
DAY ONE: Singapore Changi Airport 

 

8:41pm, 11
th

 Sept. – Singapore 

10:41pm, 11
th

 Sept. – Australia 

 

The northern hemisphere smells like new car and allergies.  Well, the Singapore 

airport does anyway.  We’re here for about four hours, before we take our next flight 

… to London! 

 

It was only this morning that I really began to feel any real excitement about the trip 

… previously, it had all been too surreal and I guess I was focusing on exams and all 

the last-minute arrangements.  But by the time I got to the airport, it was really 

sinking in. 

 

Having said that, the 7 ½ hour flight from Brisbane to Singapore was the most 

uncomfortable and boring event in my life thus far.  I couldn’t get into any of the 

films, not even The Wizard of Oz, and therefore gave myself no choice but to watch a 

cartoon version of the plane creep agonizingly slowly toward its destination.  I was 

certain I saw it fly over East Timor, so made a mental shout-out to Xanana Gusmão 

and José Ramos-Horta. 

 

Aside from this, the most entertaining moments in the flight would certainly have 

been the take-off and landing – not because of the turbulence and excited murmurs, 

but because of the unusual grinding and popping noises coming from the underside of 

the plane, punctuated only by a muttered, “that is not normal,” from my mother. 

 

So the flight may be dull, but hey – it’s so worth it for a chance to read The Tales of 

Beedle the Bard! 

 

I now find myself seated outside a Burger King restaurant in the Singapore airport.  I 

must say, the staff here are remarkably efficient.  This guy spilled his soft drink all 

over the floor, and a Burger King employee cleaned it up within seconds.  Seriously, 

the whole process was too quick for my eyes to comprehend - I may have just 

imagined the mess, because by the time I blinked it was gone. 

 

The airport here is a kilometre long, so to make the whole process of walking easier, 

the whole thing is fitted with a series of human conveyor belts, just like at Underwater 

World, only so much faster.  I really wish we had those things in the school corridors.  

It’s called a Travellator. 

 

I spent a few minutes walking back and forth and back and forth on this Travellator 

thing while people shook their heads at me, as they would at a child running up the 

down-escalators and down the up-escalators. 

 

DAY TWO: Flight 9 to London 

 

4:14am, 12
th

 Sept. – U.K. 

1:13pm, 12
th

 Sept. – Australia 

 



I have been on this plane for 10 hours and 43 minutes, and there is still about 3 hours 

to go.  I am so bored and so tired – it feels like lunchtime for me, but it isn’t even 

morning yet, and it is impossible to sleep on a plane. 

 

We flew over India (I made a mental shout-out to Mohandas Gandhi) and are 

currently headed toward Warsaw, which is fairly awesome were it not for the fact that 

the plane is following the night, so I can’t even see anything interesting out the 

window.  It’s been night time for over half a day! 

 

Oh, and I take back what I said about the Brisbane to Singapore flight being the most 

boring and uncomfortable experience of my life.  I’m really worried that I won’t even 

be able to appreciate the wonders of London because I’ll be sleepwalking. 

 

They’re starting to serve breakfast now (at 1pm/4am?) so hopefully by the time I 

write more, I’ll be off this plane and in London!!! 

 

STILL DAY TWO: Room 221, The Capital Hotel, London 

 

7:40pm 12
th

 Sept. – U.K. 

3:30am 13
th

 Sept. – Australia 

 

Today has been pure awesome-ness.  After finally disembarking from the plane at 

6:30am U.K. time, we waited in Customs for a while before collecting our bags and 

leaving Heathrow airport. 

 

With the help of a lady who sounded Canadian, we took the Heathrow Express to 

Paddington.  This whole time, I couldn’t even feel excited to be in London – it was 

just too surreal, I couldn’t believe it.  I looked out the window of the train and was 

shocked by a) all the old-school brick buildings; and b) how green everything was! 

 

At Paddington, we decided to walk all the way to Knightsbridge, luggage and all, 

because it would take us through Hyde Park! 

 

I think everything started sinking in a little as we walked through the park, because it 

was extremely green, extremely cold, and I saw a squirrel!  I saw one, and was really 

excited, then I saw another … by the time I’d seen about twenty I’d realised that they 

were like rats and in the U.K. are considered pests.  I just thought they were really 

cute … 

 

So, by the time we’d made it through the park, it started raining, which was amazing - 

a typical London experience!  The sky was completely grey and the rain was freezing, 

which made me way more excited than it should have if I was a normal person. 

 

After that little trek, we found ourselves looking upon a familiar sight … Harrods!  

Our hotel that Amazon had booked for us was pretty much next door!  We left our 

luggage there, but it was early and the rooms weren’t ready yet so we went to a 

patisserie to have some tea and scones, which seemed cheap until I calculated the 

exchange rate and realised that they were not.  No, definitely not. 

 



After this we were able to check in to the Capital, where we had two rooms reserved – 

one for us, and one for the bodyguard and book! 

 

At 3pm U.K. time, a bunch of people showed up – Matt, the American Amazon 

security guy; Damien, the U.K. Amazon rep; another U.K. Amazon guy whose name I 

cannot recall (sorry!); Mike, the bodyguard; another bodyguard whose name I also 

cannot remember, or spell; and Paul, the photographer who had taken pictures of J.K. 

Rowling in the past! 

 

European hotel rooms are tiny (and they don’t have toasters, kettles or microwaves) 

so the room was very crowded by this point. 

 

Then … Matt pulled out a black briefcase, emblazoned with ‘Hamilton & Inches’ in 

silver.  Or some other colour, I can’t remember, I was a little preoccupied with my 

excited-ness. 

 

He dialled some numbers in the scroll lock, and the briefcase popped open to reveal a 

blue cloth bag with ‘SOTHEBY’S’ written on it.  Also inside the briefcase were three 

pairs of gloves and an envelope that read, ‘INSTRUMENTS TO TURN PAGES’. 

 

Matt donned a pair of gloves and then gave me some, which I pretty much put on with 

shaking hands.  It was very difficult to comprehend that inside that blue bag was The 

Tales of Beedle the Bard, this book that I had been so excited about for so long, 

handwritten by J.K. Rowling herself! 

 

Matt explained to me how to use each of the page-turner things, while Paul was 

getting his camera stuff all set up. 

 

When the blue bag was opened at last and I got to hold the book in my gloved hands, 

it was … I don’t even know.  Similar to the feeling I had when the bookstore owner in 

my hometown let my friend and I cut open the box holding the copies of ‘Harry Potter 

and the Deathly Hallows’, and we held the long-awaited book in our hands for the 

first time … unbelievable.  I will not be incredibly cliché and say ‘magical’, because 

that is the ultimate nooby thing to say, and if you are a true Harry Potter fanatic you 

will know what I mean.  You will have felt it when you first found out what the title 

of the sixth book was going to be, when you read chapter 33 of DH, or maybe when 

the door on JKR’s website opened for you for the first time … just that overwhelming 

feeling of awesome-ness and excited-ness. 

 

Paul was taking pictures the whole time, and before I got a chance to actually read the 

book I spent about twenty minutes holding the book at different angles and sitting in 

different reading poses while he got heaps more pictures.  My mind was pretty much 

blank the whole time, I couldn’t really comprehend what I was holding. 

 

When everyone left, I finally got a chance to read the book.  It was really fantastic, 

each of the stories were really nice and beautifully illustrated, but it was difficult to 

turn the pages and I had a little difficulty deciphering a few of the words! 

 

I guess I spent a few hours with the book before calling in the bodyguards to pick it 

up, at which point Matt freaked me out a little by leaving me a walkie-talkie radio and 



telling me to notify him immediately if I thought someone was following or climbing 

in the window … he described it as a ‘low-threat, high-risk’ situation … and here I 

was thinking the bodyguards were meant to protect the book from me! 

 

It may be early but I haven’t slept in days and I’m trying to avoid the jet-lag 

experience, so I’m going to spend more time reading Beedle the Bard tomorrow. 

 

DAY THREE: Capital Hotel 

 

11:35pm 13
th

 Sept. – U.K. 

8:35am 14
th

 Sept. – Australia 

 

This morning was spent in search of a place that served breakfast before 10am.  There 

are some strange eating habits around here – you can’t even buy your Indian food 

heated up in some places.  How do they expect people to eat it when none of the 

hotels have microwaves? 

 

Eventually we found a place, and I ordered an English Breakfast.  I consumed only a 

very small portion of this, being used to eating Vegemite on toast every morning.  

Seriously.  So I felt full after eating part of a sausage, and decided to work off that 

sausage by taking a walk to Buckingham Palace (haha, that is not a sentence one 

generally hears in common conversation). 

 

We got only slightly lost, so ended up at the Royal Mews within about half an hour.  

On the way, I saw a sign reading ‘CADOGAN PLACE’ and I took a picture. 

 

While walking, I saw an expensive-looking red car (an Audi RS8, as it turns out) with 

the numberplate ‘CL3VER’ parked on the wrong side of the road, in a no-parking 

zone.  I watched in enjoyment as transport policemen turned up and started attaching 

clamps to each of the wheels, and lifted it onto the back of their truck.  I filmed the 

process on my phone, and eventually other randoms on the street joined me in that.  

Not so clever now, are we? 

 

After we got back from Buckingham (on a red, double-decker bus!), I got the book 

again and spent a few more hours re-reading it and attempting to memorize every 

detail. 

 

Then we went to West End and watched The Lion King.  I bought a cup of Maltesers.  

They tasted pretty good. 

 

DAY FOUR: Capital Hotel 

 

9:30am 14
th

 Sept. – U.K. 

6:30pm 14
th

 Sept. – Australia 

 

Today was my last day with The Tales of Beedle the Bard … the book was being 

taken away at 11am, so at 9am I read the book for the last time.  Again, I spent these 

moments memorizing as much as I could, because I really wanted a detailed report to 

give back to my best friends, Dimity, Arika, Meredith, Emily, Carolina, Rachel, 



Sarah, Lucinda and Laura, who I wish could have come with me because they are also 

huge fans of Harry Potter. 

 

It wasn’t really the words I was focusing on, but the exact shape of the book and what 

it felt like (despite the gloves), and the shape of the pages and the colour of the 

handwriting! 

 

I noticed a little watermark on each of the pages, which I thought was interesting.  

The paper was really nice-looking, but I wasn’t allowed to touch it, even with gloves!  

I had to use the plastic page-turners, because the paper is very delicate and will not 

last if affected by any natural oils.  I felt kind of scared, actually, trying to turn the 

pages of this four million dollar book without damaging it in any way. 

 

So, as the book was packed up and taken away for the last time, I watched on 

solemnly, fully aware that this was probably the last time I would ever be in the 

presence of such a book. 

 

Definitely glad I entered that competition. 


