


Eda,
We heard all about the victory in Kabul. The news reports say the war will be over soon. We’re all doing well, your brother just spoke his first word, he said 
‘mama’ I’m so proud. Your father has been working hard at the naval base, don’t see him much he works so late. Your sister, Juli, is doing well at school Not 
that there’s much point in her being there, her teachers never show up, but she’s enjoying it. I can’t wait for you to come home, there’s a convoy bringing 
soldiers back in two weeks. Try to get on it if you can. I love you to the moon and back.
Mum xx

“I can’t wait to take off these boots.” Eda felt the rusted iron wires of the bed contort beneath her with the added weight of another soldier. “I hate digging 
up land mines. It’s the worst parts of field work mixed with the agonising focus you need to not blow yourself up. I’m desperate to get home.”
Eda tucked the letter carefully in the pocket of her heavy cargo pants. It was probably the last one she would receive before she left. The smile she offered 
the soldier was lopsided and slightly awkward, but it was her best effort. 
The eyes of her new company glanced down at her pocket. “I got a letter too. My fiance is back in Perth with my daughter, she’s only three, such a 
sweetheart. I’m getting married when I get back.”
The woman was certainly outgoing, with wild, raven hair pulled back into a mandatory bun and a smile that sent deep trenches to the corners of her eyes. 

But Eda didn’t want to continue thinking about the letter, she hadn’t seen her family for over two years and their faces had been slowly fading from her 
memory as her resolve to continue fighting for her country had been. Slowly erased by the horrors of war. 
“I haven’t seen you around before.”
The woman’s smile only became more animated. “I’m so sorry, my name’s Eleanor. I got transferred to the Kabul base last week. What about you.” 

“Eda. I’m from Sydney, trained in Perth though, I’m assuming you lived there. Been here awhile.”
“Oh, that’s a cool connection.” Eleanor laid back on the bed and the tangy smell of crumbling rust falling from underneath the mattress made her nose 

crinkle. It smelt like blood. “We can be best friends, at least until we get home. Everyone here is so quiet.”
A sound escaped from Eda’s lips. It was the harsh sort of sound that cars made when braking suddenly, it was a laugh screeching against the rough asphalt 

of her throat. “We’ve all been through a lot here. We were first to the scene when the car bombs went off  in the city a few weeks back.” The putrid smell of 
ash and burning metal rushed back to her. The horrific screaming of a mother as she dove into the fire to reach her baby trapped inside the wreckage, 
moments later collapsing with a limp body in her arms. 
Eleanor’s energetic smile faltered for a second. “That’s terrible, we heard abou-”
Her voice was drowned out under the shrieking wails of a siren. The raid siren. Eleanor’s face dropped in understanding, that sound was universal. Eda 

suddenly couldn’t feel her legs, she saw the silent screams come from the other soldiers, scrambling to pick up their weapons and find cover.
Eleanor sprang into action as Eda could only watch as enemy troops filed into the room behind a cloud of orange smoke. It drifted through the room with 

the killer intent of a hungry cheetah. Sharp bangs rang through the room, louder than even the siren, and desperate soldiers collapsed as they were 
trapped in the firing line. Body after body fell around her as Eda saw the faces of the people she had worked alongside lose all vitality and thump against 
the ground. 
She felt smooth elastic straps and bulky plastic being shoved over her head as Eleanor looked over and placed her own gas mask on Eda. The hard set of 

her jaw and steely expression showed nothing of the panic around her and the smoke that was feasting on their skin as she screwed the canister in place. 
The calmness that had been resting over Eda was replaced by the pounding adrenalin that she was so familiar with. Eleanor was faster. She bulldozed Eda 
underneath her. The realisation dawned on Eda as the metal wires dug into her side, she was giving up her life to save hers. 
Eda looked into Eleanor’s eyes, The wrinkles were gone, her mouth turned down in resignation. She wanted to ask why but the mask was too tight and the 
noises too loud. Eleanor smiled down at her, the edges of her hair alight with glowing fire, as the muscles pressing Eda into the rusted, wire frame of the 
bed went limp. 

Toxic fumes took over Eda’s thoughts the moment the door to the airfield opened. Aeroplane fuel had the most horrendous smell. Eda could remember 
thinking the exact opposite when she walked on the same tarmac as she was leaving to go join the war. Then, her skin was soft, her expression kind and she 
was filled with the excitement of an adventure before her. Maybe the overly zealous enthusiasm that had filled her with adrenalin then had clouded her 
perception of reality. Or maybe now she was just a different person. It certainly felt like it.
Behind the electric fences, crumbling with rust where they hadn’t been before, there were crowds of people celebrating. The news that all troops were 

being extracted from their placements and being brought back slowly over the next three months had been spread. The war was over. 
She could see children waving flags of old shirts and tablecloths, people hugging and crying and people dancing to music she couldn’t hear over the roar of 

the engines slowing down. All this happiness was fine for the people whose loved ones were returning. But for the ones left behind? The letter she hand 
wrote to Eleanor’s fiance after the explosion wouldn’t have reached its destination yet. It was on the plane she had just stepped out of. He wouldn’t know. 
Panic grabbed hold of her, He thinks she was on this plane. He’s probably waiting with his daughter, squeezing her with delight, telling her that she would be 
seeing her mummy soon. 
She could imagine the disbelief on his face as she told him that his wife gave her life for her. The desperation that would follow and the anger that it hadn’t 

been her who died. She couldn’t face him. There was no way, her own family would be hard enough. They wouldn’t recognise her. Angry red scars streaked 
up her arms and neck, her face had buckled under the pressure of healing. She slowly slipped down the steel staircase and stood on the soil of her home 
country for the first time since the war started. She wasn’t filled with relief as she thought she would. Instead she felt loneliness creep up inside of her and 
seize her lungs with a painful jab to the throat. She didn’t even recognise herself. Everytime she looked into someone's face she saw the faces of the people 
who would never come home. The faces of the people who were murdered by the conflict that she had been a part of. She saw Eleanor. The mumbled to 
herself, she didn’t care who was watching anymore, “We all sacrificed so much for the freedom of this country, she was just more willing to pay the price 
than I was.”

Rusted Wires
By Georgia Loadsman (age 15)



TIED TO THE KNIFE
An estimated 1.5 million dose of cosmetic medicine injectables are operated in 
Australia every year. However, which one of those 1.5 million doses have been 
administered by unregistered practitioners, corrupted or mistreated in some way or 
another. Australians are continuously placing themselves at risk, falling prey to the 
dangers of threatening medicine injectables open to severe, harmful consequences.

Frequent side effects from these false treatments include lumps, bumps or lopsided 
exaggerated facial features, an obvious recognition. However, with the more severe 
consequences range from infection and the worst case scenario, death. For instance, 
a 46 year old woman died after being whipped under black market cosmetic 
treatment where an unlicensed practitioner promising a less costly option to buttock 
augmentation, injected cooking oil into her buttocks. Following the procedure, the 
women entered into a coma for a week and then experienced several organ failures 
due to fat embolisation as the oil invaded her bodily functions. The horrors of 
cosmetic injections should be enough to scare off large portions of the cosmetic 
medicine injection market yet despite significant recent events, Australians continue 
to surge through the market with sheer oblivion and naivety. 

Not only is Australia being affected by the noteable concerns of the cosmetic black 
market, however this very incident is occurring worldwide. In particular, in the U.S, 
England, Europe and more. Evidently, no country is safe from these dangers with long 
lasting consequences however smart consumers do have chances of preventing a 
cosmetic nightmare from happening to you.

In order to minimise the risk of cosmetic medicine injectables, it is recommended to 
always check the credentials of your practitioner and pay close attention to seemingly 
‘too good to be true’ bargains. For future reference, doctors such as Dr Angelo, 
Tsirbas, Dr Sim Choroomi, Dr Dov Hersh and Dr Tsu-hui (Hubert) Low are all qualified 
medical practitioners based in NSW who are open to offering advice, information or 
services to consumers.  

To all readers Australian based or not, specifically in the cosmetic medicine business, 
it is very clear that what you pay for is what you get. Be a wise consumer, know your 
sources and shop safely.  



Global Goss
LOCAL
NSW Roads: Inexperienced vs Experienced
Who really is to blame for the current road toll of 10 already formulated within 2018? In 
comparison to ACT’s 2018 single road toll of one, NSW needs to step up their game. 

Drink-driving, drag racing, mobile phones or ‘entertaining’ friends of young, provisional drivers 
seem to continuously creep their way onto the front page of news articles in Australia. Clearly, 
young drivers are the enemies on the road, correct? Studies show it could be the criticising, 
mature and worn out elderly drivers causing destruction on NSW roads. 

The idea of mobile phones being used whilst driving is almost always entertained by adults 
criticising the younger generation. However the savvy and up-to-date teenagers or young 
adults seem to know when the right time to use their devices, a concept the older generation 
seemingly struggles to pick up on. 

Police officers from the New South Wales Traffic and Highway Patrol have recorded that 
provisional licensed drivers are resisting using their devices as they do not want to accumulate 
demerit points. Within 2016, 900 P-plater drivers were fined, compared with more than 38 000 
fully licensed drivers with 735 drivers caught texting or talking in school zones. (Mazoe Ford 
ABC News) (29 May 2017). 

In conclusion, clearly the more mature drivers need to have a break from tooting their own 
horn and accept that age has minimal influence on one’s driving ability. In most cases, it is 
purely the driver’s choices of action that determines the safety of themselves, the passengers 
and additional drivers on the road. 

GLOBAL
Cyborgs are the new Human Beings
Who doesn’t love easy access to the internet, scrolling through social media for hours on end, only to finally grasp some self control and continuing 
researching online for that history assignment due the next day? To de-stress maybe you play some music, turn on the air-con or whip out that highly 
recommended meditation app that is supposedly aimed to cure all negativity. In modern society, humans are constantly becoming more and more 
reliant on technology to not only complete daily tasks however to fulfill happiness, joy and enlightenment into our now much robotic selves. If we cannot 
find happiness, purpose or use without the internet, should we be now named cyborgs?

As a society, we have not only become obsessed (to say the least) with technology however we have also become controlled by technology as technology 
steals over 90% of jobs humans used to do. The notion of jobs has become a concerning matter, with employment opportunities decreasing in times 
when individuals need it the most. Therefore, the very object that brings happiness, definitely brings consequences along with it. Negative influences of 
technology also include isolation, an opportunity for bullying, lack of privacy, poor sleep habits and an increase in mental illnesses (depression, anxiety 
etc).
The control of technology clearly does have its benefits as well. Increase in medical research has created new formulas and medicines increasing the 
overall quality of life and length of lifetime. Not only is technology a fundamental source of entertainment, however has provided new strategies and 
methods of education increasing learning skills and competence. Communication services that modern day technology has created demonstrates an 
opportunity of social benefits and keeping close relationships. 

Evidently, we may becoming cyborgs, if we have not already. However, is technology for the greater good? Or are we spiralling into a downward cycle of 
control, destruction and negativity. 



Affairs and Amusements
Weekly News:
●Australia’s first Suitsupply store in Sydney’s CBD after high level of demand came pouring in 

from Sydney men. The company is known for using Italian fabric and traditional tailoring. 
Customers have the choice between two options including choosing a suit within the store with 
proceeding alterations made on site or the opportunity to have a custom-made fit. 

●Mercedes-Benz Fashion Week Australia is occuring from 13th to the 17th of May in Sydney and set 
to open with Camilla and Marc. This event involves a week filled with plenty fashion shows, talks 
and events. The show marks 15 years in the industry for the brand which is helmed by Camilla 
Freeman-Topper and Marc Freeman, with their first appearance presented at Mercedes-Benz 
Fashion Week Australia in 2003. 

 Australian Designers
Maurie & Eve
Chic, feminine styles which present an everyday formal wear with a high priority of comfort. 
Designed for any outgoing young girl who loves to have fun! 
Réalisation Par
An Australian blogger who transformed into a designer, Alexandra Spencer and designer friend 
Teale Talbot. A brand focused on crafting faultless wardrobe staples with an aim to attract 
attention and adoration. Chic and modern with a retro edge, fit for any perfect Instagram 
photograph.
Tigerlily
A brand filled fit for a bohemian dream. The bold and polished pieces range from swimwear, 
outerwear and casual wear which are all extremely distinguishable. 

Australian Teams
Hockeyroos (women’s team) and the Kookaburras (men’s team):

- Australia’s men’s and women’s hockey teams are the most successful 
in the history of the Commonwealth Games having won all but one of 
the gold medals on offer since 1998 when the sport was introduced

The Matildas (Australian women’s soccer) and Socceroos (Australian 
men’s soccer)

- The historic first Australian women’s team was established in 1978, 
taking part in the first World Women’s Invitational Tournament in 
Chinese Taipei 

- The Socceroos are the only national team to have been a champion of 
two confederations having won the OFC Nations Cup four times between 
1980 and 2004 as well as the AFC Asian Cup at the 2015 event on home 
soil

- The Socceroos Represented Australia at the FIFA World Cup tournament 
on five occasions and has a top scorer being Tim Cahill

Weekly News:
Gold Coast Commonwealth Games:

- Australia is hosting the next Commonwealth Games on the Gold COast, 
Queensland from the 4-15 April 2018 and will be the largest sporting 
event Australia will see this decade and the greatest sporting 
spectacular the Gold Coast has ever seen, welcoming more than 6500 
athletes and team officials from more than 71 nations pover 11 days in 18 
different sports

- The core sports of athletics include aquatics (swimming and diving), 
boxing, hockey, squash, netball, rugby sevens and weightlifting

Aussie Volleyroos:
- Australia’s Chris McHugh and Damien Schumann continued to hold the 

Aussie Volleyroos unbeaten start in their first Commonwealth Games 
for Beach Volleyball, closing out the first set 21-3

Fashion

Sport



“The Pen is Mightier than the Sword”
Copy the template below and put the letter inside the nearest post box. 

The Prime Minister of the Socialist Republic of Vietnam 
Nguyen Xuan Phuc
35 Ngo Quyen Hoang Hoa Tham Hanoi 
Viet Nam

Dear Prime Minister, 

As a member of the Benenson Society I respectfully raise my concerns about the recent jailing of Teresa Tran 
Thi Xuan in Ha Tinh province. The exercise of free and critical speech is fundamental to respect for human 
rights in any society. Activists writing about democracy, corruption and the environment should not be silenced 
by lengthy sentences. Please intervene on their behalf.

At a time when Vietnam has a growing reputation as an economic power and tourist location, we join other 
human rights bodies in calling on your Government to end the government’s systematic persecution of 
peaceful critics and ensure the basic rights to freedom of expression, association, assembly, and religion for its 
citizens. We ask that you look into the sentence of 9 years imposed on Teresa Tran Thi Xuan. 

Yours sincerely,

(Your Name)

WRITING FOR CHANGE

(Your Name)
(Your School)

(The Date)



Reader Recommendations

Books

Movies

Drama

Music
Check out this album by the 
Indigo Foxes:

Location Location Location

Motivation



Struggle
By Dominique Bergman (age 14)

Our house is made of dirt, of crime and of tin 
Full of crowding children, their nonchalant father, their sick 
mothers
It smells of sewage, reeks of despair, and is stained with gin   
I have to start the day, 
In the filthy waterway, 
Where my sister and I bathe, 
We are starving, sick, sad and struggling to survive, but we 
aren’t the only ones 
12 million join us in our troubles,
Join us in this game, in death or desperation, competing for a 
non-existent happiness  
But there are a few, the ones stand tall amidst our hunched 
bodies 
In grand palaces, of marble and gold, lawns and pools 
Like princes among men, they rule with wealth 
And to the rest of us peasants 
They are royal 

I emerge from my sleep, draped in clouds of silk and cashmere 
The garments hug my skin, as if I am meant to be proud of who 
I am, the possession I have become
My husband’s arm curls over my waist, heavy as a chain 
And keeps me secured tightly, to my greatest source of pain
I glide across the Icey tiles, yet am weighed down by 
expectations, orders, pressures, and everything else this ring on 
my finger means.  
I bathe in a mirror, clear and shining 
But the water can’t hide my crying 
I paint on my mask, using rouge and kohl
I am not meant to think, I am meant to obey
A prison is a prison, no matter what it’s made of, 
A collar is just as tight, if encrusted with jewels. 
The poor may be dying, but they are dying free. 
They may have nowhere to go, but they can go anywhere. My 
only place of travel, is by my husband's side, and by my 
husband’s side, is where my battle is. 
He honors me often, I wish to wear this badge of courage with a 
voice, however he shall honor me some more, so in silence, I 
bear it. 
We head for the station, I trail him in his business as a dog 
might, one meant to bring beauty and pleasure
This place of grandeur, I look past into the ticket office, and see 
the gold bars of doors strongly locked, of the faces that sit 
behind them, trapped, and yet freer than I ever shall be 
I look past those shining bars, and I can feel them shrinking, 
No matter how much they glint and sparkle, they are no less 
restricting 

I am going to the market, but don’t expect me to pay
I steal and rob, I lie and run 
That’s how we make it through the day 
I can’t stretch my arms, this claustrophobic city shrinks every day, 
Soon, there will be nowhere to run, and then where will we be 
Like a pit of quicksand, the more you try to break free, the tighter it 
ensnares you 
My route is ever-changing, for there will always be new obstacles, 
both organic and synthetic in form

Time is our most precious resource, and yet our lives get sorter 
everyday 
 My fleet slap the dirt, 
My hard soles pound the way as I accelerate 
I keep high alert, for man’s greatest enemy, is man itself 
I past the grand old station, like an ageing armoire 
Full of baggage past its time 
Dusty, old, forgotten and full of holes 
And yet like an old wooden cupboard. 
Swarms of pests have infested its ancient beauty, preventing its 
return 
I look and see an angel standing by, 
Clothed in riches, with a good man towering over her side 
Someone who has the luxury of being shy 
People who can afford to forget 
Animals like me, like her 
 Bags of skin and bone, 
A dirty, ragged rat, and his sister, crying for her dead mother to 
come home 
News Report
Terrorist Attacks have been reported in Mumbai.  Lashkar-e-Taiba, 
an Islamic militant organisation based in Pakistan have recently 
carried out a string of shootings, one being in Chhatrapati Shivaji 
Terminus, a major train station in Mumbai
POP, POP, POP, POP, POP! 
We fell. 
A series of coordinated thumps sound as we greet the floor 
Like music, our funeral song, 
My eyes are out of focus, my ears ringing with silence, my lungs 
stinging, and my tears fall enough to drown giants, 
My final thoughts drift to… 
My young sister, all alone 
The riches did not save me, 
And the place of joy, I shall finally call home 
 


