
   
 

   
 

  

 
 



   
 

   
 

PARAMETERS FORM 

  
TEAM DETAILS 
 

State VIC 
Division Middle School 
School / Group Catholic Regional College Melton (MELTON) 
Team Name CRC Melton Junior Team 1 
Team ID 741 

 
PARAMETERS  

Primary Character 1 Stockbroker 
Primary Character 2 Optometrist 
Non-Human Character Drone 
Setting  Boarding School 
Issue Bus is late 
RANDOM WORDS pineapple 

blue bottle 
Life saver 
Big brother 
family 

  
INSTRUCTIONS 
  

• Start at 8am 
• Write an original story:  

- based on all five parameters (above) 
- including all five random words (above), and in bold type 
- with some identifiable Australian content (in theme or setting or characters, etc.) 
- keeping within the allowed word count (remember every word on every page count)! 
- include this parameter form in your book immediately after the front cover 

• Remember: Every word on every page counts. This includes your front cover, back cover, 
blurb, acknowledgements and copyright form. 

• Be sure to give yourself enough time to submit your book and complete the following 
checklist before 9pm. 

  
Log on to the Team Coordinator Portal to: 

• Check the spelling of your team's name and team members’ names (how these are spelt on 
submission will be how they are displayed on certificates) 

• Complete the Declaration  
• Submit your finished book in both PDF and plain text format by 9pm 

 
Written By: Erin Johnstone, Amelia Horne, Victoria Solomon, Sneha Sharma and Max Barton. 
Illustrations By: Erin Johnstone and Hazel Buyuksu.  



   
 

   
 

 
Dedication 

We dedicate this book to those who are feeling under the weather. We wish you a speedy recovery 
and we hope that this book will amuse you during, what we hope, your short stay. 

 We hope this book finds you well, 

-The Authors and Illustrators  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



   
 

   
 

Copyright Page 

Published by CRC Junior Team 1, Catholic Regional College Melton, 109 – 141 Bulman's Road - 
Melton West 3337, Erin Johnstone, Amelia Horne, Victoria Solomon, Sneha Sharma, Hazel Buyuksu 
and Max Barton 

  

Copyright © 2021, Catholic Regional College Melton 

  

All rights reserved. This book is copyright. Apart from any fair dealing for the purposes of private 
study, research, criticism or review, as permitted under Copyright Act, no part may be reproduced 
by any process without written permission. Enquires should be made to the publishers. 

 



   
 

   
 

Character Profiles  

Character Profile: 

Jonathan is a 15-year-old kind-hearted boy who has been through a lot with the 
struggle in making friends. He is always keen to learn new things and find out more 
about the life of technology. He has always had a keen eye for technology. 

 

 

 

 

Jordan is a kind person who has a keen eye for adventure. He is always looking 
for things to explore. His life is very boring at the boarding school and anything 
out of the ordinary is thought to be extraordinary in his eyes. He is a bit clumsy 
but still is a great person to rely on. 

 
 
 

 
 

 
Deborah is an optometrist. She is a rather sweet lady who considers any person 
in her life family. She is always wearing ‘brick thick’ spectacles and has a very 
sharp eye. Deborah has super-fast reflexes and always helps people whenever 
possible. 

 
 

 
 
 

 
Alex is a 15-year-old boy who has a keen eye for trouble. He is always looking for 
ways to cause trouble or irritate someone in any way, shape or form. but he always 
had an eye for annoying Jonathan the most. Alex has always hated boarding school 
because he didn’t per say like being away from his family and being stuck in a metal 
box. 
 

 

 



   
 

   
 

 
Jeffery is a stockbroker who was at the school to help the kids on an excursion. 
He is someone who doesn’t care one bit about life and just lets everything 
around him go with the flow. He is the kind of person you want around 
especially if you’re a troublemaker, he pretends he never saw nothing so that 
he doesn’t have to worry. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

          

           
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



   
 

   
 

                                                                                                                                      
Chapter 1                                                                                                                                                                                                              

Jordan 

 
I was walking around my dorm, bored out of my mind. I noticed a loud, flapping sound coming from 
a heating vent. I got down on my hands and knees on the hardwood floor and glanced into the vent. 
I noticed a stack of old, cruddy books. I pull the vent cover away and stick my arm cautiously down 
the vent scared of touching something nobody wants to. 
 
Dust began to stick to my shirt. I pull the books out one by one after some struggle and place them 
on the dark wooden desk. I soon re-attach the vent cover and sit on my rickety old bed. Shortly after 
my roommate, Paul, walks in. 
 
‘Hey, guess what epic stuff I found!’ I ask. My friend looks at me and guesses with curiosity and 
excitement written all over his face. 
‘A wallet?’ He questions. 
‘Nope, it’s a couple cruddy books’ I say. 
My friend looks at me, a puzzled look plastered on his face. 
‘How is that epic?’ he asks. 
I reply with a simple ‘because.’ 
He rips the cruddy books from my hands and opens one of them, he points to a title which states 
‘The Journal of A. Linguini.’ 
‘Hey, you're right, this is epic!’ he says. 
‘Told you’ I reply. 
 
It had been forever since something interesting had happened to me, ever since I came here, I hate 
boarding school with a passion. The people here are truly awful, they never let me see or call my 
family, we are always stuck inside with nothing to do, everyone is so strict too, and we never get to 
have fun, let alone read someone else's journal. 

 
 
 

                                                                                 
 
 
 



   
 

   
 

Chapter 2 
12/4/1996 

Jeffrey and Jordan 
 

 
A death-defying shriek rang out in my ears, it sent a series of shivers down my spine. I could only 
hear the screams of pain and agony in the distance. I ran franticly up and down the sandy, dark 
beach in search for the source of the screech, my shoes had sunk into the loose ground, causing 
them to fill with sand and ice-cold water. I had found no-one, not even some footprints in the sand. I 
kept running, I called out into the darkness that surrounded me. I followed the sound of what 
seemed to be agonizing pain for what I thought was hours but had turned out to be minutes. The 
shriek still rang out, but I had no control of what was to happen. I ran down to the waves before me 
hoping for a clue as to where the cry came from but there was nothing. I would not give up so easily, 
I kept pacing up and down the beach in search for this person however nothing showed up that 
could somehow help me. I had no leads as to where that person was, all I knew was that they were 
in excruciating pain, the time was not on my side either, the sun had already set and there was no 
source of light other than the moon and the stars. This was a life-or-death situation, If I did not find 
this person, who knows what might happen to them. My mind was made up, I had to find this 
person by any means necessary... 

 
Jordan 

I was intrigued by the first diary entry. My friend and I had to keep reading! These journals were so 
addictive. I still can’t believe I found these! Who would have thought that this would happen? I 
excitedly thought. I kept reading on... 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



   
 

   
 

                                                                                 Chapter 3 
Alex 

4 hours later 

 
I despised boarding school more than anyone else in human history. My parents did not want me to 
go to public school, so they sent me to boarding school instead. I mainly hated boarding school 
because, well, I just wasn’t the type of kid who liked being away from home for long periods of time 
and I also didn’t overly enjoy studying either. I was overjoyed to be able to escape someplace. But I 
was beginning to believe that all the time spent on a bus was not worth it. I despised this bus so 
badly. It smelled like a swarm of stinky teens. I would have looked out the window, but it was also 
splattered with sweat from other people. 

I stomped on the seat in front of me. I was starting to get antsy. We had been on the bus for about 
30 minutes. I knew I wouldn't be in any problems since Jeffrey is the type of person who doesn't give 
a damn about anything. I sat uncomfortably in my seat once again. After a few minutes, I felt the 
urge to be irritating, so I grabbed some paper and scrunched it up into a ball. I then hurled it at 
Jonathan the nerd, however Deborah caught it just before it was going to hit him. 

‘Thank you very so much, Deborah; you're a lifesaver. I may have harmed Jonathan if you hadn't 
been there to catch it!’ I said with the thickest sarcastic tone I could think of. All the children here 
were like family to her, and she would always protect them. I don’t know why I hate Jonathan so 
much; It does seem to shut him up when I call him a nerd and wimp, he always complains to me 
about being nice, as if I would ever do that. 

We arrived at the beach a couple minutes later, I was overjoyed. Then, after a few minutes of 
standing outside, I noticed the most amazing sight: jellyfish heads. Many ideas raced through my 
head as soon as I saw them, but one stood out to me, I thought about it and then I decided to 
unleash my diabolical plan. Soon after, the instructors instructed us to divide into two groups. I got 
stuck in Jeffrey’s group, I even got stuck with the geek. It wasn’t as bad I thought, I mean Jeffrey 
didn’t have a care in the world, and he wouldn’t even notice if I slipped away. I thought about just 
slipping away but then I thought if I did then my brilliant idea would go to waste. And I wasn’t the 
type of person to just let that happen. So, I just followed along with the rest of my classmates. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



   
 

   
 

                                                                                

Chapter 4  

Jonathan 

 
It was quite fascinating the beach all the different shells, the way the water changes to a different 
shade of blue and the further you look, it was quite the view. Breathtaking really, from here not a 
care in the world to give just me and the waves, I was fine just standing here. 

 ‘Oi,’ I turned my head and asked him.  

‘What is it?’ I said in a rather annoyed tone he took me from my thoughts.  

‘You see that there?’ He asked as he pointed into the water just then I saw a blue bottle jellyfish.  

‘Yeah, what about it?’ I asked in curiosity. 

‘I dare you to touch it’ he said, a devilish smirk spread across his face, that jerk, that bully, that idiot 
that couldn't seem to leave me alone. I was shocked. Why did I let myself believe he had changed? 
How could I let myself believe it?  

‘And why would I do that?’ I asked starting to get more angry than annoyed. 

‘C’mon don’t be the boring nerd you always are, therefore, nobody can ever have fun with you’. 

As he said that with the nasty grin from ear to ear, he always has plastered on his face. I thought 
about it for a bit, and stuck my hand into the water, before I could react, I felt a sting course through 
my whole body almost instantly I fell to the ground. Screaming in pain, I couldn’t feel anything but 
pain, it was weird as if I couldn't feel anything but the sting in my body and couldn’t hear anything 
but my own shrieks of pain. My vision was starting to go blurry and fill with tears, the last thing 
clearly heard was someone yelling to call an ambulance before my hearing turned into a loud 
ringing. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



   
 

   
 

Chapter 5 

Deborah 
 

I slowly lowered the phone from my ear and go to put it away. But almost immediately it began to 
ring again. The ringtone was barely noticeable over Jonathan’s screams of anguish. I bring it back up 
to my ear. It is the paramedics. The ambulance driver explained to me that they couldn’t find our 
beach so they would be sending a drone out to find us so we should keep an eye out. I respond with 
an okay and turn around to the kids, “Okay everyone the ambulance is having trouble finding us so 
we need to keep an eye out for the drone!”. I instruct Jeffrey to help keep a look out with the kids. 

It was taking a very long time for the drone to find us. We waited for ages scared to death about the 
uncertain possibilities of them not finding us. But after about half an hour, one of the kids began 
jumping up and down waving his hands in the air. He had spotted the drone, we all waved, jumped 
up and down and shouted at it, to help attract the drone's attention then it slowly came down, a few 
minutes later we could hear the ambulance sirens coming closer. When the ambulance arrived, the 
paramedics rushed out and gave Jonathan some anesthesia. They soon rushed him into the 
ambulance on a stretcher. We all watched as they took him away, and we even listened to the sirens 
getting quieter and quieter the further it drove away; soon there was absolute silence.  

Trying to lighten the mood I asked who wanted some playing cards. Most of the students stood up 
and grabbed the cards from my hands. Once they had all settled down, I got the pineapple that I had 
prepared, cut and packed in my bag earlier and ate it. It was delicious! I had offered Jeffrey some, 
but he politely refused. I continued eating until all that was left was the pineapple juice in the 
container. As I was putting the empty container back in my bag, Alex stood up. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



   
 

   
 

                                                                               Chapter 6  

Alex 
 

The bus is still not here yet, it feels like it has been hours since Jonathan was taken by the 
paramedics and the ambulance. Everyone is sitting here talking about everything and playing 
random games but at the same time they were talking about nothing. 

A few people were playing card games to fill in time. I kind of feel bad for Jonathan, he is really 
annoying but that blue bottle jellyfish sting must have really hurt. I looked up to the sky; I was 
leaning on a Gumtree with my arms folded across my chest. I look up at the dark sky filled with stars 
and the moon shining over everyone. I began listening out for the rumbling of the bus in the 
distance, but I still can’t hear it. I think everyone is ignoring me. I have a hunch that I went too far 
with my ‘prank’ on Jonathan, I never thought that Jonathan would touch the jellyfish, I thought it 
was supposed to be a joke, a bit of harmless fun. Yet he touched the Jellyfish and is probably in 
hospital dealing with the excruciating pain of the sting. 

There is a group of people playing go fish next to me and I can hear them talking about me in 
murmured whispers. It irritates me how they can think I can’t hear them, as if I am not beside them. 
Sometimes people just don’t think. A sturdy looking log lay on the ground beside me so, without 
hesitation, I stood up on the log and announced... 

“Okay everyone, attention!” 

Everyone looked up at me in shock. 

“Look I know I messed up, I’m not trying to justify what I did, and I will happily take any punishment I 
am given.” 

“Look I don’t know what else to say other than I’m sorry.”  

I walked off my log and I noticed how everyone around me began to whisper about me. I walked off, 
into the tree line, and leant against a tree, trying to remove myself from everyone else. 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                                 



   
 

   
 

Chapter 7  

Jeffrey   

 
I saw a silhouette in the distance amongst the trees and dense foliage, I snuck away from the 
students and teachers to go investigate, it turns out to be Alex hiding amongst the bushes. Never 
have I felt so bad for someone. I go up to him and talk... 

‘Look, Alex, what you did was a little silly but it’s no reason to be upset about. Yes, it may have been 
uncalled for, but it is no reason to exclude yourself. Please, Come back with me.’ 

Alex walks out from behind the tree and follows in my shadow, trying to be out of sight. I put my 
hands on his shoulders and led him to crowds of other children. Once he is there, I take my hands off 
his shoulders and nudge him in. Within minutes Alex is laughing and playing games with the others. 

Precisely twelve minutes later, I heard a faint humming in the distance; within a couple of minutes, 
that humming becomes more violent. Two sets of lights appear in the distance, one set revealed a 
trail of dust, the other revealed a long, winding road. Within minutes, the clouds had shifted, letting 
the moonlight reveal the school bus, the students were ecstatic, you could see the grins in their 
faces that stretched from cheek to cheek. The bus pulled up next to me, alongside an army of 
children. The bus doors swing open and hit the bus with a thud. The students poured onto the bus as 
soon as the doors opened. I alongside Deborah and the schoolteachers boarded the bus. I checked 
my wristwatch for the time. I waded through the sea of children to find my way into my seat. I sit 
down and place my briefcase under the seat Infront of me. I take my jacket off and place it over my 
legs, who would have thought that it would be cold in the summer? I straighten my necktie and 
recline into my seat; the soft fabric warms my frozen back. 

Deborah takes a seat beside me. I acknowledge her presence with a simple nod and go back to 
relaxing in my seat. I look out the window, I see hordes of kangaroos frolicking about. It reminds me 
of my big brother and how we would play games as children. I specifically remember playing games 
of Rock, Paper, Scissors. 

I woke up on the bus to find my mouth open and my face leaning against the bus’s frosty window. I 
tried to move out of this awkward position, but my legs were extremely numb. All I could do was 
move my toes. I turned my head beside me to find Deborah leaning out of her seat playing a game of 
chopsticks with a student. I turn back to face the seat Infront of me, my eyes are drawn to the 
patterns on the seats cover, my eyes follow all the bends and spirals. I felt my body trying to keep 
itself awake but I gave in, I began to sleep. 

The bus grinds to a halt, throwing me out of my seat into the person Infront of me. I apologize for 
disturbing them and I then lever myself into the chair, picking up my jacket as I do so. I reach under 
the seat before me and lift my briefcase out. For some reason, students are out of their seat and 
getting off the bus, I manage to talk to a child who says we are at school. I leaned back into my seat, 
and attempted clambering out of my seat, my numb legs gave in and caused me to collapse into my 
seat. I arose again, this time, making it out of the seat and off the bus. I see children run off in the 
distance, to where I presume their dorms are, all I know is that I need sleep before I collapse. I sway 



   
 

   
 

from side to side, wondering why the earth is moving all over the place. Deborah comes up beside 
me and wraps my arm over her shoulder… 

‘Your brain mustn’t have woken up properly,’ she says. 

‘Indeed,’ I reply with no idea as to what she just said. 

 

Jordan 

I put the last journal down, all of them more interesting than the last. I wish that I had the life of one 
of these people I thought, I wondered how cool a normal life would be. As I was thinking this, an 
Elderly ran into my dorm, muttering something under his breath. I got up and walked over to him, by 
now he was kneeling on the floor with his hands at the same heating vent I found the journals. I 
managed to sit him down on my bed and ask him what he is doing in my dorm. 

‘I am looking for my friends’ he replies 

‘Well Sir, I don’t think they are here anymore’ I state 

‘No, No, no’ he claims ‘They are still here’ after he says this as he points to the stack of books on the 
floor. 

‘Wait Sir, these are not people’ I state, trying to be as respectful as I can be. 

‘Yes, they are, my friends are in them’ He claims. 

He grabs the journal on the top of the pile and opens it up. He points to the name on the first page, 
A. Linguini, and says ‘This is me, I am Alex’. I look at him, he has tears in his eyes. He points to the 
pile of journals and says ‘I hid them here; I hid my friends’. I picked the pile of journals up and 
handed them to him, ‘Here, you have them’ I say. Tears rolled down his cheek, a smile was placed 
ever so gently on his face, I knew what I did was the right thing to do, even if it meant never catching 
a glimpse of a normal childhood again. For once I was happy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



   
 

   
 

A bored high – schooler, Jordan, comes across a collection of old journals. Each journal reveals 
something more he had dreamt of: Fun. 
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