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INTERVIEW 
WITH A CCC 
STAFF MEMBER

MRS SUE GEORGE-DUIF
PRINCIPAL

By Gioia
The principal of Charles Campbell College was elat-
ed to be our first staff interviewee for our new school 
student magazine. I sat down with Ms George-
Duif to understand the basics of being a principal.

Have you always aspired to become a principal?

No. From a very young age I wanted to be a teacher. 
As most children change their minds, I wasn’t sure 
what I wanted to do in high school. Then I had a re-
ally fantastic teacher who believed and encouraged 
me. I wanted to be like her.

What would you say is your personal mission or 
purpose as an educational leader?

That’s an easy question. My moral purpose is to 
ensure that every young person achieves their po-
tential no matter their background, skills or experi-
ence. I want everyone to get the best quality educa-
tion possible.

Before becoming a principal, is it compulsory to 
become a teacher first?

It is in our system. You have to be a registered teach-
er to apply for any leadership role in schools. I was a 
secondary business educator. From there, I basically 
became interested in children’s education and one 
thing led to another because I was always involved 

in the schools I worked at. In South Australia you 
can get there in different ways depending on what 
your interests are.

How long were you a teacher before you became 
a principal?

I was a very young principal; I was actually the 
youngest principal in South Australia at the time. 
I was a teacher for four years and then nine years 
of leadership positions before becoming a principal.

What are you required to know and do as the 
principal?

What I am expected to do is quite comprehensive, 
but the bottom line is improving learning outcomes 
for students. As a department employee, I am ex-
pected to uphold the South Australian Code of 
Ethics and promote public education in South Aus-
tralia and beyond. Part of my job is in the school 
working alongside staff to improve teaching prac-
tices. There is also a business responsibility. Ac-
counting for school finances, ensuring public mon-
ey is used appropriately and strategically, making 
sure that we provide the best education. It involves 
me being in a partnership associating with primary 
and secondary principals, preschool directors and 
department of education leaders. We all collaborate 
to further everyone’s learning because near enough 
is not good enough; we need to strive to go further 
in teaching.

What do you find is your biggest challenge as a 
principal?

To maximise the use of people that work at Charles 
Campbell and beyond. Already our school is quite 
complex because we have over 120 staff members, 
as well as all the other organisations that support 
our work. The opportunity is working with people, 
I love working and getting the most out of people. 
The biggest challenge with that is addressing indi-
vidual concerns.
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Do you have any interesting stories from high 
school, for example were you ever sent to the prin-
cipal’s office?

I was never sent to the principal’s office. In year 10 I 
learnt how to type. My secondary principal actually 
paid me to do his personal typing. That was the only 
direct contact I had with him. I was a bit scared of 
the principal, not that I was ever naughty. I was a 
pretty average student. I did not like drawing any at-
tention to myself, so I was one of those students who 
tried to do the right thing at school but was fairly 
quiet until year 10. This is when I got a bit talkative 
but still worked really hard.

What are your hobbies or hidden talents?

I like spending time with my family and friends. I 
like to farm. We have horses, sheep and two golden 
retrievers, so I love spending time with my animals 

and being outdoors. I like growing vegetables and 
going to the gym in the mornings. (especially run-
ning on the treadmill).

What would you say to someone who does not en-
joy attending school?

You need to find something that you enjoy and are 
good at, so you need to play to your strengths. While 
going to school is not everyone’s cup of tea, your in-
terests will always have some sort of learning and 
training that you can do at school.

What is your favourite thing about your job?

I love making a difference to students, that’s the best 
thing. Knowing that I can and do help the lives of the 
students is the best thing.

Mrs George-Duif going to her first day of school, with her mother beside her
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The Trylle Series – 
By AmAndA Hocking

Trylle is a fast paced, addictive page turner. You’re hooked 
on it after the 1st chapter. The pacing of the storyline and 
the basic idea of it is so intriguing. The storyline of the 
series is very interesting as it is unique and is something 
different from most books nowadays. The characters you 
meet and the way they develop throughout the series is very 
well done and this is my favourite part of the series. These 
characters have been developed in an effective way and 
possibly the best I have read in a long time.

If you’re looking 
for a fantastic series to start 
and read in your free time, this 
is highly recommended and
 a very good read.
 
My only complaint would be 
the love triangle that the 
main character finds herself 
being thrown into; But don’t
 let my complaints stop you, 
ENJOY!

9/10 Quills

A SERIOUSLY 
GOOD SERIES!



1. PRIORITISE YOUR WORK
Prioritising your work by due dates or from 
largest/hardest to the smallest/easiest can 
help as it will relieve some stress and pres-
sure.

2. AVOID DISTRACTIONS
It is best to work in a quiet area with no TV, 
phones or other distractions. Sometimes lis-
tening to music can help to focus depending 
on the person 

3. BE CONFIDENT
Be confident when working. If you get stuck 
or don’t understand the task, skip to the next 
question and come back to it later. When a 
student focuses on a difficult problem for too 
long, it often affects their confidence, leav-
ing them unable to complete any other work 
because they feel ‘stupid’ and incapable to do 
so. 

4. ORGANISATION
Writing down checklists for homework and 
assignments, and ticking them off as you go 
are a big help. This is because you know what 
needs to be done rather than having them 
floating in your head where you may forget 
them. A diary is useful for this or you could 
write them down somewhere in your phone.

5. BRING FOOD/WATER 
Having a light snack and a bottle of water 
within reach whilst your working will prevent 
you from getting up and leaving your work 
space when you feel hungry. Walking around 
may cause you to get distracted.

6. ASK PARENTS TO KEEP   
SIBLINGS AWAY
If you have siblings, especially younger ones, 
they may pester you whilst you’re working. 
Ask a parent to make sure they don’t distract 
you whilst you are busy.

7. USE MULTIPLE WEBSITES 
When researching, if you have a project that          
requires some research, remember to use 
multiple websites to verify information. Some 
web sites may be old or have incorrect infor-
mation and will not help you for your assign-
ment. 

8. DO YOUR OWN WORK
Never copy and paste from Google. It may be 
easier but it wouldn’t be you own work and 
you wouldn’t learn anything. This prevents 
you from working on future projects because 
you wouldn’t know the background informa-
tion needed.
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Dogs of War
Desolate, distant expanse. A wasteland of smoke and char. Not a sign of life in sight. A once beautiful city, 
a peaceful land, reduced to dust. Its stone temples and ebony pillars crumbling to sand. The choking smell 
of fire and rotting bodies, the smoky haze like burning acid in the eyes. The area was silent, reflecting the 
desertedness of the battlefield, except for the quiet crunch of burnt bones and ash under his military grade 
boots.
A Japanese soldier, alone in a city much like his own.  His uniform stained with the blood of comrades 
from the hell that had taken place the night before. Their orders were simple, defend the city from the en-
emy force. They had pushed the Americans back to the edge of the city when the bombers rolled in from 
the east. They ripped through the city like a garden hoe through damp soil. All he could do was launch 
himself into the nearest ditch and keep his head down as the city was torn apart around him.
After a few hours, he resurfaced from the debris to an abandon wreckage that was once home to so many 
people. Then he started walking, in no general direction. He just walked. Looking, searching. Searching 
for someone, something, any sign of life. And that’s exactly what he found.
He ventured further into the city hoping to reunite with his fellow troops. He saw all of the local stores, 
the restaurants and rubble. As he rounded the corner he heard the pitter-patter of tiny feet on the hard 
concrete. He raised his gun, unaware of the source of the sound. It was coming closer, slowly, slowly. It was 
almost upon him, he braced himself for a gunfight.
A dog.
A Shiba Inu, a small, tan dog, obviously frightened. It walked around the corner, oblivious that the soldier 
was there. He was confused of this for a moment, he wasn’t exactly being subtle, but then he realised. He’d 
seen it with his comrades before, a side-effect of cannon fire. The dog was as good as deaf.
When it moved, it walked with a limp. The soldier slowly approached it. It noticed him and quickly re-
treated a few paces. He bent down and dropped his rifle, showing that he meant no harm. Once he got 
close enough to the dog, he gently brushed it with his hand. The dog’s limp was caused by a piece of wire 
that had entangled itself around the dog’s hind leg. He retrieved his pliers and made short work of remov-
ing it, rewarding it with a pat.
Suddenly, the soldier heard movement to his left. As he turned to see what was going on, he spotted him. 
An American soldier.
They both seemed to react at the same time, raising their guns, locking eyes. A standoff. After a few mo-
ments they realised something. They both knew how this scenario would end. Someone was going to die. 
The Japanese soldier strengthened his grip on the rifle, slowly squeezing the trigger…
But out of the corner of his eye, the soldier noticed movement. The dog. It was almost like it noticed the 
conflict. It walked out in the space, directly between the two men. The dog looked at the both of them, 
then proceeded to scratch his ear with his hind leg, kicking up the surrounding rubble. The dog got a good 
nose full of dust, causing him to sneeze, so much so that he fell over onto his back. 
Both soldiers had their guns lowered at this point, full attention drawn to the dog, and for moment they 
forgot about the war; they began to smile. Their smiles became chuckles, and from there into laughter. 
As the laughter died down, the Japanese soldier noticed the other man was wiping away tears. He had 
obviously not laughed in a very long time, he was human too. They both looked at each other and nod-
ded; mutual agreement. Then without another word, they walked past each other, leaving the dog seated 
between them.
But as he left, contemplating the moments that just passed, thoughts running through his head, he turned 
back, hoping to see the tan fur once more, the thing that saved his life. But it was gone, vanished in thin air.
Almost as if it was never there in the first place.

By Hamish (Year 9)
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“Runaway”
Prologue 
Fear rattled my bones like an earthquake, as I stared down the gravel road. Behind me the             
orphanage was a small dot. Was running away a bad choice? I know its three miles to the closest 
train station. My bare feet hurt from running, but I couldn’t go back and I never would. I’m not 
insane, I’m not crazy.

Chapter one
My parents sent me to the orphanage 7 years ago, when I was 5. They sent me away because I told 
them I could smell emotions, hear the quietest whisper, see as far as the moon and feel if people 
are lying. They thought I was crazy. They asked “Vivian are you alright?”
I gripped my suitcase and kept walking as the memories of home flooded me. I lay down against 
my suitcase as it began to rain and puddles formed at my feet. I realised I was completely alone. 

Chapter Two
My eyes slowly cracked open and I stared at my reflection in the brown, murky water. I was 
soaked in muddy water and my hair was tangled. Shivering, I walked further down the road to 
the dark, isolated train station. As the sun set over the distant hill the only light source came from 
the flickering lights in the street posts. I sat down on the old seat at the train station wondering 
if trains still came along these old rails that looked like veins against the ground.  Fortunately, I 
saw the train’s headlights as it chugged towards the station. I pulled the only money I had out of 
my suitcase and bought a ticket from the driver. I sat in the last carriage and thought of my plan. 
I didn’t have a plan; all I knew was that I had to get as far away from the orphanage as possible. 

Chapter Three 
As the train travelled further and further from the orphanage I felt more at ease. It felt like I had 
left all the bad memory’s there and that I was finally free. The gentle swaying of the carriages 
made me feel tired and soon I was sleeping on the squishy seats of the carriage. 
I was awoken by someone gentle shaking my shoulder. I opened my eyes to see a young boy 
with long, brown, shaggy hair leaning over me. I was no longer on the train but in some sort of          
warehouse. The quiet boy introduced himself as Zach and explained that people were looking 
for me and he helped my escape. As he told me this I realised the orphanage staff had noticed I 
wasn’t there and were searching for me.  I was busted. 

Chapter Four
I felt very confused, I couldn’t remember how I got to the warehouse. Zach saw my confusion 
and explained that we both got jumped off the train when we realised the driver was heading 
back to the orphanage. 
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“I’ve contacted the others and told them we are at main base” Zach told me leading me to an 
open shipping container that had been transformed into a sort of lounge room. 
“Who are the others?” I asked as Zach passed me a biscuit from a tin on an inbuilt shelf. 
Zach told me that there was a small community of homeless children in places in different areas 
around the city. He also told me the warehouse was abandoned and was the main base for the 
community of homeless. 
After hours of waiting Zach fell asleep in his chair and I decided to sneak off. I needed to find 
my parents that had become my true plan. I grabbed my suitcase and sneaked back through the 
giant warehouse, to the main doors. When I shoved them open they shrieked as metal hit metal. 
At first I thought Zach would wake up but when no one came I decided to continue on. I looked 
out into the quiet, cold deserted streets. 

Chapter Five 
The white, silky moon had slid over the sky and I was still not any closer to finding my parents. I 
looked out into the empty streets and continued walking. As I walked I tripped over something. 
I looked back to see tombstones in long rows. I was in a graveyard. I got up and walked through 
the rows reading the names. Vincent Farlow, Maggie Trensberg.  What was I looking for? Charles 
Christian, Eddie Black, I stopped suddenly, I recognised two names on the two giant gravestones 
in front of me. It was my parents.  

Mother continued to fold and pack my clothes into my tiny suitcase ready for the travel to Miss 
Debby’s Orphanage. From my bedroom I could see her through the tiny gaps in the door. I took 
the last picture from my shelf and bought it out to Mother who shoved it in my suitcase under 
a pair of shorts. It was Mothers decision to send my away from home. Father came into the 
room holding a small wallet filled with spare coins he had found around the house. I gratefully              
accepted the wallet and put it in the front pocket of my suitcase. Standing out on the front porch 
in the winters wind with my suitcase in my hand made me more and more terrified. I quickly 
used my super vision to scan the roads for Miss Debby’s car. After waiting a few minutes, I saw 
a black sedan pull up in the driveway. Mother sniffed and shook her head. She wasn’t crying 
because I was going but because I had ruined her reputation and now she was finally free and 
she felt relieved. I walked down the porch steps and slowly climbed into the car without saying a 
word to my ‘parents’. As the car sped away I looked back at my terribly unloving parents and felt 
a sense of despair and loneliness.

I didn’t know why I was crying. My parents hated me and sent me away. I lay at the foot of the 
two graves and thought I had nowhere to go with no money at all. I was homeless. Suddenly that 
thought struck me. Homeless. I got up and ran back through the streets until the warehouse was 
in view. This was my home now and I would embrace the others as my new family.  

By Hannah (Year 6)
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The Crusades and their Impact on the 
Way of Life in Medieval Times.

The Crusades were a series of military expeditions that began in the late 11th century and were 
created by western European Christians to stop the spread of Islam and to gain control of the 
Holy Land. Beginning in the 7th Century, there were 400 years of Islamic crusades throughout 
Byzantine, North Africa, Spain and the Middle East and most of these regions had been con-
quered. By the 11th century, resistance to the Muslim crusaders began to develop and in 1095 
Alexius I, the Byzantine Emperor sent envoys to Pope Urban II to ask for help against the inva-
sions.

There were 8 Crusades by the Christians to the Holy Land, Spain and the Baltic and they contin-
ued until the 13th century. A much less organised group of knights and common people, called 
the ‘’People’s Crusade” left before the main Crusaders. These troops marched through Byzantine 
leaving destruction in their wake. Along the way to the Holy Land, they tried to convert Jews to 
Christianity and tortured and killed them if they refused. Many suicided and even killed their 
children instead of converting or being executed. 

Four armies of troops left for Byzantine in August 1096 but they refused to swear an oath of 
loyalty to the Emperor. They went on alone and took Jerusalem with ease, forcing the governor 
to surrender in 1099.  Over the next 300 years, Muslim leaders would regain the region and 
following Crusades resulted in the Holy Land being regained or with treaties being signed. This 
continued until the late 13th century when the last Crusade was forced out of Jerusalem and a 
treaty was signed allowing Christians to enter. 

At first the Muslims thought they were being attacked by the Romans because they came from 
the Byzantine. When the realised the invaders were French, they thought it was another stage of 
French imperialism that had been happening in Spain, North Africa and Sicily. It was not until 
reinforcements arrived that they realised it was a threat from Christendom. That created greater 
unity and a common purpose among the Muslims. 

The Crusades are still a sensitive topic for Muslins and they think that all recent problems can be 
attributed to the effects of the Crusades even though they showed that they were better military 
strategists and fighters, and moved further into Europe. In the end, the Crusaders did not have 
much impact. The Christians spent much of their time focusing on the Jewish population which 
was caught between the Muslims and the Christians.

Despite 300 years and enormous loss of life the Crusaders gained little if any land, but life changed 
dramatically. Key religions were developed in Western Europe.  People were moved by tales and 
wonders. Religions attributed disasters to the supernatural. A peace movement was developed 
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The Crusaders brought back silks, tapestries, spices and so-
ciety changed.  People began to develop a taste for beautiful 
things and the new tastes. It became a status symbol to serve 
foods with these spices and the differences between the Class-
es changed significantly, as the spices were expensive. Because 
of new trade routes, and commerce opportunities the amount 
of food increased. The Black Death in 1328 devastated Europe 
but with the increase trade there was more food and even the 
poor could eat. It helped eradicate the disease. Inventions ar-
rived improving farming, sea travel, time keeping, spectacles, 
paper and many other things which improved people’s lives.

The Crusades were a significant period in history. They were a 
success and a failure for the Christians. They failed in achieving 
victory in Jerusalem but succeeded in improving life and the 
economy of England and Europe. Regardless of religion, the 
entire region gained from the Crusades. Apart from the direct 
effect on trade and goods the Crusades inspired imagination, 
and global exploration flourished. The Crusades were a sig-
nificant point in history, impacting the way of life for people 
not only at the time but having a major effect into the future. 

Jack
BY
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“Wootamolli”
//” Wootamolli” he says to us, “I see you, I see into you, hello” \\

It speaks to you, the beat pounding against your chest as if your heart were to burst from it, like 
every bang of raw melody pushes into your soul only to seep from everything you are in emo-
tion and culture. His voice dances with the sound of the decorated drumstick, as he plays his 

peoples song.
As we sit here, legs crossed, I feel the damp grass, it’s sharp edges brush my legs and leave my 
skin icy and fresh, the nights’ breeze kisses and tickles me, but then turns to an itch as the soft 

droplets fall and leave me once more. 
He stands before us, we the wide eyed children, a captive and willing audience to his one-man 

orchestra. 
My eyes shut, seeing and feeling his slight movements with only the senses on my body as the 
sound of the drum ‘booms’, vibrating down its slender hourglass frame. I feel it in my hands 

and my heart, it moves me, encouraging me to dance wildly and with passion. With eyes 
closed, I see me, performing around his drum, I am alive and lively, but all-the-while un-

changed from my green and grassy seat.
His solo rises, soaring to the sea of clouds, in the night sky above us as it showers down the 

speckled light of a million stars. Now I think I can hear my breathing, it is fierce, active and in 
tune with the beat of my heart, I feel as though I could cry or gasp or laugh, all I know is in this 
moment my emotions are fireworks, the different ones exploding into my being and mingling 

as they fall together.
The now shadowing blue sky brings the shimmering moon over our heads, not before long the 
song will end and the sun shall rise again, its glow to ripple like dancing ball of fire He plays to 
us but in turn gives us a part of him that he too, was given many years ago, from elder to child 

and child into elder.
Although it has been just minutes, time has left us behind it feels as though there was no be-

fore and there would be no after. The chill in the breeze leaves mountains on my skin, it starts 
to tingle and crawl, but in a way that I believe is nostalgic and reminiscent, as if the spirits of 
those like me in blood and culture who walked this land and sang this song before, had come 
through me, in search of his melody, a melody of rawness and reality, a scratchboard of vocal 

chords that guide his hands as they jump around the edges of the drum. 
Silence... for a moment the wind whips around us, it twists and hums, my eyes swell and i feel 
the moisture down my face, a waterfall pouring with excitement, sadness and joy. Although he 

has stopped playing his tune, the beat will never end.
With his heart in his music, it became the teacher. His song, that is no longer a song, but a gift 
of the past to educate us, and his beat a never ending memory in my heart if not my head, of a 

culture that breaths life, taking in all around it and resonating with everything it touches.
//” Wootamolli” we say to him, “I see you, I see into you, goodbye” \\

By Renae (Year 11)
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The Future Leaders Writing Prize is designed to recognise and reward talented young writers. 
It aims to encourage expressive and creative writing.

Year 11 and 12 students in Australian secondary schools are invited to submit a piece 
of writing (800 to 1,000 words).

The writing can be fiction or non-fiction and on any topic.

PRIZE
In 2017, the award winner will receive $1,000. Where there is more than one winner the 
prize money will be shared.

The winners of the Future Leaders Writing Prize will have their work published.

SUBMISSIONS
Please send all submissions electronically in a word document by 31 May 2017
to helen@futureleaders.com.au

The Prize played a large role in the producer of the play entrusting me 
with the script-writing duties when I had never written a play before. So 
for me the Prize has gone a lot further than I could ever have imagined. 
(previous winner of a Future Leaders Writing Prize).

“ “

Future Leaders is a philanthropic initiative about leadership and our future. 
It seeks to involve, inform and inspire. www.futureleaders.com.au

WRITING PRIZE 
2017

Future Leaders

5 St Vincent Place Albert Park 3206 PH 03 9699 9596
helen@futureleaders.com.au  |  www.futureleaders.com.au
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STUDENT:
Shanida

(Reception)

C o m p l e t e d 
in Week 8 of 

Term 1

Reception 
SHOWCASE



Music 
MUSTS

1  Now Or Never
By Halsey

2  Bored 
By Billie Eilish

3  Hazard To Myself 
By Illy

4  Play That Song
By Train

5  Sign of the Times
By Harry Styles

6  Skyfall
By Adele

7  Lie To Me
By Andra

8  The Cure
By Lady Gaga

9  Dive
By Ed Sheeran

10  Rise
Katy Perry
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STAND BY ME (1986)

Stand by Me is directed by Rob Reiner and stars Corey Feld-
man, River Phoenix and Wil Wheaton. It is based on Stephen 
King’s ‘The Body.’

In Castle Rock, over the summer of 1959, a story of four 
boys is told.  Gordie, the intelligent one with parents, still 
mourning over the death of his brother. Chris, the lead-
er of the pack; Teddy, the crazy but disturbed friend; 
and Vern, the stooge of the group are Gordie’s friends.  
The boys find out that someone their age has been re-
ported missing and all four boys set out to find 
the body . On their journey, the boys learn things 
about themselves, each other and their friendship. 

As an amateur critic, I believe this film shows the strength 
that people have from within. It shows the pressures of the 
adult world and the importance of friendship. I recom-
mend this movie if you like all things from the 80s(even 
though its not based IN the 80s), coming of age sto-
ries, and if you want to cry and laugh at the same time.

4.5/5 QUILLS 
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The Declaration, Gemma Malley

The Declaration is a book based in a dystopian future. We read 
the story through the eyes of Anna Covey. In this future civil-
isation, being young is a death wish. With the pill of longevity, 
you can live forever but due to everyone living forever, the pop-
ulation is overflowing. The “only solution” is to stop having kids. 
If you have kids, you get sent to jail and your kid gets sent to 
a rehabilitation of sorts. These kids are called “surpluses”. That’s 
all I’ll tell you for now, I’ll let you find out for yourself. ENJOY!

4/5 QUILLS

No and Me, Delphine de Vigan

I found this book in a little cheap store; I picked it up, read the 
blurb and bought it - one of the best decisions I’ve ever made. 
This book changed how I see people. The only fault I could find 
is that it left me in tears. This story revolves around two young 
and unlikely friends; Lou Bertignac and No. Lou Bertignac is a 
very intelligent young girl going through some hard times, be-
ing bullied at school and some enduring family troubles. No on 
the other hand is a young homeless girl living day by day, city 
to city. Meeting No at a train station, Lou becomes fascinat-
ed and the two begin to interact almost daily. No’s presence in 
Lou’s life is not only a blessing but brings on some problems. Ad-
dictive, I practically finished in an hour. Could not put it down.
 

5/5 QUILLS



By Jake



Must Read 
FREEKS

BY AMANDA HOCKING

JASPER JONES
BY CRAIG SILVEY

LIFE IN A FISHBOWL
BY LEN VLAHOS

LIFE OF PI
BY YANN MARTEL

THE HUNDRED LIES OF LIZZIE LOVETT 
BY CHELSEA SEDOTI

THE EDGE OF EVERYTHING
 BY JEFF GILES

Must See 
-THE ADELAIDE CITY MEMORIAL WALK

--THE PEAK OF THE BLACK HILL HIKE TRACK

-THE CITY ART GALLERY

-VIEW FROM MORIALTA FALLS

Must Visit
-THE ODEON STAR THEATRE, SEMAPHORE




