
 1 

On 1 July 2016, I travelled to 

Darwin, NT, to compete in the 

2016 Minnow Nationals. A 

minnow is a small dinghy-class 

boat made out of either 

fiberglass, wood, or foam 

sandwich, but regardless of its 

material, it is only as good as the 

sailor. My minnow is a fiberglass 

boat called Devil In Disguise. In 

the sailing community people say 

that the Darwin Nationals is the 

Nationals to attend. 

After touching down, my 

mother, younger brother (who is 

also a sailor), and I caught a taxi 

to The Paravista Motel, our home 

for the next week. My first 

impression of Darwin was that it 

seemed very small and dry, a far 

cry from the hustling, bustling 

place of the previous nationals, 

when we travelled to Melbourne. 

Following a relaxing swim in the 

pool with our friends, the Wrights, 

we walked down to the Darwin 

Sailing Club for our first look at 

our racing venue.  

The club was beautiful, the 

sunset even more so. What we 

didn't realise was that it was 

Territory Day, meaning we were 

allowed to purchase and set off 

our own fireworks. One of the 

competing WA families bought 

some fireworks and we took turns 

lighting them and watching them 

fly. From Ufos to Ednas, they all 

made massive sparks and loud 

bangs. Some flew, some stayed 

on the ground and sparked like 

crazy; they were all beautiful.  

 The next day we walked back 

down to the club, although nobody 

from WA had slept well because 

the celebrations had continued 

after we’d gone to bed. We 

unpacked the seven minnows and 

two small RIBs from the shipping 

container. The boats competing 

from WA included Red Dragon, 

Red Robin, Stardust Mini, Nauti 

Buoy, Maniac, Dreadnaught, and 

Devil In Disguise. Once again, I 

was the only female competitor 

from WA.  

 

Day One of Competition 

On the day of the invitational, we 

rigged-up and prepared for our 

first taste of the competition. The 

tide wasn't too bad, and it was 

warm out on the water. After the 

five-minute start sequence, the 

minnows were off like small 

fiberglass bullets from a gun. I 

was doing well thanks to a 

massive wind shift which put me 

in second place.  Unfortunately, I 

dropped further to third, then 

fourth. Catastrophe struck in the 

form of a capsize on the third leg 

and I lost fourteen places. 

I might not have finished well in 

the race, but I was happy enough, 

considering I’d picked up a head 

cold the minute we touched down. 

The next day was a new day and 

that was what mattered, I thought 

as we headed home again. 

 

Continues on page three ... 
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Ethany is 11 years old, 
has three siblings and 
three pets. She enjoys 
scouts, traveling and 
sailing her minnow, 
Devil in Disguise. Her 
sailing friends call her 
Satan (666), but her 
normal friends call her 
Ethany. She is currently 
being home-schooled, 
and enjoys reading 
books by Cassandra 
Clare, Christopher 
Paolini and Sarah J 
Maas.  

KABOOM! Hannah is a 
nuclear weapons 
tester who has 
constant radiation 
poisoning and is 
subject to extremis 
hypernessis, a very, 
very, rare disease. It is 
apparently so rare that 
she is the only one 
with it. Her lucky 
number is 666 and her 
birthday is Friday the 
13th at 12:12:12. By 
her own admission, 
she is extremely 
annoying and always 
retorts with an 
extreme comeback. 
She has an Atlantean 
bird that eats 
everything.  

Riley is 12, is taller 
than average for his 
age, and is also home-
schooled. His family 
includes a brother who 
is very rebellious, his 
Dad, John, and his 
Mum, Kirsty, who 
owns Fun@Budding 
Artists art class.  

Jonathon has been 
writing newspaper 
articles for 20 seconds 
and is a well-known 
doge, famous for 
discovering an 
unintelligent earth 
species called the 
human. 

Jordan is a 12-year-old 
girl with three siblings. 
While she doesn’t get a 
great deal of alone 
time, she still manages 
to find the time to read 
and write. She 
particularly enjoys 
manga, and is currently 
reading Percy Jackson 
and the Sea of 
Monster. She also ice 
skates and has blonde 
hair and blue eyes.  

Stefan states that he 
can’t be bothered 
writing a bio. He thinks 
this says more about 
him than anything he 
could actually tell you. 

Jaynie Catgirl lives in 
Bunbury and has been 
writing for as long as 
she can remember. 
She writes books and 
movie scripts, and has 
a cat who wants to kill 
her. 

Clay is 12 years old and 
currently travelling 
Australia. 

Xanthe enjoys writing, 
reading, taekwondo, 
playing guitar and 
singing. 

Innika has three pet 
unicorns, three flying 
dogs and three fish. 
She has three eyes, 
ears and arms. If you 
haven’t already 
worked it out, her 
favourite number is 
three. She works as a 
part-time astronaut 
and is currently 
exploring a newly 
discovered planet 
called Threetonium. 3, 
2, 1 lift off! 
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Day Two of Competition 

Three races today. My head cold 

was better, but the tide was 

absolutely horrific. A minnow 

course looks like a triangle, with a 

top mark at the pinnacle of the 

triangle, a wing mark at the 

bottom left and a bottom mark at 

the bottom right. The bottom mark 

had dropped way down so we had 

to go upwind of it. Upwind is where 

the mark is dead into the wind so 

you have to zigzag up to it. The top 

mark is meant to be like this … the 

bottom mark is not.  

We only had one more day of 

races before the lay day and even 

though I was towards the back 

end of the fleet, I was enjoying the 

weather. There was also a lovely 

welcome barbecue. By now, the 

boys had all developed a handball 

addiction and spent every spare 

minute on the makeshift handball 

court, thus making them no fun at 

all. So the barbeque was a very 

good social opportunity, and I 

finally made some friends who 

weren’t from WA. 

 

Day Three of Competition 

Another three races, but the winds 

were very light and the tide was 

strong as well. In a small boat, the 

tide is like having swell on a 12 

knot day continuously pushing 

against you. My NT friend helped 

me to outsmart the tide, so life 

was a bit easier. Come lunchtime, 

though, the wind completely 

dropped and it didn't look like the 

sea breeze was going to come in 

at all. We were held up for an 

hour, waiting, before being told to 

head back out onto the race 

course for the afternoon’s race. 

We raced hard and were more 

than ready for the rest day. 

 

Rest Day 

The rest day was an opportunity to 

drink in the Darwin culture. In the 

morning, we went to a crocodile 

park in the city and wandered 

through the exhibits, ‘oohing’ and 

‘ahhing’ at the massive crocs 

behind the glass. We enjoyed a 

quick picnic lunch before jumping 

on the hop-on, hop-off tour bus 

around Darwin. Later, we headed 

to the Mindil night markets. There 

were many different things to 

experience, from henna, to slide 

whistles, to gluten free ice cream. 

The whole day was heaps of fun, 

but we were glad to head back to 

the yacht cub for the final race of 

the regatta. 

 

Final Race Day 

Time had flown. Here we were, on 

the last day of the regatta, where I 

raced my best race of the 

competition. Then it was time to 

put the boats into the container, 

and prepare for the presentation 

night. As they announced the 

awards, my friends and I plotted 

who to dunk first. It’s regatta 

tradition among the minnows to 

dunk the winners - and anyone 

within arm’s reach!  

To our surprise, the commodore 

threw a disco. What a perfect way 

to end the regatta, dancing away 

the exhaustion until it didn't 

matter where we finished or who 

won. At 10:00pm we exchanged 

emails and phone numbers, then 

headed back to the motel. 

 

Heading Home 

We spent our last morning in 

Darwin at the Aviation museum, 

home to a B-52 bomber, which 

took up almost the entire hangar. 

After learning a great deal about 

Darwin history, we headed to a 

small coffee shop and then onto 

the Parap Markets. The markets 

were vibrant and full of colour and 

jewellery and food. My mother and 

I tried buckwheat nutella crepes 

and they were amazing, although 

my brother couldn't have them 

because he has coeliac disease 

and any trace of gluten makes him 

very ill. After lunch we headed to 

the amazing Darwin wave pool, 

followed by ice-cream at Cullen 

estate. Then it was time to collect 

our bags and head to the airport 

for our flight home.  

 

It was cold, but good to be back. 

 

THE END 

Devil in Disguise continued 
MINNOW NATIONALS 2016 BY ETHANY BATES Continued from cover page  

http://www.kspwriterscentre.com/#!competitions/hg4o4
http://www.kspwriterscentre.com/#!competitions/hg4o4
http://www.kspwriterscentre.com/#!competitions/hg4o4
http://www.kspwriterscentre.com/#!competitions/hg4o4
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It’s Latin night at Pulse night club 

in Orlando, United States of 

America, and the room is full of 

people from all backgrounds. 

Young and old, straight and gay, 

getting along in perfect harmony.  

2:02am. Police receive a report 

saying a gunshot has been fired 

at Pulse. An off-duty officer is 

there and engages in a gun 

battle. The shooter goes back 

inside the club and more shots 

are fired.  

2:04am. Additional officers 

arrive. They enter the club four 

minutes later and have a shoot 

off with the attacker.  

2:09am. The club posts a 

warning on their Facebook page, 

which reads, “Everyone get out of 

Pulse and keep running.” 

2:18am. A SWAT team is called 

to the site.  

2:35am. The shooter makes a 

call to 911. “I wanna let you 

know, I’m in Orlando and I did the 

shootings.”                                 

“What's your name?” The 

operator asks.     

“My name is Omar Mateen. I 

pledge allegiance to Abu Bakr al-

Baghdadi of the Islamic state.” 

2:48am. The gunman, Omar 

Mateen, speaks with crisis 

negotiators.  

3:03am. Mateen has a second 

conversation with the police, and 

a third at 3:24am. He identifies 

himself as an Islamic soldier and 

threatens to set off explosives, 

including a car bomb and suicide 

vests. 

3:58am. The Orlando Police 

Department’s twitter account 

warns residents to stay away from 

the area.  

4:21am. Police clear a way for 

the people still trapped inside the 

club to escape by removing an air 

conditioning unit from a dressing 

room window. As people are 

rescued, they tell police that the 

shooter made threats to put 

bomb vests on 4 people within 15 

minutes.  

5.00am. Those trapped inside 

have been there for almost 3 

hours, some injured and bleeding, 

calling police from phones and 

begging for help. 

5:02am. A SWAT team and the 

Orange County Sheriff’s Office 

hazardous device team begin to 

breach the bathroom wall with an 

explosive charge and armoured 

vehicle. When the wall is broken, 

people emerge. So does the 

shooter. Mateen comes out with 

two guns. He begins shooting at 

police and they fire back. An 

officer is shot in the battle, but 

saved from serious injury by his 

helmet. 

5:15am. Police report that the 

shooter is down.  

5:53am. Just before sunrise on 

Sunday morning, a police tweet 

confirms Mateen’s death. 

Orlando Shooting 
Origin is a book set in the 

present in a jungle about an 

immortal girl named Pia.  

Pia has never been outside the 

grey fence that surrounds her. 

Her life changes when she sees a 

hole in the fence. She meets Eio, 

an Amazonian boy. Together, 

they discover more about 

themselves than anyone ever 

knew.  

The genre is science-fiction or 

adventure, and I was 

immediately interested when the 

book mentioned ‘immortality’. 

The plot is very well developed, 

with many twists that keep the 

reader hooked. This book is 

amazingly descriptive and makes 

you believe that you are really in 

the vivid and lush Amazon jungle. 

The characters felt real and were 

described as if the author was 

looking at them herself. 

The story has made me more 

aware of how precious life is, and 

if we bend it to our will, it might 

just be the end of us, the human 

race.  

I would definitely recommend 

this book to others. It is an 

incredible, original read. 

Visit the Amazon in 
Jessica Khoury’s  

Origin 

BY XANTHE VAN DER WAL 

COVER IMAGE BY GOODREADS 

BOOK REVIEW BY  

HANNAH GOLDSCHLAGER 
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I opened my eyes and I saw, 

smelt, felt, everything. I turned my 

head to see my surroundings. A 

grey cell. Iron bars instead of 

windows. A guard standing 

outside. I tried to get up, but I 

couldn’t. I pulled my arms 

upwards, and saw the black 

bands holding me down. I tried to 

call for help. 

“Help … Me …” I squeaked, 

barely audible. The guard didn’t 

acknowledge my presence, so I 

tried again. 

“Help. Me …” I said, a bit less 

squeaky. This caught his 

attention. He turned, wide-eyed. 

He raised his weapon and backed 

away. 

“P-please … Don’t hurt me. I 

have k-kids and a w-wife. I need 

the m-money …” He stammered. 

“Why am I here?” I rasped. He 

clicked the safety catch off his 

weapon. He was scared. Of me. 

I kept running, the fear of being 

caught fuelling me. I turned a 

sharp corner and didn’t look back.  

“HEY! STOP KID!” a gravelly 

voice yelled behind me. I laughed, 

the blood catching on my lips. I 

was still bleeding after the fist 

fight I’d had earlier. I wiped the 

blood from my eyes and snapped 

open my wings. My jumper 

growled as it was ripped apart. I 

flung the chocolate-coloured 

strands away and began to run for 

a take-off. The wind caught my 

primary feathers and I pushed off 

of the mauve tarmac.  

Continues next page …  

Re-Calibrate (an excerpt) Tues 12 — Sun 18 July 2016 

 

In Perth today it is partly cloudy 

and with a 24% chance of rain 

during the day. It is 15°C, which 

is quite warm compared to some 

of the other winter 

days we’ve had here 

in Perth. The sunrise 

today was at 07:16 

and the sunset will be at 17:29. 

 

On Wednesday it will be partly 

cloudy. There is a 

31% chance it will 

rain during the day 

tomorrow. It is 

going to be about 16°C 

tomorrow, so I’d say it would be a 

good day to get outdoors! 

 

On Thursday it is going 

to be breezy with late 

showers.  

 

On Friday there are 

going to be showers.  

 

On Saturday there are 

going to be showers.  

 

On Sunday there is 

going to be a possible 

shower. 

 

On Monday there is 

going to be a possible 

shower. 

 

 

This week, the chance that a fire 

will start is Low, as there is about 

a 9% chance for a fire to start. 

This is because it has been 

raining a lot. 

Weather 
Report 

Brain Twisters 
of the Day 

1. Folk is spelled F-O-L-K, not      

F-O-K-E.                               

Coke is spelled C-O-K-E, not   

C-O-L-K.                                    

How do you spell the white of 

an egg?  

2. Boris and Doris were born on 

the same day, with the same 

parents, yet they are NOT 

twins. Why? 

3. What is at the end of 

everything? 

 

BY JAYNIE CATGIRL 

 

Two hunters are walking 

through the bush when one 

trips on a root. The other 

thinks that he is dead and 

rings 000.  

 

“I think my friend is dead!” 

he says.  

The operator says, “Calm 

down. First, make sure that 

he is dead.” 

Silence. Then a gunshot. 

“Ok, what do I do now?” 

 

Joke of the Morning 

BY HANNAH GOLDSCHLAGER  IMAGE PIXABAY Continues next page ...  

BY INNIKA WHARTON 

BY JAYNIE CATGIRL 

Answers (for cheaters) 

1: W-H-I-T-E.  

2: They are part of a set of triplets.  

3: The letter G.  

FEATURE FICTION  
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I was getting higher and 

higher and began to think that 

I would get away. I thought 

wrong, very wrong. They had 

guns. 

“God dammit, why didn’t I 

think of that?! Guns, pshh, of 

course they had guns, they’re 

cops for goodness sakes Ally!” 

I scolded myself.  

A bullet whistled past my 

ear, taking out a chunk of my 

lobe. I squealed in pain and 

forgot to flap, falling like a 

stone towards the ground. The 

police were still shooting, 

hitting me in several places. 

My stomach was now a 

painting of red and my legs 

were scraped raw. I fell faster 

and faster and the ground was 

suddenly much, much closer 

than I thought. Everything 

went black.  

So here I was, stuck in a cell 

with a trigger-happy idiot 

pointing two bb-guns at me, 

one in each hand. I wanted to 

hold my hands up in 

surrender. But I couldn’t 

because I was strapped to a 

stone-hard cot.  

“It’s ok, I-I’m not going to 

hurt you. Or your wife. Or your 

kids. Please, just let me go,” I 

pleaded.  

He was shaking as he 

spoke. “P-promise?”  

I nodded. I tried to hold up 

my pinkie to make a swear. He 

moved to my gate, but 

hesitated with the key poised 

a few millimetres from the 

lock. 

“How can I trust you?” He 

asked suspiciously.  

“I can’t make any examples 

now … but please, just Let. 

Me. Go,” I stated firmly. 

He pulled away, dragging my 

mind’s hopes with him. I 

suddenly remembered my 

wings. They weren’t strapped 

down; I could feel them. I lifted 

them slowly, checking 

mentally for any problems. I 

had a sharp pain in my 

shoulder blade, but it was 

fading. Probably a muscle 

cramp. I lifted a snow-white 

wing in front of my eyes to see 

if it was real. It was. I thrashed 

under the straps, lifting my 

chest higher and higher as my 

wings began to flap. Then, 

they snapped with a deafening 

crack and I was launched 

upwards. I banged my head on 

the ceiling and fell back, 

cursing as I held my eye. 

Great, black eye number 

three, I thought sarcastically. 

The guard realised what I was 

doing. 

“H-hey! What are you d 

doing?!” he said, shocked.  

“I’m saving my butt!” I said 

sassily. Then, I bust down the 

wall. 

 

 
To be continued next time …  

Re-Calibrate continued from page 5 
BY HANNAH GOLDSCHLAGER 

“I lifted a snow-

white wing in 

front of my eyes to 

see if it was real.  

It was. ” 

HANNAH GOLDSCHLAGER 

 

FEATURE FICTION  
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Goldie Alexander is the Australian 

author of more than eighty books, 

which include both fiction and 

non-fiction for all ages.  Her first 

four Young Adult books were 

‘Dolly Fiction’ novels, published 

under the pseudonym of Gerri 

Lapin.  The Press Club cadets 

were fortunate enough to meet 

Goldie when she visited the KSP 

Writers’ Centre in July. The 

following is an extract of the 

cadets’ interview with Goldie. To 

read the full version, head over to 

the KSP blog or view the film on 

KSP’s YouTube channel. 

 

Goldie, I understand that you 

were a teacher at your first job. 

What did you teach? 

I taught English and History to 

high school students for a very 

long time – 25 years. I found that 

a lot of the books at that time 

were set in England or America, 

but not many in Australia, and we 

were looking for books with an 

Australian setting.  

And what sparked the idea to 

become an author? 

When I stopped teaching I 

thought, what else am I going to 

do? My friend said to me, ‘You’ve 

always wanted to write. Off you 

go.’ 

But do you know what? You 

don’t just sit down and write. 

There’s a lot to learn about it. 

You’d never sit down and do a 

magnificent painting straight off, 

would you? Writing’s much like 

that. There’s a craft to it, an art to 

it. You have to learn all the 

secrets, and there’s lots and lots 

of them, and you never stop 

learning.  

Where do you write? 

I have a special spot – two special 

spots – because I live in two 

places. I live in the city in a high 

rise flat, and we’ve got a place in 

the country that we’ve had for 

many, many years, and I have a 

spot in both places where I write.  

I’m very 

organised. I get up 

in the morning, as 

if I was still going 

to school, have a 

shower, get 

dressed, have 

breakfast and sit 

down and write. I 

find that if I don’t 

do it that way, I 

don’t get things 

done. This is how 

you do it. You just 

have to sit there 

and write. It’s like 

practicing a 

piano. If you 

don’t practice the piano, your 

fingers turn to spaghetti. It’s the 

same thing with the writing.  

What do you do when you get 

writer’s block? 

Walk. Not as much as I used to 

because I had an accident a few 

years ago and I’ve got a lame 

right leg, but I walk. [Sometimes], 

I go to the fridge and find 

something to eat. Or I go and do 

some cooking, or read a book, but 

mostly I find that it helps if you 

put it all away and just go off for a 

walk. 

How do keep yourself motivated 

to do so many books? 

Oh, there’s so many ideas out 

there! One of the good things that 

happened after I had my 

accident, and got this silly crook 

leg, was that I had to start 

catching a lot of public transport. 

Gosh, do you 

have material 

on public 

transport. 

Sometimes 

people are really 

friendly and they 

talk to me 

because I’m not 

threatening. 

Little old lady, 

you know? 

Travellers love 

to talk to you 

because they’re 

desperate to 

talk to anybody. 

If you’re writing 

for kids, watching kids on trams 

and trains – you’re invisible, 

completely invisible. The way they 

behave tells you such a lot.  

I can’t think of anything else I 

want to do, really. I mean, what 

am I going to do? Sit down, 

twiddle my thumbs, watch TV, just 

read? Boring.  

Let me tell you, when you get to 

my age, people really dismiss you. 

People will come to me and say, 

‘And how do you spend your 

time?’ When I say I’m a writer, 

they blink because they don’t 

expect me to say it. I really am 

fighting to say, ‘Hey! Our old 

people are important, just like 

they are in China. Just like they 

are in Japan. But [in] Australia 

we’re very concentrated on being 

young if you think about it.  

I know that you write in a lot of 

genres, but which is your 

favourite? 

Whichever one I’m working on at 

the time.  

Are you planning any other books 

in the future? 

Oh, I sure am. I’m not actually 

planning it; it’s sort of sifting in 

my mind. Set in Berlin in the 

1920s. I’ve always been 

fascinated by Berlin and what 

they call the Weimer Republic. It 

was a great time when all sorts of 

wonderful things happened 

before the Depression came and 

Hitler rose to power. I’m planning 

to do a time warp, when you get a 

contemporary kid who’s suddenly, 

magically transformed back to 

some other time.  

 

 

For more information about 

Goldie and her books, you can 

check out her website:  

 

www.goldiealexander.com 

Interview 
with  

Goldie 
Alexander 
BY THE CADETS  TRANSCRIBED BY MELINDA TOGNINI 

CAPTION: Goldie Alexander 

“If you don’t 

practice the piano, 

your fingers turn to 

spaghetti. It’s the 

same thing with the 

writing.”  
GOLDIE ALEXANDER 

 

FEATURES  

http://www.kspwriterscentre.com/
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UC7ZBdAqC7MF3z_qn-BDj2lA
http://www.goldiealexander.com/
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Deep in the Australian outback, 

there is a huge chunk of orangey 

brown rock, and it is named Uluru.  

Buried deep inside of Uluru, 

there is an ancient artifact known 

as The Asteroid Belt. The reason it 

is named that is because the 

buckle on the belt is made out of 

an asteroid that fell to Earth long 

ago. Legend tells that it has the 

incredible ability to make the 

wearer able to fly! Nobody has 

ever found it, though multiple 

expeditions have been sent out.  

One person hopes to be the 

first, though. Clancy McWalker 

has a machine made to pick up 

the Asteroid Belt. It is a mix 

between an X-ray machine and a 

metal detector. He gets his wallet 

out of his pocket and looks at how 

much money is inside.  

“Oh, yes!” he thinks to himself. 

“Just enough for a flight.” He 

takes the money out of his wallet 

and gives it to the man at the 

desk.  

“Have a nice day, you hear me? 

Looks like you need it.” Clancy 

looks down at his empty wallet 

and sees the picture of the house 

he had to sell to get here. He’s 

had a rough week spending all his 

time working on the machine that 

could help him get the Asteroid 

Belt.  

“Oh well, the money I’ll make 

showing everyone my new flying 

trick will be more than enough for 

a house.” He boards the plane 

and sits back. “It’ll be a long flight 

to the middle of Australia.” 

 

2 Hours and 40 Minutes Later 

Clancy opens his eyes and finds 

himself in Alice Springs, NT, with 

the bright sun beaming into his 

eyes. He staggers out of the doors 

of the airplane and finds his 

machine in the air-conditioned 

building off to the side.  

“Excuse me?” He asks a staff 

official. “What is the quickest way 

to Uluru?”  

“Well, that would be the Yulara 

Airport, of course. The plane 

leaves in a couple of minutes if 

you want to catch it.”  

“Oh no! I don’t have any 

money!”  

“But it’s only three dollars.” 

Clancy looks at the bottom of his 

wallet and finds some loose 

change and counts it up.  

“WHY! THERE’S ONLY 2 

DOLLARS 50 CENTS. NOOOOO! 

WAAAAA.”  

“Just give me the money, here’s 

your ticket.”  

“Oh, thank you!” 

 

50 Minutes Later 

The plane touches down in Yulara, 

and Clancy hops out instantly, too 

excited to sleep. He pointed his 

machine at Uluru and there is a 

series of beeps. Clancy nods in 

satisfaction as he presses a 

button and a pick pops out of a 

gap in the casing.  

“Sorry Uluru, I might have to do 

some mining,” he says as he 

starts to tunnel into the rock. He 

has only tunnelled a little bit when 

the pick breaks into what feels 

like air. He hollows out the tunnel 

a little more so that he can fit 

through. He fits through and sees, 

to his amazement, that there is a 

huge empty space in front of him.  

“I can’t believe it! Uluru is 

hollow!” Then he sees something 

hovering in the centre of the 

hollow area. Clancy gasps.  

“The Asteroid Belt!” He runs at 

the Belt, snatches it up and puts it 

on. He feels a weird feeling. 

Suddenly he emerges into blinding 

light and he blinks in surprise. He 

tries to work out what has 

happened.  

“Of course! The Asteroid Belt is 

making me fly. But I’m going too 

high! I’m going to space! 

HEEEEEEEEEEEEELP!” And he’s 

going into space, because the 

buckle of the Belt is made of an 

asteroid, and it wants to go back 

up into space, so it does and 

Clancy dies. 

 

THE END 

The Asteroid Belt 

When an average farm boy finds 

a dragon egg deep inside a 

forest, he finds himself dragged 

into in an amazing adventure. As 

the last dragon rider in Alagasia, 

he must battle creatures of 

darkness, train with elves, and 

battle the evil leader of the 

empire, Galbortrix.  

 

This amazing story is incredibly 

compelling. Its great plot will 

keep you wanting more, as it’s 

easily relatable characters go on 

incredible adventures.  

 

I felt exhilarated just reading it, 

and I’m sure you will too. It’s 

guaranteed you’ll get straight 

into this amazing book, and 

when it’s finished, you’ll feel 

excited and wanting more. This 

novel by Christopher Paolini is 

perfect for fans of adventure and 

fantasy. 

Discover Alagaesia’s 
last dragon-rider in 
Christopher Paolini’s  

Eragon   BY RILEY BLAHUSIAK IMAGES PIXABAY  

BOOK REVIEW BY 

JONATHON ROSE 

Eragon:  

The Inheritage Cycle #1 

First published 2002 

Knopf Books 

RRP $29.95 

FEATURE FICTION  
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What do you get when you cross 

ten young writers, an experienced 

author of more than 80 books 

and a cold winter’s day? The 

perfect environment to develop 

creativity and foster the next 

generation of writers.  

The July KSP Press Club began 

with introductions and an 

overview of the various types of 

articles that could appear in 

newspapers and magazines, from 

book reviews to travel articles to 

short stories and everything in 

between. Participants were then 

given a crash course in 

conducting an interview, ready for 

a session with Goldie Alexander, 

author of more than 80 books. In 

addition to the interview (see 

page 7 for the write up), Goldie 

also spoke to the team about 

creating catchy titles. 

After lunch, participants spent 

time drafting their chosen pieces, 

which included an article about a 

sailing competition in Darwin, a 

news feature about the Orlando 

shooting, book reviews and 

extracts from current fiction 

projects. Those interested also 

read their pieces to camera at the 

KSP Press Club news desk.  

The time disappeared quickly, 

and we soon found ourselves at 

the end, with some wishing for 

another day of activities.  

At KSP, we believe it’s essential 

to nurture the creativity and talent 

of young writers. Take note of the 

names of the writers featured in 

this zine, as we’re sure we’ll be 

hearing from them in the future. 

To the members of the July KSP 

Press Club, we would love to 

continue encouraging and 

supporting your writing, so please 

stay in touch, and we hope to see 

you at future events.  

Thanks to KSP Chairwoman, 

camera woman and caterer 

extraordinaire, Tabetha Beggs, 

and KSP Writers’ Centre Director, 

Shannon Coyle, for coordinating 

the program.  

July Press Club 
BY MELINDA TOGNINI 

“The time 

disappeared 

quickly, and we 

soon found 

ourselves at the 

end, with some 

wishing for 

another day of 

activities.” 

MELINDA TOGNINI 

 

MELINDA TOGNINI 

Melinda is an author  

with Fremantle Press,  

former teacher, KSP  

Press Club facilitator  

and zine editor.   

 

Find Melinda online at 

www.melindatognini.com.au 

FEATURES  

TABETHA ROGERS BEGGS 

Tabetha is the KSP Writers’ 
Centre Chairwoman, writer, 

singer, and marketing 

officer for the City of Perth. 

http://www.melindatognini.com.au/
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Chapter 1: Room-Mates 

It was 8:40 am in homeroom. 

‘Good morning, everyone. 

Remember that camp is coming 

up soon,’ Miss Bell said. ‘Oh. This 

our new transfer student I Blade.’  

A few days later. Camp time.  

‘Is everyone here?’ Miss Bell 

said, counting the students. 

‘Good, everyone is here. 

Everyone on the plane.’  

In the air.  

‘Hey, what school did you come 

from before you came here?’ 

Allen asked.  

‘Oh I… was… home... 

schooled…’ I replied.  

‘Oh you’re the shy type. Am I 

right?’ Allen asked.  

‘Y-yes,’ I replied.  

‘It’s okay. I’m not going to hurt 

you. You don’t have to be afraid. 

‘Everything is going to be all right,’ 

Allen said.  

‘Thank you very much,’ I said.  

Just then the plane tipped on 

its side. Then the plane landed 

after turning back to normal.  

‘We’re here. Let’s go to the inn,’ 

Allen yelled.  

‘Uh. I guess so,’ I whispered. 

‘Well, can we look around the 

inn when we get there, Miss Bell?’ 

Allen said.  

‘Wait until we get there, alright, 

Allen?’ Miss Bell said.   

At the inn.  

‘Let’s get into pairs. Allen and I, 

you two together,’ Miss Bell said. 

‘Miss Bell, can I explore?’ Allen 

said.  

‘Yes you may, but I will have to 

go with you, okay? Got it? And if 

you lose her, I will kill you. Okay. 

So make sure you know where I 

am at all times,’ Miss Bell said. 

‘Yes, Miss Bell,’ Allen and I said.  

As they walked down the halls 

of the inn, they came across a 

man. ‘Hello what’s your name?’ I 

asked. 

‘Hello my name is Road. What’s 

your name?’ 

Road replied with 

a fake smile. 

‘I’m ...I,’ I said, 

leaving.  

‘Don’t talk to 

her, I,’ Allen said. 

‘Why?’ I asked.  

‘Because she 

is working for the 

Millennium Earl,’ 

Allen said.  

I just kept 

walking. When 

the two arrived 

back at the inn, 

Miss Bell said, ‘It’s time to tell you 

your rooms. Road and I, room 

4903, go,’ Miss Bell said.  

‘What? No way! Road is evil!’ 

Allen shouted.  

 

Chapter 2: The Slopes    

They walked into their room. 

There were two beds at either 

side of the room with a chest at 

the end. I walked in and put her 

bags in the chest.  

‘So why doesn’t Allen want me 

to talk to you?’ I asked.  

‘I don’t know. It’s weird since he 

doesn’t know me,’ Road replied.  

‘I think Allen got you confused 

with someone else,’ I suggested. 

‘Maybe,’ Road replied.  

‘Oh, it’s time for dinner,’ I told 

Road. So the two of them walked 

along the hall, down the stairs 

and into the dining hall.  

‘Good timing, girls. You’re just 

in time for dinner,’ Miss Bell 

called. ‘Enjoy.’  

I and Road 

collected their 

food, then sat 

down.  

‘That was so 

good, right?’ I 

asked when 

they finished.  

‘So good, Road 

replied.  

At that 

moment, Allen 

walked down 

the hall 

towards them. 

‘Didn’t I tell you not to talk to 

her, I?’ Allen called.  

‘What is so wrong about Road?’ 

I asked. 

‘I told you she is with the 

Millennium Earl,’ Allen replied. 

Then he left.  

‘Let’s go to our room,’ I 

suggested.  

In their room, I asked, ‘Do you 

know what the Millennium Earl is 

and what he does?’  

‘Well, what I heard is that he 

makes Akoma,’ Road replied.  

‘How do you know?’ I asked.  

‘I heard it on the radio,’ Road 

replied making sure I didn’t find 

out she was working for the 

Millennium Earl.  

‘I tell you what I heard about 

what the monsters look like.’ 

Road stared. ‘Akoma are 

monsters as I just said. They have 

more than one level. The higher 

the level the stronger it is. There 

are people to stop them in in a 

group called the Black Order. The 

people in the Black Order are 

called exorcists.’  

‘Okay,’ I said, confused. ‘Shall 

we go to bed?’  

‘Okay,’ Road said.  

In the morning, I greeted Road 

cheerily. ‘Morning.’  

‘How can you be this chipper in 

the morning?’ Road asked, still 

half asleep.  

‘I just can. Now wake up. It’s 

time for breakfast,’ I said. 

‘How can you be changed and 

know it’s time for breakfast?’ 

Road asked. 

‘I got up at 5am and then got 

you up at 6am,’ I replied. ‘That’s 

how I am changed.’  

‘Time to get up girls,’ Allen said, 

walking in.  

‘Allen, good morning,’ I said. 

‘Let’s go to breakfast.’ 

‘Why are you so chipper?’ Allen 

asked.  

 

Continues next page… 

 

 

Millennium Earl Tries to Take Over the World 
BY JORDAN TALBOT IMAGE PIXABAY Continues next page ...  

‘Don’t talk to her,’ 

Allen said.  

‘Why?’ I asked. 

‘Because she is 

working for the 

Millennium Earl.’ 

JORDAN TALBOT 

FEATURE FICTION  
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As the three of them went to 

breakfast, they ran into Tyki.  

‘Hey,’ Road greeted him.  

‘Morning. Road, are you with 

the exorcist?’ Tyki whispered. 

‘Yes, but it doesn’t matter,’ 

Road whispered, before shouting, 

‘Bye!’  

‘You can all eat now,’ Miss Bell 

said, just as the three of them 

walked in. ‘Next time try not to be 

late.’  

After breakfast, it was time to 

head for the slopes, so everyone 

collected their snowboards and 

skis.  

‘Let’s go!’  

 

 Chapter 3: Finding Out 

After a day on the slopes, Road 

and I ran for the dinner table so 

they were not late. Afterwards, 

Road left the room and went 

somewhere. I followed her and 

listened to her conversation.  

‘Okay on the slopes tomorrow 

I’ll go to the millennium earl,’ 

Road was saying.  

‘Fine I’ll tell the Millennium Earl, 

okay?’ a different voice said.  

Wait — I remember that voice, 

thought I. It was Tyki. Wait, the 

millennium earl, that’s who Allen 

said Road was working for.  

I ran off to find Allen.  

‘Allen, you were right! Road is 

working for the millennium earl.’  

‘I told you so,’ Allen said.  

‘Whatever.’  

‘Why are you telling me this?’ 

Allen asked.  

‘Because Road is planning to 

see the Millennium Earl tomorrow 

on the slopes, so please keep an 

eye on her.’  

Allen nodded his head.  

‘Thanks,’ I called as I left. I 

walked back to her dorm and got 

changed for bed. When Road 

came in the door I went to sleep.  

 

Chapter 4: The Millennium Earl 

On the slopes the following day I 

called out to Allen, so he followed 

Road to the Millennium Earl. I can 

try and kill the Millennium Earl, 

Allen thought. I’ll try not to get 

killed as well. Allen found Road 

and followed her to the 

Millennium Earl. He activated his 

innocence which was in his arm. 

‘Hello, Millennium Earl, why did 

you want me?’ Road asked. ‘I was 

on a trip.’  

‘Yes I know. We think we found 

the heart of innocence,’ 

Millennium Earl said.  

‘Good, I will not go on the trip 

anymore,’ Road said.  

At that moment, Allen came out 

of hiding with his innocence. 

‘Millennium Earl you have 

caused enough damage to this 

world,’ Allen shouted. ‘I thought 

Tyki said you were going by 

yourself.’  

The Millennium Earl said, ‘I was 

by myself.’  

Road said, ‘Ayame must have 

followed me when I went to talk to 

Tyki and told Allen to spy on me 

on the slopes today.’  

‘Who is Ayame?’ the Millennium 

Earl said.  

‘She was my roommate,’ Road 

said.  

‘Wait! Where is Allen Walker?’ 

The Millennium Earl asked.  

‘I don’t know,’ Road said.     

 

THE END 

Millennium Earl Tries to Take Over the World 

“Writing is not a serious 

business. It’s a joy and a 

celebration. You should be 

having fun with it... It’s not work. 

If it’s work, stop and do 

something else.” 

 — George Orwell  

 

“Be in love with your life.”  

— Jack Kerouac 

 

“Every character should want 

something, even if it is only a 

glass of water.”  

— Kurt Vonnegut 

 

“A writer, like an athlete, must 

'train' every day. What did I do 

today to keep in 'form'?”  

— Susan Sontag  

 

“In writing, your audience is 

one single reader. I have found 

that sometimes it helps to pick 

out one person — a real person 

you know, or an imagined person 

and write to that one.”   

— John Steinbeck  

Quotes for 
aspiring 
writers 

Joke of the Afternoon 

BY JORDAN TALBOT IMAGE PIXABAY Continued from previous page   

FEATURE FICTION  

BY JAYNIE CATGIRL 

 

Some kids are walking 

through the Chinese section 

in the shops. They don't 

normally eat Chinese food 

and so one of the kids says,  

 

 

“What do fortune cookies 

taste like?”  

Another kid gives a simple 

answer.  

“Fortunes.”  

FROM CULTURE MAP AUSTIN  
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Kitty & Marcy BY JAYNIE CATGIRL  

Part 1: England, 1945 

The world in 1945 was a lot 

different to the likes of today. It 

was still recovering from World 

War Two, and if you thought that 

was a history making moment, 

then continue reading: 

On the corner of Short Street 

there was a workshop, built by a 

man by the name of Bray, way 

back in 1892. He’d never married 

or had any children, and all other 

family were dead. His father had 

died in a robbery in 1877 at the 

Town Hall where he worked. Since 

then, Bray had been very 

independent, and for spare 

money, a cobbler he was. Then, at 

the age of twenty, his mother 

died. 

Her last words to him were, 

“The money you made was the 

money YOU made, not me. It is 

too late and will come of no use to 

me. Fee free.” 

Bray used the money he’d 

made over the years to build his 

workshop. He never hesitated to 

keep the front the door of his 

workshop unlocked. He thought 

that if someone was to break in 

and steal something or kill him, 

then that was fate’s decision. 

Nature’s way. 

Now, he was missing.  

He’d been a popular man and 

people grew concerned. One 

friend, let’s call him John, 

ventured into his workshop. The 

outcome wasn’t pretty. Turns out, 

nature’s way was, well … Bray had 

been murdered. 

 

Continues next page... 

 

 

Time Frame continues next page... 
BY CLAY SADLER 

CLAY SADLER 

FEATURE FICTION  

“The world in 

1945 was a lot 

different to 

the likes of 

today. ” 
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Later, the police showed up 

after John visited the station. One 

of the forensic officers walked out 

to the back of the workshop and 

discovered a large rectangular 

box with a huge sheet over it. The 

box had to be ten metres tall. The 

officer pulled the sheet from a big 

titanium silver coloured box. 

Thousands of little bolts of 

electricity covered the surface of 

the metal box for a split second. 

When the dust was cleared from 

the structure, he could see a 

door. 

The door was completely see-

through. He was staring at never 

before seen technology. 

Hundreds of buttons covered a 

dashboard of electronics, shiny 

new golden levers, and a 

computer screen. He called out to 

the others, who were shocked to 

see the large machine.  

 

Part 2: The Order of Events 

A large steel handle, the size of 

a man’s leg, ran down one side of 

the door. One of the men stepped 

forward, grabbed the handle, and 

turned it right around until it was 

upside down. The see-through 

door automatically opened.  

Aside from the electronics in 

various colours, the room was 

completely white. In 1945, the 

average adult going about his day 

would have been oblivious as to 

what this was. Spoiler alert: it’s a 

time machine. 

The man walked ahead to the 

dashboard. On the lever were the 

words “quantum travel”. Not 

scientifically educated, he didn’t 

have a clue as to what it meant.  

Hours later, John came to the 

scene. By now, the time machine 

was in the newspaper and the 

news had made it half way across 

England. John wanted to know 

where this thing had come from. 

Everyone assumed it was a 

project of Bray’s, but John wasn’t 

so sure. 

 

Part 3:  

To be continued next time …  

Time Frame continued 
CONTINUED FROM PREVIOUS PAGE  BY CLAY SADLER IMAGE PIXABAY 

BY KSP WRITERS’ CENTRE 

 

Katharine Susannah Prichard 

was born in 1883 in Fiji at the 

height of a hurricane. She was a 

journalist before finding success 

as a fiction novelist. She also 

wrote plays, short stories and 

poetry.   

Katharine was notably the first 

Australian novelist to gain 

international recognition for her 

1915 novel, The Pioneers, which 

won the prestigious Hodder and 

Stoughton All Empire Literature 

Prize for Australasia. The £250 

prize money would help to fund 

construction of her beloved 

private writing studio, which still 

stands today. 

Katharine married Hugo 

Throssell VC, an Anzac soldier 

who fought at Gallipoli, in 1919, 

and together they bought a 

house at 11 Old York Road in 

Greenmount, Western Australia. 

They had one son, named Ric. 

In the late 1960s, a stroke left 

Katharine unable to move her 

hand at the age of 85. In an 

incredible act of inner strength, 

she taught herself to write again 

and was able to finish her final 

novel. Nothing would stop 

Katharine from writing.  

At the time of her death in 

1969, Katharine had published 

thirteen novels, five collections of 

short stories, ten plays, and two 

volumes of verse.  

 Her legacy now lives on in the 

KSP Writers’ Centre, Katharine’s 

former home, where hundreds of 

writers visit each year to be 

inspired through writing groups, 

workshops and special events.  

Who is 
Katharine? 

http://www.kspwriterscentre.com/#!competitions-1/b7yw7
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I wake to the familiar droning 

of my computer fan in the far 

corner of my dark bedroom.  

The soft sound falling onto 

my ears feels like the 

comforting patter of rain. I 

open my eyes to the same 

blank ceiling as every other 

morning, with a small, unlit 

light bulb hanging from the 

centre. My room is only lit by 

the faint light of dawn filtered 

through the blinds of my 

window. The cold autumn 

breeze flows through with the 

light, and I feel as if I might 

freeze from skin to bone. I 

welcome the sweet embrace 

of frost; it fits with my mind. I 

kick the grey blanket off my 

legs and swing them over the 

side of my small bed frame, 

and shiver as my bare feet 

touch the cold, wooden floor. 

It almost feels like a ritual by 

now, but I can't really call it 

that because it's just me 

getting out of bed. I let out a 

sigh. 

Always over-analyzing, I 

think to myself. It really isn't 

necessary, but maybe the 

whole over-analyzing is a ritual 

in itself. I let out another sigh. 

I woke up in a dream today, 

to the sound of  static, and put 

my cold feet on the floor. The 

same song lyrics play in my 

head again as I stand up and 

stretch my arms out in front of 

me; my arms straight and my 

fingers locked 

together 

ahead of me 

and bent 

dangerously 

far in the 

wrong 

direction. I 

walk over to 

the wooden 

dresser 

standing in the corner of the 

room, closest to the only 

window, and look through 

what's left of my clean shirts; 

all the others make up a 

material mound on the floor 

next to the dresser. Everything 

inside is made up of greys, 

darker greys, and blacks, but 

one shirt in particular catches 

my eye. Its almost glossy white 

sleeve calls to me, and when I 

take the shirt off its hanger, 

I'm met with somewhat of a 

surprise: the shining white 

print contrasting with a soft 

black logo and design on it, as 

well as the rest of the shirt 

itself feeling like a woollen 

sweater.  

Minutes to Midnight. A wry 

smile crawls onto 

my face as I look 

at the album logo 

printed onto the 

thick cotton in 

my hands. More 

song lyrics rush 

into my head, but 

this time specific 

to the design I 

see in front of 

me. I slip the shirt over my 

head and struggle to get my 

arms through the sleeves; it's 

a little small now, but I'll 

manage.  

I walk back to the foot of my 

bed and pick up the grey 

tracksuit pants haphazardly 

flung over the wooden frame 

from last night and step into 

them, one leg at a time, as 

most people do. I think, Is it 

weird to do one leg at a time 

or do other people put both 

legs in at once?  My mind 

suddenly swarms with 

unnecessary anxieties, and I 

stop for a moment just to 

process the abundance of 

thoughts in my head. I take a 

deep breath to try and clear 

my mind, but as expected, it 

doesn't work, so I move on 

with my daily routine and try 

my best to block out the 

distorted whimsy floating 

around the blank spaces of 

my mind.  

I step out of my room and 

into my house's single short 

hallway; the walls around me 

plastered with a dull beige 

that transitions into a bright 

baby blue as I step into my 

bathroom. I plant my hands on 

opposite sides of the ceramic 

sink in front of me and stare 

into the mirror cabinet 

mounted on the tile wall at my 

head height. I stare straight 

ahead into my own dark, 

sunken eyes and once again 

try to clear my head.  

THE END 

Wake  
BY STEFAN SKOKLESKI IMAGE PIXABAY 

 

“I welcome the 

sweet embrace of 

frost; it fits with 

my mind. ” 

STEFAN SKOKLESKI 

FEATURE FICTION  
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Join the dream 

zine team for the 

next Press Club in 

October 2016 

 

www.kspwriterscentre.com 

 

The KSP Writers’ Centre is proudly 

supported by the Shire of Mundaring 
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