Sovereign Hill

By Miss Marg

With a CRACK and a BANG the musket went off. The sound reverberated through Sovereign Hill’s still, cold air.  It was almost time for our class to leave Ballarat.  I watched some giggling grade six girls gather round the old policeman with the firearm, enjoying having their photo taken and sharing banter.

Watching children’s faces, hearing their excited comments – and the occasional slurp of a soft drink or sugar filled treat – I thought about the highlights of the day: the Red Hill mine tour; panning for gold and seeing some students find some; watching the gold smelted and getting a lesson about the miners’ licences. It must have been so difficult to do the simple tasks we take for granted today; showering, getting an education, making money to buy food.

Excursions are always really anxious times for teachers.  Taking fifty-three kids out of the school and being responsible for them all day makes you worry about the things that might go wrong.  You want to count everyone every five minutes in case you lose someone.  There was no need to worry though.  Mr Low had organized everything so well, our parent helpers were great, Sovereign Hill is a high-interest, safe place for an excursion and most of all, our students were brilliant, co-operative and a pleasure to take.

We moved over to the main street, taking shelter from the gentle rain under the shop verandas, the kids finishing off their purchases. Suddenly the rain came down hard as if telling us our journey back in time was done and Sovereign Hill was farewelling us.  As we watched the stagecoach horses plod up the hill one more time, we raced for the bus and began our trek home. 
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