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Hey guys! What a year 2020 has been! 

Pandemics! Isolation! Online schooling, 

US elections and Trump mail fraud! Whew! 

You made it GCCers!

In this edition we are privileged to have 

Gemma Doolan’s striking artwork on 

our front cover and thrilled to have Molly 

Stager’s staggering artwork on the back 

cover (pardon the pun). 

This year was all about vision. We were 

challenged to look at the world stage, 

then closely at ourselves. In these pages 

we also celebrate our bordering on obses-

sive love of machines and screens.

Like many this year, we have experi-

enced loss. Roundabout lost two valu-

able editors in Lauren Elliott and Angel 

Tagget, who both contributed since Year 7. 

Roundabout wishes them both all the best 

in their future endeavours.

This issue is Poetry in motion! Our pag-

es are absolutely chockers with poetry 

from our courageous and creative Year 8 

writers. We also feature the talents of car-

toonists, student artists and our enterpris-

ing reporter, Saffron Ripps, chased down  

an interview with American Indie artist, 

Meg Myers.

A huge thank you to all our talented and generous contributors this year! 

Editor's Note

I’m happy to announce that Clara Cini 

looks geared up to be next year’s editor 

so if you’d like to publish your creative 

work, let her or Ms Smith know.   
Stay safe everyone, Merry Christmas and 

happy holidays! 

Editor Cassie Smith
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Roundabout is a student produced publication which is 10 
years old this year. It is made for students by students 

and represents contributor’s interests. If you want your voice 
heard, or your work published, you must contribute! We love 
to showcase original artwork, cartoons, photos, reviews, inter-
views and creative writing. Send your interest or contributions 
to Ms Smith csmith1@cns.catholic.edu.au.

Thanks to Kat Alder and Nav Batth for 
art contributions,Teresa Turner for poet-
ry, Trevor Milevskiy for technical sup-
port, Julie Nicolau for proof-reading and 
Harper Wiles for endless enthusiasm.
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Do it in a 
dress
As students of Good Counsel, 
we know that knowledge is 
power and education is in-
valuable. 

Unfortunately, not everyone has 
the opportunity to receive an 
education. The Do It In A Dress 
Campaign is a fun and unique 
campaign that calls on everyone 
to put on a school dress to raise 
funds and awareness for girls edu-
cation! 

The Year 12 girls felt passionate 
about this cause, showcasing our 
One Girl School Dress to the school 
community in Term 4. Our mission 
was to share the importance of 
education for girls in Sierra Leone 
and Uganda. 

We are so grateful for the support 
given in order for this fundrais-
er to be a success. Overall, our 
school team ‘Dressed for Success’ 
raised $1,973 for this incredible 
cause. We cannot wait to see the 
tradition continue for years to 
come. Hopefully we can see some 
boys in the dress too! Do It In A 
Dress, for those who can’t! 

Former editor, Georgia Ryan, 
tells us why GCC students 
have been doing it in a 
dress.

L-R top - Shadae Hunt, Molly Stager, Tamara Jeffery, 
Mashayla Landouw, Bethany Maguire, Carly Venables
Front - Sharol Antony, Laura Van Haaren, Georgia 
Ryan



The grass green and luscious 

The sun golden with a glistening glow 

You hear the swords clash 

And the tightening of the bows 

You hear the clock tick down “DING!” 

You see everyone run 

MachineLove 

You run off into a nearby house 

As everyone else guns 

The smell of sweat 

The taste of salt 

They clench their shields 

As they bolt 

Potions in hand 

It all comes to a halt 

When you hear treading on the 
sand 

And remember your one fault 
 

The fact that you suck at PVP 

 
You see your hearts drop to zero 

You scream out nonsense like 
“What the hell dude!” 

An ode to Minecraft

by Leo lor
Seeking an adventure 

An escape from reality 

To get rid of the boring days 

The days of regularity 

He turned to a game 



As you see that in chat 

They had typed “get rekt noob” 

You sigh and switch to single player 

A calmer environment  

With endless possibilities 

The place you go for enlightenment 

You want it you got it

A castle or a kingdom 

No bounds, no worries 

Just you and your freedom  

To do whatever you want 

To create or destroy 

It doesn’t matter who you are 

Whether girl or boy 

It’s your sand box 

You are the god of that world 

Whether it is turned into a waste-
land or not 

Only you can tell 

You could build a simple house 

Or terraform a mountain 

You could build a mutant mouse 

Or an old enchanted fountain 

Anyone killed the ender dragon? 
Or redesign a tree 

You could go kill a dragon 

It’s you who decides, not me 

Tame a dog 

Invite a friend 

You could set off on an adventure 

And travel to the end 

Mine for jewels 

Raid a fortress 

Make a pool 

Always try your best 

Satisfied and rested 

Cool calm and collected 

You feel all stress lift out of your 
body 

 

You log off for the day 

You go to bed 

You tuck yourself in your sheets 

You lay down your head 

You’ve found your own adventure 

Your escape from reality 

Gone are the boring days 

The days of regularity 



Fridge by 

Caleb mcewan
 

I was born in Harvey Norman, 

And I provide food and drinks for people, 

People normally dress me up in paper and magnets, 

And am a miracle sent from GOD, 

I keep life thriving and growing, 

I am always Freezing cold like Antarctica, 

Sometimes I taste amazing other times Horrid, 

Especially when Zain cooks, 

I am 7 Years old on the 14th of September, 

I always need energy and sometimes I leak,  

I cost a lot of money but am worth it, 

I love my family they take care of me, 

And clean me yearly, 

And I never go through puberty. 

 

By Caleb McEwan

Machine 

Love 

poetry

From dannygregory wordpress https://www.pinterest.
com.au/pin/177118197819249487/



My watch  by noah 

redding

The Watch of God as comfy as can be  

Made for a good soul but got me. 

I wear it every day from dawn to dusk  

My watch is part of me it sits on my arm  

It is immobile and as still as can be  

I do not know how old it could be 

3? 4?5? Beats me! 

I often wonder what is behind the watch 

Is it a land? or a city? or is an old man?  

If it were a city the people would work  

Changing the time every second 

If it is a land, well that is neat  

Hopefully, it has lot of flowers and bees  

Or if it is an old man in his tower 

Changing the time every hour 

If this watch broke 

I would be enraged  

Flames coming out of me Like the fire from beneath  

I would be angry to the end of my days  

Crashing, smashing, tearing, wearing, 

That is why I keep my watch safe  

Because if I do not the world will not be safe  

From me.

"Watch movement macro (Ex-
tension tube test)" by GuySie is 
licensed under CC BY-SA 2.0

Cars

Cars go Vroom, Vroom
Like a Rocket going to Mars like Zoom, 
Zoom
If you see me on the highway get out of 
my way

The speed I go is faster than a lightning 
bolt.
The amount of volts travelling through the 
car 
is like me tasting caviar
Cars go vroom, vroom

My glasses
They rest on the bridge of my nose

coming along with me wherever I go

My glasses protect my eyes like a mother 
protects her child

The rims are black like the vast night sky

The lenses are round matching the pupil of 
my eye

Anonymous



I slowly stride outside while above a million fairy lights 
twinkle down at me. 

I carefully place the lens against my eye and ask the 
telescope,  

‘Where are we going tonight?’ 

But the telescope doesn’t need to talk, 

It just grabs my hand and whisks me to unknown 
places. 

Together we gaze upon the colours and lights that are 
smeared across the sky. 

Scorching, scattered suns. 

Frozen, forgotten dwarves. 

Spinning, solar systems. 

Silent stars slowly drifting, drifting, drifting. 

The telescope shows me the quasars and nebulae, com-
ets and meteors. 

We admire the empty parts that come with the over-
whelming parts. 

It’s a rocket, taking you to the edges of the galaxies. 

The inside is a projector, 

Machine love

 presenting a show of lights and colours for the onlook-
ing eye. 

Then, with a single movement,  

it’s over.  

AA BATTERY: POCKET OF 

POWER 

Its life is short, yet useful you see.
It is full of electricity.
It fits inside a perfect slot
It makes our lights turn on and off.
Its power is strong, but it’s life is 
brief.
And when its gone there is no grief.

By Matilda Jensen and Cassie Smith

Telescope by jorja mansfield

"Star Trails" by gfhdickinson is licensed with CC BY-SA 2.0. To view a copy of this license, visit https://
creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/2.0/



By Xander Sutton

One Day at the 
Zoo



ping

Table tennis bat with mark five rubber yet to 

breathe to play to fight to win to see  

Table tennis bat, that will breathe when I 

hold you, you have a purpose a life set  

I wonder if your accent will be posh or 

rough or bit of both or a new one  

I will guide you to victory and vice versa 

both of us will work together 

You are yin and yang you have control, 

defense and offence  

You are balanced and I will make you over-

powered 

Soon you will breath and see the light 

You will have a case to protect  

I can't wait for you to arrive  

For you to sing 

Ponk. 

By Joshua Johnson

You have breath on the day of 27 of 8 2020 

and open your eyes of the day of 28 8 of 

2020 

I have yet to get to know you, but I know 

you're excited to play again but soon you 

will play again 

So now you know your purpose I will make 

it a reality and win with you as my team-

mate 

You have great control and power  

I will test you next time we play so you 

can unleash your power and vice versa via 

practice and musle memory till we are linked  

Can't wait till we guide each other to the 

win each hit, return, drive, lob, slam chop, 

push, snake, serve and flick each breath and 

step 

My new table tennis bat with skin of mark v 

rubber and bones 5-ply, with outer veneers 

of Koto, inner veneers of Birch and core 

veneer of you. 

By Joshua Johnson

pong



Anime love By austin senn

Unbeatable Ping Pong
My concentration is unbeatable

My moves and skill invincible.

it's like the bat is a winning machine.

It's like it's inevitable.

I'm a super-weapon to anyone who 

stands in my path.

i hit the ball like it vibrates like an 

erupting earthquake.

when my opponents lose it hits them 

like a lightning bolt. 

It hits the corner edge and they miss 

nearly every swerve

causing them to rage

by Zavier edmondson

At the flick of a wrist

at the flick of a wrist it could all end 

in seconds

With twists and turns you go around 

the table,

you never know if it will hit the other 

side,

as you go in for a clean swipe, you 

try but miss the surface,

it was because there was a little spin,

and the opponent celebrates his win,

then you wait at the back of the line,

waiting for your turn so then you can 

try,

a few minutes pass by then it's your 

turn again.

lets hope that you win again,

with the fast-clean serve the opponent 

does,

you swing and hit like a bullet going 

past,the person is so confused,

he got out quicker than a cheetah is 

fast.

leo kenderick

pong

ping



Meg Myers is an alternative rock singer/songwriter. 
She has written two major albums (‘Sorry’ and 

‘Take Me to the Disco’), as well as two lesser-known 
albums. (‘Daughter in the Choir’, and ‘Make a Shad-
ow’) Her first song was ‘Heart Heart Head’, which was 
produced in 2013. At 33, she is blowing up the alt-rock 
world with her passionate voice and meaningful lyrics. 
I first heard of Meg Myers when she came up in my 
recommended in Amazon Music. My first thought 
was, “who the heck even is this?”, but when I heard one 
of her first songs ‘Lemon Eyes’, I was convinced. I abso-
lutely love Meg Myers’ music. See the interview below.  

Thank you to Meg’s agent, Kevin Morris, for his help in 
organising this interview. 
 
What/who are your musical influences? 

Snatam Kaur, TOOL, Bobby McFerrin, Enya, Brittany 
Howard, Sting, Bob Marley, Nessi Gomes, Mei-lan 
Maurits, East Forest, Tracy Chapman, Asgier, Nirvana, 
Alice In Chains, NIN, Tori Amos, Childish Gambino 

How are you coping with isolation/quarantine? 

I’m a pretty private person anyway so not much has 
changed for me in terms of socializing. I’ve been doing 
a lot of inner healing work, meditating and praying a 
lot for the collective and creating my 3rd album, and 
spending time in nature.  

How has the COVID-19 crisis impacted on your mu-
sic? 

It’s created a pause from all live performances and 
writing sessions, however the positive side is I’ve had 
more time and space to experiment at home and I find 
that I channel lyrics better when I write solo anyway.  

How did you feel about postponing your 2020 concert? 

I felt sad for my fans, but I trust it was meant to be 
and I know that when I get back out there it will be 
even more powerful for all of us to connect after going 
through so much.  

What is your favourite song that you wrote?  

My favourite song that I wrote is a new song called “A 
New Society” that will be on my third album. It’s about 
evolution and how it’s time for the world to heal, unite 
and shift.  

Why is music so important to you? 

It gives me a way to speak my truth which inspires 
others to do the same.  It’s a way to activate awareness, 
healing and uplift people. Music is how I am able to 
be of service in order to remind people there’s more to 
this world than meets the eye.  

When did you decide that music was what you wanted 
to do with your life? 

Since I was a little kid, I loved music. I felt so inspired 
listening to music.  It made me feel alive. It made me 
feel better than anything. It was like God was speaking 
to me through songs. It brought me into the present 
moment, and so I don’t think there ever was a specific 
time when I decided to do this. It was just somethingT
that happened because I followed what made me feel 
good.  

Are there any regrets you have with your music?   

I don’t have any regrets because I know that all the 
mistakes I made led me to where I’m at now and so 
I am forever grateful for the path that led me to this 

 saffron Ripps tears it up with an interview 
with Meg Myers

A moment in isolation with MEG MYERS



moment. But if I were going to give anyone advice, it 
would be to listen to what resonates with your soul and 
follow that gut instinct.  Don’t do what other peo-
ple expect you to do, do what you yearn to do, what 
brings you the most fulfillment, what lifts your spirits 
and makes you feel the most free. That is where the 
universe will support you and you will have the most 
success.  
 

A moment in isolation with MEG MYERS



I must’ve been transparent to her. Just a glass 
pane standing in the middle of the dirt road. 
Walking right pass me to Jacob simpering as 
though he has just won the world cup. Sami-
ra is adding onto his growing noggin. Meeting 
up every Wednesday after school was getting 
irritatingly worse by the week, it just gives 
Samira the excuse to see Jacob and Kyler to 
get out of the house. Kyler at least notices 
me, a mere glass pane to Samira, and says hi. 
He’s usually the first to notice me as Jacob 
and Samira are in their own universe. I’d been 
avoiding coming out for a while but the blue 
crane ties us together. Healing a damaged wing 
does that, I guess. 

“Does it normally take this long for the blue 
crane to come out?”

“Well if you wouldn’t talk so loud Kyler, maybe 
it would come out,”

“Guys shush, patience is key.” Jacob always 
ends up smothering like squabbles between the 
two.

“Surely it would be here by now,” the impa-
tience is seeping through Kyler’s lips and his 
eyes are scramming for an answer. 

“Can we just go to the place we had gone last 
time?”

Missing out on the last two weeks doesn’t help 
close the growing gap between Samira and I 
nor does it help when I have no idea what’s 
going on. Jacob gets up with no command and 
starts shuffling towards a large patch of grass. 
Kyler’s face is signaling that I’m not the only 
one who has no knowledge of what is going 
on. Jacob raises his arm up into the air and 
beckons us towards him. The grass comes all 
the way up to my knees and last night’s rain-
storm is slowly soaking my canvas shoes and 
makes its way to my socks. The clouds look 
like it’s going to rain at any given moment 

and the trees are still spitting droplets onto us. 
I saw it. Blue had been stained red. A bullet 
wound straight through the wing we had fixed 
up. The blue crane was laying there almost 
like a white blanket had been bunched on the 
grass. Filled with purity despite having wine 
spills. Everyone is quiet for what seems like 
an eternity but then there’s a sudden break in 
the clouds. Letting sunlight gather in one spot 
on the grass field, coming to clean up stains 
and spills. 

“Well that explains why it took so long.”

Kyler breaks the silence mourning by a self-in-
duced vomit of sarcasm into his own hands 
and offering it in exchange for our smiles. 

“This is why no one likes you. Always pulling 
jokes at the worst times.”

Samira was always the best at turning a blind 
eye towards her own harmful daggers. 

“Things come to an end eventually,”

All of a sudden, I wasn’t a glass pane any-
more. Samira looked at me dead in the eye 
and blurted out something I had realized a 
long time ago.

“I’ve always hated that about you. So priv-
ileged, and ungrateful. You think this is as 
simple as that? This is our culture. The stories 
told of this protector have been lost thanks to 
you grandparent’s parents. I have to go and 
learn about your history instead of my own 
and you think this is just another thing that 
comes to an end?” 

“Calm down it’s okay, there’s nothing we could 
have done about this,”

“Why are you defending her?”

“She helped us take of this bird as much as 
you did. You can’t just scream at her for 

Short Story
Blue stained red
by Yayua Yang



something she couldn’t help.”

I feel a bubble in my throat and my stomach 
is tying as many knots as possible. A suffocat-
ing grasp takes a hold of my neck and doesn’t 
let me say a word so the silence stretches for 
miles. This time I wasn’t the glass pane but 
instead they were in a glass box. I was on the 
outside and there was no door handle I could 
just use to get through. I felt like I deserved 
the blame she had handed to me. The fault 
that was printed onto my shirt and the guilt 
that I tried to bury each and every time I 
met up with them. I wore my older clothes on 
purpose whereas they wore their old clothes 
because they didn’t have a choice, because 
years ago, my ancestors came and decided this 
land was theirs through blood spills covered up 
with mellow

“Sorry.” 
I didn’t even realize what had just left my 
mouth until I looked up from my shoes 
and made eye contact with the person, I 
had hurt the most. I didn’t see a glass box. 
I saw a whole generation painted white 
covered up with piles of useless apologies 
and gifts what had been wrapped up made 
to look pretty. I saw years of ache just to 
be forgotten when a word in the manual is 
fixed up. But I felt a warm embrace. Three 
pairs of arms came together to accept a 
mere word,

“Sorry.” 

https://www.rawpixel.com/image/428476/
free-illustration-image-crane-japanese-pat-
tern-animal



The tree looks down with a frown 

Looking at his long, scarred arms 

Watching the red sap drip down 

Even though the world calms 

In out, in out 

Stay here, stay here 

Stay put, stay put 

Make sure to lend an ear 

The untouched silk of his hair 

The Tree

Contrast against his calloused hands and jagged 
scars 

He tries to breathe out air 

But he knows he should lower his bars 

 The sharp blade of worthlessness digging into 
his soul 

Making him feel hopeless deep in his chest 

He lays still now just a coal 

Even though he tried his best 

 

His ash flies in the wind listening as people 
whined 

Left forgotten by everyone 

Nobody pined 

Not even one  Year 9 art

by Tiarne 

Eilers



by bennet benoy

Copyright: (c) Iryna Zaichenko | Dreamstime.
com



Poet’ry

The bird’s feathers are emeralds
Jagged and rough, yet he is soft to touch
HIs wings are rubies, red as blood
His songs are drops of heaven on earth
O how I love my baby bird

By Matilda Jensen

Bird of Gems

Scaly-breasted Lorikeet (Trichoglossus chlorolepidotus) 
illustrated by Elizabeth Gould (1804–1841) for John 
Gould’s (1804-1881) Birds of Australia (1972 Edition, 
8 volumes). https://www.rawpixel.com/image/321627/
free-illustration-image-elizabeth-gould-john-gould-
gould



The sea loses teeth as shells wash on the 
sand,
It brings a memory from the ocean,
it comes with great courage as it greets 
the land,
As it is overpowered, scared by the trees,

Its touch reminds us of ups and downs its 
overcome,
Opening minds to endless possibilities,
Its old age shows its life is about done,
It is older, restricting its capabilities’

It’s sheer nature shows that life is delicate,
AS this was once responsible for life of its 
own,
It moves between places like an immi-
grant,
All by itself, all on its own, forever alone,

This is the subtle summary of a seashell,
Now tell me, is it heaven or is it hell?

By Lachlan Maccarone

Sacred Seashells

Art by Broghan Fish-
er-Leach

Ocean Treasure 

A seashell is the ocean stopped in time, 

A treasure found along the sand, 

Just one seashell is worth all of my dimes,  

An ocean’s treasure in my hands. 

A shell smells sweet like the salty seas, 

It takes me to a special place, 

It sounds like the ocean’s warm summer 
sneeze, 

It shows me a place with the sun on my face. 

 A shell has had many ocean kisses, 

It is the ocean’s deep sea treasure, 

As it tells its stories I will listen, 

Its stories fill me with great pleasure.  

 Along the sand I see a shell, 

I wonder what stories it must tell.  

By Tara Borg



I start to imagine as I start to daydream. 

As the nostalgia goes running right 
through me. 

An invisible yet silent SNAP! I can hear. 

Stopped the atmosphere, leaving it clear. 

Where was I? I must say in my head. 

Confused I was, I’m clearly quite fed. 

 ଙ-(·.·)-ଙ 

Poet’ry 
Poetry 
Poetry 

T H E  C A G E D  
S P I R I T – gnoiX ynoT 
What is that screaming for attention? 

Looking down without any tension. 

Something shining and swinging in my 
eyes. 

Which hit me up with a surprise. 

Is it the future that I can see? 

Who am I to really believe? 

I focus on the cage for way too long. 

A whisper I hear, it’s never gone. 

A treasured guardian, hiding a secret. 

As quiet as a mouse, what even is it? 

It felt familiar, I continue to stare. 

It glared back, with more voices to spare. 

I look away from it for just one second. 

The atmosphere around me felt like heav-
en. 

The smell of a farm filled with chickens. 

Really wants to make me sicken. 

However, the feeling of being in a humble 
street. 

Felt way much better since there’s tons of 
treats! 

The sweet yet sour taste of a flavoured 
smoothie. 

A gallery of photos ran just like a movie. 



What is freedom?

What is freedom?
Who are we?
Why are we here?
Why were we all made differently?
 
Who we are, is none of your opinion.
What the definition of life if we cant be 
who we are!
We all have our own preferences but then 
what if i wanted to play the guitar!
Gay, Straight!
Bi, Trans!
Black, white! 
Culture!
Black lives matter!
LGBTQ+ community!
Disabilities!
Hair color!

Looks!
Personality!
Size!
Wieght!
Hieght!
Curveyness!
PERFECT, PERFECT, PERFECT!
Why are we all trying to be that one per-
son we all know 
we cant all be because,
we are perfect,
if someone tells you to change, Just say 
No!
2020 is what we want it to be..
Its what you make it that makes it good...

Bella Poljak



Coronapocalypse
By Daniel Slater

Day 980

It’s been years since I’ve made contact 
with the outside world. I’ve been stuck in 
this shelter for as long as I can imagine. 
Living off baked beans and disinfected 
water hasn’t been easy, but it’s gradually 
becoming the norm for how I will survive. 
However, the most important tool is my 
laptop. When people attempt to raid my 
shelter, I click on the button “Zoom bomb-
ing”; activating a miniature missile that 
is always fixated on my targets. However, 
something strange happened. My battery 
died and I heard hundreds of footsteps get-
ting louder and louder.

Loud noises coming from every direction. They cover 
you from head-to-toe in camouflage uni-
form. Telling you, ‘Do it for your wife and 
kids’ or ‘Its selfish to stay home and not 
fight’ . But was it? Killing other men and 
taking away their freedom. Blood, sweat, 
and hard work only seen around the oth-
er men, but by yourself there was only 
tears. The tears of troops weeping for the 
lives they once had. The weeps sounding 
like dogs howling together at night and the 
tears glooming in the moonlight. Even in 
your dreams you see yourself fighting for 
Australia, taking the lives of young Kore-
an men.

Ella Rinaudo

I can’t do it any-
more
The sudden screams of little girls just 
wouldn’t leave my head. The screeches 
coming from every corner of the build-
ing. The heavy breathing that I can hear 
through everything. The anxiety building 
up inside of me. The footsteps behind, fol-
lowing me. The yelling I constantly hear. 
The whispering I can hear over anything. 
My brother, the only thing on my mind. 
Crying kids all around me. Walls building 
up, leaving me on the side of nothing. The 
dark circles under my eyes. The no sleep 
every night. What is it? I don’t know. The 
voices, killing me on the inside, telling me 
to do it, telling me not to. I’m shaking, 
heavy breathing, talking to myself, I’m 
screaming in pain, I’m making the kids 
cry. It’s me…

Bella Poljak

Call of duty 100 word 
short 
stories

"Prepper pantry" by Backdoor 
Survival is licensed under CC 
BY-NC 2.0



short stories

It was like any other day at work. I drove 
to Lawyers Co. and took the elevator up to 
floor 14. I got my coffee from the snack 
table. But as I was walking to my office, 
I heard one of my co-workers calling me 
over. It was Sarah. I hated her.
“OMG, Helen! Have you heard the news? 
Orlando Bloom and Miranda Kerr are com-
ing here to get divorced, and they are 
choosing a lawyer to do it for them.”
This was one of the greatest things I had 
ever heard.

I immediately decide the best way to get 
them to choose me was to not fangirl all 
over them, to try and act professional, and 
maybe at the end get a selfie or two.
“When is this happening?” I said with the 
fakest smile ever. I really had to dig deep 
and conjure up a good enough smile. It 
takes up so much energy to even talk to 
Sarah.
“Today.” She squealed so loudly I thought 
my ears were going to explode.

Fast forward to right now. Every Divorce 
Lawyer is standing in a group in the en-
trance to Lawyers Co. ready to meet the 
celebrities. I was the most professional 
looking person out of everyone. The crowd 
had signs and all sorts of presents and 
letters. Then Orlando and Miranda came 
through the door. The crowd went crazy 

asking for photos, and autographs. It was 
like watching a bunch of Seagulls stealing 
chips.
After five whole minutes of this, the crowd 
settled down. It was time for them to 
choose the lawyer. I was bracing myself, 
getting ready to take them to my office to 
start the paperwork. I was so nervous yet 
so confident in myself. Then I heard Miran-
da saying a few words.
“Thank you all for your hospitality and 
warm welcome. I am so sorry we can’t 
choose each and every one of you. But 
the lawyer we have decided on is… Sarah. 
Sarah you made us feel so welcome and we 
love the sign you made”

There were cheers, clapping and screaming. 
But not me. I felt so angry and confused. 
Why didn’t they choose me? I mean after 
all, I was the most professional. But no, 
they just had to go and choose Sarah. I had 
missed out on the opportunity of a lifetime 
and I didn’t even get my selfie.

The Office Worker

By Erin Darveniza



short stories

Not ready 
The glowing orange light, in between us. She looks 
up, and gives me a deep stare into my dark brown and 
deep green eyes. She smiles. That’s what I liked. The 
bright white snow falling slowly through the navy-blue 
sky, made me feel as if I was in a love story. Her long 
flowy, dirty blonde hair flowing around in the air 
mesmerized me. Her hand slowly reaches over to grab 
my cheek, and fall in and try to kiss me. I was there. I 
felt every moment. I just wasn’t ready. I pulled away in 
an instant, raised my head. As she looked at me with 
shock. Her smile instantly went away. A tear starts to 
form as she lets go of me, takes a step back, and started 
sprinting home. I crash to the floor, realising what I 
just did. My tear falling and hitting the soft white snow 
under me. The world slowly started to go dark.

By Bella Poljak

By Mashayla Landouw

Life was so black and white. Old, plain and boring. Re-
petitive days, repetitive doings. When freedom came, 
so did my curiosity. Exploring the unknow thrills me. 
The buildup of excitement is killing me. 
“Let me go, set me free”. Finally, the day has come. 
Where shall I go? what am I going to find? 
“You won’t know, until you seek”. 
Inhale the independence of adventure and feel the rap-
id flow of blood through your veins. Take in the beauty 
of the landscape as it’s new to the eye. Fall back onto 
the grass and let your hands glide through the soft fine 
leaves. 
My hand grasps a thick curtain-like material and pulls 
at it. My eyes are struck by a blinding light. From 
squinting to a full opening. Absolutely amazed. 
When you thought things would never change, sud-
denly the life you knew before was a lie. Scream at 
those who thought you could never. Oh, how they’d 
react now, but no. This is for no one’s seeing but yours. 
You’ve expanded to new bounds. Bounds that only 
you could reach. You’re here now. This is what you 
have been waiting for. This is the freedom and lust you 
have strived to find. The unknown you knew was your 
future. The chapter that will last forever.

Black and White
by Jess Magnanini



odES

An ode to dog fur
O dog fur
getting everywhere
spreading round the house like ‘rona 
in Victoria
getting stuck on my clothes
dirtying up my sheets
flaring up my hayfever
thank you dog for reminding me
I’m loved, you legend

Megan Calleja and Matilda Jensen

From the morning screech a
shocking groan
from this girl an unsightly tone
throughout class perched on her seat
her sound rumbles the ground be-
neath my feet

Chelsea Rogers

An ode ‘bout my attitude
I hate my attitude
I hate it X 3!
okay now i see it
I see why people hate it
Well I have a gift for you
ANGER MANAGEMENT

By Chelsea Rogers
The English Teacher’s Lament

I’m a word wrangler
a text detangler and unmangler
a verbiage volumiser
conjugation conjurer.

I teach kids how to 
get a handle on humour,
not to err in an essay,
the sexiness of correct syntax,
the power of punctuation, and
the silliness of nonsense poetry.

To know the difference between
affluence and effluence;
the importance, not impotence of correct 
spelling.
the exhuberance of exclamation!
The thrill of a solid thesis and
the closure created by the construction of 
a killer conclusion.

Cassie Smith



Molly Stager Sleep-
ing Wide Awake


