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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).

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
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KEEP ON WRITING 
(TYPING)!

Carol Dick
Managing Editor

ENTER ON-LINE
at

www.ozkids.com.au

From the 
editor’s 

desk

CHILDREN’S 
CHARITY NETWORK

SUPPORTS CHARITIES 
AND ORGANISATIONS 

WHO SUPPORT US!

Well, 2020 was a rollercoaster of a year 
working in the classroom and at home. So, 
we hope students can settle into a better 
year this year.

Entries have been quieter, so it means 
students are working hard on catching up.

We wish you all the best for 2021.

— Carol

Heading into 
the Storm

I look ahead, unfaltering,
Wind whips around my body, fearsome and aggressive.

The trees grip prudent on the ground as they are prised from their residence.

The clouds loom,
Vicious and unrelenting, swirling hues of grey and blue,

They grip my shoulders and steer me north,
Towards an earnest tomorrow.

Shadows, fickle and winsome, waltz upon the ground gleefully,
Oh how they’ve longed to dance.

Dirt is upturned, jagged, cut through like silence in solemnity,
Shards of serrated soil,
Left, discarded forever.

The mountains, stoic as they are, stand, dignified and ceremonious,
They see no pain, no heartache,

Only growth.

The rain cascades down incredulously,
Pristine and fair as an English rose.

Until lighting – volts of reckoning – strike the earth, cleansing it of virtue,
Only to recapitulate and repeat.

I fear not the sullied storm,
Wherever it may be,

As no trifled tempest could compare,
With the storm inside of me.

By Molly Waters
Year 12, Queensland Academies Creative Industries

KELVIN GROVE – QLD.
Teacher: Ms. Gleeson

4 Oz Kids in Print



The Thing That Goes Ping!
By Mark Carthew & Shane McGowan

Age 3–8

Float or Sink?
By Kylie Covark & Andrew Plant

Age 3–8
A ladybug lands on a stick that is bobbing along a creek. As she is joined 
by a cast of curious creatures, the fate of the stick hangs in the balance.

This humorous, rhyming tale will keep you guessing till the end.

What do you think? Float or sink?

Discover all the creatures below the bushes, as they try and stay afloat.

But how many creatures can fit on the stick? It’s a balancing act don’t 
you think?

Buy the book or ebook on-line @ https://fordstreetpublishing.com/
book/float-or-sink/

$16.95 – $24.95

Only $5 for shipping or free if you spend over $35 (that’s easy to do).

Available @ Dymocks (One of our awesome CCN Sponsors)

In the faraway town of Figgy-tra-ling, you may 
hear the faint ring of a thing that goes ping!

This story is quite cute. You will be amazed what 
the Thing That Goes Ping is. It is no wonder 
people want to find it. Especially children he! 
he!

So join in the quest for the thing that goes ping 
– and meet some fun animals along the way!

Buy the book or ebook on-line @ https://
fordstreetpublishing.com/book/the-thing-
that-goes-ping/

$16.95 – $24.95

Only $5 for shipping or free if you spend over 
$35 (that’s easy to do).

Available @ Dymocks (One of our awesome 
CCN Sponsors)

Feb. 2021 New Releases

Feb. 2021 New releases
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Pictured: Marjory Gardner, Meredith Costain, Phil Kettle, 
Marc McBride, Paul Collins and George Ivanoff.

Book your 
workshop 

TODAY!

OUR AUTHORS 
& ILLUSTRATORS 

ARE BUSY IN RURAL 
SCHOOLS ACROSS 

AUSTRALIA
www.creativenetspeakers.com

our Authors & illustrators
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ALICIA was a small and sickly 
child, whose parents had died 
many years prior. Her older sister, 

Abigail, was the one who cared for her. 
Alicia could not speak, nor could she hear. 
She could not smell, and she could not taste 
either. She had no hands, so she could not 
touch either. Her only sense was her eyes. 
Abigail had to homeschool her and hide 
her from the real world. They had gone 
out once. Many things had been said. Cruel 
things. Things Alicia did not know, for she 
could not hear.

Freak.
Monster.
Weirdo.
Freak.

No child should be called those things, 
especially if it is out of their control. Alicia 
did not choose to have any arms. Alicia did 
not choose to have any tongue. Alicia did 
not choose to be deaf. She just was.

Once, many years ago, they had lived in 
an apartment, but they had been evicted. 
Abigail couldn’t find a place to stay without 
bringing Alicia too, and nobody wanted to 
rent to someone like her. They couldn’t. It 
would be bad for their image.

Now Abigail and Alicia hid in an old 
burnt-out farmhouse, which many were 
too scared to tear down, courtesy of ghost 
stories curated by local children. At night, 
Abigail would run off to steal cabbage and 
corn from neighbouring farms and bring 
them back for Alicia and her to eat. Abigail 
had to labour away to make the food soft 
enough for Alicia to swallow, but she did 
not mind, not really. She stole books from 
churches, and clothing from what the 
richer people no longer wanted.

Alicia, on the other hand, sat in her pile 
of potato sacks and dried grass all day, 
living in her imagination. Many of the 
potato sacks had a small hole cut at the 
top for her head, as armholes were not 
necessary. She had no way to communicate 
her unhappiness with Abigail, other than 
flailing around noisily, crying. That usually 
ended in a beating for nearly blowing their 
cover, but Alicia knew it was necessary.

In her books, people were treated worse for 
lesser things. Like Jesus. He was crucified 
for being a good person. In some of her 
books, people were sacrificed just because 
a lunatic told them to. At least Abigail just 
gave her a good whack and left it at that.

Sometimes kids would come into the 
farmhouse, trying to be brave, and Abigail 
would throw things at them while hiding 
on some of the sturdier foundation beams. 
That kept intruders away from another 
week or so. But sometimes the kids would 
come while Abigail was out stealing, and 
Alicia would have to scare kids away 
while pushing stacks of wood and moldy 
potatoes over. She was quite small and 
could hide quite easily.

Alicia only had two things to do, read and 
imagine, but on the cold windy nights, 
where she would have to burrow into the 
hay, she had another favourite thing.

Once, on one of her scavenging hunts, 
Abigail found a package in an alley-way, 
filled with green and red plastic. She 
brought it home, hoping to decorate to 
a farm house a little more. On arriving 
home, she found Alicia watching in 
mesmerisation as the makeshift lamp spun 
around in the breeze. It had holes poked 
in the sides, which made it seem like stars 
shining on the dark wooden walls.

Soon enough, Alicia fell asleep, and Abigail 
went out foraging for food. She always 
checked garbage piles, as occasionally 
people threw out charred roasts, which 
she was always happy to eat. Whilst 
rummaging through the pile, she found 
a can of glue, unopened. This gave her 
the most marvellous idea. She brought it 
home, forgetting about the corn, and set 
to work, gluing the red and green plastic 
sheets around the can, which made an 
incredible light show for Alicia. However, 
to keep it from running out of its thrill, 
Abigail only used it on the coldest and 
windiest of nights.

Alicia loved the glow of green and red. 
They quickly became her favourite colours, 
and she would beg Abigail in her own 

way every night to put the lamp on. Her 
special way was by spinning around an-d 
making a gurgling noise, which must have 
represented the wind in some way.

While Alicia watched the beautiful glow 
splatter her face, Abigail sat and wondered 
what she was missing out on. A normal 
life? If she wasn’t constantly protecting 
Alicia from the real world, perhaps she’d be 
married with completely regular children, 
or perhaps she’d be even worse off, and not 
have the humour of Alicia in her life. She 
found her ways to be funny and especially 
liked to put on shows for Abigail. Quiet, 
armless shows, but shows, nonetheless.

‘She’d make quite a good clown’, Alicia 
thought to herself one night.

The next day, she went about her usual 
business, stealing this, stealing that, 
when she heard screams from nearby. 
‘Fire! There’s a fire in the ol’ ghost house!’ 
Nobody was worried about the house. 
They were worried about the dry grass 
catching on fire and burning up the 
other houses. Abigail, on the other hand, 
dropped everything she had stolen and ran 
as fast as she could to the house.

‘Alicia’
‘Alicia’
‘Alicia’
‘Alicia’

She grabbed buckets of water from the 
neighbours’ farm and threw them at the 
fire. Trying to find a way in. But nothing 
worked. The tin roof eventually collapsed 
and snuffed out the fire for the most part. 
A few buckets of water later and she could 
climb in, trying to find her poor sister. And 
when she did, it was a sight nobody wanted 
to see. Near the main fire that Abigail kept 
going while she was gone, was Alicia, burnt 
to a crisp, holding a stick in her teeth, the 
lantern next to her, the other end of the 
stick inside.

She must have tried to light the lantern 
herself. She knocked it down and the 
flaming stick must’ve caught her hair, 
which must’ve caught the hay, which 
must’ve led to all of this. And now Alicia 
was gone, and she had died in the most 
painful, a lonely way imaginable.

By Angelina Hemsworth
Year 8, Loreto College Coorparoo

COORPAROO – QLD.
Teacher: Miss Culic

GLOW
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Frankie Goes to Kindergarten
by Peta Baxter and Connie Hemmens

Illustrated by Marjory Gardner

Reviewed by Nean McKenzie

TH I S stor y  i s  told  f rom the 
perspective of an enthusiastic dog 
called Frankie who goes to work 

with his owner Miss Peta, a kindergarten 
teacher. Frankie enjoys every moment of 
kindy including the car ride there, the 
games and the snacks, even the tidying 
up. Everyone else at the kindergarten also 
really enjoys Frankie. On the day of the 
story, it is not only Frankie who has gone 
to kindy. George the cat has stowed away 
and is present in most pictures, partly 
hiding. Frankie goes to Kindergarten covers 
a day at kindergarten, what it involves and 
importantly, how much fun it all is.

Frankie is not just a character in a book, 
but also a real kindergarten therapy dog 
in north Queensland. His owner Peta 
Baxter is co-author of the book with fellow 
childhood educator, Connie Hemmens. 
Using simple language, the story is ideal 
for parents to read to children getting 
ready for kindergarten and could relieve 
a bit of anxiety – possibly for both parties! 
Therapy dogs are sometimes found in 

BOOK 
REVIEW

kindergartens and help kids learn about 
caring for animals and each other, as well 
as providing emotional support.

The book covers lots of queries kids may 
have including what happens when the 
parents leave (‘they’ll be back later’) and 
shows this happen. There are also sensible 
tips about wearing sunscreen and hats and 
being kind and gentle. Bright, colourful 
illustrations by Marjory Gardner fill the 
pages with many details for the child to 
notice while being read to. There’s the 
huge variety of toys the kids can play with 
at kindy, the yummy food they eat and 
the interesting range of activities (Frankie 
joins in with each one.) There’s also a whole 
fun side story about what George the cat 
is up to.

Frankie goes to Kindergarten is suitable for 
children ages 3+ years, especially if they 
are dog lovers.  

Review courtesy of Buzzwords Magazine
http://www.buzzwordsmagazine.com/2021/03/
frankie-goes-to-kindergarten.htmlMarjory Gardner, illustrator of Frankie Goes to Kindergarten

Book review – Frankie Goes to 
kindergarten
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The YoungAtArt website and the Young Australian Art Awards are an initiative of the Children’s Charity Network. All entrants must be no older 
than 18 years of age or attending either a primary or secondary college. There are 4 categories: Painting, Drawing, Photography, Computer 
Art. There are three age groups: Junior (Prep to Grade 4), Middle (Grade 5 to Year 8), Senior (Year 9 to Year 12).
To enter your Artwork you will need to obtain a digital image of your piece of work and submit this image on-line through our website at 
www.ozkids.com.au.
To do this you will be required to sign up in order for you to have the access to submit artwork. If you or your school do not have access to 
digital imaging, you may send a copy of your artwork to Young at Art, PO Box 267, Lara, Victoria 3212. Further information is available online.
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BLURB:

HE’S GOT a troubled past that burns 
away at his future, and parents so 
burnt out from his antics they’re 

more distant than immediate. The charred 
husk of his old life doesn’t even hold a 
candle to his love. The fiery spirit she is. 
Each night, she sings him an arsonist’s 
lullaby too soft and saccharine to ignore.

Ben has an addiction to matches, that’s 
the truth, plain and simple. But when he 
tries to light the world on fire, the world 
is vehemently against him.

That doesn’t work well with his blazing 
temper and pathological pyromania.

—  —

Chapter 1 (or prologue) – The inclinations 
of an incendiary

She shone holy against the night sky, so 
bright and beautiful his eyes were almost 
blinded by her light. But for that to be true 
would be a fate worse than death. He could 
never get enough, no matter how bright 
she burned.

She danced with movements so smooth 
they might be liquid and smiled at him 
in a way that seemed to promise forever. 
Forever. He liked the sound of that. He 
would sell his soul to ensure that forever. 
No, he would walk straight into the fires 
of hell if it meant she would follow him. 
For now, he could only chase her endlessly. 
And it was endless. She was unattainable. 
He took one step toward her with an 
outstretched arm and those smooth edges 
seared his flesh and his heart. Covered, 
he was covered in burns. She was 
always kind enough to weep for him.

The pain of his love’s tears was never 
the worst part. The worst part was 
when the night grew older and 
the pinpricks of grey starlight 
closer resembled greying hair. 
Because it was always in those 
wicked witching hours when 
she would leave him.

It was never her choice to be 
whisked away. He heard her 

A Heart‚s Pyre
silent pleas to stay, but by that hour he 
was always out of fuel to keep her going. 
The weight on his heart from seeing her 
reduced to mere embers always hurt worse 
than the burns.

‘You could always let her grow…’ his 
scorched and aching heart crooned 
unfailingly, night after night. ‘She would 
love you; she would keep you.’ And he 
was weak to its ministrations against his 
better half.

Common sense was the only thing 
stopping him from flicking a lit match 
onto the summer-dried forest behind his 
house. If he let that zebra forest with its 
dark deciduous trees and its stark-white 
gums go up in flames, why, he may never 
see his love again.

—  —

‘Ben, honey, can you come here?’ His 
mama was worried. He could hear it echo 
and tremble in her voice, same as it did 
when she’d caught him playing doctor. 
Doctor of death, his dad called it. That had 
made her cry and the twisted feeling of 
guilt and blame kept 
Ben from doing 
it anywhere near 
the house.

Mind you, he hadn’t touched carrion or 
created a cadaver since he’d met his love.

‘Yes, Mama?’ Ben, obedient as ever, padded 
down the carpeted stairs and into the 
kitchen. She was huddled in the corner, 
where the island table was closest to the 
wall. Had he not known this woman, he 
would think she was frail and defenceless 
as he made his way towards her. He knew 
better than to regard his mama with 
anything other than wariness.

She had that look in her eye, the one Ben 
knew only by association with her cruellest 
punishments. It was twinged with sadness 
and chased with despair. Maybe even 
shame, with the knowledge that she had 
created a monster.

His love would never call him a monster. 
Not even when she faded from him before 
his very eyes and he was powerless to 
prevent it. She would return the next night 
and whisper sweet, forgiving nothings 
into his ear.

‘Mr Roberts says you’ve been playing 
with matches again, honey.’ Her eyes 
begged him to say it was a falsehood. But 
he promised his love he would never lie 
about her.

Ben stayed scarily silent. All of him was 
still, save for the anxious twitch in his 
fingers. His mama wouldn’t take away his 
love, no, he wouldn’t let her.

Her bottom lip trembled dangerously, 
and her eyes welled. ‘Crocodile tears’, 
the darkness reminded him, always 
eager to weigh down on his heart, 
ever-lightened by the glow of his love 
from nights past. She chased away his 
shadows. But if he couldn’t keep them 
abated while her light was scattered, 
then he knew – he just knew – he was 
undeserving of the kind warmth in her 
heart.

His mama bought a hand up and he 
flinched from the inevitable strike. Instead, 
her hand softened around his jawline and 
her fingers grazed his unruly mop of sin-
dark hair. It was almost… kind.

‘Baby, no. Please, don’t do this. Not again.’ 
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Those glistening eyes threatened to spill 
over their threshold. Ben could only panic 
at her words. ‘No. She won’t take her away 
from me.’

He shook his head vigorously, back and 
forth and back and forth until he was 
a mile from communicating ‘no’ and a 
minute from a seizure. ‘I can’t, Mama, I 
can’t. I love her.’

Her hand – once so gentle against his 
cheek – tightened around his hair and she 
yanked him down to eye level. ‘Ben. I’m 

at my wit’s end.’ Pricks of pain followed 
the few strands of hair that were coming 
out under her vice-like grip. His mama 
only pulled harder, forcing his gangly, 
half-grown frame to stoop under her grip. 
‘Listen to me, listen to me!’ she cried. He 
was not inclined to listen. ‘Stop it with the 
fires! I’ll have you committed again!’

Ben peered up into her desperate eyes, 
briefly imagining how she must have 
seen his own dark and resolute ones. She 
may have had the physical advantage (he 
wouldn’t hurt her) but it would be for 

nothing if he could withhold bending to 
her will.

He’d never felt a single thing stronger than 
this devotion; this undying, all-consuming 
need for his love. And here she was, trying 
to take her away.

‘One more.’ Ben’s tongue darted out to wet 
his lips. ‘Then I’ll stop.’

By Logan McIntosh
Year 12, Siena Catholic College

SIPPY DOWNS – QLD.

To some
To some,

the cold air of the arctic would make them freeze
to some,

the ice will make them slip and fall
but not me,

I have evolved.

The others,
were weak,

but I am strong,
I am used to the Ice,

the snow,
I have evolved.

The beat of my wings,
matched the beat of my heart,

both,
slow and steady.

both,
ached in pain

I have evolved.

The kingdom of snow,
empty,
cold,

like my soul,
both,

waiting, for something to fill the void
I have evolved.

Everyone in my life is long gone
some,

gave up,
some,

never returned
But not me

I have evolved.

I am stronger than most,
the pain,

the suffering,
both,

have strengthened me
I have evolved.

My scales
remind me,

of mother’s hugs
Cold and distant

That is now how I like it
for I have evolved

The wind
Felt like,

when I pressed my face,
to the cold window,

waiting,
for father

but never coming,
that did not bother me no more

for I have evolved.

My memories
they sting,

Like ice in a blizzard
but like the wind,
I must move on
I have evolved.

By Peyton Holmes
Year 7, Pedare Christian College

GOLDEN GROVE – SA
Teacher: Mrs Johnson
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Book reviews

BOOK 
REVIEWS
Meet our book reviewers Louise, 

Arjun, Phoebe, Andrew and Aiden 
from Years 5 and 6 at St Leonards 
College in Brighton East, Victoria.

Reviews Coordinators: Lydia Holmes, 
Angela Costigan and Meredith Costain

The Kid Who Came from 
Space
by Ross Welford (HarperCollins)
Twelve-year-old Tammy Tait has been 
missing for four days. The small, sleepy 
village of Kielder is sent into turmoil 
looking for the lost Tammy. Every day, 
Ethan – Tammy’s twin brother – and his 
family get more worried as their daily 
searches prove fruitless. Then Ethan’s life 
turns upside down as he and his friend 
Iggy find Hellyan, the alien whose tribe 
has captured Tammy.

Iggy, Ethan and his pet chicken Suzy set 
off on an intergalactic adventure to an 
emotionless planet far beyond their solar 
system to rescue Tammy. Will they succeed?

I enjoyed this book and would recommend 
it to science fiction readers. It was full of 
suspense and had a good plot. I enjoyed it 

because of the heartfelt emotions that the 
author describes really well. It has epic 
nail-biting chapters that lure you into the 
book.

Suitable for readers aged 9+.

Rating:            [9/10]

— Arjun Gupta, Year 5

The Diary of Anne Frank
by Anne Frank (abridged for young readers 
by Mirjam Pressler) (Puffin Books)

This book is about a Jewish girl called Anne 
Frank and her experiences during the 
Holocaust. She lived hidden inside an attic, 
in Amsterdam. If caught by the German 
Nazis, she and her family would be sent 
to the prison camp. The Germans thought 
their race was more superior than Anne 
Frank’s. Her diary became her only friend.

I loved this book because you never knew 
what would come next. Anne was in a 
life-threatening situation and it was very 
interesting. I couldn’t imagine what it 
would be like living through the Holocaust 
and WWII.

This historical autobiography is a story 
about courage and hope. I recommend it to 
people who connect with historical stories 
and don’t become too sad at emotional 
sections. Suitable for readers aged 9+.

Rating:            [9/10]

— Louise Bussey, Year 6

The Polka Dot Shop
by Laurel Remington (Chicken House)

Imagine waking up to discover your 
school didn’t have a uniform any more. 
Cool, right?
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Well, not for Andy. She loved her school 
uniform – it meant she didn’t have to wear 
tatty old dresses and scratchy Hello Kitty 
cardigans. This was because her mum 
owned a ‘pre-loved’ clothing shop called 
Eliza’s Emporium. Andy would absolutely 
KILL for a pretty new skirt or a gorgeous 
dress. But one day she finds a special 
clothing bag, that could make her fancy 
clothes dreams a reality…

I loved this book! With endless twists and 
turns and chuckle-worthy characters, it 
truly has something for everyone. I loved 
Stevie, one of the back-up characters. She 
always had the courage to do whatever 
seemed right.

With funny moments, witty characters and 
a bunch of fun, this book is great! Suitable 
for readers aged 9–12.

Rating:            [10/10]

— Phoebe Maccarone, Year 5

Higher Institute of 
Villainous Education 
(H.I.V.E.)
by Mark Walden (Bloomsbury Children’s 
Books)

Otto Malpense, a mastermind criminal 
orphan, has been handpicked to attend a 
special school called Higher Institute of 
Villainous Education (known as H.I.V.E.-) 
to help develop his skills as a villain. The 
problem is, he doesn’t want to spend the 

next six years studying something he 
already knows. He needs to escape. But 
destiny has its own plans.

This action and adventure book is 
marvellous because instead of being about 
heroes, it’s about villains instead. It also 
has great detail in it so you feel like you 
are there when everything is happening.

I loved reading about the diabolical and 
complex plan that Otto and his friends 
made when in H.I.V.E.

Suitable for readers aged 10+.

Rating:            [8/10]

— Arjun Gupta, Year 5

The Trials of Apollo, Book 
Five: The Tower of Nero
by Rick Riordan (Puffin Books)

The final book in this amazing series 
was a really interesting read with many 
twists and turns. In the previous books 
in The Trials of Apollo series, Lester 
Papadopoulos (the former god Apollo) 
and Meg (a member of Nero’s royal family) 
journeyed through Camp Half Blood and 
Camp Jupiter, defeating two evil emperors; 
Commodus and Caligula.

At the start of this book, Meg and Lester 
are riding a train when they are captured 
by a Gaul and a wolf-headed man. One of 
these characters helps Meg and Lester to 

escape. But which one? And will they be 
able to trust him?

I would recommend this book to lovers of 
fantasy and adventure. Suitable for readers 
aged 9+.

Rating:            [8/10]

— Andrew Yuan, Year 5

King Killer Chronicles, 
Book One: The Name of 
the Wind
by Patrick Rothfuss (DAW books)

The Name of the Wind is an incredible 
fantasy book beautifully written by Patrick 
Rothfuss. It stars Kvothe, a teenager who is 
hoping to be accepted into the Arcanum 
(aka The University) – a legendary school 
of magic.

But first he spends time with a troupe of 
travelling players, and has many adventures 
in a crime-ridden city. Will Kvothe be 
accepted into the Arcanum to achieve his 
dream of becoming a wizard? And what 
will happen next if he does?

I would definitely recommend this book 
to lovers of fantasy, action and adventure. 
Suitable for readers aged 12–14 years.

Rating:            [9/10]

— Aiden Shimmin, Year 6
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‘OH MY god, that’s her!’ Thanks 
to those few darned words, 
Evelyn was now stuck in an 

obstacle course of fans rushing up to her 
for an autograph. She briskly pushed past 
the increasing crowd of fans and bolted 
back home with hundreds of strangers 
following close behind. She shut her front 
door in their faces and quickly checked her 
backpack to see that no one had stolen any 
of her belongings. She could feel a thing 
that didn’t feel like anything she belonged. 
‘What’s this?’

Evelyn pulled a small plastic container out 
of her backpack, realising it was a video 
game. There was a picture of an ugly, 
giant green frog on the cover, which was 
chasing a winged fairy holding hands with 
a bearded wizard. Evelyn’s subconscious 
told her to give the game back to whoever 
owned it, but another round of banging 
on her front door told her otherwise. She 
dived onto her comfy couch and started 
blasting music with her speaker to drown 
out the noise of her crazy fans. She inserted 
the game into her TV and a colourful 
backstory started playing out, showing 
the frog chasing the wizard and the fairy. 
The fairy ended up getting caught and it 
showed a scene where the frog told the 
fairy that he was going to eat her for dinner. 
Evelyn clicked the skip button, reckoning 

that there was no more to be explained. All 
of a sudden, a bright blue light illuminated 
her whole house, and her game console 
started beeping and vibrating in her hands. 
Evelyn froze in fear as a glowing arm shot 
out of her television and slowly made its 
way towards Evelyn. It grabbed Evelyn by 
the leg and dragged her into her television 
screen. Everything started slowly fading 
until she could see no more.

Evelyn woke up to a man with a long 
white beard slapping her across the face. 
It was the wizard in the game she was just 
playing.

‘If you’re going to barge into a game like 
that, then help me save my wife!’, he yelled, 
smacking her once more. Evelyn sat up and 
looked around. It was indeed the world of 
the game she was playing. Before Evelyn 
could fully take in the environment around 
her, the wizard lifted her up by the arm and 
started dragging her to the tower where the 
frog had imprisoned the fairy.

‘I need to go back home! My mother will 
be looking for me!’ Evelyn cried.

‘Only my wife can open the gate back 
to your world, so help me save her’, the 
wizard explained. Evelyn sighed and 

started following the wizard to the frog’s 
tower. All at once, a group of walking 
mushrooms with limbs jumped out of a 
bush and started attacking Evelyn and the 
wizard, pushing and kicking them towards 
the edge of a cliff. The two had no weapons, 
so they were no match for the mushrooms, 
and ended up falling off the cliff. Evelyn 
squeezed her eyes shut and hoped that the 
game didn’t end in one death. In a flash, 
Evelyn was respawned on the grass that 
she was standing on a few seconds ago. 
She looked up and saw two red hearts on 
top of her head. Having played a lot of 
games in her life as a professional gamer, 
she realised that she had two lives left, after 
losing one just then.

‘We need weapons’, Evelyn pointed out, 
and the wizard nodded. He started leading 
Evelyn to a wooden cottage. Evelyn guessed 
that it was where they bought weapons in 
this game. The wizard knocked on the door 
and a stout, old man opened the door, 
greeting them warmly. The wizard went 
inside and closed the door behind him, 
leaving Evelyn outside. He came back out 
with two steel swords, with a wide grin on 
his wrinkled face. The unexpected partners 
started making their way to the tower with 
their swords in front of them in case of a 
sudden assault. It was an eventful journey 
to the tower, where Evelyn and the wizard 

Stuck in 
a Game
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slayed countless mushrooms with their 
swords on the way, shoving their corpses 
into their bags for when they get hungry. 
The wizard was overcome with impatience 
and charged into the tower without a plan, 
determined to rescue his lover. Evelyn 
panicked and rushed in close behind him. 
The two slashed their swords at the giant 
frog, only leaving tiny scratches on its wet 
skin. Evelyn was astounded. How could a 
blow that hard only leave a small scratch? 
The frog’s face turned bright red and it 
swept Evelyn and the wizard off the floor.

It smashed their faces onto the concrete 
ground with such force that they revived in 
front of the tower, and another one of their 
hearts was lost. Now they only had a single 
heart left. The two sat on the moist grass, 
wondering what could save the fairy. A 
lightbulb suddenly clicked in her head, and 
Evelyn took out all the dead mushrooms 
from her backpack.

‘If that frog eats humans, it will surely 
eat mushrooms!’, she exclaimed, and 

It’s 2020 We Tweet and Text
I have got to write a Rhyme

A Ballad they say, but it’s not Shakespeare’s day
If I had my way, I’d row away, Metaphors, Imagery, Rhymes are not our way.

It’s 2020 we Tweet and Text

I’ve got to write a Rhyme and it’s taking up all my day
I’d pay someone to write it, Keats would be okay

to make up this Rhyme
After all It’s not Henry Lawson’s time

It’s 2020 we Tweet and Text

A Ballad they say has a story
mine is that I am still stuck on the Rhyme

a story they say I could write or joke
but a Ballad with Rhyme would be a hoax, because

It’s 2020 we Tweet and Text

My story to here is not easy to hear
I grew up with PlayStation and moved onto iPhones.

We weren’t taught how to Rhyme nor use Tone
It’s something Dylan Thomas’ wouldn’t postpone…

But me?

By Denver Saddington
Year 8, Servite College

TUART HILL – WA
Teacher: Mrs Reason

the wizard quickly pulled out all the 
mushrooms that were in his backpack 
too. Evelyn and the wizard carried the 
mushrooms into the tower, praying that 
the frog wouldn’t kill them straight away.

‘Please take these mushrooms and give us 
the fairy! The fairy is only one but these 
mushrooms are countless’, Evelyn pointed 
out. The frog grinned and gobbled up the 
mushrooms right from their hands with 
his pink tongue and handed them the 
fairy, who was imprisoned in a steel cell 
behind the frog. The fairy and the wizard 
embraced each other happily, crying tears 
of joy. After a few minutes of kissing and 
all that gross stuff, the fairy finally noticed 
Evelyn standing behind them impatiently. 
The fairy threw her arms around Evelyn, 
startling her.

‘Thank you so much!’, she cried, repeating 
the same sentence over and over again. 
Evelyn couldn’t help but feel a bit humble, 
after only feeling the need to go back home. 

The fairy and the wizard happily led Evelyn 
to the gate back to Earth, holding hands all 
the way. The fairy gently touched the door 
with her finger, and it flew open, showing 
an image of Evelyn’s living room where she 
last was. Evelyn thanked the couple one 
last time and somersaulted into the gate. 
Everything was pure white for a second 
before everything was back to normal 
and Evelyn was lying on her sofa, staring 
confusedly at her ceiling. The clock next 
to her read the same time as when Evelyn 
got sucked into her TV. ‘How did all of that 
happen? This is definitely not a dream’, she 
pondered, listing all the possible causes of 
everything that just happened. It wasn’t a 
very long list she came up with.

‘Anything can happen in games’, Evelyn 
concluded, and from then on, she didn’t 
think any more of it.

By Yoonjin Lee
Year 7, Blacktown Girls High School

TOONGABBIE – NSW
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THE most notorious question authors 
get asked is: ‘Where do you get 
your ideas?’ A lot of fiction is based 

around anecdotes – that is, things that 
happen to us in real life. But how to explain 
where ideas for fantasy novels come from? 
I pondered this aspect and realised that the 
12 point structure of fantasy is as good a 
place as any to explain how authors write 
humongous tomes. Yes, imagination 
features heavily, but once writers answer 
the fundamental questions in the 12 point 
structure of fantasy, they’re well on their 
way to writing their own fantasy novels.

So this is how it all works:

The hero’s journey proceeds in stages – 
leaping from their Ordinary World out 
into the unknown. Eventually, they find 

Writing A Fantasy Novel in Twelve Easy Steps
by Paul Collins

their way back home again. During the 
course of the journey, the hero makes 
friends and meets foes who help or 
hinder the rite of passage: this refers to 
a stage in the journey of life, one that’s 
difficult and often traumatic, but will affect 
everything that comes after. The most 
significant rite-of-passage for humans is 
the transition from childhood/adolescence 
into adulthood.

Fantasy stories attempt to emulate this 
journey. The process is universal and 
happens to us all. We leave home; this is 
sometimes scary or exciting and can be 
both. We leave our ordinary world – our 
comfort zone, the world of our familiar 

childhood – to venture out into the 
unknown, referred to in the ‘structure’ 
as the Special World. In smaller ways, 
this journey is repeated again and again 
throughout our lives. This mythic journey 
is the underlying structure of most 
successful fantasy plots.

This is how it works for Star Wars and Harry 
Potter and the Philosopher’s Stone. I’ll add 
my own fantasy novel Dragonlinks from 
The Jelindel Chronicles as a comparison.

1. Ordinary World. This is the beginning 
of most fantasy novels and films:

•	  HARRY POTTER: Living with his 
horrible Aunt, Uncle and cousin 
Dudley (they’re all muggles = non-
magic folk).

Writing A Fantasy Novel in twelve easy steps
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•	 JELINDEL: She’s anticipating a feast 
and playing. Her world is safe, and, to 
her, ‘normal’.

•	 STAR WARS: We see Luke totally 
bored with the idea of being a farmer, 
and resentful of his drab fate. He argues 
with his uncle (the ‘farmer’).

Can you think of other beginnings from 
books you’ve read? Are they the same 
situation as I’ve mentioned above?

H H H

2. Call to Adventure. An event gets the 
hero/ine on the road to adventure.

•	 HARRY: He receives a flood of letters, 
some delivered by owls (some inside 
eggs). This ‘call to adventure’ section is 
completed when Hagrid tells Harry he’s 
a wizard and that he’s off to Hogwarts, 
a school for wizards & witches.

•	 JELINDEL: She’s driven from her 
home by the assassination of her family 
and the fire and must survive on the 
streets of D’loom. This is the FIRST 
CALL. The SECOND CALL is when 
she and her companions are forced to 
flee D’loom.

•	 LUKE SKYWALKER: He sees the 
hologram of a desperate Princess Leia 
calling for help. Obi Wan Kenobi then 
asks Luke to join in the ‘quest’ to rescue 
her and fight the Empire.

Think of other examples.

H H H

3. Refusal to the Call. The hero/ine doesn’t 
want to leave their home (their ‘ordinary 
life’, their comfort zone).

•	 HARRY: This has two aspects here. 
One, his uncle and aunt refuse to 
let him go and become a wizard 
(so sometimes the refusal can be 
manifested externally). Two, he’s 
reluctant to believe that he is a wizard, 
thinks there must have been a mistake 
and – in the book – wakes the next 
morning sure it’s all been a dream, 
because nothing that wonderful could 
have happened to him.

•	 JELINDEL: There’s a twist here. 
Everything’s been destroyed. Jelindel 
has no reason to refuse. But she needs 

the adventure on some level – to come 
into her own. But having said that, she’s 
still scared, fearful of what will become 
of her, of how she’ll survive.

•	 LUKE SKYWALKER: He refuses Obi 
Wan’s call to adventure. Says he has 
responsibilities to his uncle and aunt. 
He returns to the farm to find them all 
dead, killed by Empire Stormtroopers. 
Now he has nothing to stop him, and 
the fight just became personal.

Can you think of other characters who 
refuse that first call to adventure, and why?

H H H

4. meeting the mentor: This is usually 
a bearded ‘wise man’ or else a ‘wise 
old woman’. They always make their 
appearance at this point of the book. Their 
main role in the book is to give the main 
character a kick up the bum to get them 
on their road to adventure.

•	 HARRY: His mentor is Hagrid – 
reassures him that he really is a wizard, 
that he’ll probably be a good one, 
and takes him shopping for supplies, 
including his wand. (First of several 
mentors or ‘father figures’.)

•	 JELINDEL: She meets Zimak who 
teaches her kick-fist.

•	 LUKE: Obi Wan Kenobi.

Who else from your favourite books is a 
good mentor?

H H H

5. Crossing the first threshold. Sometimes 
there’s a special vehicle in which the 
character leaves their ordinary world 
and enters the ‘special’ world of their 
adventure. There doesn’t have to be a 
‘vehicle’, though.

•	 HARRY: Platform 9¾ & Hogwart’s 
Express (the entire train journey is this 
threshold).

•	 JELINDEL: Crosses this boundary 
when she decides to go after the 
dragonlinks.

•	 LUKE: Initially the bar scene on 
Tatooine, but this is part of an 
entire ‘threshold sequence’ which 
continues with Luke’s encounter with 

stormtroopers, and his escape on 
Millennium Falcon with Obi Wan and 
Han Solo.

Other examples? Think of the Nania 
books, Alice in Wonderland. Sometimes 
mirrors or lakes are ‘vehicles’.

H H H

6. Tests, Allies and Enemies: This is where 
we’ll meet the hero/ine’s companions and 
enemies. Note that ‘friends’ = ‘allies’.

•	 HARRY’S TESTS: Sorting Hat (he 
chooses Griffyndor, not Slytherin); 
choosing the right friends (not 
Malfoy!); breaking rules; lessons in 
magic; learning to fly a broomstick.

•	 HARRY POTTER’S FRIENDS: Ron 
and Hermione.

•	 HARRY POTTER’S ENEMIES: Same-
age enemies: Malfoy, Goyle & Crabbe. 
Adult enemies: Professor Snape; and 
Professor Quirrel in Bk. 1 (and many 
enemies in other books). Ultimate 
Major Enemy: Lord Voldemort (aka 
Tom Riddle).

•	 JELINDEL’S TESTS: Survives on her 
own, gets a job as a scribe, a place to 
live. Then survives various adversaries 
and learns about her companions.

•	 JELINDEL’S FRIENDS: Daretor & 
Zimak.

•	 JELINDEL’S ENEMIES: The Preceptor, 
Fa’red and others.

•	 LUKE’S TESTS: Cantina: a major 
alliance is made (with Han Solo). Luke 
gets a taste of this new world and is 
tested here. On the Falcon, he must 
learn the ways of the Force (fighting 
blindfolded, too).

•	 LUKE’S FRIENDS: Han Solo, Princess 
Leia, C3PO & R2D2.

•	 LUKE’S ENEMIES: Darth Vader, 
stormtroopers, Grand Moff Tarkin 
(Commander of the Death Star and 
Regional Governor).

Think of your favourite fantasy novels and 
remember the main character’s friends/
allies and enemies.

Continued on page 18
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7. Approach to the Heart of the 
Journey: This is where the main character 
approaches the climax of the story. Bear in 
mind fantasy is mostly about a quest.

•	HARRY:	 Harry	 &	 Co	 struggle	
through all the spells protecting the 
Philosopher’s Stone.

•	JELINDEL:	Valley	of	Clouds;	fighting	
paraworld beasts; someone tries to kill 
her.

•	LUKE:	Luke	&	Co	are	drawn	inside	the	
Death Star, where they will face Darth 
Vader and rescue Princess Leia.

Think of your favourite fantasy novel and 
come up with the ‘approach’ scene.

H H H

8. The (Supreme/Central) Ordeal: This 
usually involves a ‘death and rebirth’ 
element, either apparent, ‘real’, or symbolic. 
This scene also sometimes includes a brush 
with death and maybe an apparent ‘death’.

•	HARRY:	Harry	 enters	 the	Forbidden	
Forest as punishment and is confronted 
by Lord Voldemort who very nearly 
kills him (having just killed a unicorn 
for its blood).

•	JELINDEL:	She	nearly	dies	but	is	saved	
by a ‘demon’.

•	LUKE:	He	 rescues	Princess	Leia	but	
is trapped in the garbage compactor 
and appears to have been killed 
(drowned and/or crushed by a snake-
like creature).

What’s your favourite ‘big scene’ from the 
fantasy novels you’ve read?

H H H

9. Reward (Seizing the Sword): What 
was their Quest? By now they will have 
accomplished it, although the journey 
isn’t over yet!

•	 HARRY:  The  re ward  i s  of ten 
knowledge. Here, Harry has learnt 
that it’s really Lord Voldemort who’s 
after the Philosopher’s Stone. A vital 
piece of information.

•	 JELINDEL: Learns about the links 
from the ‘demon’ and finds a flying 
craft.

•	 LUKE: Luke rescues Princess Leia and 
captures the plans of the Death Star, 
providing the possibility of destroying 
it.

Jot down some rewards that other hero/
ines acquire in your favourite fantasy 
books.

H H H

10. The Road Back (Prelude to the Final 
Climax): They’re not out of danger yet! 
This is where they do something to make 
sure there is a safe home to go back to, even 
if they personally never live to see it. (As 
in war, people often sacrifice themselves so 
that others may live, or live a normal life.)

•	 HA R RY:  D i s c ove rs  Profe s s or 
Dumbledore has left Hogwarts 
(temporarily) which means Voldemort 
will try for the Stone. They have to 
get past Fluffy, flying keys, a deadly 
game of chess, and more, to save the 
Philosopher’s Stone.

•	 JELINDEL: Fights Korok, an alien. 
Must deal with Daretor & Zimak.

•	 LUKE: They escape the Death Star 
with the plans, then prepare for the 
final battle and, hopefully, a return 
to the Ordinary World (without the 
threat of the Death Star hanging over 
it). Meanwhile, the Death Star moves 
towards them, intending to destroy 
them.

Think of some good scenes from journeys 
back home.

H H H

11. Climax/Resurrection: This is like the 
final exam or test, when everything will 
come to a head, and all will be lost or won. 
It may contain another death-and-rebirth 
scene (some final element in the character 
‘dies’ sometimes, the last vestige of 
‘childhood’). As in horror books, the 
villain sometimes comes back from 
the apparent ‘death’ to have one last 
crack at the main character.

•	 HARRY: Faces Professor Quirrel 
deep under Hogwarts. Quirrel turns 
out to be ‘carrying’ Lord Voldemort, 

who demands the Philosopher’s Stone 
and threatens to kill Harry.

•	 JELINDEL: Fights the mailshirt entity 
and nearly loses. She is saved by a kind 
of cynicism, which she has learnt upon 
the way (i.e. it’s always a good idea to 
keep a way out of any situation).

•	 LUKE: Running the gauntlet of guns 
and attack ships, the rebel pilots try 
to score the shot that will destroy 
the Death Star. Only Luke, using the 
Force – and trusting himself to do so 
– is able to achieve this (the intuitive 
human capacity succeeds, when all the 
computing machinery fails). The Death 
Star is destroyed.

Can you think of a book where the villain, 
thought dead, comes back to life? Or a 
powerful climactic moment in which all 
could be won or lost? Both?

H H H

12. Return with the Elixir/Reward. This 
is the outcome, the conclusion of the book.

•	 HARRY: He’s thwarted Voldemort (for 
now). Returns to the Dursleys with 
photos of Mum and Dad and feels as 
though he really does have a home.

•	 JELINDEL: Like Frodo from Lord of 
the Rings, Jelindel has saved the world 
from a terrible evil but at great cost to 
her and others. (Lost family; had to 
grow up really fast. She banishes her 
companions to a paraworld despite 
caring for them.)

•	 LUKE: He and his friends receive 
medals and are honoured. Han Solo 
is less arrogant and more willing to 
work cooperatively. Peace and safety 
is restored to the Galaxy.

H H H

Continued from page 17

18 Oz Kids in Print



Ambassadors

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. 

 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.

 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 .
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WEARY and jaded, her eyes 
fluttered open. Light pierced 
into her bedroom with bitter 

shards. The humid morning air enveloped 
her, begging her to stay.

A thought.

Quick and fleeting.

It danced across her mind. It left her 
despondent, gouging and scratching at 
her stitches, tearing them into the open 
wounds of regret and woe. She ran her 
hands across her wilted features, twisted in 
dismay. Each time she drove the memory 
away it ricocheted back and wounded her 
even more. A woman, a beautiful woman, 
on a bicycle. Hair flowing delicately behind 
her, reminiscent of freshly poured honey. A 
smile that shone more effervescently that 
the constellations themselves. She smelled 
of sweet perfume, rose garden fertiliser and 
maternal besottedness, her signature scent.

This memory incapacitated her. It scarred 
her beyond recognition. The guilt she felt 
was irrevocable, immovable and sacred. 
It was her last remnant of the woman she 
held so dear.

Her heart. It was as if blades of guilt were 
prying open the lacerations of her self-
reproach, dumping salt and demolishing 
any small emotion she still possessed.

She clung onto that guilt, desperately 
gripping the residue of her happiness. If 
anyone ever attempted to rid her of that 
guilt, she would declare it an unforgivable 
act of emotional desecration. It was the 
only thing she truly felt. She chuckled 
bitterly as she reminisced. A doctor had 
informed her to expect many things 
– sadness, guilt, anger. He had never 
predicted fear. Fear enveloped her. It 
stagnated her life. It forcefully wrapped 
her in a straitjacket moulded from lies 
and coerced her into an asylum of her own 
design, wherein she was the only patient.

She hadn’t left her bed, not since the day 
she lost her. It was too cruel to glimpse the 
world without the person she held most 
dear. She had lost her will to remember. It 
was far too painful.

One more.

One more torturous memory she had 
suppressed.

One more.

A sweet and wonderful woman presenting 
a question after dinner; “Who are you 
truly?”.

She considered the question – Who am I? 
She sincerely could not tell. Especially not 
now, the guilt had permeated her being, 
corrupted her very soul and shrivelled 
her into a husk of who she once was. 
Still though, it extended her mind out 
of selfishness and misery. That question 
yanked her arm aggressively and shoved 
her into the abyss of realisation. She 
could not do that to her, not violate her 
memory, it wouldn’t be right. She had to 
get up. Heaving the heavy blankets off her 
hardened frame, she shakily laid her feet 
on the ground. Tears broke shore upon 
her waterline like sailboats. Today was a 
fresh, new day. Except she would decide 
who she would be.

By Molly Waters
Year 12, Queensland Academies 

Creative Industries
KELVIN GROVE – QLD.
Teacher: Ms. Gleeson

Static
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GHOULS, goblins and phantasms 
represent the three genres in 
fiction, namely Horror, Fantasy 

and Paranormal.

Ghouls are traditionally associated with 
humans or demons that devour human 
flesh.

Traditional ghouls are demonic creatures 
that eat dead bodies, generally after 
robbing them from graves.

Goblins are small, ugly, magical creatures 
that  rather  l ike  doing annoying, 
mischievous things. Quite often they’re 
magical. They used to do things like 
making the milk go sour, stealing the hens’ 
eggs, and cutting the clothesline. Today 
they would rip the last page out of Agatha 
Christie novels, put scratches on dvds, and 
hide your car keys or mobile phone.

Phantom is the traditional term for ghosts. 
These tend to be nicer than phantasms, but 
still, given the choice you would probably 
not want to meet one. The dead guy in 
‘Ghost’ would be more of a phantom, while 
just about everything in ‘Ghostbusters’ 
could be classed as phantasms.

So there’s some pretty good fodder here if 
you want to populate your story with some 
nasty critters.

So you like to write fantasy, science fiction and horror?  
Here are some tips from one of Australia’s leading authors for younger readers.

Ghouls, Goblins and Phantasmagoricals
by Paul Collins

I used to read comics when I was a kid. I 
always wondered if the bad guys ever won. 
You know, Lex Luthor, Mysterio, Sandman, 
the Goblin, etc. Then I read Modesty 
Blaise. She’s a crim, head of the Network, 
but she’s inherently good, much the same 
as the Robin Hood myth. Then came along 
Artemis Fowl. He’s sort of what I wanted to 
read, but of course, deep down he’s good, 
too. He has ethics, scruples.

So I decided it was time to write a novel 
about an anti-hero. Enter Maximus Black. 
He’s not exactly mischievous or ghoulish 
in that he feeds on flesh, but he does feed 
on human misery. Characteristics from 
our topic today are relegated to the other 
nasties in my last books, Mole Hunt and 
Dyson’s Drop.

I have transmogrified humans – massively 
enhanced humans devoid of intelligence; 
lizard aliens, ghosts of crew-members who 
have been butchered; a plethora of crims 
and perhaps the most powerful of all, the 
sentinels who I only hint at what they are. I 
think evil creatures are those where there’s 
a hint of evil rather than the slash them to 
death evil that has become a bit passé, well, 
for this reader anyway.

Basically my evil characters come from 
all the super villains I used to read about 
as a kid, and perhaps the movies that I 
watched.

As an aside, I posed the following question 
on a blog interview recently: “Maximus 
Black is a true anti-hero. Do characters 
really need redeeming features?” The 
unanimous decision was a resounding no. 
This response flies in the face of perceived 
editorial wisdom. The winner’s response 
was: “To me what characters really need is 
a ‘logical’ reason for being in the situation 
they find themselves, believing what they 
believe, doing what they do. As odd as it 
sounds, I would count ‘total insanity’ as a 
logical reason. A perfect example would 
be Palpatine in the Star Wars universe. 
Total evil, no redeeming features, and a 
great character”.

Science fiction lends itself to a slew of 
nastiness: aliens. In my Earthborn Wars 

trilogy a race called the Hiveborn sweep 
the universe. Their sole aim is to connect 
everything and everyone into a single 
entity. They simply zap you and suddenly 
your mind is no longer your own – you’re 
an automaton, like a bee with just a single 
purpose in life.

The stronger the evil character, the better 
the book. Think of Jaws in “James Bond”, 
Darth Vader in “Star Wars”. These are evil 
standout evil characters that enrich both 
the films and the books.

Fantasy is basically a quest and good 
versus evil. In my Jelindel Chronicles I 
have some very powerful nasties such as 
the Preceptor, who I modelled on Hitler. 
He’s human, has no magic, but has the 
unquenchable thirst for power. He’s an 
excellent strategist and as such slowly 
builds up his power. With money, you can 
buy all the nasties you need.

A mail shirt entity crashes on a planet and 
it soon becomes known that the individual 
links confer special powers such as mind 
control over animals, superb fighting skills 
with martial arts or swords, etc. So what 
happens when some natural baddies gain 
control of the links? One major villain, 
F’red, attempts to combine all the links to 
form the original mail shirt. Unbeknownst 
to him once this occurs, true evil will 
manifest.

I guess you have to read the series to know 
how it all ends!

Read all about Paul at www.paulcollins.
com.au. To invite Paul to your school to 
give writing workshops contact Creative 
Net at:

www.fordstreetpublishing.com/cnet

Ghouls, Goblins and Phantasmagoricals
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I BET you think that your own life is 
much too boring ever to be used for a 
story. But I’ll let you into a secret. Real 

authors’ lives are (usually) just as boring 
and humdrum as your own, yet we use 
people and feelings and experiences from 
our own lives all the time. Imagine you 
are writing an exciting adventure about 
a pirate. You probably think a pirate’s life 
has little in common with yours, but if you 
want to create a vivid scene when the pirate 
is on board ship you will need to write 
about the sounds and smells of the sea: 
the crash of waves, the screech of gulls, the 
salty tang of the air… and as you do this, 
without even realising it, you will base it on 
your own experiences of visiting the beach!

Because real experiences are such vital 
tools in writing, it’s a terrific idea to keep 
a diary – not just an appointment calendar, 
of course, but a journal that records details 
and emotions. Keeping a diary is also great 
training for being a writer. It helps you to 
hone your observation and descriptive 
skills. 

Although I don’t keep a diary when I’m 
at home, I always write a journal when I 
travel, in fact I have kept a travel diary every 
trip I have ever been on since I was eleven 
years old. Those precious records now fill 
a whole shelf in my bookcase and I have 
often drawn on them for ideas for stories. 

A few years ago, I wrote a picture book 
called Jem’s Diary based on my own real 
diary of a trip to Darwin and Uluru (Ayers 
Rock) in the Northern Territory. These are 
some excerpts from my real diary: 

‘View from aircraft… Uluru v impressive 
– stands out in a flat washed out scrub 
country, red and massive.

At airport, our bag from the plane it 
dripping water all over us – one of the 
water bottles we souvenired from the first 
flight is leaking.’

The main character in the book ‘Jem’s 
Diary’ is a little girl who visits the Northern 
Territory and keeps a diary. Here is an 
excerpt from the story. You will see how I 
have made use of my real experiences, but 
rewritten them in the voice of a young girl:

‘On a plane heading for Uluru:
My annoying little brother is yelling at 
me to look out the window. He says he 
can see Ayers Rock. I tell him it’s called 
Uluru. Then I turn and look. WOW! It 
looks just like the photos! It’s this massive 
red rock sticking out of the ground. Even 
from way up here it looks huge.’

And later…

‘In the airport:
I have never been so embarrassed in all 
my life. I was carrying a bottle of water 
in my backpack and it leaked. The water 
ran out of the bottom of my bag and all 
over the back of my shorts. So I had to 
walk around the airport in dripping 
shorts looking like I’d wet myself.’

When I was asked to write my latest 
book 1000 Great Places to Travel 
with Kids in Australia it was an 
absolutely mammoth effort. I had to 
visit (or contact) all the hundreds of 
places in the book to get the latest 
information. It was a fantastic help 
that I had already travelled to every 
state and territory in Australia, and 
that I had kept a diary of every trip! 

The book not only has my personal 
descriptions of places (based as 
much as possible on my own 
real impressions), but I’ve also 
included questions and extra 
titbits of information. I think 
Australia is one of the most 
interesting, beautiful and diverse 
places in the world to see as a 
tourist, and my aim for ‘1000 
Great Places to Travel with Kids 

in Australia’ was to pass on some of my 
enthusiasm and to teach people things 
they might not already know. For example, 
most people would regard Sea World in 
Surfers Paradise as just somewhere to 
go for rides and animal shows, but the 
notes I wrote in my trip journal when I 
visited Surfers reminded me that there are 
educational aspects to Sea World as well. 
Here’s what I’ve included in my Sea World 
entry in the book:

Fabulous Facts
Sea World staff are on call 24 hours a 
day to rescue sick, injured and stranded 
animals in the wild. The cost of providing 
the necessary resources, specialised, 
equipment, boats, helicopters and staff 
can be very high, but the costs are all 
met by Sea World – so your entry fees 
are going to a good cause.

Kid Quest
Do seals chew their food?

As you can see, my diaries have been a 
very useful resource for my writing, and 
I encourage you to have a go at keeping 
diaries yourselves. If nothing else, they’ll 
be fun to go back and read in a few years 
time!

‘1000 Great Places to Travel with Kids in 
Australia’ is published by Explore Australia. 

Keep a diary

By Anna Ciddor

keep a diary
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I RAN past the dull rocks like they were 
nothing, feeling the air blow into my 
face gave me the sense of true freedom.

The cliff was coming to an end, and the 
golden rays of sunshine set the sky on fire, 
and as I got ready to jump, I stared at the 
horribly long distance.

I looked up in the sky and let the air 
grasp my face, and I realised, nothing is 
impossible. I leaped and stretched my 
legs, great memories flooding back just as 
much as I felt great about myself. I made 
the jump, I made it! Pride swept over me 
as the bright, giving sun dipped and began 
to hide behind the clouds. Nothing, is 
impossible, unless you let it be.

By Alexandra Manolopoulos
Year 6, Mill Park Heights Primary School

MILL PARK – VIC.
Teacher: Mrs D’Antonio

Nothing Is 
Impossible

She Is Still Magic
She room’s walls, withered birch tree, crawled with filigree
Shadows bred by neon glow of dimming lights and moon-

Shine dissolving night and stars into the phantom embrace of
Gossamer curtains, revived by wind’s breath which carry with it

Lunar incantations, balk at our silence.

Violet chrysanthemum bouquet shrivelled by time’s temperate
Blessing throws memory of sun-kissed afternoons by the sea,

Salt-caked toes wading deep and cold, seafoam periods, when,
Sun collides with the earth and twilight melts the divisions

Of life and death into amber sand slipping through our fingers.

Silk cocoons woven around her body which sinks deeper and
Deeper into the transverse-land, dream’s kingdom, shakes

Fragments of still mornings where pearls clung to lotus
Leaves and I to her breast, grasping at the blood red threads

Binding me to her womb.

She is still magic. Checkerboard hair with washed-out dye and
Crow’s feet, canvas-stretched skin with pencil lines, yet warmth

In her palms and unsaid promises in her eyes. I am still here.
And an infinite other thank-yous at four o-clock for you who

Breathed life into my veins and

Although death is a patient man, the candle burns too quickly
I do nothing as she joins the lunar incantations: a lunar synthesis,

Diffuses her soul into the star-torn universe, unravels the fibers but
I know she will wait beyond the boundaries, wait for me till we drown,

And human voices wake us.

By Laura Zhang
Year 11, Ravenswood School for Girls

GORDON – NSW
Teacher: Ms Alderson
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Before the pay
I’m broke as hell
Non-paying job
Nothing to sell

Bank account empty
Before the pay

Not enough money
For one single day

I might go homeless
Rent is too much

Before the pay
My life was slush

Groceries are limited
Life: dull and grey

If only I had money
Before the pay

By Daniel Bannon
Year 8, St Thomas More College

Sunnybank – QLD.
Teacher: Benjamin Potts

The GenZ Dilemma

AM I incapable of empathy, or am I 
desensitised?

The world is crazy, but is that an excuse 
for my lack of response when I hear that 
a girl my age, someone so similar to me, 
was tormented in her final hours? Is that 
an excuse for the fact that I’m sad, but I 
don’t cry?

“Can you imagine?” No. But maybe in 
another lifetime, it would have been me 
instead of her. Would she have cried; would 
she have mourned? I don’t. Is that at a fault 
of my own?

If I didn’t know someone, should I 
experience that pain of loss? Am I a terrible 
person for thinking not? I hope not.

If I say I would suffer the experience of 
mourning her, purely because I would 
want her to mourn me, would want people 
to miss me, am I a narcissist? Am I selfish 
for wanting to be missed?

Why do I feel nothing but pity when 
learning of a tragedy overseas, in a country 
whose population cares more about 
weaponry than their own children? I 
should mourn them too, shouldn’t I? But 

god, it feels like there’s someone new to 
mourn every hour.

I think I hit the off switch on that part of 
my emotions; the empathetic, sensitive 
side. Do you know how to turn them 
back on?

Do I want to turn them back on?

Am I incapable, or am I simply sparing 
myself the pain?

By Jade Simms
Year 12, Siena Catholic College

SIPPY DOWNS – QLD.
Teacher: Helen Fitzpatrick

Befo
re the Pay
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FOR MONTHS I’d been crying 
myself to sleep every night. This 
night, I lay awake on my bed, eyes 

wide open. I know it won’t work, I can 
already feel sleep dragging at my eyelids, 
but it’s worth it if I can ward off the terror. 
Every night I have the same nightmare, it 
shakes me from my sleep screaming and 
crying. It’s so frightening I can never finish 
it. Just as I complete a sentence in my head, 
sleep drags me under. I’m falling as always. 
I land roughly on the damp dirt, even if 
it’s a dream it feels so real, almost alive. I 
jolt up quickly, I’m in the same cold, foggy 
forest. The trees whisper, so quiet I’ll get a 
headache if I try to listen. The same dark 
figure, too far away to see, calling to me. I 
step towards the figure. A cold, wet hand 
grabs my arm and I scream. I wake up 
shrieking and crying, covered in sweat. My 
dad comes rushing in with a cup of water. 
The nightmare’s over.

I’m sitting in my bed again, wide awake. 
I’ve made a decision that if I’m ever going 
to get rid of these nightmares I have to 
finish them. All these started when mum 
died, but I’m not sure what they have to do 
with each other. Are these dreams a way 

of my brain channelling the grief? I drift 
into sleep. Falling into the same woods 
again, the same murmuring trees, same 
dark figure. But this time when the hand 
grabs my arm I turn and look. Whatever 
was standing there blew into the mist and 
the hand was no longer. I take another 
step towards the dark figure. Then another. 
Then another, confidence rising in me. 
Vines wrap around my ankles and, once 
again, I wake up screaming in a sweat. This 
is impossible.

Before bed the next night, I’m sitting next 
to my dad, when he tells me something. 
“You know, your mother used to have the 
exact same problem as you. Nightmares 
every night, it eventually drove her into a 
deep dark place. She wasn’t eating, sleeping 
or bathing. It just became too much for 
her”, he reminisced, “but you’ll push 
through it? You won’t leave like her?”. He 
strokes my hair softly.

“No, of course not Dad”, I smile and turn 
over.

That night, I don’t bother trying to stay 
awake. I go straight into my dream. I 

push through the hand that grabs me, I 
push through the vines that wrap around 
my ankles. Focusing just on the figure, 
I take deep breaths and shove past any 
obstacles. Soon I realise I am no longer 
in the woods, but a field, golden grass 
swaying and storm cloud rumbling. I keep 
walking towards the figure. I have no idea 
if I’m ready for this. I squeeze my eyes 
shut as I get closer. Something touches my 
face. I don’t scream, it’s warm. I feel safe. 
I open my eyes and see my mother’s face 
smiling down at me. Tears sting my eyes 
and I wrap my arms around her waist. I 
wake up, sunlight streaming through my 
bedroom window.

The next night I drift off to sleep quickly, 
and when I next wake up, it’s morning. 
No screaming, no crying and definitely 
no nightmare.

They’re gone.

By Ivy Bystrom
Year 6, 

Moonee Ponds West Primary School
MOONEE PONDS – VIC.

Teacher: Fiona McKenzie

Nightmares

26 Oz Kids in Print



2021 NEW GOAL

Throughout the last few years our 
Aussie farmers have battled drought, 
fires, floods and now a global pandemic. 
Throughout it all with smiles on their 
faces, when there should have been 
tears, they set about providing us with 
fuel for our bodies. So they definitely 
have a story to tell.

Each rural town I have visited, I’ve 
seen just how important the local post 
office is. It is sometimes the only shop 
in town, it may be the local corner store 
too. So let’s keep them busy! Let’s bring 

back old fashioned Penpals… or in my 
words – Mail Mates! We can bridge 
the gap between the beaches and the 
bush. We can get people talking. We 
can share our daily experiences and 
connect and grow together. Through it 
we will learn how to correctly address 
an envelope, write a letter and post it. 
So let’s get writing!

MAIL MATES

The long lost love of receiving mail in 
the hand-written form. Jack thought 
students could make friends around 
the classrooms of Australia. Something 

that schools of old, did across the 
world.

A lost art – writing! And sending 
paper mail.

So if you are a school or class who 
would like to make new friends around 
Australia, and write letters, then this 
is for you.

REGISTER TO JOIN MAILMATES!

https://afiverforafarmer.com.au/join-
mailmates

Have you heard of 
‘A Fiver For A 

FArmer’?
It all started with a 10 Year old boy from the bush in 2019.

https://afiverforafarmer.com.au/

Now Jack Berne has a new initiative!
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MY PROPENSITY for the animal 
genre is noted by a quick 
examination of my bookshelf 

where I find an array of fictitious stories 
that can inspire any teenage audience. 
Animals in literature play a crucial role in 
expressing common themes throughout 
the story, and can even create an emotional 
distance from the reader which enables a 
story to focus on subject matter that may 
be too personal or confronting.

From the more recent novels, A Dog’s 
Way Home and A Dog’s Purpose to the 
much older tales of Moby Dick and Black 
Beauty, it is clear that animal-related books 
can capture the imagination of not only a 
child but also an adult. In saying that, let 
me introduce you to five other favourite 
animal-related books.

Because of Winn-Dixie
by Kate DiCamillo (Candlewick Press)

“There ain’t no way you can hold onto 
something that wants to go, you understand? 
You can only love what you got while you 
got it.”

This award-winning bestseller 
is a rewarding and cherished 
story that focuses on friendship, 
fighting loneliness, and letting go 
of the past.

Because of Winn-Dixie tells 
the story of 10-year-old India 
Opal who has just moved to a 
small town in Florida with her 
father “the preacher.” It is when Opal 
stumbles upon a stray dog inside the 
local supermarket that she claims to be 
his owner in hope that the pound won’t 
take him away. The special bond depicted 
between Opal and Winn-Dixie will win 
the reader over big time, absorbing you 
right into the story as the pair go on 
adventures and make even more friends, 
alleviating the town from a cycle of 
monotonous dread to a community full 
of warmth and positivity.

Piper Picks the Perfect Pet
by Caroline Touhey and Nicky Johnson 
(Ford Street Publishing)

My dad says I can choose a pet, but I’m not 
sure which pet to get.

A dog, a cat, a fish, a rat?

What a tough decision to make. How can 
Piper pick the perfect pet when there 
are so many appealing possibilities? If 
you were in Piper’s shoes what pet would 
you choose?

Not only do I enjoy reading longer 
form novels, but cannot pass up the 
opportunity to read a striking picture 
book. Published in 2020, this recent 
children’s book is aimed at 3-to 8-year-
olds and focuses on the relationships 
that we have with animals. These lovely, 
bright illustrations are created with 
watercolour and pencils to capture 
the soft and delicate feelings of the 
characters and their cute pets.

The book’s publisher,  Ford Street 
Publishing has also added a selection of 
kid’s and student activity sheets, including 
teacher’s notes, on their website so that 
you can work alongside Piper to help her 
choose the perfect pet!

Storm Boy
by Colin Thiele (New Holland Publishers)

“They call it the Ninety Mile Beach. From 
thousands of miles round the cold, wet 
underbelly of the world the waves come 
sweeping in towards the shore and pitch 
down in a terrible ruin of white water and 
spray.”

Colin Thiele’s novel Storm Boy continues 
to draw in readers for its depiction of 
conservation, animal rescue, aboriginal 
culture, land rights, friendship, and family.

The Animal Genre
By Caitlin Burns

BOOK REVIEWS

Book reviews
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As a child, I recall being fascinated by 
the faithful relationship that the 11-year-
old protagonist, Storm Boy, Mike, 
had with his orphaned pelican, 
Mr Percival. Trained by  Mike,  the 
pelican arises to be his most trusted 
companion. Mr Percival is the true 
hero in the story by his miraculous 
rescue of distressed sailors during 
a Storm.

Mike’s unique, isolated lifestyle on the 
shores of Ninety Mile Beach, and his 
connection to the environment and 
learning of local Aboriginal culture, 
broadened my own appreciation for 
the Australian landscape. The rich, 
visual imagery flows effortlessly and 
highlights the story’s intricacies of 
cultural awareness. A classic read that 
never gets old.

Song for a Whale
by Lynne Kelly (Delacorte Press)

“He keeps singing this song, and 
everything in the ocean swims by him, 
as if he’s not there. He thinks no one 
understands him. I want to let him 
know he’s wrong about that.”

Song for a Whale is a heartwarming story 
aimed at middle-grade readers. This 
narrative will surely generate positive 
discussions about animal welfare, deafness, 
communication, and belonging.

The story focuses on Iris, a young 
girl born deaf, who is desperately 
searching for an identity. She has 
only a few friends and finds it 
difficult not being understood at 
school. However, it is during her 
favourite science class, that she 
learns about the loneliest whale 
in the world, Blue 55 – a real-life 
whale who is unable to speak to 
other whales in his pod and thus 
swims alone. Iris feels a kindred 
spirit with the whale and so 
decides to create a song for him.

Wi t h  t h e  h e l p  o f  h e r 
grandmother, Iris decides to 
take the song to Blue 55 on a 
three-thousand-mile journey, 
off the coast of Alaska. The 
themes of loneliness felt 
by Iris at school, and the 
isolation her grandmother 
experiences following the 

death of her husband, bring the story’s 
contrasting layers together in a remarkable 
journey of personal identity.

Charlotte’s Web
By E. B. White and Garth Williams 
(Harper & Brothers)

“You have been my friend. That in 
itself is a tremendous thing.”

My all-time favourite animal-
related book goes to Charlotte’s 
Web. Okay, I know this answer 
may seem cliché, but this story is 
an absolute classic and one that is 
still relevant today despite being 
published almost 70 years ago!

If you already know the tale of 
Charlotte’s Web, or maybe you’ve 
watched the movie, I still urge you 
to borrow it from the library and 
give it a read. Considered to be one 
of the bestselling children’s books 
in publishing history, Charlotte’s 
Web is full of colourful and funny 
characters and contains some very 
important lessons about life.

Whether it’s the responsibility 
that young girl, Fern takes on 
when caring for Wilbur the pig, 
or the unlikely friendship between 

Wilbur and the small spider, Charlotte, it 
is clear that Charlotte’s Web continues to 
inspire a new generation of children who 
believe in making a difference in the world, 
no matter how big or small.
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I RECENTLY attended a double book 
launch at Ford Street Publishing in 
Abbotsford, Victoria. It was the first 

book launch post-Covid restrictions and 
the bustling crowd was clearly thrilled to 
be outside the confines of their homes. 
Instead of attending as a guest, I was there 
in the capacity of an intern. As I peered 
out from behind piles of books at the sales 
table, I wasn’t quite sure what to expect. 
But here’s what I learnt that day.

Being a writer, illustrator, editor or 
designer (all the typical roles involved in 
the production of a book) is a labour of 
love. These are careers in which people 
work tirelessly to put ideas out into the 
world that will educate readers, challenge 
them and make them feel a full spectrum 
of emotions.

I was unexpectedly struck by the book 
Salih which was being launched by its 
illustrator Anne Ryan. The illustrations 
complement the economy of prose and 
infuse life into the story. Author Inda 

Ahmed Zahri handles 
the topic of refugees and 
diversity in a nuanced and 
complex way, showing 
the reader that refugees 
are multifaceted people 
filled with memories and 
experience, rather than just 
the sum of their country’s 
tragedy. The reader can 
feel the palpable fear as the 
boats cross the churning 
sea, but rather than slipping 
into despair, the writing 
and illustrations imbue the 
reader with a sense of hope. This is just the 
kind of book we need to educate children 
about experiences different from our own.

The second book, Frankie Goes to 
Kindergarten, was launched by illustrator 
Marjory Gardner. This bright and simple 
explanation of a typical day at kindergarten 
helps younger readers to understand the 
activities they’ll enjoy there. Authors Peta 
Baxter and Connie Hemmens wrote the 

book about their frug (a cross between 
a French Bull Dog and a Pug) and his 
adventures in their kindergarten classes. 
The book also highlights the important 
role that animals play in our lives and 
how their presence can help us cope with 
anxiety.

Illustrators Anne Ryan and Marjory 
Gardner shared an important lesson about 
the value of supporting one another in 
their professional roles. They met more 
than twenty years ago and Anne describes 
Marjory as someone who has been “so 
generous about sharing her techniques and 
extensive knowledge of papers, materials 
and products”. Anne goes on to say that 
“Marjory has been a valuable mentor for 
me over the years with my art practices. 
She has seen all of my artistic projects 
come and go. She has been so supportive 
of my successes and my many professional 
losses”. This type of relationship has 
proved invaluable and is something to 
aspire towards not just in the creative arts 
industry, but in any work environment.

But perhaps the biggest lesson of the day 
was that writers, illustrators, editors and 
designers rely on the support of their 
audience. The hours spent bringing both 
Salih and Frankie Goes to Kindergarten to 
life would have been wasted without an 
audience to receive these stories. Because 
isn’t the whole point of putting your 
ideas out into the world that there will be 
someone to embrace them?

Lessons from a 
Ford Street Publishing 

Book Launch
by Kristen Hart

Publishing
162 Hoddle St, Abbotsford, Vic 3067, Australia
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To improve your students’ reading and writing skills, each term a school with a 
current School Subscription to Oz Kids in Print will win a children’s Author/Illustrator 
visit to their school to conduct workshops.

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

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

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

WIN AN AUTHOR VISIT TO YOUR SCHOOL

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

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

PLUS MANY MORE AUTHORS


Paul Collins

Elise Hurst

Jeni Mawter

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Return Details
Please mail your remittance with this form to:

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

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



Accepted waste

1.COLLECT
AND SHIP FOR FREE

4.EARN
POINTS FOR DONATIONS

2.RECYCLE
INTO RAW MATERIALS

3.REPURPOSE
INTO NEW PRODUCTS

Waste not accepted

Rubbers

Rulers

Glue sticks

Pencils Sharp Objects

 

Pens

Mechanical 
Pencils 

Correction 
Tape Fountain PensFluids Pots

Felt Tips Highlighters Markers

RECYCLE

used writing 

instruments


