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From the
Editor’s
Desk
Welcome to our first magazine for
the year!
We had the Awards Night since the
last magazine. It is always wonderful
to see so many talented writers and
artists. Check out the Winners of
the 2017 Awards in this issue.
We’ve had a good response from the
artists in the entry stakes so far this
year, and we encourage you to keep
the stories and poems coming in as
well. I love receiving all the literary
entries and the more imaginative
the better.
Keep on writing and getting those
entries in early!

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

’Twas The Night
Before Easter
’Twas the night before Easter, when all through the flat,
Not a creature was stirring, not even a rat:
No stockings were hung by the chimney with care,
But there were hopes that the Bunny would soon be there.
The children were restless, tight in their beds,
While visions of chocolate danced in their heads,
And Mum in her PJs, and I in my cap,
Had just settled our brains into a long Autumn nap.
When out on the lawn, arose such a clatter,
I sprung from the bed to see what’s the matter,
Away to the skylight, I flew like a flash,
Fell out of it and, let’s just say it ended with a splash!
With a little old truck driver, so lively and funny,
I thought after a while, it must be the Easter Bunny!
How fast he drove, chocolate in the back,
And out of nowhere he yelled ‘QUACK!’,
Then he yelled;
Now, Dasher! Now, Dancer! Now, Prancer and Vixen!
On, Comet! On, Cupid! On, Donner and Blitzen!
Hang on, I thought, resting my head on bricks
I was positive it was Easter and they were St Nick’s!
He was a slim and hairy, a happy old bookshelf,
I laughed at the sight of him, in spite of myself;
A wink of the eye and a turn of the head,
Soon enough, I knew there was nothing to dread.
He sprung to his truck, to his truck he gave a whistle,
And away he drove like the down of a thistle,
But I heard him exclaim, as he drove out of sight,
‘Happy Easter to all! And to all a good night!’.

KEEP ON WRITING
(TYPING)!

Carol Dick
Managing Editor

I sat there quite confused and jumbled,
As I quietly fumbled,
Into my bed with I in my cap
I had settled my brain for a long autumn nap.
By Tara Atley
Year 6, St Joseph’s Primary School
ROCHESTER – VIC.
Teacher: Mr Shorthouse

CHILDREN’S CHARITY NETWORK
SUPPORTS CHARITIES AND
ORGANISATIONS WHO SUPPORT US!
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Beyond
the
Waves
T

he waves crash onto the shore.
The white foam creeps forward
and coats the gritty beach. The
Little Girl stares into the face of the waves
that quiver: arching above the water, then
crumble, joining the rushing current
surging towards her. She thrusts her toes
further into the sand and squeezes her
eyes shut. The creamy froth of sea foam
leaves a mark on the sand in front of her
wriggling toes as the waves retreat back
into the swirling ocean.
Her father comes out of the water towards
her.
“Why don’t you want to swim?” he asks
gently, bending on one knee to look at her.
“You love swimming!”

The
Sea
Moaner
February 2018

“I don’t like the waves”, she whispers.
“Hey. That’s okay.” He puts a firm hand
on her shoulder. “Why don’t you like the
waves?”
“They’re big and scary.”
“Do you trust me?”
She nods tentatively.
“Then hold onto me. Hold onto me tighter
than you’ve ever held anything before. I
promise I will keep you safe. I will take
you beyond the waves.”
She gives him a small smile and he lifts
her onto his back. “Hold on tight”, he
mouths.
A melancholy sound,
coming from the sea,
shimmering brightly,
swaying with glee.
The Moaner
A cold, dark creature,
letting the beautiful sea,
lose its feature.
It moans, it groans,
throughout the whole
valley, ruining my
favourite show
on the telly.

The closer they get to the sea, the more
the roaring fills the Little Girl’s head. It
overwhelms her senses until she feels
nothing else but the sea. Her father wades
deeper and deeper into the water. She
wraps her arms tighter and tighter around
his chest.
“I’m scared”, she says.
“I’ve got you. I will keep you safe.”
She squeezes her eyes shut, not daring to
look at the waves that loom over her. “Hold
your breath!” he yells. She opens her eyes;
the wave is right there; she feels her father
begin to dive under and she closes her
mouth and plugs her nose —
She can still hear the crashing, roaring
waves but it feels more distant. It sounds
muffled, as though her ears are filled with
cotton. And then they surface. “Hold your
breath!” her father yells again.
They begin to get into a rhythm, the waves
coming forward, her father diving under,
until the waves no longer break. She
releases her hold on her father’s chest and
he breathes deeply. The Little Girl starts
kicking her legs slowly underwater to stay
afloat. Her small body floats easily over the
tiny bumps the waves form and she smiles
up at her father. He smiles at her and says,
“I told you I could keep you safe. Give me
your burdens; put your faith into me. I
won’t ever disappoint you.”
By Olivia Mellowes
Year 7, Nambour Christian College
WOOMBYE – QLD.
Teacher: Mrs Hepner

I sit outside the window, without a delay.
‘Oh MY!’
I can’t dream like this
all day. I open my
eyes and I hear my friend shout,
‘Come on, soon we
will have to go out.’
By Anastasia Zaytseva
Grade 6,
Tucker Road Bentleigh Primary School
BENTLEIGH – VIC.
Teacher: Robyn Donoghue
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Mirror
T

he space of time between my
memories was so substantial, I had
forgotten the feeling of there being
any other life in this house.
I no longer remembered the feeling of
movement, the sight of change, the touch
of emotion that had once been my life.
And perhaps that was my greatest mistake,
because it hindered me from discerning
who I was.
HHH
Following those vacant, immeasurable
years, it was a surprise to me to once
more feel the beat of footsteps echoing,
the sound of breathing, the anticipated
laughter.
I felt everything as if for the first time, for
I had still omitted that time so long ago
when it had last been a reality. Right to the
tingling thrill of having new people move
in, everything was pleasurably incredulous
once more.
But the greatest shock was her.
With her short-cropped caramel hair and
simple cerulean eyes, the bent back of a
reader and the wispy hands of a pianist,
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she stared so innocently, but her gaze
seemed to pierce past as if it were going
right through me.
All at once, I saw something in her.
Something that I wanted. What could it be?
I could not tell. Like a drowning creature
that reaches in vain for the sunlight above,
I could not grasp the thing that called
to me, or even the knowledge of what it
was.
The first course of action that came to
my then-flimsy mind was to become her.
Perhaps in imitation, I might find what it
was I searched for, and be able to obtain
it.
The aimless longing grew like a flower
turned to the sun inside of me, until it was
so great it came bursting out through my
leathery and calloused hands, stretching
the fingers long and narrow. It spouted
from my eyes, dying what was once brown
blue. It coursed through my body, making
my strong limbs thinner and thinner to
an elegant slimness, making my skin the
colour of the inside of an apple. It fizzed
through my hair, turning flaxen curls
brown and straight.
And there, in an instant, I looked like
her.

But I felt no spark of realisation. No thrill
of understanding. I was still a drowning
creature reaching for sunlight. I still did
not know what I wanted. I still did not
have what I wanted.
Perhaps looking like her was not enough.
Perhaps I needed to do more. To behave
like her too, would surely allow me to
ascertain what I wanted.
For weeks I was happy living in her
shadow. I read books with her. I played
piano with her. When she shouted out in
joy, I added my voice to the chorus. Every
moment she spent in that room, in reach of
my gaze, I was there with her, copying her
every movement. I grew better and better
at the idolisation that had become my life
and purpose, though I was little closer to
my goal of recognising and obtaining the
mysterious value I longed for.
Then one day, she came in with her mouth
pressed in a thin, solid, pink diamond and
a hand cowering over a long, wet orange
scar over one cheek. After she had set down
her books, she came right up close to me.
An eager slave to curiosity, I stepped as far
as I could go, right up to her, only a hand’s
length away. I stared at the scar a moment
while she paused, before realising I knew
what to do to clean the cut. Quickly I spun
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round and ran back to the cupboard, from
which I retrieved a clean cloth. Heading
back to where I had stood, I saw that she
had had the same idea and now faced
my with her own gleaming rag. Holding
the cloth to my face, I demonstrated on
my own cheek how to clean the cut. She
followed my movements so quickly and
obediently it was as if we were moving at
the same time.
From that day on, it seemed to me, though
we never spoke, that she had become better
friends with me. She spent more and more
time with me, burying herself in books,
the two of us reading together. Even long
after the first cut had become a bruise, then
a scar, then disappeared, she came back
with more, often darker and longer, and
in different places.
I also noted that the manner in which she
shouted had changed. Instead of scattering
noise in all directions, her cries because
vicious and pleading and pointed.

Once, at the beginning of the end, she cried
for reasons I did not know. Weakened in
spirit at this sight, I crumpled to the floor
and sobbed with her.
Then one day, like the reversal of the
first time I had seen her, she packed her
every belonging. Then she came up to
me, raised her finger and let her hand
brush mine. There was a queer look in her
eye, like some screaming thing that was
about to escape its prison. Then she was
gone, walking away without so much as a
backward glance.
HHH
I should tell you that the girl I once
tried to imitate has long since run away
from this house. I do not think of her
without thinking of the great wrongs that
I committed.
I remembered myself seeing many other
people outside of my prison of glass.
Remembered seeing what they had that

I needed to be myself. Remembered
imitating them in a desperate wish to obtain
the hidden treasure and unconsciously
save myself. Remembered watching them
leave. Remembered remembering.
I also knew what it was I had wanted. But I
felt that unconsciously, I had realised long
ago, and simultaneously realised that she
no longer had it either.
Freedom. Freedom to be happy. Freedom
to escape.
I stared dully at the cruel and degenerative
glass that had distorted my view of the
horrible realities of my world.
And then, with a reminiscent sigh, I
laid my hand against the inside of the
hard, cold surface of the mirror that had
separated us.
By Damya Wijesekera
Year 9, Hornsby Girls’ High School
HORNSBY – NSW

Colder, Colder, Colder
30 degrees to 10 degrees,
It’s getting colder, colder, colder.

Lying on the large couch, warm and snug,
Sipping hot soup from a steaming mug.

Autumn leaves fall gracefully from the trees,
Blowing in circles in the chilly breeze.

Colder, colder, colder.

Change fills the sharp air everywhere,
Woodsmoke wafting from somewhere.
Warm to cold, light to dark,
Happy squeals to a howling bark.

By Amelia Sim
Year 4, Kangaroo Valley Public School
KANGAROO VALLEY – NSW
Teacher: Mr Smee

Dew crunches on the lawn in the morning,
The grazing animals are shivering and yawning.
Frost clings to darkened wet leaves at dusk,
Smells of crisp cold damp air musk.

February 2018
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A

shooting pain stabbed me in
the leg. I tripped and fell awkwardly
to the ground, spotting a big black
spider crawl off into the bushes.
I clutched my leg tightly. The bite was
throbbing. I quickly pulled off my backpack
to try and find something that could
reduce the pain. I emptied the contents
on to the ground. Tissues, food and water.
I had nothing that would stop the venom
from surging through my veins. I quickly
realised that I had forgotten to bring my
phone. I didn’t even know where home was
any more. Darkness had fallen around me
and I was blanketed with fear. Who knew
what types of creatures were lurking in
the forest?
I struggled to get up on my feet. The
pain was engulfing me and taking over
my entire body. I was filled with terror.
What was I going to do? I had no way of
contacting someone and I had no idea
where I was. I limped around for a while
but everything looked the same in the
depths of the night.
I heard leaves rustling in the distance and as
this noise approached, my survival instinct
motivated me to run. I stumbled and sped
off as fast as I could in spite of my hurt
leg. The adrenaline rushed through me.
Suddenly my vision started to go
blurry. I had no idea
what was going on.
The whole world
was spinning
around me and
I tumbled to the
ground, like
a l andsl i d e
rolling down
the hill. I could
hear someone
calling my
name in the
distance. I didn’t know if it was real or
just my imagination. ‘Faye! Faye!’ the voice
cried. It didn’t sound like anyone I knew.
How did they know my name?
I was engulfed by stars. Thousands of
them clouding my vision. All different
colours. I was in a completely different
world. The venom had definitely coursed
its way to my brain. The pain stopped for a
moment and I thought I was fine. My relief
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was short lived. The pain came back less
than 15 seconds later, worse than before.
I started shouting and screaming in pain.
It felt like a thousand knives stabbing my
leg without mercy. I wondered if I got out
of this forest, whether they would send
me to a psychiatric ward. I wondered if I
would survive long enough to get out of
this hell.
I should never have gone on the hike by
myself. I should’ve stayed at home and
watched TV. If I’d listened to my mum, I
would never have landed in this mess. She
had been so annoying recently and my
rebellious hike had resulted in this horror. I
couldn’t feel the rest of my body any more.
I was numb with poison and fear. I couldn’t
stand or move anything. I was stuck in this
forest. A prisoner. Lost. Alone. Left here
to die. I prayed that someone would come
and save me.
Suddenly I heard the voice again. Clearer
than before. I realised that it was my mum.
She ran through the bushes panicked and
afraid. She had come to find me, as I had
been missing way too long. I tried to reach
for her but my body was like a heavy bag

of sand. She immediately realised that
something was wrong. With a strength I
didn’t know she possessed, she lifted me
into her arms and she struggled to get
me back to the house. I tried to tell her
what happened but the words wouldn’t
form proper sentences. Finally, after many
stumbles, we arrived home. My mum
kicked the door wide open and rushed
inside. She lay me down on my bed and
proceeded to ring for an ambulance. I lay
there in silence, almost in a trance, hoping
and praying that I would make it through
this horrible ordeal.
Minutes that seemed like hours later, I was
momentarily awakened by the sound of an
approaching ambulance siren. Flashing red
and blue lights flooded the room through
the window. The paramedics rushed into
my room with a stretcher and rolled me
onto it. The long drive to the hospital felt
like forever. Everything hurt and I could
barely move or breathe. The paramedic
asked me what had happened but all I
could utter was one word, “Spider”. When
we arrived at the hospital, the medical staff
frantically administered a large amount
of spider anti-venom. I thought that I was
going to die. My mum’s eyes were filled
with tears. I heard ringing in my ears and
blacked out.
I woke to a room filled with familiar
voices and exclamations of joy.
Thankfully I had survived
my terrifying interlude
with a funnel web spider.
A close encounter. A
suspense thriller, I would
have preferred to watch
in a cinema, rather than
experience myself.

By Emma Huibers
Year 6, Korowa Anglican Girls’ School
GLEN IRIS – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs Sarah McLean
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A
Lost
Little
Girl
‘B

ye Lukas!’ I call to my brother
as I stumble out the front door,
tripping on the doorstep. I turn
towards the park, the grass sparkling and
green from the morning dew and start
down the path.

ask, kindly, resting a hand on her fragile
shoulder.

I could hear the laughter from here and I
automatically grin. I start down the path
but stop almost instantly and fish through
my hoodie pocket for my sunglasses, a
groan escaping from my lips as I find I’ve
left them behind. It was a cool day, but it’s
a bright day and the sunlight catches the
white blonde streaks in my dark blonde
curls.

I smile at the way she said ‘police’. She
seemed about 6 years old. ‘Sure. We should
go into the park and see if your mum is
there, okay?’

I continue down the path, and was almost
at the gate when I hear a sad sniffle. In
the darkness of the coffee shop across the
road, a little girl with dark brown pigtails
sits alone, crying. I glance left and right,
checking for cars before I briskly cross the
road and kneel in front of the little girl.
‘Hey,’ I murmur. ‘What’s wrong?’
The little girl lifts her head, her large hazel
eyes full of tears and her caramel skin is
red and clammy. She’s been crying for a
long time.
‘I’m lost,’ she whispers. ‘I think my mummy
left without me.’
‘Do you want me to help you find her?’ I
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The girl’s face instantly brightens. ‘You
could help me? All the people said that I
should go to the please station.’

The girl dragged her jumper sleeve across
her nose. ‘Okay. What’s your name?’ ‘My
name is Alisha’, she said, beaming.
I grin back at her, ‘My name is Gale.’
Alisha giggles. ‘That’s a funny name.’
I held my hand out to her to help her up
and Alisha’s face was instantly wary. She
seems quite smart for a 6 year old and I
was impressed. I mould my face into a
kind, sympathetic expression. ‘I won’t hurt
you, I promise.’ She was still cautious. ‘I’m
only 15, just a little bit older than you. How
old are you?’
Alisha’s hazel eyes bore into my silver-blue
ones. ‘6.’ She studied me closely. ‘You have
funny eyes. They look like clouds.’
I look down self consciously and shrink
into my hoodie a little bit, until I remember
I’m not that type of person and straighten

up again. Alisha’s hazel eyes are still
focused on me and I hold my hand out
again. ‘Come on, Leesh. Let’s get you to
your mum.’
She grabs my hand tightly and pulls herself
up quickly, brushing her clothes up. ‘Thank
you,’ Alisha says, no trace of the happy
childlike girl from mere minutes ago.
We wander through the large park for at
least half and hour, chatting and laughing,
Alisha gripping my pale, freckled hand
tightly in her caramel one when a call
sounds softly across the park. I stand still
and shush Alisha, who’s bubbling with
words. ‘Shush, Leesh. I heard something.’
We stand silently and we hear the call
again a few seconds later. ‘Alisha! Alisha,
are you here?’
I tap the little girl’s arm, but her eyes are
fixed in the direction the calling came
from. ‘Alisha, is that your mum?’ She
nods, eyes still focused on the woman in
the distance.
We start walking towards her. We’re about
a hundred metres away when she spots
us. Mixed emotions flit across her face;
relief; sadness; joy; anger, then finally
suspicion.
She marches up to us and jabs me in the
chest. ‘Who are you?’ she smelt strongly
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of alcohol and her words were slightly
slurred. Her clothes were dirty and her hair
was greasy. She didn’t quite look right.
I automatically stand up straighter. ‘My
name is Gale and I believe this is your
daughter...’
‘I don’t care’, Alisha’s mum snarls. ‘What
did you do to my daughter, huh? Where
did you take her?’
I hold my hands up in surrender. ‘I didn’t
do anything. I found her just outside the
park–’
The woman cut me off sharply. ‘I have
been looking for her for hours. Finally
felt guilty?’
I could feel anger slowly starting to bubble
through my veins. How dare she accuse
me of hurting Alisha, when she lost her
in the first place?
‘Excuse me ma’am, but you were the one
that lost Alisha.’
Her harsh gaze locked onto Alisha, who
cringed inwardly and flinched as she
moved closer to me. Why would she do
that? I thought. Her mother’s eyes flitted
back to my own.
The woman’s face turned red and she spoke
quietly. ‘Are you accusing me of not being
a good parent? Are you–’
‘Mum!’ snapped Alisha. ‘She helped me
find you! Don’t be mean.’
The woman looked incredulously at her
young daughter, shocked by the very
thought of her standing up to her like that.
Alisha’s face was a bold front, but she was
shaking. Her mother terrifies her, I thought
to myself. What did she do to her?
Before I had time to react, her mother
snatched Alisha from my grasp and pulled
her to her side, struggling to get free. Why
was Alisha so happy, previously, to find
her mother? Then I realised, when I went
to help her up, her face was cautious. But
not because of me, because of her mother.
I reached out a hand and she thought I was
going to hit her, oh my goodness.
‘Alisha!’ I said softly as her mother dragged
her away, kicking. ‘Alisha!’
The mother scowled and seemed to be

February 2018

muttering to her. Before long she fell still
and followed behind her. They were some
distance away when they got to their car.
Her mother opened her door and Alisha
climbed in, dejected. But she spotted me,
and waved, before her mother slammed
the door and climbed in herself, zooming
away in a cloud of dust and loud screeches.
Coming from the car itself not inside it.
I wanted to do something, to help the poor
girl. Her mum was an abusive alcoholic
from what I had guessed, and she was a
small, abused six year old. I wanted to call
someone, help them, but all I knew was
Alisha’s name and age. I didn’t know her
address, her nationality, her last name, her
school. I didn’t know anything worthwhile
bar her looks, age and first name.
Needless to say that was the last time I ever
saw her or her mother again, but at times I
swore I heard her bold yet quavering voice,
smelt that distinct grubby alcohol scent
or saw a flash of tightly curled brown hair
and caramel skin. But just thinking about
what could have happened, just because a
little girl ran away from a terrifying parent,
it’s enough to send my bracelet spinning
around my wrist. A habit I’d picked up.
I turned away from the sorry sight,
prepared to go back to my room and
mope about when I heard a loud crash.
The smashing of glass, the twisting of
metal and the whoosh of a sudden flame.
I spun back around and ran back towards
the scene, fishing in my pockets for my
phone before I notice someone else calling
000, punching in the numbers quickly
before rattling off what seemed a string
of gibberish.
And then I watched four ambulance
officers drag two limp bodies out of the
car…
6 months later
‘How was school this week?’ I asked the
bubbling girl in front of me.
‘It was great! Lilian and Remi are so nice
and they helped me with some Maths
homework. And Miss Charles is a really
helpful teacher!’
‘That’s great Alisha!’ I exclaimed.
Yep, that’s right. The very same girl I
watched paramedics pull out of a horrible
accident 6 months ago. The same girl that

was hit by her mother on a daily basis and
lived in the home of an alcoholic mother
and an abusive father for the majority of
her life.
After the accident, Alisha and her mother
were flown straight to the Royal State
Hospital and were operated in almost
immediately. Alisha ended up with a
fractured skull, a broken arm, a dislocated
shoulder and a beautiful scar from her left
temple to her left shoulder from where she
slammed into the side of the car. Alisha’s
mother, whose name is Zharra by the way,
had a dislocated hip, a fractured skull also,
a broken leg and shattered wrist from
where the other car slammed into her.
Zharra was then trialled in court after a
few weeks of healing for driving under the
influence of alcohol and child abuse. She
pleaded not guilty, but was found guilty
and was sentenced to jail for 1 year.
Alisha on the other hand was relocated
to a cute little orphanage in the centre of
town. The lady running the place, Mrs
Hopps, is an incredibly kind woman and
the orphanage is in good care, despite all
the stories of orphanages being horrible
places.
‘What are the orphanage children like?’
I asked.
Alisha hesitated, ‘They’re all sad. Only a
few are nice kids.’
I opened my mouth to reply but a loud
honk interrupted and made me jump.
‘Alisha! Talk Time is over sweetie! It’s almost
dinner!’ Mrs Hopps called, beckoning to
her.
Alisha’s face fell.
‘Hey Leesh,’ I said, resting a hand on her
shoulder, ‘You’ll see me on Wednesday,
OK?’
She nodded and hugged me tightly before
running off, ‘Bye Gale!’
I waved back and smiled softly, watching
the car pull away from the car park before
turning around and walking slowly home.
By Abbie Moseling
Year 8, St John’s Lutheran School
KINGAROY – QLD.
Teacher: Jodie Springhall
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BOOK
REVIEWS
Meet our book reviewers Noa,
Jaime, Trinity, Anastasia,
Nicole and Heechan from
Tucker Road, Bentleigh
Primary School, in Victoria.
Reviews Coordinators: Robyn
Donoghue and Meredith Costain

The Legends
Book #5 Over the Wall
Book #6 On the Buzzer
by Michael Panckridge (Ford Street
Publishing)

start of the year, they instantly become
enemies. Travis is the school bully who
usually wins all the Legends sports, so
of course he is the one to beat. Mitchell
also makes some great friends who stick
together and help each other to stand up to
Travis. They discover a great secret about
the library which adds some excitement
to the story.
I have read the first six books in this series
including the latest two Over the Wall and
On the Buzzer. I couldn’t stop reading them
and I can’t wait for the last two books to
come out. I recommend them for kids
aged 10 +.
Rating:  [10/10]
— Noa, Year 6

The Mysterious World of
Cosentino
Book #1: The Missing Ace
Written by Cosentino the Grand Illusionist
with Jack Heath
Illustrated by James Hart (Scholastic
Australia)
The Missing Ace is one of the maddest
stories I have ever read. Not only does the
plot move forwards, it goes sideways and
upside down! It is a mixed tale with plot
twists that you think don’t make sense,
but then somehow they do, especially if
you read it again and again. And you will
want to!
The King of Silver City is a playing card –
The King of Diamonds in fact – with two
heads! One nice and one nasty. His army
is a pack of cards and one does a runner.
In the hunt for the missing Ace the army

This amazing series is about a boy called
Mitchell Grady who moves to a new school
and discovers they hold a Legend of Sport
competition. Anyone can participate, and
the boy and girl with the most points at the
end wins the Legend of Sport title. There
are eight sports and each has three parts: a
knowledge test, a skills test and an overall
score on how well a player performs during
a tough competition.
Mitchell Grady is great at pretty much all
sports. When he meets Travis Fisk at the
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interrupt Cosmos who was rehearsing
for his latest illusion: ‘The Deadly Pit of
Snakes’. From here on you will meet some
very strange characters: Flex the giant
bunny rabbit, the Puzzler who has an
actual puzzle piece for a head, Professor
Camouflage who can turn into any person
or object and Lockie who is a padlock, a
lock picker extraordinaire and Cosmos’
assistant and partner in crime.

I enjoyed this book because something
unexpected always happened along the
way, making it much more interesting. It
would suit lovers of adventure books who
are aged 9+.
Rating:   [8/10]
— Trinity, Year 5

I loved this book. It was funny, actionpacked, weird and had really great
illustrations by James Hart. If you are a
fan of fantasy, mystery, adventure and
magic, then this is the book for you. It
starts off weird but once you get into the
story you will find it is still weird, but also
totally amazing!

Elizabeth just wants her father to stop
being sad and to notice her, but her
invisible friend Zenobia has other plans.
She wants to find spirit presences, and
doesn’t let anything stop her, not even a
housekeeper with creepy spying skills.
While searching for spirits, Elizabeth
uncovers a mystery in a plant book her
father wrote. It leads to an adventure where
they must defeat the Plant King and rescue
her father’s sister!
The genre of this book is fantasy. I
recommend this book for readers 9+.
Rating:   [7/10]
— Anastasia, Year 6

I would recommend this book for 10+
because the plot is quite complicated.
Rating:   [9/10]
— Jaime, Year 6

The Ice Maze
by Isobelle Carmody (Penguin Random
House)
The Ice Maze is the third book in the
Kingdom of the Lost series. It is about
two brothers called Bily and Zluty, plus
an injured monster and two diggers.
When their cottage gets destroyed by
the Arosh they find themselves searching
for a new home. Along the way they
become separated from each other, battle
horrendous ice blizzards and the monster
must make a huge decision.
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Elizabeth and Zenobia
by Jessica Miller (Text Publishing)
Elizabeth lives happily with her mother
and father until her mother decides to run
away to see an opera in Europe, with no
plans of returning. Elizabeth and her father
then move to Witheringe House, where her
dad had lived as a child. He studies plants,
so is always outside, lonely.

Continued on page 14
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Stephanie Chiocci and
the Cooper’s Hill Cheese
Chase
by Matt Porter, with footy tips by Stephanie
Chiocci (Ford Street Publishing)

Cooper’s Hill Cheese Chase. I recommend
this book for readers aged 8+.
Rating:   [8½/10]
— Heechan, Year 6

My New Best Friend

Book One in the new Olivia’s Secret
Scribbles series by Meredith Costain and
Danielle McDonald (Scholastic Australia)
by Robyn Donoghue (Tucker Road Bentleigh
Primary School)

The Goldfish Boy
by Lisa Thompson (Scholastic Australia)
The Goldfish Boy is a story about a twelveyear-old boy named Matthew who is
trapped in his bedroom due to his fear of
the outdoors.
Matthew has OCD and believes anywhere
outside his bedroom is filled with germs
and illness. So he spends his days staring
out his bedroom window at the comings
and goings in his street, logging it all
in his journal. When mystery strikes in
Matthew’s neighbourhood, his observant
ways get him caught up in the case of a
missing child.

This book features Stephanie Chiocci.
That’s right! The AFLW legend is in a funny
story about a massive wheel of cheese
being chased down a ridiculously steep
and hazardous hill.
The Cooper’s Hill Cheese Chase is a
competition fiercely contested by the
locals plus Stephanie, but don’t worry,
Eddie knows nothing about it! She is doing
it for a good cause, though. Stephanie
is trying to save Emily’s family cheesemaking business from being wiped out by
a corporate company. Of course the owner
just happens to be the reigning champion
cheese chaser!
I thought this book was great because
it was such an unexpected and funny
situation for an AFLW legend to be in. It
was fast-paced and I certainly didn’t see
the ending coming.
Kids who like footy, action, adventure and
humour will love Stephanie Chiocci and the
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This book is very cleverly written and
enjoyable. Not only is it a great mystery,
it also taught me about the mental illness
OCD. I recommend this book for ages
10+.
Rating:   [8½/10]
— Nicole, Year 5

Are you looking for a fun and exciting new
series to read? Why don’t you give Olivia’s
Secret Scribbles a go? This series has
excellent illustrations and features funny,
action-packed stories with lots of tension
and mystery.
Olivia’s Secret Scribbles is all about Olivia,
the younger sister of Ella from the highly
popular Ella Diaries series. (We recently
read 1 Heart Pets to an entire co-ed class
of Year 3 students here at Tucker Road and
they all loved the story. We think anyone
who loves the Ella Diaries will love this
new series as well!)
We tried out the first book in the series
on a group of Year 1 and 2 students, and
the wacky humour left them giggly for
days. Annabelle found the sign wars scene
hilarious. ‘My favourite part was when Ella
and Olivia put up funny signs on their
bedroom doors and they just didn’t make
any sense!’.
Imogen liked that ‘it tells a good message
like not to be shy’. Mica related to Olivia
being a younger sister and she thought
‘it’s funny for our age – like when Olivia
met the twins next door you knew what
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was going to happen next with that
sandwich!’
No matter what your personality is like,
there is something in this series just for
you. Katie enjoyed the illustrations as
much as the story. ‘I just loved all the
pictures and detail that Meredith Costain
and Danielle MacDonald have been
working on – it is fabulous!’
Zoe loved the suspense and Olivia’s science
experiments and inventions. ‘This book is

a friendship mystery! My favourite part
was Olivia’s Time Machine invention.’
Molly loved the ‘detailed pictures and my
favourite bit was when Olivia showed us
inside her science cupboard.’
See, there is plenty on offer! The neighbour’s
big undies, or moral dilemmas: When is it
okay to tell lies? How do you cope when
your friend moves away? Will you make
new friends? How do you learn to put up
with messy younger brothers and bossy
older sisters?

Even the pets have stories to tell! Will
Donkey the cat get those tail swish signals
right during his detective training? And
what was that disgusting thing new
neighbour Matilda found when digging
in her back garden? Ewww.
If you are looking for a fresh, new series,
then you can’t go past Olivia’s Secret
Scribbles! I thoroughly enjoyed reading it
and especially enjoyed seeing lots of kids
giggling and gasping throughout!

The Captain’s Dead

“M
we will tip.

an overboard!” the crew
shoute d as roug h s e as
shook the boat with worry

They pushed me in to swim in the freezing
cold water to search for who fell in. I was
the best swimmer in the crew and I had
a job as a diver. I swam to the surface
and shouted “It’s the captain!”. The crew
could barely hear me from the rough sea
storm.
I dived back down to pick up the captain
who was really hard to carry because he
was an adult. Oh no, he was not moving.
The crew pulled me back onto the boat
we call the Atlanticus VII using ropes that
were covered in moss and mould as the
crew nursed the captain. I went to bed with
my crewmates (which were all adults) and
fell asleep in my comfortable hammock.
Two o’clock in the morning I get woken
up by the nurse who drags me into
the operating room and has a knife to
my throat. “What did you do to the
captain?”
“I don’t know what happened, all I know
is that he fell off the boat.”
The nurse dropped me to the floor and put
the knife in her belt. “Well I don’t suppose
you did anything to the captain, you
haven’t even earned your knife yet, here
look at him he’s dripping with blood and
not moving, someone must have killed him
and I’m going to find out who did.”
I looked at the captain, and the nurse was
right. The captain was dripping with really
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fresh blood. “Now off you go to bed.
You have a big day tomorrow, get
some sleep.”
I woke up feeling the rocking
of the boat, hearing seagulls
squawking and tasting the salty air. After
I had a sloshy bowl of porridge, I met up
with the nurse on board the deck and we
searched and interviewed different people.
So far, there was one person who was a
witness of the captain dying, he told us that
there was a man who was not usually on
our ship shot him in the head and threw
him overboard.
“Ready the cannons, sharpen your blades,
load your flintlocks with gunpowder, we
are about to be attacked!” shouted the man
in the parrot’s nest. I rushed to the edge
of the deck and saw a humongous ship of
Brits. The co-captain came to me and gave
me a knife.

room to get a flintlock and stood on the
deck. “Fire the cannons!” I shouted. I
heard a boom of cannons attack the enemy
and then a bunch of wood breaking from
their cannons. I grabbed a rope and swung
over to the other ship, so did many other
pirates. I was fighting and fighting, blood
spilling everywhere and all of a sudden, I
got a knock on the head. Everything went
blurry, everything I heard was muffled,
my body dropped to the ground like a
corpse…
I woke up in the hospital bed and saw the
captain well and standing up. “Did we
win?” I asked.

“What do I do with this?”

“Yes, their ship sank and they drowned”,
the captain replied.

“You show those Brits what we are made
of.”

The door opened and the nurse came in.
“Oh great, not another one.”

“You are now the captain of this ship.”

“Do you want to go to the celebration?”,
the captain asked.

“Why, I’m years younger than all of you.”
“You saved our captain, he is alive and
well in the hospital bed but he is now too
weak to be captain, now lead us out to
battle, captain.”
I took a breath in and out. How could I
lead this crew into battle?
I went for it. I rushed into the weaponry

“He looks well enough”, the nurse said.
“Okay”, I replied. “Good, they can’t have a
party without the captains.” I smiled and
got out of the bed. I had led well.
By Noah Williams
Year 5, Nambour Christian College
NAMBOUR – QLD.
Teacher: B. Eracleous
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Rider in the Woods

er hooves pounded against
the snow-covered path weaving in
between the stark woods of winter.
The wind rushing through my dark hair,
with a tint of snow brushing onto my face.
As I ran deeper into the woods of ice the
idea of the cold snow storms ahead became
more and more apparent. I decided to
head back to the barn, as Queen’s pace was
starting to slow.
As I emerged from the barn, the woods
became more open, and the neighing of
the horses neared. I could hear Spencer,
our little white Pony whinnying loudly as
I drew near. “Snow storms coming” she
seemed to suggest to me. Hercules, our
laziest horse was pacing back and forth.
Her pacing meant something. She meant
business. I hauled all tack off her back and
put it in its place, then led her into her
stable. After that I feed her freshly picked
carrots from the farm. I knew she’d need
a good dinner.
An hour later, the snow storm hit. It was
a big one. Out of my wide window I saw
wooden planks flying off nearby houses. I
felt so bad, and yet motivated to help. But I
was helpless. I heard horses neighing.
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The hail in, horses out.
I was quite sure not all of them had escaped
from the barn. I thought of Queen. The
second thing I heard was a big bang. I
ran toward the stair well and slid down
the oak railing. Peering out one of the
front windows I saw the barn door had
been burst open by wind and hail. I know
Hercules and Spencer would have stayed.
Queen was brave and would face the
storm, so she ran with a couple of other
horses. She’ll be impossible to find during
the snow storm, with her white fur.
Then the rain pelted down. There was no
way I could get out. Just as my horse did,
I felt my feet sinking into the snow with
every footstep. The wind was wailing, and
rushed past my face. I ran head first into
the forest, following the trail of hoof prints.
I realized that the wind was too wild. I
needed a better way of transport. So I ran
towards the barn, where Annika was just
tacking up Hercules.
“Are you going to find Pepper?” I asked
Annika.
“Yeah, I’m just so worried about her, little

nut. She should have never ran off, but I
understand why and I do love her”, she
replied.
“I do understand as well, and I feel exactly
as you about Queen. But let’s stop standing
around and find our horses, before it’s too
late!”
“You’re right, let’s go!”
I tacked up Spencer, and we galloped
out.
We raced off through the raging winds and
reached the edge of the forest. Following
my small footsteps once again, and then
once they had died down, following the
many hoof prints, some of which were
Queens. As we rode on, the snow started
to cover up their tracks. And we were in
the midst of nowhere.
It grew colder and colder. Our thick coats
soon became not enough. Until we heard
the silent neighing of the pack of horses.
We rode towards the sound. Then we saw
them. Sheltering under a huge oak tree
with thick branches and thickly gathered
leaves, the horses waited together. This was
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one of the only trees with leaves. I could see
Queen in the midst of them all. I jumped
off Spencer and ran to her. Standing beside
her again I stroked her thick winter coat
once again.

“Who are you?”

“Oh. Now I just feel dumb.”

The body stepped back. As if cautious of
the founding of eyes laid upon. Come out,
come all the way out.

“Yes so would I if I was in your situation,
but I’m not, I’m in my situation and I’m
afraid it has nothing to do with yours.”

“Let’s go home”, I said.

Then, a surprisingly high voice spoke.

“OK… um start again?”

I rode Queen back to the barn, and gave
warning that the horses are out there and
need help, urgently.

“Why should I?”

“I’m saying that my life situation now is a
lot worse than yours, in a nutshell.”

“We need to lead them back home”.

“Why’s this?”

I rode back through the snow, to collect
the rest of the horses and it was hard work.
They were distressed from the storm. They
were shaking their head to and fro, not
willing to go back through the remaining
icy winds. This windy snow giant.

“Well, if you were riding through the
woods in early morning and just happened
to come across a small figure covered in
shadows, wouldn’t you be the slightest bit
curious?”

Once we had led them all back to the barn
they calmed. Although the barn entrance
was quite the wreck, we put the horses
in the stalls lower downstairs with the
indoor heating device. I headed back to my
cottage, where I slipped back into bed, with
a warm hot chocolate by my side.
The next day, in the morning sunlight
the remaining pieces of debris were lying
around in the snow. My boots were sinking
deeper down as I walked with the fresh
layer of snow. I walked further towards
the barn and saw some builders repairing
the large barn door. I walked carefully
past and ran towards Queen, hugging her
and giving her a special treat of a bunch of
ripe grapes. Which she happily munched
up, the purple juice smearing her face. I
laughed. Maybe be a bit more careful when
you eat them next time, I said as I wiped
the juice off her nose.
“Silly Goose”, I said. “How about we go for
a winter ride, to freshen up?”
She whinnied back to me, as a yes.
I tacked her up, and we set out. Through
the woods like yesterday, wind through my
hair, wind through her mane. It was the
feeling of freedom. But then something
quite peculiar happened. A dark figure
emerged from the thickly close part of
the woods.
“Uh, hello?” I asked. “Who’s there, come
out of the dark!”
The figure became closer, revealing a face,
still mostly over shadowed face.
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“So, so I can know who you are.”

“Fair point”, the voice admitted.
“So, if you’re not afraid to talk so generally,
then why not reveal your face?”
“Personal reasons.”
“I’m not afraid of a quirky face, at all.”
“That’s what they all say.”
“Just come out, I’m just going to stay here
until you do.”
Finally, the figure of a girl stepped forward,
revealing a pale face, crystal clear eyes, and
dark flowing hair. She stumbled slightly,
getting closer to me and Queen.

“Well not necessarily, we both have
very different life styles, so it would be
impossible to compare them equally.”
“Keep talking, scientist.”
“So why are you here anyway?”
“Why does it matter?”
“Just tell me things I want to know, and
don’t tell me the things I don’t want to
know”.
“I was out strolling in the woods with
my guard dog Spartan that evening that
the snow storm hit. But as soon as that
wretched storm hit, he just back stabbed
me and skittishly ran home.”
“Well, if I was a dog walking head first into
a windy snow storm I would do exactly
the same.”
“Yes, yes, keep talking”.

“Say something?!” she said.

“So, I was stranded in the middle of the
woods, blind as a newborn gosling and in
the middle of a raging snow storm.”

“Uh, Hello?”

“Right, now I understand.”

She turned toward me, as if relying on the
sense of sound.

“And so, the eastern winds were so wild I
just decided I would let my body fly with
them.”

“Say something else”, she repeated.
“I’m right here, I don’t need to talk for you
to come closer.”
Suddenly her face looked up, instantly
looking straight at me.
“Or do I?”, she said.
“What do you mean, I’m quite afraid you
not making any sense at all!”
“I’m blind I would have thought you had
realised that by now, is not hard to tell”,
she said bluntly.

“You flew here?”
“Of course not. I just walked and the winds
gave me a boost.”
“OK. So how do you suppose you get
back?”
“I’m not.”
“Why not?”

Continued on page 18
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Continued from page 17
“Strong winds don’t take you here for no
reason. I heard something crash. What
was it?”
“The barn door. You have acute hearing.”
“Thank you”.
The barn door got hit so the horses could
fly free. Some are probably still out there,
you just haven’t realised it. And your
horse is here and came back because of
your intensive care and unconditional
love for her”.

“I got pulled by the wind here. Perhaps this
is why all this happened, maybe it isn’t a
complete accident.”
“Well what about me?”
“The woods pulled you here. This is where
you shall be for life. If you try to escape,
move away. It will always be one step ahead
of you.”
“This is a fairytale story, why could I
believe it?”

the horses to break free. And the woods
were here for a natural wonder, that draws
people like you down deeper, deeper and
deeper every day. There’s no denying it.”
Moral:
Mother nature makes things, and natural
wonders for a reason, this is why we
humans are drawn so easily to them. So,
respect and preserve them while you can.

“It’s called Mother Nature in a nutshell.
That’s why you should believe it. Because
nothing happens for no reason. I didn’t get
pulled here for no reason. The barn door
didn’t break because of the hail, it broke for

The End.
By Amelia Chellew-Halford
Year 6, Greenslopes State School
GREENSLOPES – QLD.
Teacher: Mr Castle

I Am Perfection
Perfection; the word like a drug that brings more harm than joy,
Tearing us apart from the inside out,
Leaving there nothing else to destroy,
Leaving you with dark unhappy doubt.
Dragging your self-esteem down until you have nothing else to give me,
Your parents tell you I don’t exist,
But being perfect parents is what they crave to be,
I make you clench your fist,
As your eyes wonder through those magazines on your dresser,
Gazing at the perfect models heavily photoshopped,
Your confidence grows lesser and lesser,
I will tear you down and will not be stopped.
I make you see things you haven’t seen before,
Paranoid by the thought of others thinking you’re not good enough,
Thinking and saying things you don’t want to believe any more,
Your mum says don’t worry because you’re tough,
But I haunt your mind,
And become unforgettable,
you now think I’m cruel, evil and unkind,
I cause you to lose yourself as I am regrettable.
The cruellest part is that I’m not even a thing,
I’m a figment of society’s imagination that gains power,
you choose to believe anything,
I make you feel boring, ugly and sour.
I force you to struggle to get out of bed,
As you groan at the idea of facing society again,
you walk through those school gates and lower your head,
avoiding the eyes that lay upon your skin driving you insane.
I control you even though I don’t deserve you,
No one can help you now as you have fallen too deep,
I will never be here to serve you,
I’m there even when you sleep.
I’m in your dream,
I’m in your life,
I make you scream,
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I cause you strife.
I make you scared of facing everything,
Family, friends even rejection,
I will never be helpful or supporting,
AS I AM PERFECTION.
Created by you…

By Brydie Nuss-Wilson
Year 10,
Eden Marine High School
EDEN – NSW
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Getting it Write
By Elizabeth Haigh

U

nlike most of my peers, I had
a crystal clear view of what I was
going to do once I left school.
I was going to go to The University of
Melbourne, major in Creative Writing
and History, attend an on-campus
college and become a writer. And that’s
exactly what I have done.

The day the ATAR results were released
was the day after my 18th birthday party
and I woke up early and opened up my
laptop to see my result, which was twoand-a-half marks over what I needed. I
experienced a huge feeling of relief. I
was told in my interview for my college
I would be accepted if I got the score, so
I called them a few days later and told
them I was accepted into the university.
Everything was falling into place.

I have written several articles, won a
poetry prize and am currently working
as an intern at Ford Street Publishing.
Prior to Year 12 I had changed my mind
several times about what I wanted to do
– at one point I was sure I was going to
become a midwife – but I kept coming
back to writing because it is what I love
to do the most.
My writing began quite early in my life.
My parents made me read every day
before I went to bed, and I am thankful
for that because I was able to gather an
appreciation for the written word quite
early on. If I ever complained of being
bored my mother would always tell me to
read or write a story.
In primary school I always worked quite
hard at my writing in class, and I remember
that I had one of my stories, that I had
made into a paper book, read out to my
peers one day. I remember loving the fact
that other people could see the value in
my work.

sometimes quite disturbing things, I found
it amazing his ability to cover so much in
such a short amount of space, and it was
not always about love, it was about history,
about the changing world, and how society
was progressing at the time. That year
I wrote two poems, and they ended up
being my best marks, and my teacher told
me to send it to as many people as I could
to read.

At age 14 I started writing in a journal
every day, and this really helped not only
my writing skills, but it helped me identify
what was most important to me, which is
reflected in the things I write about. In Year
10 I started taking history as a subject and
I absolutely loved it. I began writing about
history – literally every type of history –
but in particular religious history. In the
same year I took a subject my school ran
which was called Writer’s Workshop and I
discovered that so many different kinds of
subjects can be intertwined with writing.
It was in this same year that I discovered
my love for poetry. I always thought that
poetry was a cringe-worthy form with
rhyming lines about love, but, once I was
introduced to T.S. Eliot’s Collection of
Poetry, I realised that poetry is so much
more. Although Eliot’s work covers

Then VCE started and that became my
primary focus. I took three English
subjects – English, Literature and English
Language. I ended up only doing English
and Literature in Year 12, but all three of
the subjects really complemented each
other, and helped me understand how to
write effectively in English. In Year 12 I
worked very hard. By the end of the year
I was writing at least three to four essays
each week for my English teacher to mark.
I read the Gospel of Luke ten times for my
religious subject, and I listened to all of
my books via audio recordings whenever
I was in the car. It sounds stressful, and
sometimes it was, but for the majority of
the time it did not bother me doing all
this work, because I loved it, and I knew
it was going to get me into the course I
wanted to do.
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The first semester of university was a
real learning curve. Not necessarily
in my studies, but more in how to
navigate organising myself, learning to
live away from home for the first time,
what groups I wanted to join and who
I wanted to be friends with. It was not
until my second semester that I decided
to focus a lot more on my writing. I
wrote a piece for my college’s magazine
and applied to join the Student Union’s
magazine ‘Farrago’. ‘Farrago’ ended up
employing me to run two of their social
media accounts for both the magazine
and Radio Fodder. Whilst I was there I also
wrote two satirical pieces.
Now, in my final year of my undergraduate,
I am still a part of ‘Farrago’, and I have also
written a couple of more articles for other
student run publications.
If I had to give a tip from my time at school
and university, it would be to work hard,
and to take every opportunity that comes
your way. Education opens up so many
doors, so you might as well take as much
from it as you can. One thing that I always
think is overlooked is to get other people
to check your work. Although not every
opinion will be useful, it will help you learn
how to take criticism, and how to harness
this to improve your work. If you want
your work to be published you will have to
take some harsh criticisms, but it will make
you a better writer much quicker than if
you kept your work to yourself. Everyone
will be rejected – I myself have had far
more rejections than accepted pieces – but
this happens to every writer.
Work hard, write every day, read as widely
as you can and enjoy what you do – that is
the key to becoming a writer.
—•—
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James Brasington

Scotch College, Hawthorn, Vic.

 Lions Club Literary Award
Short Story – Secondary

Eliza Bastian
Eynesbury Senior College, SA

Fortescue Metals
Literary Award }
Poetry – Secondary

Julia Pickersgill
St Dominic’s Priory College, SA

 Dymocks Camberwell
Literary Award
Short Story – Primary

Sinthujan Ahilaeswaran
St Luke’s Primary School, Vic.

Commonwealth Bank
Literary Award }
Poetry – Primary
Teisa Helu
St John’s Auburn
Primary School, NSW
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 ASG Short Story Award
Jana Nguyen
Abbotsford, Vic.

ASG Poetry Award }

Georgia Ryan
St Agnes Primary School, NSW

 Helen Handbury

Achievement Award

Carly Wood
Templestowe Valley
Primary School, Vic.

Helen Handbury }
Literary Award

Ananya Bose
Westbourne Grammar, Vic.

(Left) Qube representative David Saul presents the
Qube Ports Indigenous Art Award to Taya Parfitt.
(Below) The Young Australian Art and Writers’ Awards
ceremony at the Bayview Eden, Melbourne
on 25 November 2017.
Photos Carol Dick & Frank Jones
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2017
Commonwealth Bank Art Award
Painting – Senior

Bic Australia Art Award
Computer Art – Senior

Helen Han
James Ruse Agricultural HS, NSW

Alicia Lamburd
Elanora State High School, Qld.

Commonwealth Bank Art Award
Painting – Middle

Bic Australia Art Award
Computer Art – Middle

Taylor Trewartha

Oscar Chambers
Investigator College, SA

Commonwealth Bank Art Award
Painting – Primary

ASG Art Award – Drawing

Yul Heo
Murray Farm Public School, NSW

Dymocks Camberwell Art Award
Drawing – Senior
Melissa Kahl
Muirfield High School, NSW
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Indy Duffy
Bunbury Senior High School, WA

Proserpine State High School, Qld.

Claire Ah-Chok
Beaumont Hill
Public School, NSW

ASG Art Award – Painting

Bic Australia Art Award

Janavika Hingorani
Computer Art – Primary
Jasper Road
Kai Keulder
Public School, NSW
Peter Carnley Anglican Community School, WA

Dymocks Camberwell Art Award
Drawing – Middle

Tiarn Garland
Ravenswood School for Girls, NSW

Dymocks Camberwell Art Award
Drawing – Primary

Olivia Offwood
Oxford Falls Grammar School, NSW
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Lions Club Art Award
Photography – Senior

Lions Club Art Award
Photography – Primary

Oisin Brady
Marcellin College, NSW

Jaime Clarke
William Clarke College, NSW

Thommy Mulhearn
Sydney Grammar School, NSW

Judge’s Choice Award:
Elise Hurst

Judge’s Choice Award:
Marjory Gardner

Judge’s Choice Award:
Marc McBride

Oscar Chambers
Investigator College, SA

Community Partners

Lions Club Art Award
Photography – Middle

•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Australian Scholarships Group
Bic Australia
Capricorn Metals
Central Petroleum Ltd
Collier Foundation
Commonwealth Bank
Dymocks Camberwell
Energy Metals Ltd
Fortescue Metals Group
FRRR Foundation

February 2018

Samantha Lindermann Passanant
Cerdon College, NSW

• Geoff & Helen Handbury
Foundation
• Impact Minerals
• James N Kirby Foundation
• Lions Club
• Magnetite Mines
• Marian & EH Flack Trust
• Media Warehouse
• Pantoro Ltd
• Perpetual Trustees

Tahlia Stanton
Ballarat and Clarendon College, Vic.

•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Qube Ports
Resolute Mining
Roy Hill Holdings
Sandfire Resources
The Percy Baxter Trust
Viva Energy
Whitehaven Coal
William Angliss Charitable
Fund
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Indigenous
Art Awards

2017

Sandfire Resources Indigenous Art Award
Taya Parfitt

Magnetite Mines
Indigenous Art Award

Keenan Flanagan

Energy Metals
Indigenous Art Award
Annie Sommers

Fortescue Metals
Indigenous Art Award
Richard Kickett

Roy Hill Holdings
Indigenous Art Award
Sonia Cronan
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Pantoro Ltd
Indigenous Art Award
Grace McMahon
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Qube Ports
Indigenous Art Award
Taya Parfitt

Whitehaven Coal
Indigenous Art Award
Marion Murielle

Impact Minerals
Indigenous Art Award

Yaroslava Kolesnikova

Indigenous Art Awards

2017

Viva Energy
Indigenous Art Award

ASG
Indigenous Art Award

Phoenix Lorbach

Tyler Sillery-Maxwell

Newcrest Mining
Indigenous Art Award
Trevor Sheen

Capricorn Metals
Indigenous Art Award
Alexia Melchiori
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Resolute Mining
Indigenous Art Award

Lauren Tchinburrurr
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Salty Beef

old sweat drips down my chin.
I grab my backpack and march
off to the kitchen. The cupboards
creak loudly as I open them. There is an
ear ringing noise of when the metal rubs
against each other as I drag out a small
silver pot. There is a bright light shining
through a window that reflects off the
small sharp knife I lift from a drawer. I
wrap the knife with the closest dishcloth
and shove in my bag along with the small
pot. From the cupboard above the stove
I take out a lighter and torch. I run back
to my room. I grab a small fluffy blanket
from my bed causing the other blankets
and pillows to roll onto the floor. I roll
up the blanket and tie it to the top of my
backpack but I struggle. My hands were
visibly shaking and I couldn’t control it.
Before I could get a grip I glance out the
large, clear glass window of my apartment.
It was the first stage had begun. The skies
were split in two. One side the sunny day,
the other pitch, black night. My eyes widen
in shock and awe. For a moment the sky
drew me in. I began to walk closer and
closer to the window.

‘How could the end be so beautiful?’ I
wondered to myself. Funny isn’t it? ‘The
end’.

The last of our existence. But for this we
have only ourselves to blame. We let the
darkness creep in and consume our minds
causing this result. There is nothing the
few of us left can do now, unless… Unless
we try.
All of a sudden there was the loud
continuous cracks and bangs of bullets.
I watched as the objects in the room
shattered to pieces. I had no choice but to
take a leap of faith.

As I smash through the window I yank
on my soft rolled up blanket. Struggling
I manage to free it from the tie. My heart
raced as I tried to find all four corners of
the small blanket. Hoping I would succeed
I close my eyes in anticipation. The falling
didn’t stop. I was still plummeting down to
the surface of the Earth but all of a sudden
it slowed down. I was almost gliding down
at a calm rate. I opened my eyes and when
I realised my risky decision had pulled
through. The feeling of anxiety washed
away from me. I could feel my heartbeat
slow back down to a normal rate. I could
feel a lump in my throat form as it does
when one is put through immense pressure
but all of a sudden that goes away. My feet
made a heavy tapping sound as my feet hit
the hard pavement of the road. I looked
up at my shattered apartment window
and nodded it goodbye as I embarked on
my adventure.
This particular part of the city was dark.
The tall buildings cast shadows over the
ground on which the sunshine never
showed. I didn’t trust the shadows enough
to trek into them. It was probably a good
idea to travel in the shadows but for now, I
would prefer the path. There was the sound
of static nearby. I could feel the ring in my
ears. Walking further down the path there
was a building with a large glass window.
I lean up against the window and try to
look inside. The dust collected on

the window was too thick for me to see
through so I rub against the glass only to
find the dust was on the inside. I step back
and walk towards the door. Upon further
inspection I noticed that the handle and
lock had been tampered with or broken.
I squinted as I opened the door and
waves of dust flew into my eyes. I blink
simultaneously to get rid of the stinging
sensation as my eyes begin to well up from
irritation.
As my eyesight adjusted to the dimness of
the room I noticed that there were cans
scattered on the floor. The tins opened
were sweetened corns, their tins dented
and disfigured. The tins that hadn’t been
opened were strips of beef drenched in
grains of salt. As I stepped around the
room I found that in a dusty corner of the
room was an old fashioned television with
a blue screen. That would explain the static.
I shift the antenna in different directions
hoping for a signal but all I got were
parts of sentences. ‘…Lab destroyed…
escaped… beware…’. I tried to piece the
parts together but my thoughts were
interrupted by a crash in the room. I crawl
behind the counter making as little noise
as possible. I wait a few seconds then from
behind the counter I duck my head out,
trying not to be seen. I couldn’t see, it was
too dark.
I glare into the darkness for a few more
seconds and from then could see a shadow
entering the light of the television screen. I
watched ‘the thing’ as it went further into
the dim light and could see all of its limbs
casting shadows on one another. I begin
to make my way backwards not letting
the mutant out of my sight. Slowly I put
my hand down behind me but as I do I
knock an empty can. It rolls away making
ringing noises. The thing immediately
rolls its head back. I held my breath as it
kept its attention on me. I stared into its
face. It was blank, no eyes or nose just a
dark red mouth. Its teeth were sharp and
inconsistent in size. A thick white drool
slowly flowed through its teeth and down
the sides of its mouth.
By Beverley Neff
Year 8, Notre Dame College
SHEPPARTON – VIC.
Teacher: Collette Caffrey
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The Death
of Us
O

ur minds are devilish beasts.
There is that traitor in all of us,
that part of ourselves that, when
we are on the edge of a precipice, urges
us to lean over, that irresistible need to
HAVE to look over the edge into the
chasm beneath, even if we already know
what’s there.
Then there is that feeling, that if I lean over
just a little bit more, I’ll fall, and there is a
part of you that craves that, that wants you
to lean over just a little bit more and jump,
plunge to your death. And it frightens you,
it scares you that there is a part of you
that you didn’t even know was there, that
is whispering insidious urges into your
heart that you WANT to jump, you want to
know what it feels like, the adrenaline, the
rushing fear even stronger than the wind,
the jarring impact of your body being
dashed to pieces on the rocks. Then the
rest of you, the primal animal instincts of
your flesh, screams at you to GET BACK
GET BACK GET BACK YOU’RE GONNA
DIE, and you throw yourself backwards,
and can’t bring yourself to go near the
edge again.

But there is always the pull, that irresistible
pull towards the edge. And that sneaking
part of you, it feeds off the thrill, the fear,
of the fall, and wants nothing more than
for you to plunge to your death, here and
everywhere else, again, again, and again,
for it is life to it.
Our minds, those self-destructive beasts
with feelings peculiar to humankind,
we tell ourselves will never be able to
triumph over our own animal instincts
that all living things have. But, every time
we make the wrong decision, every single
time we listen to our poisoned minds that,
really, know nothing at all, over what we

know deep down to be right, we let that
destructive beast within us convince us to
jump off the cliff.
Our minds, those complex, twisted
machines we will never begin to
understand, will, one way or another, be
the death of us, in the end.
By Lucinda Jackson
Year 8, St Joseph’s College
BANORA POINT – NSW
Teacher: Mr Jones

Icarus

If Icarus flew too close to the sun,
Is it his fault or his overly ambitious wings?
Do we blame the person or the power behind them?
Of course our grudge is with the many fatal flaws of humanity which we deem irrevocable and incessantly happening.
If Icarus was so eager to be next to the largest flame humans can fathom without a fleeting thought of his newborn and fragile wings
– Surely we too can become caught up in the lure of much brighter things.
Fly too close for warmth and be burnt instead.
Like a faulty raconteur we tell the fable of Icarus with the intention of shaming childish arrogance
Yet how can we shame someone in fables as old as Greek civilisation when our adult foolishess is the same?
By Sarah-Louise Heather
Year 11, Yarra Valley Grammar
RINGWOOD – VIC.
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Creative Net
Dear Literacy Educator/Librarian,
Take a look at Creative Net. We have authors and illustrators who you won’t find on other speakers’ agency sites.
Better still, Creative Net is the only speakers’ agency in Australia that doesn’t charge a booking fee. Our services to you
are completely free.
We also organise literary events for schools. Students
pay $20 + GST and we provide the MC, authors and
illustrators for a day which includes three workshops
from each of the presenters, a launch, book signings,
etc. – everything you would expect from a festival, plus
free show bags each containing a Ford Street book and
merchandise (worth around $20).
ACT
Craig Cormick
Tracey Hawkins
Simon Mitchell
Stephanie Owen-Reeder
NSW
Deborah Abela
Stephen Axelsen
Candida Baker
Dianne Bates
Patricia Bernard
Jess Black
Jenny Blackford
Russell Blackford
Charlotte Calder
Jill Carter-Hansen
Gaye Chapman
Chris Cheng
Wai Ping Chim
Laurine Croasdale
Melaina Faranda
Susanne Gervay
DC Green
Pip Harry
Michelle Heeter
Nette Hilton
Tamsin Janu
Harry Laing
Cathy Lane
Jan Latta
Nathan Luff
Sophie Masson
Jeni Mawter
Dawn Meredith
Kim Miller
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Lewis Morley
Louise Park
Felicity Pulman
Moya Simons
Paul Stafford
Shane Thamm
Lesley Vamos
Sue Whiting
NT
Leonie Norrington
QLD
Kathryn Apel
Katherine Battersby
Royce Bond
Peter Carnavas
Charmaine Clancy
Emily Craven
Gary Crew
Aleesah Darlison
Brian Falkner
JE Fison
Sheryl Gwyther
Phil Kettle
Harry Laing
Foz Meadows
Kyle Mewburn
Josie Montano
Eileen O’Hely
Elaine Ouston
Marianne de Pierres
JR Poulter
Dimity Powell
Pamela Rushby
Kathy Stewart
Angela Sunde

Ask us about our national PD seminars for TLs/educators,
too. (We organised the four highly successful Keeping
Books Alive seminars in Victoria and NSW.)
We can be contacted by phone on (03) 9416 4062 or
email terrie@creativenetspeakers.com.
Terrie Saunders
Creative Net

Karen Tyrrell
Lynelle Zita Westlake
Michelle Worthington
SA
Ben Chandler
Katrina Germein
Phillip Gwynne
Sally Heinrich Heather
Taylor Johnson
Claire Richards
Lauren Nicolle
Taylor Allayne Webster
Kristin Weidenbach
TAS
Christina Booth
Kate Gordon
Sally Odgers
Steve Isham
Carol Ann Martin
Anne Morgan
VIC
Marie Alafaci
Goldie Alexander
June Alexander
Catherine Bateson
Robyn Bavati
Krista Bell
Susan Berran
Sue Bursztynski
Bernard Caleo
Isobelle Carmody
Mark Carthew
Anna Ciddor
Margaret Clark
Sherryl Clark

Paul Collins
Michael Connell
Meredith Costain
Justin D’Ath
Julie Davey
Houston Dunleavy
Hazel Edwards
Corinne Fenton
Marjory Gardner
Scot Gardner
Serena Geddes
Laura E Goodin
Jacqui Grantford
Patrick Guest
Susan Halliday
Michelle Hamer
Leigh Hobbs
Stef Hodgson
Sarah Howell
Michael Hyde
George Ivanoff
Nicky Johnston
Bernadette Kelly
Jackie Kerin
Victoria Lane
Sue Lawson
Virginia Lowe
Deryn Mansell
Felicity Marshall
Lorraine Marwood
Maureen McCarthy
Marc McBride
Sean McMullen
Dave O’Neil
Wendy Orr

Michael Panckridge
Julie Perrin
Cheree Peters
Andrew Plant
Matt Porter
Judith Rossell
Jeannette Rowe
Michael Salmon
Claire Saxby
Tony Thompson
Renee Treml
Ian Trevaskis
Mitch Vane
Coral Vass
Adam Wallace
Gabrielle Wang
Kayleen West
Dee White
Stephen Whiteside
Mark Wilson
Lucy Wise
WA
Cristy Burne
David Caddy
Kelly Canby
Gabriel Evans
Mark Greenwood
Josh Langley
Frané Lessac
Sally Murphy
Teena Raffa-Mulligan
Den Scheer
Leanne White
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For a full list of our authors and illustrators check out our website at www.creativenetspeakers.com

Australian Authors Share Their Writing Tips
Persistence
Getting Started on a Story

Paul Collins

Meredith Costain

Keen to write a story but stuck for ideas? Try
these!
• Start with a true experience – something funny,
sad or embarrassing that happened to you. Now
add in extra details: some new characters, a
different setting, dramatic events, an outrageous
conclusion. Now your story has become fiction,
where anything can happen!
• Think of an ordinary object: a dog, a pumpkin,
a mobile phone. Now add the question: ‘What
if?’ What if the dog ran away to join the circus?
Or the pumpkin grew so big it blotted out the
sun from the sky? Or the mobile phone is really
a time machine?
• Think of different forms your story might take.
Rather than a straight narrative, what about
writing your story in diary form, as a series of
letters, texts and emails, or a newspaper report?
Or you might play around with the structure so
that two different characters are telling the story,
paragraph by paragraph. You might even write a
narrative poem, or series of poems. Your story
might be an adventure, a thriller, a mystery, a
comedy, science fiction, fantasy or romance. The
possibilities are endless!

Right now around the world there are undoubtedly
many thousands of manuscripts lying unwanted in
their authors’ drawers or filing cabinets. More have
been destroyed.
The reason for this is their authors gave up on them.
Imagine how many of those manuscripts would have
been best-sellers had their authors persisted and
kept submitting them to publishers? Publishers have
rejected many of the world’s award-winning books
until finally the author found the right publisher.
They only did this through persistence. The first
Harry Potter book was rejected eleven times before
Bloomsbury published it. The moral of the story is:
never give up. Persist.
I have judged quite a few short story competitions.
Let me give you the worst way to start a story and
end a story:
“This is a story about four girls called Breanna, Lucy,
Kate and Jenny”. If your story is any good, you will
introduce each of these characters as they appear. For
example, “Breanna slammed the door on her sister
and screamed, ‘Keep out of the my room!’ Lucy took a
giant step backwards. Gee, she’d only come upstairs to
let her know Kate and Jenny were downstairs waiting
to go to basketball.”
The worst ending is, “It was all a dream”. You simply
can’t paint your character into a corner and use a
cop out like this. Your readers will want to know
how creative your character is going to be to get out
of their predicament. It’s such a let down to know it
was all a dream!

Australian Authors Share Their Writing Tips
Engaging Kids to Write
Michelle Worthington

Engagement through kids writing their own stories occurs
when teachers can help children by using interpretive
tools to select, connect and organise information into
text. The best place to start is not with imagination,
but to construct real meaningful interpretations of
their own lives. The context of reading, writing and
the culture of literacy on a family and social level can
influence imagination and kids can feel disengaged if
they struggle to come up with an idea removed from
their daily lives.
Reading with kids, not to them, is import ant on a
cognitive, metacognitive and motivational level to make
them better writers. Children who have been engaged
in reading from a young age do better academically, are
more attentive students and enjoy writing their own
stories.
It’s also important that writing stories are exercised every
day, building up an imagination like working a muscle.
Although a child may be looking directly at the pages
and writing words and may appear to be engaged, they
may only be going through the motions. It takes time but
this organic engagement, attention to fostering creativity
and enhancing mental processes allows the student
to keep focused on their writing. When the learner is
completely absorbed in the task of writing, the ideas are
more likely to flow.
Encouraging students to be creative thinkers means
sustained commitment to create understanding . A
creative thinker then becomes a critical thinker and
they are the kids who will grow up to make the world a
better place.
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Mucking Around with Words!
Scot Gardner
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Australian Authors Share Their Writing Tips
Plotter or Character Creator?
Matt Porter

Write with Passion
Deborah Abela

After writing 25 books about spies,
soccer,
WW2, pesky wolves and spelling bees
, the
biggest writing tip I have would be this
: write
because you are excited about an idea
. Write
because you can’t stop thinking abo
ut the
characters or because your characte
rs won’t
leave you alone. (This happens to me
a lot.)
Write because you find yourself dayd
reaming
about your idea everywhere you go. If
you are
excited about your story, then hopeful
ly your
readers will be equally as excited.
I wrote Grimsdon and New City beca
use I was
angry that governments weren’t taki
ng care
of the planet, I wrote Teresa A New Aus
tralian
because I was fascinated by WW2 and
I wrote
The Stupendously Spectacular Spelling
Bee and
the sequel, The Most Marvellous Spel
ling Bee
Mystery because of my grade 4 teacher,
Miss
Gray, who taught me a love of boo
ks and
words.

Are you a plotter or a character creator? Of course all writers plot their
story and create an interesting main character, however the task they
complete first places them in one group or another. Plotters plan their
story first, carefully mapping out the introduction, complication, various
strategies the character will use to attempt to solve the complication
(usually leading to more drama), the climax and the resolution. Their next
task is to create a character that suits their plot. On the other hand, some
writers prefer to create their character first, developing the character’s
appearance, personality, lifestyle and background. This group of writers
then creates a plot to match their character. I am a character-first writer and
below I will take you through the steps I use to create my characters.
Firstly I imagine the character’s appearance. During this stage I may flick
through photos in the newspaper, search the Internet or even use aspects
of my friends and family. Once I have a picture of the character in my mind
I list facts about their appearance, such as height, hair colour/style, age,
typical clothing and any distinguishing features. It’s usually at this point I
wish I could draw and sketch my character, however there’s a good reason
my publishers don’t let me illustrate my books! Next I write a paragraph
with pieces of information describing their appearance inserted amongst
the action. For example, my latest book, Stephanie Chiocci and the Cooper’s
Hill Cheese Chase, includes the lines: A stocky, middle-aged man, wearing
a flat cap and polo shirt, battles his way up Cooper’s Hill. His red shirt
matches the colour of his cheeks.
Lastly I plan details about my character to use throughout the story. This
phase includes planning how my character will speak and writing phrases
or words to include in their dialogue. Planning physical reactions the
character will display is another part of this phase. Will my character bite
their nails when they are nervous or turn white? Will they wail when they
are hurt, or wince?
Once all of these elements are completed I’m ready to plot a story to suit
my character. You may like to complete a similar process when writing
your next narrative!
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Australian Authors Share Their Writing Tips
Tips for Better Writing
Andrew Plant

Write and Keep on
Writing!
Adam Wallace

The best thing you can do to improve
your writing is to write. Oh, and also
,
write. Then write some more. Don
’t
worry what it is or if it’s good to star
t
with, just write and see what com
es
out.
And also read.
Lots.
Then write some more.
And write about things you really enjo
y.
Don’t write about something you thin
k
you should write about. You have
to
enjoy it, otherwise what’s the point?!
And then write some more!

There are so many elements that go into writing a great story. A great idea,
of course, is the start, but it’s not enough by itself. How you write it, how
you make the reader interested and curious, how you make the characters
seem real, how it begins, and then travels, and so importantly, how it ends
– all these things matter, as I’m sure you’ve been told many times. So, what
do I notice most when reading students’ stories? What’s one mistake that
I read time and again? It’s a simple thing, really, and easy to fix.
Don’t rush.
Students so often seem to be in a big hurry to get to the end. I’ve read
many wonderful openings, with fascinating characters, and just as I’m
starting to get interested – BANG! It’s over! Often there’s a really horrible,
forced ending, just a way to stop as if you’re running out of paper or time.
Sometimes it’s “And then I woke up”. (Aaargghhh!) Or an explosion. Or a
totally new character comes out of nowhere and fixes everything. Ghastly!
How your story ends is possibly the single most important element of the
story arc. It is, after all, the bit that your reader remembers the most.
If you don’t know how your story should end, using the characters and
situation you already have, then don’t write the ending! Put your story
aside for a while – a few hours, a couple of days, a year or two. (I have!)
Sometimes that’s difficult if it is for a school assignment, but I think it is
better to be late, with a great story, than on time with a bad one.
Once you have a great ending (or at least a better one), take your time
getting to it. It doesn’t have to be hundreds of pages or chapters more. It
could be just 50 or 60 extra words, if it’s a short story. But it can make
all the difference. Tell us little details about the character or setting, and
give us hints and clues and red herrings about the story line. Let us enjoy
being in the world you’ve created before you take it away from us. Every
story is a journey, and the best journeys aren’t just about getting to the
destination as fast as possible.
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Australian Authors Share Their Writing Tips
Keep on the Lookout for Story Ideas
Robert Favretto

1) I’m always on the lookout for story ideas. I use all of
my senses to observe what is around me. Sometimes I
jot down my observations in a notebook. Then, when
trying to come up with a writing idea, I pull out my
notebook for inspiration. You can write about a whole
range of things. Keeping a notebook will sharpen
your powers of observation... and make you a better
writer.
2) A good way to plan your writing is to complete a story
map. In all my stories, I often write a brief description
about the characters, setting, problem and resolution
I am going to use – to show how my story develops.
Remember to use your imagination, and ask yourself,
“What if?”
3) Once I’m finished with my rough draft, I read it out
aloud and ask myself the following questions: How
does it sound? Are there parts that could be more
clear or interesting? Are there parts I’d like to shorten
or make longer? This helps me to revise my writing to
make it even better.
4) When I’m finished revising my draft, it’s time to
proofread and edit it. Proof-reading and editing
involve re-reading carefully and correcting any
spelling, punctuation, and grammar errors that you
find. Sometimes a writer finds it helpful to have
someone else proofread a piece of writing. Then, after
discussing the piece, the writer will go back and edit
it.
5) After I’ve finished revising my draft, I write up my final
version. And then it’s ready to share!
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Pacy, Page-turning Stories
Michael Panckridge

Try and write a pacy start to your stor
y to get the reader
hooked – hit the ground running! Loo
k to include more
dialogue and less description – get
your characters
driving the story.
Snip out ‘blah’ words to make it a
better read – you
can kind of leave this one till the end
but I promise
you heaps of writers (me include
d) use plenty of
unnecessary words.
Take yourself there – smell it; feel it;
touch it; sense it;
see it; hear it; taste it. It will make you
r story more real,
more believable.
Can I put in a twist to amaze and
stun my reader?
Wow, if you can do this, then you’re
really on the way
to becoming an awesome writer. Ever
y writer’s dream
– to make the reader gasp and wonder
at the end and
then feel the need to go back and re-r
ead.
Use a thesaurus to spice up your voca
b – neat! (It’s not
cheating, I promise!)
Make your story easy and a joy to read
– not one huge
slab of words. Like I said earlier, brea
k it up.
Make it a page turner… I guess this
is the BIG ONE.
If the reader doesn’t really want to
turn the page…
then… oh… hmmm BUT – if the read
er DOES want
to turn the page and discover and lear
n and find out…
WOO HOO!!

All of these authors are available to give
workshops at your school. Book them
via www.creativenetspeakers.com. This
agency doesn’t charge a booking fee!
33

P
m
o
u
w
s
s
er
o
P

W

ord spread
through the possum
colony that Old Grey Beard
wanted everybody to meet in the assembly
hall. When we were all seated, Old Grey
Beard said in his old gruff tone, “The time
has come for us to have revenge on the
humans. For far too long we have been
pushed out of our territory, caught in
traps and treated like foul pests. Those
of you who have been listening in to the
children’s classes for three years now, are
ready to teach the rest of the colony what
you have learnt. Our takeover of the school
or ‘invasion’ as I like to call it will take place
2 weeks from today!”.
The following weeks were very busy
because we were trying to learn as much
as we could. In English lessons we learnt
how to write and spell correctly, but we
still needed a lot more practice at spelling!
Sport classes were held in which we learnt
how to throw a ball and aim properly. Next
was Maths where we worked out how
many possums were required to scare each
human. After Maths we had the hardest
subject of all, Art. It was so hard to hold
a camera and click the right button at
the same time! Luckily the teacher Miss
Brushtail had paid very good attention
to the children’s art teacher. In the library
we researched war books about taking
over other countries, which was very
interesting but also very confusing when
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trying to find what section the right book
would be in. The last subject was Music.
Old Grey Beard had insisted upon having
this subject taught. “We must have a good
victory song when we win the battle,” he
would mutter to himself.
At the end of the fortnight we were all very
pleased at what we’d learnt. Even Old Grey
Beard seemed pleased with us.
It was the day of the great possum takeover!
The night before the takeover Miss
Brushtail had worked through the night,
replacing photographs of human staff and
students with portraits of us possums.
A large photograph of Old Grey Beard
had pride of place in the frame labelled
‘PRINCIPAL’. Miss Lightfoot and Miss
Scarfoot, the best spellers in the colony,
had written notes on all the teacher’s desks
saying “Staff Meeting 8:30am.”
Everyone was in place ready for action.
We heard the principal’s car pulling up
in the parking area. When the principal
was about to enter the big building we
had heard the children calling ‘Myrniong’
we jumped out of our hiding places,
some of us were hiding in bushes, others
behind trees. We had even hidden in the
bins! The Principal dropped his bags in

astonishment, and that is
when it all began. We hissed at
him and then Rufus Screech our sport
teacher ordered us to chase him, and we
did! We chased and chased, we chased the
Principal so far that even we were puffing
and panting. “Somebody save me!” he
cried as he leapt up a tree, climbing as fast
as he could, just like a possum. He looked
terrified. He was sweating and his hair was
standing on end! Rufus Screech and ten of
us stayed at the bottom of the tree throwing
balls at the Principal, and the rest? Well, we
went to cause more mischief!
As usual Miss Whatson was running late for
the staff meeting. As she hurried through
the Myrniong hallway she happened
to notice that the staff photos had been
replaced with pictures of possums. She
chuckled to herself, “That Principal is such
a trickster.”
“Oh I’m so sorry for being late again, I
was just…” Miss Whatson looked into the
teachers’ eyes, everyone was pale white
and speechless. Miss Whatson knew
immediately that something was wrong.
One of the teachers pointed behind her
so she turned to look. Oh My Goodness!
Right there in front of her were forty or
more possums. They slammed the door
shut. The staff were trapped, it was just like
a possum trap. They could get in but they
couldn’t get out. Miss Whatson screamed
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and then she fainted. The other teachers
were too scared to move so Miss Whatson
just lay there motionless. Eventually the
year 4 teacher, a brave young man, grabbed
his phone and dialled the school secretary’s
number, ignoring all the hisses we were
making. “We need help, come to the staff
room!” the year 4 teacher yelled into the
phone. There was a moment’s silence and
then “HISSSSSSSSSSSSS!” Miss Hissy, a
cranky old brushtail, was at the secretary’s
desk hissing at anyone she saw.
Once the staff were all trapped and the
Principal was still up his tree shaking
with terror, all that was left to deal with
were the children, who were due to arrive
any minute.
We raced to our agreed positions and
waited for our victims to arrive. Luckily the
school driveway was lined with big old oak
trees, that were full of hard shiny acorns.
In other words, perfect ammunition for
our slingshots, that we had learnt about
in our studies.

Before long the children were arriving. The
first few cars slowly rolled over the speed
bumps. “1,2,3 FIRE!” Old Grey Beard
screeched at us. Bang, boom, crack, the
acorns hit the cars with great force. Some
of the windows even smashed and that is
when we heard the terrified and shocked
screams of the families. Although most
of the families just drove straight out
the opposite school gates, a few of them
stopped and began to get out. We fixed
this easily by forming a gigantic pyramid
in front of the families and some of us
even jumped onto the windscreens of the
cars and stared through the glass looking
menacing (despite all the bashes we were
receiving from the windscreen wipers).
None of the humans tried to fight back
at this, and we nearly toppled over with
laughter as parents fell onto their cars in
astonishment and yelled for their children
to “Get in quick, we have to get out of
here!” It was such a celebrated moment

He looks out to sea with those cold blue eyes,
He imagines a place never seen before by him.
The cold blue sea looks up at him urging him on,
The wind fills the sails and heaves them along.

when the last car drove past with a cracked
windscreen and a petrified family inside!
“Possums, please may I have your attention?
I am here to inform you, that we have won
the battle!” announced Old Grey Beard.
“We have overpowered the humans and
taken control of the school. The school is
now ours! We will use it for our training
base for when we take over the town…”
“SURPRISE!” There all of my friends
stood in front of me, with a double-decker
burger. On the side there was some aioli
and tomato sauce, my favourite. “Thanks
so much guys, you are the best!” I say full
of joy… Maybe I didn’t want to quit my job
at the diner after all…
By Sophie Merrin
Year 4, The Hamilton and Alexandra College
HAMILTON – VIC.
Teacher: Mr Stephen Mirtschin

An Unforgiving World

The crew behind him scurry along hoisting the sails,
Tending to their wounded who look up at them,
Staring into the distance,
To a land never seen by man,
Hearing the whipping he turns his head,
And looks on with those cold blue eyes.
He stands at the prow,
The wind in his face calling directions,
Looking onward towards a better future,
With those cold blue eyes.
Storms brew, trees bend and groan,
Thunder rumbles, lightning strikes.
But still he perseveres,
The world seems to go against him.
Then land comes into view,
Then a porpoise or two,
Then a sandy coloured dog.
Bounding along on two, powerful legs.
By Imogen Taylor-Thorne
Year 5, Ravenswood School for Girls
GORDON – NSW
Teacher: Sharon Shapiro
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The Bunny
Who Went
to Brisbane
there was a wolf who was
trying to catch and eat the
road runner. The wolf was not able to catch
it because the road runner was very fast.
The wolf kept hitting himself from his traps
he made for the road runner. Then Candles
went back with Lily to Lily’s home. Lily and
Candles had lot of fun and then they had
dinner. Then they went off to sleep because
it was night time.

T

here was once a bunny. Her name
was Candles. She lived at a farm
with horses and cows, sheep and
birds, fish and frogs, chickens and goats,
donkeys and ponies. One day she thought
of going to a place. She had an idea. She
thought of going to Brisbane. She always
wanted to go to Brisbane. So Candles took
a flight to Brisbane from her farm. Her
farm was in the United Kingdom. She put
all her clothes in her bags, took the bags
and then Candles took the flight.
When Candles reached Brisbane, she was
so excited. She went to her cousin Lily’s
place and then she quickly put her summer
clothes on to go outside.
It was summer so she and Lily went to a
beach. She did not go to a beach in winter
because she would feel very cold. Candles
took her beach chair, her bucket, her spade,
her book and her umbrella.
After the beach, she and Lily went to Movie
World. They went on a roller-coaster
in the Movie World. Candles bought a
strawberry ice cream and Lily bought a
chocolate ice cream. She ate spaghetti
with red sauce in it and Lily ate pasta with
white sauce. Candles also bought a Frozen
movie water bottle, Cat Girl snow globe
and a Bug Bunny magnet so that she could
stick it on her fridge back in the farm. She
and Lily saw a 3-D movie and they had to
put 3-D glasses to watch the movie. In the
3-D movie, there was a road runner and
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The next morning Lily woke up before
Candles. After 16 minutes, Candles woke
up. After having a bath, getting ready and
having bread and butter for breakfast
with chocolate milk, they went to Sea
World. They looked at lots and lots of
fish. They watched a dolphin show. They
touched starfish. It was a bit bumpy and a
bit smooth. They ate snow cones. Lily ate
a red and green coloured snow cone and
Candles ate a blue, orange, green and red
coloured snow cone. She shared that snow
cone with Lily but Lily did not like its taste.
So Lily gave it back to Candles and told
her to finish it all. Then they went and saw
a polar bear. It was very white and it was
beautiful. Then they saw lovely penguins.
After that they bought two cute, toy polar
bears. Lily named her polar bear “Snowy”
and Candles named her polar bear “Icy”.
Then they went back to Lily’s home because
it was the end of the day. They slept when
they got home because they were in
the Sea World for the whole day
and they were very tired.

6:30 am. Then Candles took a bath and
wore her clothes. After that she went to
wake Lily because it was breakfast time.
Lily had breakfast very tiredly because
she was sleepy. Lily took a bath after the
breakfast and wore her clothes. They went
to South Bank. When they reached South
Bank, they played with lovely flowers that
were pink. Then Lily ate a chicken burger
and Candles ate a chicken popcorn at KFC.
Then they went in a swimming pool. Then
they splished and sploshed in the water
and they got very very wet. Then they
went home and had some play time. Then
it was dinner time, they had dinner and
went off to sleep.
The next morning it was time for Candles
to go home to her farm in UK. She said
“Bye” to Lily and she felt sad for leaving
because she want to play more. Then she
went to UK by aeroplane. After reaching
home, she called Lily’s mum and said that
she had reached home safely.
The End.
By Nysa Aggarwal
Year 2, Meadowbank Public School
RYDE – NSW

Next morning Lily woke
up after Candles woke up.
Candles woke up at
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Ambassadors
 Paul Collins has written many books for younger readers. He is best known for his fantasy
and science fiction titles: The Jelindel Chronicles (Dragonlinks, Dragonfang, Dragonsight and
Wardragon), and The Quentaris Chronicles – co-edited with Michael Pryor – (Swords of
Quentaris, Slaves of Quentaris, Dragonlords of Quentaris, Princess of Shadows, The Forgotten
Prince, Vampires of Quentaris and The Spell of Undoing). His trade books published in America
are The Earthborn, The Skyborn and The Hiveborn.
Paul has edited many anthologies which include Trust Me!, Rich & Rare and Australia’s first fantasy
anthology, Dream Weavers. He also edited The MUP Encyclopaedia of Australian SF&F.
His recent fantasy series is The Warlock’s Child, written in collaboration with Sean McMullen.
His book, Slaves of Quentaris, was listed in 1001 Children’s Books You Must Read Before You Die
(UK, 2009). His latest book is Harry Kruize, Born to Lose.
Paul has been short-listed for many awards and has won the Inaugural Peter McNamara A
Bertram Chandler, Aurealis and William Atheling awards.
Other than his writing, Paul is the publisher at Ford Street Publishing, a children’s specialist publishing everything from
picture books through to young adult literature. Two books, Pool, by Justin D’Ath and Crossing the Line, by Dianne Bates, were
short-listed for the Victorian Premier’s Literary Awards and the NSW Premier’s Literary Awards. A third, Shane Thamm’s My
Private Pectus, was short-listed in the Territory Read Award. Paul spends much of his time travelling around Australia giving
writing workshops to students from grade four to Year 12.
Paul’s websites are: www.paulcollins.com.au; www.fordstreetpublishing.com and www.creativenetspeakers.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. 
 Meredith Costain is a versatile writer whose work ranges from picture books through to
novels, poetry and narrative non-fiction. Her books include CBCA Honour Book Doodledum
Dancing, Disaster Chef!, Daddies Are Great!, novelisations of ABC TV’s Dance Academy, and
tween series A Year in Girl Hell. Her best-selling series, the quirky Ella Diaries, was shortlisted
for both the REAL and the WAYRBA children’s choice awards, and has sold to 24 countries.
Her latest series, Olivia’s Secret Scribbles, features Ella’s ‘naughty little sister’, Olivia.
Meredith lives in inner-city Melbourne with a menagerie of pets, who often wrangle their
way into her stories. She regularly presents writing workshops for children and adults around
Australia, and enjoys helping writers create stories based on their own experiences. To find
out more about her books, pets and early writing years, visit www.meredithcostain.com .
Jeni Mawter (J.A. Mawter) is the best-selling children’s author of the hilarious ‘So’ series: So Gross!,
So Feral!, So Sick!, So Festy!, So Grotty! and So Stinky! (HarperCollins) as well as the Freewheelers
adventure series: Unleashed!, Launched! and Extreme! (HarperCollins). Jeni’s picture book There’s
a Sun Fairy in Our Garden was based on her family life with her three children. She has also
published fiction, non-fiction, poetry and verse narrative for the education market.
Jeni’s enthusiasm for words and books is infectious. She inspires both children and adults. With
a Master of Arts in Children’s Literature Jeni has taught creative writing at Macquarie University,
the NSW Writer’s Centre and the Sydney Writers Centre. She presents at numerous other schools,
conferences and festivals and is a speaker for the Lateral Learning, Show & Tell and Speaker’s
Ink speaker’s agencies.
If you’d like to find about Jeni’s books or to get some hot writing tips please visit www.jenimawter.com 
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Sorceress
S

he was proclaimed a sorceress. I
truly did not believe she was. Her
long, jet black hair was as dark as
the night sky, while her pale skin was as
light as snow. She had an extremely skinny
body, I could see the shape of her bones.
She was fascinating and I wanted to know
more about her. Sometimes she gave me a
short glance, if I was lucky, usually when I
was picking up the mail. I did not believe
what people declared about her. Everyone
warned me to stay away from her, but I
couldn’t see why. She was beautiful and
I believed she was harmless. She wore a
long, black, full-skirted dress and I noticed
that she never left her house but always
lingered on her front veranda. I rarely saw
her interact with anyone and I was curious
to find out why.
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mailbox, but when I turned around I was
startled to see her standing just behind me.
I walked slowly up to her and stared into
her magnificent, dark, forest green eyes,
wanting to say something, but I couldn’t
get myself to speak. She understood.
“I saw you watching me yesterday”, she
stated in a deep, quiet voice. I paused and
took a second to regain my control.
“So you live opposite me, right?” I asked,
trying to change the topic.
“Yes”, she confirmed.
“Do you want to join me for breakfast?”
I queried.

She took a longer glance at me this time,
as I watched her through my window
around midnight. It wasn’t hard to see her
at night, because the moon shone directly
at her figure. She knew I was watching
her, but she didn’t seem to care. I felt a
cold and weak feeling as I observed her. I
wanted to go over to speak to her but my
legs wouldn’t move. She looked up at the
moon as if in despair. I felt that I could
sense her emotions.

“No”, she replied. No reason. No excuse,
nothing. She walked away and did not
look back, even for a second. I stared at the
ground and noticed a rather odd-looking
envelope. I thought it was hers and crossed
the street to her house. I knocked on the
door a few times, but there was no answer.
I decided to give it to her later, maybe
tonight, because I knew she would always
be on her veranda, watching the night sky.
I was tempted to open the envelope to see
what was inside, but I resisted.

On a gloomy Tuesday morning, I looked
forward to seeing her again. I went outside
to the mailbox, leaving the door fully
open. There was nothing important in the

Hours passed, it was finally midnight.
I looked through the window as usual.
Surprisingly, she was not there. I decided
to go to her house once again to see if

she was at home. I knocked on the door
four times and before my knuckles could
touch the door again, it released, creating
a loud, creaking sound. It was pitch black
and I could not see much. Quite frankly,
I could not see anything. Just as the door
was almost fully open I spoke a fearful,
“Hello?” But nothing. I stepped inside and
was grabbed.
I heard a hoarse whisper, “Why?”.
I observed the room. It had no other
furniture, except the chair I was tied to.
“Please”, I begged as I saw a shadow. She
walked into the light. I could see remorse
in her eyes, they were watery, but not
even one tear fell and finally she looked
straight at me.
“You should have listened to them, you
should have stayed away.” She approached
until her face was close to mine, her icy
cold hands slowly tracing the outline of my
jaw. Finally, her fingertips reached my neck
and she dug her long sharp nails into my
flesh. It was a slow and painful encounter.
My heart was pounding painfully. My eyes
started to drift. People had warned me but,
foolishly, I had ignored them.
By Hewan Workineh
Year 7, Blacktown Girls’ High School
SYDNEY – NSW
Teacher: Mrs Ericksen
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WIN AN AUTHOR VISIT TO YOUR SCHOOL
To improve your students’ reading and writing skills, each term a school with a
current School Subscription to Oz Kids in Print will win a children’s Author/Illustrator
visit to their school to conduct workshops.
These workshops are designed to encourage even the most reluctant students;
they are designed to be both fun and educational. Students who have participated
have shown a dramatic improvement in their educational standards.

Paul Collins

Your students will be able to have access and mentorship with Australia’s leading
Children’s Authors/Illustrators – one of the many benefits of subscribing to Oz Kids
in Print.
Websites: www.ozkids.com.au or www.booksforkids.org.au

Elise Hurst

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