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MUSIC

Daye Jack - No data
 ‘No Data’ by Daye Jack is an 
ambitious Hip-hop album which 
aims to combine tuneful synth 
with a smooth delivery of insightful 
lyrics. Within the project, Daye Jack 
explores concepts of materialism, 
love and the massive but mindless 
influx of “data” into daily life. A 12 
song lineup including scarce but for 
the most part well-picked features 
provides a coherent, themed 
project with little fillers. An upbeat 
funky vibe is exerted throughout 
the album developed through the 
heavy use of synth and fast drum 
looping. The project has helped 
to develop Daye Jack as an artist, 
combining skills collected from 
his other previous projects such 
as ‘Soul Glitch - 2015’. The album 
is a coherent piece of work with 
a consistent theme exploring the 
limits of technology, with a repeated 
phrase that ties many of the songs 
together: “there ain’t no data.” The 
album combines Daye’s competence 
as a rapper and his skill as a singer 
into a well-balanced project. Its 
downfalls come with its average 
and non-memorable features, and 
sometimes sub-par bridges, such 
as bully bully, which is let down 
considerably by its jarring bridge. 
Overall, this album is good, and a 
good pick for anyone wanting more 
regular sounding hip-hop.
By Sam Crowley (Year 11)

BOOKS

Love, Simon
By Becky Albertall
Love, Simon is a story about a 16 
year old boy ‘in the closet’. The 
secret of his sexuality is soon 
outted, however, when a series of 
emails go astray. 
This book is a rollercoaster (or Ferris 
Wheel, as Simon would describe 
it) of emotions - love, heartache, 
desperation. The typical story 
of boy-meets-girl-and-they-live- 
happily- ever- after is given a twist 
as boy-meets-boy, resulting in his 
world slowly but surely crumbling 
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He left me crying in the backseat of the taxi, my charcoal-soaked eyes illuminated by 
fluorescent washes of violent city lights. Scrappy teenagers dangled around street lights 
underneath the moon, their electric youth penetrating the drizzled window. The cab slows and 
I snap out of my thoughts, looking down to find a ten-dollar bill. Instead, my fingers rest on 
a glossy slip. It starts coming back in transient flushes, playing a supercut in my mind. Every 
colour, every stain of hope, every regret, wrinkle, argument, touch. It was the first time I’d 
met this city, felt it’s pulse, heard it’s song. Taken from the plane on my now-passed grandma’s 
Polaroid 600 as we skirted around the lay of city lights. It all felt endless, all of these beacons 
below me crowding my body with warmth and hope. “The First Day Of The Rest Of My Life” 
was messily scribbled in black sharpie underneath. I fold up the photo, shove it down the 
pocket in the side of the door and slump out of the cab. 
On the midnight stumble home, I strangle the brown-paper-bag-wrapped wine in my lonely 
hands. I climb the stairs. I push the door and there I am; alone, for the first time. Packed 
boxes line the empty floor. “He got around to that fast”, I think. This apartment is not home. 
This body is not home. Life overwhelms each and every one of my senses. My intoxicated 
figure aches and with tears still streaming down my flustered cheeks, I fall into the bathroom. 
My eyes meet the mirror and I scan my face. My eyes: the eyes he said he once loved, turned 
out he loved someone else’s more. I spend every single moment absorbed in love. I am guided, 
divided by love and somehow, standing on the edge of twenty, I’ve never loved me. I’ve never 
saved that dance for me, never laid out the flowers for me, never cut my hair for me, like I did 
for him. It’s only after a hundred fluorescent mistakes that I recognise that it’s time to rebuild…
Sun soars through my window and my hand reaches up to feel the sharp edge of my 
newfangled haircut. The tears on this pillow dried up many months ago, six to be exact. We 
live alone, we die alone and the macabre creatures that I let into my life no longer define me. 
I slip out of bed, smearing a wild red across my lips. Flouncing down the stairs, I reach the 
bottom and hail a cab. 

TIME 
AND 

MEMORY
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Golden sunlight ricochets off the front window and I scrunch my eyes, focusing on the driver’s 
folded-down visor. My eyes gaze over his polaroids and settle on one of a recognisable city 
skyline with some illegible scribble underneath.
“Excuse me”, I hesitantly exclaim.
“Yes darlin’”.
“That photo…of the skyline…in your visor. Can I see it?”
“Course!”, he hands it to me. “Someone stashed it down the side door one time — keep it!”
Touching the photo brought the montage back again: touches, lies, drunken nights, heart ache, 
burnt-out hope. But the city no longer hurts. This time, everything felt distant, like the naive 
mistakes I’d made many moons ago, not yesterday. I don’t see him in the buildings anymore. 
Or in the songs or the nameless faces that line the sidewalk. As time has passed I’ve found 
power in being lonely. My recollections of him no longer shape me. I do…
Now the photo sits frail in my pellucid hands. It’s tinted yellow around the edges and the gentle 
wind blows it’s musk into my skin. They don’t know that I’ve left the home — “god’s waiting 
room” as some call it — but the moon looks so full, in it’s most feminine, cyclical form. My feet 
scrape along the highway tar, I’m too close to go back now. Cars blur past, their headlights 
ablaze, scanning my body. I see the fringe of the lake and begin to pace faster, breaking into 
a run. My bones spasm and cramp. Freedom at eighty-six is a painful feat. Damp blades of 
grass slash my legs as I kick off my shoes and run for the water. The static city skyline slides 
across my eyes and I move the photo up to meet it. We live alone, we die alone. Life is just 
the broken bastards, the tears, the feelings, the death and rebirth that help you find that out. 
In this moment, I am humbled by the passing of time. I am devoid of fear. The sleepless city 
where my life unfolded is sprawled out before me. My entire body gradually falls back into the 
embrace of water and just before I’m about to disintegrate into the world’s convoluted arms, I 
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The Wedding Cake Maker

I sit and watch the Cake maker
Her hands are so careful
One layer on top of another
The first layer goes down
And I think of newlyweds
Laughing and quietly chatting
While the party music plays loudly
Watching the young children dancing
And both of them are so caught in 
the clouds
They don’t even notice

The Cake Maker’s hands wobble as 
she places the second layer 
Vividly I imagine two young figures 
standing around a newborn snuggled 
up in a hospital blanket 
The parents stare adoringly into the 
tiny blue eyes
Suddenly the little angel’s face turns
Scrunched up
She lets out a high pitch squeal 
sending Mum and Dad into a frenzy 
looking for something to calm the 
little one down
She settles as she is placed in her 
brand new cot
They quickly tip toe down the stairs 
Missing all the creaky floor boards

The flawless cake is starting to form
A picture flows into my head -
I can hear the sound of a tape gun 
scraping across the boxes
I can feel the emptiness wavering 
inside me as if I was leaving home
The moment when I realise I have 
yet to pack my belongings from The 
memory box
Thousands of memories come 
flooding back 
A quiet sob comes from the living 
room

And now the final layer
Refined and beautiful like a dove 
fluttering into the distance
Fragile like their lives now
They sit together watching the ducks 
frolic in the pond
Content to share their love
Memories fill their minds 
Just like the ones that will be made 
tonight.
by Brydie Taylor (Year 7)

Sky High 
 
High in the sky 
They flicker and shine, They are the 
guardians  Of space and time. 
 
For millennia 
The compass star, Has guided sailors 
From afar. 
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WHAT’S
HAPPENING?
IN THE WORLD...

Grace Newton (Year 11) recently 
competed in the “Moss Vale Busking 
competition”, where she won the 
People’s Choice award! The Pin Oak 
team have asked her a few questions…

PO: Who/what has been your 
inspiration to pursue music?

Grace: Throughout my life I’ve always 
had a musical upbringing. Everyone 
in my family plays an instrument so 
I had no choice really. I started with 
piano and moved onto flute and guitar 
in about Year 5. High school is when I 
really started singing and playing guitar 
together. From then on busking has just 
been a fun hobby of mine.

PO: How does it feel to win 
the People’s Choice award at a 
recognised busking competition

Grace: Winning the People’s Choice 
award at the Busking competition was 
extremely surprising. I had always felt 
confident with my performance, but I 
never thought it would get me to this 
point so soon. Definitely worth all the 
hours of practicing.

PO: What are you planning to do 
with the money? 

Grace: On the weekend after the 
competition I went to the music shop in 
Bowral and bought myself a Cole Clark 
guitar. I have always used my dad’s 
guitar when performing, so I thought it 
was time to buy my own guitar. I fell in 
love with it as soon as I picked it up.

Hunter Taylor (Year 10) recently  
competed in the Rider class 15-
17 years in which he was awarded 
Reserve Champion.  This is a 
National championship, judged by 
an international judge and this is a 
thrilling result.  There were about 
25 riders who had qualified to be 
at these National Championships 
– boys and girls in the one class, 
although Hunter was the only 
boy.  Judging on the colour of the 
rosette, they weren’t expecting a 
boy to be among the winners!! 

Congratulations.

All over the news headlines have been the Tathra fires. A 
little town with a big heart. About five hours away from 

Oxley. The little town with no big mention until now. 
Every day the news headlines include something about the Tathra fires.
The fire started with an electrical pole that fell down and caught alight. 
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APRIL CALENDAR

Mon

Tue

Wed

Fri Fri

Sat Sat

Sun Sun

EASTER MONDAY

Year 12 Half Yearly Examinations

Year 10 Morrisby Feedback with 
parents
Year 5/6 Canberra Legals & 
Legacies
SHIPS Cross Country

NSWCIS Secondary Swimming 
Championship
Year 5/6 Canberra Legals & Legacies

Year 5/6 Canberra Legals & 
Legacies

Brigadoon at Bundanoon 
(Pipe  Band)
1st XV Rugby Tour

1st XV Rugby Tour
P&F: Year 5 Family lunch , 
Briars

Mon

Tue Tue

Wed Wed

Thu Thu

Fri Fri

Sat Sat

Sun Sun

Year 12 Batyr
Year 11 Student/Parent/
Teacher  Interview Night

Oxley Music Night

Drama Tour to Melbourne

Drama Tour to Melbourne

Mon

30

29

31 

01

02

03

04

06

07

08

09

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

K-6 Grandparents’ Day
END TERM 1

Drama Tour to Melbourne

ThuThu

Drama Tour to Melbourne

The soloist 7 - 12 House Music competition 
is often said to be one of the scariest and 
most intimidating competitions throughout 
the year. It is one of few competitions 
where students are required to showcase 
their talent on their own in front of a large 
group of people. This year the standard, 
as always, has been very high. Le Zhu and 
Thomas Tregenza took out first place in 
the instrumental competition, and Julia 
Parker and Gabriel Kolovos won the vocal 

http://admin@cookability.com.au
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It was an unprecedented number of Year 9 students who signed up for the practice Adventurous Journey in the 
Wingello State Forest, hence two separate hikes were arranged over consecutive weekends.
The first group endured fiercely hot weather, only made bearable by a strong wind, the refuge provided by the 
shelter of the natural forest and the cool water of the creek. The students made good time on the first day, 
arriving at the campsite to relax in the shade, play ball games and enjoy a leisurely evening meal. The night was 
warm and the sky spectacular, so there was considerable reluctance to retire to bed. Next day, having carefully 
planned a route and struck camp, the group set off to hone their navigation skills, learning how to measure their 
pace and to take a bearing. An eerie afternoon sun caused by a nearby bushfire accompanied us on the steep 
incline back to the bus. Wildlife sightings included squadrons of white-tailed black cockatoos, a red-bellied black 
snake, a swamp wallaby, a wedge-tail eagle, a tree frog and a turtle.
Conditions on the second hike were much more conducive to bush walking, with cooler temperatures and lower 
humidity. While the first day’s pace was slower, the group still found time to unwind at the campsite. Lessons 
in digging a latrine and the safe use of trangea stoves, was followed by dinner. The highlight was Charley’s one 
minute steaks! The evening was spent playing very competitive bottle walking and lifting games. The following 
day, the tired group of trekkers became navigationally disorientated, resulting in a late finish but a rousing 
reception back at school!


