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TICKET SALES exclusively at the door, on the night : DRINKS & SUPPER incl.

Enquiries to: Annette (9810 2226) or Gillian (9818 5951)

Boost for balmain library
FOBL’s Book Boost
Friends of Balmain Library (FOBL) held its
third Book Boost on the weekend from 18-20
October. This involved FOBL buying $10,000
of books for the Library, with the books being
chosen by actual library users from categories
suggested by Library staff.
bookshop supplied 30 cases of
books for the Friends to display in the front
room of the Library, set out so that visitors
could browse over them and make a choice.
For those Friends on duty it was great fun and
quite instructive and a pleasant social occasion – very ‘community’. And the Library put
on a sausage sizzle for us in the Courtyard –
this coincided with the Council policy meeting
upstairs – so Saturday was very busy.
As people came through the Library doors we
tried to have a quick word with them to
explain what we were doing and invite them
in to choose a book. The main problem was
to convince people that they did
have to
anything. The liberal use of the word 'free'
helped. Our best customers were women,
especially those with kids. It was hard to get
teenagers involved – they were bent on using
wi-fi and simply dashed past to do their
assignments. Many other users were just
there to use the internet, or read the papers,
so books were something of an irrelevance!
Some of our best customers were very happy
to come and have a chat. The place of the
Library as a community meeting centre became
very clear. And it was delightful to see so
many families.

NEW COMMITTEE MEMBER
This year we welcomed Sandra
Funnell to our committee. Sandra
is a journalist and although retired from a full-time career in
magazine publishing, still keeps
her hand in with promotions for a
local art gallery.
A resident of Rozelle for the past
14 years, Sandra has been a volunteer with the
Rozelle Neighbourhood Centre and takes an active
interest in local issues through the Rozelle Iron
Cove Precinct meetings.

One problem was to explain that the books,
once selected, were to be put on a trolley and
taken off by staff to be checked – to make sure
there were no duplicates – and then put aside
to be processed and accessioned. This delay in
the availability of a chosen book could easily be
explained to adults, but not so to little kids.
“Delayed gratification” is not a concept your
average 3-year-old is that happy with! Much
wailing! We were most impressed by one small
lad who came in, found a tome on football, sat
on the floor, checked out the index, found the
reference and then put the book on the trolley.
The other delight for workers was handling
such a pile of really beautiful books. The cook
books, of which there were many, had superb
illustrations.
So, Library users, coming to a shelf near you
are some wonderful new books.

She joined FOBL’s Open Book Group in 2008 and
has attended its monthly sessions as often as her
other activities – sailing, travel and part-time
work – have allowed.
We look forward to working with Sandra in the
coming years. It's always a pleasure to gain a new
person – particularly when their life experience
and range of interests adds to
the diversity already present
within our executive.

WELCOME SANDRA !
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FOBL’s ANNUAL SCHOOLS
WRITING COMPETITION
Sponsored by Balmain / Rozelle Edition
Community
Bank 2010
1 : March

It was standing room only in the Balmain
Town Hall meeting room when the award
ceremony began on Friday September 13.
Cameras flashed and hands clapped amidst
gasps and excited whispers as the names
of the winners were read out and the
students collected their prizes from Bendigo
Balmain / Rozelle Community Bank representative, Ian Ferguson. So many happy
and excited faces appeared on both students
and parents.
The FOBL committee was interested to see
the response to the poetry category, a new
addition to our regular short story category
for 2013. And we were not disappointed!
Although the number of entries was not as
numerous as for the short story competition,
the winning poems were very good indeed.
The students were asked to write a poem
about an object that was special to them or
to their family.

Content was more varied this year – with
far fewer entries featuring zombies, or shooting up goodies versus baddies. Vivienne
commented on how pleased the judges
had been that there was also less darkness
this time, and that the quality of writing
was high.
Below are the names of the winners, and
those highly commended, in both categories for grades 5 and 6.
Over refreshments, many parents expressed their delight in the night and also
in the competition. They were particularly
pleased to find out more about how narrative writing is taught in primary schools.
Comments from the parents of Julie
Cantwell – who has entered the competition
two years in a row, and whose brother Liam
was also a previous year's winner – are
included below:

Once again, the number of entries has increased this year. Altogether 152 students
submitted entries: comprising 37 poems
and 115 short stories
As she has done each year since the competition’s inception, Vivienne Nicoll-Hatton
gave a full account of the judging process.
She spoke about story structure, and the
common themes appearing in the stories,
and read sections of each of the winning
and highly commended entries. A mixture
of delight, excitement and pride could be
seen on the face of each student as their
story was read!

BPS
Commended

Brielle Walsh
Ellen Currie
Stephen Chen
Sarah Boge

FJT

FJT
Commended

RPS
BPS
BPS

Maddie Boyd
Clancy Barrett
Madeleine Dunne
Nathaniel Griffiths

RPS
Commended

Raymond Lee
Lalleh Memar
Rohan Nyult

BPS

BPS
RPS
FJT
OGPS
BPS

Commended

BPS
FJT
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Sam Coffey-Thorpe
Hazel Duwenbeck
Isabella Burdick

RPS
RPS
BPS

FOBL’s ANNUAL SCHOOLS
WRITING COMPETITION
Sponsored by Balmain / Rozelle Edition
Community
Bank 2010
1 : March

DIVERSITY was the topic selected for the
creative writing competition at Balmain
Secondary College, with students undertaking
the task within their pastoral groups. Asked
to submit an imaginative piece, based on
stimulus material provided – namely the two
images of diversity shown below, their
stories, of up to 800 words, could address
any aspect of their chosen theme.

The resultant awards night was Friday July
29, and there was a good crowd of parents
and short-listed students waiting excitedly
for the programme to begin. The Chair of
the FOBL Committee, Dr Mariella TotaroGenevois welcomed the audience which
included: short-listed students, their parents,
siblings and friends; teachers and Mr Lee
Wright Principal of Balmain Secondary College;
three of the competition judges – Maryellen
Galbally, Vivienne Nicoll-Hatton and Bronwyn
Monro; representatives from the Bendigo
Balmain/Rozelle Community Bank; and FOBL
committee members.
Vivienne Nicoll-Hatton gave the audience
an overview of the competition, and judging
process. She then spoke of the many different
aspects of diversity the students had chosen
to write about. These included: race – in
particular colour; physical differences; physical and intellectual disability; psychological
disorders; ethnic or religious cultural differences; and a post-apocalyptic world fighting
bland sameness.

Extracts of the students’ stories were read
out to illustrate the different aspects of
diversity that had been explored in their
writing. A note of pleasure appeared on the
faces of the students as their stories were
read.
Prizes were awarded by John Civitarese
from Balmain/Rozelle Community Bank.
Finlay Mackenzie – a winner also in previous
years – was unable to attend the award
night, but sent us her response to the
competition:

In thanking the Friends of Balmain Library
for initiating, supporting and judging this
event, College Principal Mr Lee Wright
mentioned that this competition, and the
awards, had a positive effect and provided
a significant stimulus for writing on campus
– to the point where a new elective for Years
9/10, focusing on writing, had attracted 38
students for next year!
Students and parents remained after the
ceremony was over, chatting and taking
photos and enjoying the refreshments, their
excitement undiminished.

Commended

Reece Gunardi
Onur Tanglay
Isaac Wright

Commended

Genevieve Geehan
Jemma Hamilton
Bethany Moar
Feng Yuan
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FOBL’s ANNUAL SCHOOLS
WRITING COMPETITION
Sponsored by Balmain / Rozelle Edition
Community
Bank 2010
1 : March
FOBL is very fortunate to have the continuing
support and commitment of the Balmain /
Rozelle Community Bank in the form of a
community grant – that covers the cost of
prizes for both winning and highly commended entries. Winners receive a $100
book voucher plus a $100 Bank Account from
the bank, whilst those ‘highly commended’
receive a $50 book voucher.
Director of the Balmain / Rozelle Community
Bank, Mr Ian Ferguson, who presented the
awards for primary students, wrote to
FOBL sending his congratulations and best
wishes:

FOBL extends its warmest congratulations
to Vivienne for winning
for 2013. This annual award is
presented for Distinguished Service to Children’s Literature. We are very proud to
have Vivienne on our Writing Competition
judging panel, and appreciate the high level
of expertise she brings to her overview of
this competition each year, and during our
awards night.

– Maryellen Galbally

The FOBL committee heartily congratulates
all winners and contributors in this year's
Friends of Balmain Library Writing Competition, and is delighted to announce that the
competition, with continuing sponsorship
from the Balmain / Rozelle Community Bank,
will be back again in 2014.
A selection of prize-winning stories, and
poems, are reproduced herein, and are also
available on our website www.fobl.org.au
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SECONDARY SCHOOLS WRITING COMPETITION
Year 7-8 Co-Winner : Drew Ireland-Shead

The Song Over the Hill
The sunset over the hills was breath-taking Amber thought, as she sat at the base of a huge tree staring out at the
hills bathed in the warm glow of the evening autumn sky. This was her home now. These hills were her playground;
the fluttering orange leaves were her friends dancing around her. The tree, she thought, as she looked up, was
probably thousands of years old. This had been its home for a long time, it probably knew all the secrets of these
hills and seen many peaceful autumn evenings, but Amber had never seen one quite as beautiful as this. She was
glad that the tree was willing to share its beauty.
“Amber …Amber…Amber…” the word echoed around the hills as if they were trying to remember her name, repeating
it to each other again and again. Amber turned to look at her mother, the intruder into her peace, who was calling
her from the farm house. She stood up; brushing the leaves from her skirt, but some of the leaves clung on as if
begging her to stay in her sanctuary. Reluctantly she shook them off and ran towards her mother, but as she looked
back through the trees she saw something. A flicker of dark skin and deep brown eyes, the smell of wood smoke and
the sweet lyrics of song which hung in the air. But as she blinked, it was gone and her mother was calling her inside.
“Amber!” Amber stopped, one foot over the threshold, her whole body itching to explore the hills in the early
morning glow. “Amber, wait!” It was her mother, hovering above her like a hawk. “Before you go, I just wanted to
talk to you about …, well” nervously, her mother looked out the window, as if checking there was nobody there
listening. “There are certain people I do not want you to communicate with. So I think it’s best if you don’t talk to
anyone, don’t receive anything from anyone and follow or go to any place with anyone. Is that clear?”
Amber stood stunned at her mother’s piercing words. “Why?” she whispered. Her mother sighed. “Because …
because there are people around here who are different to us,” she finally managed, seeming to choose her words
very carefully. At once, Amber remembered the glimpse of the first other life that she had seen around here. The
dark eyes peering out at her and the echo of a song which was long since over. The ghost of a child. Swallowing
hard, Amber nodded and left out the door into the morning, which somehow seemed less safe and beautiful and
more complicated, and even slightly dangerous.
Her mother’s words still rang through her ears as Amber walked down the path towards her tree she had shared the
sunset with last night. “Different, different, different. What did it mean? Did it mean something frightening? Weird
and sinister? That’s what her mother had seemed to mean.” Amber couldn’t understand it. She had never thought
being different was a bad thing! The wind and the leaves were different but the wind still roared with laughter as the
leaves danced with it. The sun and the moon were different but they still took turns looking after Earth, working
together to ensure the world went round. The dog was supposed to be man’s best friend but dog and man were
completely different!!!
It didn’t make sense! As Amber came to this decision she turned a corner and saw something that made her gasp.
The ghost of the child she had seen last night was sitting at the base of her tree, giggling and playing with the leaves.
Of course the child was no longer a ghost. She was living, breathing and laughing with the wind. She was slightly
younger than Amber but her eyes echoed the scars of struggle and maturity. They were dark brown and so deep that
Amber felt, as she looked into them, that she could see the child’s inner soul. The child’s skin was very dark, thought
Amber. Much darker than hers. It echoed years of sun and fire. She was fire, the child. She smelled of wood and
smoke and her face was alive as she played with the orange leaves. Amber knew at once, that this child was what her
mother had referred to as “different”. She was about to back away when the child began to sing.
Her voice was so gentle, like a soft breeze that washed away anything her mother had ever said from Amber’s mind.
When she sang it didn’t matter that her skin was a different colour to Amber’s.

… concludes on Page 10
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SECONDARY SCHOOLS WRITING COMPETITION
Year 7-8 Co-Winner : Karina Bui

Rice Bowl
It was my first day of school. I was excited to go as it would be my first time to meet and make friends with
Australian people. My mother drove me to school and we walked to the office, where I met my principal, Ms Rago.
Ms Rago smiled at me. “Welcome to Guildford Ladies Public School, Mai Nguyen. I am sure you will have a good
time here. I hope you enjoy it here as much as you did in Vietnam.”
Shortly the bell rang, and Ms Rago took me to my first class. The class was full of yellow, brown and red-haired
Australians. My teacher, Miss Rachael, introduced me to the class and sat me next to a girl dressed in black from
head to toe, except for her face.
Class lessons went by quickly without me understanding much due to my limited English. When it was recess, I
moved outside and sat down on an empty bench. Kids who walked past me sniggered. I didn’t understand why.
Others seemed to look at me with a weird expression. I didn’t say anything to them.
I took out my lunch. A container of yummy fried rice. Then I heard someone shout, “smelly rice!” I looked up and
saw the girl in black with her group of friends gesturing in my direction and whispering to themselves. The girl in
black smiled. I could feel tears springing to my eyes. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to hold back the tears any
longer, and I didn’t want to give them the satisfaction of seeing me cry, so I quickly ran to the bathroom and locked
myself in a cubicle. I stayed there until the end of recess, sobbing silently. In class, the girl in black, whose name I
learnt was Menon, and her friends, continued to give me a hard time. At lunch, the same thing happened.
When the bell rang for the end of school, I was so relieved. My mother was waiting in the car for me. “How was
your first day at school in Australia?” I replied, “fine.” I couldn’t bear to tell my mum how horrifying it had been.
A few weeks passed by. At school, Menon and her friends kept up the bullying. I felt miserable and it affected my
learning. Ms Rago’s words rang in my ears: “I am sure you will have a good time here.”
One day during lunch break, I heard a commotion. I looked up and saw Menon spreadeagled in the playground.
Her eyes were shut and her body convulsed violently. I instinctively ran towards the nearest teacher. “Please help
Menon, over here, please!” I called out. Her friends looked frightened and some moved away from her. I brought
the teacher to Menon and we knelt down next to her. “She’s having a seizure,” the teacher said. “I’ll call triple 0,
you wait here 'till I get back.”
I waited there, watching her closely. I was terrified about what might happen to her. Gradually, she stopped shaking.
Menon opened her eyes slowly. “What happened?” she asked. “The teacher said you were having a seizure. Are
you alright?” “Yes, I think so. Thank you for being here … Mai.” She smiled.
Over the next few weeks, Menon saw her friends less and started to talk to me more. She also invited me to play
with her and her friends during class break times. She would tell me about her visits to the doctor and what she
was instructed to do to keep from having a further seizure. I began to find her a kind and smart person, rather than
the horrible monster I thought she was. Then one day, while we were playing during recess, Menon said, “You know
… that day, I didn’t mean it you know. I guess I was narrow-minded. I’m sorry.”
Menon is now my best friend. She helps me with my English and we socialise together. When my family first arrived
in Australia, my father said to me that Australia is a very diverse country, so we should be open and tolerant of
others. Like a bowl of fried rice, it tastes best when you include all the different ingredients. I did not know what
he meant by that back then, but now I think I do.
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SECONDARY SCHOOLS WRITING COMPETITION
Year 9-10 Winner : Finlay MacKenzie

Shadow
I pick up my book, feeling the smooth, worn leather beneath my fingers. Slowly, cautiously, I open it to a
fresh page. The empty space is tantalising, and I cast my mind into my imagination. It flows through my hand,
wanting to crash onto the page like waves onto a beach.
I pick up my pen and write...
A black pegasus stood proudly upon a rocky crag. His midnight coat shone like obsidian, and his raven feathers
rustled, constantly in motion. Far below, a herd of white pegasi grazed peacefully, their pelts flawlessly white, in
infinite juxtaposition against the black pegasus. The world opened out beneath him, a crater filled by a lake of grass
and trees, broken only by the ripples of a river. The wind barely stirred the grasses, and the scene was majestic,
resplendent, unchanging.
Gazing out over the sweeping landscape, Shadow listened for the sound of the river carried on the breeze, felt the
cool air on his face. Down below, the herd of pegasi looked tranquil, almost angelic with their white coats. Once,
he had wished that he could be like them, almost invisible amongst the herd, with a white coat blending in rather
than his black coat standing out. At one time, the rocky outcrop Shadow stood upon had been nothing more than
a place from which he could reflect upon his sadness and pretend that he was not different. Now, it was the window
to his world, the haven from which he could revel, not deny, his individuality.
Shadow had come to realise that without his differences from the herd, he was nothing. For a long time he had lost
sight of who he was, forgotten his very identity in his effort to fit in. But that only made his life worse – the herd still
did not accept him, and without his individuality, who was he? What was he worth to the world? So his black coat
had become his pride, his badge of courage and confidence in himself.
I pause – my pen hovering just above the paper. I wish I could have Shadow's bravery. My imagination, my writing
and my love of books makes me different. My classmates teased me, taunted me, hurt me, so in my loneliness, I
had turned to my books, inadvertently isolating myself further. Sometimes, I wish I had Shadow's confidence in
being different, to be proud of my individuality; it does not help that I am shy and lack the self-confidence of many
of my peers.
There was a solace in being different, Shadow discovered. A serenity that brought a new depth to the world,
watching over it and intrinsically linked to it at the same time. In rediscovering himself, Shadow had found that the
herd admired him for his differences. Where he perceived their white coats as idealistic, they envied his bold black
coat and the iridescent feathers of his wings. But despite finding friends amongst the herd, he still preferred to be
alone, overlooking the world from his imagined stronghold, enjoying his own company to that of his herd. It was
the perfection he had always looked for, to be accepted in his herd – but for his differences, not for the fact that he
was the same as everyone else. What did a black coat or a white coat matter? There was nothing special about
the colour of a pegasus' coat, or so Shadow believed. He had fought an inner battle against his desire to fit in, and
his individuality had prevailed.
I admire Shadow - he is comfortable being different. His confidence comes naturally to him, whereas I struggle to
find the courage to accept that I am different at all. He would never admit it, but he knows the herd look up to him
and admire him for being different. That is because of his pride in himself. I want to learn from Shadow, to find his
strength within myself. My pen returns to the page almost unbidden, and I delve back into my words.
Being different required a strength, Shadow thought, that very few were gifted with. But to accept one's differences
needed not just strength, but courage and confidence as well. He had found courage in himself to find who he was,
and a confidence in his own identity. Although the battle between fitting in and being different had been long and
hard, and several times he became lost in its clutches, barely aware of life going on around him, he was
immeasurably grateful for the outcome. Now, finding happiness in being different, he would not trade his difference,
his black coat, for anything in the world. Barely a month ago, he would have been happy to remove his differences.
Now, he had found a new bravery and inner strength arising from the black coat. To lose it would be to lose his
spirit, never to be found again.
My hand shakes as I write, and the letters trail away. I drop the pen. A new determination enters my mind.
I will be strong, courageous and confident, just like Shadow. I will refuse to conceal who I am. I will stop
hiding in the shadows and begin believing in my differences; in my imagination; in myself.
I feel the smooth, worn leather beneath my fingers. Slowly, cautiously, I close my book.

-8-

PRIMARY SCHOOLS WRITING COMPETITION
POETRY Winners – Years 5 + 6

– Jaylea Williams (Yr. 5)
Men in uniform so proud and brave,
hoping they will not be put, put in a grave.
The battle went on and on,
they fought long and strong.
They sat all alone,
unsure if they would make it home.
The fight to survive was hard,
the enemy played all the right cards.
Blood, red and bright its everywhere,
bodies falling down with no care.
My grandfather told the stories of his medals and glory.
I have his three medals to remember him by,
the story they told was not a lie.
Now I sit and wonder why oh why!

Sonnet on my family belonging – Louise McLynskey (Yr. 6)
There the gold watch was
It took me a moment to pause
Admiring the streaks of memory and beauty
It's not the looks it's where it has been that means a lot to me
The gold glistens like the sun on the sea
It has been passed down from time and time ago
It was my great-grandma's that I did not know
It has a shimmer, it has a shine
And someday it will be mine
It has an olden style
And it has been around for a while
The clock hands move silently and swiftly
And that is why it means a lot to me
Mostly because of the memories it sets free
-9-

PRIMARY SCHOOLS WRITING COMPETITION
Year 5 Winner : Eszter Coombs
Full Moon
Down the stairs, through the door, my quick tread progresses towards the kitchen. I reach into the cupboard and
pull out the vegemite. The musty smell comforts me. I know what I'm in for next. I spread the vegemite out over
some bread and wolf it down, ravenous after two nights of no easy game. I can hear the clock ticking steadily on the
mantelpiece. I glance up at it. Three minutes to midnight. Perfect – almost time. I put on my slippers and pad
silently into the living room, eager to get back to my sandwich. I allow myself to sink into the old tattered armchair,
still munching furiously on my only source of food.
Suddenly, I hear the ear-blasting chimes of Sylvan Meadows church. It must be midnight. Hastily, I pull on my
woollen dressing gown and clasp my hand around the doorknob. I begin to tug at it feebly.
After a few minutes the door swings open, the cool winter air slapping me across the face. I zip up my boots and
step into the snow. It reminds me of a story my grandmother used to tell, about a girl who leaves the house every
night at midnight to visit her friends, the forest sprites. Now I'm that girl but in a much more serious situation.
Freezing, I pull my dressing gown up closer to my face, my hands trembling uncontrollably. I can already feel the
transformation taking place under the full moon. The pain is excruciating. One by one, strands of fur are slowly
emerging from my arms and legs, my nails turning painfully into claws. I look out into the distance.
The others are approaching me, thirsty for a night for hunting. It's as if a new person has inhabited my old vegetarian
body, a new mind, a new will to tear down anything in sight.
I am a werewolf ...

The Song Over the Hill

(continued from page 6)

Though she had never seen her before, Amber stood staring at this small child who could evoke such meaning in her
heart. It was this more than anything that made Amber step forward into the sun and say “Hello, my name is Amber.”
The child startled as she saw Amber. She cowered and Amber could see in her eyes what the child was thinking.
She could see that in the child’s eyes, she was the hunter and the child, the innocent getting ready to be slaughtered.
“What’s your name?” Amber said gently. “That was a beautiful song.”
These words seemed to calm the child down. Her eyes no longer echoed a storm but sailing through unknown
waters. “Rose,” she whispered. “My name is Rose. That song is the lullaby my mother used to sing to me every night.”
“It’s beautiful,” said Amber, and in that moment the two girls connected and the sun seemed so much brighter again.
Rose not only knew all the secrets of the hills, Amber quickly realised, she was the secrets. A wild brumby, that roamed
the hills and trees. Amber knew that her mother would disapprove of how ‘different’ Rose was, but she did not care
and pushed the thought to the back of her mind as she ran down hills with Rose.

Balmain Library
Opening Hours
BALMAIN

Monday :
Tuesday :
Wednesday :
Thursday :
Friday :
Saturday :
Sunday :

9.30
9.30
9.30
9.30
9.30
9.30
10

am
am
am
am
am
am
am

–
–
–
–
–
–
–

5.30
8.00
8.00
5.30
5.30
4.00
4.00

pm
pm
pm
pm
pm
pm
pm
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PRIMARY SCHOOLS WRITING COMPETITION
Year 6 Winner : Julie Cantwell
Trapped
“Is everyone here?” yelled Miss Stephanie as we all climbed onto the old school bus, “C'mon hurry up. There's no time
to waste”. Everyone was super excited as we made our way to the Blue Mountains for the annual dance concert.
“What if my costume doesn't fit?” yelled an over-excited toddler. “Miss Stephanie what if I forget the dance?” “What
if the stage is too small?” At this rate, Miss Stephanie was going to be driven insane for the whole two-hour trip.
Towards the back of the bus was a 10 year old girl named Victoria who Miss Stephanie always called on for errands.
Dancing was Victoria's passion but she also loved to read mysteries which helped pass the time on the bus.
When they finally arrived, everyone scrambled to look. At first there was a long silence and finally, the gasps and
murmurs started. The old theatre looked as though it had not been used for a thousand years. A bleak building, it
was simple enough to remind Victoria of a child's drawing but with mould and cobwebs covering it. Standing outside
was an ancient man with dark grey hair to match the building. He was slightly hunched, with a walking cane.
“Welcome to the Telican Theatre. I'm Sam the security guard. If you need anything we, I mean I, will be wandering
around.” His voice sounded like something out of a horror movie, extremely deep and gravelly.
The huge antique door slowly creaked open as everyone entered. After traipsing through creepy hallways and dressing
rooms, to the children's delight they saw the theatre which has a beautiful wooden stage and what seemed like
thousands of seats all in dark red velvet. Unlike the rest of the building it didn't seem like a ruin – it was beautiful.
Suddenly, the children let loose, exploring in all directions. Conor, from the stage, yelled out “The trap door is open”.
Everyone raced to look and much to their surprise there was a huge open trap door right in the middle of the stage
revealing a black pit below. “Victoria, go get the keys off the security guard”, yelled Miss Stephanie. “OK”, replied
Victoria glumly.
When Victoria finally found Sam, he was talking to someone in the corner, but she couldn't see who. “What do you
want little girl?” asked Sam angrily. “Umm, I'm Victoria and I need the keys to the trap door”, she stuttered, feeling
frightened. “I just locked that, he must be up to something again.” “What?” asked Victoria. “Oh nothing, here's the
keys. Don't let anything ... happen”, he whispered, letting out a curious laugh. Victoria froze, not sure what emotions
to feel.
As she was walking back she heard a faint laugh in the distance. It sounded like a child. Her feet felt like stones,
hitting the deep dark hallway. The laugh got louder and louder until she saw him and then it stopped!
Although she was frightened she was drawn closer to where she could almost touch the ghost of a small red-haired
boy. Suddenly he vanished. Where did he come from? Why was he here? Should she tell? She decided not to.
Victoria raced the keys back to Miss Stephanie who immediately locked the trap door calling “Showtime in five minutes
– positions everyone”.
The audience was seated. “Welcome – Blooms Dance Company proudly presents our annual show.” Everyone was in
the opening extravaganza and all was well until about halfway through, when the music suddenly changed to a crazy
piano tune. Seconds later the lights flickered and died along, with the music. Pitch black silence. Miss Stephanie
yelled out “Slight technical hitch – everyone relax”.
In the quiet Victoria heard the creak of the trap door opening – how could that be happening? Miss Stephanie had
the keys and she was nowhere near the stage.
Victoria knew exactly what to do. She raced off stage to find Sam. “What is going on?” asked Victoria. “I suppose
I'll have to tell you the story”, he muttered. Victoria shivered. “Decades ago my twin brother Owen and I were dancing
on stage. Our mother Miss Pauline was the teacher and we were messing around.” Sam had tears in his eyes. “Owen
fell into the trap door and we never saw him alive again. He was only six.” “Oh, that's terrible Sam, but why is everything
messing up?” replied Victoria. “Well his cheeky ghost still roams around this theatre always playing tricks and causing
trouble. I'll have to talk to him.”
Victoria ran back to the stage just in time to see the lights and music return. The show was a hit and by the end of it
everyone was exhausted. Victoria was just pleased that everything was back to normal .... at least for now.
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The Meaning of JIC …
Recently I spent a month camper-vanning from Broome
to Perth. This involved some hard decisions about how
to fit into limited luggage the necessities for the trip –
to deal with such vicissitudes as changes of climate,
camping and very varied activities. Our luggage included
an extra bag, Clancy (guess!), for all this stuff.
This brings us to the concept of JIC – “Just In Case” –
a contribution from our travelling companion, Carole,
when she saw our quantity of baggage. Now JIC for
me goes beyond torches, pills, etc., and comes down
to your actual physical books.
I am just terrified of running out of reading matter!
When I was a kid we had a pine kitchen table covered
in protective newspapers, and while doing the drying
up I would walk around the table with my head bent
reading the paper until my parents screamed in frustration at the slow output. Other readers of jam tin labels
and cereal packets will understand. It is an addiction.
Yes, but what about e-books, I hear you cry! Perfect
for travellers. Well, I plan to have an e-book reader
when I am tucked up in my nursing home, or flying
endlessly round the world, but I do own about ten
thousand books and I have to be fair to them. So what
I do is take little skinny books – not those huge trade
paperbacks. Little old Penguins and Pans fit well into
those chinks in one’s luggage.
I did well with my skinny books. First John Buchan –
The Three Hostages – old- fashioned, classist, sexist,
and racist, but the man does tell a good yarn. Then a
couple of Father Browns. These lasted me through
the plane trips and beyond. But then the supply dwindled,
and the need for op-shops and second-hand bookshops
set in. New bookshops don’t excite me. Just as well,
because I can assure you that on the north West
Australian coast the only print you will find is in the local
paper shop.

Fortunately, things improved further south. Exmouth has
a good small library where they sold me an ex-stock Donna
Leon – Wilful Behaviour. And then Kalbarri delighted
with a really good second-hander: more Donna Leon and
a large print copy of Alexander McCall Smith’s The Lost
Art of Gratitude, number 6 in the Isabel Dalhousie
Series which begins with The Sunday Philosophy Club.
This is a series best read in order.
I have great admiration for this amazingly prolific author
though I don’t like all his series. But Isabel became an
instant winner – the audacity of Mr Smith having a philosopher as his protagonist, and one devoted to the poet
W.H. Auden! This is obviously a personal bent of the
author who has just written a book about him. An extra
delight is that the stories are minor detective stories.
Delectable!
Kalbarri also gave me another Robert Goddard – Borrowed
Time, perfect for the flight home. A tiny library at Leeman
provided Last Orders by Graham Swift, 1996 Booker
prize winner and later a film – about a man who wanted
his ashes cast on the waters. A very sensitive piece of
writing.
Finally in Guilford, an outer Perth suburb and antique
buyers’ paradise, I found Tabloid Man: The Life and
Times of Ezra Norton by Sandra Hall, subtitled The Life
and Times of a Muckraker. The drunken and litigious
antics of Ezra and John Norton, founders of the Truth and
Daily Mirror newspapers are boringly repetitive, although
the standard of invective makes our parliaments look like
nursery school! Then a real gem: Dust in the Lion’s
Paw by Freya Stark about events in Iraq in World War II
– fascinating in the light of recent events.
Finally I had to mail parcels of books home and my mate
said, apropos JICs, that, since I am quite capable of finding
books in the desert, perhaps I could carry fewer next trip?

– Jan Aitkin

