
[image: C:\Users\third\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\Temporary Internet Files\Content.Outlook\W10FYUAL\image2.PNG][image: Macintosh HD:Users:admin:Desktop:QHS Crest.jpg]Once again we have had an exceptionally busy couple of weeks. One of the highlights were the Science Fairies who came to visit when the Quirindi Preschool came for a special Science day. This was a fantastic opportunity for the pre-schoolers to start their high school experiences. Thank you very much to our Science Fairies-Ms Eykamp and  Ms Souzo for their efforts with the children. I know they all had a wonderful time and experienced some great learning.Quirindi High School Newsletter
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This week we have advertised the head teacher position to take on the supervision of the English and CAPA faculties for 2017. The advertisement will run for the next 2 weeks and we will conduct interviews after this. Mr Harries is also running a selection panel for a Science teacher to be placed permanently at Quirindi High School.
Term 4 is a very busy term in relation to organisation for 2017. One of the major tasks is building the timetable. As you may imagine, being able to make sure that all students and teachers are placed correctly across the timetable and meeting all their required hours is no mean feat. Luckily we have a very experienced team in Mrs Cowan and Ms Lees to pull everything together for next year.
Students have a number of excursions and work experience coming up. Ms Saunders has been working hard to get students into work experience places so they can have the best experience. Students going on excursions are certainly going to have a wonderful experience over the week with a variety of great activities planned. Mrs Sarah Harvie in the front office is working at getting presentation day organised. A list will go up soon to let students know if they have earned an award for their work throughout the year.

Next week on Wednesday 30.11.16 we will have our parent information evening for year 7 2017 parents. Mr Harradine is organising this event as the year advisor for the cohort. The evening will start at 6.30pm in the school library. There will be a variety of information discussed, sample lessons for parents to take part in, book packs available and a time to ask questions. Parents will be contacted in relation to this event.
Ian WorleyWebsite-www.quirindi-h.schools.det.nsw.edu.au					113 Hill St 										             Phone: 67467711
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Indigenous Australian Engineering Summer School
The University of Sydney
Congratulations!!!
[image: T:\Office\School Photos 2016\Students\433883209.jpg]Congratulations to Corey Faulkner for being selected to attend a week long experience at The University of Sydney.  This experience has come about by Corey seeking opportunities that arise at Quirindi High School.  Corey will attend University as a student and will gain great insight into being a university student.  Good luck and we look forward to hearing all about it on your return. 

Enlightenment Day Excursion
[image: C:\Users\third\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\Temporary Internet Files\Content.Outlook\W10FYUAL\IMG_3461.JPG]On Friday 11th November Quirindi High school travelled to Tamworth in search of some cultural experiences. The day started with sunny skies and six busloads of eager children and staff. Split into two groups everyone went their separate ways, one towards Boundary Rock at Daruka and the other towards the Tamworth Regional Botanical Gardens, everything was set for a day that no one would soon forget.
[image: https://scontent-syd2-1.xx.fbcdn.net/v/t1.0-9/15032078_1404764909555200_473306293475777207_n.jpg?oh=e1191052eb09a2b6c1c2b744247fce82&oe=58D01477]Group one finally arrived at Daruka full of energy and excitement, they were met by Mr Tom Taylor who led the way to the rock with a short 400m walk to the top of the hill. As they arrived they were met by Mr Faulkner who began speaking about the boundary between the Kamilaroi and Anaiwan tribes. 
[image: C:\Users\third\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\Temporary Internet Files\Content.Outlook\W10FYUAL\IMG_3455.JPG][image: https://scontent-syd2-1.xx.fbcdn.net/v/t1.0-9/15037209_1404752752889749_3780461961599115310_n.jpg?oh=ba0d1ea19972591d3bfef7edeeea801e&oe=58C26A13]The children’s eyes were glued and their minds ticking over with all of the knowledge that had just been shared by the two men. Having the opportunity to experience culture in such a peaceful and spiritual place the children and staff had the chance to explore the rock in many different ways as they got to touch the rock and look at the amazing artwork that was painted so many years ago. Group two started their day at the Tamworth Regional Botanical Gardens where they arrived in bus loads, jumping with excitement. They were soon met by Mr Simon Taylor and his son Cody who shared with them the stories of the Kamilaroi People as they led them around the gardens showing them many different plants and trees. Just a few of these amazing trees 



included the Lamantra plant which 
Simon explained was used for weaving baskets; another was the Kurrajong tree which was used to store water. In the midst of talking about so many plants and the incredible life the Kamilaroi people lived, Simon made sure to show everyone the scarred trees around the gardens. There were four of them, all with different scars to show. Everyone had a chance to touch and examine the trees, as they were told stories of how the trees were scarred and what their purpose was.
[image: https://scontent-syd2-1.xx.fbcdn.net/v/t1.0-9/15027531_1404752709556420_2016388849856461438_n.jpg?oh=0d4bb1d2cd096e633a04874f1fa8e932&oe=58B58126]After both groups finished their first cultural experience they travelled to the other location: group one went to the Botanical Gardens and group two went to Daruka. Soon after all of the children and staff had the chance to see both cultural sites, they both met back at the Gardens where everyone had their lunch provided along with many drinks to go around. All children and staff were well fed and deeply hydrated after a long day of walking and site seeing. 
Once lunch was finished, everyone gathered for a ceremony to remember the fallen soldiers of war. This included an incredible bagpipe solo along with a minute’s silence and the laying of a wreath. It was a fitting and very respectful way to show respect to our soldiers.
[image: https://scontent-syd2-1.xx.fbcdn.net/v/t1.0-9/14963358_1404752846223073_8633799511651476898_n.jpg?oh=b9ff9e575a343088b7d87afa5d4a9c60&oe=58C24D8C]The day was long and the sun was hot, but it was a success. After the children and staff were full of food and drink they were all sent on their way in their buses back to Quirindi where they would all gather at the High school to say their final farewell after a very tiring and eventful day.
A huge thank you must go to Simon, Tom and Cody Taylor, Robert ‘Uncle Bob’ Faulkner, Pronto Catering and Howards Bus & Charter for making it a delightful day.


Dreaming Story
Long ago in the Dreamtime in Gurindji Country, the cloud spirits began to smile upon the Gurindji people delivering undesired wet weather marking the beginning of the flood season. The sacred Wurrawala River began swallowing the land like a starved crocodile finding food. Fortunately, the Gurjindji people had prepared for this, already gathered in the small, muggy cave overlooking the river. All but one. 
Garrau, a young foolish boy, who hadn’t heard his instructions, trudged up in the mud-gripped slope. Until he heard it. The bone-chilling screech of his tribe’s most sacred animal. The cry of his father and forefathers’ totem. It was a barking owl stranded and bent at an unnatural angle on a tree limb dangling on the other side of the river. The owl let out another screech as it swung defencelessly above death. Garrau was compelled to do something. It was his ancestral duty. So hastily, but cautiously, he slid down the slope to the edge of Wurrawala. With warm drops pelting him, he plunged into the treacherous, murky waters.
Sticks, stones, leaves and who knows what were rushing towards him. He battled on until he was there. He reached up. Struggling to get a hold of the branch, Garrau held his breath as he gently scooped the little owl up, cradling him in his left arm before returning to the rapids. Trying hard to raise the owl out of the water, he paddled with all his might, but it wasn’t long until he went under blacking out almost instantly. 
Garrau awoke coughing and spluttering up an entire lake. As the world came into view he found himself lying in a river bed in an unfamiliar territory. He began to cry, letting sorrowful tears run down his face. Blood dripped from a large gash on his forehead. Wishing his mother was there to comfort him, Garrau wished he has listened. Listened to his instructions and his father when he had tried to teach him something like his songline that would be able to help him get home. He stared at the half dead owl, pitifully waking up to the situation. 
“Why do you cry?” the owl asked.
“I can’t get us home, I don’t know my song.” 
Fortunately for Garrau, the wise little owl knew all. About every tree, every hold, every plant and every animal. So together they walked the lengthy journey home singing the song of the land. 
For three days they walked the perilous countryside of northern Australia until they arrived at the bottom of the slope, finding the tribe had desperately searched for Garrau in his absence. Garrau never forgot his song and always listened to his father and mother, his elders and to the land. 

By James Redgrove


Aboriginal Songline
I stagger across this old dirt plain
It wasn’t long ago when the white men came
My family and I, we gathered our spears,
And carried our faith as we wiped away our tears,
Our ancient land so crisp and clean,
With soil as red as blood and sights they’d never seen,
They deemed themselves worthy of our precious land,
They built houses and fences – before we knew it we were banned,
Our past now cracked, now broken in two.
With flooding tears and sunken hearts, what else was there to do?
So we looked to the sky and we knew it was time to go,
And we started down South, reciting the songline learnt long ago…

“The stars are your friends they will show you the way. Walk with them. Let the night shine bright and follow the footsteps of the stars down south. Walk, walk, walk. 

Walk like the emu on a hot day looking for a drink, follow the stars and not your heart instinct… For wherever you go, the land is special. The land is your home. But the land is your Mother, look after it as if it were your child. Walk, walk, walk.

Walk until the dirt is as red as can be, follow the stars until rock is all you see… For the place you are going holds stories to be told. It’s where the dingo scratches before its midday meal. It’s where our ancestors gathered around the fire and danced. Walk, walk, walk.

Walk to find the rock where rituals are held, where paintings are crafted and evil repelled… For this rock you are now given is sacred. It’s sacred and special. It’s where the Anangu people came and blessed us with their creation. Walk, walk, walk.

Walk to find the cave where your ancestors lived, where stories are told and memories relived… For the paintings on the walls you can seek comfort in. It’s where the elder’s gathered for the night ceremony. Walk, walk, walk.

Walk until you smell the Kurkara plants, until you taste clean air and feel the dust on your hands… For the plants at this rock grow beautiful and tall. It’s where our animals flourish and can eat when their stomachs are empty. Walk, walk, walk.

Walk until the rock is all you can see, when your travel is over for your finished journey. 
Dance for the ancestors who blessed us this land, dance like a kangaroo hopping through the sand… For this place is very special. It’s where our ancestors passed on songlines so they can travel here in the night. Dance, dance, dance…”

By Josie Saunders



QHS Automatic Defibrillator
Cardiovascular Disease continues to be a major cause of death in this country. When a heart attack occurs the chance of surviving can be as low as 10% with CPR alone. If a patient is able to gain access to an Automatic External Defibrillator (AED), the chances of survival climb to an astonishing 80%.
With this in mind, and with a worksite consisting of well over four hundred people, Quirindi High School went looking for funding in order to purchase one of these invaluable machines. With little hesitation the Quirindi High School Reunion Committee quickly came to the table with the offer of funding a unit for our school community benefit. This incredible generosity comes with much piece of mind. We never want to have to remove the machine from its bag. If the need does arise though, we have been gifted with an incredible life-saving device.
On our Monday morning assembly on the 14th November, Mrs Kay Devine, Mrs Rhonda Hatch and Mrs Beryl Mannion (all representing the Reunion Committee) presented to Mr Worley our very own AED. The device did not come cheap, so we thank the Committee sincerely for their support of our school. 
[image: ]Teachers will now be trained in the use of the unit in case of an emergency. Similar machines have been used to save the lives of people of all ages, from all walks of life and in many different social, sporting and work locations across the world, in Australia and even in our region. This is a resource that if needed, will literally change people’s lives.

Above: Rhonda Hatch, Beryl Mannion, Kay Devine and Ian Worley (absent Graham Collins)










Regional Debating Semi- final
On Tuesday 18th October James Redgrove, Millie Slade, Liam Faulkner and I travelled to Peel Technology High School for the Semi-finals of the 7/8 Premier’s Debating Challenge. Our topic was that “voting in elections should be made voluntary” and we were the negative team. I was first speaker, Liam was second speaker, James was third speaker and Millie was our team advisor. It was very close and was an excellent debate. Unfortunately, we lost the debate and will not be advancing but it was an amazing experience and we had a wonderful time. 
By:  Emily Cronin


The Storm Approaches
Ashya McCrae

Soft and subtle like a baby’s bottom
As the wind dances through the leaves
I admire the beautiful sunset
And the birds that fly like planes

A storm is approaching
A beautiful day turned wicked
Wind, rain, thunder and lightning are rolling in
The clouds are as black as tar

A hard gust of wind was as brittle as a slap in the face
It is the chill breath of winter
The air was like ice
The rain is like bullets of water pelting my old tin roof

The wind whistled through my old cottage house
As if it is going to fall down like a sack of potatoes
With its old unstable wooden frame
I heard the news

People’s houses were getting destroyed
By floods, wind and bullets of water
I hope my little cottage house stays standing
Until I can see the sun again

Suddenly the roof starts crashing down
Bang! The electricity blacks out
All hope was lost 
I was gone…
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left: Josh Redgrove receiving the Premier’s Reading Challenge
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Right: Thomas Boorer receiving his ASCA certificate
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Left:  Zara McCarthy receiving her ASCA certificate
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Right: Gemma Hawkins receiving her ASCA certificate
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Left:  Jodie Matheson receiving her ASCA certificate
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Right: James Redgrove receiving his ASCA certificate
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Left: Bella Davis receiving her ASCA certificate
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Right: Wade Clarke  Cert. Comm. (ASCA) -  receiving his ASCA Certificate of Communication



[image: T:\Office\Newsletter Items 2016\Newsletter Articles for Term 4 2016\Newsletter Items Term 4 - week 7\323.JPG]
Left to right: Jed Green, Charlie Parsons and Daniel Cox preparing 2016 drop of stud heifers and bulls to be sold
In 2017/18

It’s a monster!
Luke Wilson

The morning light is crisp,
The fire crackles with excitement,
The world has awoken,
The birds are busy,
The cicadas buzzing is annoying,
I am ready for my day,
I get in the boat,
The motor coughs and sputters but it starts,
I speed along,
I fish for hours with nothing to show,
Darkness approaches,
I decide to fish surface,
Splash the lure hits the water,
Plop, Plop, Plop,
Then I pause the retrieve,
Smash!
My lure gets taken,
The rod loads,
I feel the pressure as I steer the fish,
I bring it to the boat,
I hear my heart pounding against my chest,
I land it,
It is huge at least 80 pounds,
I get a photo,
And I go home cause it’s getting late.



Fireworks
Grace Cowan

Bursts of colour,
Like thousands of flowers popping in the sky,
Shatters of noise across the city,
Like bullets are being shot through glass.
A block buster of a cracking confetti comet, 
Spiral spinner sparkler being propelled in advance of the Earth,
Titanium salute lights up the dark night sky,
A wavy reckless whistle effect,
That awesome childhood memory.


Lightning
Grace Cowan

Electrifying,
Looking out of my window,
Seeing rhythms of light across the night sky.
Camera flashes, catching glimpses of spectacular images 
dancing before me.
Lightning, lit up the night sky like a reflective photographic 
umbrella.
Crack! The earth split in half, like an egg cracking in the 
atmosphere.





The Girl from Rivers Run
Millie Slade

The trees were rustling in the wind,
And the river was flowing loudly,
As the girl from the river was standing there,
On top of the mountain proudly.

Her beautiful horse,
As black as night,
Went faster than
The speed of light.

As she went riding,
Her horse’s hooves were pelting the ground,
Like little soldiers,
Playing around.

There also is a horseman,
That lives at the top of the hill,
He looked after his crops,
Like his old man Bill. 

“Bang” went the horseman’s gun,
As loud as thunder,
When he shot a rabbit,
In the middle of his pasture.

Their life is great,
A lot of fun,
Is to be had,
On Rivers Run.

I can tell you this,
No need to shiver,
For I am the girl,
That stood at the top of the river.

Snow
Sophie Payne

On a hill where I live,
Snow delicately falls down,
Like thousands of small butterflies’ wings,
Falling to the ground.

Making no noise at all,
It comes but then it goes,
As beautiful as swans,
Nobody knows.

Looking out my window,
Seeing nothing but whiteness,
Filling my yard,
Like hundreds of white flowers.

Snow, as white as a cloud,
As cold as an ice block,
And as soft as flour,
Snow, mesmerising when it falls.



My Last Ride
Charlie Parsons

I remember the countdown to the start.
BANG! Fireworks went off frightening me. 
Lights flashed like a flickering light in my eyes.
The bull looked into my pupils saying something I didn’t know.
I love the seconds of wonder in the chutes. 
WHOOSH! The chutes flew open and I knew it was make or break.
Hitting the dirt and feeling a puncture. 
I couldn’t find my breath when I fell.
I hit the dirt like a bullet hitting its target.
The loss of breath left me lying the darkness of death. 
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	November

	Wednesday 23rd 
3.30pm to 9.30pm
	RSA & RCG Course for interested Year 11 & 12 students

	Thursday 24th 
9am to 3pm
	RSA & RCG Course for interested Year 11 & 12 students

	Monday 28th to
Friday 9th December
	Year 10 Careers Week

	Wednesday 30th 
	Enrichment Class Presentation Night 6.30pm

	December

	Monday 5th to Wednesday 7th 
	Year 7 excursion

	Wednesday 7th to Friday 9th 
	Year 8 excursion

	Monday 5th to 
Thursday 8th 
	Year 9 excursion

	Monday 5th to 
Friday 9th 
	Year 10 excursion

	Tuesday 6th 
	Year 7, 2017 Orientation Day 

	Wednesday 13th 
	SRC fundraiser – Shave off

	Thursday 15th 
	QHS Presentation Day – 10am

	Friday 16th 
	Last day of school for 2016

	January 2017

	Monday 30th
	Year 7, 11 & 12 students return

	Tuesday 31st
	Year 8, 9 & 10 students return



	Week A
	7 and 9 

	Week B
	8 and 10

	Week A
	1st week back 2017








[image: ]

Only 30 days till Christmas
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