
Monday 10 June
King’s Birthday 
PUBLIC HOLIDAY

Tuesday 18 June
GC Meeting 7pm 

Friday 5 July
Last Day of Term 2
Early Dismissal at 2pm

Diary Dates

 Monday 22 July
Term 3 commences

Newsletter
24th May 2024, Term 2, Week 4

PRINCIPAL'S MESSAGE
Dear Families and Community,
This week is Volunteers Week, and I would like to take this
opportunity to thank our volunteers for all that they do. So
many things could not happen without our volunteers,
including Canteen, Governing Council, SAPSASA and some
of our fundraising. We are very lucky that so many people
take some time out of their busy lives to support our school
by volunteering. THANK YOU!

A quick construction update
Our construction is moving ahead but due to the removal of
unexpected asbestos a few weeks ago, the build has been
delayed by a few weeks. I am working closely with the
builders to ensure everything is completed as quickly as
possible. Thank you to everyone for their patience and
understanding.

Regards,
Denise Squire
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The last few weeks Room 12 have been exploring story starters when writing a narrative and how
as writers we want to ‘hook’ the reader into our story straight away, making them want to read
more. They have explored the many different ways they can do this. Below are some example of

paragraphs students wrote as story starters:

“I gawked at my cupboard. Absolutely petrified. Paralysed with terror. There was something.
Something lurking inside of it. Something within the darkness. Its inhumanly pupilless bulging eyes,

I just knew, were stalking me throughout the hours of my deep sleep. Its pale white face. Its
crippled feet levitating off the ground. I stared at it. It stared at me back. My hands quivered

uncontrollably. Buckets of sweat running down my face. Almost incontinent. My head dizzy with
horror and fear. It did nothing. It didn’t speak. It didn’t move. Which only made it scarier. Its white
gown was covered in splotches of fresh, and dried blood. The rumours were real. I couldn’t believe
it. It couldn’t be true. There were many stories about this, though, I always ignored it. But right

there, in my bedroom...was the infamous ghost.”

“Then I see, I see something I never thought I would ever encounter, something so atypical. My
face turns lifeless and as pale as a ghost, roughly rubbing my eyes hoping this is all a dream. But

it’s not, this is reality. Screams breakout from everywhere, people run for their lives. Then someone
finally yells out, ZOMBIES! I take a long and hard look at the walking dead, sluggishly crawling

towards me. Smeared in blood with black hollow eyes, mouths hanging over demented jaws. Bones
jabbing out their skin, contorted in all different directions. Flesh ripped from their faces and bodies,
organs hanging out. Their heads barely attached to their necks, the last pieces of skin holding on

ready to tear.” 

“The toy store had looked fun and fascinating from the outside, but inside the terribly uncanny,
even disturbing toys sent shivers down in my spine. Lights flickered rapidly. Hearing a strange noise
from the hallway, I turned around. I was getting the sense that I wasn’t alone. In the corner of my
eye, I swore I saw one of the dolls with a particularly evil, malicious smile move. I was thinking to
myself that it was probably my imagination. But then suddenly I felt something mysteriously touch

my shoulder, I screamed piercingly.”

“The captain’s breath was heavy. The wind was strong and so was the sea. The captain’s mind was
blurred with erasable thoughts of death, he knew something bad was about to happen. He could
feel it in his nerves. BANG! His head whipped round, only to be met by the sight of a monstrous

wave coming ready to crash the ship to pieces. “Incoming!” warned the captain’s friend May who
was dashing to steer the ship.  “it’s, it’s too late.” Stammered the Captain. CRASH! Wood was sent

flying.”












