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Message to The Reader
The publication of Polyp is the result of the efforts of many dedicated and
talented people.

The story was prepared as part of an educational programme linked to
the new marine exhibition at the Western Australian Museum in 1984,
and involved a large number of primary school children in a project to
illustrate the story.

The attraction of the book is due to Geraldine Carlin’s ability to animate
a coral polyp and at the same time, provide factual information on the life
cycle of corals in an entertaining manner. The excellent illustrations, add
a special appeal to the book, and are testimony to the artistic skills of the
many school children involved in the project.

The coral polyp is a tiny limestone producing animal which actually
builds coral reefs. Understanding the life cycle of the coral polyp, and its
interaction with other Reef inhabitants, will help young readers to
understand the mechanisms responsible for the construction and
maintenance of our Great Barrier Reef.

The Great Barrier Reef Marine Park Authority is committed to the belief
that management of the Great Barrier Reef Marine Park is best achieved
through the education of the community, thereby increasing their
appreciation and understanding of the Great Barrier Reef. This book is
published in the hope of fostering this understanding.

The Great Barrier Reef Marine Park Authority is delighted to be able to
publish Polyp and offers the book as part of its contribution to
International Youth Year.

Cover: Lelinh Tran, Age 11, East Hamersley Primary School
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Check Loon Tan dge 12, Rostrata Primary School
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‘Goodbye! Goodbye!’ called the
voices, growing fainter as the
planula drifted away. The water
was warm and sparkling, and all
around him other planulae swarmed
in the gentle current. '

The planula was a little surprised.

He couldn’t remember how he had

got there, and he didn’t know what
he was anyway.

Drifting towards them, trailing
long, graceful, glistening threads
was a beautiful bell.

‘How beautiful!” he thought. ‘I
wonder if I'll grow up to be one
of those?’

Suddenly the water was filled with
screaming. Whenever the threads
touched any of the planulae, they
were stung to death, wriggling
and twisting in agony.

His little swimming threads
threshed wildly as he swam out
of the way.

‘Well!” he thought. ‘I hope I'm
not one of those. But what am 1?’




Jarom Rilstan, Year 6, North Balga Primary School

On he went, drifting with the ‘Well!” he thought as he swam away .
current. A fleet of tiny glass-like ‘1 hope I'm not one of those.
prawns danced through the But what am 1?77

water.

‘How beautiful!” he thought.
‘I wonder if I'm one of those?’

The dancing creatures skipped
among the swarm, snatching
planulae one by one, and gobbling
them down.




Tracey Seoll, uge 11, York District High School

Shimmering and darting, a school
of tiny bright lish flashed over-
head.

‘How heautiful’, he thought. ‘I
wonder if I'm one of those?’

The lovely tiny fish darted down,
snapping up victims till less

than half the planula swarm was
left.

‘Well!" he thought. ‘[ hope I'm
not one ol those. But what am 17’




Hatring Willlums, uge 12, Kalamunda Primary Schan!

Below was a carpet of blue and
red flowers.

‘How beautilul’, he thought.
‘T wonder if I'm one of those?’

As the swarm drifted among them,
the long petals of the flowers
whipped out and closed over
dozens of the planulae, dragging
them into the open mouths that
gaped in the centre of each
MNower-like anemone.

‘Well!” he thought. ‘I hope I'm
fat one ol those, But what am 17’




Asbley Jolley, Year 4, North Halgs Primury Schonl

The current grew stronger, pulling
him down to the deep dark water.
He could feel cold and danger
reaching out to him.

‘Don’t go!’ he yelled. *Swim [lor
your lives!’

He threshed his swimming threads.
He was on the very edge where the
current was weakest, but still he
had to struggle to swim clear.
All the others were pulled down
into the cold dark.

‘Well!" he thought. ‘I still don’t
know what I am, but | do know I
don’t belong down there.’
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Lisa Bainbeidge, sge 11, Enal Hameisley Primary Schaol

He was very tired. He was so tired The coral polyps shouted and
he could hardly move his swimming waved their tentacles angrily.
threads. Right in front of him
was a branching red coral, with tiny
polyps waving their tentacles from
tube homes.

‘Go away! Wrong kind! Go away!’

‘Well’, he thought, ‘I'm certainly

not one of them!’
‘Perhaps they’ll let mé rest for a

while. They look nice and friendly.
I wonder if I'm on¢ of them?’
he thought.




. g

Rammen Rosite, age 9, Hestralu Priunary Schaool

Ile swam on, more and more Lired.
Everywhere he tried to rest polyps
shouted and drove him away.

‘Wrong kind! No room! Go away!’

Not one kind, red, blue or yellow;
round, flat or branching, would let
him stop and rest,
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He had been swimming for more
than a week.

Just when all s strength was
almost gone, he landed on a small
bare rock, He was too tired to go
further. lle was even too tired to
wonder who he was. He just went
Lo sleep.




