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A Germ Utopia
Did you know that we are surrounded by millions of germ utopias, teeming with life and productivity? They purposely invade everything you touch and see, creating a private world invisible to the human eye. As queasy as you may feel reading this, we cannot live without germs, in fact, it will be impossible to live in a world without them. Some are harmful, while others are beneficial to the human body. Your dishwashing sponge at home fosters more than 1 billion colonies of bacteria and other disease producing microorganisms. Every time you open the fridge door, your hands touch another million. Your shower cultivates millions of colonies per square centimetre, not to mention the 10 million waiting for you at the sink. Fortunately enough, your hands harbour a lot less, with only 1500 bacteria living on each square centimetre of your hands (the average male hand has a surface area of approximately 1.9 cm2, while the female’s is 1.7cm2).
Beware of the Transient
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[image: image3.emf]Now don’t go off to wash your hands excessively in anti-bacterial soap because domestic germs are actually beneficial to humans. Scientists agree that many of the germs found in our homes support and nourish cells. Funnily enough, these bacteria also help you to fight off transient bacteria, which are the detrimental type found on doorknobs, elevator buttons, shopping carts, and not surprisingly, other people’s hands. Transient bacteria are responsible for infectious diseases like the flu. In recent years, sales of antibacterial cleansers have increased dramatically with health experts agreeing that washing your hands regularly reduces the risk of becoming infected with harmful diseases. However, these cleansers do little to rid your hands of the domestic bacteria, nor do they completely eradicate transient bacteria, as promised on some labels. What they do, however, is minimise the chances of becoming infected with diseases that can make you really sick. 

Which Soap?

So what’s the difference between soap and antibacterial soap? Antibacterial soap has additional ingredients which supposedly make it a more effective cleaning agent. It contains the chemicals TCS and TCC, which prevent the growth of bacteria. This, however, has come under serious scrutiny with health experts questioning the effectiveness of antibacterial soap, particularly the lack of protection from the microbes and viruses that cause most infectious diseases. Fungi and parasites are also naturally resistant to the chemicals TCS and TCC. Studies conclude that antibacterial soap is only as effective as soap can be. 

So what’s the most effective way to prevent unwanted germ utopias forming on your hands? According to experts, warm water and any soap will do!

[image: image4.bmp]
The Australian System of Government
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Jonah Mobs, an SRC member from Oakridgeville High School interviews political analysist, Jade McClary, about the system of Australia’s government at the National Convention of Australian Politics for High School Students. The following is an extract taken from the interview.
Jonah: Now Ms McClary, as you mentioned before, it is mandatory that all year 9 students study the unit The Australian System of Government as part of the history curriculum. It appears to my class that our political system and structure is complex with many titles and names. Also, the description of roles and responsibilities of members of parliament leaves us quite perplexed, maybe even a little overwhelmed. Is there a simple way to describe our system of government? 
Jade: Yes, Jonah, I understand your class’ frustration. Politics has always been a difficult field of knowledge with all of its titles and as you said quite well, the roles and responsibilities of different members. Firstly, it is important to note that our system of government is democratic, according to the principles inherited from British law. Founded in 1901, the six states federated to become the Commonwealth of Australia, acceding the electoral tradition from Britain. There are two chambers in parliament: the House of Representatives and the Senate. 

Jonah: Ok, can you please explain how each chamber functions in Parliament?

Jade: Well, the House of Representatives has 150 members elected by the Australian people. Each member represents what we call an electoral division. They hold office for up to three years, using their time in parliament to influence decisions regarding laws, government expenditure and administration. The main political parties in the House are the Australian Labor Party, the Liberal Party of Australia and the National Party of Australia. After an election, the party with the greatest number of members becomes the governing party, with their leader becoming the Prime Minister. 
However, the Senate is quite different with only 76 senators, as opposed to the 150 in the House of Representatives. We arrive at the number 76 by taking twelve politicians from each of the six states and two from each of the mainland territories. By mainland territories, we mean the Australian Capital Territory and the Northern Territory. The Senate’s role is to keep check of government laws. It has the power to make and pass laws, much like the House of Representatives. The twelve senators are elected for six years, while the two from mainland territories keep office for three years. Senators are important members of parliament who, you can say, need to communicate regularly with the public in order to make new laws that are relevant to the people. For example, they spend a lot of their time dealing with letters from the public or from organisations regarding important issues.

Jonah: So, you’re saying that the letters my school write concerning school funding and allocation of resources go into the hands of a Senator?

Jade: Well, yes, that could be the case if your letters address relevant issues that are of concern to the government. Of course, it will be filtered and I think your letters would most likely be addressed by the Minister of Education – but that requires another complex explanation!

[image: image6.bmp]Have you heard of the Maya people?
When we think of ancient civilisations, we often quote the Aztecs or Egyptians. Little do we think of Ancient Maya, a magnificently opulent and precocious society characterised by sophistication and resourcefulness. The Mayan people lived in what is now south eastern Mexico and Central America. Existing from approximately 2000BC through to the mid 1500’s AD, what remains of the Mayan civilisation are the illustrious pyramids marked with intricate murals and writing. One of the greatest mysteries in history, however, lies in the sudden disappearance of the Mayan civilisation. In just one hundred years, the Mayans were reduced to tiny proportions with the complete destruction of its society. Many theories exist to explain this sudden demise, some of which include a peasant revolt, natural disasters, famine and threats of war. What we do know today has been uncovered by archaeologists specialising in Mayan civilisation, whom we call Mayanists.  
The civilization is traditionally divided into three periods, the Preclassic (2000 B.C. to A.D.250), the Classic (250-900 A.D.) and the Postclassic (900 to mid- 1500s A.D.). The Classic period is marked as the most creative and innovative with achievements in both the arts and sciences. Evidence pertaining to that period shows complex and accurate calendar structures and a mathematical system with the inclusion of ‘zero’. This was unusual for that time period and took the Europeans at least another 500 years to implement it into their numerical system. The Mayan people were also keen astronomers, able to accurately depict and interpret signs given by the stars.  
Excavations by Mayanists in the early to mid 1900s at Mexico, Guatemala and Honduras reveal the remains of what were once affluent buildings, characterised by impressive architectural designs of pyramids and temples. Like the Egyptians, the pyramids and temples were created for the elite with jade jewelry and beautifully decorated ceramic vessels found on site. While this evidence somewhat alleviates queries concerning the existence of upper classes within Mayan society, another important question that has led to further excavation and research concerns the impacts of the working classes. This is of particular importance when considering that a possible theory for the demise of the Maya culture is a peasant revolt. 
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As the Maya population soared into the millions, it might have been overwhelming for the labourers of the land to produce enough goods to cater for the people. Not only would they have been expected to produce food, but they would have also assisted with the building of temples, mining of jade and the clearing of rainforests for construction. In an attempt to solve the theory, archaeologists have made progress, excavating through land to take a broader view of Mayan society. For example, at Barton Ramie, Mayanists excavated rural settlements, collating artifacts used by Mayan farmers. This has led to a broader approach where archaeologists are now beginning to piece together the daily lives of the Mayan people, whether it be the working or elite classes.
Some Say… 

Some say Life is an unpredictable monster, 

Ready to ambush and destroy at any moment.

Some say it is a washing machine, 

Repetitively rotating and tumbling with the tides of water. 

[image: image8.bmp]Some say Life is a gamble,

Where taking your chances is the only way to explore.

Some say Death is like coming home after a long day, 

A safe haven of rest and peace.

Some say Death is horrifying, 

Leaving its victims unaware of what lies ahead.

Some say it is like having no feeling, 

While others tell of fire and burning and hell.

Life and Death.

Two worlds so far apart and yet ironically linked,

While some may fear and doubt and struggle, 

I choose to live and breathe and take in the beauty around me. 

Although I cannot predict what lies ahead, 

I know that I must live for now, 

Enjoying every moment

Cherishing it like a gift

Trusting in the people I love, 

Trusting that the outcome will be no greater than the effort I put in.

Looking around, I see posters of my favourite footy players, 
I see my signed jersey, I picture myself receiving it in such an elated state.
A photo of my beautiful mum and my sister and me. 

At my feet lies Jazz, my gorgeous dog of many breeds.
I walk out. Overwhelmed with joy and thankfulness. 
Detective Jargon
Their voices resounded through the dimly lit streets of the town. Not two, nor three, but a dozen children slowly crept as one shadow, their reflection in the glass windows of the street-side stores revealing hints of neglect and abuse. Their small frames, damaged limbs and broken teeth were never exposed to the daylight. Nocturnal creatures exposed only in sudden bursts as they followed a woven path between the cobwebbed street lamps. Their fingers were like old men’s: limp, frail and wrinkled. These fingers haunted the streets with a solemnness that could only be felt by its victims. They left a scent of poverty and desperation, as their swift feet dodged between the warm, lively bodies perfumed with life’s expensive blessings. They felt no pain, no privilege. Their only purpose was to follow. They followed the crowds, followed the dim streets, followed each other’s shadows. Their mission was always simple – to dictate life and death – to be the best weapon that no shield could stop. This was their power. 
***

“Finished?” whispered Akshay as he waited for the others. He stood in the darkness, shivering with a nervous energy that was evidenced through his tightly clutched fists. The white of his knuckles radiated against the hints of moonlight seeping through the dark clouds. 

There was no reply…

***

“Looks like there was some struggle here before the children came down,” reported Detective Jargon. Her eyes searched the streets desperately, wanting to find some clue to help her find them, the ones she had been searching for her whole life. Jargon was an almost-retired detective who had had little success in solving crimes. Over the years she had earned the reputation of being somewhat pathetic and clumsy – more of a detriment than a help to the profession. 

No one believed her. 

No one had ever believed her. 

“Children?” they would question, rolling their eyes at her ridiculous hypothesis. 
No matter the response, Jargon knew her instincts. There was no need for an explanation. She knew what she had seen that night, and she believed it with all her heart. Her eyes wandered purposely again down the alleyway and suddenly, amazingly, there it was. She saw it. 
The body had been laid out against the back of the skip bin. It looked as if it belonged there, camouflaged, unnoticeable to the unsuspecting eye. It had been painted bright green, the same colour as the skip bin and wall. It was the hand of professionals who had so discreetly and cleverly covered the body. Jargon muttered some words to herself as she approached the body, slowly shaking her head and waiting for that sunken feeling to dawn upon her, as it always did when she approached a dead body. After a closer look, she could see the matted hair and disfigured body outline. But something wasn’t right. The look wasn’t right. The body wasn’t positioned correctly. 
***

“Akshay! Come here. I need you to hold this up while I do this.” The child’s voice called down the laneway in an eerie way. Akshay sighed and walked over reluctantly to hold ‘this’ up. 

“Don’t know why we do it all the time,” Ashkay sighed. “I’m kinda sick of doing this you know. I wonder if this is what kids in the rich houses over in Sullivan Street do. Probably not. Probably wouldn’t even dream of this.”

“Oh shut up, Akshay, and get here now. You chose this so live with it. The next thing we need is Jargon on our case because we made a mistake. Hold it up and put this peg over your nose. I don’t want you spewing up all over my feet,” the child snarled. 
“But what are you going to do with the body? I mean, it’s so big. How are we supposed to carry it without being noticed?” 

“Akshay, we’ve been here longer than you think. All it takes is some deaf ears and blind eyes.” The child looked cautiously over Akshay’s shoulder, making sure no one was walking into the alleyway. 

“Okay, what else do you need me to do?” Although it didn’t feel right, Akshay had nowhere else to go. 

***

Jargon could hear the sirens in the distance, making their way over to the crime scene. Except, there was no crime scene. Yet again, she had been fooled. She had been made the object of mockery. Her outstretched arm touched the lifelessly cool surface of the body and she knew at once that her suspicions were correct. She pulled the head out and came face to face with… a cleverly arranged and painted mannequin.

Mongoose

Dusk approaches as the mongoose walks cautiously towards the cobra. Its brownish-black grizzled hair sparkles in the light as its feet glide silently across the harsh dirt and rocks. 
Some would say the mongoose looks like a cute rodent – almost like a cross between a ferret and a tasmanian devil. 
As cute as it looks, this mongoose has a fierce disposition with sharp teeth and beady eyes. It kills mice, rats, chickens and wild birds, but is yet to kill its biggest threat: the cobra. 

The cobra, a relentless and venomous snake, is able to kill a human in just 15 minutes. This cobra is the most dangerous of all snakes. It is a king cobra. Its magnificent hood spreads out as it arches its spine towards the mongoose. Five metres long, it is indeed a magnificent beast. 
Both animals are waiting for the right moment to attack. The cobra strikes first, hissing and darting to and fro, trying to overcome its opponent. Closer and closer it approaches and with every attempt the mongoose just slips out of reach. With every strike, the mongoose appears to be the victim, unable to get the upperhand. Both parties retract for a few seconds, recooping from the energetic episode that is occurring. 
The mongoose steps back and moves forward, suddenly approaching the king cobra. To and fro it pounces, knowing exactly where the cobra’s fangs are, as if it knows that a bite would mean its immediate death. 
The battle doesn’t last long. 
Within a matter of seconds, the mongoose has the king cobra’s head in its mouth, aggressively crushing its skull in its powerful jaws. Devouring its kill, the mongoose slowly creeps back into the bushes, dragging the dead cobra’s body behind it, as if it knew that it is one of the only animals in the world able to kill a king cobra. 
“Life, Liberty and the Pursuit of Happiness”
Taken from the Declaration of Independence, the phrase ‘Life, Liberty and the Pursuit of Happiness’ is perhaps the most well known statement, especially in light of the popular movie, ‘Pursuit of Happyness’, based on true events circling the protagonist, Christopher Gardner. The film stars Will Smith, who epically portrays the inspirational narrative of Gardner’s journey from rags to riches. 
Inspirational at its core, the film is co-directed by Gardner himself, who now travels the world giving motivational talks to people in the business industry. Investing his life savings into bone-density scanners while in his early 20s, Gardner set himself up for failure with a market no longer in need for such expensive machines. With a son to provide for, Gardner knew that his only way to excel was to pursue success, and he aspired to become a stockbroker for America’s largest company, Dean Witter. Without a college degree, Gardner took every opportunity to obtain success, using his bright mathematical mind to enter the competitive world of Witter interns. Perhaps Gardner’s greatest motivation was his son, Christopher Junior. The film retells the emotional events of Gardner’s intern days as he struggles to pay the rent and desperately tries to sell bone density scanners in order to provide for himself and Chris Jnr. At one stage, Gardner is forced to sleep in the subway’s toilet with his son, using toilet paper rolls as bedsheets. 
It is hard to imagine the life of Gardner’s pre-stockbroking days in light of his current success. His life is a portrait of the American Dream, the fighter who overcame difficulties and obtacles to achieve happiness. His story also highlights the importance of familial relationships as Gardner’s primary motivation was to provide a comfortable life for his young son in the absence of a mother. Despite being noted as a ‘fairytale’ story, Gardner’s experiences definitely do not communicate that success is easily attained; rather, the film inspires people to work hard to achieve their dreams and goals.
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Get in Touch 


Need help organising your school camp?











Are you interested in organising the next camp for year 9 at your high school? 


The ‘Get in Touch’ campaign can help make it happen, providing you with the knowledge and resources required to organise a safe and appropriate camp, much to the approval of your principal and year advisor!


What is ‘Get in Touch’?


We believe that every student in Australian schools should have equal opportunities and experiences, regardless of their financial situations. In order to make it happen, we have worked with leading firms and companies who are willing to sponsor young participants. These sponsors have guaranteed their financial support to assist with the organisational costs of school camps, drastically reducing the cost to schools by hundreds. Also available are unique attractions, camp venues and partnerships with coach bus companies, eliminating transport cost for schools. Each venue has a prepared risk assessment plan, which covers all avenues of potential risks involved for students. We also have motivational speakers and relevant programs to suit your schools’ needs. 


Click Here to read more about the benefits.








The ‘Get in Touch’ Blog


Sandy Lowe posts:


As an SRC member at my school, I can honestly say that it’s really difficult to get camps up and running… It’s difficult because I don’t know where to start! The logistics of running camps are quite confusing with lots to organise. It’s unfortunate that it’s so difficult because there are so many potential learning experiences that may happen while on school camp. When was the last time you had an inspirational speaker come to speak to your year group? Camp would definitely open up all avenues for inspirational topics- we will have the time to talk about our issues, rather than be pressed with exams and assessments.





Have an opinion?


Why don’t you join the discussion online? Click here to access the Youth Forum Blog on school camps.











Organise your own school camp!


Contact one of our representatives to get expert advice that is both accurate and honest. Email your interests to � HYPERLINK "mailto:schoolcamp@getintouch.com.au" �schoolcamp@getintouch.com.au� 























Information Packages


Click on the links below to download information packages in PDF formats.


Youth Forum Camp Incentives


Camp Venues


Camp Fees








The Myth Associated with Black Cats


What do you think when you see a black cat on the street? Often associated with luck – bad or good – the black cat always has golden eyes due to its dark pigmentation. There are mixed superstitious reactions when it comes to black cats, with some cultures treating it as a symbol of luck, while others considering it bad luck. For example, the Japanese believe that a lady with a black cat will have many suitors. Other cultures are terrified of black cats who consider them a bad omen. This was particularly evident in the Middle Ages, where it was common belief that the cats were descendants of Satan and helpers of witches. Some myths also proclaim how black cats have the magical ability to morph into different forms, acting as spies of evil. Many people profess to being superstitious of black cats, where it is better to change paths than to walk past a black cat. Funnily enough, I’d doubt whether a black cat would have any knowledge of the trouble caused by its appearance. 
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