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School newsletter 

Term 3 - week 10 - 2025 

We honoured Māori Language Week with our tamariki in a 
student-only celebration on Wednesday that included the 
classes reciting the school pepeha, presenting waiata, do-
ing whole-school rakau, a performance by the Wednesday 
kapahaka group, and culminating in the Putiputi boys’ 
powerful haka. It was a delight to end the term with our 
Michaelmas sharing assembly today. We hope you enjoyed 
all the songs, poems and stories as much as we did.  

Some final thoughts from Rudolf Steiner on Michaelmas: 
The Michael Festival is a reversed Easter Festival. Easter 
brings our attention to death, followed by resurrec-
tion; Michaelmas brings our attention to resurrection of the 
soul, and then death. Rudolf Steiner viewed the Michael-
mas festival as a vital time for human spiritual develop-
ment, emphasizing fearlessness, initiative, and courage to 
overcome material limitations and foster inner 
strength. Through the impulse of the Archangel Mi-
chael, humanity can become conscious spiritual citizens, 
developing their capacity for true thought and will to meet 
the challenges of the modern age. This involves aligning 
with Michael's forces to "tame the dragon" of the material 
world and cultivate the capacity for spiritual progress, mak-
ing it a festival of will, courage, and inner strength.  
 
Last, but not least, congratulations to our group of students 
from Moana who came second in the Motueka Library 
Quiz! Well done to Jayan, Leona, Alora, and Hazel! 
 
We wish you a lovely spring holiday with lots of sunshine 
and fun! 

He rangi tā matawhāiti, he rangi tā matawhānui 

Ngā mihi, Elizabeth 
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Kia ora e te whānau 

What an amazing Spring Fair, enjoyed by all from far and 
near! The weather turned out perfectly in the end, and the 
Fair attracted large crowds as usual. A huge thank you to 
Ritchey and all the volunteers who tidied up the campus for 
us at the working bee. We are deeply grateful to the Spring 
Fair organizing team for all their mahi and many extra 
hours that made the Fair such a success. Thank you to the 
wonderful stall holders, and especially to Mauricio for man-
aging all the funds! And last, but not least, thank you to all 
of you for attending the Spring Fair and for making it such a 
memorable day.  

On our teacher-only-day the teachers spent some time to-
gether in the morning sewing delightful little dragons with 
Davina in celebration of Michaelmas. We also spent some 
time cleaning and tidying up the library after the flood 
damage, as well as the two storage containers. Our teach-
ers have started on analysing their data, as well as review-
ing each student’s work and progress over the year and will 
commence writing the end-of-year reports.  

I spent a day in Wellington last week, working with col-
leagues on revising the SEANZ curriculum. In the holidays I 
will travel to Auckland for a meeting of the pedagogical sec-
tion under the auspices of the Anthroposophical Society 
here in Aotearoa.  

Click here to view full calendar online 

Term 3 and 4 dates 

Thursday 18 September   Michaelmas/Sharing Assembly  2:00 pm    

Friday 19 September   Last day term 3  

Monday 6 October    First day term 4  

Tuesday 21 October    School Board Meeting    5:00 pm in Totara 

Monday 27 October    Labour day      No School  

Monday 3 November   Community Meeting    TBC 

Nothing is so beautiful as 
Spring When weeds,  
in wheels, shoot long and  
lovely and lush   
 
- Gerard Manley Hopkins  



Classroom corner Handwork  
Mahana (class 3 and 4) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dear All 

With the end of the year drawing near, the focus in 
Handwork has gently shifted towards completing pro-
jects already begun. It’s heartening to see the rhythm 
of making continue to weave through each class. 

Class 1 is steadily wrapping up their full curriculum—an 
impressive effort! Class 2 is immersed in lion-
wrangling, with golden manes and bold stitching 
bringing their work to life. In Classes 3 and 4, while 
things aren’t quite as far along as we hoped, there is 
steady progress: most of Class 3 have finished their 
pencil cases, and Class 4 is thoughtfully stitching their 
cross-stitch designs for fountain pen cases. 

Class 5 is cheerfully on track, working on cosy wool 
beanies and colourful patchwork cushions. Class 6 is 
adventuring into dragon taming, crafting these magi-
cal creatures from hand-painted felt. In Class 7, a vari-
ety of bags—shopping, backpacks, and drawstring—are 
nearing completion, and many students have begun 
working on their dolls. 

It’s truly a joy to witness the creativity, care, and perse-
verance in each classroom. These projects are not only 
beautiful but tell stories of each child’s journey through 
the year. 

Class Three and Four have been enthralled by 
the study of animals in their Human and Ani-
mal main lesson this term. Each child chose 
an animal to study at home and the task was 
to create a diorama and a poster about their 
animal. And what wonderful work was done! 
Every child presented to the class and fielded 
questions and received feedback, then the 
exhibition was opened to the other classes 
and the parents, delighting all. 

We also enjoyed visiting Natureland and 
playing on the beach at Tahunanui after-
wards.  

 

 

Finally, we concentrated on our swimming 
skills with two weeks of daily swimming at 
the Richmond Aquatic Centre where all stu-
dents improved their swimming technique 
and gained water safety knowledge whilst 
having a lot of fun. 

 Recently our amazing quiz team of Leona, Jayan, Hazel 
and Alora came second at the annual quiz competition 
held at the Motueka Library. These four read a lot of 
books before the quiz, and then they spent some time 
revising aspects of the books they needed to have 
read. What an amazing group!

Trivial matters 



This term we were treated to a student instru-
mental concert, in the Mahana classroom, 

where the piano is! We were delighted by an ensem-
ble of four fabulous recorder players, and another of 
four harpists playing heavenly music; three budding 
violinists shared their first tunes and two piano play-
ers impressed. The school choir brought the concert 
to a close and many young audience members ex-
pressed their enthusiasm for learning an instrument 
themselves. We look forward to the next concert in 
Term One 2026! 

1 ST PLACE  
MINIBALL—COMBINED TEAM  

It was inspiring to see their love for Basketball, the skill develop-
ment over the season and the teamwork they showed on the 
court. Besides that it was a great opportunity to widen their hori-
zon and connecƟng with different players from other school that 
they might cross paths with again in high school. 

EVA—DEFENSE PLAYER OF THE YEAR 
AMBER— COACH’S CHOICE BEN—MOST VALUABLE PLAYER 

Student concert Working bee 

After school sports  

Mot buckets 



Thank you from our hearts 
Thank you for sponsoring the 

spring fair article in the  guardian   
Thank you for the spring fair  

It is with deep gratitude 
that the school would like 
to thank the following peo-
ple for their generosity and 
for donating so many vol-
unteer hours to make the 
Spring Fair such a success: 
 
- The Fair Steering Group who 
initiated the 2025 planning 
for the Spring Fair, and who 
met regularly to check in on 
progress. 

- The Food Coordinator - a mum new to the community 
who took on a job that should really be shared amongst 
three people. 
- People who picked up more jobs than they had originally 
planned to do - to make sure areas like Fairyland and 
Crafts were organized and set up. 
- Parking that was organized again by one of the school’s 
founders who has been involved in the school for over 30 
years. 
- The Market Place coordinator together with the tireless 
Logistician who had to juggle locations of stalls on set-up 
day due to challenging weather conditions. 
- The set-up team who started at 6 am on Fair day to set up 
gazebos that could not be erected on Saturday due to in-
clement weather.  
- The Decoration Team who beautified the Fair on Sunday 
morning, starting at sunrise! 
- The outstanding Medieval Games coordinators for whom 
no challenge was too big. 
- The fresh 'blood' in the entertainment area who got every-
one swinging and contributed to lifting spirits not just 
amongst visitors but also for those doing their jobs. 
- The Parent Liaisons who put in quite a bit of effort to 
match class parents with suitable jobs. 
- The Kindergarten Team who were extremely cooperative 
and ended up with very highly frequented stalls in their 
usually protected and purpose-oriented Kindergarten 
Rooms. 
- To the puppet show team for their beautifully told story 
and magical atmosphere.   
- To the Anthroposophical group for their participation and 
contributions.  
- To everyone from in- and outside our community for their 
input and support. 
 

Thank you from davina 

It is with gratitude and appreciation that the Motueka 
Steiner School would like to thank you for helping to 
finance the Spring Fair article in The Guardian by tak-
ing out an advertisement on that page. We value your 
on-going support of our school community, and the 
opportunity your generosity gave the school to once 
again make the Spring Fair such a success. 
 

RIVERSIDE MILK 

 RIVERSIDE COMMUNITY CENTRE 

 ECO WAREHOUSE 

 LITTLE PLACE 

 REVITE CAFE 

I would like to express a massive thank you to all the peo-
ple who contributed to the making of the 472 small treas-
ures. It was amazing to watch the joy and amazement on 
the faces of each child as they received their treasure . 
These treasure can mean so much to the children and be-
come very meaningful over the years.  

This year we had an amazing group  of creative crafters 
with parents from previous years willing to sew as well as 
busy current parents. A special thanks must go to Michelle 
Ambrose for all the cutting (and sewing) she did as it 
meant a lot less cutting for me.  

If any one has any unsewn ones at home could they please 
return them to the office and we can work on them for 
next year.  

Thanks again you amazing group of very talented people.  

Davina 



Once upon a time, there was a village ruled by a Dragon. 
Every evening, the Dragon would slink out of his lair in the dark 
forest and appear at the village gate, hungrily demanding his due. 
And every evening, a chosen villager, filled with fear and trem-
bling, would offer up to the Dragon a prize lamb, or calf, or goat. 
 
So it went for many years. Villagers who had been children on 
that fateful night when the Dragon first appeared had grown up 
and had children of their own. Those children had grown  
up and had children of their own. The Dragon alone seemed never 
to age. He only grew ever more hungry. 
 
One year there was a drought, which parched the grass and crops 
that the villagers’ animals needed for their food. The cows grew 
lean, the sheep scrawny, and many goats and pigs died.  
There came a day when the villagers could no longer offer the 
Dragon any food that he deemed acceptable. 
 
On the evening of that day, the Dragon slinked out of his lair in 
the dark forest and appeared at the village gate, hungrily de-
manding his due. A group of villagers, their hats in their hands,  
told him of the drought, and the deaths of their animals. 
The Dragon listened, and then he laughed. “You still have your 
children,” he said, “Every evening I will accept one of them!” 
“Never!” cried the villagers. 

The Dragon pursed his scaly lips and blew a stream of flame at a 
wooden hut near the village gate. In a moment it had burned to 
the ground. “Give me a child every night,” said the Dragon, “Or 
your village, and all those who live in it, will be consumed in 
flames!” 
 
He laughed again, and disappeared into the forest. 
Unbeknownst to their parents, many of the village children were 
hidden behind trees and bushes while the Dragon made his 
threat. Even as their parents lived numbly from day to day,  
fearing the monster but unable to act against him, the older  
 
 

children had been planning his overthrow. Within the depths of a 
cave outside the village walls they had quietly built a smithy,  
and had learned from an aged blacksmith the secret of fashion-
ing armor, forging swords and hammering shields. 
 
That night, they polished their weapons and chose the twelve 
eldest and strongest amongst them to challenge the Dragon. Led 
by Michael, a shepherd’s son, and Mary, a farmer’s daughter, the 
twelve champions pledged to support one another forever. 
 
To his parents’ dismay, Michael offered himself as the first sacri-
fice. Yet the villagers despaired even more when he appeared that 
evening clothed in armor, with a gleaming sword in his right hand 
and a shield in his left, and announced that he would battle the 
Dragon to the death. 

Hardly had he spoken when the Dragon slithered up to the village 
gate. When Michael challenged him, the Dragon laughed and 
spat flame through his teeth, but the boy stood his ground. When 
the Dragon pulled back his head, as though to strike, Michael ad-
vanced and struck a blow against the monster’s scaly neck. The 
Dragon writhed in pain and Michael raised his sword again and  
struck a blow so hard that the Dragon’s head fell to the ground. 
Laughter bubbled from the black blood that coursed out of the 
Dragon’s head, and the cry, “I will return!” 
 
In a moment, the Dragon’s neck sprouted two new heads, each 
more fierce than the first, each laughing and spewing flame. 
As Michael renewed his battle, Mary appeared with sword and 
shield and joined her friend. They succeeded in severing the two 
new heads. Laughter bubbled from the black blood that  
coursed out of the two heads, and the cry, “I will return!” 
Three heads now sprouted from the scaly neck, and a third child 
joined Michael and Mary in their combat. 
For hours the battle raged. Every time a head was severed, a new 
one arose, until there were twelve heads, each laughing wildly, 
each spewing fire and smoke. With every new head that arose, 
another child would step forward to do battle. 
 
The village and forest were obscured in a thick haze of sulfurous 
fog, so that the villagers could no longer see their children as they 
fought against the Dragon. The monster’s thick, dark blood cov-
ered the ground, making it hard for the champions to stand up-
right as they fought. Though their strength flagged, the children’s 
spirits remained strong as they fought alongside one another. 
 
When the twelfth head was severed, the Dragon uttered an earth-
shaking groan, and his huge body shuddered. No more heads 
sprouted. A huge crevice opened in the earth, swallowing his  
bleeding body. Yet from the earth’s depths, sounding through the 
black blood and the brown fog, there came his cry, “I will return!” 
 
Exhausted and covered with burns and wounds, the children 
clung to one another, too tired to jubilate. The village was hidden  
 
 



 
A dull brown haze settled over the cities where the oil was con-
sumed, and gradually spread, wraith-like, over the whole world. 
The sun’s light was dimmed, but people were now so preoccupied 
and busy that they rarely looked up at the sooty and somber sky. 
 
The most remote parts of the world were explored, and many a 
wild place was crisscrossed by roads conveying those who 
searched for oil. Even lands long covered by the sea were drilled 
until they yielded their dark treasure. Boats as large as cities were 
filled with oil, and cumbersomely bore their black burden over 
stormy seas. 
 
It happened that, as one of these clumsy boats wended its way 
through turbulent waters, it ran aground on sharp rocks. Its thick 
skin was punctured, and its cargo of thick oil began to ooze out 
like black blood from a wound. 
 
The wild waves carried the oil far and wide across the storm-filled 
waters.  
 
Like a serpent, the ooze slithered through the sea, winding itself 
around all that it touched. Creatures smaller than the eye could 
see were smothered by the black mire. The fish who swallowed 
them in turn choked on the oil, and helplessly floated up to the 
ocean’s surface. Seals who ate the fish were covered by the dark 
fluid, and could no longer swim. Birds who swooped down upon 
the seals had their feathers soaked by the thick oil, and could no 
longer fly. 
 
The waves that crashed against the shore cast the oil upon the 
beaches, where it spattered over flowers and trees, extinguishing 
their life. Wherever the dark ooze spread, there was death  
and desolation. And bubbling out of the ever-spreading slick of 
the Dragon’s blood some could hear, in a raspy whisper, the 
words, “I will return!” 

 
Though they were whispered, the 
words were heard in a cave far from 
the darkening ocean, where twelve 
children had been sleeping for a thou-
sand years. They awakened, and with 
hardly a word, they set about their 
task. Preparing themselves for the 
coming battle, they left the cave, and 
began their long march to the sea. 
 
As they marched, a silent and deter-
mined group, other young people 
watched, and the bolder among them 

joined the assemblage. 
 
By the time they reached the ocean, they were a hundred thou-
sand strong. They were ready, once again, to contend with the 
Dragon.  
 
But this time, instead of swords, they held scrub brushes in their 
right hands. And this time, instead of shields, they held buckets 
of soapy water in their left hands. Instead of armor, they were 
clothed from head to foot in waterproof suits. 
 
Some groups began to wade into the sea, to rescue the helpless 
creatures covered in the Dragon’s blood. Other groups went out in 
boats to skim the Dragon’s blood off the watery surface, so that 
light and air might return to the ocean depths. And still other 
groups scrubbed the birds, the seals, the fish, the rocks and sand, 
dissolving the Dragon’s blood and making the sea and earth fresh 
and clean again. 
 
One day, children, you, too, may join those champions as they 
battle once again with a new Dragon. For unless they have died, 
they are cleaning still today. 
 
The End 

in a wreath of darkness and smoke, so they made their way to the 
cave in which their smithy was hidden. With only their shields for 
pillows, they lay down and fell into a deep sleep. 
 
For months, the villagers searched for the twelve boys and girls 
who had so valiantly slain the Dragon, but to no avail. No one but 
the twelve children knew of the cave in which they slept. So after 
a long and fruitless search, their parents believed that the young 
champions had been swallowed up by the earth, like the body of 
the Dragon. 
 
Many years passed. No longer harassed by the Dragon, the villag-
ers plowed new fields, and grazed young lambs and placid cows 
in the flower-filled meadows. The memory of the Dragon grew 
faint as the village grew more prosperous and became a town. 
Grandmothers might still tell tales of the monster on chill winter 
nights, but few believed that he had ever existed. People avoided 
the brackish swamp where his lair had once been, but no one 
remembered why. 
 
One day a traveler from a distant land lost his way in the forest. It 
grew dark, so he decided to spend the night in the woods near 
the swamp, and find his path by daylight. He gathered dry  
twigs and fallen branches and struck his flint and steel to start a 
fire. As the fire grew, a spark leaped out of the ring of stones the 
man had formed and began to glow several paces away. 
 
The traveler ran to the new fire so as to put it out, but he noticed 
that the spark had ignited a thick, dark liquid that bubbled out of 
the earth. He watched it for some time, and saw that it burned 
with a warm and steady glow. A drinking cup’s worth of this thick, 
oily substance sustained a fire that lasted much longer than two 
armfuls of wood.  
 
In the morning, he filled his wineskin with the strange fluid and 
found his way to what once had been the village, and was now a 
thriving little city. He called upon the mayor and the city fathers, 
who gathered around him as he poured the contents of his wine-
skin into a metal bowl and lit a fire that lasted for a day and a 
night. Though some objected to the thick brown haze that settled 
over the town square as the fire burned, all agreed that a wonder 
had been  discovered. No one could explain why the swamp had 
never been explored up until now. 
 
Word spread quickly. The path to the swamp was trodden by 
thousands of feet as people came to gather up the fuel that bub-
bled so bountifully out of the earth, like water from a spring.  
The mayor ordered that a wall be built around the swamp, and 
that each who entered should  pay a fee for the munificent oil. 
 

 
Before long, it was discovered that the 
dark liquid bubbled up in other 
swamps as well. In those places in 
which it did not issue forth of itself, 
men found ways of drilling deeply into 
the earth, drawing it out as they once 
had drawn water from under the 
ground. Then it was determined that 
the deserts held more oil under their 
sand than all of the swamps com-
bined. Wherever there were waste-
lands, there was oil to be found. 
 

Men became ever more clever in their methods of forcing the fluid 
out of the earth. The more they drew out, the more they needed. 
The discovery of such a plentiful and long-lasting fuel led people 
to contrive new uses for it. While workers had once been content 
to labor by hand at a slow and steady pace, now it happened that 
factories were built, and many people had to work rapidly to keep 
up with rushing machines powered by the remarkable fuel. Boats 
plowed through the seas, carriages moved as though by them-



A Laptop For Our Kindy Teachers 
 
Kia ora koutou, 
 
Our kaiako spend a lot of time behind the 
scenes doing planning, preparation and as-
sessments to support our tamariki.  At the 
moment, they’re working with one very old 
laptop that moves at a snail’s pace.  We 
wondered if anyone in our community might 
have a laptop tucked away that could be do-
nated or even lent to the kindergarten? A 
device in good working order would make a 
huge difference and would be received with 
much gratitude.  If you are able to help, 
please let us know.  It would be a real gift to 
our teachers and the work they do for our 
tamariki.   
 
Many thanks. 
 
Wishing you all lovely spring holidays and 
looking forward to seeing you in Term 4.  

Kindergarten Community notice board 

Harp Lessons with Annemieke  

Dear Steiner Whanau 

You may have seen the four wonderful 
budding harpers perform during the 
recent concert. 

If your child is inspired to play the harp 
too, I teach the harp locally and have a few spaces. 

Rental harps are available for hire so you don't need to 
own a harp yet. 

I teach both sight reading skills and playing by heart. 

Please contact me with any questions; 

Annemieke Harmonie 

0212139446 

Music lessons are now available at school! 
  
Which instrument would your child like to learn? 
 
We offer piano lessons (from class 2 recommended) on 
Monday afternoon and Guitar, Ukulele and Flute lessons 
(from class 4 recommended). Day to be confirmed. 
 
To enrol your children please contact  
Eugenie: info@musiclingo.nz  
Please let us know your child's name,  
class and what they would like to learn. 
 
 For more information, check our website: Musiclingo.nz 
https://musiclingo.nz/ or find us on face-
book: MusicLingo  
 
We are looking forward to bringing 
more music to your school. 

 

Accommodation needed 
 
Single mature female looking for accommodation in Mo-
tueka. She is considering relocating. Actress /  Therapist 
with Steiner background. Doesn’t smoke or drink. 
Please contact her on 0220931098 or via email: penelo-
pe.snowdon.lait@gmail.com  

Steiner Family looking for a home  

Kia ora, Hola, Bonjour!  

We have just come back from Europe and we are looking 
for a place to rent (with 2 to 3 bedrooms). We are re-
spectful family of 4 (2 children of 9 and 7 years old).  

Contact: 027 5169 7851 
Matilda, Jorge, Nikau and Luna 







Eden and Leona are in team Niamh 


