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A huge thank you to everyone who supported our school ball last week.  Thank you so much to the following people 

Dallas and Aunty Angeline for organising the ball.  

 Aunty Wye for taking over the kitchen and cooking such a fabulous meal.   

Aunty Gale and uncle Pia for setting up and cleaning up. 

Racheal, Chelsea, Dallas, Angeline, Rosie, Chevay – setting the hall up  

Chelsea – Kumara 

Angeline and Kapi – rolled roasts of Pork 

Poppet – strawberries 

Dallas – potatoes 

Steve – assisting with the clean up 

John smith – DJ. 

Thank you to the following people for coming along to support our students – 

Dallas, Shannon, Wye, Les, Poppet, Rachel, Steve, Ange, John, Willie, Julie, Uncle Yummy, Kevin and Partner, Lauira, Rosie, 

Chevay, Chelsea, Duncan, Martha, Tony, Patsy, Sarah, Gale, Pia, Hunter and Monty. 

So many people came together to make this evening such a fun and memorable night for our students. Please accept my 

apologies if I have omitted to thank someone. 

Reminder  

 Monday 10th, Tuesday 11th our school will be closed to allow staff to attend 

Professional Development in Auckland.  

 Monday 17th School will begin at 8am and close at 12.30 to allow staff from 

other schools to meet here and moderate writing. 

Thursday 4th December is the Kapa Haka festival.  Thank you to Aunty Dallas, Whaea Merepaea and Tony for preparing our 

students for this event.  

Please remind students to bring their togs daily regardless of the weather when they leave home in the morning.  Although the past 

week has being either wet or too cold, the weather does seem to be improving.  Today we have only 4 students from one of the 

rooms with togs which is not enough to justify taking a lesson with the remainder of the class sitting on the side. 
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    The skier 

She was very short, the class was towering over her.  Her messy blonde hair was crinkled with curly frizzes.  Suddenly a 

smile lit her face and two dimples on both sides of her cheeks made her hazel eyes sparkle in the snow.  Her skin was 

tanned and she had a demanding voice.   

Restless, she slipped her skis on and carried on down the mountain slithering.  It was brilliant.  As the sun brightened, 

she got on the chair lift and her short legs hung from the edge.  Large mounds of snow formed from the skier.  She was 

an expert and enjoyed scary things because she was fearless.  Catching up to everyone, she gave them a high-five and 

carried on.  She was spectacular. 

By Paris  

 

Memories 

Where were they? - Rahiri and Taiwin?  The one game we needed our big boys.  There they were sitting back on the 

bench waiting to be put on at half time.  They were our only hope of getting the Kawa Kawa big boys down. 

At half time there was no coming back.  17-1 and we were heart tired and sick of getting beaten by a mile. 

It was so dumb that we lost however we still had a lot of other games to play and try and win. 

By Raize 

 

The luge 

I heard it before I saw it.  The sound of the luge made me want to ride it even more.  I handed in my ticket to the 

manager and then began the frightening experience of riding the luge. 

I started to shake as I settled in to the luge.  The manager showed us how to start and stop.  Then he stamped my 

hands and away I went.  My goal was to reach the end without crashing.  I rode down the steep hill, leaving nothing but 

black skid marks on the ground.  I slowly shifted to the left as Cornelius zoomed past. “slow down!” I screeched whilst 

passing him once again. 

Eventually the joyride had come to an epic stop and we placed the luge on the magic carpet.  We headed up the 

mountain on the chair lifts, gathered into a group, and headed back to the bus with happy thoughts of our luge ride. 

By Hoki Tawhai 

 

Snow flake 

The wind blew the clouds away.  The sky became brighter and then a miracle began to happen …….. 

An army of children skied down the mountain, as snowflakes cascaded from the sky, drifting through the atmosphere 

and leaving nothing but small circles on the ground.  Children’s laughter echoed on the mountain.   The snow moved 

with the skiers as they skied the mountain.  Skiing the slopes was fun – My miracle had happened. 

By Hoki Tawhai 



NEWSLETTER Tuesday, 10 February 2015  

 

 

The skier 

She was a dwarf, hiding under the tallness of her friends as they towered over her.  Her unruly tufts of hair were bleach 

from the sun. Carefully she clipped her skiis on to her ski boots, checking the snow and how steep the mountain was, 

before bulleting down. A mischievous smile appeared as she barrelled down the mountain, leaving nothing but foamy 

tracks. The wind whispered to her as she flew down the slopes, before halting to a stop. 

She was fearless and enjoyed the thrill of the ride.   

By Hoki Tawhai 

 

The Skier 

He was tall, with long arms and legs.  Curly black hair was covered in snow.  He had a smile on his face and his chubby 

cheeks made his yellow eyes sparkle. His fearless face was tanned by the sun and this highlighted his staunch 

shoulders. 

Hurriedly he clicked his boots on to the skis.  He checked the track, put on his googles and bulleted down the mountain.  

He was fearless and enjoyed the ride.  

By Pani 

   

The luge 

Zian! Raize and I raced down the hill passing everyone in our path.  Zipping and zooming around the corners and 

then…..  Just like that I stopped in the middle of the track.  When I tried to push the bar forward to speed up, nek minut 

Paris passed me with ease. 

“Hold up eh” I shouted. 

“Later Bro” she quickly replied. 

I thought please don’t leave me with Monique, she’ll keep bumping me. Then it came true. She was crashing into me 

like I was a wall.  “Get out of my way” I bellowed at Monique.  She carried on like nothing had happened. 

 Finally I past her and Paris both at the same time. 

I reckon I can ride like I’m the man. Woohoo.  My mates and I had the maddest time ever and I wish I could go back 

again.  

By Mano 
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The skier 

He was tall, the right height for his mates.  His tousled hair was caught by the sun’s rays.  A smile from both sides of his 

face made his brown eyes sparkle in the light.  His handsome face was perfectly tanned showing his shiny white teeth. 

He hurriedly clipped on his skis and bulleted down the frosty mountain.  Dressed ready to ski like a pro, he skied swiftly 

down the massive mountain ready to conquer, whilst glancing at each corner before he nailed the turn enthusiastically, 

and to his satisfaction.  The conditions were perfect for a great time, with moderate heat for warmth and no wind. 

He was fearless and enjoyed the thrill, speeding like a bullet with great balance.  He was totally wicked. 

By Mano  

 

A Special Day 

Hiding in the bush, Raize Tim and I were kings of stealth.  Mostly myself as I am the pro when it comes to hiding!  I 

could hid right behind you and not be seen.   

A special day at Lonsdale Park playing spotlight, lurking in the darkness like a wolf.  Like hungry wolves, the boys and I 

were scattering around like we owned the night.  Then three bats swooped in to join this amazing game. 

By Matiu    

  

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Jenny Colebrook 
Principal 


