
�

“Imagine you have been given a very fragile, price-
less family heirloom, and you have to send it by stan-
dard post to your parents in Sydney. Work out the steps 
involved in packing and sending it safely. Then...

a. Write them out as a set of  simple bullet points.

b. Re-write them as a simple piece of  flowing 
prose.

c. Then re-write them again, but now in one of  the 
following literary styles: a romantic novel, a war story, 
or a spy novel.”

WRITING task
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Bullet points

Get a sturdy cardboard box

Assemble your tools:

A bag of  polystyrene chips

A roll of  bubble wrap 

A roll of  packing tape (with dispenser)

Scissors

Some ordinary sticky tape

A fat black marker 

Wrap your pumpkin in several layers of  
bubble wrap and tape it down carefully

Place a six-inch layer of  polystyrene chips 
in the cardboard box

Pack the chips down with your hands

Place the bubble-wrapped pumpkin on the 

•

•

•
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•
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•
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•

•

•

chips in the centre of  the box

Fill the box up with the remaining chips, 
pressing down and shaking the box gently 
now and then to ensure that the chips are 
well packed around the pumpkin

Heap the chips up four inches above the 
edge of  the box 

Close the box, pressing down the heaped 
chips

Tape box shut

Tape over the edges of  the flaps

Run a few turns of  tape around the entire 
box

Write the address in large letters on the top 
of  the box

Write “Sender:” and your own address on 
the side of  the box, and draw a cross over 
it

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•
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Write “FRAGILE” and “HANDLE WITH 
CARE” on each side of  the box in big let-
ters

Measure and weigh the cardboard box

Go to nzpost.co.nz and use their postage 
calculator to work out the cost of  postage

Look up the cost of  insurance

Bringing your wallet or purse, take the box 
to the nearest post office and pay for the 
insurance and postage

Put your receipts in a safe place for future 
reference

•

•

•

•

•

•
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A Simple Piece of  Flowing Prose

When sending fragile items, there are a 
couple of  things to think of, each equally im-
portant in ensuring that your parcel reaches its 
destination and that it gets there undamaged. 
The first is packaging, and the second is provid-
ing the correct address information. 

Careful packaging is extremely important. 
It’s the best way you have of  ensuring that your 
item will arrive undamaged - you can’t know 
how it will be handled but you can ensure that 
it can withstand any accidents that may befall 
it on the way. For a fragile item such as a large 
pumpkin, I would suggest the following proce-
dure. (Please note that concerns about biosecu-
rity and possible interference from Customs is 
outside the scope of  this discussion).

Start by getting hold of  a sturdy card-

board box. If  cost is not an issue get a 
 double-walled banana box or similar, which 
is heavier but very strong. Supermarkets often 
make boxes available for packing groceries - 
otherwise a good office supply store or statio-
ners should be able to sell you a good box. The 
box should be at least six inches larger in all 
dimensions than the pumpkin, to allow room 
for padding. 

You also need some bubble wrap, a bag 
of  polystyrene packing chips, scissors, a roll 
of  packing tape (if  possible with a dispenser), 
some ordinary sticky tape, and a fat, permanent 
black marker. All these things can be had from 
an office supply store or stationers. 

Wrap the entire pumpkin in several layers 
of  bubble wrap. Make sure the fruit is equally 
well covered all around, and tape the edges of  
the wrap together carefully, overlapping them 
for extra thickness. The bubble wrap should be 
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thick enough that you can’t make out any detail 
of  the pumpkin underneath - at least three or 
four layers. 

Next, pour packing chips into the box, fill-
ing it to about a third of  its depth. Shake the 
box and press down with your hands to ensure 
that they are well packed and won’t shift or 
compress in transit, leaving room for move-
ment. Place the pumpkin parcel in the centre 
of  the box. 

Cut some four-inch wide strips of  bubble 
wrap and make four tight rolls that are slightly 
thicker than the width of  the spaces on either 
side of  the pumpkin. Use these to wedge the 
pumpkin in on all four sides, so that it won’t 
shift even if  the packing chips move in transit. 

Pour more packing chips, shaking the box 
gently and pressing down with your hands. 
When the box is full, heap the chips up about 
four inches above the top edge of  the box. This 

will ensure that the chips are tightly packed in-
side after you close the box up. 

Grab your packing tape dispenser and close 
the flaps of  the box, pressing down the heaped 
chips. Tape the flaps down well, cross-wise and 
along the centre seam, and cover all edges of  
the flaps with tape to ensure that they can’t get 
caught on anything and get torn open. Run a 
couple of  loops of  tape around the entire box 
to make sure the tape can’t peel off. 

That’s it - you’re finished packaging. Now 
we have to make sure that our carefully wrapped 
gourd reaches the right destination, as quickly 
as possible. If  the address details are incorrect 
or incomplete, it may take longer for the parcel 
to reach its destination, or it may not get there 
at all.

Write the address clearly in block capitals 
on the top of  the box, using a black marker. 
Make sure you have all the details - if  you don’t 
know the post code, look it up on the website 
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of  Australia Post (http://www1.auspost.com.
au/postcodes/). 

Next, write your own name and address on 
the side of  the box, under the word “Sender”, 
in case there is a problem and the box needs to 
be returned to you. Make sure to include your 
own postcode - NZ Post has a postcode finder on 
its home page (http://www.nzpost.co.nz). Then 
draw a cross over your address to make sure it’s 
not confused with the recipient’s address.

Write “FRAGILE” and “HANDLE WITH 
CARE” on each side of  the box - this is more 
secure than stickers, which may come off. 

Now you need to work out how much it will 
cost to send your box, and find out what in-
surance options are available. You can measure 
and weight your box and use the postage rate 
calculator on NZ Post’s website, or you can ask 
at the post office. (If  money is no object, you 

can of  course skip this step). You may think 
that mere money won’t be any consolation if  
your precious item is damaged or lost, but it’s 
better than nothing and many overseas sending 
options come with compensation included, so 
make sure you know how much it is. 

Now you can take your box to the post of-
fice and send it. Make sure you keep the receipts 
you get in a safe place - if  anything should go 
wrong, you need these to track your parcel and 
to claim compensation. 

That’s it! Now all you can do is wait and 
hope. But with careful packaging and address-
ing, and using a carefully selected sending 
method, your parcel’s chances of  getting to its 
destination in one piece are greatly increased, 
giving you peace of  mind.
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In the stile of  a romantic novel
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Sophy had barely sat down and taken up 
her needlework when there was a knock 

on the drawing-room door and the maid an-
nounced “Mr Knobsworthy, Miss”, in her usual 
timid whisper. No sooner had she uttered the 
words than the man himself  appeared in the 
doorway, tall, dark, grave, impeccably dressed 
in his blue navy uniform and hessian boots, and 
carrying a large pumpkin.

Sophy could not have been more surprized, 
and she struggled to contain the violent emo-
tions that rose within her, and maintain a calm 
countenance. Mr Knobs-worthy! What could he 
want? What circumstance could bring him here, 
after the events of  their last meeting? And why 
the pumpkin? What could the meaning be? 

“Good afternoon, Miss Holland,” Mr 

Knobsworthy said with a slight, stiff  bow (it 
was some testament to his breeding that the el-
egance of  the bow was hardly affected at all by 
the presence of  the vegetable). “Please forgive 
the intrusion.” 

Sophy, transfixed by the pumpkin, was un-
able to muster any answer. Her confusion was 
supreme, and she was very much afraid that it 
was causing her to blush in a most unbecoming 
fashion. 

“I came upon a boy in the lane - he had 
stepped upon a thorn, it seems, and he appealed 
to me most pitifully, quoting the urgency of  his 
errand,” Mr Knobsworthy began, by way of  ex-
planation. “Upon hearing that his burden was 
destined for Holland House, I naturally agreed 
to assist, especially as I was going this way al-
ready. I trust -” He fell silent.

“You mean - “ Sophy said hesitantly, recov-
ering the power of  speech at last - “- you mean 
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that this - that - um - this excellent - fruit - is 
for me?” 

“So it would seem,” said Mr Knobsworthy. 
“The boy instructed me to say that it came with 
Mrs Aubrey’s compliments.” He proffered the 
golden orb uncertainly.

Without warning, Sophy burst into tears. 
She was not a girl much given to unrestrained 
emotion, but the sound of  Mrs Aubrey’s name 
triggered a flood of  grief  and she was over-
come, sobbing helplessly and hiding her face in 
her hands. 

Mr Knobsworthy shifted uncomfortably 
from one elegantly booted foot to the other. 
Damned unfortunate situation! He had antic-
ipated some manner of  reaction to his unex-
pected arrival, but this surpassed even his worst 
fears. The memory of  his humiliation at their 
last meeting, in Grosvenor-street, less than a 
se’ennight past, was still burning with an exqui-
sitely pure and painful flame, but he had dared 

to hope that the pumpkin might cause her to 
forget that unfortunate incident - so much so 
that he had approached that wretched boy al-
most in the hope that helping him might provide 
a convenient excuse for visiting Holland House. 
A lieutenant in the King’s Navy was nobody’s 
errand boy, but there seemed to be no limit  to 
the depths to which he was prepared to sink in 
order to renew their acquaintance on a more 
neutral footing. Damn the boy’s eyes! Damn 
this cursed heavy vegetable! And damn, but 
Sophy was looking prettier than ever with her 
large blue eyes, their limpidity much increased 
by her tears, and her cheeks rosier than a mid-
shipman’s in a stiff  gale. A fine figurehead, by 
my boots, he thought, somewhat heartened by 
the sight. He renewed his grip on the accursed 
gourd.

But Sophy had not altogether forgotten 
her manners, despite her inexpressible shock 
and dismay upon learning of  the origins of  the 
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prodigious yellow object that had so suddenly 
made its appearance in her otherwise tranquil 
drawing-room. She plucked a little lawn ker-
chief  from her the bosom of  her sprigged mus-
lin frock and dried her tears quickly.

“Please,” she said, with hardly a tremor in 
her voice, “will you not be seated?”

“Thank you,” said Mr Knobsworthy, but it 
struck them both in the same instant that the 
enormous vegetable would form a considerable 
obstacle to his taking a seat with any ease, for 
all that it had not interfered with his making an 
elegant leg. A minute’s confusion and talking at 
cross-purposes ensued.

“Might I…”

“Would you - that is to say - forgive me!”

‘Not at all… where…?”

“So inconsiderate of  me, I am most terribly 
ashamed. Please - “

“Most kind. Thank you.”

Finally they were seated, she remaining on 
her  satin-covered sopha, and he on a little gilt 
chair not far from her. At first conversation was 
somewhat inhibited, perhaps by the unaccus-
tomed presence of  produce in a setting more 
usually given over to less earthy ornaments. 
Sophy dabbed discreetly at her eyes again, and 
finally she said:

“You... you came on horseback, Mr Knob-
sworthy?”

“Indeed I did, Miss Holland.” 

Sophy eyed the swollen orange object upon 
the sideboard doubtfully.

“Was it not - I beg your pardon.” She looked 
down. “I must not presume -”

“Not at all, Miss Holland. A somewhat 
cumbersome vegetable, to be sure, but nothing 
I could not manage.” He fell silent, briefly con-
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templating making a comparison with some less 
considerable legume, perhaps a carrot, by way 
of  lightening the mood, but on closer consider-
ation he wasn’t sure if  he could bring himself  to 
utter the word “carrot” in mixed company - he 
never had done so in the entire course of  his life 
- and telling himself  that wit had never been 
one of  his chief  strengths anyway, he contented 
himself  with making some slight observation on 
the weather, which a sympathetic listener may 
have been able to connect with the topic of  
their previous conversation without too much 
difficulty.

They sat some time in silence. Sophy tried 
to hide her intense confusion and consternation 
by lowering her head over her needlework. Mrs 
Aubrey’s pumpkin! Too well did she know what 
this would mean to her family. What should she 
do? Oh, if  only she was not so far from home! 
If  only  she was back there, in the cottage in 
Sydney-street, with her mother close at hand, 

to advise her and administer the tender guid-
ance and loving reassurances that only a moth-
er knows how to dispense in times of  distress! 

Sophy’s head suddenly snapped upright. 
Never an innovator or an original thinker, she 
could nevertheless recognise the uneasy stirring 
in her soul which she was at that moment expe-
riencing as the birth of  an Idea. 

Her mother. She must deliver this extraor-
dinary fruit, the fruit of  Mrs Aubrey’s - dear 
Mrs Aubrey! - entire life and work, the mani-
festation of  so much uncomplaining labour, the 
vehicle of  all the hopes and dreams of  that ex-
cellent lady, to her mother. Her mother, ever 
resourceful, would know how to manage such 
an aweful inheritance. There could be no doubt 
that this was the only right way to proceed. As 
her certainty grew, relief  flooded through her, 
a warm tide of  confidence and happiness. But 
this tide flowed only to be dammed up by the 
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next question that presented itself  to her mind: 
How? 

She wanted nothing more than to run up-
stairs, pack her box and send for a carriage to 
take her and her precious vegetabilian charge 
straight home. But she was a guest here, and her 
departure from this house had long been fixed 
for a full three weeks from today - she could 
not disappoint and inconvenience her hosts in 
such a way, for such a reason. They would never 
understand, even if  she could bring herself  to 
divulge the full significance to those kind, con-
descending people. Nor could she, a respectable 
young woman of  good family,  travel up and 
down the highways of  several counties alone, 
her only chaperone a large member of  the 
squash family. And who could she trust, who 
could she ask to take it for her? Nobody. She 
was in a quandary. Oh, it was too vexing! 

Sophy could not resist standing up suddenly 

and all but stamping her foot in its kidskin slip-
per on the carpeted floor. She began striding up 
and down, her white brow knitted in thought. 

Mr Knobsworthy, at her unexpected and 
sudden movement, likewise leaped to his feet. 
He had been sunk in a brown study, an increas-
ingly discouraging contemplation upon the 
eventual outcome of  their interview, and he 
had just decided that it could not possibly end 
well. You could not simply present yourself  at a 
girl’s door with an enormous gourd and expect 
all problems to disappear like lobscouse at four 
bells, easy as kiss my hand. No sirree, it wasn’t 
so easy. At that point he had briefly wished that 
he were back at sea, where problems were no 
more amenable to plant-based solutions, grant-
ed, but at least they were fewer and less compli-
cated. Then he had scolded himself  in silence 
for a coward, and then Sophy had sprung into 
the air like a poorly bowsed-up cannon in a 
fourteen-foot swell. 
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“Miss Holland!” he exclaimed. “Is anything 
the matter?”

Sophy turned and looked at him. Her vexa-
tion and emotion made her eyes shine, and her 
colour was high - Knobsworthy thought she had 
never looked finer. Like a frigate in a good tops’l 
breeze, banners flying and all canvas abroad, 
he thought to himself, and stood up straighter.

“Whatever it is that is troubling you, pray 
let me be of  service, Miss Holland,” he said 
earnestly. “Pray calm yourself  and tell me how 
I can be of  assistance. I see you are in a state 
of  some - agitation. Are you unwell? Allow me 
to assist you to a chair.” He held out his arm as 
if  preparing to catch her, should she fall into a 
swoon upon that very spot.

“Oh, Mr Knobsworthy, I couldn’t possibly 
- “ She wrung her little lawn kerchief  between 
her hands, torturing the delicate roses and lil-
ies-of-the-valley embroidered upon its edges.

“ May I fetch you some refreshment? A 
sherry, perhaps?”

“I assure you, there is no need, Mr Knob-
sworthy, I am quite well.” But she remained 
standing, a heart-breaking look of  worry and 
hesitation upon her ravishingly pretty face.

“Please, Miss Holland, I beg you would re-
gard me as your servant, whatever the matter. 
Pray be entirely at ease as regards my discre-
tion and confidence.” Mr Knobsworthy looked 
unusually handsome, and unusually tall, as he 
made this passionate declaration, his epaulette 
gleaming on his shoulder and his face, usually 
so stern, was softened and warmed by the emo-
tion of  the moment. Sophy’s thoughts went, 
suddenly and unbidden, to their brief  and di-
sastrous encounter in Grosvenor-street, and she 
experienced a moment of  deep confusion and 
ambivalence, but in the end, she gave in and sat 
down upon the sopha again.
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 Mr Knobsworthy was by her side in an in-
stant, and it was the work of  but a few minutes 
to tell the story, and the problem with which she 
was now faced followed immediately thereupon 
in a torrent of  words. The gentleman showed 
an admirable fortitude and steadiness upon 
realising the true nature of  the vegetable, the 
instrument of  whose arrival he had been, and 
whose proud pedigree and full import he had 
never until now suspected. The emotional force 
of  her tale was such that Sophy had renewed 
need for her little handkerchief  during the tell-
ing of  it, and at a certain point, nothing could 
have seemed more natural than for Mr Knob-
sworthy to give her courage to continue by tak-
ing her hand in his own. So he did, trembling 
inwardly. Could it be that she was ready to for-
give him? And as he thought this, he realised 
with immense joy that he would be able to save 
her from her troubles, and by the time her tale 
wound to its end he was bursting to present his 
thoughts to her.

“But my dear Miss Holland, nothing could 
be easier,” he said earnestly, leaning forward a 
little. “If  you will allow me, nothing could give 
me greater pleasure than to take this - this ex-
cellent specimen of  Cucurbita Maxima - to your 
honoured mother myself.” 

Sophy turned her blue eyes on his. 

“Upon your horse, you mean? Won’t that 
be…” She blushed at her lack of  manners - 
fancy asking questions pertaining to personal 
comfort of  an unrelated male acquaintance of  
a mere two months’ acquaintance! Her mother 
would be ashamed.

But Mr Knobsworthy did not seem at all 
perturbed or offended.

“Well, perhaps not on my horse,” he con-
curred after a moment’s thought. “But I can 
easily find a carriage. I have a friend, a particu-
lar friend, a Mr Montague, who lives not four 
miles from here. I could easily prevail upon him 
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to let me have his pair and curricle for five or 
six days.”

“Oh, I couldn’t possibly!” Sophy exclaimed. 
“Oh, I beg you - nobody must know. Dear, dear 
Mr Knobsworthy, please give me your word that 
you will tell no-one of  your errand. I could not 
bear it.”

Mr Knobsworthy hastened to reassure her, 
the words “Dear Mr Knobsworthy” resounding 
joyfully and tremolously in his breast.

“How would it be if  I were to travel post?”

“Oh no,” she entreated him, clasp-
ing her fingers tighter around his. “Please 
do not think me silly, but I have no opin-
ion of  post-chaises. The drivers are so reck-
less and they travel so fast and - and - “ she 
gestured delicately with her head towards the 
flame-coloured sphere still occupying the side-
board, grave as a brass carriage clock - “ - it 
would have to travel on the outside. It is far too 

risky - I beg you will not consider it.”

Mr Knobsworthy clasped her hand tighter.

“My dear, if  that is the whole of  your con-
cern, it is the easiest thing in the world. I will 
buy another inside seat.”

She looked at him doubtfully. 

“Another seat? You mean…?”

He nodded. “One for me, one for… my 
friend.” He smiled, fervently hoping that she 
would smile back. But her countenance was still 
troubled.

“It will cost a terrible great amount of  
money.” She looked down, blushing.

“Please, my dear, I beg, do not trouble 
yourself  on that account. It is nothing, I assure 
you.”

“But what will the other passengers say? 
How strange it will look!”
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“For that too, dear Miss Holland, I have an 
answer. We will simply wrap it up very well, and 
nobody will notice.”

“But how?”

“It is the easiest thing in the world. Leave 
it to me. As you know, on board, I supervise 
the stowing of  hundreds of  commodities and 
necessities at the outset of  every voyage, many 
of  which are far more cumbersome, bulky and 
vulnerable than our well-fed acquaintance over 
there.” He smiled again, hoping that this piece 
of  wit, miserable as it was, would do the trick 
and teaze a smile from those alluring lips. 

“But it’s such an… awkward shape. I do not 
understand,” she said, her brows creased. 

Her hand was still in his - that was some-
thing, Mr Knobsworthy thought, and he moved 
a fraction of  an inch closer, as if  by chance, to 
the part of  the sopha which was occupied by 
Sophy’s slender form. 

“Let me tell you how I shall do it,” Mr 
Knobsworthy began, buoyed by his renewed 
confidence. He felt twice the man he had at the 
beginning of  their conversation, with those big 
blue eyes fixed on him and that hand nestled so 
happily in his. 

“Firstly I shall find a large crate or chest 
- I know where I can find just the kind - and 
several large sacks, some rope, and a knife to 
cut it. Also a quantity of  wood shavings, such as 
we use at sea for packing furniture and the like. 
Nothing could be easier to obtain, I do assure 
you, Miss Holland. Then I will wrap our mu-
tual friend carefully in the sacks, securing them 
all around with rope that I will fashion into a 
sort of  net - “

“Oh, Mr Knobsworthy…”

“ Just like the hammock netting on board 
the Kingfisher,” said Mr Knobsworthy, warm-
ing to his subject. “Very well. Next I will make 
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a nest of  wood shavings in the crate or chest, 
and place the parcel carefully in its midst. Hav-
ing settled it, I will heap more shavings on top 
and all around it, until it’s as snug as can be. 
Then, all ship shape and Bristol fashion, I will 
take my planks and nails and nail that bu - nail 
the crate or chest closed. It will be perfectly 
inconspicuous, I do assure you, my dear Miss 
Holland - we will write a direction upon a label 
just as if  it were an ordinary delivery of  salt or 
soap or some such. And thus packaged, it could 
survive even the roughest roads and the most 
careless driving. Indeed, Miss Holland, I could 
promise you that such a parcel would arrive at 
its destination, even travelling post, even if  I 
were not there, that is to say, if  it were unac-
companied!”

At these triumphant words, Sophy immedi-
ately knew from the unsteadiness of  her knees, 
that she was experiencing that unprecedented 
thing - a second Idea in a very short space of  

time. But would he...? She looked down, gath-
ering her courage.

“Do you mean, Mr Knobsworthy,” she said, 
looking up into his face, “that once protected 
by your excellent wrapping, the pumpkin might 
travel to my mother, all on its own, and remain 
whole and well, while you remain here?”

“Well, theoretically, I have every faith in -” 
he began, then stopped. “Oh - I see what you 
mean, Miss Holland.” He looked down at her, 
full of  ardent admiration, and it is even pos-
sible that his beating heart sent a touch of  pink 
into his sun-tanned face. “Well. Ahem. Am I to 
understand...”

She blushed violently, but did not withdraw 
her hand from his.

“You are.”

“Well, I do not sail for a fortnight yet...” 
he spoke somewhat at random, in the grip of  a 
violent emotion. 
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“That is to say, if  you should like to,” So-
phy added. 

“My dear Miss Holland,” said Mr Knob-
sworthy, renewing his grip on her tiny hand, “I 
should like it of  all things.”

                     FIN
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What’s the heirloom? Fragile and priceless… could 
be anything. 

A rare live orchid bred by a family ancestor

A prize pumpkin that an elderly relative wants to 
enter in a Sydney vegetable competition, fulfilling 
the ambition of  her youth before succumbing to a 
terminal disease

A collection of  pressed flowers

A musical instrument - a violin built by a relative 
(not very challenging as it will have a case)

A piano (the smart way to do it would be to call a 
piano moving service)

An antique porcelain doll

A soup terrine, like the one dad had

A chandelier

A breadfruit plant

A doll’s house

Something really dull like a vase

A skull, or a taxidermy fox

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

A Nautilus shell

A collection of  butterflies

It’s got to be romantic or spy novel - I don’t know 
a thing about “war stories”. 

Romantic -

Gone with the Wind

Pride & Prejudice

Mills & Boon

Spy -

The Scarlet Pimpernel

The Human Factor, Our Man in Havana

The Thirty-nine Steps

James Bond (hackneyed and predictable)

John le Carre - The Tailor of  Panama

The Bourne Identity etc

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•

•
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