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On Behalf of the The King’s School’s 
Zenith W.A.B.I.A.D Team, we would like to 
dedicate this book to the kids that are going 
through tough times. Be happy, stay strong 
and keep fighting. Our hearts are with you. 

 

 

Get Well Soon 

 
 

 

This story is especially dedicated to 
Nathan Barry, a true friend. 

 

	



Chapter 1	
 
Under the heavy, dark clouds and through the howling wind and rain, the Perth traffic 
crawled to a standstill, seeming to take forever to reach the station. Bill’s anger grew 
more and more every metre he travelled. The builder even tried singing his favourite song 
but it didn’t stop his escalating rage. His car sputtered on, taking him to the train that 
would eventually take him across to River Station, then on to his new job.  
 
“Who even goes to a circus these days?” he thought to himself. “They aren’t funny, and 
the only reason to go is for the delicious popcorn. Just the thought of popcorn made my 
mouth water. “So why even bother to help build the Big Top for such a useless bunch of 
nonsense?”  
 
As Bill fought for one of the limited car parking spots, one spot became available right in 
front of him. “Bingo!” he exclaimed. It was his.  
 
As he reached the station, he pulled his ticket from his tool kit, and dragged himself up 
the stairs, onto the platform. An odd sight caught his eye, one that seemed so impossibly 
happy for such a mood as his, adding to his already bad mood. Out there, dancing in the 
rain, was a clown. 
 
Ignoring the clown, Bill got onto the interstate train headed to Sydney, and quickly 
realised that there were only two remaining seats, side by side. He plonked himself down 
on one, sighing and relaxing back into his seat. He breathed a sigh of relief. “At least 
there’s no traffic this time,” he thought. To his chagrin, he was met by the only thing that 
could have possibly made his mood any worse - the sight of a clown’s makeup-covered 
face smiling back at him, the very same clown he saw on the station. His mood dropped 
to lower places than he thought was even possible. Why did his luck have to land him 
with this nutcase? 

 
 
 



“Hi! I’m Nathan Barry, your average happy-go-lucky clown! Wanna hear a joke?” asked 
the clown in his annoying, high-pitched voice. 
 
“No, I don’t,” Bill replied bluntly. 
 
“I’ll tell you one anyway! Why don't skeletons fight each other?” He paused, building 
suspense. “Because they don't have the guts!”  
 
Bill could already tell - this was going to be a long trip. Every time he was close to drifting 
off to sleep, Nathan would come out with another terrible joke. Bill grew steadily and 
steadily angrier. Soon, he had reached his limit. 
 
“Just stop talking!” yelled Bill. “I’m trying to sleep! Leave me alone!”  
 
Embarrassed by his outrage that brought stares from other passengers, Bill calmed 
down, red-faced and apologetic. He spoke. “I’m sorry. I’m just very nervous about my new 
job and leaving my family. I just want to rest before I start.”  
 
“Ok, I’ll stop with the hilarious jokes,” Nathan said sarcastically. 
 
“Thank you.” 
 
“I’ll sing you a lullaby instead.” And before Bill could protest, Nathan sang a very tuneless 
rendition of Rock-a-Bye Baby which pierced Bill’s ear. 
 
Nathan cracked jokes all the way to Adelaide. The train grinded to a halt, and the builder 
and the clown moved apart. As Bill breathed in the fresh air, he hoped the next leg 
wouldn’t be as bad as that just was. At least he had managed to get away from Nathan. 
 
Not for long. Bill wasn’t able to get rid of the irritating clown as he followed him into the 
little café for lunch. Strolling towards the counter to order, Bill heard the clop, clop of the 
clown’s over-sized, black leather shoes coming after him. Nathan ordered the exact 
same meal as Bill had, and squashed himself onto the exact same chair, pushing Bill 
over. He ate loudly - his mouth wide open, sending flecks of half-eaten food mixed with 
saliva all over the table. Grossed out, Bill took his sandwich, got up, and left. When 
Nathan stood up as well, the builder ran back to the station, hoping to get on the train 
before the clown could catch up with him. Even in his large shoes and baggy clothes, the 
clown managed to catch up to him, and make it onto the train, finding another seat next 
to Bill. He groaned, making his annoyance clear. It looked like Bill was stuck with him for 
another three hours. 
 
When they reached Melbourne, the train stopped and lots of other people got on. Nathan 
was ecstatic. It was a chance to perform his act.  
 
“Hi! I’m Nathan the Clown. Wanna hear a joke?” Some sounds of interest escaped the 
‘audience’s’ mouth and so he continued. 
 
“What does Commonwealth Bank and a tree have in common?” 
 
“What?” the people asked collectively. 
 
“They both have lots of branches!” Unsurprisingly, nobody laughed.  
 



“Oh. Well, I would now like to invite my friend, Bill the builder, to perform with me.” Bill, 
now extremely embarrassed, sank deeper into his chair.  
 
“Come on Bill, up you come!” Nathan continued. Still, Bill refused. When the audience 
started booing, Nathan looked desperately over towards Bill, who shook his head. And 
so, the clown dejectedly walked back to his seat and slumped into his chair. The 
audience erupted into quiet chatter, clearly gossiping about the failed act they had just 
witnessed. From this moment on, the builder and the clown became mortal enemies, and 
nothing in their minds could justify changing that. 
 
The sounds of the train brought Bill’s mind back to his wife, Linda, in Perth. He wondered 
how she would deal with the twins alone, Liam and Joshua, as well as the baby, Will. How 
would she survive without him helping around the house? If they didn’t need the money, 
he would have declined this job. Why did it always have to be about the money? 
 
The intercom overhead crackled and snapped. “Next stop, Riverside station,” it said. 
Both men stood up. Everything seemed to go into slow motion as a look of horror from 
the realisation crossed their faces and Bill’s mind started to crash. 
 
They were both going to the same place. 
 
 
  



Chapter 2 
 
The two men stood side by side, tense. Bill was full of anxiety, tired beyond belief. The 
journey with the clown had left him so drained, and he felt as dry as a brick. He felt a 
sense of momentary freedom, but soon noticed the continuing antics of the clown. Every 
time Bill started to walk away, Nathan trailed behind him. He groaned in annoyance as 
he pondered how unlucky he was to be unintentionally paired with this irritating clown. 
For what must have been half an hour, Bill strode ahead whilst Nathan bounced along 
behind him, following his every move. The clown’s hums reached Bill’s ears, growing on 
his nerves more and more each second. Why this clown could not respect another's need 
for peace was beyond comprehension. It was going to be another long day. 
 
Once they reached their destination, Bill stood and gaped. Between him and the road to 
the building site for the circus was a wide river. It looked simple to cross. It was peaceful. 
Sunlight shimmered across the gentle ripples. Bill knew he could solve this problem. He 
thought, “Nathan will be able to find his own way across.” Bill fashioned a makeshift raft 
out of driftwood and nearby vines, and with the help of his tools, he prepared himself and 
his raft to attempt to cross the river. 
 
The slightly rotted raft seemed sturdy enough to Bill. He peered at the water: it was so 
tranquil. Bill thrusted the raft into place on the bank of the river, just touching the 
water.  He made sure to hold it with a firm grasp so it didn’t drift from his grip. As he 
scrambled onto the raft, Bill cupped his hands like paddles while he slowly steered the 
raft across the river. And then it happened. The river began to rage. Gusts of wind shook 
the raft as it swayed and plummeted across what now had become an angry river: a 
raging entity. 
 
The onlooking clown panicked. He stared in disbelief as he waited for Bill’s head to pop 
up above the water. Seconds later, Bill appeared; he gasped to catch his breath. He had 
nearly drowned. The raft had broken up and scattered. He steadied himself and with 
difficulty swam back to the river’s bank. 
 
Despite Nathan’s concern over Bill’s negativity towards him, he was, inside his heart, 
warmed to know that Bill was okay. He did not go over to Bill, such was his nervousness 
about their relationship. Bill lay on the bank, humiliated, embarrassed and dejected. 
Taking a deep breath, Nathan courageously stepped forward and softly whispered to Bill, 
“Watch and learn.” He took inventory of the items now floating on the calm river. Perfect. 
A series of logs were floating by. It was that moment, and that moment only, in which he 
could make his move. With a flying leap, Nathan launched himself onto the first log. 
Another leap of faith and he glided through the air, hitting the log softly. The second a 
short jump but a quick one, fast as lightning, like a flash. The third, a slow and precise 
leap across. And then, splash. Nathan had experienced the same fate as Bill - being 
engulfed by the water. 
 
The waves washed him back to shore. As he panted heavily right beside Bill, they both 
saw something magical. They rubbed their eyes. They slapped themselves. They pinched 
themselves. Were they hallucinating? A blue haze arose and in its midst stood an 
amazing picturesque unicorn in an amazing picturesque landscape. Her luscious rainbow 
coloured hair flowed in the misty crystal fog. Tapping one hoof upon the golden sand, 
staring at Bill and Nathan, she spoke. “Hello! My name is Gabriella and the only way to 
cross this river is to figure out how to do it, together. Why? Because the river is alive. It 
has a soul. It has a mind.”   



 
Bill and Nathan stood there in shock. In unison, they blurted out, “Whaaaaattt?” 
 
“A talking unicorn?”  
 
“A living river?” 
 
“What nonsense is this?” 
 
  



Chapter 3 
 
Nathan and Bill were both in disbelief. They were overwhelmed by everything they had 
just heard. How could there be a unicorn, let alone a talking one? How could the river be 
alive? Why did they have to work together? How could they cross this river? They did not 
believe it for a second - Nathan made sure Gabriella was clear about their dissent! 
 
“How could we work together? We can’t agree on anything.”  
 
Gabriella swiftly replied, “But you agreed on one thing - that you don’t believe me…”  
 
The two looked at each other, and for a moment, truly and deeply believed that they did 
have to work together to cross the river. Quickly, they disregarded that thought, and 
pushed it deep into the back of their minds. There was no way that they were teaming 
up.  
 
“No, we could never work together, ever!” Bill started, and with a huff turned around and 
walked down the river, looking for more ways to get across.  
 
Upriver, Nathan found a log a couple of metres long, and it was an instant thought! Pole 
vault! He started to stretch and limber up for the leap.  
 
Further down the river, Bill looked through his tool kit, searching for anything that could 
prove helpful to get over the river. He found a screwdriver, nail gun and some old nuts 
and bolts, but not much else that could help. But then, after a vigorous search, he found 
a dusty, rusted hammer and some thick rope; an idea gave birth. He could tightly wrap 
the rope around the handle of the hammer, throw it over the river around the sturdiest 
tree he could find, pull it tight and swing over the river. It seemed so easy to him and he 
was pleased for the first time that day.  
 
Nathan was all stretched and limbered up, and without testing the stick’s strength or 
flexibility, began his run up. “Hey Bill,” Nathan said, “Watch this! I’ve got a great idea of 
how to get over!” His orange curly wig bobbed up and down and up and down. His over-
sized black shoes gracefully bounced on the ground with every step. He seemed to have 
built up enough speed and was ready to catapult himself. Gabriella looked in awe 
believing he may actually make this jump. Bill on the other hand had turned his head, 
only thinking of how stupid this jump was, “What a moron he is.” Nathan soared into the 
air. He was almost at the other side of the river. At the peak of his catapult, a surge of 
water came sweeping in and collided with the stick. With a hard cracking sound, the stick 
left Nathan, and for a split second he was airborne, flying backwards. He bounced when 



he hit the ground. Thankfully to the inflation in his leggings gave him both a fun and 
comfortable landing. 
 
Once Bill had seen Nathan’s attempt, he decided to show how him it’s done. The 
hammer and rope contraction was ready, and with a few twirls he swung the hammer 
over the river. It missed. He then swung the hammer over the river again. Clunk! The 

hammer had wrapped around the tree and 
felt tight. Before he swung he turned toward 
Nathan, and with a smug smile said, “This is 
how you really get over, you moron. Watch 
how it’s done.”  
 
With a short run up, he leaped and began to 
swing. He had nearly reached the bank on 
the other side of the river, but saw 
something lurking in the water.  
 
“The river must be alive,” Bill thought as a 
crocodile appeared out of nowhere, and was 
blocking the path to the bank.  

 
In panic, Bill let go of the rope and fell into the river, pushing him further down stream. 
He made his way to the edge of the river and got out as quickly as possible, laying down, 
gasping for breath. He was filled with both relief and, oddly, regret.  
 
Nathan came over and said, “At least you aren’t 
dead,” in a happy tone.  
 
However, Bill replied back with rage, “I wouldn’t 
have nearly died in the first place if it wasn’t for 
you! You have made today unbearable, long, and 
especially annoying. With your horrid jokes, always 
happy tone, smiling wherever you go and seeming 
proud of yourself. You don’t realise how much of a 
bumbling baboon you are! How can you be so 
happy all the time knowing how much of an idiot 
you are? Just leave me alone and go tell your jokes 
to someone else!” 
 
For the second time that day, Nathan’s happy and joyful expression seemed to 
disappear. He was obviously affected by this comment. Both Bill and Nathan split apart 
again and racked their brains for idea to get across, alone…  
 
After an hour or so of thinking, both Bill and Nathan couldn’t find anything to help them 
get across. Gabriella, after seeing this feud unfold, decided to speak up. 
 
“I told you before that this river is alive. The waves and the crocodile were no 
coincidence. You two have to work together in order to succeed and get over to the other 
side. You can’t keep arguing like this. If you work together you will succeed, but you have 
to work as a team! Learning to work together is a very useful tool in life. You two need to 
learn to do that,” Gabriella expressed genuinely trying to help the two. 
 



Bill and Nathan looked at each other, and for once, although they didn’t want to, decided 
to work with each other. Gabriella’s wise words had a positive impact on them, and they 
began to brainstorm, together.  
 
They began to think. How would they get across the river, together, safely? They 
pondered, and eventually came up with a grand idea. They would combine the clown’s 
talents, with the builder’s skills, and create a contraption to reach the other side. 
 
They would build a tightrope. Bill would use his experience and skills in building to craft 
the tightrope. The rope they had gathered stretched between two trees on opposite sides 
of the river.  
 
They had measured out the right length. Bill had helped create the ends so that the rope 
would hold for certain, and then Nathan practiced his tightrope walking on it. Nathan 
struggled to tightrope as it was not his preferred trick in the circus, and his over sized 
shoes would tend to get in the way. However, he was the most experienced out of the 
two, so he had to lead on the rope.  
 
They gathered the rope, Nathan holding Bill back again, and Bill threw the rope over the 
river. It didn’t make it. They tried to throw it over again. It didn’t make it. They threw it and 
this time. Krr! It hooked on to the tree, tight, and secure. Now came the hard part, 
Nathan helping Bill get along the 5-inch wide tightrope. Nathan began to get up on the 
rope, his black, over sized shoes sticking to the surface, making it difficult to walk. Once 
Nathan was up, he assisted Bill onto the rope. With every step, every slight movement, 
the rope tore at the tree, tearing the bark up. They began to walk, feeling the danger 
grow with every step. The rope seemed stable, but felt like it could snap at a moment's 
notice. The two moved very cautiously, making sure every step would ensure another. 
They reached halfway. All was going well. They were going to make it, they were going to 
make it, they were going to make it… 
 
Nathan stepped forward, his left over sized black shoe twisted, causing the rope to swing 
back and forth. Bill behind began to panic, swaying from side to side. He grabbed onto 
Nathan for dear life, attempting to keep himself upright, then, aarrggh! 
 
  



Chapter 4 
 
The clown stood aghast at the sight unfolding behind him. “Arrrggghhhhhh!” screamed 
Bill, as he plummeted towards the eerily calm, but deadly river below. Bill thought he was 
going to die; his life flashed before his eyes. Suddenly, a firm grip squeezed at his ankle. 
The builder twisted and looked up in disbelief. A big, round, red nose came into view. The 
clown’s arm strained under the weight of the falling builder. Nathan had saved his life 
with his amazing acrobatic clown skills. The builder was shocked.  “Who was this clown?” 
he thought to himself as he was being pulled up. One thing was for sure - he was his 
saviour. 
 
“You saved me!” said Bill gratefully. “I’m so sorry for everything. Absolutely everything. I 
have been so mean to you. You didn’t deserve my sarcasm or my erratic attitude. Yet 
through all my hatred towards you, you continue to be cheerful. I don’t know how you do 
it. I am always serious and angry, but you are always happy and joyful. You always see 
the positive side of life. I wish I could be like you.” 
 
“The trick is to see the bright side of life. As my motto goes, ‘Always look on the bright 
side of life’,” said Nathan. “For example, when change disrupts your regular routine, you 
should think of it as a new and fun experience. Forget about the negatives of life and 
turn them into positives. Stay happy and love yourself and what you have. That’s my 
secret. When moving into a new town, city or situation, think of the positives. Don’t think 
about how nervous you are, or if you won’t fit in or the family that you leave behind; think 
about the friendships you will be able to build and the fun that you can have.” 
 
A sudden shock of realisation hit Bill. He decided that from then on, he would try and be 
positive towards everything in his life. That would all start with building a friendship with 
the clown.  
 
“I am so sorry.  Thanks again, for saving my life,” repeated Bill genuinely. 
 



Nathan pulled Bill back up onto the tightrope and said, “Don’t worry. The water wasn’t 
going to hurt you if you fell in.  Your stench alone would make the river chuck you out.” A 
slight chuckle broke from the builder’s mouth.   
 
“How do you come up with such hilarious jokes? You’re just... so funny,” complimented 
Bill. 
 
“Don’t thank me yet,” warned Nathan. “We still need to reach the other side.” 
 
Nathan continued across the tightrope, leading the cautious Bill behind him. They made 
it safely to the other side of the tightrope and jumped down. 
 
Gabriella called out from afar and said, “Congratulations, you have proven to me that you 
guys can in fact work together as a team.”  
 
She galloped towards the two men, and in one big leap, jumped over the river. Her 
rainbow-coloured, shiny hair dancing in the cool breeze and her violet and blue hooves 
continuing to clop on the lush green grass that covered the never-ending meadows. The 
rising sun beamed down on her white-cream body and glistened on the nearby turquoise 
river. Bill and Nathan both stood there still shocked and in disbelief of their success. 
 
In a soft voice, she told them, “I hope you two have learnt a very valuable lesson today. 
Being part of a team, and not being selfish. That is the key to success, and having friends 
and family who care about you.”   
 
Bill and Nathan looked at each other and smiled. They had done it. They had formed a 
friendly relationship and had conquered the river, which stood firmly in their path. The 
two of them strode off together towards their destination.  
 
Gabriella let out a powerful neigh, as a farewell to the two friends, then turned and went 
her own way, getting lost in the midday glare. 
 
 
  



 
Chapter 5 

 
3 months later 
 
Bill walked through the turnstiles, and under the rows of overhanging lights. He walked 
towards the Big Top (that he constructed) through the pre-acts outside, showcases of 
what was to come in the show. As the spotlights spun around towards the ringmaster. 
Bill’s attention was captured by the clown on the steps below. His bobbing orange wig, 
bright blue bowtie and oversized black shoes were easily recognisable as that clown, 
from three months ago, the long journey on the train, the experiences at the river, all 
developing into a strong bond of friendship. 
 
He pushed through the crowd to the popcorn stand. He remembered three months ago, 
when he thought very little of the circus, and only enjoyed them for the popcorn. The 
popcorn idea still stood. He got an extra large bucket of hot steaming buttered popcorn, 
and searched for his seat. 
 
From his seat in the front row of the tent, Bill looked down on the circus ring below. 
Suddenly, the audience was thrown into complete darkness and silence; a marching 
band tune cutting off all chatter. 
 
All of a sudden, the theatre erupted into life. The singing, dancing and unimaginable 
circus acts left, right, and centre were incredibly encapsulating. Bill caught a glimpse of 
Nathan doing a pole vault through a ring of fire and chuckled to himself. “No water to 
ruin it this time,” he said under his breath. 
 



After the show, Bill waited around, desperate to get the chance to talk to Nathan. He 
caught him coming out from his dressing room, holding a balloon as a token of the 
night’s performance. 
 
“That. Was. Amazing. Incredible. Just… Awesome,” he said to Nathan, stumbling over his 
words. He was still in awe of the show. 
 
Nathan smiled and handed over the balloon to Bill. He was touched by this gesture. 
“Thanks, buddy.” After all they had been through, this was perhaps the most touching 
moment of it all. He smiled and said, “What music are balloons scared of?” 
 
Bill cracked up. “I don’t know, what are balloons scared of?” he said whilst laughing. 
 
The clown laughed. “Pop music.” 
  



	
	
	
	
	
	


