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Winner, Senior Secondary
Robert Hurtle, 17
Hobart College, Hobart, Tasmania

‘The Wild Side’
On the wild side
breakers hurl themselves onto the reef,
flower-strewn graves guard the corridors of time,

and
jagged black cliffs buttress the land,
festooned with childhood names;
Merlin's Steps

where a half remembered friend twisted an
ankle,

Bufferfly Heaven
where homeless people slept, and

Dragon Rock
where we learnt to fly

On the wild side
The sun drowns in the horizon.
Night falls heavily, and sings dead spirits out from

their salty earth.
They dance in spindly columns

across the lagoon
to the reefs edge
through the spray.

And they whisper to the cliffs.

On the wild side
daylight is woken by the gulls,
and with the tentative rays come to us,

sunblock-greasy
monsters of the not so deep

In flippers and snorkels
we venture into the lagoon's motherly arms,
and terrify fish for miles around

On the wild side
The beach is harsh

gritty
gravely
shelly

The shells!
The hours spent poring over a ragged shoreline:

sunburnt necks
tired eyes
and sand dimpled knees

And shells, shells, shells by the bucket

On the wild side
there is no silence.
The water roars, and we roar back;

laughter
screams
footsteps.

But as tides change our noise fades;
reminders echo through the cliffs.
The night spirits claim the scraps of sound,
and we are a memory,
dancing with ghosts,
the wild ghosts.

Beneath the moon
over the cliffs
through the silvery mist of salt spume
down the shimmering corridors of time.

Winner, Junior Secondary
Davida Nolan-Isles, 14
The Friends’ School, Hobart, Tasmania

‘A Gargoyle’s Tears’
Standing in the warmth and looking out
On the dark shadows illuminated for the moment
By the break in my curtains
As they are pushed aside by my frame.
The cold sheet of glass settles in to a cycle
of fogging up them being wiped clear with my

sleeve
and I stare enthralled by the scene outside my

window:
the rain, ever relentlessly pouring down
the cluttered and boring front porch
leading to the veranda, varnish peeling away in great

flakes
the higgledy, piggeldy pile of shoes
still lying, submitting, where I kicked them off

coming home.
The top of our stairs, cluttered with fallen leaves and

twigs
the trees, leaning out over the concrete stairs
grappling with each other for a space
while the undergrowth continues to attack the small

garden bed
swelling to its full potential and dripping over the

edge
only to have its brave attempts squashed by

secateurs
time and time again.
The outside light is on, concealed by the side our

house
yet in its warm, soft glow, I see my gargoyle
and in that moment, the rain dripping down its face
takes on a different look
the glazing of tears, flowing down its cheeks
and as my gargoyle sits, heroic in all its glory
yet in that private moment, in that rainy night
shedding its tears
Gargoyle tears.

Judges' comments:
This poem gives us a simple scene yet showcases all the
very best elements of poetry.  Davida evokes the
atmosphere through intricate details that flow from
one image to another to build for the reader the same
sensory outside view that the poet is seeing.  For
example 'varnish peeling away in great flakes, the
undergrowth continues to attack the small garden bed.'
Great poetry uses language that is strong not flowery.
Everyday words have more impact than supposed
'poetic words'.  This poem shows how powerful a poem
can be when it is built with simple language –the nouns
and verbs of our everyday life.
We were impressed with Davida's poetic maturity, the
freshness and vitality with which we experience her
world, her new vision of her backyard. Excellent work.

Winner, School’s Award

SCEGGS Darlinghurst

Judges’ comments:  Outstanding for
the overall excellence of students’
poems through many sections.

Runner Up

The Friends school, Hobart, Tasmania

Commended

Fahan school, Sandy Bay , Tasmania

St. Michaels Collegiate Hobart,
Tasmania

Baulkhaum Hills High school ,
Baulkham Hills NSW

Alstonville High, Alstonville, New
South Wales

Walford Anglican School for girls,
Hyde Park, South Australia(for
experimentation with form)

James Ruse agricultural High School,
Carlingford NSW

Seymour College, Glen Osmond SA

St Aloysius College, Milson Point,
NSW

Sydney School of English, Mascot,
NSW

Katherine School of the Air primary
department NT

Burpengary State, Burpengary, Qld

Dobroyd Point Primary, Haberfield
NSW

Mount Scopus Memorial College,
Burwood, Vic

Merino Consolidated Primary
School, Merino , Vic

Somerville House, Junior School
South Brisbane Queensland

Grafton Public School, Grafton NSW

Balmain Public School, Balmain NSW

Southwood Boys Grammar,
Ringwood, Vic

Winner, Lower Primary
Joseph Hanson, 7
Mayfield East Primary School, Mayfield NSW

‘Grandpa’s Backyard’
When I think of the backyard at my Grandpa’s
I see…

Pumpkins lying on the ground waiting to be picked.
Beanstalks struggling to stay up with the weight of

all their beans,
Tomato plants with fruit so juicy they need poles to

help stand up,
Dare-devil flies that stick to your mouth, your cuts,

everything!

I hear…

The tractor chugging along, spluttering as it misses a
beat,

The hens announcing to the world they've laid an
egg,

Cows mooing against being locked up in the yards,
Dogs barking, as they jump about playfully.

I taste…

The freshness of crisp, crunchy beans,
A sweet, ripe tomato as its juice dribbles down my

chin,
The warm creaminess of milk squirted straight from

the cow's teats
And the flush, fresh country air.

I smell…

Spilt soured milk mixed with iodine and soap,
The rotting grain spilt by the cows forgetting their

manners,
The ‘fleshie’ smell that is the farm
(all farmers smell like this!)

I feel…

‘Shimmery’ as I put the machines on the cows teats,
Excited as the wind hits my face
Riding down the lane on the back of the ute,
And the grime on my skin after a hard day's work.

As I go to sleep, the moon shines on the backyard.
I hear peaceful sounds of birds chirping,
Cows mooing gracefully, and
Dogs barking at the moon and each other.
Uncle Peter gets up so early we're still fast asleep,
My brothers stir, waking me up to turn the lamp on,
We talk about the first thing that comes to our heads

– usually nonsense!
We try to be quiet,
Then we hear Grandpa getting up for a cup of tea,
At last, it's our turn!

Judges' comments:
 The exuberance of ‘Grandpa's Backyard’ confirmed this
as the winning poem.  There was so much more than a
listing of the contents. As readers, we were able to
experience Grandpa's backyard first-hand through
sensory images.  This is a backyard wide enough to
encompass a dairy farm, yet never once is this spelt out.
Instead it is built image by image.
Just listen to these lines: ‘the tractor chugging along,
spluttering as it misses a beat,’ or ‘the hens announcing
to the world they've laid an egg.’
Well done, Joseph Hanson.

Winner, Learning Assistance and
Special Education – Primary
Joshua Wood, 13
Redeemer Baptist School, North Parramatta, NSW

‘Through My Window’
Through my bedroom window I sit
Looking at the tall Australian gum tree.
Looking at the strong green tree, with
its mottled bark.
Its arms open wide, like a father greeting
his children.

Sitting in his arms are three cockatoos,
Tellling each other of their adventures.
Wind blowing through the leaves

Rustling, rustling, rustling
Arms swaying in the wind
Birds safely nestled within.

Judges’ comments:
We enjoyed the strong metaphor of a tree as a father
developed throughout the poem.  Joshua has provided
us with an authentic voice of his own backyard- a
snapshot through a window.  We applaud Joshua for
his use of specific details like ‘sitting in his arms are
three cockatoos.'” Real details make real action- filled
and fulfilling poetry.  Well done.

Winner, Learning Assistance &
Special Education – Secondary
Robert Kennedy, 13
Camberwell Grammar School, Balwyn Vic

‘My Backyard’
In my backyard …
There are so many types of land
Desert, forests
It is never bland

Yet to a slug it seems a lot bigger
Across the desert I slither
And into bushland I fearlessly tread
An adventure just to walk through
For we are just …
Slimy slugs who slither
On a cold and wet winter's day

Birds flutter down to eat us
As we try to slither away
For we are just juicy meals
Of birds’ prey

A giant walks over the land
An earthquake!
Chaos
All our hard ant work has come to waste
Our nest has crushed and crumbled then shall
break
Yet one objective still comes to mind
Save the queen's life, not mine

The quake getting bigger and bigger
The enemy nearer and nearer
My ant brothers running for the exit
Yet we all know there is no escape
For when the floods come
The damage is done
And we're back to the start again

In my backyard
So many creatures
All of them …
Wonderful features
I love my backyard

Winner, Upper Primary
Kate Harding
Katherine School of the Air, Katherine, NT

‘My Bush Backyard’
There are various ways to
travel around my bush backyard –
a cattle station
in the Northern Territory.

Cantering my bay Galloway
down the kilometre-long, dirt airstrip,
and pedaling my rusty bike
around the large, house paddock.

Bumping up and down
in Dad's dusty tractor,
as we feed
the hungry, cute poddies
the itchy, dry hay.

Gliding through the crystal clear water
of our in-ground pool,
swimming in the humid, bore water
as it fills the new, steel tank.

Floating in the murky, lily-covered waters
of our red-soil dam,
as we watch
the graceful, dancing brolgas
parading among the wattle.

Running with my excited dogs,
dodging them as I go,
or taking them for walks
on countless adventures.

Driving the old, rusty, ute,
changing gears isn't easy!

Speeding off on the red Quad,
revving the throttle,
and chucking it up a gear.

Judges' comments:
The unifying theme of exploring 'My Bush Backyard'
was a winning characteristic of this poem.  Kate then
moves us through the sharp evocative images of the
way she does indeed move around her backyard.  And
what a backyard “swimming in the humid, bore water
as it fills the new, steel tank.”  “speeding off on the red
Quad, revving the throttle, and chucking it up a gear.”
We enjoyed reading about your bush backyard and
found the succinct stanzas a real strength and another
winning characteristic.  Well done Kate.

Winner, Community Relations
Commission (NSW) Award
Jeffrey Ha, 17
James Ruse Agricultural High School

‘Cultivarcultura’
White gossamer enslave the
Black skinned flies
Within the spider's web,
A mirror reflecting
A myriad of colurs.
Meandering vines

Entwine
And unite

The trees,
Beneath which a venus flytrap
Lurks,
Ready to
Devour
The black aphids
Still cowering in fear
Beneath its leaves.

But butterflies flutter among the daisies,
The Japanese cherryblossoms and
The yellow skinned daffodils which
Soak in the chow mein of compost
Nourishing life and soul.

French snails leaves slime among
The tomato and basil,
Basking in the warm multifaceted
Rays of sunshine
With its full spectrum of colours.

A concoction,
A rich plethora
Of culinary delights is conjured.
Bellisimo. Tres bien!

A rainbow coloured worm
Burrows steadily,
Leaving behind

sinuous
serpentine

trails
In the soil.
Humus,
Of humidity,
For humanity
And harmony,
Fertilising
Preserving
Cultivating a variety of cultures
In our own backyard.
Cultivarcultura
Australian made.  Australian owned.

Judges' comments:
Jeffrey has used an agricultural metaphor to write
about multiculturalism.  It is not overtly expressed, but
gathers momentum through imagery like “the
butterflies flutter amongst the daisies” “basking in the
warm multifaceted rays of sunshine.”
We particularly liked the concluding imagery of
“cultivating a variety of cultures in our own backyard.”
Jeffrey brings the poem full circle to re-read the title
again ‘Cultivarcultura.’
Well done, Jeffrey.

‘floating in the murky,
lily-covered waters
of our red-soiled dam’

‘Looking at the strong
green tree, with
its mottled bark.’

‘my backyard’

‘There are various
ways to travel
around my bush
backyard –
a cattle station
in the Northern
Territory.’

‘A giant walks over
the land –
An earthquake!’


