My Old School

My school looked really huge when I was five and the desks in the form twos classroom were huge.  I couldn’t reach up to the red bars in the adventure playground because I was too short for it.  There was a tunnel that you could go through and it joined up with some others and all the kids use to have secret wars in there where the teachers couldn’t see us.  There was sawdust in the playground so we wouldn’t hurt ourselves.  When we had accidents someone had to go and get the teacher from the staffroom where they were always sitting having their lunch.  The teachers used to get mad if you knocked on the door but they didn't mind if there was an accident.  

In the corridors there were pegs when you hung up your coats and the teacher put your name on a sticker that had some cartoon characters on it for your peg.  In J1 I couldn't reach my peg because itwas on the top row and I was too short.  My teacher hung our paintings in the corridor. I remember I was really proud of the one I did of a dinosaur.

I went back to my old school last year and it seemed different.  The bars on the adventure playground looked a bit rusty and the red paint had peeled off.   I didn't even have to reach up to reach them.  They don’t have the tunnel any more but there is a kind of flying fox there now.  

I went inside and they still had the little kids pictures on the walls.  They reminded me of the good old days when I was in J1.  The corridors had a funny smell that really reminded me of when I was at school sort of like old lunches and coats.  It made me feel strange to be back in my old school.
The Cook Strait Ferry

Crossing the Cook Strait by ferry, on a rough day is an unforgettable experience.  The loud howling of the dreaded southerly wind drowns out any sounds of the ferry's humming engines starting up.  The sharp jerk of the boat, as it leaves its safe docking behind, gives you the sign that you are underway on your journey.

The sky is dark and the monstrous, grey clouds above send the promise of rain.  The vast expanse of water surrounding the lone ferry is a mirky greeny brown colour.  The humongous waves stand up tall against the boat like mighty walls, as if they are trying to block the boat from finding a way through.  When the boat breaks through them, in a last defence, the proud waves crash down upon the boat, sending fizzling sea spray everywhere.

All around, due to the boat's continuous lurching is the uneasing sight of people bending over, their faces hidden inside paper bags.

However, crossing Cook Strait on a calm day can be both pleasant and relaxing.  You can hear the faint sound when the engine starts up below.  The boat takes off smoothly into the calm water ahead.  The sky is bright and the few scattered clouds above look anything but threatening.  While travelling through Tory Channel or out from Wellington Harbour, the glistening water reflects a clear image of the lush green hills.  Many people choose to sit outside on the deck, so they can take in the picturesque landscape.

Once leaving the land behind, the atmosphere is still the same, peaceful and harmonious.  People are doing whatever they enjoy, whether it be reading, talking, gazing at the eye-pleasing surroundings, or even in the welcoming bar, having a drink.  On a calm day it is impossible to imagine Cook Strait any other way.

The Swimming Pool

Friday nights at the Kilbirnie pool are disgusting.  It's hot and stuffy in the pool café or sitting on the pool side.  The pool is a heaving and thriving mass of water and swimmers.  As if the main pool is not small enough it's divided into two halves.  One halve is used for primary school flipperball games and the other half is a play area.  You're not allowed to dive in the diving pool because there's club waterpolo training going on there.  In the small pool there's always a good game of rugby or bullrush going on.  Anyone can join in if they want.

On Wednesday morning at 6 am it's the total opposite.  There's not a ripple on the still shining water.  It's freezing inside walking along the pool side then you feel the drafts whirling and hissing around the pool.  Then you look around.  There's no one there.  'Yes!' you yell because you've got the whole pool to yourself.  You can still hear the echo 'yes' around the pool.

Then you dive in.  It's so cold at first it feels like you've got hypothermia but it's extremely refreshing.  You slice through the water and watch the ripples you make

Summer Moods, Winter Moods

In summer our thin stretch of beach looks inviting.  Smooth pebbles glisten under the water and translucent fish dart near the water's edge.  Small boats bob in the water just off shore, with green weed clinging delicately to the mooring ropes.  The boats have names like 'Pixie', ‘Stand By Me’ and 'She's Mine' and their white reflections quiver in the sparkling sea.  Out beyond the boats, I can see a dark head and two pale arms churning through the water as a determined swimmer crosses the little bay from south to north.  There is scarcely a ripple.  

Up on the beach the sand is carpeted with red threads from the pohutukawas which cast afternoon shadows over us.   My little brother and his friend Sam paddle out on their boogie boards until they reach the nearest boat.  They shinny up, swinging their wet legs over the slippery sides and then dive, whooping as they make flat stinging belly flops into the green water.

When winter comes our little bay is not so appealing however.  Great loops of brown seaweed gather along the water's edge like a brown stain on the shore.  The water is murky.  A few hardy boats still anchor off shore but they are tossed about by the rough waves.  It makes me seasick to look at them.  Their windows are dull, smeared with grime and seaspray.  On the shore, the branches of the ancient pohutukawa bend in the wind, but no-one wants their shelter.  Only one brave soul regularly takes the sea air.  With her chin buried into her polar 

fleece, and one hand deep in her pockets, Mum walks our dog Tessa.  She tosses a stick into the icy sea and the dog leaps in after it.  

Only Tessa finds the water appealing, no matter what the season.
























