




CREATIVE WRITING AND VISUAL WORKS BY THE BOYS FROM TRINITY GRAMMAR SCHOOL



Leah had been conceived at the movies. At least, that’s what her father had always said. In fact, if 
one was interested enough, one could figure out which film it was, simply by counting backwards 
nine months from September 19th, 1998. She was the only good thing, he would often chuckle, to 
come about when the Titanic hit the iceberg. It wasn’t until Leah was twelve that she put an end to 
the sick joke, when her father began calling her mother “Rose”. Yet, shamefully, a small part of Leah 
was always pleased to be reminded of the awkward fact that she had entered the world in a cinema. 
It would perhaps explain why she was engrossed in the world of cinema at a very early age. 

It does not explain why she has forgotten that world. As far as Leah is concerned, she is the same. It’s 
the pictures that got small.

………

Like all foreboding introductions, this one was made with the promise of rain. Despite the summer 
heat, the paint of the ancient cinema swelled with humidity, and the moisture in the atmosphere 
was so heavy that it filled the faded posters, brimming with life for an instant and then tearing sadly 
from their own weight. Leah remembered her childhood trips to the theatre, memories watermarked 
with the faint tinge of bliss. Those days were long gone, along with her friends, family, and interests. 
They were all still here of course, they were all still alive, there had been no major tragedies. But they  
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could do. Find out if the stories were true. Find out why E.T. 
had stumbled into her life. A shaky memory from an old film; 
couldn’t E.T. move things with his mind? A snickers bar in 
plain sight on a high shelf was sufficient to confirm this. From 
then on, Leah resolved to stay in the monotonous comfort of 
her bed. After all, now E.T. could prepare her meals, finish her 
work, prepare her clothes for the day. A grasping hope from 
a blurry film; wasn’t E.T. able to make people feel the feelings 
he felt? Sure enough, whenever Leah journeyed to work, E.T. 
sent her waves of joy and laughter to hide the joy and laughter 
that she had lost. She put on romantic comedies at home to 
teach E.T. about compassion, friendship, and love. Or, at least, 
to teach him how to make her feel them. Things were falling 
into place, Leah knew she would never need anyone else. 
One night, she whispered a careless admission to E.T. “You 
complete me”. That was the very moment when things began 
falling apart.

Almost two years after Leah’s discovery of E.T., she came home 
to find him lying in her bed. With his pale skin and wordless 
groans, it was beyond any doubt that her friend was ill. The 
only issue was, there was no one Leah trusted enough to help. 
She couldn’t exactly bring E.T. into work, shout “Say hello to 
my little friend!”, and expect a crowd of open arms. Instead, 
Leah decided to take matters into her own hands by watching 
the film from her childhood, the one where they sent E.T. 
home. She found nothing of use, only fanciful coincidences 
and whimsical resolutions. Yet around halfway through the 
movie, Leah heard a shrill cry from the doorway. She turned 
to see E.T., his bulbous eyes reflecting the scene before him. 
The glowing light of his chest extinguished itself, and his face 
contorted in atavistic fury. Leah had never before seen a more 
frightening beast. Over the course of the following days, E.T. 
stopped moving things with his mind; work piled up and Leah 
didn’t eat. Apparently E.T. had also started sending different 
kinds of waves, because Leah seemed permanently on the 
verge of tears at work. The joy and laughter that she had lost 
were on show for all to see. Upon her return to the apartment 
after a particularly tearful day, Leah realised she had never 
turned off the T.V. since she had last watched the film about 
E.T. As her eyes dawdled across the credits flickering on the 
paused screen, they widened. She knew what she had to do.

had just…gone, drifted out of Leah’s foreground. As Leah paced 
briskly past the peeling doors, the music stopped dribbling from 
her earphones. Jarred by this interruption of the soundtrack of 
her life, Leah halted. Without so much as a moment’s hesitation, 
she resumed marching forward until the cinema was completely 
removed from the corner of her eye, at precisely which moment 
the music resumed. Shocked, Leah took a couple intrepid steps 
back towards the building, before the music promptly paused 
once again. Only one thought entered Leah’s mind, a saying from 
a film long ago; Just when I thought I was out, they pull me back 
in. As she inched towards the cinema, it began to pour.

For the longest time, the only sound in the darkness was the 
thundering of rain on the clay roof, perhaps the only facet of 
the building which retained any semblance of integrity. A few 
steps further into the heart of the cinema, Leah heard the soft 
yet distinct cacophony of voices and music, playing before an 
absent audience. She didn’t need any light, but relied on the 
magnetic north of many younger days to tread the familiar path 
towards the theatres. Leah passed by old autographed photos of 
famous visitors to the cinema, eventually seeing her family and 
friends in the same rusted frames that consigned their subjects 
to eternal nostalgia. By the time she had reached the third 
theatre, the floor was overgrown with wet moss and shrubbery. 
Opening the theatre doors, Leah stepped into a world that she 
was not expecting, but a world that she certainly recognised. 
A dense forest of breathing trees and sparkling undergrowth 
overflowed into the space. “We’re not in Kansas anymore”. 
Leah’s mutter soared with the chill breeze down the beaten path, 
a path sprinkled with pinpricks of colour. Leah followed the trail 
of Reece’s Pieces on the forest floor, leading behind a lone tree 
growing between seats E6 and E7. With each step, the orchestra 
rose, the lights shone brighter. Leah felt that she had known, for 
a long time, who she was about to discover.

………

Leah was nestled on her bed in her apartment, contemplating 
carefully as to what should be done with her new friend. Sending 
him home was out of the question – she hadn’t the first clue 
how, nor even if she wanted to (which, in truth, she didn’t). At 
the very least, Leah figured, she should find out what her friend 

………

The door opens, and two Allen Edmonds step across the 
threshold. Steven Spielberg surveys the clinically organised 
living room of the apartment. The message specified this 
address, but everything seems to be in order. Spielberg’s 
wrinkled forehead gives way to a knowing frown. No mess, 
couldn’t be the Gremlins. No pool in sight, couldn’t be Jaws. 
That could only mean… He strolls patiently through the room 
and into the hallway, taking his time, marvelling at the work 
of his creation. Spielberg barely notices the broad oak trees 
growing out of the cracked walls, nor the moss and detritus 
painting the floor. A distinct darkness shines from behind the 
furthest door. He pushes it open, and sighs when he witnesses 
the swollen alien clinging to the woman’s chest. Spielberg 
observes the life flow out from her, and after a deliberate 
pause, he speaks. “E.T., Phone Home”. The glowing light 
returns to the alien’s chest, and he reluctantly rises from the 
bed, deflating like an origami balloon. The pair amble out of 
the room, down the hallway, and out the door. It closes with 
a soft click. Nestled in her bed, the woman lies motionless. Her 
smile moves through the room.

………

Leah didn’t miss E.T. when she realised he was gone. At first she 
felt betrayed, mislead, ashamed, but this was quickly replaced 
by an overwhelming will to just move on. And that’s exactly 
what Leah did. She still watches the occasional Spielberg film, 
even venturing to the cinema from time to time. Of course, 
sometimes there is a knock on the door, and she opens it to 
find E.T. waiting in the corridor, his light shining brightly, the 
music cutting out in her earphones. Leah doesn’t worry. She 
knows how to fill the silence. She knows what to say. Frankly 
my dear, I don’t give a damn.

Nick Bouletos (12Mu) | First place, Senior Prose Division, 
Gary Catalano Writing Competition
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Moving my weakened body through the door frame I gazed 
upon the vast abyss of pale nothingness, yet again uttering the 
soft words to myself; “No change. Still empty.” Trying to grasp 
onto the sense of nothingness, my mind had begun to simulate 
deep labyrinths of iridescent coral caves. The blinding delusion, 
infinitely detailed, contrasted so vividly with the blank reality.

Upon turning around, a name greeted my weary eyes, nailed to 
the aged timber that composed the cottage. Enola. The name 
given to the most treacherous form of imprisonment known to 
man. The sad truth is that none who come here are blessed with 
any knowledge of their crimes whatsoever. All that one can do is 
live for eternity with no way out. But there are ways in.

Lying hopelessly on the wooden balcony, I peered down into the 
depth below. As I stared, I submerged myself in thought. Surely I 
can’t be the only one here. If others have been sent here, where 
did they go? The answer I gave myself was undoubtedly grim. 
Provided an infinite amount of time and no ageing or dying 
whatsoever, it’s an absolute certainty one would eventually 
plummet into the void. It may take a million, even a billion years, 
but it’s guaranteed. With such a thing in mind, is it even worth 
staying? If I am to fall through infinity anyway, why should I 
continue to dwell here? Come to think of it, I can’t even recall 
coming here at all. I’ve been isolated here since as long as I can 
remember…

So many philosophical insights will only discomfort me more. 
On the bright side, I’m spared the responsibilities and mishaps 
of life, so this could be doing me a favour. But my positivity 
was immediately cut short, when I caught something out of the 
corner of my eye…

Standing up straight after a prolonged period of rest was never 
easy, but this time peculiarity had distracted me from my unease. 
In fact, I couldn’t tell at this point whether reality was becoming 
more surreal, or if my soul was gradually descending into madness.

Overhead, an albatross hung motionless upon the air, slowly 
moving closer like a lifeless subaquatic being, bringing grace to 
the dead sky that had until this point seemed completely desolate. 
Unsurprisingly, it kept going past until it disappeared into the 
distance. But this meant something. What could it mean? It could 
mean many things, but one thing was for sure. Something was 
coming, for the albatross was merely a messenger.

It was at this point that the creaking and snapping had begun to 
set in. Startled, I investigated, only to find that Enola was falling 
apart. Piece by piece, she was crumbling away, disintegrating into 
the void below. The severity of the situation almost distracted me 
from the shimmering light ahead in the distance, slowly getting 
closer. As Enola broke down further and further, the light was 
only growing, eventually illuminating the sky with its vivid display 
of colour.

Echoes
This was it. Streaks of colourful flame rushed past the decaying 
cottage, leaving burns and blazes of fire. All the while, the 
vaster entity of light steadily approached. Knowing this was my 
chance, I rushed inside the burning chamber, gathering what 
few belongings I needed for the journey. As the seconds grew 
longer, I could only think of my gradually nearing liberty. Taking 
my things in hand, I stepped outside to embrace the majesty of 
the light, rich with possibility. My vision had been obscured by 
beauty, yet I could see more than ever before. 

All I need do now was reach out.

For brief moments, I felt like I understood it all. The wisdom of 
the universe was flowing though my mind and caressing my 
thoughts like a caring mother. No question unanswered, no 
answer unquestioned. Things had been put together just as they 
were taken apart. I could now see that the universe herself and 
everything inside is the greatest poetic statement of all. 

I was being transported through time and space, surrounded by 
infinity. Enola was no more. Where would I go? What would I 
do? Would I ever see my life again? Such questions continue to 
echo through the universe and all her wonder. All of the future 
was falling before my eyes. Eternity had been left behind and the 
window of life was open wider than ever.

Marcus Anstey (9St) | First place, Junior Prose Division, Gary 
Catalano Writing Competition
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It must be hard
Keeping the sun in line

Setting the stars in time
While keeping life growing and die

Painting a canvas of clouds
Watching lunatics cross bridges

Writing the first whispers
Ending long lives

Punishing the same
Washing mountains away

Placing knowledge in books
Teaching the nothing we give to adults

Calling thunder in rains chaos
Sinking islands off coasts

Felling filled towers
Making room in the ground for the new dead

Lighting fires for the sky
While breaking bread

In the halls of holy men
Catching the snake in nets

Adding rhythm to dance
Admiring our petty suffering

Laughing at man’s hands
While they clasp together to pray

At the void that has nothing for us
Nothing to say

It must be hard doing God’s work for the day.

Ryan Tischenko (11Fo) |  
Equal second place, Senior Poetry Division,  

Gary Catalano Writing Competition

Crisp Clean pages,
Vaults of knowledge.

Layers and layers of skin, marked by tattoos that soak into my
temporal lobe

An infinite font of wisdom.
The gates are opened.

I wander through the gentle valleys of simple phrases,
Admiring the vivid adjectives, petals outstretched with blotches

of scarlet.
They bloom under the spring sunlight of the author’s

imagination.
The land rises, following the tension as it builds.

I climb up and up
Over mountains of complex sentences, facing jagged peaks

capped with new words to add to my vocabulary.
They glisten like china teacups in my grandmothers kitchen,

capturing my fancy.

The summit is under me,
I sit by a pond admiring the abundant detailed description that

covers the surface.
Small fish swim just below the surface - streaks of marmalade

dashing underneath; covered with scales of sibilance.
The water glistens with powder blue perfection.

I dip my toes in, the water is warm with the pleasant feeling of a
successful resolution

I continue walking, knowing my journey is soon to end.

As I finally reach the conclusion
And as the gates close,

I try to remember every precious word;
They’re in my vault now.

Josiah May (9Yo) | First place, Junior Poetry Division, Gary 
Catalano Writing Competition

My 
Words 
Now

It Must be Hard
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Rene Noble (12He) | Firing Line
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Last night I was dreary to say the least eventually
I caved in numb to the light then the voices ceased

Splattered onto the bed
Staining the chalk white sheets

And dreamt away

Then there I was lying
Covered in flowers yellow blue white and red

Their scents too
Joyous winds massaging our shoulders

As we bend to the breeze growing, smiling
In the jealous gaze of vibrant horizons
Reliving the joys of our unformed past

Alive at last

It wasn’t long, however
Before the clouds (rightfully) grew bitter

Spreading and casting shadows of men and women
Distorted

Came and went with the sly winter’s wind
Always leaving me behind

One time
I caught one just before it slid away

Squirming, its serpentine eyes longing
For my heart

Astray by just a few hairs
Enough to scorch my soul

I enslaved it
Kept it in a jar

Enduring
Its ceaseless snarls of

“That’s not how dreams work”
Before it escaped into a dark crevice

Never to be seen again

A Dream Full of
One day
I realised that I no longer controlled
The wind
The fire
The rain
The ways of the world

The epiphany cornered me
Into a window
The vanishing source of light
Scoffed and spat in my face before
It eloped with the figure I once was
Finally shattering me leaving me as
Food for those seeking vengeance their
Teeth sinking into my flesh causing
Agonising discomfort and soreness (pain and misery)

Subside.
Rest.
All is fine now.
The nightmare is no more.

As I lay in my bed of death reassured
By the sudden signs of safety
I couldn’t help but lament over the
Rhythmic chirp of a cricket
Soon to never withdraw its note

I was being watched (perhaps… loved?)
But I did not mind
What disturbed me was
The sweeping sense of regret:
Too many nights not slept
Too many dreams not met

Cold sweat.

Shawn Guo (11Ke) |  First place, Senior Poetry Division, 
Gary Catalano Writing Competition

Life
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Where am I? I felt a soft ache in my frontal lobe. I open my eyes and see an 
ocean of darkness. The darkness was growing and getting closer and closer, 
I panicked and struggled to escape. But I cannot move away nor hear my 
breath. I close my eyes, when I reopen them I feel a chill down my spine, I 
notice that I am wearing an air-tight pressure suit. There in front of me was 
a landscape that felt somewhat familiar. The sky was a dark blue and the 
ground was covered in a grass-like carpet, although the grass blades were an 
unnatural round shape at the point. In the sky, were hundreds of shooting 
stars and countless strings of clouds gliding slowly. The view from where I 
was lying down looked like a rundown city, the buildings were made of metal 
with no interior or structure. The land was barren, deserted and I heard the 
howling sound of the wind. I realised that the city surrounded a much larger 
metal pillar that had a logo showing the words DSP.

At an instant, I felt a skull splitting ache in my brain, it was as if a thousand 
needles piercing my head. Then I had a vision, a flashback, I saw a monochrome 
screen with two men discussing to one another. I edge closer and try to listen 
to what they are talking about. One of the figures was tall and scrawny and 
had a whiskered old face and the other was young and had smooth delicate 
skin. The younger man said enthusiastically “Welcome to the DSP, this 
program will show you the amazing wonders and fascinating mysteries the 
world has to offer!”, The old man replied “Yes Filipe!, Fascinating indeed. 
Our program has taken years to perfect and now you can join!” As he 
pointed to the screen. “Now you may be wondering what is the DSP? Well 
in simple terms the DSP stands..for..Dark k k ….” And then I heard static.

I finally felt I could move, my headache was fading and I woke in a cold 
sweat, I was afraid, afraid of what DSP. I felt fear at the mention of the 
word. I struggled to stand up and take another view of the larger pillar. The 
logo was a yellow circle with the word printed in blue, DSP struck in the 
middle and words circling the outside that said ‘Revolutionary Evolutionary 
Technology at our fingertips’. I had an unknown understandable urge to 
search the highest tower and claim it’s secrets. I ventured forth to find my 
destiny and my origin. It looks as if it were a couple kilometres away. I start 
walking towards the building in the horizon.

A day goes and I seem to have gone about twenty-six kilometres away from 
the starting point of the silver city. I felt cold and then I heard a small squeak 
in the distance, it was a small purple scaly red-eyed animal shrouded in the 
fields of round grass. I approached it slowly and tried to touch it when it burst 
with energy and started running a few feet away. Then the unpredictable 
happened, the animal’s stomach started to twitch as if it were glitching and 
then it’s mouth started to bubble and created an unpleasant boiling water 
sound.

Then the animal vomited another purple scaly creature that almost looked 
identical although it had a noticeable red nub on its forehead. Soon the 
creature vomited another creature and then another and soon there was 
about a hundred small creatures with different coloured nubs on their heads.  
The purple creatures started to climb over each other to create a much 
larger creature. The creature had hundred of scales that were all individual 
creatures. Then the creature tried to sweep forward with it’s large claw and 
tried to attack me. I quickly retaliated and dodged to the side, then the 
creature used one of his large hands and started to shoot smaller creatures at 
a great velocity that they stuck to the grass like nails when shot.

I dived head first into the belly of the monster. By the time I was inside of it, it 
grew larger by the minute. Then I searched for the original creature and tried 
to destroy or disable it. I lunged forward and grabbed one of the creatures 
and attempted to crush it when it turned into a purple dark smoke. I grasped 
another one and another and still had no luck in finding the original. It was 
hopeless. The monster just kept growing and growing. If I couldn’t destroy 
it then I would attempt running away and trying to escape its perimeter. I 
tried to circle around it. The creature tried to block me with one of it’s large 
claws by using it as a wall to stop me but I simply just ran into the claw and 
got through the countless scaly bodies. Success! I was able to ran past the 
monster and I succeeded in confusing the monster. I was finally safe and kept 
making my way to the silver pillar.

About another 10 kilometres goes by and I am finally at my ominous 
destination. There in front of me was the titanic rundown DSP pillar. Embedded 
into the pillar was an elevator with only two destination buttons,  Level 1 and 
Level 100. I knew that I had to go to the top floor, some instinctjust told me 
to go to the Top Floor. Once I reach the final level, I saw what looked to be 
a laboratory filled with hundreds of screens and one chair with a familiar old 
man seated on the chair. This man was no taller than a coat rack and had 
thistles screwed into his black coat. He opened his eyes at the sound of the 
elevator opening and he gave a small shriek at seeing me, “Who.. Where.. 
How did you get here?” he stutters. I told him how I woke up and was drawn 
to the Pillar. I asked him what the origin of DSP was. He visibly jumped at my 
question and seemed to fidget and look uncomfortable.

Then he regained his sanity and said in a cold gloomy voice, “DSP stands 
for the Dark Side Program. I am the head of the operation, Fred Woods and 
this is my lab, run down and corrupted by memories. The land we stand on 
now is the Dark Side of the Moon. Our researchers wanted to recruit young 
scientists to venture forward into space and explore.”

That means that I am one of the recruits! I ponder about who I am or 
what I did before this until the man whispers, “This land was changed over 
centuries thanks to my Great Grandfather Filipe Locus Woods. Now you may 
be thinking, what now? My Grandfather pondered those words for his entire 
life. I am returning to Earth, you are the last surviving volunteer.” Over the 
next few hours he told me about the adventure and exploration of space 
and the recruitment of volunteers. He told me what happened to the other 
volunteers and how the volunteers were either lost or have died. He was the 
only last survivor. That was 30 years ago and now I am back on Earth, space 
travel is no longer an interest.. 

James Chan (7Yo) | Equal third place, Junior Prose Division, Gary Catalano 
Writing Competition

Dark Side
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GreenLast night I was praying,
Then you preyed upon me.

I thought butterflies were in the ending,
But instead was a broken cocoon.

It was beautiful, and I know we were.
The made-up words we’d create,
Our fears and failures to become

I don’t know what and I don’t know who…
Were we beautiful? Was the stage truly ours?

At a time and a moment, a cadenza can be ordered,
Unpredictably familiar, where the world waits for us,

Waits for the fermata, waits for the embrace.
We were performers in masquerades -

They were only the audience,
A crowd performing to performers

As if they thought you were beautiful.

That melody haunts me still today, bringing back those smells
Of early nights watching us intimately.

My warm embrace around the nothingness of the dark,
My eager eyes that desired a beautiful nothing and

Your cold absence that I so desperately clung to:
I miss it all.

At a time and a moment, a lie can make you beautiful,
At a time and a moment, a truth can make you cruel.

I loved lying there with you, but now I’d only kiss the truth.
Why won’t we sing again, even if you’re silent?

Don’t be afraid of the nothingness of the crowds
Eating our souls away to reap the nihilistic epitome of ‘joy’.

The flutes ascend as we enter the green room,
Oblivious to how the lie unravels the truth of the us.

Was it a lie? Was it a truth?
What’s the difference if we’re on stage?

We could have lied elsewhere, not in a green room…
Maybe on the stage to embrace an intimate silence –

Not the loud silence that still reverberates against us today,
A silence where the crowd smiles as we make love.

I’m sorry – “I know you are!”
Three seconds were chased for three years as I wept

In front of an empty crowd that offered no pity.
I said I’m sorry – “I know you are!”

This isn’t a love song, no, nor a monologue…
Maybe a story, yes, there’s narrative;

But not for me, not for you,
Not the crowds nor the crows.

The story would have continued with a tight embrace,
Your smile echoing off blue walls in permanence,
The scent of our laughter through yellow streets,
Leading to the tips of your toes rising towards me…
The butterfly escapes its cocoon, flying freely
As tears flow down her wings.
We feel each other’s’ breath, knowing we’re there to stay
As we draw in closer, as your toes straighten up to allow…

Enter the green room and we know it’s a lie,
Enter the green room and we hear my bare cry.
We don’t notice the record playing in the background
As we watch a cocoon slowly decay with no butterfly.
“It’s a B-flat, not an A-flat! what do you mean,
Ms ‘I have perfect pitch’?”
“You’re an actor, who’re you to talk!?”
“Why, beloved, do you care so much about being liked?”
Maybe I listened too much – that melody became old
And metamorphosed you into a beautiful mess.
We were lying in the crowd together,
So beautifully empty that I believed the cocoon was full.

The record stops spinning, the playlist has ended,
There’s no point weeping in front of your merciless absence.
The lights in the green room slowly dim as we forget us
And the early nights tucking us into bed.
Our mouths melt to obey others’ lips,
When I merely desired to run into yours.
The crowd yawns, revealing their initial engagement was simply 
a show
As the performers begin to doubt unreality.
I swear I thought you were beautiful,
I swear we could’ve been beautiful!
At a time and a moment, we lied in love to cool in the flames,
Burning in front of a crowd as they laughed at jokes they didn’t
understand.
Take a bow.

Last night I was lying down,
Then you lied to me.
I knew the ending wouldn’t be happy,
But I still chased this broken cocoon.

“Bye-bye butterfly, you were beautiful while you lasted.”

 
Daniel Chu (12Ke) | Equal second place, Senior Poetry Division, 
Gary Catalano Writing Competition
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Tower
Now I Know

We made a tower
Kilometres tall

Intent on our knowing that,
Surely, it would never fall.

And my mind is clear,
The only way is up,

To climb that tower into
The effervescent blue of the skies of our friendship.

It wasn’t just you and me, it was the others too,
And it was wonderful.

And all of us went anywhere and everywhere
Because we wanted to.

And my mind might wander,
Any way it wants to.

But it will always come back to
That tower we all built.

But cracks appeared,
And I didn’t think they would

But they did, on our hands, minds
But worst of all, the tower.

And now my mind hurts a little,
I’m just seeing things, I know it, the cracks aren’t real

I think I know it
Going, going…going,

The uncertainty which tinges the very words before you
Still tinges my mind.

It wasn’t you, was it?
The cracks would naturally come with time,

But not this soon, not a year
Who did it?

Please, I need to know.

And my mind feels full,
Like a swimming pool full of thoughts
Slowly draining away onto the page

As the ones who made the tower tell me
Happy words, fraught words, or

Downright turn away from each other
As the cracks persist and grow.

And all I did was stand in shocked horror,
As the cracks looked persistent and permanent,

As my friends glared at one another
I tried to get a word or two in, I swear,

I tried.

It’s not over, is it?
The first tower’s still there,
Not as tall as it used to be,

But it’s there.

It’s just when we climb that tower it  
doesn’t feel right

When half the people don’t climb
And the cracks on the ones who do getting worse.

It’s just so hard these days
Don’t step on this

Don’t say that
Stop here

Two sugars not one
I said “don’t say that”.

And now the tower is still tall,
But it’s old

And we don’t care, I suppose
Is it just me who sees the tower, still there,

Stretching into the dark night?
Urging us all closer?

The sadness isn’t that the cracks have made it old,
It’s that the tower is still there and we never use it.

Matthew Boyce (11WJ) | Third place, Senior Poetry Division, 
Gary Catalano Writing Competition

Look how she sleeps now,
Her faint breaths turn cold.

Perhaps inside she was trapped
And had to let go.
I never cared much,

I always sat by her side
But when she left me,

I felt my heart leave me too.

The old man would cry out:
‘What a monster I’ve been!’

He’d hold back his tears,
His regrets would torment him.

The girl and the boy
Seemed less distraught than I thought.

She cannot remember me yet
Her memories are carried with me.

I walked outside
And sat under a Bunyan tree,

Its sweet essence leeching onto me.
The fragrance of its leaves

And its ancient history
Has been tormenting humans

Ever since we’ve been conceived.
Just another casualty I said,

It’s passings like these
That passes me everyday.

How little I knew of her
And how much she cared for me.

Part of her is still here
Just differently.

Her diaries revealing her true stories
Her ethics embodied in my body.

Now I know,
What she meant to me.

Liam Ling (11La) | HIghly Commended, 
Senior Poetry Division, Gary Catalano Writing 

Competition
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                              The vast open sea,
                       Flowing through and around me,
            Flowing like an endless wave,
  Ensuring a watery grave.
         Up and down, I am thrown,
                 Thrashing around, trapped in the deep unknown,
                       Deeper and Deeper, I am endlessly drawn,
                              Almost like a powerless pawn
                    Death awaited a cold embrace,
           No chance of escape,
       The beach, rapidly shrinking,
              No time for thinking.
                        Emerged in the ice-cold water,
                                 Like a lamb sent to its slaughter,
                          My breath held tightly in,
             My future seemed unbearably grim  
  The panic started immediately, 
             Giving up, obediently, 
                          Condemned to a helpless death,
                                  Finally letting out my last breath.

George Dedousis (9Mu) | Equal third place, Junior Poetry 
Division, Gary Catalano Writing Competition

The VOICE
HER

Sea

My orange jumpsuit is torn and frayed,
Dirt layered upon the linen.

My feet are marked in blisters,
Agony throbbing, burning within my veins.

My wrists are etched with scratches,
The hand cuffs holding fast.

My fingers and knuckles are bent out of shape;
Bones aching, stinging, hurting.

My cell is dark and gloomy,
Dampness hung in the air.
The cell bars are ice cold,

Darkness masking the walls.

The sewer treads heavily,
His boots pounding against the ground.

His voice constantly growls,
Drool dribbling from his mouth.

His muscular arms are walls of graffiti,
The tattoos flashed in my face.

The emblems are rolled across his neck,
Undulating across his body.

Concealed in his hand is a needle,
A hammer dangling from his belt.
A knife is held firmly in his grip,
My fate encased in his clutch.

The thread slyly slithers like a serpent,
The needle being passed through my lips.

His hand strongly grips my throat –
Choking, spluttering, gasping.

He stands above me looking down,
His chuckle ringing in my ears.

A tear rolls slowly down my cheek,
Dried, imprinted on my facade.

Pain relentlessly pounds within me,
Bones breaking, snapping, shattering.

My mouth tries to open,
But no cry, no shout forms.

My lips tremble, covered in sores,
My throat parched, blood, fresh in my gums.

If he knew the pain I feel,
If he knew the constraint!

My voice is hoarse from muteness,
My tongue pierced from the abhorrence.

If he knew the oppression I sense,
If he knew the hate!

My skin is pierced from the ubiquitous slashings,
Scorched by the unbearable pain.
My wounds are painted by him,
He ultimately paints my purpose!
My personality is tampered with,

My heart scorched by the persecution.
If he knew my soul’s suppression,

The subjugation I experience!

It’s not just me who experiences this,
I constantly reassure myself.

It’s all of us who remain silent,
The ones he traps behind bars!

As blood cascades from his tower,
My eyes are filled with fury.

It’s not just me,
It’s all of us.

The ones whose lips are sewn shut,
The ones who have no voice. 

Andrew Tanous (9Du) | Second place, Junior Poetry 
Division, Gary Catalano Writing Competition
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NEVER
August the 6th. Her little fingers curled between the old lady’s, 
wriggling restlessly with excitement. Home. The streets hustled 
and bustled with excitement to the new day as the little girl led 
her grandmother through the wave of crowd in Okonomi Mura, 
or Pancake Village. The old lady looked around, this is her home 
and yet she does not recognize it. The lanterns, exotic castles, 
the mouth-watering fragrance of traditional miso soup. It had 
been a while since she had smelt such authentic Japanese cuisine. 
Everything was the same, but different. This was her home, but 
no longer the same home, everything around her was built 
20 years after she left. After she had to leave. As the little girl 
hopped around the street, the old lady couldn’t help noticing all 
the people who were eyeing her with mixed look of horror and 
sympathy. The innocence that the little girl was; however, did 
not notice at all. Kaya was too used to people’s uncomfortable 
gawks. Oblivious to it all, she led her grandmother around the 
city, following nothing but her curiosity towards the landscape.

“Grandma Chihiro! What is that large dome-like building over 
there?” Kaya gleamed as she pointed towards an old and tattered 
structure towering from the distance. The old lady squinted her 
eyes in an effort to support her failing vision. The dome was barely 
standing with only its most basic structure intact, hollow innards 
and worn out paint that screamed age and conflict. This unsightly 
building was the first building that she recognized since coming 
back. The first hint of the past that everyone old enough had 
pushed to the back of their minds. This is the kind of history that 
children learn in textbooks. The kind of atrocity that everyone 
knows about and yet doesn’t truly understand. The kind of past 
and history that make people sick in the stomach and lose faith in 
humanity. The past that is rushing back to the old lady right now.

“I remember. It was a sunny day. A wailing noise in the distance 
caught my attention. It got louder… and louder… and louder… 
and louder… and louder still. There was light. A rumble. A gust 
of wind. Screams. Bang. Rubble falling. Frantic screams for my 
name.”

“Chihiro!”

“Chihiro!”

“Chihiro!”

“Grandma Chihiro!”

The victim snapped back to reality, the violent images of her 
trance fading away, back into her subconscious memory and to 
the present of a worried granddaughter. I look at her soft brown 
eyes, fair hair and pale skin. Kaya was the most beautiful child on 
one side. Her father often bragged about how her face probably 
matched the golden ratio perfectly. But on the other side of a 
face, was a deformation more horrible than any other. A painful 
reminder of that distant past. Why must my granddaughter bear 
the ramifications of our generation? Why must her innocence be 
tainted by the sins in which she did not commit?

“Arigatou Kaya, Grandma was just a bit tired. I nearly fell asleep 
standing.” That statement wasn’t exactly false, her unsteady 
breathing and hyperventilation had caused the grandmother to 
feel rather lightheaded.

“You’ve been tired all the time. You didn’t even answer my 
question.”

“Sorry Kaya, what was the question again?”

“Geez Grandma, now you’re not even listening to me anymore. 
What’s that big, funny building over there?” I froze for minute, 
having no idea how to answer that question.

“It’s just an old playground dear. No one’s been there for years. 
Now, let’s hurry along, we need to go meet up with your mummy 
and daddy.” I grabbed her fragile little hand and made our 
way through the stream of crowd. Her little fingers wriggled 
uncomfortably between mine.

I glanced around the streets, my mind constructing what was 
there before the war. That convenience store used to be Mr Ibe’s 
ramen stand, that office building a school … my favourite candy 
store now a parking lot. The old lady could see it, their afternoon 
walks back from school, how she would share a traditional 
Japanese shaved ice with her best friend because of the poor 
living conditions. But now it’s gone. It’s all gone. The streets, the 
stores, her friends.

The scheduled area of meeting. The Hiroshima peace memorial, 
the site dedicated to honour those who died on August 1945. 
The sombre atmosphere was respectful yet suffocating with an 
eerie silence. As the old lady walked through the park, passing 
strangers eyed her with a sense of curiosity, then nodded with 
a sense of respect if eye contact with made. Almost if they 
understood how she was involved with the tragedy. Those who 
were not among the 78,000 mercilessly burnt to death within the 
first 30 seconds waited for a fate worse still. A slow, painful death 
steeped with unfathomable suffering. It was considered a miracle 
how the old lady had survived.

The Museum within the peace memorial had a certain exhibit. 
‘The Human Shadows Etched in Stone.’ The outline of a person 
who was sitting at the entrance of Sumimoto Bank. The intense 
heat of 2000 Centigrade had burnt the individual’s shadow into 
the stone, sealing their fate for all to see. A brutal reminder of the 
atrocities of mankind. That was her best friend Shouko. The old 
lady knew it. Shouko would sit at the entrance of the bank every 
day, waiting for her so they could walk to school together.

Present. Around the main site of the memorial, a crowd had 
gathered. I beckoned Kaya to go and set the paper crane she 
made. A symbol of hope.

“Grandma, this park is so pretty!” exclaimed the young girl 
as she returned to her grandmother’s trembling arms. It was 
understandable, an old lady being reminded of the most traumatic 
experience in her life is mentally vexing.

As the victim fought back tears of her past in an effort to not ruin 
her granddaughter’s long-awaited trip to her homeland, a young 
woman in her early thirties approached the old lady.

“Excuse me? I am a reporter with the local newspaper. In memory 
of the incident decades ago on this day, can you please tell me 
about your thoughts about this particular date?” The old lady 
looked at the reporter in the eye. She was hesitant, opening up 
about past, deep-rooted traumas is overwhelming for anyone. 
But at the same time, she felt a sense of duty and obligation. A 
duty of educating those in future generations of the horrors of 
war. The victim coughed.

“The date was Monday, August the 6th 1945. My family was 
gathered and eating breakfast together. Father was reading 
the newspaper, while mother was tending to my little brother 
Sosuke. The clock struck 8:15am. Raising my spoon to drink my 
miso soup, I heard a loud noise in the distance. I burnt my tongue 
on the soup due to the shock and that happened to be my saving 
grace, or not. As my attention was drawn towards my tongue, it 
distracted me from the light in the distance. That was the reason 
why I can still see till this day. Those who were not as lucky, had 
their eyes burnt beyond repair. What followed more was hell on 
earth, where sometimes I wish I had passed with my family. We 
do not want revenge, nor an apology, only peace. The world now 
has enough nuclear weapons to blow the earth up twenty times. 
Hiroshima wishes to tell, never let it happen again.”

The reporter looked at the victim with a horrified look, speechless.

The old lady took one final gaze around with that, sat next to the 
memorial and closed her eyes.

Hiroshima wishes to tell, never let it happen again. 

Adam Chang (12St) | Second Place, Senior Prose Division, Gary 
Catalano Writing Competition

Again

15



James Wang (11WJ) | Year 11 Winner - Years 7 to 11 Best of the Best Exhibition 2019

16



Antonio Murania (9Ho) | Year 9 Winner - Years 7 to 11 Best of the Best Exhibition 2019

17



Miller Tauiliili-Pelesasa (12He) | coffee table

18



Dhiren Satyendra (12Fo) | patio swing chair

19



“Miss Mayella, it’s been mighty fine to see you,” Tom Robinson 
said, “But I ain’t much help to you.”

“There is somethin’ you could help me with,” said Mayella, “See 
that chair yonder? Climb up on it and fetch me that box on top 
o’ the chiffarobe.” Tom followed Mayella’s instructions. As he 
reached for the box, he felt something wrap around his legs. To 
his horror, when he looked down, he saw Mayella clinging onto 
him. Tom half-jumped, half-fell off the chair, knocking it over. He 
turned to face Mayella, his mouth open. She instantly embraced 
him again, and reached up and kissed him. “I’ve never kissed a 
man before, so it might as well be a nigger,” she said. Tom was 
frozen. “Kiss me back, nigger!”

“Miss Mayella, lemme outa here,” Tom said, finally able to speak. 
Mayella, taken aback, loosened her grip on him, and Tom took 
his chance and made for the door, but he was beaten to it.

“You’ll hafta push me if you wanna leave!” Mayella said, grinning.

“Lemme pass,” pleaded Tom. Silence.

“You goddamn whore, I’ll kill ya!” bellowed a voice from the 
window. As if in slow-motion, Mayella and Tom looked at the 
source of the sound - a red-faced and fuming Bob Ewell, staring 
in at them.

Mayella was in shock, like a startled rabbit. Tom ran for his life as 
fast as he could away from the house. Glancing behind him, he 
saw Bob at the door, barking all sorts of insults after him. Tom 
kept running. Bob turned back to the house, walked inside and 
slammed the door behind him.

Bob was a mad dog, looking for his prey. He spotted his target, 
desperately scurrying away from him towards the corner of 
the room. He started to approach his victim, a sly smirk slowly 
spreading across his face. Mayella let out a terrified scream, and 
the dog pounced. Bob dragged a screaming and crying Mayella 
by her feet to the middle of the room. He pinned her to the 
ground with his right hand. “How dare ya’ child!” he roared 
as he unleashed a punch with his left hand straight to Mayella’s 
cheek. “How dare ya kiss a nigger!” he said as he released 
another. Bob’s crazed eyes darted around the room, searching 
for a weapon. The beast reached for a framed portrait which was 
lying face-flat against the ground, and brought it down upon his 
prey. Mayella was forced to absorb blow after blow to her arms, 
face, and torso. Bob heaved Mayella to her feet, and slammed her 
against the wall. With one hand, he lifted her by her neck. “Tell 
me why child!” he shouted, “Why!”

Explanatory Paragraph

My creative composition illustrates the scene 
that much of the novel ‘To Kill A Mockingbird’ is 
based upon - the scene where Robert (Bob) Ewell 
arrives home to see his daughter Mayella Ewell 
with a black man, Tom Robinson. Much of the 
novel revolves around this scene; however, it is 
never explicitly illustrated, so the purpose of 
my composition is to weigh up what I know 
happened, from the various testimonies 
in the court scene, in order to delineate 
exactly what happened on that fateful 
day. In this composition, I attempted to 
explore the external conflict between 
Mayella and her controlling, abusive 
father, by showing the contrast in 
emotions of Bob and Mayella. I also 
explored the internal conflict within 
Mayella, as she struggles with her 
feelings about Tom, and whether 
or not she should tell the truth, 
considering doing so comes at a 
large cost to herself.

“Sorry!” wheezed Mayella, her face turning violet. Bob only 
tightened his grip.

“Promise me you’ll never do this again!” growled Bob.

“I promise!” gasped Mayella. Bob released her, and she fell to 
ground in a lifeless heap.

Bob kneeled down and calmly whispered in Mayella’s ear, “Now, 
I’m gonna go fetch the Sheriff, Mr Heck Tate. You’re gonna stay 
here like a good little girl, and when the Sheriff gets here, you’re 
gonna tell him that that nigger Tom Robinson did this to you - 
that he beat and took advantage of you, aren’t you?” Mayella lay 
unmoving. Bob shook her. “Answer me child!” he said, this time 
loudly. Mayella slowly nodded. Bob stood up, and made for the 
door. He took one last look at his prey, and hurried out the door. 

Mayella hoisted herself into a seated position, leaning against 
the chair that had been knocked over. Too exhausted to cry, she 
remained silent for quite some time. She tried to open her eyes, 
but only her left was able to. Squinting, she looked around the 
room. She saw the family portrait, lying beside her, with a tear 
straight down the middle. She thought about her siblings, who 
looked up to her as their mother. She saw the box on top of the 
chiffarobe - the one she had asked Tom to get down for her. 
Suddenly, she couldn’t taste the blood in her mouth. All she could 
think of was Tom. She remembered the times he helped her, 
without ever charging her money. She remembered Tom tipping 
his hat to her every day as he passed her house. She remembered 
the desperate look on his face as he begged for her to let 
him go. She was filled with guilt and shame.

Mayella heard two pairs of footsteps approaching 
- her father and the Sheriff. She remembered 
what her father had said to her. She so desperately 
wanted to do the right thing, and tell Heck what really 
happened, but then she thought about what her father 
would do to her if she did.

The door burst open, and Mr Heck Tate hurried over to her. He 
knelt down, put his hand on her shoulder. “Mayella, who did 
this to you?”, he asked. Mayella looked up, at the box above 
the chiffarobe, and then to her father standing at the doorway. 
“Tom. Tom Robinson.”

William Martin (10WH) 

Animal of Prey
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The sky was a heavy grey. The ominous clouds fenced in our 
pitiful little internment camp in the desert of Jerome, Arkansas. 
The vast expanse of the centre struggled against the constricting 
barbed-wire fence. In the distance, a hoard of trucks approached, 
humming with fatigue and filled with Japanese-Americans 
deemed enemy aliens. The people’s faces were as miserable as this 
desolate camp itself. They had been betrayed== by the country 
they knew as home. Their tired eyes and lacklustre frowns formed 
a sorrowful mob that reluctantly sauntered into our wretched 
encampment. I distinctly remember one man who stood inside 
the fence, staring outwards through it. He was about twenty, 
scruffy but not especially tall. There was determination in his eyes 
but he did not speak to anyone.

Shortly after, Tommy, the guard in command, gave a briefing. 
It was the most insidiously racist oratory I had ever heard and 
I come from Maycomb, Alabama. His demeaning rhetoric was 
disturbingly persuasive and insidiously penetrating.

“You’re all here because you’re the enemy!” he shouted.

I was disgusted to be policing such an oppressive institution. 
These people were Americans. They had nothing to do with the 
attack on Pearl Harbour. They weren’t the enemy. They were 
misunderstood.

* * *

The sky was always a heavy grey. So were the rundown houses 
and mediocre buildings, all crudely fenced off from each other. 
The wind wandered aimlessly through the streets. Even the trees 
were lackadaisical, their lethargic, grey trunks sagging into the 
ground. Everyday, this was the Maycomb I saw when I stared 
out my window, a prisoner in my own home. Since I stabbed 
my father’s thigh, I was feared by the town. Everyone believed 
that I was the manifestation of malevolence, misfortune and 
morbidity. I wanted to conform into the town, yet I had grown to 
fear leaving the house. If there’s one thing I’ve learnt in my life, 
it’s that people will always fear what they don’t understand. Then 
again, why did I expect others to understand me when I didn’t 
even understand myself.

One day, the golden rays of the particularly bright sun penetrated 
through the impoverished fog of Maycomb. For once, Maycomb 
wasn’t the dreary prison I had always regarded it as. The children 
were the first people to not fear me. I almost felt uncomfortable 
to have interaction with outsiders but I put genuine goodwill into 
every item I left for them. The children, especially Scout Finch, 

Explanatory Paragraph

My creative piece, Fenced Off , is inspired by Harper 
Lee’s novel ‘To Kill A Mockingbird’, which explores 
the conflicts between accepting and regressive 
values in 1930s Southern USA, specifically in 
the fictional town of Maycomb, Alabama. I have 
employed one of her characters, the misconstrued 
and mysterious character of Arthur ‘Boo’ Radley. In 
my piece, Boo has moved on from Maycomb and 
has joined the military police, working as a guard 
at an internment camp for Japanese-Americans in 
the Second World War. Here, he struggles as he 
remembers his experience of being discriminated 
against in Maycomb whilst also having to enforce 
segregation. Therefore, he has to navigate a conflict 
between his own beliefs and the actions he takes 
in his occupation. Boo speaks from a limited first 
person view in retrospect as the frame narrator, 
haunted by his time in the internment camp and 
recalling his origins from Maycomb.

Fenced Off
sympathised with me. They readjusted my compass of perception. 
It was then that I decided to make something of myself.

* * *

My turn came. As I read out the unjust laws of the camp, I felt 
nauseous with hypocrisy. I, Arthur ‘Boo’ Radley, had isolated 
these people from their freedom, yet I was all too familiar with 
the dulling pain of being imprisoned. Nevertheless, I set about 
my patrolling duty with a sense of optimism. At first, I thought 
that perhaps I could help these people, like the children had 
helped me. But as I walked down the main road, people shunned 
me, gave me dirty looks and hustled their children away. Then 
I came across that same man, still at the fence, still staring, still 
determined. He was a statue trapped in time.

I approached him, hoping to strike up conversation. “Settling in 
well?” I asked. He said nothing, continuing his concentrated vigil. 
“You’d best come to the barracks,” I remarked. Then walked 
towards the fence and grabbed hold of it. “Hey! You’d best step 
back from the fence. You’re to stay 10 feet back at all times!” I 
shouted, as I drew my pistol. He began to scale the fence. “Oi! 
Get down!” I exclaimed. Then he stopped and looked me dead 
in the eyes. His eyes were intense; his face was frustrated; he 
was furious. In that moment, I feared him. I pulled the trigger. A 
deafening silence. The man stayed still as a statue for a moment, 
before falling to the ground. I remember him lying there, spouting 
crimson from his chest. “It’s not fair. I just wanted to escape...” 
he spluttered. He reached for the fence, gripped the wire with his 
last strength, then let go.

* * *

The incident haunts me everyday. Who was I to deny that man 
of his rights to freedom, happiness and life? I had misunderstood 
him. Once, I too was misunderstood. Hidden in the prison that 
was my home, I was ostracised and reputed as a monster, yet all 
I wanted was to live in the comfortable conformity of the town 
community. The children were my light in the obscure fog that 
was my reputation, coming to understand and accept me. I failed 
to emulate that same compassion and kindness. Despite knowing 
the pains of imprisonment, I kept that man trapped. Every night, I 
see him standing at my fence. He stands still as a statue and says 
nothing, just stares.

Duncan Feng (10Mu) 
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No
No.
Just no.
Why should I write a poem?
What even is the purpose behind poems?
Certainly they’re not the most effective tool of communication that one could use;
And surely they’re not the most artistic too.
Of all the famous literature, may it be a book, letter, speech or memorandum;
Was merely just one of them even possibly a poem?
Of all those works that changed the world’s existence,
How many of them rhymed from sentence to sentence?
And in a world where socialization seems to be getting rarer,
Does anyone truly have time to read The Man from Snowy River?
Of course, I’m quite probably being overly cynical here
After all, is everything we do so rationally engineered?
It’s said that one man’s trash is another man’s treasure,
So while I find it boring it certainly gives others great pleasure.
And is it really within our interests to lose our sense of culture,
When it’s often our trivial pursuits that bind us together?
Just as Churchill saved freedom with his public speeches,
Could poetry one day safeguard our right to free choices?
Perhaps to truly understand the world better,
You have to see things as something greater than trash or treasure?

William Thorpe (9Sc) | Junior Prose Division, Gary Catalano Writing Competition

The Quake
A slow, steady rumble shook the room. I looked up from my desk 
and paperwork, waiting, listening, watching. Another long rumble 
came up from the earth. Everybody held their breath watching 
the dust slowly float down from the ceiling. An unnerving calm 
took hold of the room. Everything went silent. One more low 
rumbling signalled the start of the earthquake. Chaos erupted in 
the room. The wall pushing inward caving in, people calling for 
help, pushing, shoving, wrestling for the door, to get out and get 
to safety. The once perfectly safe and organized room was now a 
death trap. And I was still in it.

I ran to the door and held it open. “Everybody get out!” I 
screamed pushing people through the door and helping others. 
Suddenly the roof collapsed, sending people and objects flying. 
I pushed the last person out and dived under a desk... but it 
was too late. A piece of debris hit me, pinning me to the floor. 

“Help!” I screamed. The world collapsed around me as I took 
my last breaths. Endless amounts of rubble fell on top of me 
crushing my body and knocking me senseless. My eyes opened 
but saw nothing but black. “Help, Please Anyone...” The battle 
for consciousness was over.

I woke still seeing black. Several tons of rock piled on top of me 
made it impossible to breathe. “Help…. Please….” I said in a 
weak, frail voice. Faint voices called back from above me.

“We’re coming!” said a voice from above as it desperately 
pushed at the rubble. Light blinded me flowing in from all angles. 
I looked down at myself in a daze. dried blood caked my side, and 
my ankle was badly broken. Two people hauled me from the hole 
and dragged me upright.

“Your going to be okay,” the man said in a reassuring voice.

“But the’re not….” I said in a far off voice.

“He’s hallucinating” said another voice. “Get him to the hospital.”

“You don’t know the terror of it all.” I said in a stronger steadier 
tone. “You don’t know what it’s like being stuck, wishing you 
would just die.”

“We d-”

“NO YOU DON’T” I screamed. “You haven’t been trapped. I’m 
going to help you.”

“No you’re not Sir. You’re injured.” “Yes I am and I’m starting 
now.”

I limped back across the rubble calling for someone, anyone who 
was stuck.

“Anyone,” I thought to myself “who has experienced something 
like this deserves to be alive. And for that reason” I thought “I’m 
going to help till I can’t walk or speak. I’m not going to stop 
helping until Everyone is safe.-”

Callum Padman (6Hi) | Prep
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The washing machine shuddered, the radio died and the kettle stopped mid-boil. The power 
was out again. He peered out the window to make sure it wasn’t just his house affected and 
that was when he saw it!

On Drake street in Perth, the slimy blob rolled down the hill joyously as if celebrating. A wave 
of cold hot fear erupted from the ground as he stared at the malicious apparition. The blob 
glowed bright green and its smile evoked angst into all who looked at it. Turmoil and tumult 
flew around this beastly creature. Books, chairs and computers circled the blob as if the blob 
was hypnotising the objects to obey his command. This blob threw a tornado that swirled 
around, sucking the electricity in, obliterating all hope of receiving power. The sky mirrored 
this terrible scene, all grey and stormy the thunder boomed and lightning flashed.

Wee-woo! Wee-woo! The police car’s siren repeatedly squealed in the distance. Suddenly, 
dark dropped his ominous, black cloak over the vicinity. Vroom! Light blinded everyone, as 
the police cars entered. The policemen got out of the car and directed the black, gleaming 
gun that rarely came out, at the blob. The blob turned with a nefarious smile that just 
seemed to be glued to its face, to the terrified policemen. It gazed at the policemen and they 
crumpled to their knees, defeated, crushed, annihilated.

Realisation struck him like a razor-sharp dagger. That blob was his science project that ended 
up horribly! The blob seemed to sense his fear and anguish and splattered around to face 
John. Moving at a dawdling pace the blob slid towards John, leaving a trail of slimy goo 
behind.

John flew like the wind out of the house and shrieked out in fear of being consumed by 
the monster. A thought struck him like lightning and he realised the project’s weakness. He 
sprinted towards the hospital, sweat dripping from his head and adrenaline pumped through 
his body. At last he reached the laboratory and he sighed with relief.

He grabbed a electric wire and he tied it to a rake, then he plugged the plug 
in. Sparks flew on and off walls as the curcuit did its thing. Bzzzzz! Bzzzzz! 
Bzzzzz! The blob’s ever so peculiar smile evaporated into an evil snarl and 
it rushed at John. Boom! The blob dissipated into nothingness and the 
only remains were a small stain of goo. At last, everything returned 
to normal.

The next morning, the silence was punctuated with an earpiecing 
noise. John opened the door.

Kevin Guo (6He) | Prep

Nature without us...
...The worm wiggled curiously through the dusty dirt.

Isolation ....isn’t worth the search.
Birds chirp constantly and consistently in a cheerful choir

under no command.
Glossy grasslands sway in synchronization, as wind whooshed

energetically across the lands.

Nature Without Us...
...The crickets jumped joyfully like a ball bouncing briskly,

Ants swarmed across the broken branches swiftly.
Dandelions dangled delightfully with serene
Thought it was once a never-ending dream.

Nature without us...
...Heavenly doves descend from the holy and soft sky,

Relaxation, recreation, redemption, explode with abundance in
the corner of my eye.

Gleaming and glamorous water, burst with ecstasy and
exhilaration,

The sun’s rays shine on the plentiful land, oh! it was such a 
sensation.

Nature without us…
...Courageous Crabs march on the smooth sand
No such thing as ferocious and greedy demand,

But there is something mysteriously and miraculously different,
But it should not be something majorly significant.

Nature right now…

...Annihilation and destruction,
An odd figure appears aggressively like a hostile abduction.

Enormous machines of disaster and catastrophe,
It’s definitely a new never-ending calamity.

Nature right now…

...disjointed ideologies.
increasingly rapid and starting to grow.

How nature can live unhappily...
Nature without us.

Nature.

Without.

us...

Evan Du (5Ar) | Prep
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Mysterious Shining Star Heading Towards Earth        Chistian Farah reporting for the ISL

Have you seen anything unusual in your part of the sky lately? Villagers have spotted a 

blinding asteroid coming to earth at a rapid speed.This colossal asteroid was first seen at tennyson point at 6pm. A farmer called Casey first 

saw this at 8pm when sitting on the toilet. She said,” I was looking out of the bathroom 

window and I saw some kind of light. Like an asteroid, you know.”We were lucky enough to ask an astronomist at the observatory called Ben Chook. 

He said, ”We don’t know what it is and because of that this unknown thing could be 

dangerous. Really dangerous”
Scott Morrison, the prime minister of Australia, advises that everybody should get a free 

safety kit that he has set up in every suburb just in case the asteroid comes close. It will 

tell you what to do.

Chistian Farah (3Hi) | Prep

6th January 1772 
Hulk ship  Defence

Dear Family,

What a horrible way to spend a punishment. I’m sorry I couldn’t come to your anniversary. 

Why did I attempt to steal those sheep? Life in this hulk is filthy compared to that city. My 

hands are aching from all that repairing other people’s shoes. I wonder why they give us such 

cruel work to do every day.

They put these heavy chains around our legs. We all have to stumble to get around. Once I 

bashed into a worker who looked like a bull ready to toast me up. He probably looked like 

that because of all the work he had been doing. Also one time I fell over my chains and that 

severe fall broke my right arm.

The conditons are terrible, all that wood under my feet I think gave me blisters. I simply don’t 

know how people can survive in these terrible hulks. We have to eat one ounce of bread 

every morning and a tin of cocoa. After drinking that tin of cocoa, I feel like vomiting my 

heart out.

I hope you guys don’t end up like me in these terrible hulks.

With lots of love, 
James Thomas Flaker

Anish Katragadda (3He) | Prep
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The earth is sighing,
we are deceiving our minds

as the planet is mourning in pain.

I am sick of the cruel love
Towards this planet and I am enraged by

Slavery, destruction, abduction,
That has been born upon mother nature.

As humankind’s getting more wealthy,
This world is getting more deathly

Earth and nature are dying
As carbon is rapidly rising.

The trees are showering with tears
And we are still not fighting

And still not trying
For this planet

our home
Will be soon be a destroyed dome

We are pollution
We are polluting the solution and avoiding

the fact
we are dying.

We are still deceived to the opinion
It’s ok but it’s not!

Nature is dying and
We’ll be carried along!

You may assume it’s the farmer’s, the
shop, the factories

But it’s really up to you.

This is us
We are the author

of our future
annihilation

There is hope

We can change
We can fix

We can secure
We can do this because we are bright

We are Intelligent
We are wise

We are the solution!

Brandon Zhang (5Hi) | Prep

As the city gazed curiously into the sky of dawn, they saw not the misty blue 
sunlit sky, but a thick red layer of dust engulfing the sky. The great Heaven 
God was cowering in fear towards the Red Demon of the west, feared by 
all. His might and power diminished as he faced the devil of the dust. The 
deep breath of the Heavens blew the dust, suffocating and overpowering the 
people. The two primordial forces fought struggled each moving back and 
forth. Suddenly, the Great Demon stopped in his tracks, looked down, staring 
at the Anzac Bridge, and looking at the towering statue, flew off without 
another word. That was the last the city ever saw of the great evil devil.

Tarun Mutalithas (6Hi) | Prep
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Suddenly, my foot slipped against the rocks at the edge of the ledge. My body went 
tumbling helplessly downwards to the molten rock below. My hand just managed to get 
a weak grip on the edge of the rock, but that too was cracking under my considerable 
weight. As I looked down, I could see the molten lava, that at a time would have looked 
beautiful, but now looked terrifying. Through the void I could see the great fiery face off 
the magma staring up at me, his great shouts echoing. He was beckoning me forward 
into the fiery incinerating burning scorching flaring searing fire and lava and magma. 
Suddenly, my handhold cracked entirely off, and I fell.

Tarun Mutalithas (6Hi) | Prep

Into the Into the 
VoidVoid

The Apocalypse
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My name is Mario Rossi. I was born in 1928 in a little town just outside of Rome, Italy. I had a pretty 
normal childhood up until the war started in 1939 which changed my beautiful home land in many 
ways. When I finished my schooling, I became a carpenter to help my village rebuild what was 
broken in the war. After a couple of years of rebuilding homes and infrastructure the work started 
to slow down. I needed to look for opportunities if I wanted to make a future for myself and that’s 
when I heard about this fantastic opportunity.
The Australian government was advertising for skilled workers and opportunity seekers as part of 
the post war Migration Program beginning in 1945, to help build and enrich their young country. 
Australia’s population had taken a blow with a significant amount of young men lost in WWI and 
WWII. I made inquiries about migrating to Australia under the skilled work scheme. The skills I 
learnt in rebuilding my home town were exactly what the Australian government was looking for, 
so in 1952 at twenty-four years of age I decided to migrate to Australia.
The hardest thing was explaining to my parents that I was going to leave my home town and my 
family to go the other side of the world to a place where I don’t know how to speak, read or write 
the language. I finally convinced them that this would be a good idea by telling them it would only 
be temporary, and I would come back home in a few years. At the time I believed this could work 
but looking back now I think part of me knew that this was a lie to avoid completely breaking my 
parent’s hearts.
I packed my suitcase with the few belongings I had, mostly clothes and a family portrait. Waiting 
on the dock I realised that there were only five other people from my town making the same trip. 
Although I didn’t know them, I considered them to be like family from this point because we were 
embarking on the same life journey. We boarded the ship in a manner which felt like livestock 
being herded. In the chaos I paused and became overwhelmed by the reality that I was leaving the 
only life I had ever known. My heart sank. As we drifted into the horizon, I looked back and saw 
my mother still standing and waving at the edge of the dock. Tears filled my eyes as I fought back 
the urge to dive into the water and swim back to my family and what had always been my home.
The trip took twelve weeks in total to get to Sydney, with only a couple of stops along the way 
for supplies. Getting seasick was not the worst part about the trip though, it was actually being 
homesick and lonely. Luckily that was short lived as on the third week of the voyage I met Matteo, 
who would go on to become my best friend for life. He was from the same village as me and 
knew a few of the other people on board as well. Matteo and I would play cards every day on that 
boat and when we felt particularly homesick, we would tell funny stories of our childhood in our 
hometown. Matteo felt like family to me.
As the boat pulled into Sydney Harbour we prepared to disembark and go through the customs and 
potential quarantine process. This is where Matteo and I were separated. After a lengthy customs 
process I finally stepped onto Australian soil. I took a few steps before coming to an abrupt halt 
as I took in all of my alien surrounds. I remember feeling like a fish out of water as I realised I was 
in a city unlike anything I had seen or heard of. Before leaving customs, I was given a form with 
instructions to a boarding home where new migrants could stay until they found their way. It was 
written in English, so I had no idea what it said but I knew what it was as the customs officer had 
vigorously pointed to the line on the paper that indicated the address of the boarding home.
I held my suitcase in one hand and my form in the other, following the horde people from customs 
into the city where I could hopefully find some transport. Some people caught buses and others got 
the train to their respective destinations. Since being separated at customs, I hadn’t seen Matteo 

or anyone else I knew 
from the voyage. I was 
completely alone and 
insecure, not knowing 
which form of transport 
was best to get me to 
my destination.
While I was assessing 
my options, a man 
approached me. He 
was wearing what 
appeared to be a 
uniform and had a 
friendly smile. Hand 
gestures was the only 
language we used to 
communicate, as he 
was a taxi driver who was trying to 
offer me a ride. I handed him my form which contained the address details of 
my boarding home and we set off.
As I stepped out of the taxi with my suitcase, I remember feeling a large gust of wind hit me. I 
couldn’t tell if it was the breeze outside or the anxiety building within. As I turned to inquire with 
the taxi driver which building was mine, I heard the roaring sound of his engine and the screeching 
of tyres as the taxi sped off. At that moment I felt like I had just been shot in the heart. I tried to ask 
people if they could help me, but nobody could understand me. Coming to Australia was always 
going to be a risk for me but I didn’t think my first encounter with an Australian was going to be 
so bad. I sat on the side of the road and I was lucky that a person came over to me and gave me 
half of their sandwich, I looked up at them and smiled politely. Another man walked up to me and 
gave me five Australian pounds. The kind actions of these kind strangers instilled my faith that I had 
made the right decision.
Two days passed before finally crossed paths with someone who spoke Italian. This meeting took 
place in a small diner as I was planning to use up what was left of the five pounds on a meal. 
Walking towards the counter, I overheard two men speaking in Italian. I immediately swung around 
and without thinking I embraced the gentleman closer to me. He was alarmed at first and then 
relaxed as I thanked him in Italian. I explained what had happened with the taxi driver and how 
I spent two days walking through the city of Sydney looking for someone to help me. I was so 
excited to find these two men as they went on to help me find my hostel and reunite with my 
friend Matteo.
Shortly after establishing myself I learnt of an opportunity for work that required many skilled 
workers and migrants. It was called the Snowy Mountains Hydroelectric Scheme. This was a huge 
project which commenced in 1949 and finished in 1974. I worked on the project for eight years and 
made many friends. I moved back to Sydney and started my own business as a carpenter builder. 
Australia provided me the life I always dreamed and in return I worked hard and gave back to the 
community whenever I could. 

Ignatius Cesarano (6La) | Jnr

A New Beginning
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LineI said
Poetry.
Oh, poetry.
Oh, poetry.
You make my head explode.
You have too much glory,
You are celebrated,
but for what?

It’s just too much.
Too much learning,
and too many annotations
for you to see just how ‘clever’ you are.

What’s the deal?
Why can’t you just be gone?
Because I can do just fine without you.

HATE, I said!
More than my sister and that’s saying a lot,
she’s like a horn in a car parking lot.
I know your thinking I’m going overboard
but it’s true
I really do HATE you.

I can’t deal with it.
It’s so annoying sitting down here every day,
having to learn about something I will never use or say.
But wait a minute,
Now I see,
I’ve written this poem,
And it helps me express me.

Now I see what great things poems can do
It just changed my head and it could do  
it for you
Now I see the fun of rhythm and
rhyme
And expressing myself through this
type and style
Poetry
Oh poetry
O poetry
Now, I see why you’re so great. 

Liam Walker (5He) | Prep

The line was set
Of love and regret

As the antagonism and romance wafted through the air.
Detestation and decay loitered around the streetlamps

spilling liquid light of gold.
But affection intermittently wandered,

around and under
the green domes of vibrant trees.

They were never meant to meet.
Not like a pencil and a paper sheet

Grains of sand so minuscule,
invisible to the naked eye.
Beauty and the loathsome

still adrift in their empty nihility.

They have no target
They did not start it.

Yet they are the feral creatures of the bottomless abyss.
Simply ‘finding’

Love still shining
with hates dominion still inclining.

Which side of the line
Will define.

You?

Lucas Huang (5He) | Prep

Hate, The
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Year 7 design and technology | cars
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Once upon a time there was 
a carrot named Rock and Roll 
Carrot. He lived in the city. One 
day he went to the Harbour 
Bridge. Suddenly his car crashed. 
Finally the mechanic came 
to rescue Rock and Roll 
Carrot. Yay!  Emmanuel 
Kozman (KHe) | Prep

One day in a wizard cave there was a ghost and a boy called Sam. They were looking 
at spooky things. One day when they were exploring, they saw a wizard. The wizard 
was so powerful. They had no idea on how to defeat the wizard. The wizard cast a 
spell on them. The ghost was powerful, so the ghost used his power to defeat the 
wizard. Finally, he defeated the wizard and went home. They never went back. 

Peter Arquilla (KHe) | Prep

Design a new food product.
My new drink is a cereal drink and it tastes 
fresh and you drink it in the morning.
You need to drink it in three days and you 
can drink it on Saturday. 

Blake Nguyen (KSc) | Prep

Rock and 
Roll Carrot

Wizard of the World

On my magic carpet adventure I will visit castle land, birthday land 
and green land. First, castle land is full of castles and nothing else. 
Next, birthday land is where everyday there is a birthday party and 
there are always jelly cakes. Then, green land is where everything is 
green and your hands turn into cabbages and your hands can’t move. 
I am so excited to go on this adventure!

Ethan Jin (KTa) | Jnr

On my magic carpet adventure I will visit lollipop land, 

water land and gingerbread land. First, I will eat lollipops 

and they taste like water. Next, there are water slides in 

water land for me to go down. Then, I will eat all the 

gingerbread till I am full in gingerbread land. It will be 

fun.
Jacob El-Hayek (KFo) | Jnr
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Can you feel it? Can you feel the Earth getting hotter? Well probably 
not, but it is! And that’s a bad thing. If we don’t switch to renewable 
energy soon bad things that harm our environment can happen. Here’s 
why we need to switch to renewable energy now!

Firstly, have you seen the news? A recent scientist study found that one 
million species are under the threat of extinction due to climate change! 
The rate of the loss of species has accelerated to be 100 times faster 
than normal, that means species are going to go extinct much quicker 
than normal! This is terrible, just think about our food. Meat is a part 
of our diet, removing it can cause a lack of protein which is really bad 
for us.

Secondly, the most common problem would be climate change. Climate 
change is caused by the burning of fossil fuels. When fossil fuels are 
burnt, gases come out and travel to Earth’s atmosphere. The Earth’s 
atmosphere blocks the gases therefore the gases get redirected back 
to Earth where they get trapped. These gases contain heat therefore 
making the Earth hotter as they are trapped. This can destroy animal 
habitats and also heat up the sea which can kill sea animals. Part of our 
diet is fish and sea animals, this is bad for us too! This also heats up our 
drinking water.

Thirdly there is a limit to non-renewable energy (e.g. gas, oil, and liquid 
fuel), but renewable energy sources (e.g. solar and wind energy) last 
forever! If we wait until the energy runs out, then switch to renewable 
energy it won’t work. By the time non-renewable energy runs out the 
Earth will be so polluted we can’t switch because of a lack of resources. 
You switch now or never!

My last reason is a really good thing! Saving a lot of money! But how... 
switching to renewable energy can reduce energy bills because you’re 
not using as much money from the power grid. Most of the electricity 
will come from solar panels.

In conclusion, this is why I strongly believe that it is vital that everybody 
needs to get renewable energy sources now because it can save animals. 
If we don’t we could get a lack of vitamins because of the fish and 
animals that become extinct. This is less food for us. If we don’t change, 
the Earth will get so hot, we will run out of energy. Earth will be very 
polluted, and a good thing is that it can save a lot of money!

Laurent Milham (5La) | Jnr

Why we need 
to switch to 

renewable energy

now!now!now!now!now!now!now!
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LIVING A HEALTHY LIFE
INTRODUCTION:
Did you know that the average teen aged person spends up to three months 
on their electronic device every year? If you don’t want to end up being 
addicted to your phone or Ipad, you might want to try doing some exercise, 
eating a healthy diet or getting some sleep. You will remain healthy if you 
do all of these healthy habits.              

EATING A HEALTHY DIET:
To live a healthy life, one of the first things you must do is eat a healthy 
diet. It is important to consume a lot of minerals, vitamins, carbohydrates 
and nutrients. You also need to eat lipids but you must eat the lipids in 
moderation. One thing you don’t need in your diet is saturated fats and 
sugar.
You can get nutrients from fruits and vegetables.

EXERCISE:
Did you know that if you do not exercise regularly you may lose up to eighty 
percent of your muscles by the age of sixty five? So if your want to keep 
one hundred percent of your muscles. You can exercise by doing push ups, 
swimming, star jumps, going for a run, walking, dancing and playing sports. 
But exercising is not just going for a short walk once, an example of proper 
exercise is going for a daily fifty metre swim.

GETTING GOOD SLEEP:
Did you know that good sleepers can make their concentration and 
productivity skills. Sleep makes you feel rested for the day. When you sleep 
your memory improves and if you are injured you might even heal your 
injury. 

CONCLUSION:
According to the information above it is vital to keep exercising, sleeping 
and eating a healthy diet in order to live a healthy life.

Rory Ashcroft (3Hi) | Prep

Did you know your digestive system can work with you standing on your head 
because it works using muscles? This is a system that digests food we eat into 
nutrients which gives us energy. It breaks food down and absorbs all nutrients 
and water. It involves ten special organs which help us in the digestive system. 
It is a system that gives our body (fuel) energy.

MOUTH
In the mouth your teeth cut and grind food into small pieces. While that’s 
happening, saliva moistens the food. After that, the food is swallowed and 
travels into the oesophagus.

OESOPHAGUS 
The oesophagus is a long tube that squeezes food down with a muscle called 
peristalsis. There is a valve that makes the food go the right way. Next it is 
pushed to the powerful stomach.

STOMACH
The food falls into the stomach.The muscular stomach walls churn, pound and 
grind the food. The gastric stomach acid dissolves the food into a frothy liquid 
called chyme. There it stays for about 3h. At this point the liver, gallbladder and 
pancreas are busy making bile and storing it in the gallbladder. After this the 
chyme is pushed down by peristalsis to the first part of the small intestine the 
duodenum. 

SMALL INTESTINE 
In the small intestine there is something called a villi which soaks up all the 
nutrients from the food to the bloodstream. The blood carries all the nutrients 
to every part of the body. The nutrients are vital to give the body nutrients.

LARGE INTESTINE
The large intestine soaks up all the water in the food so our body is hydrated. 
The food spends an average of one day in the large intestine.

RECTUM
The rectum is the lower part of your large intestine. It also gets the waste out 
of your body. The rectum is the last part of the digestive system. It’s name 
is rectum. Rect means straight but the rectum is not straight. It is because a 
monkeys rectum is straight. Scientists were not allowed to open up a human 
back then.

Christopher Ong (3He) | Prep

D igest ive 
System
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I eat worms. Who am I?

My body is shaped like a soccer ball. Who am I?

My back legs face backwards. Who am I?

I have spikes on my back. Who am I?

I can protect myself by using my spikes. Who am I?

I have a pouch for my babies. Who am I?

My babies are called puggles. Who am I?

I live in a cave called a burrow. Who am I?

I do not like the sun so I go for a swim to cool down.
Who am I?

I am an egg laying mammal. Who am I?

I am an…

Echidna.

Aiden Ta (1Hi) & Yihai Guo (1Ar) | Prep

Red are the loud firecrackers that explode in the sky and on 
the green ground.

Red is the dragon that dances around the excited people.

Red is even the red, orange and yellow uniforms, clothes and 
outfits that the people who play the loud drums and golden 
cymbals wear. 

Cayden Tsang (1He) | Prep

Bats are nocturnal mammals 
but bats are the only mammals 
that can fly! Bats have five toes 
like humans. Do you know 
that bats are pretty freaky 
because bats are nocturnal 
and nocturnal means that 
they sleep in the day and hunt 
at night. Some suck blood!

Diet
I’m going to tell you 
about what bats eat. 
What they eat depends 
on their type like a fruit 
bat eats fruit, normal bats 
eat crunchy bugs and 
vampire bats suck blood. 

Appearance
Bats are covered with fur 
which is usually dull brown 
or grey. All bats have ears. 
Most bats normally have 
detective small round eyes, 
they are as dark as evil sykes. 
But fruit bats have large eyes. 
Some bats have tails. Most bats 
rest by hanging upside down. 
Bats wings are dark black. They have 
powerful flaps and they never run out of power. 

Habitat
Bats have different habitats, spooky dark hollow trees, 
spooky buildings and dark caves. Awesome.

Devon Yan (1Ar) and Luke Obaid (1He) | Prep

WHO AM I?

Red are the Firecrackers

What are 
Bats?
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Solar System

Journey

Leap onto the rocket, ready, set, go!
As you glimpse at the rocket jets blow.

Soar into space, full of rocks, planets, stars,
Take a glimpse at the rusty, red, Mars.

Shooting past Jupiter’s humongous storm,
Swirling with red, ferocious and all.

Saturn with its beautiful rings,
Made of freezing, wondrous things.

Acid rain, plunging down,
When surviving on Venus, all life is a frown.

Neptune’s blizzards dancing, the hurricanes in the sky,
It is like a massive, drowsy blue eye.

Clink! Bump! The rocks can almost be felt,
As we bravely dodge boulders in the asteroid belt!

Hold on strong! I can see the light!
It is the Earth once again, what a marvellous sight.

Mercury is steaming, close to the sun,
We aren’t landing there! We would have no fun!
Uranus tilted on 98 degrees,
Colder than cold, rougher than any seas!

We have visited all the planets, but why stop there?
Let’s advance to Pluto, brewing with its frostbite air!
Don’t go near a black hole, with its horrible pull,
It’ll compress you and pulverise you, the horrible bull!

Visualise all the comets, their shining tails,
Make a wish quickly! Only joking, it’ll fail!
Now we soothingly travel back to the sun,
For our solar system journey, is finally done.

Matthew Tse (5La) | Jnr

39



Dylan Krsnik (8St) | clock Shaun Chan (11Mu) | coat rack
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think of was home, nice warm home. A home with nice 
warm food in side. Warmth yes that was it she needed to 
go home and get warm if she didn’t find warmth she would 
surely die and if she didn’t she’d get eaten by something 
horrible from the forest. She was so cold she forgot to put 
her face mask on. So she started to go as fast as she could 
to find home, and when I say as fast as she could I mean a 
slow unsteady wobble.

As the girl trudged through the hard blowing snow with 
her damp, dim light, she pushed through the snow, as hard 
as she could. However, her weak legs unable to carry on, 
fell to the snow and there she lay, on the cold, flaky surface. 
Looking up into the bright shiny stars, she couldn’t move a 
muscle, she was paralyzed from the coldness of the night. 
She wrapped herself to get body warmth but couldn’t 
make the most of it. Giving up, she lay there, motionless as 
she heard the blizzard roar in victory.

The girl gave up. There was no way that she would get 
out of the forest to escape the presence of the swiftly 
approaching blizzard. All she could do was admit defeat., 
She rolled onto her back forlornly; she was in a dire situation 
that there was no hope of getting out alive. But, a sudden 
flash of grey streaked from the trees, and curled up around 
her. At first, she didn’t recognise what the creature was. 
But then, she noticed the glossy, metallic grey fur. The fox! 
It curls up around her and shares its warmth of its thick 
winter coat, and saves her from the danger that is upon 
her, protecting her throughout the night.

The sun peered over the horizon, caressing the stormwearied 
forest with rays of warm light, stirring awake the fox. As 
silent as a mouse the fox slowly slinked away as cautiously 
as a detective. The girl awoke with a sudden bang, as she 
realised the fox was gone. Peering around in bewilderment, 
she noticed two familiar silhouettes gliding up a snow 
capped mound In front of her. As the faces of her parents 
slowly appeared, a smile suddenly flickered across her face.
The worryful parents sighed with joy as they saw the little 
girl safe. As her mother picked her up, the fox’s cuddly face 
appeared from out of the masses of conifers behind the 
girl. A wistful look appeared on the girl’s face as her mother 
carried her away. She was grateful that the fox had saved 
her and the girls’ face filled with sympathy.

Class of 6G | Prep

The girl stared at the motionless ducks blankly and 
sorrowfully. She stood there still as the gentle gust of wind 
blew upon her hazel hair and the emerald feathers of the 
breathless, dead ducks. The gold bells were ringing like a 
ghost was possessing it. She stared at her reflection in which 
was cast upon the puddles of blood which leaked from the 
corpse of the poor bird’s wounds which was dreadful to 
look at. A glowing orb of water rolled slowly down her soft 
cheek. The determination and rage grew in her. It was like 
a spirit was whispering into her ear. The distraction was too 
much to handle for her. Millions of voices filled her head.

The girl looked down at the ground. There were small 
footprints everywhere, leading into the forest. All she could 
think of was revenge, kill the animal. Avenge the ducks. The 
girl dashed into the snowy trees following the footprints. 
She stopped to look around the forest, noticing a mark in 
the snow. Turning, then continuing to run faster and faster, 
fueled by the adrenaline.

The girl paused, and noticed a tiny, blue duck feather. Her 
duck feather. She instantly knew that the predator was 
close. She slowed down her walking pace and peered at 
the rustling and dark green bush as she rapidly pulled out 
her knife. Suddenly, a sleek silver figure leaped over the 
young girl with grace. The girl recoiled as the fox paused 
to get glimpse of her. As it paused, it’s silvery and sparkly 
fur shimmered in the sunlight. Soon after the fox rushed 
away with no intention of getting near her. The girl quickly 
jumped to her feet and sprinted after the it. She was going 
to get that fox no matter what.

The fox had been trapped and was distracted by the 
object the girl had in her hands. Suddenly, the girl leapt 
and tackled the fox down with vengeance. The girl’s eyes 
sharpened with determination. Her head was looking 
nearly directly down, her mouth was showing teeth like the 
hunt was over. The girl put the dangerous knife to the fox’s 
throat but she was feeling curiously guilty. She thought of 
all thoughts. “Did this fox kill the poor animal? What have 
I done to put a fox like this in danger?” With one final 
thought, she released the fox and kneeled on the ground. 
She had failed to do her job but she had another goal now.

As the girl looked around in horror’ trying to figure out why 
she had just let her ducks murderer runaway it started to 
snow the trees were going whiter and whiter she looked  
around trying to think where home was but all she could

The Girl and The Fox
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The sun had already sunk below the city skyline and the air was 
growing bitingly cool. Ominously, the moon cowered behind the 
clouds as bats shrieked and squabbled inside the Moreton Bay Fig 
trees hunched along the main road. The detective walked through 
the half-closed wrought iron gates and up the mosscovered stairs 
leading to the weathered sandstone buildings. He squinted up at 
the old west corner of the campus and saw a lonely light burning 
in a tall tower - Professor Alucard’s study. Eagerly in need of 
information, he rushed up the steep steps. The professor was the 
person the detective had come to see; the person he needed in 
order to solve this mystery.

He glanced up and down the empty corridor, noting the aging 
oil portraits of long-forgotten scholars, each one posing sternly in 
their bat-like academic robes. The memories of his undergraduate 
days crept up and gripped him. After all these years, the university 
could still make himfeel like a bumbling undergraduate. A novice 
groping blindly for the truth.

The door swung open noiselessly.

“Come in, come in, Detective. It has been a long time since I have 
seen you. Sorry I couldn’t see you in the daytime. It was because 
um... uh, I was too busy. So, how can I help you?”

The professor was draped in an old-fashioned dressing gown. 
His greying hair swept back from his high forehead and the 
face below it was worn, lined and grey. But his deep-set eyes 
still sparkled with a sardonic intelligence and a sympathetic light. 
After being ushered in to the old room and placed into a deep 
armchair, the detective proceeded to explain that he was working 
on a very strange case. There had been six crime scenes, each 
with a body that had died from puncture wounds to the neck 
and a large loss of blood. Stranger yet, each one had disappeared 
from the city morgue before the coroner could fully inspect the 
bodies.

“I’m at my wit’s end,” the Detective held his hands out wide. 
“There seems to be no other plausible answer to the puzzle 
but…” He leaned forward in his chair.

“Go on,” the professor steepled his fingers and smiled.

“Well, I remembered that you taught me about vampirism, 
lycanthropy and the occult. So I figured you were the best person 
to ask, Professor.”

“Ah, yes. Well, what do you remember of my lessons about 
vampires?”

“Just the usual. They can be repelled by garlic or crucifixes. They 
don’t cast reflections...”

“You have a good memory. So, are you leading a team of 
investigators?”

“No, I am working alone.”

The professor smiled. “Good, good. What do your colleagues 
think?”

“Frankly, they would say I was crazy to even suggest a belief in 
vampires.”

“Interesting. Sit down and relax. I’ll pour you some wine.”

The detective gazed around the room. Towering shelves stacked 
crazily with ancient books; padded leather armchairs and 
motheaten rugs; the strong smell of musty paper all lit by eerily 
dim lampshades. As a student, he had sat here often, always 
prompted and challenged by the professor to expand his mind, 
to look at all possibilities in the pursuit of knowledge. Now, he 
re-traced in his mind the case files of those six murder scenes, 
and some niggling doubt, some clue he had overlooked, spoke 
at him in the silence. He drew his phone from his suit pocket to 
access the police intra-web and make a note. The phone blinked 
once - a small red eye in the darkened room - and then the 
battery died away.

Professor Alucard’s footsteps stopped the debate in his 
head, as the older man’s delicate pale hand genially poured 
some deep and rich red wine into the detective’s glass.

“Your case interests me. I’ll be back in a few minutes 
to discuss it,” the professor said, “Just give me a few 
minutes to complete my work.”

The detective sipped the wine and grimaced at the 
taste. It was sharp and acrid and had a sickly thick 
texture, almost like blood. Putting the glass back 
down, he started to prepare his questions for 
the professor, but a sudden drowsiness swam 
through his head. The shadows in the room 
seemed to flicker and swell around him. 
He wiped his eyelids and blinked several 
times. Starting to feel nauseous, he 
noticed that the professor was coming 
towards him, still smiling warmly. 
As the old man crossed the room 
the detective noticed he cast no 
reflection in the mirror.

Chris Chin (7He)  | Highly 
Commended, Junior Prose 

Division, Gary Catalano 
Writing Competition The Vampire
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Bottom’s Dream
Last night I had a crazy dream

Things were not as they usually seem

I think I made an ass of myself

I met a fairy or was it an elf?

I did not understand why they ran away

They were scared of something and ran astray

They said to me that I had been changed

I think their minds had been rearranged!

I was in the woods singing a song

Titania woke and said I could do no wrong

My friends said that I was an idiot

But Titania was smart and said that I was her favourite

She treated me like royalty

I almost thought that it was reality

We slept together in her fairy bower

Like a king and queen in their royal tower

In my dream I dreamt of eating hay

And oats and peas and such throughout the day

Titania said that I was so fine and brave

But my face was itchy so I wanted to have a shave

Thomas Power (8Mu)
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I woke, sweat visibly rising from my skin. The remnants of 
last night’s dream lingered at the edge of my mind. I strained, 
trying to bring forth the blissful vision of my street, covered in 
thick drifts of snow up to my waist, the icy wind whipping at 
my face, the pain refreshing and exhilarating. I looked up, the 
sun a small yellow spot behind the blizzard.

I opened my eyes, the crackly music coming from my Walkman 
repeating itself, the tired tape spooling itself around and 
around, begging for its job to end. Everyone had to salvage 
for old supplies once the internet shut down. I was one of the 
lucky few who had found a Walkman, even if it wasn’t exactly 
state-of-the-art. I gulped at the air, my creaky knees almost 
giving way as the air ripped at my throat. I stumbled over to 
the console, and restarted the system. The screen was cracked 
and flickering, the machine coughing into life. 

It had been five years since the governments from across the 
world sent out an official warning to everyone over the radio. 
I still remember that day, the news reporter playing back the 
message “We have now entered a critical stage in the expansion 
of the Sun. We are issuing fire suits to every home, and you must 
wear them whenever you go outside. Do not leave an open water 
source outside. Only use cars in emergencies. For a full list of the 
new rules visit…” A few months later, a new set of rules was 
introduced and every home was fitted with a cooling system to 
keep away the heat. Then the breathing systems were distributed, 
then a complete car ban, and now, all the water except for the 
last reserves kept deep beneath the surface was gone. All the 
trees, grass and crops died, all the cattle and animals died, and it 
won’t be long before we are gone too.

Damn the Sun. It started expanding rapidly around 10 years ago, 
reaching out for its main target, Earth. I looked down at the 
table, bottles of booze once filled with the heavenly substance 
that would bring life to my lonely world. I couldn’t help but look 
at the window, my eyes landing on the two little mounds of dirt, 
a few colourless flowers laid in a row on top. A tear welled up, 
threatening to spill onto my face. I can’t give in now, it would just 
waste precious oxygen. I looked around and spotted my mirror. 
It’s funny to think that I’m only 40, I look like a corpse with my 
wrinkled, flaking skin. A hum filled the room and I felt the oxygen 
kick in. Good, now I could get started.

I walked over to the door to my homemade greenhouse and 
pushed it open, the rusted hinges complaining under the weight. 
A blast of heat rushed out around me. The stench of rotten 
vegetables hit me, and I surveyed the depressing scene before 

me. My attempts at bringing some life into the scorched world 
were drooping on the soil, their leaves brown and dead. I bent 
down, trying to lift up the limp limbs of a basil plant. Sweat was 
dripping down my face and arms, the overwhelming taste of salt 
burning my tastebuds. I opened the door and stumbled to my 
bed, letting the cool bliss surround me. Why do I have to bother? 
I could just lie here and sleep, let the heat claim me as its latest 
victim. I heard the crackly sound of Jimi Hendrix lingering at the 
back of my consciousness.

I got up, and pulled my fraying fire suit over my skin slowly so as 
not to aggravate the sores that littered my body. I pulled the mask 
over my head, my fumbling fingers struggling to tie it in place. 
The hose rattled, giving me a fresh spurt of oxygen. 

The hall trembled under my weight as I walked towards the door. 
The parched air pushed at the door, trying to get in. I opened 
it and the heat engulfed me, beating at my suit. It wrapped its 
hands around my oxygen hose, threatening to rip my lifeline 
away. The bleached grass swayed in the wind, its blades dry 
and brittle. The soil was grey and cracked; burnt, dead husks of 
trees clutched at the ground. The silence was unnatural, no birds 
singing in the cloudless sky, no crickets chirping, just the wind 
rustling the grass. I stepped forward, the undergrowth crunching 
beneath my feet.

A path sliced into the bush wound its way into the distance, the 
husks that were once gums reaching over as if to clutch at those 
passing through. The ground was almost too hot to bear, even 
through the thick soles of my boots. I shuffled past the line of 
trees, the burnt trees closing in on me. My foot crunched on 
something, and I looked down to see the bleached bones of a 
kangaroo. The animal must have died from the scorching heat 
long ago. I kept walking and my feet scuffed on hard rock, a gap 
in the earth opening up in front of me.

I looked up from the bare stone, to see a gaping mouth of rock, a 
black hole in the relentless light. I peered into the gloom, my eyes 
taking a few seconds to adjust to the dark. The sounds of water 
dripping echoed, stony daggers jutting like teeth around me. In 
the middle of the cave floor grew a single stem, holding a leaf, 
green as green can be, bathed in a single ray of sunlight filtered 
in from above. 

Life finds a way. 
Tobias Biernoff-Giles (8La)
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You sit silently, hands gracefully across one knee. Across your 
neck, you wear a simple string of pearls. Your hair is elevated, 
raised into a stylish bun. He had wanted it like this. You regret 
wearing it. You are nervous, he has never been so infuriated. 
Booming echoes threaten to shatter the crumbling walls of 
hesitation that surround your consciousness. Your head is 
throbbing, the words lancing inward with the piercing agony of 
glass shards. He points his dirty finger at you, you watch trying 
to hide the oppressive fear that is swamping you. It is filling you 
up, flowing through every fibre of your being. It seeps into every 
crevice and crack and you can’t stop it.

You begin to twist your ring, counting out each of the small 
gemstones encased in gold casings, hoping that with each twist 
his fury will diminish. He walks closer towards you. You begin to 
tremor, a cold panic clings to your brain, scratching and clawing 
at your sanity in order to stay attached. You lean backwards. He 
places his face right next to yours. The foul odour of rotten teeth 
and liquor crawl up your nasal cavity. The inside of your brain 

begins to hurt. You tried to lock him outside. You tried to 
keep him out. You know how bad he gets but he has never 
been this bad. He broke down the door. With a resounding 
thunk the hinges had come off and the door had collapsed. 
You hope the children aren’t listening.

He strikes you. Needles of stunning pain split through your 
cheek. You let out a cry, high pitched, desperate. Your face 
burns with the agony. You can feel the aching of every 
individual nerve cell. Every part is crying. He walks back, 
satisfied with your response. He smiles with a wicked grin, 
a smug smirk that reeks of domination. You hope the kids 
aren’t listening.

You had been warned that this would happen. Your mother 
had told you not to marry him ,’ A violent temper on that 
one’ she had said. You had been warned. You realise now 
how right she was. It’s your fault you think to yourself.

NOT  YOUR  FAULT

He jeers at you and walks off to the bedroom. His footsteps 
signifying the release of the floodgates of terror. You sit 
for a minute, unsure of yourself. You think desperately, 
you don’t want to leave. ‘This is your fault’ you keep telling 
yourself. You want to leave, but you know you can’t take 
the kids. You have nowhere to go. You have no one else. 
You have no money. And so you sit in silence, hands 
gracefully across one knee. Your face is burning but you 
ignore it. You wait, telling yourself that you caused this. But 
it’s not your fault.

Josiah May (9Yo)  | Highly Commended, Junior Prose 
Division, Gary Catalano Writing Competition
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Ballad 
Bottom’s Dream

The Queen wakes from her flowery bed
She loves my voice and my ass’s head
How is it that she is in love with me

Is she deaf and also cannot see

Throughout my life, I’ve had no luck
I have lived quite poorly and slept in muck

A woman, a Queen now enamoured with me
Is this a dream, or can it really be

I cannot believe she likes my face
Even though I’m sure I look like a disgrace

She also likes the way I sound
Although sometimes I think I’m more like a hound

A woman who loves me, I have not found in my life
Perhaps she is the one that will become my wife

While I am shocked, I am also excited
And that she loves me, for this I am delighted

Marcus Jutrisa (8WJ)

Persuasive Speech

When was the last time you took a step back and looked at 
the world around you? When was the last time you slowed 
down and actually reflected on the people and relationships 
in your life? When was the last time that you took a moment 
to appreciate the natural world which we live in? Because I 
believe that as humans, we do not do this enough, and we are 
suffering due to this. As students in the twenty first century 
focused on school or social ambitions, we are particularly 
vulnerable to this. We treat life as a train ride, constantly 
moving forward and focused on getting from A to B. However 
if you never take the opportunity to look out the window, 
or stop at a station and look around, then what is the point 
of being on the train at all? Because the inside of a train is 
dark, tight and musty, and the outside natural world is bright, 
free and refreshing. Yet as humans we all seem to gravitate 
towards metaphorical trains, as we like to believe that our 
ambition is able to be fulfilled. However, this is inherently 
wrong, as once we achieve a certain goal it is simply replaced 
by another. Therefore, we will never truly be happy in this 
world by chasing ambition. The only way to achieve happiness 
is to take a step back, look around, and appreciate the world 
around you.

William Martin (10WH) 

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening
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Have you ever wondered what it is like sitting at the edge of our universe?

I know its quite a sporadic question...but take a moment to think

An everlasting gloom of nothingness, maybe?

Or essentially a conjecture of what you speculate is heaven

...the essence of looking at the larger perspective

Well… me too...but sometimes I like to think there is an abundance of life elsewhere

...unknown to our limited knowledge...like an unproven algorithm in our uniform laws of

science

I imagine a playground of joyous children, with unfading grins, as they live their lives to the

‘fullest’

I imagine a boy reading a book in the corner…absent-minded to a depth too difficult to

distract

submerged into every word...an interstellar journey to the beyond

What book might he be reading ...that’s for you to decide… Stephen’s Hawking’s “Brief

History of Time”,

possibly?

To personify our planet as the lonely boy who doesn’t want to play

Is an unfamiliar thought...being surrounded by our companions on the daily

Well… I hope this extended your imagination out of your comfort zone

It really is a unique experience..

Joseph Lin (9St) | Highly Commended, Junior Poetry Division,  

Gary Catalano Writing Competition

The Lonely Planet Who Doesn’t Want To Play
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The headstones stood next to one another apart from the rest. 
The grass around them had dried up completely and an ibis 
pecked at the ants along the ground. They had formed a hill 
running from a tall red gum, which stood ten metres from the 
graves, to the headstones themselves, who did not complain 
nor stir. Weeds adorned their rear, and dandelions blew softly 
in the breeze. To the right of the graves, there lay a patch of 
ground which appeared cracked, there was no water for at least a 
kilometre. The sun shone unrelentingly, and the honeyeaters took 
refuge in the shade of the red gum, and tried to feed in futility on 
the dead bee hive which hung limply now from a low branch. The 
place smelt unique; not like death, but certainly of a lack of life. 
The cicadas hummed in the dry air. Maryborough, the town after 
which the cemetery was named, stood hollow like a shell with no 
occupier. A pig’s decomposed carcass was covered in flies, who 
fed eagerly on the remains. The rocking chair on a porch nearby 
did sway slightly as the wind picked up pace but stood still when 
the wind refused to blow. The headstones stood as unaware 

What can we humans do in the face of sorrow?

We see on the news, the disasters striking.

We see on the streets, the maimed begging.

And as a child, we wished to help.

We wished to run and give up everything we had,

No matter how small that everything might be.

But the sad truth is that as we move on,

We realise that we cannot help everyone.

So sometimes we shove them to the back of our mind,

Telling ourselves that we cannot afford the time.

Or sometimes we weep and mourn openly for them,

Then go back to concentrating again.

But there are the very few who stop sincere,

Who give them what very little they have.

For I believe that we forget what we once as small children knew:

That even if our everything is small,

It is still better than nothing at all.

Timothy Woodyatt (9Du) | Equal third place, Junior Poetry Division,  

Gary Catalano Writing Competition 

SorrowSorrow
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Year 11
Zack Zuccolotto

lovers in a harsh, unforgiving world. They knew not of the ants 
crawling over the ground under which they lay. They did not care. 
They did not worry. They did not stir. They remembered the green 
grasses of a home long gone from this world. They recalled the 
cooler more temperate conditions. But still, they stood together 
under the Australian sun, as two elements of the same substance. 
Inseparable. Eternal.

Suddenly, a dog came galloping through the graveyard, dancing 
around in the summer sun. It had no reason to do so, to run 
around with such glee. It just did. It had no reason to tolerate 
the ruthless rays of the harsh star which hung in the sky. But it 
just did. It had not a care in the world. From behind it, came a 
man and a young girl, flowers in tow. They made their way to 
the headstones and decorated them with colours of scarlet, blue 
and lime. They had reason to do so. The little girl chased after the 
dog, who bounded gleefully about the headstones. The cicadas 
vocalised their hypnotic hum as the events unfolded. The man 

who had followed from behind the little girl stood three paces 
from the headstones. He gazed upon them and said nothing. 
He did not need to. They knew what he thought. They did not 
stir. The cicadas continued humming, while the ants continued 
marching. The sun still shone. Small beads of sweat had formed 
on the man’s tough brow, and he wiped them away without a 
moment’s hesitation.

Night had fallen, and the moon dimly lit the graveyard. The 
headstones still stood side-by-side, together in the pale moonlight. 
The honeyeaters had gone to roost and did not stir. The pig on 
the side of the barely distinguishable road lay silently, unbothered 
by the flies that had devoured it not long ago. The ibis was still 
hungry, but satisfied for the night as it too went to roost in the 
tall red gum only metres away from the headstones. The man 
from before stood there still in peace, as the cicadas still sang 
their songs. At a glance, one could tell he was wise, but there 
appeared to be no apparent reason why. He had no beard, nor 

any long grey hair. He appeared as anyone else could. The girl 
and the dog had fallen asleep under the gum. Everything was still. 
Nothing did stir. A tear rolled slowly down the man’s cheek, who 
had looked up at the night sky, in all its glory. He remembered 
a night like this. It did not seem like long ago. The gum seemed 
taller during the night and the weeds near the graves less harsh. 
A rabbit sprung across a field not far away, stopped and then 
continued on its way. The man still marveled at the beauty which 
surrounded him. The tear on his cheek remained there. He looked 
back down upon the headstones, who looked back at him. 
Nearby, a blue cicada emerged from its shell, and began to sing 
into the night. The man continued to look at the headstones. He 
smiled and said not a word.

Zack Zuccolotto (11Ar)

Not a word
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I peered towards the glistening ocean over the crimson cliffs as I wiped 
the wet tears from my eyes. I paused and waited whilst I fiddled with my 
shivering thumbs and the purple sun set on the horizon. The only noises 
were the deafening crickets chirping and the waves crashing against the 
shore. The name Emma Taylor continuously circled my brain over and 
over. This was all her fault. The most manipulative and devious girl at 
our school. Today was the day I was going to write her name on the 
lighthouse wall to banish her from the earth. Jack had tried to talk me out 
of it but I wanted to see if this Urban Legend’s curse was finally going to 
be lifted today, and I was going to be the one to execute it.

My ragged school shoes crunched on the brittle autumn leaves that 
covered the ground below as I approached the lighthouse. The rustic door 
creaked open as I stepped inside. The lightning crackling in the distance 
dimmed the pitch black room. Ignoring everything else around me, I 
gazed at the peeling timber on the wall. There were hundreds of rows of 
names, most of them being “Emma Taylor”. A rumour had spread many 
years ago that if you wrote the name of someone you hated, they would 
disappear, never to return again. When it came to Emma Taylor though, 
any kid that came to the lighthouse to write her name would disappear 
without a trace.

I picked up a stone and nervously carved the words, “ Emma Taylor ”, 
once again desperately hoping that it would work this time. As I took a 
step backwards, my legs began to quiver with terror. I scanned what was 
behind me when suddenly, I spotted a ghostly dark shadow. It dodged 
past the towering bark trees and disappeared over the edge of the cliff

and out of sight. It felt as if I was holding my breath underwater, gasping 
for some air within my compressed lungs. I cautiously approached the 
door that was rocking back and forth from the strong gusts of wind. I 
frantically escaped over the hill, vowing never to go back to the lighthouse 
ever again.

The following morning in the school corridor, I noticed that there were 
no shrilling screams from other children held by their collar, no loud 
chuckling and to my surprise, there was…NO EMMA! Was she sick 
today? Was she running late to school? I sat down in the corner of the 
courtyard next to Jack as the principal scanned our faces, trying to identify 
the perpetrator. I lowered my head, avoiding eye contact as he began to 
address the assembly. “It is with sadness and shock to inform you that 
Emma Taylor from Year 7, disappeared last night at 9:00 pm.” There 
was a muffled gasp from the children but there were others who were 
grinning and punching the air. I had wanted this moment to happen since 
she arrived at our school two entire, treacherous years ago, and it had 
finally happened. It had worked. The curse of Emma Taylor was lifted. I 
should have been riding the crest of a wave, leaping for joy but I felt the 
immediate guilt that was weighing me down.

As I staggered into the Science lab with my brain exploding with wild 
thoughts and questions, I noticed the other children staring at my pale, 
guilty face. I sunk my head into the table, noticing an unfamiliar note on 
the seat next to me with bold messy writing. MEET ME AT LIGHTHOUSE. 
8:00 pm. I gaped at the note, repeating it in my head over and over again. 
Right now wouldn’t be the best time to show Jack the note as he would 

The Writing on the Wall 
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most definitely jump right out of his seat. Instead, I decided to scrunch 
up the paper and watch the clock slowly tick until the end of the day.

The illuminated full moon glistened down on my face as once again, I 
spotted the ghostly dark shadow. I approached it, taking long urgent 
strides towards the phantom-like figure. My eyes drifted towards 
someone else, a broader more thinner character, leaning against 
the other shadow. As my eyes adapted to the dark and the shadows 
became transparent, the cold unexpected truth was revealed. The real 
perpetrators were… JACK AND EMMA? Whatever their deceitful plan 
was, it was definitely working. It felt as though I was hallucinating 
and absolutely losing my mind. Jack stumbled towards me, his body 
weighing him down as he grinned at me. He withdrew a serrated 
blade as he sprung at me, as cunning as a killer clown whilst he 
pursued until I made it across the street. Suddenly there was a loud 
HONK! and an ear-shattering CRASH! I gawped in horror as I rested 
my hands on my knees, too terrified to speak. People opened their 
windows from the apartments and stared at the askew limbs and the 
blood gushing out of the “so-called “ innocent Jack, peacefully laying 
on the concrete road, as still as a shadow.

Emma never returned to school and children say that the writing on 
the abandoned lighthouse wall had vanished, and her ghost haunts 
the lighthouse corridors to this day.

Aiden Iliadis (7Ta) | Equal third place, Junior Prose Division,  
Gary Catalano Writing Competition
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for the placing of satellites and the eventual 
mapping of all strategic points of the newly 
founded nations. Rafellen also used his old-
world connections to establish an alliance with 
the Pommer-Tunscan Kingdom in 3547. While 
Holeichtung and the UEIR had well-established 
alliances with the Imperial Commonwealth and 
Gellia from the old world.

At the first opportunity opened to Rafellen in 
the late months 3553, he launched a surprise 
invasion of the UEIR. The overwhelmingly larger 
forces decimated strategic defences orbiting 
the planet and the inevitable ground incursion 
began. Rafellen’s prowess in military high-
command allowed him to dominate all fields of 
war as the bombardment of defensive positions 
from the upper-stratosphere allowed for the 
swift manoeuvring around the disorganised 
enemy. In the early days of 3554, the UEIR’s 
governing body signed an armistice and 
capitulation deal, ceding all governing power of 
the planet and it’s people to Deusen and King 
Rafellen I. They had been betrayed, but it was D
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pa

r
it

y As humanity always has, the evacuation of 
the old-world had allowed for the survival of 
the human race and the growth and creation 
of a “new world”. The people left behind, the 
collapse of an old civilisation, but this cost would 
be well worth the creation of new government, 
new powers and a new world in a new solar 
system of inhabitable planets.

The newly formed Deusen Kingdom in year 
3521, would have arrived on a new planet, 
holding vast yields of resources, allowing them 
to set themselves as the new power of the 
human race. The old democracies had failed, 
and the lessons of the old-world were brought 
to Deusen. Upon arrival, the perfection of 
their chosen planet allowed the start to a new 
civilisation without compromise and holding the 
power of one large and empowered race. Their 
new king and old-world, youth military leader, 
pronounced and coronated Rafellen I in the 
year 3522 aged 34, would spend his time on his 
flagship adapting his skills and tactics to space 
warfare, whilst also becoming accustomed to 

the role of leadership over the planet. Deusen 
was well established by the time of the other 
arrivals with the monarch, King Rafellen I, 
declaring to his people; “we sit on the cusp of 
becoming the new leader of the human race, as 
we watch as the old-world arrives. Such people 
surprise me to how they actually made it this 
far, but I will lead us into a new age, an age of 
Deusen supremacy.”

The establishment and development of 
surrounding planets began in the year 3542 
by newly formed nations from the old-
world. Holeichtung and The Union of Eastern 
Independent Republics (UEIR) would settle on 
the planets on the same orbit as Deusen. Gellia, 
the Pommer-Tunscan Kingdom and the Union 
of Southern Kingdoms (USK) would settle on 
the three planets one orbit out. The Imperial 
Commonwealth on the next orbit, being the 
planet furthest from the sun. Deusen would 
take advantage of their weaker neighbours 
by commanding the diplomacy of the other 
nations. Deusen’s early arrival would allow 
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far too late for petty politics. The remaining 
government representatives were executed for 
an attempted transmission of the events, which 
succeeded. As of this, a mutual assistance and 
independence guarantee were signed between 
the leaders of Gellia, Julius Quencois, the 
Imperial Commonwealth, Stanley Shindwell 
and Holeichtung, Jinnuck van Gerdt, formalised 
as the tri-alliance pact as radar visualised the 
encroaching forces of Deusen. The first inter-
galactic conflict between human beings was 
about to begin.

Rafellen denounced the tri-alliance pact and saw 
it as a threat to the independence of Deusen and 
their expansionist ambitions, whilst also being 
offensive to their honour of which they had 
worked hard to build under the new system of 
diplomacy which they pressured for dominance. 
As of this, they took on the pact head-on, 
setting their forces on Holeichtung outmatching 
their fleet forces 15:1, with over 220 invasion 
and bombarding vessels waiting to dive and 
begin their relentless assault mid-year 3554. 
Forcing the hand of Holeichtung’s government 
and president van Gerdt to surrender or suffer 
complete annihilation at the hands of a rampant 
and bloodthirsty army, seeking hegemonic 
powers over them, allowing them to seize full 
control over the orbit in which Deusen sits. 
After a day of negotiations, Rafellen’s terms 
were clear; “submit to complete annexation and 
Deusen hegemony or be destroyed.” Without 
hesitation, the terms were declined as they were 
seen to be absolutely unacceptable.

The day following would have the entire 
grounded fleet of Holeichtung, refuelling, 
bombarded and decimated, followed by a 
ground force one million strong, storm to 
capital buildings and strategic strongpoints, and 
eventually storming the government building, 
and forcing surrender, but this time there was 
no choice. They fell in less than 24 hours at the 
beginning of the incursion, with everything in 
sight pillaged and destroyed, the government 
taken and forced to sign a peace settlement. 
The day following the fall of Holeichtung, 
Gellia’s President, Julius Quencois and the 
Imperial Commonwealth’s Prime Minister, 
Stanley Shindwell, declared war against the 
Deusen Kingdom. 

Following the declaration of war, Rafellen called 
upon his ally, the Pommer-Tunscan Kingdom 
and their monarch, Prince Leo II. Rafellen 
asked Leo to order an invasion on the USK as 
he planned his invasion of Gellia. Toward the 
end of the year, Leo hadn’t declared war and 
Gellia and the Imperial Federation have amassed 
enough forces to launch their own invasion of 
Deusen. But, on the first day of the new year, 
3555, Leo launches his surprise invasion of the 
USK, but their forces were already prepared for 
war, they knew they were coming. Leo’s forces 
were caught off guard and after a few elongated 
skirmishes, he had lost a significant portion of 
his forces. With the Pommer-Tunscan Kingdom’s 
forces weakened and in a state of disrepair, 
their invasion was inevitable. Rafellen called 
off his invasion of Gellia, indefinitely, he would 

be forced onto the defensive because of his 
incompetent ally. Prime Minister Shindwell had 
delegated his armed forces to General Monty 
and he would be a vital asset in the complete 
annihilation of Deusen’s “Tunscan garrison”, 
while Gellia’s appointed chief of war, General 
De Franke would rip into the forces disorganised 
in the middle distance between Deusen and 
Gellia and cut off from radio transmission with 
the rest of the fleet. By the end of 3555, the USK 
had devastated the Pommer-Tunscan fleet, and 
halved the once great Deusen fleet, while the 
technologically and numerically superior, fleets 
of Gellia, the USK and Imperial Commonwealth 
began to dominate.

The Pommer-Tunscan Kingdom surrendered 
after perpetual bombardment from Gellia and 
the USK, while the Imperial Commonwealth had 
been shearing the weaker points of Rafellen’s 
fleet. Rafellen surrendered, he did not have the 
will to fight anymore, the people of Deusen 
had suffered enough from the war. Leo II and 
Rafellen I were brought upon a magistrate of 
the Imperial Commonwealth, charged with acts 
of aggression in attempts to destroy peace and 
war crime. Both found guilty on both charges, 
they were executed by hanging, however, 
their people immortalised them, they weren’t 
criminals, but victims of an evil, a great disparity 
to the old world, but still the same, Democracy.

Joshua Kolesnikoff (12Ho) | Highly 
Commended, Senior Prose Division, Gary 

Catalano Writing Competition
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A Flash 

The bustling city moved with an animosity the
man had never seen before. Pulsating with
an energy that seemed alive, vibrant coloured
billboards permeated every inch of his vision.
The slick city lights illuminated the crest of
his fedora, casting a mask over his long face.
The buckling concrete walk moaned, echoing
monotonously under his brogues as he hurried
through the crowd of faces. Push, shove,
knock…
“So sorry, didn’t see you.” He glanced at the
time on his watch and mistakenly stepped out
onto the road.

***

Darkness. The darkness is ever encapsulating.
Gradually, a light filters through, turning the
peripheries of his gaze into grey, while the
centre is filled with warm. The whole contrast
is too surreal to comprehend, the texture
is reminiscent of something woven. But he
doesn’t know what it is… He doesn’t know
what anything is. Suddenly the curtains are
pulled apart and a collection of different
images race before his eyes. Surprised he
lurches backwards, with the feeble body of a
small baby responding. The baby begins to wail
and moan, rolling around on a red and blue
quilt rug. His pristine blue eyes gaze out into
the open world, confused.
“Aww, its okay baby,” a woman responds
quietly, her voice like warm milk and honey.
With white hands soaked in dirt, she picks up
the baby and cradles him between the exposed
pink skin of her arms. The lady and the baby
sit on the island of quilt in the midst of a sea
of lush green, the vibrant sun pulsating its rays
over the perfect summer day. The desolate
clearing is fringed by numerous types of trees,
all shading the surrounding area with their
mammoth branches. A rusted metal small 

spade lies next to a small hole in the dirt.
Inside the hole… the baby could not see. His
mother puts him down, as she goes back to
the hole with tiny, greenish oval seeds sitting
at the bottom. Solemnly she covers the hole
with fresh dirt and prays a silent prayer. 

***

The tranquil silence of trees standing
still is broken by screams of joy echoing
throughout the clearing. A small boy, in
yellow gum boots, pudgily trots across the
open expanse of green. Shortly behind
him, a man whistles to himself, a
young girl hanging off his arm and
singing the only melody she could
remember. She pulls on the man’s
arm and he increases his pace to
follow her. The man laughs to
himself and surveys his son off
in the distance, wondering what
he is looking at. The boy bends
down to observe a tiny sapling
sprouting from the soft earth.
Drops of early morning dew dot its
singular leaf. It dances fragilely
in the wind and marvels at the
other trees around it. He
strokes the stem, as if to
shake its hand.
“Hello Mr. Plant,” he
murmurs. His father
and sister walk past
him. The boy brushes
his fringe, standing
up he runs off to
follow his father. 

***
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The shy moon hid behind melancholy clouds, as they drifted peacefully
across the nightmare black sky. The body of a small tree stood in the centre
of an outcrop of weeds. A dim park light delineates the crisp burgundy
youth from the serene shadows moving across the soup grass. The shadows
walked slowly in a rhythmical fashion, winding in a zig zag across the bare
landscape, not visible the neighbouring sleeping oaks casting an ominous
presence into the sky. The slim boy in the navy suit, clutched the hand of girl,
in a surprisingly bright amaranth dress. The couple stopped at the small tree,
that rose to the boy’s shoulder height. Budding flowers and leaves dangled
off the thin branches in the dry night, seeking affection from the rains that
would follow over the next couple of weeks. The boy noticed with distinct
clarity small rosy dimples in the girl’s cheeks and smiled sheepishly, the
milky luminescence of her feint, parched lips draw closer; shimmering in the
moonlight. 

***

The barely audible plucking of strings could be heard, as a
row of violinist caress the silky thin strings. The fondness
of the scene was immediately present to anyone there.
Golden chairs snaked themselves in rows across a freshly
mowed lawn, meeting at a confluence with a beautiful
arched tree, orange tinged and yellow tipped, the leaves
hung of like miniature chandliers, exuberating light as if
joyous of the happy occasion. Stray rays of derelict light
pierce the resin laminated cylinders dripping of the highest
branches, spreading the warm and comforting vibes of a

dying sunset. The familiar chattering of approving relatives
pricked the man’s ears as he stood at the edge of the aisle,

his hard-black shoes bouncing lightly off the green trampoline
of short grass, as he bounced nervously on the balls of his feet.

A black tuxedo, white linen shirt and soft velvet tie to match his
shoes, he snuck a third glance at the veiled women standing at the
end of the aisle. Hush fell over the audience like a blanket as the
pure white dress splashed over the lawn and she walked to meet
him under blossoming array of lilac flowers overhead. The branches
spread over the procession, bringing everyone deeper into the
private ceremony.
“We gather here today to…,” the priest began. 

***

He felt the dry earth and mulch crunching under his
wrinkled feet, as he sat on a bench underneath an old
familiar tree. Dull veins of vines traced the outskirts and
branches drooped under the weight of its size. A feather
of a leaf fell overhead, stroking the side of his grey hairs.
One beam of soft light shone onto the tree from the
heavens, illuminating the pale landscape from the dark
pensive sky.
A small girl chanted as she ran across the dull grass, her
dark brown plats waving behind her as she cartwheeled
and fell over giggling.
He gazed off into the distance, rubbing the brittle bark
of the sombre tree with his left thumb. An old woman
approached the tree, holding the hands of his other two
grandchildren. He smiled vaguely, reminiscing on days
gone by. 

***

Thick spots of rain formed on the lacquered surface of
polished wood, lying aimlessly in the ground. Inside,
a gentleman dozed, dressed in his Sunday best. His
peaceful expression made him look as if he was having
a wonderful dream. Above the grave, a frail tree hung
its arms solemnly, as weeping people gathered around.
Faint light could not penetrate the lids covering his once
crystal blue eyes, could not penetrate the gentle array of
warm colours turned cold and inexistent, only the black
prevailed. Darkness. Darkness. 

***

He glanced at the time on his watch and mistakenly
stepped out onto the road. The loud bus horn screamed
as the mechanical monster roared in his face. His blue
eyes flashed in terror showing the face of a man who
had not seen many summers. Bearing down on him
the bus moved ever closer, the moment stretched into
infinity. And then darkness.

Ethan Brouw (11Ta) | Equal third place, Senior Prose 
Division, Gary Catalano Writing Competitionof the Eyes  
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