


Merit Award Winner

The Beast of The Sea

Elbert Yuze Ma

ST MARGARET’S BERWICK GRAMMAR

Once a mysterious ship had sailed at night,

“It's the legend’s ship, the chosen one, floating out of sight!”
There were voices travelling across the beach.
“They are finding an island!” Many may screech,
“But are they ready for the dangers that lurk?”
The crew were holding their breath,

It is in the midst of the air—

Shuddering, shaking,

They felt a deep chill,

The motor grows faint. Everything is still.

The strong vibrations, where water is murky
Bubbling, the water goes up and down

The laughter and celebration turns into a frown.
Faded music ceases in the far,

There the beast lives with its door ajar.

Listening to every word and

Every moving creature of life,

Soon to be devoured,

The monstrous beast,

Waiting for it's delicious feast.




Poetry/Lyrics: Years 5 - 6 Finalists

Encouragement Award Winner

Lying
Evelyne Ong
HOMESCHOOL

Once a year we tend to lie,
Underneath a sullen sky.

All our parents seem to sigh,
As the truth begins to pry.

Angry frowns and stomps around,
Echo through the hollow ground.
Such a racket, what a sound,

In this silent battleground.

Wooden scary-looking sticks,
Lean and hard like cement bricks,
Hanging ominously, a fix,

For every wrong, a thousand pricks.

Seething palms, all scarlet-red,

Mark the path where fear is led.
Something done but nothing said,
In this dance of dread.

Feeling lost and reeling hard,

Caught within a web of lard,

Feels like we've been pushed in mud,
By the weight of every shard.

Yet amidst this murky gloom,

Lies the seed of a tender bloom.

For in the depths, we find our truth,
Amidst the chaos of our youth.

Let honesty be our guiding light,

To navigate this darkest night.

For in the end, it's not the fight,

But the honesty that sets things right.
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Poetry/Lyrics: Years 7 - 9 Finalists

First Place Award Winner
Mother Bird

Amna Bilal
NOSSAL HIGH SCHOOL

1 word, 3 letters

A simple joke made for the ‘better’

Yet the word | heard rattles my bones

Courses through my veins, the word | now own

They don’t understand the inevitable effects

Of the words I'm forced to dissect

The butterflies ingulfing my stomach, have turned to moths scratching my throat,
Can'’t say it out loud so | wrote, and | wrote

| sit and wait, day and night, for you in the nest

| am left distressed by the emotions you possess
When were you forced to grow up

because what you did to me wasn'’t out of love

Despite believing my mind is clouded with your fog,

| find hairs on my neck standing with the echo of the voice that can only cause sobs
Again and again in my head | am forced to repeat

Yet the words you say, can only make me feel defeat

The feeling | feel like paper that’s been stretched, not ripped

Not to the point where it's that deep, but to the point where I've flipped
How do you walk around with zero guilt, regret, remorse on your back
When | know for fact that | wasn'’t the first person you attacked




| wish | still knew how to cry about one thing at a time

I miss seeing the winsome, blooming flowers as a sign

Now all | can see is the clouds desperately holding on to the rain
One step closer to bursting, one step closer to forgetting your name

Childish laughs turn to screams

Determined to escape my head by all means

Parallels with childhood, you caused distinct pain

Like when | scrape my knee, and when you make me go insane

Concept of time ruining me forever, why is life changing
Those ‘joyous’ memories never fading

Accepting you're now a star in somebody else’s sky

| wish it would’ve, could’ve been mine

This story is up for everyone to decipher,

after all isn't life all about that and love, or is it neither

Now | watch from a distance as the cycle repeats

Wretched mirrors of each other: I'm all you could’ve been and you'’re all | might be




Poetry/Lyrics: Years 7 - 9 Finalists

Merit Award Winner
We Are All Unique

Almira Hafiz
CLYDE SECONDARY COLLEGE

In this vast world, we each hold a spark,
Unique and special, in light and in dark.
With different dreams and paths we seek,
We paint our stories, bold and unique.

In a world where stars dance in the night,
Each one shines with its own special light.
Just as no two snowflakes are the same,

In our uniqueness, we find our claim to fame.

Some are loud, while others are shy,
Some reach for the stars, while others fly low and high.

With talents and passions, we all possess,
A kaleidoscope of skills, we each express.
From art to science, music to dance,
Our uniqueness gives life its chance.

Like flowers in a garden, each with its own hue,

We bloom in different colors, bright and true.

Some may be bold, others soft and sweet,

But together, we create a masterpiece that’s hard to beat.




In the journey of life, we weave our own thread,
With dreams and desires that fill us with dread.
But it's our differences that make us complete,
Like pieces of a puzzle, each one unique.

Our uniqueness lies in our stories,
the tales we have to tell,

In the dreams we dare to chase,
in the wishes that propel.

So let’s cherish each moment,
cherish each day,

For life is a gift,

in every way.

Let’s laugh and love,
come what may,

And make the most of life,
in every single way.




Poetry/Lyrics: Years 7 - 9 Finalists

Encouragement Award Winner

For in Dadi’s (Grandma’s) Kitchen

Bobby Bhatia
NOSSAL HIGH SCHOOL

For in Dadi’s kitchen

Oh, what a delight

A haven of warmth

A place so bright

With a grand heart

She always welcomed me in

Her love

A beacon that would forever begin

Her big heart

A treasure chest so vast
Overflowing with golden love
Steadfast and steadfast
She’d wrap me in hugs

Her arms wide-open-wide

In her embrace

All fears would subside

In Dadi’s kitchen

Amidst the clatter of pots and pans
She’d work her charm

With skilled hands

Her rotis golden

Buttered with care

Each bite

A taste of love so rare

But hidden within her fridge’s nook
A secret artifact

A sight to look

From me

A small request

A hush plea

We’'d always have some Coke
Just her and me.




My no-fun parents would vilely vexedly veto
But Dadi was never zero

She was always my hero

For in her eyes

| could never go wrong

In her love ‘

| felt ever so strong PY

Memories now flicker and fade
But her love

Oh, it never betrayed

In the quiet moments

| still see her visage

Her kitchen

Her love

Her empowering Taj

This Dadi is for you

Oh, Dadi

I’'m getting déja vu

The place where love and memories would always strike alight
For in Dadi’s kitchen

Oh, what a delight
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Poetry/Lyrics: Years 10 - 12 Finalists

First Place Award Winner

Please Remember
Megan Phoon
NOSSAL HIGH SCHOOL

today, he heard them before he saw them

the woman in front boomed into a megaphone and those
behind her yelled right back

lining the pavement, dotting the street

then they marched onwards

their voices faded but in his mind’s eye, all green
and monstrous,

the red

blood spilled by the black-hearted,

drunk by the wealth-loving white

man,

and their soil now soiled and stained

with it

remained.

every Sunday at 12pm, they stand at the state library
the pigeons are perplexed

the amateur skaters intrigued

and nobody plays chess




Poetry/Lyrics: Years 10 - 12 Finalists

or dares to breathe
but he has a tram to catch.

then at stop 1: elizabeth street he hears
them again

FREE
FREE
PALESTINE

so he doesn't get off

and he glides numbly past the free
tram
zone

to touch on your myki at the start of your
journey




Merit Award Winner

A Consumer of The Past
Anvi Sharma
JOHN MONASH SCIENCE SCHOOL

| am an avid consumer of the past,
The memories, the nostalgia, the things that didn't quite last.
| revisit the past everyday without fail,

And beat myself up over old mistakes to no avail.

An avid consumer of the past,
And unable to move on,
Like a weight tied to my leg,

Stopping me from walking away from all that is gone.

And when | don’t dwell on the past,
Itis the future that haunts my mind.
The dream of wanting to be the best,

And the expectation of being “one of a kind”.

Yet to the past, | always return,
Maybe | find some comfort within,
Revisiting these old memories, though | know they hurt,

At least | am familiar with the way in which they end.




Poetry/Lyrics: Years 10 - 12 Finalists

Once again, an avid consumer of the past,

The flashbacks make each day feel like my last.

Yet | still visit it every day without interruption,
To see the memories | wish | did not have to see,

Itis to the extent that it really makes me question,

Do | consume the past or does the past consume me?




Encouragement Award Winner

The Dreaded Fields of Red
Luke Mu
ST PETER’S COLLEGE — CRANBOURNE CAMPUS

The dreaded fields of red,
Overshadowed by the smoke ahead,
Like a fabled cross,

Morals crucified.

A violent chasm of chaos,
The battle reaches apoth;

Shredded ribbons of comrades hang lowly,
All dead in vain,

For a cause akin to nothingness,

For a menagerie of pain,

A storm surge of tears

just like rain.

The screams of agony.

A prelude to chaos

sheds the dark ethos,

Hearts of man squeezed with calamity;

They are driven to pure insanity.

The yells of terror,
Propaganda infects like the plague,
A pernicious figure,



Poetry/Lyrics: Years 10 - 12 Finalists

An epicure for suffering.

No aperture for peace.

The people are not wise;

His mood of caprice,

His terror leads to belief in lies.

Through pure hatred,

Goebbels has created a demon long-
awaited,

Yet everyone seems mindless.

An onslaught of lies,
yet no one decides to bat an eye.

Europe turns a sunder,

The world turns red,

And the Germans are just a marionette,
In the dreaded fields of red.
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