Mrs Bosman
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YELLOW light cast delicate shadows 
over the drained face of the willow 
like woman who stood, stooped 

over the marble sink. With shoulders 
racked with sobs, she scrubbed the scarlet 
stains that snaked up her wrists and arms. 
The stains covered her finely manicured 
finger nails, decked with diamonds that 
refracted the bathroom light through the 
layer of blood that coated them.

She clawed at her skin to rid herself of the 
blood but no amount of soap could rid 
the room of its nauseating smell, wafting 
through the air in waves raising bile in the 
woman’s throat. Neither could any sort of 
expensive soap that lined the marble sink, 
wash away the memories of a blood soaked 
knife that burned bright in her mind or the 
sickening feeling in the pit of her stomach 
that she had not heard the last of that 
man… she had to leave…

Laughter and the clink of champagne 
glasses from some room beyond the 
blood stained floors of the bathroom 
brought the women back from her trance 
like state, of course the party had still 
continued, she thought chiding herself 
for her forgetfulness. She turned to face 
herself in the mirror rimmed with gold 
interlacing patterns. Her pale satin dress 
was ripped and torn slipping from her 
narrow shoulders, the hem cloaked in 
scarlet and her shoes missing. As her eyes 
travelled up her body she finally caught 
sight of her face… Her silky hair that had 

been coiled in an elegant bun lay lose and 
dejected on the nape of her neck. The 
heavy eye makeup she had so dedicatedly 
applied that evening now lay like two black 
crescent moons that streaked down her tear 
stained face. Her eyes, red and blotchy had 
in the past few months become rimmed 
with the marks of age. The life seemed to 
have vanished from them leaving dark pits 
that housed the memories of the horrors 
of the past hour.

With hands shaking, she clutched at the 
bench. Her knuckles white and jutting up 
at peculiar angles as she fought the urge 
to be sick. Behind her the sharp echo of 
footsteps sent a cold breath of air down 
her spine and adrenalin pulsed through 
her veins like electricity. In the doorway 
stood a dark silhouette of a man loading 
a gun…….

“P-please… please…” Her feeble attempt at 
reason turned to pleading, her worlds hung 
limp in the blood stained air between the 
two of them. The woman who had killed 
and the man who would soon do so. He 
chuckled a high, cold laugh.

“Why would I spare you? How does that 
old saying go again, ‘an eye for eye’ I 
believe it is? Give me one reason why you 
should live.”

His sadistic smile held traces of amusement 
as the woman swallowed the fear screaming 
inside of her and raised her tear stained 

face to the attacker, “I have none,” she said 
as she took her final breaths.

A crack of gun powder, white light, 
the looming face of a murderer, then 
darkness.

By Juliet Rowley
Year 7, Ravenswood School for Girls

GoRdoN – NSW
teacher: Sharon Shapiro

Darkness

The Wild
This is the call of the wild

From the insects and bugs

The call of the wild

From the plants and the trees.

The call of the wild is so amazing!

From the animals,

From the sky

The call of the wild is an Epic Thing!

By Cristian Corvetti
Age 8

Mill PARK – ViC.
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MY NAME is Jada and I live with 
my parents, my twin sister and 
my baby brother. We live in a 

bowl like valley with hills surrounding us. 
I love to draw and write very unlike my 
twin sister. Her name is Ella and she likes 
shopping and fashion. My sister and I are 
completely different in not just personality 
but also look. Ella is taller and has long, 
wavy blonde hair whereas I am shorter 
with shoulder length black hair. We are 
both 11 (almost 12).

My little brother, James is only 1 and Mum 
and Dad are always too busy working so 
Ella and I always have to look after him 
but then Ella is always too busy hanging 
out with friends or shopping to care so 
I’m always stuck with him. He is so cute 
and I like him but I always want to do my 
own thing.

This particular morning I was very 
reluctant to go back down to the house 
because mum, Ella and I had to go clothes 
shopping. As I was walking back down 
the hill I noticed my parents and James 
getting into the car. I start walking faster 
and end up running the rest of the way 
to the house.

When I get to the house the car has 
already gone and I can hear Ella talking 
upstairs on the phone. I see note sitting 
on the table I walk over and pick it up. 
It says: “Dear Jada. We have just gone into 
town for a couple of hours to get some 
groceries and your birthday presents. Grab 
some breakfast and do your homework! 
From mum and dad.” “So much for going 
clothes shopping.” I think aloud. Suddenly 
I remember my art project and my heart 
lifts.

I grab some toast and some eggs and make 
a lot of clashing and clanging trying to 
make egg on toast. Half way through the 
makings Ella comes down with the phone 
and says, “Sorry Lily one sec, could you 
please make a little less noise?” “Ok, sorry!” 
I say sarcastically.

When I am finally done (I made a lot of 
extra clanging and clashing) I grab my 
artwork and sit down on the kitchen table. 
I sit there for a while but I just can’t think 
of what to draw. I mean it has to be good 
because if I win the schools competition I 

The Dream Flowers
will get to go to the state competition and 
then if I win that I will be the best junior 
artist of the state. But I just can’t think of 
what to draw.

A couple of hours later I hear the car drive 
up the driveway. I put my artwork away 
and run to the door. “Can I see my presents 
now?” I ask mum as she comes in with 
bags of stuff. “Yes, here you go.” Says dad 
as he walks in the door and hands me a 
bag. I look inside the bag hoping for a new 
camera but only find vegetables. “Dad!” I 
complain. “My real presents!” “Fine, in a 
sec.”

When we finished putting all the groceries 
away we all go sit down at the kitchen table 
and mum gives me a small package and 
Ella a pile of clothes. “We will just give 
you guys one for today and then tomorrow 
you can have the rest.” Says mum. “Ok, 
thanks.” I say. “I got that for you.” Gargles 
James. “Oh thanks,” I say as I tear open the 
package. Inside is a pearl bracelet. My heart 
drops down into my feet. “Umm Thanks.” I 
say half heartedly as I slip it over my wrist 
just to be polite.

For the rest of the day I plan for my birthday 
party tomorrow and try thinking of what I 
am going to draw for my art project. I just 
couldn’t figure out what to draw. I drew 
and redrew but I just couldn’t think of 
anything to put down on the page.

I was still sitting there when mum called 
us over for dinner. “Coming!” I call back. 
I put my project away and head to the 
table pondering what to draw. “Mhh! My 
favourite.” Ella and I say in unison as we 
sit down. “Great.” Says dad in a fake Italian 
voice. “Spaghetti for the birthday girls.”

After dinner I went on my iPad and looked 
for ideas to draw for my artwork. At about 
9:30pm I decided I had had enough on 
the iPad so I put it away and get into my 
pyjamas. As I am brushing my teeth I 
notice that I am still wearing the bracelet. 
‘Ahh’ I think ‘can’t be bothered to take it 
off.’ I hop into bed and fall asleep straight 
away.

That night I have a dream. The dream is 
about a girl. This girl has long dark brown 
hair; she is wearing a long, white, flowing 
dress that makes her look ghost like. In 
her hands is a bouquet of blue violets. She 
is gesturing for me to follow her. “Come 
on.” She mouths. She starts walking in to 
the forest behind her. “Wait!” I call after 
her but she didn’t stop. I started to follow 
her but then I heard mum’s voice in my 
head. “Don’t ever do whatever a stranger 
says!” But the thing is this strange girl 
didn’t feel like a stranger. It felt as if I had 
known her all my life. Like she was my best 
friend. So I kept walking, kept following 
the strange girl.

All of a sudden the ghost like girl 
disappeared behind a clump of trees. I 
ran up to them and in a clearing stood 
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the girl. But with her stood two more girls 
exactly the same as her but one of them was 
holding a bunch of roses and the other was 
holding a bunch of frangipanis.

Suddenly all the girls spoke at the same 
time. “roses are red, violets are skies, 
you will draw us and win the prize.” I was 
about to ask them what it meant but before 
I could there was a pop and mist drifted 
up from the ground. It was rainbow and 
smelt like perfume. When it died down 
the girls where gone and where they stood 
were three flowers. One was red as blood, 
one was as white as snow and the last one 
was as blue as a summer sky. I couldn’t 
stop thinking about what the girls said as 
I picked the flowers.

When I woke up the next morning I 
remembered the dream I had. I couldn’t 
figure out what the girls meant. I was 
about to get out of bed when I realised I 
was holding something. I looked down 
at my hands and there were three flowers 
one rose, one violet and one frangipani. I 
remembered how I had picked the flowers. 
‘But it was only a dream surly it can’t be 
real.’ I thought but when I looked down 
there they were.

I got out of bed and had a shower. The 
warm water made a shiver go down my 
spine and all the way through my legs. In 
the shower I thought about what the dream 
girls had said. “roses are red violets are 
skies, you will draw us and win the prize.” 
It puzzled me.

When I got dressed I went out to the 
kitchen to grab some toast but mum 
was standing over the stove and making 
pancakes. “Happy birthday, sweetie!” 
exclaimed mum. “Oh… thanks.” I said. 
I was too caught up thinking about the 
dream that I forgot it was my birthday.

Just then Ella came stomping down the 
stairs with bed hair and sleepy eyes. “Happy 
birthday!” Ella squealed with delight as she 
ran up and hugged me. “Same to you.” I 
said hugging her back.

After breakfast we all headed down to the 
local park. While we were setting up I kept 
thinking about the dream and what the 
girls had said.

Just before lunch all my friends started 
arriving. It was going to be a pretty big 
party with all mine and Ella’s friends I 
started opening all my birthday presents 

and I was a little bit disappointed that I 
didn’t get a camera. While I was opening 
them my mind was mostly on the dream.

Finally after playing a lot of party games 
and riding our bikes dad called us over for 
cake. The cake looked like Ella and I. One 
side was me and the other was Ella.

After the cake mum announced that there 
was one more very special present for us. 
Mum pulls out a $100 gift card to Target. 
“This is for… Jada!” Mum said with a 
cheeky grin. “OK, OK, it’s actually for Ella”, 
Mum said after a pause. Ella squealed with 
delight along with all her other friends. 

“And for Jada, we have this”, said dad as 
he pulled a box out of his bag. I ripped 
open the box and pulled out a camera. 
“Thank you so much!” I said as I ran up 
to my parents and wrapped them both in 
a big bear hug.

That night we had dinner and then went to 
watch TV in the lounge room. I grabbed 
my art project and sat down. At the end 
of the news there was a program about 
three girls that told people’s fortunes and 
the turned into flowers. It was called the 
dream flowers. ‘OMG” I thought. ‘That’s 
the exact same as my dream last night.’ 
I thought about what the girls had said. 
‘I’ve got it.’ My head screamed as I started 
to sketch.

The next day at school I handed in 
my artwork. “Thank you, Jada, it looks 
fabulous”, said my art teacher, Mrs 
Taylor. “Will you be entering it into the 
competition?” questioned Mrs Taylor. 
“Yes, I think so.” I said dreamily. “Good!” 
said Mrs Taylor.

After lunch that day the school competition 
was held in the library. Everybody stood 
next to his or her artwork and the teachers 
decided which one was the best. Suddenly 
I remembered that I still had the bracelet 
that I got for my birthday on. The next 
thing I know Mrs Taylor got up and 
announced the winner. “And the winner 
is drum roll please… Jada!” A round of 
applause rolled through the school as I 
went to collect my prize.

For the rest of the day people kept coming 
up to me and congratulating me for 
winning. The prize was a big sketchbook 
and some good quality lead pencils. I 
couldn’t wait to go home and tell my 
parents.

The bus ride home was torture. The big 
tough guys up the back kept teasing me. 
“Oh did nerdy werdy Jada get a prize for 
being the best nerd?” “No she didn’t, she 
won it for being the best artist in the whole 
school, and FYI I bet a kindergarten could 
draw better then you”, said my best friend, 
Jasmine. The boy blushed and backed off 
me. “Thank you so much!” I whispered to 
Jasmine. She smiled at me.

When I got home I told my parents about 
the artwork and winning. “So does that 
mean you will be going down to Sydney to 
compete in the state competition?” asked 
dad with delight. “Yes!” I said drawing 
them in for a big bear hug. “When is it?” 
asked Ella with a hint of boredom in her 
voice. “Tomorrow.” I said reading the note. 
“We can’t get you there!” said mum and 
dad at the same time with worried looks 
on their faces. “Oh don’t worry about it.” I 
said. “Mrs Taylor is going with me, we are 
flying tomorrow.”

That night mum and I packed my bags for 
going away. I don’t know why but I packed 
my pearl bracelet I got for my birthday. 
It seemed like it gave me good luck or 
something.

The next morning I said good bye to my 
parents and siblings and set of for the bus. 
Mrs Taylor was waiting at school for me. 
“Are you ready to go?” She asked. “Yes” 
I said with excitement. We drove to the 
airport and got on the plane. As the plane 
took off it felt as if I was being pushed up 
against my seat.

When we landed in Sydney we went and 
found our apartment. The apartment was 
small with two beds, a TV, a bathroom and 
a little kitchen. We unpacked our bags and 
had a snack. “Are you nervous?” asked Mrs 
Taylor. “Yes, a little bit.” I said.

When I was lying in bed that night I felt a 
bit homesick but I fell asleep after a while 
of starring at the roof. I woke up a couple 
of hours later sweating. I had had a dream 
were our house burnt down and my family 
died. ‘It’s just a dream.’ I thought. ‘I’m just 
nervous.’

I woke up the next morning to the smell 
of bacon and eggs. “Would you like some 
breakfast?” asked Mrs Taylor. “Yes please.” 
I said as I got into the shower. After the 

Continued on page 24
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shower we had breakfast and then went 
to the art ceremony.

After the ceremony was finished we went 
back to our apartment and got ready 
for the award winning ceremony. It was 
around five o’clock when we left the 
apartment.

At the city hall there were heaps of people 
including camera people. I went to the 
place that the instructor told us to go. I see 
the camera people walking our way so I 
hide behind the teacher until they go away 
to interview one of the other kids.

When everyone has settled down the MC 
comes on stage and goes on and on about 
how we are all very talented and it was a 
very hard decision for the judges to decide 
who the winner is. Then the mayor of 

Continued from page 23 Sydney comes out onto the stage and says 
basically the same as the MC.

After a couple more speeches I hear the 
camera crew say “has anybody seen Jada?” 
So I duck behind Mrs Taylor and hope they 
don’t see me. They come our way and I tell 
Mrs Taylor I have to go to the restroom. 
As I walk out of the bathroom I hear the 
judges calling my name.

People started swarming me and taking 
me up to the stage. When I was up there 
they had my painting there. “How does it 
feel to win?” asked the MC. “I am really 
surprised but also happy.” I say without 
really thinking.

“Ah, there she is!” Said the camera people 
as they walk up to me. “What inspired 
you to draw this special creation?” asked 
the interviewer. “Um.” I said wondering 
if I should tell the truth or not. “It was 

inspired by a dream I had once. About 
three girls who felt like best friends.” I 
said dreamily. “And what is it called?” She 
asked. “The Dream Flowers.” I replied. 
“OK, um, thanks Jada I think that is all we 
will get out of you”, said the interviewer as 
she turned to the camera. They gave me 
the prize which was a $1000 gift card to 
the art shop.

The rest of the night went past really 
quickly. Everybody came up to me and 
congratulated me on winning. When we 
finally got home I was exhausted so I went 
to bed straight away.

The next morning I woke up really early so 
I decided to go up on to the rooftop. When 
I got up I sat on one of the deck chairs and 
watched the sun rise. Just like I did on the 
first day of my story.

By Malaika Taylor
tHE CHANNoN – NSW

I have a place that I go when I dream
It’s not made of chocolate or cookies and cream

Be it constructed from pieces of wood
And fine rods of graphite, as all pencils should

It’s a place I can write, a place I can ponder
With pencil-lined halls through which I can wander

The trees offer paper on which I can draw
What little boy could ask for much more?

I roll out some paper and colour it blue
To make a nice river so pretty and true

When I sharpen my pencil, assuming it’s green,
It makes the most beautiful grass you have seen

The sun and the sky have that pencil drawn texture
And they don’t alter either; they’re a permanent fixture

It’s always a sunny summertime day
I love pencil world and wish I could stay

But alas, in the morning, we all must awake
My breakfast consists of toast and a shake
I do all my chores, looking forward to bed

when I go to a paradise contained in my head

By Jasper de Boer
Age 17

RolEYStoNE – WA

Pencil World
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Kristin Weidenbach

TAS
Christina Booth

Kate Gordon
Steve Isham
Sally Odgers

QLD
Kathryn Apel

Peter Carnavas
Brian Falkner

JE Fison
Katrina Germein
Sheryl Gwyther
Elaine Ouston

Marianne de Pierres
Dimity Powell

Angela Sunde
Michelle Worthington

NT
Leonie Norrington

ACT
Tania McCartney

Stephanie Owen-Reeder
Tracey Hawkins

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

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

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

With best wishes

Terrie Saunders 
Creative Net

Dear Literacy Educator

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

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



“DA D,  t here  are  s o  many 
treatments–”

“I know it’s hard, but you and 
your mum will be just fine.”

“I can’t be here. I can’t. I have to go.”

I should have cancelled the plane ticket.

My father had been sick for a long time, 
long enough that I thought he would keep 
on living. My therapist said putting my life 
on hold for him wouldn’t stop it coming.

His nurse rang an hour before I boarded 
with the news. I hung up on her. I didn’t 
cancel the plane ticket.

It’s been years since I spent that first flight 
knocked out by prescription valium and 
gritty scotch, unable to face never seeing 
him again, never being held by him again, 
never talking to him again. I would call 
my therapist every week until she told me 
that I had existed in denial for too long, 
that running, escaping, wasn’t going to let 
me heal. I cancelled my next appointment. 
And every one after that.

My dad’s voicemail stopped working a 
month after I left. The familiar utterance 
of “Hi, it’s Dan. Leave a message,” was 
replaced with an automated message 
saying the line had been disconnected.

“Can I get you something to drink?” 
the flight attendant asks the row of 
economy seats in front 
of mine. I’ve been sober 
for nine months now, 
so I’ll ask for a cup of 
instant coffee and a 
bottle of Ella Crawford 
complimentary in-
flight water. I’ll stare 
at the serving size 
bottles of alcohol he’ll 
have on the rack in 
front of him as he 
pours my coffee into 
a short white cup 
that’ll spill at any 
sign of turbulence.

My empty coffee 
cup sits  on the 
fold-down table. I 

Plane Ticket
stare out the window. I’ve seen the same 
view a thousand times and every time it’s 
something a little miraculous; this idea that 
I’m flying through the air past clouds and 
above oceans that I’ve probably swum in 
and cities that I’ve probably stayed in.

On a clear day, I’ll try to label the shapes 
I see in the clouds. Sometimes I’ll see 
a heart, or maybe a dog like the finger 
paintings I did as a child. Sometimes I’ll 
see the curve of my father’s nose and I’ll 
spend the the rest of the flight trying to 
see it again.

Today is not a clear day. The sky outside is 
enveloped by clouds so grey it looks like 
night and for the first time since those 
early days I’m scared the plane won’t land 
at our destination. Even if we land safely 
in another airport I don’t think I could get 
back on. I chose a flight with no layover 
just to avoid having the option to run.

The second meal of the flight is being 
packed up. My stomach is in knots. I 
haven’t touched anything but the bread 
roll. I hand over the tray and wipe crumbs 
off my lap. The flight attendant asks if I’m 
not feeling well. I shake my head.

“Not a good flier, huh?” asks the old guy 
in the seat next to me.

“Something like that.”

Ella Crawford I feel a hundred years old 
by the time the pilot announces thirty 

minutes to landing. I strap my seatbelt 
before he mentions it.

The cabin lights turn on and windows are 
opened fully. Flight attendants walk up and 
down aisles, asking passengers to adjust 
their seats and turn off electronics.

We land.

Getting off is always chaos. People shoving 
their way into the aisle, toddlers screaming, 
bags coming down from overhead storage. 
I sit in my seat and wait out the crowd.

Few are still around by the time I stand up 
and retrieve my carry-on. I walk slowly 
through the gates.

She’s there. My mother. The woman I left 
alone to grieve her husband for much too 
long. She lost both of us on the same day 
and I don’t know how she was able to tell 
me it was okay that first time I called her.

Time is moving too fast now. I want to turn 
around and walk right back on that plane, 
safe in the in between, with my clouds. I’m 
not supposed to be here. It’s all wrong. He’s 
not here. He hasn’t been here. I don’t know 
what to do.

I start to cry. She sees me.

“Hi, baby. It’s okay. It’s okay. You’re home 
now.”

By Ella Crawford
Age 17, Bradfield Secondary College

St lEoNARdS – NSW
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IT ALL started on a sunny, peaceful 
afternoon that was spoiled by our 
neighbor’s aggravating, rambunctious 

dog. He suddenly started barking loudly 
and the noise kept on getting louder, 
louder and louder! I become extremely 
impatient and frustrated, I charged out 
my house and gave my neighbour a piece 
of my mind!!

The dog’s owner politely apologised and 
walked inside with his growling dog. I 
marched back to my house and jumped 
back on my bed. I started dreaming about 
an awesome game where you had to earn 
point by shooting angry dogs which were 
running towards you. I just hated dogs, I 
thought of them as filthy, rotten creatures 
which dropped disgusting, slimy saliva 
around the house!

The very next day, the most irritating event 
was getting held in the nearby park, ‘a dog 
contest’! I had already mentally prepared 
for this horrible torture. I quietly sat down 
on a bench and glared at the horrible faces. 
Ohh!! How they just jiggled and wriggled 
their slimy tongues like they just don’t care! 
I felt tempted to grab one of those filthy 
tongues, spin them around like nunchakas 
and throw them like a javelin, all the way 
to the other end of the world!

The Dog Who Saved My Life!
I was about to return back to my house 
by crossing the main road and I turned 
around and looked again the ferocious 
faces. I was busy looking at the park 
and was not concentrating 
on the road. A giant truck 
was approaching me at full 
speed, but I didn’t bother 
looking at  the trucks’ 
direction. Finally, I turned 
around and focused on the 
road but it was already too late. 
The truck started approaching me closer 
and closer. Bam!

I couldn’t believe my eyes, I was on the 
other side of the road, safe and sound, 
but in the middle of the road laid a truly 
extraordinary creature who gave in his 
life. Before, I called him a disgusting, filthy 
creature but now I am speechless. This 
heroic, wonderful, lovely dog had saved 
my life, I was in extreme shock. I hurriedly 
called the vet ambulance and kneeled 
down next to the poor creature. Tears 
rushed down my cheeks and landed the 
soft, fluffy, silky skin of the unconscious 
dog. The animal was badly injured and 
bruised, the vet ambulance arrived and 
quickly took the injured animal away, and 
I followed the rushing ambulance with 
heavy heart.

In the hospital, I sat right next to the poor 
animal and regretted my choice. I carefully 
listened to the doctor’s words, ‘He is in 
critical condition.’ The next time my eyes 
opened, was when I felt wet water getting 
licked on my cheeks. My face started 
to bloom like the spring roses, my eyes 
watered with tears of happiness and I felt 
so energetic and so joyful! That was the day 
that I knew that I would spend rest of my 
life working with dogs. I started working 
as a dog trainer and I’ve never regretted it 
since then!!

By Kalp Chhangani
Year 6, Rossmoyne Primary School

RoSSMoYNE – WA
teacher: Mrs Macdonald

Goodbye
It was my chance

I heard the starting gun beside the track.
Cheers could be heard from every direction.

I heard her shouting
Although I was out of breath, the little voice in my head kept saying

“Keep going, keep going”
I pushed myself harder

Just as I finished, loud cheers could be heard everywhere
I lay down, but this time the little voice in my head didn’t say to stand up

I was breathless, everything ached
Then little things started fluttering around me

They brought me peace
Suddenly I heard a lullaby that I hear every night

If I awake and am not here
I’ll be rising into the sky

To a place where everything is peaceful
Goodbye

By Samantha Samuels
Year 2, Austin Cove Baptist College,

SoUtH YUNdERUP – WA
teacher: Mrs C Posekany
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Beyond the shadows
Lurks a new beginning

As the Earth is always spinning
There is an end
To all pretend
There is a start

To a beating heart
A blocked door

That can evolve into more
A huge snake

That’s a road you can take
An evil mind

Can in turn learn to be kind
Beyond the shadows

Where nobody knows
A new future unfolds

Unfolding crease by crease
A newborn piece

The past is now locked away
No more dwelling on yesterday

Everything is black
Follow the right track

By Anna Zupo
Year 11, Nazareth College
dANdENoNG NoRtH – ViC.

Beyond the Shadows

This is a story about a scrawny boy who 
taught the Cyclopes how to forge weapons 
of great power and magic. This child’s 
name is Promephobe (snicker). Back 
when he was young weird names were 
given to all children. His parent’s names 
were Otis and rhea. Promephobe’s parents 
encouraged him to forge all morning and 
afternoon. They told him it would help the 
world in a way that the Oracle thought was 
important.

In his early years, he was put in a wooden 
box by his parents as the Oracle instructed. 
Within the box with Promephobe was 
also a snake which curled around him 
and squeezed out his mortal essence and 
he became immortal. When Promephobe 
was just three years old he was so skilled 
at forging he could forge a sword in four 
minutes that could cut through four 
bamboo sticks in one chop! By the time 
he was six he reduced the record for the 
world’s fastest forged knife from eight 
hours to eight seconds. When Promephobe 
was twelve he became the most popular 
blacksmith in the world.

Two years later, there was a fire at his house, 
and like all tragic stories Promephobe’s 
parents died trying to save his life. This 
was a stupid idea because Promephobe 
was immortal and they were not. However 
because he was immortal this did not mean 

Cyclopes weren’t the first Blacksmiths
he couldn’t be injured and he was left with 
a burn mark that he carried forever. Back 
to his parents, with their dying breaths 
they gave Promephobe a blessing that 
previously only the Oracle could give. 
By the way the Oracle was Promephobe’s 
aunty.

Promephobe wandered from town to 
town and had no luck in seeking a home. 
Eventually, he reached a town where 
children had names like ours, and that’s 
where he met Violet. Violet was so cute 
when she giggled that Promephobe didn’t 
mind when she laughed at his name. Violet 
asked him where he lived and Promephobe 
told her that his parents had died and he 
was a wanderer so he had no home. Violet’s 
parents let him stay and over the years 
they became better and better friends. 
Eventually they got to the gross point... 
Marriage (gag).

Two years later Violet gave birth to 
Cyclopes’ triplets. They were called Otis 
(after Promephobe’s father), Polybotes 
(named after the fierce keeper of the 
golden fleece) and Bores (named after the 
gentle one hundred handed Cyclopes). 
Promephobe taught his children to forge 
(wait what about the blessing?). Well the 
blessing was that his children would be 
able to forge weapons with great magic 
and power.

Eventually like all the best immortals, 
Promephobe faded from history which 
is probably why you have never heard of 
him. But seriously someone had to teach 
the Cyclopes how to forge weapons. The 
Cyclopes continued to forge great weapons 
including the weapons for the Greek Gods 
like Zeus’ thunderbolt and Poseidon’s 
trident.

The moral is of the story? Will we need 
to forge over the disasters of the past or 
make sure your Aunty is an Oracle. I’ll let 
you decide.

By Liam Tonev
Year 5, Age 10

dUNCRAiG – WA
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I C A N  h e a r 
s h o u t i n g , 
heavy footfalls 

over the rubble, but 
I can’t move because my 
paws are buried, I can see blood but 
if it’s from me I don’t know. For 30 
solid minutes I have been stuck 
here like this yelping and howling 
willing someone to hear, but no one 
has. I close my eyes and remember about 
1 hour earlier. It was snowing but I was 
safely inside the apartment stretching 
luxuriously on my special cushion while 
my owner was talking worriedly on the 
phone, I caught a word, it was something 
like magnitude but I was too busy yawning 
and grumbling to hear the rest, but I was 
soon to find out what it all meant. The 
ground began to shake, my owner yelled 
at me to come to him I bolted to him; he 
picked me up in his strong reassuring arms 
and ran. Big chunks were falling off the 
buildings like small meteorites, this was 
worse than anything I’ve ever experienced 
then .... I open my eyes, someone is 
stumbling past very close to me, obviously 
looking for survivors, I start to yelp and 
howl with all my strength that I have left. I 
then hear a shout “I found something come 
help me!” more men are coming, pulling 
and heaving bits of concrete and rock. 
Finally I’m able to move my head then I 
look down to see what is causing most of 
the pain and at once I wish I hadn’t, I see a 
metal wire poking straight though my leg. 

Tide turns in with swish of fin,
Tall kelp sway in moonlight rays.

Stormy waves hold dark blue shades,
Golden sand glides through rock land.

Thunder plays with seawater sprays.
There’s a dash of crisp air with salt here and there,

The waves whisper secrets of a dark water weakness.
Come too close, you’re lured in,
Stay away, you just might win.

Against wet rocks lives slimy moss.
The bright moonlight rays fall upon the ocean floor,

Neptune sweeps up a strong sea storm.
Come to this place,

Come in your dreams.
And listen close to the sea secrets.

By Cameron Lilagan
Year 5, Saint Brigid’s Catholic Primary School, HEAlESVillE – ViC.

teacher: Mrs.Cathy dunn

Harry’s Story

Then everything slowly drifts away until 
everything goes black.

“Oh gosh this is really bad” “yeah poor 
little guy” “do you think he will be okay?” 
all of this seemed to come from far away, 
like trying to listen to something down 
a tunnel. After some time I realise that 
someone is stroking me, it feels nice, but 
it still doesn’t help the pain subside. I don’t 
want to look down it hurts too much. It 
feels like a wound that will never heal. 
“I think there’s a vet, Josh has managed 
to get to come, here he is now” then sure 
enough a round faced man swam into 
view this was obviously the vet. He bent 
down and stared at my blood stained leg. 
“Thank the heavens the surgery wasn’t 
damaged too badly” muttered the vet then 
he straightened up and said “right do you 
have any transport to get me and the dog 
back to the surgery?” “I think we could 
put you on a helicopter” said one of the 
workers. The vet nodded then pulled up 
a case and opened it, just then I decided 
that this was enough I started to whimper. 

The vet looked at me kindly then 
put a needle near my shoulder. I 

start to fall asleep trying to ignore 
the stabbing pains in my leg.

When I finally wake up I feel drowsy. The 
pain in my leg has decreased, it still stung 

though.

“Hey there boy” said the same round 
faced man; I look down at my leg it was 
covered in bandages. I looked up at the 
man indignantly, he just smiled and said 
“you were lucky that those workers found 
you” I kept staring at him wondering 
why he was looking at me in a funny way 
“you’ve got a visitor” he said. And at that 
moment someone came striding through 
the doors. It was him, my owner! I barked 
in delight and almost forgot my leg. After 
lots of sniffing and licking, he turned to 
face the vet and said “well tell me the worst 
doc” the vet grimaced and said “it going to 
be an amputation at least I’m afraid”.

A few days later the vet said I was ready 
to ‘go under the knife’ as Tim (my owner) 
called it. Tim was there holding both of my 
front paws when the amputation happened 
and when I woke up again to become a 
three legged dog.

By Emily Barker
Year 6, Eltham North Primary

EltHAM NoRtH – ViC.
teacher: Michelle Mercer

Sea Secrets
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My First Day
Into the World

“AHH!” I yawned pleasantly. 
I opened my eyes from a 
deep and long ‘sleep’, looking 

around again – my super comfortable birth 
world. It was ‘black’, ‘warm’ and full of cozy 
‘water’, and the water was full of ‘nutrients’. 
I remembered that before I slept, mummy 
and I had a ‘talk’. I told her I wanted to go 
‘outside’ – I thought I was ‘old’ enough 
to be out and hungered for adventure! 
(The world outside is so attractive and 
mysterious to me)! Mummy patted my 
‘big’ head and agreed: “Of course, your 
mummy can’t wait too, my little possum.” 
So we had an agreement that we would 
work together for my exit. The right time 
would be after my last sleep!

After ‘in-taking’ enough nutrients, I 
was full of ‘energy’ and I thought – I am 
rEADY to go out!

“Pat pat!” I used my mini right fist to hit 
the wall of my ‘home’, which was mummy’s 
‘tummy’ – mummy told me. Giving her 
the signal that I was ready to go out. “Oh, 
there’s no response. Mummy hasn’t got 
my signal or maybe she is busy preparing.” 
“Bang bang!” I used my mini left fist to pat 
mummy’s tummy more hardly, and wait. 
After a while – “yes! – it responded back.” 
I felt the warm water that I live in, move 
ever so slightly, then more, and more… 
“Ah, mummy has answered me.” I heard 
the gentle pats on the’ wall’ of my home and 
the ‘light strokes’ on my little head. These 
told me that we needed to start to ‘work’ 
together – to make my ‘dream’ – ‘seeing’ 
the ‘world’, come true!

I straightened my neck and head. I 
stretched my limbs. The cosy water around 
me stirred. I was waiting. Then I could 
hear mummy’s light moan. Suddenly I 

saw a flash of ‘light’ above my head. I 
knew I needed to go to that place. That’s 
the place mummy waited for me! I was so 
excited: taekwondo and karate both I did. 
My nutritious ‘environment’ stirred like 
a tsunami. Now I could hear mummy’s 
moan louder and louder, with the same 
rhythm of my movement. I was more 
excited, did more kung-fu. I could feel 
an enormous strength help me – help me 
closer and closer to the ’bright’ place – the 
‘sun’. – I knew that came from mummy! 
Gradually I could feel some ‘fresh wind’ 
come in. – Later I could even ‘breathe’ 
some of this ‘fresh air’! This new nutrient 
gave me huge strength. The pressure on 
my head was lighter and lighter... “3,2,1!” 
Push! “Whoosh!” – I flew into the air – all 
around me was so ‘bright’ – mummy’s 
moan stopped. I was OUT! We were 
successful!

I was out – into to the ‘outside’ – the 
rEAL world – the HUMAN BEING’S 
WOrLD!!!

“Ohhhh my eyes!” It was very ‘bright’ 
everywhere. ‘Things’ were all strange to 
me. Several ‘ladies (humans)’ were around 
me and watching me. “What a lovely little 
baby! Congratulations to you, Mr and Mrs 
Ahearn, you’ve got a very beautiful little 
young lady!” I heard the ‘voice’ and being 
held up – I saw two extremely familiar 
loving faces – “they must be daddy and 
mummy! The ‘little young lady’? – it must 
be me!” I was so proud!

“Whack”… my little bum was ‘smacked’ a 
bit. ”Waaaah” I started crying. And then 
all ‘faces’ disappeared. I felt some warm 
‘liquid’ being poured on me, then soon I 
was in a warm ‘wrap’, then in a big warm 
cradle.

In the blurriness, I saw a caring face 
looking at me. “My little baby, my little 
Caitlin, how are you? Welcome to the 
family.” This was daddy’s voice – the voice 
I have heard countless times.

I felt the rocking. I heard the ‘singing’: 
“You are my sunshine, my only sunshine. 
You make me happy when clouds are 
grey… “. This ‘song’ I also heard numerous 
times when I was in mummy’s tummy. It 
companies my ‘growth’!

During the enjoying and relaxing moment, 
a ‘soft teat’ of a bottle was put in my mouth. 
“Suck” – my ‘instinct’ – the ‘nice sweet’ 
stuff flowed into my mouth – “Oh no, I 
even forgot about my hunger!”

The feeling in the world – the real world 
was so fantastic! The things in the world 
were so amazing! The food in the world 
was so yummy! Thanks daddy and mummy 
for giving me life! Thanks mummy for 
carrying me! Thanks the doctors for 
helping mummy and I!

The empty ‘bottle’ I was sucking was 
removed. With my full little stomach, I 
was so satisfied. I was so relaxed in daddy’s 
rocking cradle! Breathing daddy’s aromatic 
smell and hearing his ‘you are my sunshine’ 
melody, my brain was lighter and lighter, 
swirling in a ‘rainbow’ space. I felt like I 
was back, floating in mummy’s cosy water 
pool. Floating… floating… floating to 
mummy…

* I only learnt words from mummy’s teaching 
later, so all humans’ words, in my writing, 
have been put in “ ” to show this.

By Caitlin Wen Ahearn
Age 11, St. Auburn – NSW
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IT WAS a lonely night as the wind 
whistled and the curtains stirred 
outside my lonely bedroom. I was 

dragging my heavy luggage out the door 
getting ready to leave my life behind me. 
Everything I have worked for, gone.

I had recently been made captain for the 
netball team, but then we were caught 
trying to escape the misery of this country. 
My mum, dad and I had been taken captive 
by our new ruler in Minito, a secret land 
full of love, hope and peace until King Suro 
came along with powerful dark magic our 
country despised and hated for the evil 
it brought to the heart. He banished our 
previous ruler Queen Milany who had a 
pure heart where she would continue to 
suffer until she met her end in hell. We 
were forced to entertain King Suro; play 
cruel sports purely for his pleasure and 
serve him as a servant and we were known 
as 9, 10 and 11 but nothing more.

Finally, there was an open opportunity for 
us to escape. We went without a second 
thought. We stayed disguised as we 
searched for shelter, but everyone closed 
their doors on us. King Suro had broken 
our country, stolen our love, crushed our 
peace and drained our hope. We waited 
for days letting the rain trickle down on 
us soaking our luggage, leaving us lonely 
and miserable. We had no choice but to 
sell everything we owned except for what 
we were wearing. Afterwards we bought 
tickets for a risky boat ride from some 
cheap and suspicious men. I knew our 
safety wasn’t guaranteed, but staying here 
would crush my soul and drive me mental. 
Anywhere but here I thought, although I 
had a feeling one day I would return and 
stop this chaos.

We trudged through the mud to the boat 
that would lead us to a new start. We were 
travelling to Singapore, a beautiful country 
filled with luscious gardens. The condition 

of the boat disgusted me; it was covered in 
filth, dirt rubbish and oil with a thin cloth 
protecting us from the rain. It was going 
to be a long depressing trip. Our family 
was directed to a corner of the boat where 
we would remain until we arrived at our 
destination. I cautiously leant over the 
side of the boat and noticed a thick dark 
red liquid dripping down the side. Blood. 
I was nervous of the journey ahead. I was 
hoping for a new start, a new life. My face 
was filled with grief and despair as I felt a 
cold wet tear drip down my face and into 
my mouth. The whistle sounded and the 
boat started sailing, breaking the surface 
of the water. The last I saw of my country 
was the sand dancing in the ripples as I 
looked forward into the gloomy fog and 
awaited my destiny.

By Amalie Harding
Year 6, Greenslopes State School

GREENSloPES – Qld.
teacher: Mrs Micallef

Goodbye Minito

Sadness
Sadness looks like a crying kid,

Like a bawling baby,
Like a desperate dog,
Like a terrified toad.

Like a moaning monkey with nowhere to go.
Sadness feels like a broken bone,

Like an unable organ,
Like a reasonable regret,

Like a bad blue,
Like a missing mum that disappeared into nowhere.

Sadness tastes like a big blood drop,
Like an ordinary ulcer,

Like an off orange,
Like a mouldy mandarin,

Like a terrible tear running into your mouth.
Sadness sounds like a washing wave,

Like a broken bubble,
Like a popper popped,

Like a silly silence,
Like a bad baby crying to hell,
Sadness is awful in every way.

By Codey Jackson
Year 4, Yarragon Primary School

Yarragon – ViC.
teacher: daniel Riddle 
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“The soul of a journey is liberty, perfect 
liberty, to think, feel, do just as one pleases.” 
– William Hazlit

THE SUN beat the parched ground, 
creating cracks in the dusty earth. In 
the shade of a baobab tree, a young 

girl sat kneading bread. Her eyes were 
dark, nestled together in concentration, 
and stray hair escaped from the brightly 
coloured scarf wrapped loosely around 
her head. She worked quickly, turning 
and pressing the bread on a small wooden 
board. Her mother sat nearby, nursing the 
youngest of her four brothers. The rest 
were at school, a single classroom two 
hours away from their village. In the heat 
of the near-afternoon, the girl baked the 
bread, slowly, on the embers of a dying 
fire.

“Sabra!” The girl’s mother called and she 
left her work to scoop her brother into her 
arms. He began to cry, eyes widening in 
annoyance at the disruption to his feed. 
Sabra rocked him gently, shushing him 
softly, trying to remember the words of 
the lullaby her mother used to sing to her. 
They came to her like rain drops, falling 
slowly from her lips. Her brother smiled 
and caught the words in his arms until his 
eyelids began to droop with the weight 
of sleep. Sabra placed him carefully on a 
mat inside their hut before returning to 
her mother, who sat wistfully beneath the 
baobab tree. She was thin, clothes hanging 

loosely on her body. Her lips were as dry 
as the earth and her vacant eyes reflected 
the emptiness of the village, the broken 
prosperity of people without money, 
children without food, and wives without 
husbands – forced to trade the love of 
their family for a greater love; that of their 
country and their army. Sabra knew that 
the dry plains of Sierra Leone weren’t kind 
to the poor. Poor women especially.

Neither Sabra nor her mother could read. 
Sabra had been to school once, for a year, 
before her father had been conscripted 
into the army and she’d had to stay home 
to care for her mother and their farm. 
Men in green had taken him away with 
an authority that even Sabra knew could 
not be questioned. That same day men in 
blue came too, giving rice to the village 
and milk to her brother, as well as buckets 
to the women to collect water from a new 
pump they had built, only half an hour 
away. One woman, with brown hair and 
kind eyes had also given Sabra a book. A 
real book, with pages, and pictures, and 
words that Sabra couldn’t understand. But 
she could understand the pictures. And, as 
the woman read the words, Sabra moved 
her arms above her head and pointed her 
toes to copy them. The woman had laughed 
and said, “A true ballerina!”

Sabra was older now, and the village 
chief had forbidden her to dance around 
with her skirt flying behind her and her 
headscarf billowing in the wind. But she 
still read the book, loved it even, with 
a fascination that gave her continual 
happiness. It was this book that she 
showed her mother now, pointing at all 
the beautiful skirts that, as she explained, 
wouldn’t get dusty because they didn't fall 
on the ground, but stuck out to the sides 
instead. She studied the ballerina buns 
carefully and had, in secret, begun to tie 
her hair in a similar way beneath her 
scarf. She explained to her mother how 
they stretched and leaped and twirled and 
balanced to make everyone smile, bathed 
in a spectacular light that would have to 
be brighter than the sun, for the beauty it 
afforded the dancers. Sabra looked up at 
the sun now, and the shadows it created as 
its light collided with the twisting branches 
of the baobab tree. Her mother looked 
too, and smiled to herself. Her daughter’s 
vivid imagination was unrivalled. From 

the moment she was born she had laughed 
with the sun and cried with the storm. She 
had chased her brothers around the farm 
and, when the crops had failed two, three 
times over, she had skipped joyfully across 
the fields, scattering seeds as she scattered 
her happiness, making everyone who knew 
her smile.

Sabra closed the book gently and held it 
to her chest before returning it to her mat. 
She gathered a large jug to collect water, 
balancing it on her head before walking 
slowly, casually, towards the last hut in 
the village. It was a short journey to the 
water pump – only an hour. An hour of 
freedom for Sabra to think, feel and do as 
she pleased. An hour alone. She quickened 
her pace and looked behind her to ensure 
she could not be seen behind the thin layer 
of foliage separating the village from the 
wide, open plains of Sierra Leone.

Slowly, as she walked further and further 
from her hut, she took up her skirts in 
her arms and leapt forwards, stretching 
her legs in front of her and behind her, 
thrusting her body forwards as she flew 
up, up, up and away from the drought that 
kept so many hungry, away from the cries 
of children whose salty tears fell down 
starved faces, and away from the soldiers 
who came to the village to demand men 
and money, spending human life like 
coins. Sabra’s feet struck the ground as she 
landed, but she did not stop. She threw 
herself into a thousand pirouettes, blinded 
by the brilliant colour of her billowing 
skirt. She surged forward and leapt once 
more, across failing crops and childless 
mothers. She skipped and flew, and flew 
and skipped until she arrived, too soon, at 
the water pump. She curtseyed, filled her 
jug and returned to the path for an encore 
performance, encouraged by the deafening 
applause of her audience – the wind. As 
she approached the village, her routine 
came to an end. She slowed, floated to the 
ground and placed the jug breathlessly 
on the dusty ground beneath the baobab 
tree. Sweat trickled down her neck as she 
stood up, brushed off her skirts and walked 
inside, eager to piece together her next 
performance.

By Imogen Biggins
Age 16

RoZEllE – NSW

The Baobab Tree

32 Oz Kids in Print November 2016



Oz Kids in Print 33November 2016



IT WAS a breezy peaceful morning and 
the sun rose bright blue. The blossom 
trees scattered across the kingdom of 

Shinzo. The townspeople chatted to one 
another as they were trading bags of food 
and resources for all to have. Between 
rich and poor, all were equal. The poor 
and the rich lived peacefully side by side. 
It didn’t seem like war was upon them at 
all. The only reason why they felt safe was 
all because a group of people, People who 
are at the highest of its power. They were 
not just ordinary people, they were royals 
with rich unique blood. Blood that were 
past down for many generations. Blood 
of dragons. They always prayed a miracle, 
but they didn’t know a miracle were living 
with them. They always wore smiles on 
their faces as they were glad they could live 
in peace. As the townspeople were doing 
there business giving out food and more, at 
the top of the small town’s village was very 
elegant, large castle that was at the top of a 
very healthy hill… 

“Come here to Shinzo where your family 
is” Masaki said as he pulled out a hand for 
me to grab.

“No… come to Chizaru where you belong 
as princess of the dragon” said Ozaru as his 
face showed concern.

“You must choose… Shinzo or Chizaru” 
they both said in unison. My face froze 
in shock, who was that I was going to 
choose?, I love them so dearly… both 
of them… I surely don’t want to choose 
between two kingdoms… why? Why must 
I choose?. This is pain… it hurts my heart 
so much… why?’ My eyes began to become 
watery, tears? My eyes were overflowed 
with tears of pain and sorrow. I looked up 
and made eye contact with them. Still felt 

like hundreds of knives shattering into 
my back.

“I – I” I began to speak out while sweat 
dropped from my forehead and my cheeks 
overflowed with liquid. “Who is it?” said 
Masaki. Who…

“Wake up, lady Kiyomi!!” emerged a voice, 
a small groan came out of Kiyomi’s mouth 
as she slowly began to open her eyes. The 
world began to form within a blink of an 
eye, a bright pastel room was within eye 
sight. To the left was a fancy brown drawer 
that held shiny jewellery and other rare 
possessions. To the right was an empty 
space with a very large white door painted 
in with fancy designs.

“Hm? I – Is something the matter… ?” she 
asked while rubbing her sore eyes.

“Sorry for the sudden awake lady Kiyomi, 
your brother is waiting in the training yard 
for practice, please be there” the person 
said as she chuckled.

“Thank you Kyu, tell him I’ll be there 
soon…” she replied with a worrisome face. 
It seemed as though she was surrounded 
in nothingness…

“What was that strange dream… who’s 
Ozaru? And me? Princess of Dragons?” 
she mumbled while feeling her sweating 
forehead as her hands were shaking 
uncontrollably.

“What is the matter Lady Kiyomi?” asked 
Kyu while she began to clean the room, 
starting with the window to the left.

Kiyomi snapped out of her thoughts and 
had realised reality.

“H-huh oh… nothing…” she swallowed, 
while staring away in sadness.

Kyu just shrugged and looked away before 
she continued to clean her master’s room. 
Kiyomi rubbed her aching forehead before 
releasing a loud sigh from her mouth. She 
got up from her bed as it made a slight 
creak sound, her hands laid side to side and 
her pink shaded elegant long hair swayed 
behind. Her eyes glowed the shades of blue 
like the ocean seas.

She still had an unusual mark on her 
right eye. It represented the royals for 
generations. Something about it seemed 
to glow from the rest of the world, Kiyomi 
didn’t really understand much about the 
royals’ mark but always used it as a gift 
from her mother and father who had sadly 
died in war. Her cheeks bloomed bright 
pink and her smile always seemed to shine 
through the darkest of times… she WAS 
the princess of Shinzo after all. She walked 
towards the tall door and swiftly opened 
the door knob where a creaking sound was 
made. Kiyomi looked down to hide her 
sorrowed face, her face looked like she was 
holding guilt. What guilt? She wasn’t sure 
herself, she was full of jumbled pieces.

Kiyomi didn’t understand any one bit 
of the sudden dream that had collapsed 
onto her mind. What was it? It seemed as 
though this mysterious dream was going 
to concern her throughout the day or even 
for a longer time. Lady Kiyomi began to 
unsteadily walk to the bathroom where she 
soon slumped onto the edge of the bathtub 
while giving a loud sigh.

“All right… . 20 minutes max” she spoke 
while undressing herself. As those 20 
minutes had passed, Kiyomi had gotten 

Infamous Bloodlines
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a pair of her battle clothes that laid neatly 
along the edge of the counter table of the 
sink.

It was a very fancy, elegant snow white 
kimono with glowing light blue outline. 
It has a very long teal bow that hung low 
as long as the thighs. There was a blossom 
flower named Ikebana that were worn by 
the women of all over Japan. Kiyomi was 
finishing up her kimono as she placed the 
blossom flower onto the side of her cherry 
pink hair and happily walked to the exit 
of the door.

Walking to the training yard, a small 
figure in red was standing next to the 
archery area. Strongest of the strong, it 
was the prince of Shinzo. Kiyomi smiled 
as she saw her wise brother waiting for 
her. His name was Misaki Miyoko, Wisest 
of the wise and strongest of all, he was 
known for his excellency in ruling such 
a kingdom. He is noted for saving many 
lives and helping the people in need, rich 
or poor he knows equal for all. Misaki is 
a high-skilled swordsman who used such 
a legendary sword that was passed from 
the royal for generations. It is a sword 
carved by the hands of their ancestors 
who were infamous because they had 
unusual features of a dragon such as claws, 
wings, scales etc. They used to kill their 
preys in such brutal methods. They were 
unstoppable. They ruled. They conquered. 
They were everything.

Kiyomi finally reached to the training yard 
along with her brother who she tackled 
to the ground making him release a ‘oof ’ 
sound. She laughed in return.

“Hey big brother, sorry for taking long” she 
shouted while giving him a goofy smile. 
“Happy as always, c’mon Kiyomi we shall 
practise in the training yard.” He began to 
lift himself up from the soft green grassy 
field that covered most of the kingdom. 
As time flew by, it’s been at least 4 hours 

since they started and things were getting 
exhausting.

“All right Kiyomi, that’s enough! Well done 
little sister, we shall continue tomorrow, 
you’re excused.” And with that, Misaki 
went off to do his other duties as a prince, 
as for Kiyomi, she had wondered off into 
the famous forest in the borders of Shinzo 
named, Nagi Forest. As she wandered 
off in the cherry pink forest, a sudden 
shadow appeared. Kiyomi stopped and 
glared in the direction that she thought 
she saw something, a single sweat dropped 
onto her forehead and the atmosphere 
tensed. She shook her thoughts away and 
continued to walk along the white grass. 
A sudden voice soon emerged and Kiyomi 
looked around curiously though, again saw 
nothing but then… A unknown shadow 
appeared at the speed of light as an unusual 
trail of magic flowed behind the figure.

His watchful stares pierced through her 
back that grew like a dagger stabbed her 
a heart, like the whole world staring at 
her every movement. Kiyomi frantically 
looked around trying to find the shadowy 
presence when a built arm clasped onto 
her mouth. All you could hear were the 
little noises of muffling that isolated the 
white forest.

“Someone hel–” Kiyomi cut off as a funny 
smell blocked her lack of conscious. She 
soon felt numb, a vision of the unknown. 
Her head felt crazy and she suddenly felt 
sleepy.

“What is happening to me?! Who is this 
person?! Where am I being taken?’ She 
thought as she finally closed her eyes and 
felt nothing but the smooth breeze that 
washed her face.

“I’m glad you’re okay…” The voice spoke 
before Kiyomi lost full conscious of 
everything. Surrounded in nothingness. 
Blank.

Isolation… Desolation… Detachment… 
The light faded and the dark erupted… 
“I feel nothing… just a gaze of darkness 
controlling me… just… nothingness…”

Hours possibly days, Kiyomi had finally 
awoken from a slumber filled with nothing 
but darkness. “Kiyomi-chan!” A boyish 
voice emerged as the sudden sobs could 
be heard. When Kiyomi looked to the 
right, she could see the over filling tears 
of relief from the masculine figure. “Are 
you okay?!” He shouted as he jumped on 
Kiyomi, giving her a tight hug. Kiyomi was 
utterly confused, ‘Who were these people? 
Where am I? Why did they kidnap me?’ 
Kiyomi thought while feeling a sudden 
pain on her upper limb. She didn’t even 
bother to look as she was more concerned 
of the people surrounding her. The boy 
released the hug and looked at her straight 
in the eyes.

“Welcome home Sister!” he said while his 
cheeks revealed all the shades of red.

“Sister? Me? Who? How?…” Kiyomi 
frowned her eyebrows. It didn’t seem as 
though anything was making sense to her. 
She tried her hardest to remember having 
siblings. It was like walking in a maze over 
and over again with no way out. It was so 
hard to remember and think. The boys 
faced wrinkled. His eyes stared down onto 
her. “You don’t remember us?… well… for 
starters, My name is Ozaru Miyoko… your 
brother” he said while looking down onto 
his closed hands. A swift spray of realisation 
hit her. “Ozaru? He’s from my dream… so 
it really was true… how come I was never 
told… that I had another brother?… oh 
goodness…” Kiyomi mumbled as she was 
mixed in thoughts… a brother she was 
never told of… or –

By Katie Sayvong
Year 8, liverpool Girls High School

liVERPool – NSW
teacher: Miss Mrkalj
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Sometimes the day begins with a spiral,
rotating endlessly.

Loneliness conquers you.
Nobody sees.

The world is a carousel spinning endlessly,
on the verge of collapse.

Sometimes you change and change to fit the mould,
but nothing ever happens.

Then everything falls apart.
Perfection crawls at your fingertips.

Madness is inevitable.
Sometimes you see darkness, isolation

and nothing ahead of you…
or you see the never-ending cycle spin before you.

And suddenly right before you is a new carousel to ride, silently waiting.
Just as you hoped it would.

By Kaija du
Age 11

HABERFiEld – NSW

the
Cold 
Carousel

The Day Death Claimed Me glimpse a fist moving sluggishly towards 
me. I grab it and throw it backwards. I 
hear the soldier smash through the brick 
wall. His heart stops beating – he’s dead. 
I don’t care.

The world is red around the edges. I feel 
the familiar godly power surging, racing 
through my veins. It starts to rain. My 
angelic white wings burst through my 
reflective blue undershirt and purple black 
toga, which is wrapped tightly around me. 
For a few moments I feel completely free. 
It is an amazing sensation. roman soldiers 
come flying over the walls. I fly upwards, 
my wings ballooning in a majestically, 
graceful way. I clip my feet on the market 
perimeter wall. The pain is shocking, but I 
still don’t care. All that matters is reaching 
the Pantheon.

Now the wind is howling, swirling around 
me and tearing at my hair. My toga is 
in shreds. There is a flash and lightning 
strikes me. I start to fall to my death. 
I could fly if I wanted to, but I don’t. I 
remember my mother leaning over me at 
my birth. Contrary to many beliefs, life 
is not the opposite of death. Birth is. I do 
not deserve to live. I have stolen from the 
gods, murdered for vengeance, and killed 
without a thought. I do not deserve to live. 
I deserve to die.

By Banjo Moses
Year 4, Auburn Primary School

HAWtHoRN EASt – ViC.
teacher: Yasmin Vachha

I TrIED, I tell myself as my feet pound 
across the concrete roads. I feel an 
arrow whiz past my ear. The urge to 

turn and fight almost overwhelms me; I 
should not run in fear. This is madness 
and cowardice, I think. But deep down I 
know that this is my best chance. I jump 
and try to grab onto the edge of a roof. 
I succeed. But as they say, don’t count 
your chickens before the eggs hatch. The 
guttering sways, as if trying to loosen the 
little grip I have on safety. I spring up and 
sprint across the sagging roof. A hail of 
spears pierce the support beam and the 
roof falls. I emerge from the debris and 
run down an alleyway.

I slip unnoticed into the crowd. I hide 
behind two strange, pale Greeks. The 
romans will never find me here; shrouded 
by the hood of my heavy black cloak I do 
not stand out. I tell myself that I bear no 
resemblance whatsoever to my former 
self, Spartacus the roman slave, bound to 
serving the rich. Or so I thought.

A lady with long, tightly bound, glossy 
black hair in a dull green cloak and a 
painfully thin corset grabs my hood and 
rips it off. I open my mouth to scream, 
but the air is knocked out of me with 
a quick punch in the stomach from a 
roman soldier. My sight metamorphoses 
into a tunnel. It expands just in time for 
my abnormally large peripheral vision to 
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Tall and stout, stepping out.
He has long red locks of flaming hair,

And a beard to match his glowing stare.
Eyes that give you a sense of fear,

Every time the Viking is near.
Dressed in his clothes, his very best,

ready to go on a mighty quest.
The animal skins that adorn his frame,
Certainly don’t, make him look plain.

His mother so proud of her wonderful son,
His name is Trygve, the trustworthy one.
His sword and shield, he wears so proud,

He really does stand out in the crowd.
Knowing that the rest, are always in fear,

The Viking knows there’ll be no trouble here.
With a smile in his eyes and a laugh in his mind,

He gets on with his day, problems behind.
He walks down to the marketplace,

All of the people gave him space.
To the horse sale he went,
Feeling joy and content.

With plenty of gold in his pocket to spend,
He was rich, and didn’t have to pretend.

He spies with his eyes a black horse so fine,
Then looked over to his right and saw the sign.

With a glowing coat and a beautiful saddle,
This was the horse for his next major battle.

He gave the horse owner his bag of gold,
And now the black war horse was sold.

He got on his brilliant black horse,
And took it for a ride of course.

Over the grass hills, and then down to the stream,
Into the forest, where he heard a loud scream.
He raised his mighty sword from his sheath,

And sat up tall, gritting his teeth.
Quietly he rode, keeping out of sight,
His sword held up, ready for a fight.

He heard men’s raised voices, loud and clear,
At this point, he could do with a beer.

The Tale of Trygve the Viking

He quickly followed the sound,
Then charged along the dirt mound,

Into the little campground.
He looked to his left and found,
Three men and a maiden bound.

His horse rammed one of the men,
Who tumbled down and then,

Hit his head upon a tree,
So the others quickly fleed.
The beautiful maiden fair,

Had luscious long golden hair.
He carefully cut the ropes, so she was freed,

And thought to himself, “I have done a great deed”
They returned to the village upon his black horse,

And the very next day they were married of course.
All were happy for the couple who looked striking.

He was presented with a crown, from the High King,
And the rest of his life was much to his liking,

He hunted deer,
And drank loads of beer,

And this was the tale of (Trig-vuh) Trygve the Viking

By Haysan Michael Morris
Year 8, Adelaide High School

AdElAidE – SA
teacher: david tyler

SHADOWS loomed in the darkness, 
a rising moon shone to a dark forest. 
Slender shapes stalked out the 

bushes, moonlight shimmering on glossy 
coats. The silhouettes were the darkness of 
wolves, greys, silvers, black and white.

rustling was heard steps away, ears 
cocked and soft pants reflected the careful 
puddings of paws. But a large shape 
uncoiled far larger than a forest Vole. 
It ascended metres high. A mysterious 
stranger to this pack. It let loose a shrill 
cry as light erupted from its jaws, searing 
their fur. Its tail as limber as a whip, struck 
knocking the Alpha off its feet. Wolves 
growled and recoiled to regroup.

They circled the creature. Its molten gold 

Twilight Pack eyes slitted daring each wolf to come closer. 
The pack pounced puncturing a wing 
and drawing blood. Silver scales shone 
with pale red. It snapped its razor sharp 
teeth to no avail. It lowered a scaly neck 
to surrender.

Moons passed for this pack of twilight. As 
they stalk the undergrowth a mysterious 
key reveals the truth of wolves and dragons 
predators of the night. As wings soar 
dropping to a glide watching with amber 
eyes and pouncing at the woodland prey. 
And as the dawn rose that large scaly 
creature slept along the pack as one.

By Alysha Kensley
Age 13

BRiNSMEAd – Qld.
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IT WAS an ordinary day at the Gibsons’ 
house when Jeremy spilt jam on the 
toilet. He was eating his favourite 

breakfast of Strawberry Jam on toast when 
he realised he was running late. He took 
his last piece of toast with him so he could 
finish getting ready. The first step in a very 
unfortunate series of events was when he 
dropped a big blob of jam right onto the 
toilet seat as he put the last bit of toast into 
his mouth. When he tried to wipe it off the 
whole seat got sticky so his mum said he 
had to clean the toilet. That was the second 
very unfortunate step.

He went to the cupboard and saw the toilet 
cleaner but when he went to grab the toilet 
spray he heard his sister screaming, so he 
wasn’t looking what he was grabbing when 
he picked up the spray can. This turned out 
to be his third mistake. You see, his dad had 
put his latest super shine polishing spray in 
the cupboard too. right next to the toilet 
spray as it turns out – and yep, you guessed 
it! Jeremy grabbed the wrong can.

Jeremy sprayed the cleaner on the toilet 
and started to wipe it but that just smudged 
the jam, so he sprayed more cleaning 
spray on. That turned out to be his final 
mistake in this very unfortunate series of 
events. You see, suddenly, the toilet started 
to rumble. Jeremy didn’t know what was 
happening so he took a step back. The 
toilet lid started snapping and grew rows 
of sharp and scary looking teeth around its 
seat. Next the toilet started to grow arms 
out the sides and legs out of the bottom. 
Then eyes appeared on the cistern and 
Jeremy realised it was coming to life. The 
toilet lifted up onto its feet and lurched 
towards Jeremy. Jeremy tried to run away 
but the toilet chased him down the hallway 
and jumped on him and took a bite at him. 
Jeremy moved just in the nick of time. 
Jeremy ran off again but the toilet caught 
up and gobbled him up in one bite.

Jeremy’s mum was sweeping the kitchen 
floor when the toilet ran out of the 
hallway. It snapped at her too but she 
hit at it with the broom and it ran 
away and out the back door. As the 
toilet ran across the back yard Jeremy’s 
mum called out for him. When he didn’t 
answer she went down the hallway to look 
for him but he was nowhere to be found. 
All she could find was one of his shoes left 

lying on the floor of the toilet and she knew 
exactly what had happened. The toilet had 
eaten Jeremy!

Jeremy’s mum called the police and told 
them that her toilet had come to life and 
eaten her son before escaping out the back 
door. The police said they’d had reports of 
a toilet seen running through the streets 
before disappearing into the sewers. 
They told Jeremy’s mum that they would 
continue to search for the toilet. Jeremy’s 
mum knew she needed more help though, 
so she called her mum and Jeremy’s 
Grandma came over to the Gibson’s house 
as quickly as she could. Granny rose was 
fantastic at cleaning up messes and she 
knew just what to do to sort this rogue 
toilet out.

Granny rose looked at the super shine 
polishing spray left in the toilet and knew 
exactly what had happened. She grabbed 
the toilet brush, a spray bottle of cleaning 
fluid and the bottle of toilet cleaner and 
set of to the sewers. She was walking for 
ages but didn’t find the toilet. Just as she 
thought it was hopeless and was about to 
give up she saw something white on the 
ground. She wasn’t sure what it was so she 
went closer to have a look. As she got closer 
she realised it was a trail of toilet paper. She 
knew that it must be from the toilet so she 
started to follow the trail.

She walked and walked through tunnels 
and caverns, round corners and up hills. 
Then suddenly in front of her was the toilet 
sleeping quietly. ‘Yes!’ she thought, ‘I’ve 
found it, now how do I get Jeremy back?’. 
She knew she’d need to use the cleaning 
appliances but she didn’t know what 
ones to use. She tried a mixture of some 

chemicals but that just made it worse and 
made the toilet wake up. The toilet started 
to chase her, snapping its mouth the whole 
time. As the toilet jumped towards her 
again with its mouth wide ready to bite her 
Granny rose dove in close to the toilet and 
shoved the toilet brush down the toilets 
throat. As the brush hit the bottom of the 
toilet it started making gagging noises. 
Water sloshed forwards out of its mouth 
and with a big gush Jeremy was washed 
out of the toilet as it spewed him and all 
it’s water out.

Granny rose was so relieved to have 
Jeremy back but she knew they weren’t safe 
yet. She pulled the toilet cleaner bottle from 
her pocket and got ready. This time when 
the toilet dove towards her she squirted 
the cleaner straight down its throat. The 
toilet gasped as the cleaning solution hit 
its throat and stumbled backwards. Granny 
rose kept walking towards it, splashing 
toilet cleaner all over the toilet with every 
step. Jeremy was amazed as Granny rose 
fearlessly chased the toilet down, squirting 
and squirting with the toilet cleaner until 
it finally gave a last gasp and fell over onto 
its side, its arms and legs laying limply and 
its eyes closing.

Jeremy ran over to Granny rose and 
threw his arms around her for a huge hug. 
“Thank you so much for saving me Gran”, 
he said. “No worries” said Granny rose, 
“But we’d better get you home. Your poor 
mum is so worried about you!”. Granny 
rose and Jeremy turned and walked back 
through the tunnels. As they came to the 
exit the police tactical team were rushing 
in in the riot gear. Granny rose smiled and 
said “It’s all right dears, I’ve rescued Jeremy 
already and the toilet is out of order now. 
We’ve left it down in the tunnels for you. 
Just follow the toilet paper trail till you 
come across it”, and then with her arm 
around Jeremy walked out.

The police followed the toilet paper trail 
through the tunnels. The trail came to 

an end in the big cavern that Granny 
rose had fought the toilet in and do 
you know what they found? Absolutely 
nothing…

By Camden Flockhart
Age 10

KElMSCott – WA

The Adventures of Super Granny  Mutant Toiletand the
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ODDY, well Odysseus, was waiting 
for his best friend, Troy. February 
in the Perth Hills is really hot. 

It’s too hot to chase birds or dig holes. 
Oddy spends his days, panting in and 
out, from the shade of his kennel. His 
almost closed eyes look out onto the bush 
in their backyard. Everything looks like 
it is waiting to burn. Oddy knew he had 
to save his water on hot days, but he also 
knew his bestie would be back soon. Today 
it was too hot, and Oddy couldn’t help but 
drink all his water. No worries he thought 
as he wagged his tail at flies. Troy would be 
back soon. Actually, where was Troy? Oddy 
looked around opening his eyes wide, 
searching the familiar backyard for his 
friend. Troy should have been here by now. 
The noise of the old school bus had not 
come and the sound of Troy running into 
the yard was missing. Oddy was worried 
and looked frantically around and under 
the house. Oddy wanted to find Troy and 
go for their run through the scrub across 
the street.

Oddy stretched out on the front door 
mat to keep a look out for Troy. The 
Postie approached but didn’t have letters. 
“Come on Oddy, you’ve got to go. Fire is 
coming”. Oddy wondered what the Postie 
was saying. Maybe Troy was on his way. 
Oddy rolled on his side to let the Postie 
scratch his belly as a thank you. “We don’t 
have time for this mate, jump in my mail 
basket. I’ll take you to the EVAC Centre”. 
Oddy thought the Postie was taking him 
to Troy so he jumped in the Postie’s bag 
bravely and was hoisted onto the Postie 
bike. Oddy tried not to wriggle in the bag 
full of letters and was looking forward to 
seeing Troy. Suddenly, there was a bump… 
and then Oddy felt like he was flying on a 
cloud but that ended with a thud to the 
ground. Oddy squealed in shock and a 
little bit of pain. His head wiggled free of 
the bag to watch the Postie’s bike disappear 
on the horizon of the Town’s main street.

Oddy looked around and everything was 
hazy. Someone had painted the air grey. 
Oddy zeroed in on the town park and 
wondered where all the kids were, even 
the naughty ones. Oddy sniffed around 
for Troy and not picking up anything 
other than smoke, he pushed his nose 
to the ground and began a limpy search. 
The smoky air got stronger and it was 

hard for Oddy to breathe. Oddy came 
across could old lady smell and looked 
up to see someone who knew Troy. It was 
Troy’s crabby school teacher. Oddy ran 
to her, yipping and barking. “Aren’t you 
Troy’s puppy? There is a bushfire rapidly 
scorching nearby. We can’t have you 
wandering around. Get in my car.” Oddy 
didn’t understand her either. Oddy hoped 
the crabby school teacher could take him 
to Troy as he leapt into her car. The smoked 
looked so thick Oddy was not able to see a 
thing. He curled up on the front seat. Oddy 
knew from the turn of the car where they 
were going. He had the small town mapped 
inside his mind. The teacher pulled up and 
before she took off her seatbelt Oddy leapt 
out of the car.

Inside the big building, Oddy thought he 
would find Troy playing basketball. That’s 
what Troy did in this building on Tuesdays. 
This particular Tuesday, the big room was 
different. Everyone from town was there. 
People were setting up beds and making 
cups of tea. Children played quietly and 
adults looked serious and still Oddy 
couldn’t find Troy. As Oddy ran through 
the big room and to the far door, he could 
hear Tory’s family calling his name “Oddy, 
Oddy here boy…” but he was going to 
find Troy.

Troy was not there because he was looking 
for Oddy. He had snuck off from his class 
after they were evacuated to the Basketball 
Centre. Troy planned on being back 
before his parents and sister arrived. In 
the meantime, he had to find Oddy. As 
he looked through the park, he felt tired. 
The smoke was too strong for Troy. Troy 
collapsed as the smoke was grasping at him 

and he felt like he couldn’t go any further. 
He lay there in the dirt watching the smoke 
swallow him, and the bush around him, 
wishing he could hold Oddy.

Oddy was running around the park in a 
panic. His nose was sore with soot and 
ash but he was determined. He came 
upon a familiar shape and began to bark 
frantically as he could see Troy lying still. 
He was barking to all the dogs in town, 
who barked to all their owners. There was 
a colossal wave of barking through the 
town. As Oddy stood with a paw on Troy, 
he barked and barked wishing someone 
would find them. The smoke was too much 
and the heat was intense and Oddy gave up 
and fell on to Troy. They lay curled around 
each other. Troy could feel Oddy’s weight 
and felt safe.

All the people in the town followed their 
dogs, barking. There was an armada of 
people and dogs and dogs and people 
sailing through the smoke, when they 
came upon the sight of a little boy and his 
dog lying on the ground. “Over here” they 
called. “Get the ambulance” they screamed. 
“Thank goodness we found Troy and 
Oddy” the worried family cried.

Weeks later, Oddy was waiting in the 
backyard for Troy. He heard the bus stop 
and stretched out of the kennel ready for 
fun. Oddy barked with joy and could hear 
Troy’s feet running into the yard. It was 
time to play with his best friend.

By Dante Crean
Year 3, Sacred Heart School

MUNdARiNG – WA
teacher: Ms Soli Gentile

A Hero’s Tail
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TH E  S T r E E T S  s u r rou n d i n g 
Darlinghurst road, Kings Cross 
were encapsulated by the scent of 

thyme-filled turkey sizzling on aluminium 
foil and dazzling hues of green and red. 
Moderately sheltered, a mother, laid 
motionless, in a silent embrace with 
her only daughter, Grace. A windswept 
sleeping bag, their only security from the 
sodden concrete beneath. In spite of her 
years of illness, fear and squalor, Grace’s 
innocent exuberance shone brighter than 
any of the surrounding estates, splendidly 
adorned with ornamental lights. Samantha, 
however, was the image of a mother 
weathered by shame. Skin hidden behind 
layers of grime, and hair hung as a tangled 
mop over sunken eyes. She had made a 
promise to her daughter – a promise to 
deliver her Christmas wish.

Samantha attempted not to dwell upon 
the past memories of a fulfilled Christmas. 
The cherished nostalgias which to her, only 
seemed fair that all children would be able 
to experience. And now, Grace’s father 
was gone. Samantha used to love him. She 
used to cherish his company and speak of 
his name in softness. When their love was 
lost, when she decided to fight his mordant 
words, she grew consciously aware of 
the abuse that had shrouded her own 
life and dreams. Beaten and broken, 
she left. Grace still remained too 
young, too naïve to understand the 
complexity and gravity of the state of 
her parent’s relationship. She did not 
understand what was happening, the 
piercing terror in her mother’s eyes, 
the heartfelt drive her mother had to 
escape the constraints of her past life. 
Her father still loved her, but, he had 
to let her go.

“Where’s  daddy? ”  she  would 
inquisitively probe, with a warm, 
infectious glow.

Samantha hesitated.

He was once treasured, now a memory, 
a shadow lingering in the depths of 
Samantha’s mind. It is a strange thing, 
to lose someone – someone you once 
loved, like a limb torn from your 
body, without the hope of saving 
it. The thought of explaining such 
notions of life to a child, it was almost 

A Little Gem of Hope
unexplainable. It was not as if she could 
simply say he was an alcoholic. His life 
was one of more meaning than the fateful 
addiction that it was suffocated by. Her 
mother did use to love him. She did use 
to cherish his company and speak of his 
name in softness. For the first time in her 
short life, Grace would celebrate Christmas 
away from the now distant comfort of 
being home. For the first time, she would 
wake up on Christmas Day and her father – 
would not be there. The memories of a lost 
childhood, the Christmas tree flashing and 
flickering with alluring lights. The angel 
perched on the top, shimmering with a 
silver lustre. The crisp mornings awaiting 
the swag-bellied illusionist himself. Grace 
had always felt a sense of disconnect from 
her new life.

“Mummy, my toes hurt” a stricken Grace 
would complain.

Seeing your own daughter in pain, the 
kind of pain no six year old should have 
to endure at such a young age, eroded 
at Grace’s mother’s raw heart. Grace and 
Samantha shared their vulnerabilities, 
interlocking their hearts as much as their 
fingers.

“I know…” she would quite simply yet 
sympathetically respond. “It will be better 
soon.”

Subconsciously, Samantha had prepared 
herself to try realise Grace’s dream. In the 
secrecy of the night, she would venture 
towards securing a little gem of hope.

★ ★ ★

Narrow, winding, gravelled, twisting, 
perpetually faltering, Samantha was 
anxious. Cold sweat glistened down 
her furrowed brow. With hands clasped 
tightly, only alert to the sound of her 
heart throbbing against the cage of her 
chest – she was waiting. She shadowed her 
target. One of Potts Point’s finest Victorian 
Italianate estates, a harmony of classical 
grandeur and contemporary finesse, 
nestled in the quiet, tree-lined rockwall 
Crescent. Standing in the centre of the 
ornate porcelain courtyard – a freshly 
potted magnolia little gem. Still she waited 
– until rockwall Crescent descended into 
unnerving darkness, its only relief – a 
procession of ominous yellow street lights. 
From her sleeping bag emerged a rusted 
axe. Out of a cunningly woven web of 

leaves she emerged into the darkness 
of the night.

★ ★ ★

She lumbered down the uneven 
footpath. The sleeping bag was no 
longer empty. Her hands were slick 
with blood. In the darkness they 
barely shone crimson, rather under 
the flickering yellow light above it 
was almost a sickly blackish-gold. 
The sickening sirens of wailing 
police cars in the distance brought 
no comfort to her perilous journey 
home. Yet, they were not for her. The 
ten minute walk from rockwall to 
Darlinghurst had endured for at least 
twenty minutes, the weight of the 
sleeping bag being of no assistance. 
The wailing sirens continued 
throughout the night, an omen, a 
warning. She was close, yet still far.

★ ★ ★

Grace woke to an unfamiliar 
welcome. Blinking, blurriness fading 
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to a distorted mirage of flashing lights. 
Luminescent, radiant, magical. It wasn’t 
impeccable, edges frayed, insignificantly 
sized in comparison to its predecessors. 
Yet, it was of more importance. To put 
it simply, it fulfilled a Christmas wish. 
Grace stood in awe, she could not divert 
her eyes from the tree. A magnolia little 
gem, fashioned in dazzling lights. In the 
corner, stood her mother. A blood-soaked 
tourniquet slapped to her wrist. Yet, in 

Grace’s smile her pain was eased.

“I love you, mum!” Grace chirped.

“Your father…” she paused –

“He loves you too.”

The two stood together, mesmerised, not 
by the tree but by memories of Grace’s 
father. Grace was home. The nights on 

Darlinghurst road simply passed, not 
doused with regret and indifference. 
rather, every Christmas, Grace would 
illuminate her little gem of hope. A sign 
that her father too had found his way 
home.

By Andrew Jackson
Age 17

tURRAMURRA – NSW

Fear
Fear…

Encircling, constricting and confining me,
Wrapping me in a blanket of dread.

All light drained out, as I was pushed through the doorway,
Bitter darkness flooded my mouth,

Bitter as the pill shoved down my throat.

Fear...
A gush of sadness, whipped my skin
As tears slithered down my cheeks.

You saw me weeping,
Our eyes met as I cried,

But you did not help me,
I was left alone, crying.

Fear…
A place that has no happiness, nor beauty, nor life.

When I close my eyes, an odour of smoke fills my lungs,
A fire, burning from the inside
Swallowed me into the ashes.

Abruptly, I opened my eyes, yet the image did not fade.

Fear…
It screams and cries and shrieks and hollers,

ringing in my ears and pounding in my head.
I feel my legs being engulfed by it,

My heart starts to slow,
Standing strong seems futile.

Fear…
I’m overpowered, waiting in the hospital room.

Fear controls me now
As it floods threw my veins.

I can feel it seeping into my brain,
No thoughts now, just fear.

Now, I come face to face with death.
It was not the fire that killed me,

It was fear.

By Jemma Miyashita
Year 6, Ravenswood School for Girls

Gordon – NSW
teacher: Sharon Shapiro
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Orders are Orders
THEY moved slowly up the ridge, 

threading their way through the 
long grass. There were no trees here, 

and every clink of metal and scrape of boot 
seemed unnatural in this verdant place.

Not even the chitter of insects. No crypt 
could have been more silent.

They were young and they were frightened. 
They moved hunched double, like their 
northern comrades in the trenches. Worn 
khaki stood out against lush green. Fear 
hung over them like fog on a marsh.

The grass whispered in the wind, stirring 
gently to the brush of their clothes.

Each moment was fear, tinged with 
morbid anticipation. You never knew 
where the next round would come from, 
or when you’d hear the dreadful keen of 
a descending mortar-shell. When that 
happened, nerves frayed, momentary 
panic broke out, but the will to live meant 
no-one gave in without a fight.

They carried Lee-Enfield bolt-action 
rifles and .38-calibre revolvers. Privates 
Brown and O’Brien carried 9mm Owen 
submachine guns.

Each one had a bayonet strapped to his 
belt. Their packs were back at camp.

When they reached halfway, they lay 
down and began to move on their bellies. 
They couldn’t afford to display more of 
themselves than necessary. Corporal Loeff 
had a pair of field-glasses around his neck, 
tucked under his collar. Now and then, 
they’d dig into his collarbone. It didn’t hurt 
much, but it annoyed him. He wished he 
could adjust them but he didn’t want to 
risk it. If someone shot while his hand was 
inside his shirt…

Private Stecher wanted a cigarette. He had 
promised himself three when he got back, 
but the craving was still there.

Private Brown moved more carefully 
than the others. He knew the Owen gun’s 
safety was on, but fear had weakened his 
rational self.

Loeff ’s hand snapped up. The line of men 
stopped in caterpillar succession. They lay 
flat, heads lifted slightly. Loeff nodded, 
mouthed the words stay here, and worked 
his way further up the slope. They watched 
him. Loeff was a little older than the rest 
of them. He’d been in the army six months 

when the war broke out.

Loeff had gone perhaps twenty metres up 
the ridge when he stopped. He raised his 
head above the grass, waited a moment, 
then perched up, head and shoulders in 
sight. He glanced around, taking in the 
upper slopes of the ridge and to where it 
levelled out.

Nothing but grass stirring in the wind. 
If the enemy were anywhere, they’d be 
there, mirroring their own action. He 
chewed his lip. War seemed anathema to 
a place like this. It reminded him of home, 
in the southeast of South Australia. He 
swallowed. Now was not the time to be 
thinking of home.

He looked again. Still nothing. He wet his 
lips. He lowered his head and crawled a 
little higher to buy more thinking time. I 
can’t do it. I can’t. He lifted his head. His 
nose brushed the tips of the grass. He knew 
his men were watching.

Nothing, confirmed. Not even a glint of 
steel.

Loeff exhaled. He rested his head on 
the ground. The smell of damp long 
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grass and dark Pacific earth was oddly 
comforting. He shut his eyes, wishing he 
was somewhere else. I don’t deserve to hold 
the lives of these men in my hands. But 
wishing was wishing. Loeff opened his eyes 
and began to crawl back down the hill.

★ ★ ★

When he got back they crowded around 
him, near-silent and eager to learn. Stecher 
passed him his rifle back. Loeff nodded 
thanks and leaned towards them.

“Nothing”.

O’Brien frowned. “Nothing?”

“Not even a flash”.

They fell silent. Grass rustled in the wind. 
Loeff sipped water from his canteen, 
capped it and adjusted the position of his 
field-glasses. Much better. They sat and 
watched the ridge as wind gently pushed a 
passage through the grass and grey clouds 
drifted across the sky.

A trill of birdsong came from nowhere.

Eyes snapped open, heads craning to find 
its source. As if on cue, insects began to 
speak once more, their droll messages 
rattling out like telegraphy but touched 
with life in the way wire and metal could 
never do.

For a little while, the sounds of natural 
descants and organic Morse held them 
entranced. And then the birdsong faded, 
leaving only the insects’ dry rhythms.

The pall of fear evaporated, and they 
felt cheated, somehow. Loeff took off his 
helmet and sighed. Private rayne scuffed 
at the grass with his heel, thinking of his 
home in Benalla. It felt odd to be here, 
fighting the Japanese on some anonymous 
Pacific island not so far from home while 
their countrymen died on the green fields 
of Europe far, far away. And yet this island 
was key to preserving something far more 
precious to all their hearts.

Australia.

Home.

And we shall not see it taken, as long as 
there is breath in our lungs and life in our 
bodies. Pvt rayne sat there and pondered 
his patriotic duty.

Loeff wondered where the rest of the 
platoon was—the rest of the company, 
too. He had eight men and vague orders. 
And both of those had been given to him 
by Sergeant Clane, without a mention of 
Captain Greene. Even for the Sergeant, 
this was strange. Clane had been in the 
army for years, but he must have read too 
many books depicting officers above the 
rank of sergeant as idiots because that was 
how he viewed them. He treated men like 
pawns and chose to ‘interpret’ rather than 
obey the orders of his superior, Captain 
Greene.

If there is anyone on this island, thought 
Loeff, who proves senior officers aren’t 
idiots and do care for their men, it’s Captain 
Greene. He suddenly had a horrible feeling 
that something was wrong in the chain of 
command.

Stecher was not alone in his craving. 
O’Brien and Private Milton wanted 
cigarettes as well. O’Brien checked his gun, 
made sure it was free of dirt, wasn’t going 
to jam and the safety was on. He checked 
it casually but professionally, with none 
of the obsessiveness of Brown. He wasn’t 
as old as Loeff or Pvt rourke, but he’d 
matured fast. War does strange things to 
men, he thought, strange things indeed.

A cloud covered the sun.

Sighing, Loeff placed his helmet on his 
head and buckled the straps. His men 
watched him, resigned to what might 
happen. They didn’t blame him. All men 
must do their duty, Captain Greene had 
said once, standing before their ranks, 
even when it hurts. He’d smiled at them 
then, a small sad smile from a youthful 
face prematurely lined from strain. There 
was already grey in his hair and he was not 
yet twenty-eight.

Loeff picked up his rifle. “Orders are 
orders, boys”, he said.

They nodded.

“We’re going over that ridge”.

Again, they nodded.

“Maybe none of us’ll leave this place 
walking. Maybe we’ll never see Australia 
again”.

This time rourke spoke. “Orders are 
orders, sir”.

Loeff nodded at him. “I… I just want you 
all to know I’m proud of you – every single 
one. You’ve all done well”. I sound pathetic. 
Like an ‘officer’. Speaking platitudes while 
sending sheep to the slaughter. A quiet 
chorus of Thank you sir. Maybe a little 
embarrassed.

Loeff swallowed. When he spoke again, his 
voice was clipped and military. “Hands and 
knees. Keep low and stay alert”.

They eased their way up the slopes, 
movements broad but careful. The line 
drew up where Loeff had stopped earlier. 
They gathered around him, the line 
fanning into a semicircle.

Loeff said, “I need a volunteer”.

reluctant glances. Nothing personal sir – 
we’d just rather not die, yet.

Loeff made a consoling gesture. “Don’t 
worry – I’ll be going with you”.

“I’ll go, sir”.

“Good man, rayne”. To the others: “We’re 
going over the ridge. There’s a small crater 
on the other side. If we make it, I want the 
rest of you to follow”.

Nods – yessir, we understand.

“All right rayne, let’s go”.

They crawled the last short distance, 
almost on their bellies. Just below the top, 
they lay flat. Loeff looked up and over, eyes 
moving fast.

Nothing.

He frowned, looked again. No signs of 
human life.

He didn’t duck down. Nothing happened. 
No gunfire, no shouts, not even the 
movement of birds on the wing.

Loeff frowned. This didn’t feel right. His 
worst suspicions about Clane’s orders 
sickened his stomach. A weariness rose up 
in him, a simple, overwhelming sensation 
of the powerlessness of the ordinary 
soldier. I am tired of conflict, he said to 
himself. So very tired.

Continued on page 44
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He stood up. Wind brushed at his back, 
ran its fingers across the nape of neck and 
stroked forwards to his chin. He took his 
rifle in both hands.

“Let’s go”, he said.

rayne frowned. “Sir…?”

“Get up. We’re going”.

rayne got up, stooping slightly. He’d 
barely straightened out when Loeff started 
running. After a moment, he followed.

They ran diagonal, going for a less sheer 
slope and keeping their pace steady. The 
world rushed by, green and damp and 
tropical, the earth firm but relaxed beneath 
their feet. Insects rose in sudden drifts 
from the grass, erupting in dry clouds like 
slow buckshot. Air accelerated to breeze 
intensity by their passage, grass snagging 
at their feet.

They reached the crater and flung 
themselves into it, guns held away from 
their bodies. The fall knocked the breath 
from Loeff ’s lungs. He lay, engulfed in 
the smell of damp soil, taking long, deep 
breaths. He listened for sound, for gunfire, 
but nothing came.

He rolled over, rifle in one hand. rayne 
watched him. Loeff wiped sweat from his 
forehead, fingernail clipping the helmet-
brim. He looked over the rim of the crater. 
No enemy in sight. Good.

He glanced back towards the ridge. 
rourke’s helmet caught a gleam of sunlight. 
They looked at each other and Loeff gave 
him the thumbs-up. rourke nodded and 
his head disappeared behind the ridge.

A moment passed, and then the seven men 
rose up and started running.

They were about halfway down the slope, 
picking up speed when the gunfire started. 
Loeff ’s gaze swung in its direction.

The flicker of muzzle-flash moving in an arc 
told him it was probably an emplacement, 
hidden from sight by a thick foliage cover 
and low to the earth.

His gaze snapped back. Horror ate him 
up from the inside as he saw his men 
fall. Gunfire chewed them up from the 

front, moving backwards. rourke took 
two rounds to the side; a third sheared 
his arm off at the elbow. Blood leapt out 
and spun in liquid helixes, fragmenting 
into droplets.

Pvt Milton took a round to the chest, just 
below the collarbone. Another took his 
thigh out from under him. A man lost his 
knee and fell shrieking as bullets ripped 
through grass and blood pumped in liquid 
rhythm.

Brown got his Owen gun unslung, flicked 
the safety off and started firing. Bullets tore 
up grass around the emplacement, slashed 
foliage and ricocheted off concrete.

Loeff heard a shout and looked towards it. 
Eleven men came charging from the side, 
just out of the emplacement’s arc. They had 
their bayonets out and three of them had 
Owen guns. Loeff recognised Sgt Clane 
in their ranks, holding an American .45 
pistol in one hand and a long-bladed knife 
in the other.

Someone threw a grenade. The range was 
misjudged – it fell several metres too far 
and exploded in a ball of sound and fire 
and futility.

Loeff looked back and saw the last of his 
men fall. They weren’t all dead – mostly 
wounded – and two were still exchanging 
gunfire with the enemy. The machinegun 
raked them again and one of them cried 
out as a bullet ripped through his shoulder. 
White bone and red tissue against the 
green. It was Stecher. His cry cut off as he 
blacked out.

Loeff tore grass with his hands, tears 
of furious impotence spilling down his 
cheeks.

And then there was only O’Brien, reloading 
his Owen gun and spraying return fire.

The enemy must’ve realised the encroaching 
threat because a door in the emplacement 
opened and a rifle poked out and fired. The 
first two shots were carefully aimed – one 
soldier fell and the second was a near miss 
– but then the man lost his nerve and shot 
as fast as he could work the bolt. What was 
left of Clane’s men were too thinly spread 
out to catch any of the wide shots.

One of the advancing soldiers dropped 
to his knee, took aim, fired; face twisted 
with the thrill of combat. A soldier howled 

inside the bunker. Clane was shouting 
now; urging his men on, bellowing “Kill 
the Japs! Kill ’em!” and brandishing his 
knife like a warrior of old.

Loeff wanted to kill him. More than 
anything else, he wanted to put a round 
in the sergeant’s skull. But he couldn’t. He 
just couldn’t.

An enemy soldier opened fire with a 
pistol, aiming carefully, not wasting his 
shots. He hit two of Clane’s men – Loeff 
couldn’t tell if they were dead or wounded 
– before another threw a grenade into the 
emplacement. There was a sound like the 
growl of thunder and a flash of red from 
the gun loop, and smoke unfurled in lazy 
tendrils.

With that, the battle was over. Shouts died 
away with the reverberation of the grenade. 
The remaining sounds were the chitter 
of insects and the rustle of the wind, the 
piteous moans of the wounded and dying 
and the footsteps of running soldiers 
closing in on the emplacement.

The soldiers slowed to a jog and then to 
a halt, bewildered by the realisation that 
it was all over. Masks of combat relaxed 
from snarl to relief. Adrenaline died in 
their bloodstreams.

Sergeant Clane slashed the air with his 
knife and howled in victory.

More animal than man, thought rayne 
with disgust. He glanced at Loeff. The 
corporal lay motionless, face blank. Tears 
ran tracks through the dirt on his face. 
rayne sighed and got up.

“You coming, sir?” he said.

“It’s my fault”, Loeff muttered.

“It’s war, sir”. rayne offered him a hand 
up. Loeff took it. He rose to his feet as the 
world clarified before him.

They climbed out of the crater and started 
running up the slope. Loeff couldn’t tell 
who was still alive from here.

His eyes were pale and ancient as he ran.

THE END

By Carl Mirtschin
Age 15

AliCE SPRiNGS – Nt

Continued from page 43
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BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! Went the alarm. 
A loud groan flew out of my mouth 
for I hate waking up on early 

mornings. My relaxed feet lead me to the 
breakfast table. I devoured my breakfast 
and strode outside for my early morning 
walk. This time, I went in a different route. 
As I walked, I noticed a house which 
looked very peculiar. My eyes were fixed 
on it for a few seconds and then, I decided 
to investigate.

The house looked very odd. It had trees 
around it which were standing up tall 
with no leaves on it. The house itself had a 
look which sent shivers down my spine. It 
looked as though it was alive. As I stepped 
inside, a cold, icy blast hit me, which made 
me stagger backwards. I boldly entered the 
house and marched towards the middle. 
My eyes ran across the house and I noticed 
that there were no lights to turn on. Just as I 
thought entering this house was a horrible 
idea, the door slammed shut. My teeth 
chattered as two dark figures swooped 
around me.

One of the dark figures appeared in front 
of me. It was a ghost. It opened its hideous 
mouth and started sucking like a vacuum. 
My body felt as cold as ice. I became 
weaker and as the ghost sucked at me. I 
finally gained all my strength and dived 
out of the way. My legs carried me away as 
fast as they could towards the front door. 
My arms pulled at it as hard as they could, 

but failed to opened it. The ghost took 
its chance and glided down the narrow 
staircase to attack me.

Just in time to prevent the ghost from 
attacking me, I sprinted up the stairs, 
towards the attic and slammed the door 
shut. “Phew” relief filled my body, but 
it didn’t last long. My tiny eyes gathered 
interest on some large boxes. There was 
something unusual about them. They 
were moving! I felt faint. Before I could 
move, the boxes burst apart and revealed 
a hideous figure. It was another ghost. 
“AAAAAAAGH!” A scream shot out of 
my mouth. This is the end, I thought. After 
that thought, my eyes zoomed across the 
room towards a vacuum cleaner.

A brilliant idea shot me. My tired hands 
picked the vacuum cleaner up and thrust it 
at the ghost after turning it on. WHOOSH! 
My eyes shut as the vacuum released an 
awful noise and took in a ghost. I turned 
the vacuum off and as expected, the ghost 
was gone. One down one to go.

The temperature of the air around me rose 
quickly probably because of the fact that 
one of the ghosts were gone. The dark, 
gloomy room was filled with boxes and 
cobwebs which were useless to protect 
me against the bone chilling effect of the 
ghost, and yet, I looked at the vacuum 
cleaner which had saved me, with a hint 
of a smile.

I rushed through to the very top of 
the stairs, where the second ghost was 
inclining and declining the stairs, as if it 
was guarding something. Now was my 
chance. My body shivered as the vacuum 
cleaner revved up. “Whoosh” came the 
sound again. Unexpectedly, as the ghost 
inclined the stairs, it knocked the vacuum 
cleaner out of my hands.

My body trembled if an earthquake had 
occurred. I was terrified. My shaking legs 
led me towards the corner of the room. 
The ghost revealed its hideous mouth and 
inhaled what felt like soul. This was the 
end. Just then, my eyes gained interest 
on a glistening object which was close to 
neon the floor. Suddenly, it came clear of 
what it was. A key! After that; an idea hit 
me. I knew that ghosts hated the teensiest 
weensiest bit of light, so, with all my might, 
my hands gathered the key and thrust it at 
the ghosts face and hoped for the best.

As wanted, the ghost faded away and 
reduced in to the dust. My eyes ran across 
towards the key, which had just saved me, 
for now. But who knows what waits me in 
the future.

By Aditya Sharma Yarravajhala
Age 11
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HAWFAx had been reduced from 
a wonderful, thriving town to a 
miserable little village. Since the 

town had gone bankrupt, it had become 
infamous for being disorganised and 
dysfunctional. The members of the Local 
Council were careless and not at all 
concerned about the welfare of the citizens. 
In Hawfax, life was tough. Disease spread 
across the town and sickness crept silently 
into homes. There were scarcely any jobs 
except for those at Textile Factories and the 
local shops. The state of the workplaces was 
awful. The amount of thefts in Hawfax was 
distressing and the town was littered and 
crumbling. The newspaper would come 
around once a week and would contain 
gloomy stories on deaths and increases 
in crime. The Weekly Hawfax News 
Company was owned by the unpopular 
businessman Grazier Wolfe, who would 
sometimes create a story of his own, or 
bribe somebody to do something worth 
reading about. That was really the only 
business in the whole town that was 
making money. The bakery was for most of 
the day deserted, unlike it once had been, 
and the grocery store now was filled with 
packages and boxes of food still waiting 
to be opened after many dull months. 
The bookstore was disappointing – once 
a warm, happy environment had become 

Hawfax
more of a dark, dingy hole. It reminded 
many visitors of a prison.

There was one school in Hawfax – Hawfax 
West – which was overcrowded and 
whose facilities had been damaged and 
vandalised. The students didn’t really 
amount to anything and the teachers 
were paid very little. The principal, John 
Victor Burke, was a repulsive man who 
cared nothing for children but lots for 
money. Next to the school was the old 
cemetery – Hawfax Cemetery – which was 
overshadowed by many tall, dead trees. 
The graves were countless, and covered a 
massive amount of land. The Vicar – Mr. 
Draco – could be seen pacing around 
the graves and laughing. Out the front of 
the graveyard was the famous arch – on 
which was engraved the Latin words: Mors 
Omnes.

For five distressing years, the troubled town 
had nearly no money and had disappeared 
from the eyes of the world. Derek Clair, 
who lived beside Hawfax’s once-famous 
Wetmoor Creek, had no job and now didn’t 
care much for the town he lived in. Three 
years ago, he had begun to doubt that 
Hawfax was ever going to thrive again and 
had become overweight and dishonest. He 
had begun to steal and deceit was one of his 

most powerful weapons. It was the day that 
the town doctor, Dr xavier, came around 
to his house. Clair had been informed that, 
as a result of drinking the dirty water from 
the reservoir just outside of town, he was 
becoming seriously ill.

‘I am so sorry,’ Dr xavier had said solemnly, 
‘I do not know whether you shall die or 
what shall happen.’

‘Thank you, doctor,’ Derek had said sadly. 
This news was dreadful! He paid the doctor 
and with a wave of his hand, xavier walked 
out of the door. His black car was parked 
out the front of the house and shone in 
the morning sun. Derek looked out his 
window, layered with frost. He looked at 
the overflowing creek beside his house. He 
had to do something. He couldn’t let the 
town suffer. He sat down in his armchair 
and thought about what he could do. He 
remembered when the town was once 
happy and healthy. He remembered his 
old belongings, his old home, his old car 
and his old life. Mr. Clair got out of his 
armchair and grabbed for his coat. He had 
to do something about the disgraceful state 
of his town.

By Luke McAlister
Age 12
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To improve your students’ reading and writing skills, each term a school with a 
current School Subscription to oz Kids in Print will win a children’s Author/Illustrator 
visit to their school to conduct workshops.

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

Your students will be able to have access and mentorship with Australia’s leading 
Children’s Authors/Illustrators – one of the many benefits of subscribing to oz Kids 
in Print.

Websites: www.ozkids.com.au or www.booksforkids.org.au

win An AutHor Visit to Your sCHool

REVIEW OUR LIST OF SOME OF AUSTRALIA’S 
BEST CHILDREN’S AUTHORS/ILLUSTRATORS

• Paul Collins • Meredith Costain • Anna Ciddor • Jeni Mawter • Krista Bell
• Elise Hurst • Craig Smith • Marjory Gardner • Marc McBride • Anne Spudvilas

PLUS MANY MORE AUTHORS
✁

Paul Collins

Elise Hurst

Jeni Mawter

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

❑ Individual Subscription $44 (1 copy per quarter) ❑ School Subscription $99 (5 copies per quarter)
  

School Details
Name of School:  ................................................................................................................................................................

Address:  ............................................................................................................................................................................

Suburb:  .................................................................State:  .................................................Postcode:  ................................

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

Payment Details
Enclosed is a cheque/money order for: $  ..........................................................Order Number:  ......................................

Return Details
Please mail your remittance with this form to:

Children’s Charity Network, PO Box 267, Lara Vic. 3212
ABN 58 109 336 245

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

Planning for the cost of education?

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

visit asg.com.aucall 131 ASG (131 274)

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

visit schoolplan.com.aucall 1800 337 419

Do you need support now?

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.

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!

To join today or find our more information on School Plan: 

Would you like to plan ahead? 

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.

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:
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