SMAGS Team 1
1

2

3

4

Copyright
Published by SMAGS Team 1, St Mary’s Anglican Girls’ School, 75 Elliot Rd,
Karrinyup WA 6018. Olivia Brades, Juliet Crabb, Rebecca Garas, Jenna
Kauhanen, Alexandria Moncrieff, Mia Peel, Chloe Ryan, Vivian Tran, Jade
Wallwork, and Senuri Warusawithana.
Copyright © 2019, St Mary’s Anglican Girls’ School.
All rights reserved. This book is copyright. Apart from any fair dealing for the
purposes of private study, research, criticism or review, as permitted under
Copyright Act, no part may be reproduced by any process without written
permission. Enquires should be made to the publisher.

5

Authors:
Olivia Brades
Juliet Crabb
Rebecca Garas
Jenna Kauhanen
Alexandria Moncrieff
Mia Peel
Chloe Ryan
Vivian Tran
Jade Wallwork
Senuri Warusawithana
Illustrators:
Juliet Crabb
Vivian Tran
Illustrating Helpers:
Olivia Brades
Alexandria Moncrieff
Mia Peel
Chloe Ryan
Senuri Warusawithana

6

Acknowledgements
Creating this book in 12 hours has been an incredibly challenging, stressful yet
extremely fun and rewarding task. We would like to sincerely thank all staff
members that have helped make this day possible.
We are very grateful to the Library Staff, for allowing us to use their beautiful
facilities, Ms Lawson for assisting us in the most chaotic hour of the
competition with printing and binding, and the English department for their
immense support and assistance. A special thank you to our amazing English
teacher, Mr Sunderland, for providing us with lots of support, motivation and
information, we are incredibly grateful. We would also like to give a shout out
to the pizza delivery person for providing us with motivation in carbohydrate
form, it was delicious.
We truly appreciate everyone who helped us along the way and provided us
with the opportunity to participate in this wonderful competition for a great
cause.
-SMAGS Team 1

7

To all the children reading this book,
We hope you thoroughly enjoy it as much as we enjoyed creating it.
You amaze us with your perseverance every day and you are incredibly brave,
strong and beautiful inside and out. We wish you all the best.

8

9

Liam Hendricks
December 16, 2028
In the spring of 2029, world-class
cook, Herbert Hartley will be setting
out on an unforgettable journey
aboard The Pacific Voyager. The
ocean cruise departs from Sydney in
September and will last for three
weeks.
During this time, Herbert will be
shooting the third season of his hit
show “Herb’s Kitchen”. His perfectly
prepared plates of food are known
across the globe and it is an honour
for all the passengers to be served his
meals. In addition to being a great
cook, Herbert is a multi-talented man
who sings and dances. He will be
performing every second night whilst
on the cruise.
This will be the first fully
computerised cruise without the
need for a captain or crew members.
It was impossible to choose between
two extremely talented coding
interpreters – Carter Anderson and
Arthur Jones – for the role of the
programmer.

The Pacific Voyager, set to sail in September 2029

In order to decide, a challenge was held on October 24th.
Carter was the first competitor, showing the advanced
technological skills of him and his team through the
creation of a self-painting canvas able to perfectly
replicate designs by any artist. However, it seemed
simple in comparison to Arthur Jones; he single-handedly
produced a self-driving sailboat with features of voice
and cruise control.
The smooth and safe ride easily took out the competition
and claimed Arthur as winner, much to Carter’s
disappointment. Jones has been asked to expand his
ideas and further his developments to establish a fully
functioning software system on which The Pacific
Voyager will be run next year. Jones has been appointed
as head programming coordinator of the cruise and was
awarded prize money for his win.
Despite his dismay, it wasn't a complete loss for Carter as
his obvious efforts in the challenge resulted in his invite
to experience the first ever self-driven cruise. The public
is invited to witness the departure of The Pacific
Voyager in September and be a part of this momentous
occasion.
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Chapter One
Herbert Hartley gazed at the crystal-clear sea that gradually faded into a deep striking blue in
the light of the faintly setting sun. He joined the crowd that was frantically readying their
luggage and families as the horn blared, informing everyone to begin boarding. Smiling, he
appreciated the familiar setting; the Sydney Harbour Bridge, the Opera House, the ongoing
shoreline. Sighing, Herbert realised that this would be the last time in three weeks that he
would be able to see his hometown. Savouring it, he stared at the rolling waves, the hustle
and bustle of the streets, the common sight of tourists swarming Sydney’s popular landmarks
and the sunlight glinting off the raised arc of the Sydney Harbour Bridge. As Herbert crossed
the threshold of the ship, the scent of comfort wafted away and was replaced by the cruise
ship’s cleaning chemicals.
The ship swayed slightly as the herds of people boarding were shepherded inside. The
intercom of the ship crackled to life, “Welcome passengers to our cruising community! We
hope you enjoy your stay aboard the Pacific Voyager!” Struggling to understand the muffled
message the intercom delivered, Herbert approached a hostess dressed in an immaculately
designed uniform, “Do you know the way to the kitchen?” he asked. “I’m Herbert Hartley,
Head Cook of the Pacific Voyager.” The staff member kindly pointed to the right and Herbert
began his route to the kitchen. He strode through the sophisticated hallway, noting the
glamorous marble flooring and the chandeliers hanging from the ceiling as they sparkled like
stars in a clear night sky.
Excitedly, Herbert pushed open the door to the kitchen, and stepped outside into the night
air. He gazed around in awe, his eyes taking in the wonderful, state of the art appliances that
outfitted the outdoor kitchen. Below him the waves crashed peacefully against the ship’s hull.
Walking in slowly, still in shock, Herbert began to notice the smaller details: how almost all
the kitchen appliances were motion sensor activated, how all the power and gas was voice
controlled and that there was a television large screen located on the wall.
Walking out of the kitchen, Herbert reminisced about the day he received a letter regarding
his position as head cook on the cruise ship:
Dear Mr Herbert Hartley,
Congratulations! You have been accepted as the head cook of Pacific Voyages. After reviewing
several episodes of your cooking show, Herb’s Kitchen, we were delighted with your standards
and would love to have you aboard to feed our passengers.
Kindest regards,
Victor Browne,
CEO of Pacific Voyagers
Herbert could still feel the remnants of his joy and surprise from the moment he read that
letter. It was the perfect opportunity to boost his career as a celebrity cook, as surely
cooking for thousands of guests in a new and confined environment will draw in some
attention and viewers. Still lost in his thoughts, Herbert didn’t realise that a man had come
up to stand beside him.
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“Congratulations on the success of your show,” he said in a monotonous voice.
Slightly confused on who this stranger was, Herbert replied, “Uh, thank you. I always
appreciate the support from my fans.”
“I am not your fan. I’m a VIP who was especially invited on this ship to watch whatever magic
you make in the kitchen!” the stranger responded sarcastically.
More confused than ever, Herbert stuck out his hand, “Nice to meet you... sorry I didn’t catch
your name... And you are?”
“Carter. Carter Anderson. I am a code interpreter; I translate computer codes into languages
that uneducated people can understand,” Carter continued.
“Oh! You were the runner up in that ‘design a code’ competition. From what I remember,
your product was so intricate, but I don’t think anyone could have beaten Arthur Jones. His
design was so amazing and...” Herbert trailed off as he noticed Carter’s face begin to redden,
his fists clench and the creases between his eyebrows become more prominent. Realising his
mistake in mentioning who was surely Carter’s rival, Herbert closed his mouth.
Visibly taking a deep breath to calm down before replying, Carter muttered, “See you
around, Herb.”
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Chapter Two
“Welcome to the season three premiere of Herb’s Kitchen,” announced the host of the
cooking show. “Today’s episode is coming to you from The Pacific Voyager Cruise and will
showcase Australia’s favourite dessert: pavlova. Please welcome Herbert Hartley, or as he is
more well-known, Herb.”
Shielding his eyes from the blinding light of the sun, Herbert stepped out onto the deck of
the ship. He felt the gaze of many cameras following him as he made his way to the various
benches and cooking equipment displayed in front of him. He walked up to a long, wooden
bench showcasing a variety of colourful ingredients. The cameras shifted with him, so they
were all lined up and the sun glinted off the shiny, spotless surfaces. Herbert couldn’t
believe he was here, standing in the most extravagant kitchen he had ever laid eyes on,
where his every move would be viewed by millions of faithful viewers. He could see the live
video of himself on the large television screen next to the fridge.
“Hello everyone,” announced Herb. “Today I will be cooking a typical Australian pavlova
with fresh local raspberries and strawberries.” Herb bent over and grasped a large bowl and
wooden spoon out of the cupboard. He directed, “The first step is to separate the egg yolks
from the egg whites.” He grabbed a dozen eggs from fridge and placed them onto the
bench. As he had practiced hundreds of times before, Herb cracked the eggs, one by one, on
the side of the bowl and strained the egg whites through his hand. However, on the second
egg, Herb used too much force and the yolk burst and dripped into the bowl. Embarrassed
at his clumsiness, Herb quickly poured the eggs into the bin and started again. He didn’t
know why he was making mistakes; he had created this dish countless times.
Finally, when Herb had finished separating the egg whites from the yolks, he instructed,
“Now it is time to whisk the eggs.” Herb pulled the Kitchen Tech interactive electric beater
and attached it to the bowl. He adjusted the settings on the touchscreen and pressed start.
The beater didn’t start. He pressed the button again and luckily the blades began to turn.
When the egg whites had transformed into stiff white peaks, Herb switched off the beater
and stated, “Now it is time to gradually add two cups of Caster Sugar.” Herb turned the
beater to pour in the sugar, but once again the beater failed to start. Herb’s heart skipped a
beat. This was a once in a lifetime opportunity and he didn’t want to throw it away. He
pressed the button repeatedly, however he still remained unsuccessful. In desperation,
Herb asked the camera crew, “May I please have another electric beater?” but there was no
reply. The crew was staring intently at the camera screens and began whispering anxiously
to one another. Herb glanced up at the television screen and realised that it had begun to
flicker slightly.
Determined to continue, Herb grabbed a metal whisk from the drawer and started to whisk
in the sugar manually. He instructed, “When the sugar is dissolved you add two teaspoons
of cornflour, and one teaspoon of vinegar and vanilla extract.” With shaking hands, Herb
added the final ingredients to the pavlova mixture, but he couldn’t help regularly glancing
up at the television screen above him. The flickering had become more regular and now
black static was covering the bottom third of the screen. To make matters worse, Herb’s
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pavlova was runnier than it should be and the stiff peaks he had formed previously were
flattening.
“Herbert? Herbs, c’mon focus!” The director glowered at him from behind the large group
of flashing cameras, but Herbert couldn’t pull his eyes away from the television screen. It
flickered and flashed, shifting between images of his troubled face and pulsating static.
Herbert ignored the exasperated yells of the camera crew and walked up to the television.
The pixelated screen seemed to hiss at him like a steaming kettle. Suddenly, the everconstant whirring of the ship’s engines disappeared, and a heavy silence settled in the
room. One by one, all the lights sputtered off and were replaced by a blooming darkness.

14

Chapter 3
Herbert hammered on the silent television with his fists, hoping to bring life back into it;
hoping the awful darkness would disappear. This television was his portal to fame: the only
thing in life that he could rely on and trust. He watched as code appeared on the television’s
screen and displayed thousands of wavering numbers. Behind him, the bright, gleaming
cameras now hung like tombstones in a silent graveyard. Herbert stood there and watched
as his promising career as a television chef shattered before his eyes. The director and
camera men were muttering in confusion, but all Herbert could hear was the crashing of
waves against the sides of the ship. Somebody must have hacked the ship’s system and shut
down its network, plunging everybody into silent darkness.
Herbert’s heartbeat filled his ears as he ran up and down the same empty, hushed hallways.
Everywhere he looked he found nothing but darkness and the hissing of static coming from
electronic appliances. The growing realisation that they were entombed on a damaged
cruise ship filled him with fear. Choking on his terror, Herbert hammered on the door of a
passenger’s cabin until they opened it.
“Please, do you have any idea about what’s going on?” He stared beseechingly at the
passenger.
A nervous looking woman wrapped in a dressing gown stared back at him.
“I’ve heard that a hacker has introduced a bug into the system.” She quickly slammed the
door before he had a chance to ask anything else.
Herbert was no computer genius, but he knew what a bug was. Whenever somebody said
their computer had a bug, Herbert would imagine some sort of sickening insect, usually a
cockroach or centipede, squirming around behind the computer screen. Herbert hated bugs
and despite being a world-class chef and master of many exotic cuisines, he believed that
insects had no place on your plate, let alone in your computers. He shuddered, thinking of
how many insects the cruise must be filled with if the entire ship was shut down. This wasn’t
just an infestation; this was a plague. An insect plague of the 21st century variety.
Herbert walked down the hallways, his skin crawling at the thought of creepy crawlies
pervading the ship. The ship began to rock slightly as the engines started up again but this
time, they sounded different. They throbbed menacingly and Herbert knew that a hacker
was in control of the ship. Red lights began flickering in the hallways and wails erupted from
the speakers around him.
Herbert felt the cold fingers of terror wrap around him as a blind panic took over. He
needed to find somebody who could fix all the electronic appliances. Somebody who
understood the world of numbers, and flashing screens and bugs. Somebody who knew how
to combat this hacker and save them all.
The ship was in absolute chaos. The lights were flickering, engines were whirring, and
people were in state of extreme panic all over the ship. Herbert was running through the
strobing hallways of the ship, from the aft to the forward and through the winding maze of
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midships, trying to find someone to help fix his cameras, television and cooking gadgets.
This special broadcast of his famous cooking show, “Herb’s Kitchen,” from Sydney Harbour
was one of the highlights of his cooking career; and a celebrity cook can never let down his
loyal viewers.
He came to a halt after hearing a shuffling sound. Could it be someone that could help him?
It was coming closer until the anonymous person bumped straight into Herbert, causing him
to fall backwards with a great thud. A hand reached out from the darkness to pull him back
to his feet, the lights briefly flickered, and Herbert saw it was Carter, the perfect person to
assist him.
“Carter, just the person I needed to see!” he exclaimed with relief.
“Herbert. Why did you want to see me?” Carter glared at him maliciously.
“You’re an interpreter of computer codes so surely you’d understand. The screens went
blank and started displaying all this code, and there was this deafening static noise. The
cameras and equipment have all shut down too and the entire ship’s been infected with this
plague. You’re very tech-savvy, would you be able to help me interpret the code? Maybe
even fix it, please?”
“I’ll help you, I guess. Let’s go there now, the sooner this mess is fixed the better.”
“Certainly, thank you so much!” Herbert said as they begun to walk back through midships
toward the aft, heading to the kitchen.
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Chapter 4
Carter and Herbert walked in silence for a while, but the cook’s head was spinning. “I’m so
worried about this, Carter, how could this happen? Isn’t it some kind of hacker? Who would
do such a thing? If the TV show doesn’t air, I don’t know what I’ll do!”
“Calm down, I’ll have a good look at it.”
“But what about the ship? What about us? The engines are steaming and whirring, we’re
just floating out to sea at the moment!”
“I’m worried too, but I can fix it, trust me.”
“Thank you, I really appreciate it. Just a left here…”
Carter followed Herbert into the kitchen. The television screen covered with the code of the
so-called Insect Plague was illuminating the space. Carter examined them carefully,
interpreting the code to the best of his ability, Herbert anxiously peering over his shoulder.
“Hmm…” Carter mused. “This is some tricky code to crack, it obviously spreads from
machine to machine quickly.”
“Will you be able to fix it?”
“I think…let me see…” Carter typed furiously on his phone, using it as a make-shift laptop
connected to the television. Herbert nervously paced behind him, having no clue what
Carter was up to. All of a sudden, the static coming from the TV ceased, yet the code was
still scrolling past on the screen, more frantically than before.
“What happened? What did you do?” Herbert asked with urgency.
“I think I’ve made some kind of dent in the problem…not even close to fixing this whole ship
though,” said Carter quietly. “The problem appears to have started somewhere in the roots
of the ship’s main control centre and spread to every device on the ship.
“That’s alright, you’re trying! I really owe you one, buddy, thanks for your help getting rid of
all these bugs!” Herbert said, patting Carter on the shoulder in a brotherly manner.
Carter stayed silent for a moment, leaving a somewhat awkward atmosphere in the room.
After a while he opened his mouth to respond but was interrupted by a sudden crash from
the engine room, followed by the lights strobing more rapidly than ever before. They
screamed in unison, Herbert more concerned than ever. “What on Earth was that?” he
exclaimed.
“Oh no, it looks like things are getting out of hand,” Carter murmured.
“What do you mean?”
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“I must admit…I’m the one who hacked the ship.”
“Surely not! You’re my friend, you’ve been helping me. Carter, this isn’t really a great time
for joking.”
“I’m not kidding, I really did hijack the system, caused the Insect Plague, as you refer to it.”
“But why?” Herbert asked, saddened and shocked.
“I came second in the coding competition for the ship. I was so jealous of the winner that I
wanted to hijack the ship and implement my own model to prove that I am the better
computer interpreter.”
“How did you think that would change anything?”
“I thought that if I shut down the ship’s systems, disrupted your special TV broadcast and
ruined everything that it would all be blamed on the winner, Arthur. Then, I thought those
in charge would choose my code and hire me instead.”
“But what about everyone on the ship, what about my show?”
“I was just focused on wrecking Arthur’s career and boosting mine, but now, after admitting
my actions to you, and seeing how out of control this bug has become, I feel so guilty.”
“As you should be!”
“I am sorry, Herbert.”
Herbert was shocked that Carter would do such a thing, he couldn’t believe such a
seemingly nice, although condescending, man could do something with such malicious
intentions.
“You better fix this, Carter. You’ve put the entire ship, all the passengers, and not to
mention my career in jeopardy!”
“I’ll fix everything. The ship will be back to normal soon and you’ll be able to film your show.
I’m sorry.”
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Chapter 5
Herbert and Carter walked cautiously into the ship’s control room. The only light in the
room came from the dimmed screens of the multiple computers covering the back wall. As
Herb’s eyes adjusted to the darkness, he noticed that each dull screen was covered in
hundreds of zeros and ones. Carter paced over to the screens and peered at the
innumerable characters, mumbling, “All I had to do to hack the ship’s software, was to
introduce a simple bug to this control computer and wait for it to spread.”
“Like a plague of insects?” asked Herbert.
“Something like that,” replied Carter, as he turned back towards the machinery.
“And do you know how to destroy the plague?” queried Herbert.
“I’ve dedicated my life to interpreting code and I am aiming to bridge the gap between the
language of computers and humans. I can understand the dialect of numbers just as well as I
can speak English. I have recently been studying how to program an automated cruise ship. I
know what I am doing.”
Herbert watched as Carter downloaded a program onto the ship’s computer system. After
five minutes of waiting, Carter’s fingers began to move rapidly over the keyboard. Herbert
observed as the rows of unintelligible numbers slowly diminished until the screens returned
to their original displays. In the distance the familiar humming of the ship’s engines
returned, and the lights flickered on like stars in the night sky.
“Thank you for removing the bug,” Herbert stated gratefully.
“You’re welcome Herbert, I’m sorry for being so bitter,” replied Carter. “You offered me a
second chance and taught me that you can’t always be a winner; there are much more
important things in life. I will be sure to tune into your cooking show.”
Herbert looked around at the blinking computer screens and smiled softly. He walked out of
the control room and returned to the kitchen. Waiting for him there was his entire camera
crew and director.
“Herbs, buddy, ready to start filming again?” The director gave him a thumbs up from
behind the dazzling cameras. Herbert looked up at the television and saw his face smiling
back at him. The comforting buzzing of all the electronical appliances filled the air as Hebert
nodded at the director.
“And 3, 2, 1… Action!”
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Celebrity cook Herbert Hartley is
preparing for the most important
broadcast of his career – a special
season of his TV show filmed on a
futuristic cruise ship in Sydney
Harbour, which has been programmed
to be virtually autonomous by the
winner of a coding competition. A tale
of jealousy and wavering fame and
reputation follows as the ship’s
computer systems fall victim to a bug
dubbed the Insect Plague. Only the
friendship between an interpreter of
computer language and a cook in crisis
can
combat
the
seemingly
unstoppable Insect Plague.
“It is one of the greatest books I have
read today. It’s definitely in the top
two.” -Mr Alistair Sunderland
“This book was exciting and
exhilarating which made me want to
read more.” -Miss Menaaz Khan

Age Recommendation: 10+
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