7 APRIL 2022

Term 1 Week 10

$2.50 - SAUSAGE SIZZLE ON FRIDAY
ORDER AT THE OFFICE BEFORE 9AM :-)
The last day of Term 1 is Thursday the 14th April at 3pm.
This day will also be a Mufti Day. The funds go towards helping to pay for
the wonderful Kapa Haka tutoring we are getting from Horrace.
PTA Raffle - It’s been really tough to think of fundraisers
that can happen with limited or zero contact and I know
we’re all looking forward to the days that the kids can
have heaps of fun at movie nights, school discos and
other PTA events in the name of solely raising funds

for their school trip. But in the meantime, let’s try this,

simply deposit ANY amount of $4 or more (per family)
directly into the PTA account with your surname as

reference and, once a month, we will randomly select

a family to receive the prize. Don’t miss out on any of the raffles by setting up a monthly
direct debit.

OPUA SCHOOL - 12 3102 0085325 00 - ref - name/raffle
First up, a $50 voucher from Countdown! With prices at the pump and at our food

stores on the rise, we thought supermarket and fuel vouchers will be great raffle prizes.
Also, if you have a prize to donate please let Maree or Amy

(0275289001) know and we’ll give you guys a massive shout
out in our newsletters.

Thanks in advance for your contributions to the PTA fund

and good luck with the draw! The April raffle winner will be
announced in the first week of Term 2 :)

Term Dates for the 2022 School Year
Term 1: 2 February - 14 April Term 2: 2 May - 8 July
Term 3: 25 July - 30 September Term 4: 17 October - 14 December

room 1 FANTAILS

room 1 FANTAILS

YEAR 3 & 4 NETBALL PLAYERS WANTED

Are you interested in playing Netball? Are you in Year 3 or 4? If so please talk
to your parents and contact Mrs Going (Room 2 Opua School teacher).
Mrs Going will be registering and coaching a Opua School Year 3 & 4 Netball team
of 7-10 committed and enthusiastic players. No netball experience is needed and
both boys and girls are welcome to play. We will practice at school during lunchtime
(1-2 times a week) and play on Saturdays at the Kerikeri Netball Centre. Game times
to be confirmed, most likely between 8am and 10am and the same time each week.
The season begins Saturday 14th May until Saturday 9th July. Fees will be
approximately $40 depending on the number of players.
Parents/caregivers please contact Mrs Going by Tuesday 12th April if your child is
interested in playing.
Kind regards, Camilla Going
Opua School Room 2 Teacher
roomtwo@opua.school.nz

Mrs Obren at Karetu School is getting a team
of Year 5/6 together (boys and girls).
If you want to join their team call/txt
0274055413 or leave a message at the office
(094040273).

waitangi experience

room 2 thanks all helpers who came along and
helped with transport and supervision.

Room 2 dioramas

Pastel art by room 3
Maunga and awa

Environmental awareness
Posters designed by Room 4 pupils

ANZAC STORIES FROM ROOM 5
I jump off the big boat
onto one of the little
boats to go to shore
and help with the
battle. I see the huge
shells being dropped
from the planes high
above them. As I
jump off the little
boat I see the men
diving in the sand for
cover as the bullets
whistle over top of them. I see people
sprinting to the land hoping that they
don’t get hit. I see tremendously huge
boats carrying 100 thousand people in
them. I can taste mud and sand from
when I face planted to dodge the bullets.
As I’m sprinting towards the mainland I think
of how scared the people are right now and
how hurt some people are but there’s only
one way to survive: running towards shelter.
I think of my family and how much they
would be scared for me. I can hear the earsplitting sound of the shells smashing into
the ground and the sounds of men screaming
with agony their t-shirt stained with wine
red blood and the rattles of the mini guns. I
can hear the whizzing bullets zooming past.
I wonder if the other soldiers are feeling bad
for us. I wonder how much it would hurt if I
got hit. I smell the gunpowder and the ash
in the air and the oil from the planes that
got shot down. I felt a nauseating pain in
my left hand. I look down to see that my
hand is cut open and the bottom of my gun
is gone. A bullet must have hit the bottom
of my gun. I feel like I’ve just broken all of
my fingers. I feel like I’m melting into the
ground. I feel like I’m a noodle floating
in a bowl of water. This is all so awful.
							
			
Tyler N

As I unload myself from
the boat I hear gunfire
hitting the water with
a bang. I had always
wanted to see Turkey
but not like this; this
is just a horror show. I
was scrambling up the
steep blood-filled hill. I
dodged so many bullets
I couldn’t keep count. I
was sure at least half of my troop had already
fallen.
I had so many near misses that I felt faint.
I wanted to turn back but I kept moving,
climbing up the hill.! Then a huge explosion
near me. A cannon had just shot a shell that
had hit our ship! I was sure whoever was on
that ship must have drowned or died instantly.
The sea was a dark aquamarine with spots of
wine-red blood. However, I saw some people
on a piece of metal from the ship who were
helping other people on to the metal raft. All
that I could see were hurt or dead comrades.
The smell of smoke filled the air and hurt my
lungs.
BANG! A gun shot me in the side. I felt so
weak that I couldn’t move a muscle. But just
then a Turkish nurse came to my aid. She had
a gun up against my nose but she didn’t fire
once she saw my wound. Instead, she lowered
her gun.
Then she called over some other people to help
carry me back to their camp. Once we got
there, they tended to my wound. I feel a lot
better now thanks to them but am not sure
what the next hours and days will bring..
Charlie D

ANZAC STORIES FROM ROOM 5
I was sailing in a small boat crashing
against the waves, trying to duck under
the bullets flowing towards me. Suddenly
a bullet hit my boat but luckily I had just
hit shore. I lunged forward face planting
into the sandy shore. I got up following
the soldiers tripping over the injured
ones. I really wanted to help them, I
did, but I just couldn’t, I had to keep
running. I saw the enemy running towards
us. I saw all of their guns and soldiers
then I looked at ours. We stood no
chance against them. I ran to Commander
Wallace to tell him how hundreds of
thousands loaded with machine guns
and rifles were pointing straight at us.
I was commanded to attack. I screamed:
‘ Charge!’ to make sure all the soldiers
heard. They ran over the hill, dozens of
them flopping to the ground. Again, I
had to help. I made my way up jumping,
swerving left and right. Hundreds down
now. I shot bullets over the hill. I felt
a sudden pain in my arm, ‘ Am I shot?’ I
looked at my arm with blood flowing out.
I quickly took out my bandage, that every
soldier had, wrapped my arm and carried on.
‘
I
don’t
want
to
be
here.
What
about
my
family?’
I had to keep going; fear shocked through
my body, and I snapped back. Explosions
everywhere which sounded like a giant
tap dancing. We had taken about half
of the enemies’ soldiers. I had hope.
As I was charging towards the enemies
camp I fell in a deep pit where there were
3 badly hurt soldiers. My eyes were blurry
and I couldn’t figure who they were.
‘Toby?’ I said but then a different
language responded to me. I turned
pale. I was in a pit with the enemies?
I could understand what they were
saying, but they seemed familiar. Who
were these people? They were repeating
my name. I had to know them somehow.
I knocked it off because I had a name
tag. I got out of the pit and checked
on the others. My vision was still a

bit blurry but I hurried back to camp.
Dozens of soldiers dead, and hundreds
injured. The war was still there though.
I crawled up the hill hoping that no
one from the other side could see me.
I wouldn’t really call them my enemies,
that’s what Commander Wallace thinks
they are. There weren’t so many
grenades of guns but still quite a few
now and then we had about twenty four
soldiers left. I had survived, I thought.
If it weren’t for me falling in that pit,
I most likely would have died out in the
battlefield. After all, all of the other
men stayed up on the hill. If I made it
into their camp, it would be very unlikely
there would be at least one thousand
men waiting to kill me. I wonder why that
man was yelling my name then I remember
something slithering on my arm. Was it
a snake? It didn’t matter now. I really
wonder why I was here in the first place.
Lily
H
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