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Author’s note

This book is set in Australia and uses Aussie words, 
expressions and spelling. We say ‘mum’ to rhyme with 
‘thumb’. Mostly our schools go from kindergarten to 
Year Six. We call that primary school. After that, high 
school is from Year 7 to 12. We do maths, not math, and 
we spell analyse (and a bunch of other words) with an 
‘s’, not a ‘z’. In fact, lots of our spelling is just slightly 
different, so don’t get worried if it’s not what you’re 
used to. Kangaroo Valley is a real place, and Kangaroo 
Valley School is a real school. Some of the other places 
and people in this book are real, but the main characters 
are entirely fictional and the story has been made up in 
my own head.
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CHAPTeR 1

Every year when the announcer finally gets to the 
microphone to introduce us and the squeak and echo 
of her voice rolls around the Showground hill, I get a 
tweak of nervousness in my stomach. It’s not much. Just 
a pinch. A tiny little reminder of the fact that we’re about 
to sing in front of, I don’t know, five hundred people? 
Maybe a thousand? Whatever the number, it’s pretty 
much everyone we know in the whole town. They all 
turn out, glammed up in their once-a-year Show cowboy 
hats and checked shirts, kicking the dust and awkwardly 
wiping the sweat off their nose, hands full of showbags, 
ice slurpees and sticks of fairy floss. 

And every year when I hear her call out our names, 
Jessica Styles, Bianca Georgio and then me, Abby Smart, 
my chest takes its own sudden breath in and my body 
almost freezes. I have to deliberately lift one heavy foot 
in front of the other to get up the stairs to the back of the 
truck they’ve turned into a stage, decked out with hay 
bales, bunting and fairy lights.

I always have to pull Jessie by the hand after me, 
with Buzz pushing her from behind. “It’s nothing to be 
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nervous about. Smart Girls stick together, you know,” 
we say, every year, and her big blue eyes peer out from 
her suddenly pale face. “I know,” she says, “it’s just...
terrifying!”

It’s not for me. 
For me, feeling the slight give of the truck floor under 

my shoes, squinting in the sharp light and waiting for 
that one, tiny, exquisite moment when the music starts 
and the earth stops, that’s what I love the best. Being that 
person on stage, the centre of energy, even just for the 
one song we’re allowed to do, that’s amazing.

Even if we don’t win. 
Which we never have before.
But this year is different. This year I know it will be 

our names written in thick black marker on the winners’ 
envelope. I know it, I just do. Even if child genius piano 
prodigy Josh Pinkerton hadn’t moved up to the older 
age category and left the field wide open, I still know it’s 
going to be us.

It’s our year. Our turn. Our stage.
We’re lined up shoulder to shoulder, a row of 

matching red t-shirts and denim skirts, with me in the 
middle. There’s one microphone each and enough 
feedback speakers at our feet to drown us with sound. 
Buzz is getting comfortable, shaking her shoulders and 
pulling at her skirt on one side of me. On the other side, 
Jessie is a zombie in headlights. I poke her hip with my 
thumb and sneak her a look. 

“Don’t forget to smile,” I whisper. She looks back at 
me with horror in her eyes, but all I can do is shrug my 
shoulders. It’s too late to try to talk her up any more. 
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The announcer, a woman with black clothes, a bright red 
scarf and dyed orange hair is speaking. 

“...We all know them. They’re the inseparable trio, 
and they’re here once again this year to entertain us 
with... ‘Tomorrow’. From the musical Annie, I believe. A 
big hand, folks...” 

In the fading light the audience, holding drinks and 
sausage sandwiches, claps and whoops. Through the 
lights I can see Sam standing down at the fence line. He’s 
cheering and giving us big muscle arms. Yeah. Woohoo! 
Even my brother Miles, for once, is clapping, but maybe 
that’s because he’s sitting with Mum and Dad and 
they’ve told him to be nice. From the stage Buzz gives a 
tiny wave. It looks like it’s at Sam and his friend Ollie, but 
I can’t quite tell. And then the cheering dies down and a 
hush comes over the crowd while they wait for the sound 
guy, in the smaller truck parked alongside, to work the 
tech. 

They wait. 
We do too.
Jessie’s nearly dying. Her face is greenish. “I can’t do 

it,” she whispers to me, so I use my strong face to sort it 
out. “Yes. You can. You’re great. We need you,” I say, 
looking at her full in the eyes. “Plus. We smart girls have 
to stick together.” 

She puts her hand up to her mouth and I can hear her 
panting a little. I’m not worried. It’s just the panic. She 
always recovers and tells us how much she loved it after. 
I stand taller to compensate for her and beam a smile out 
to the whole audience and then, finally, it happens. 

The music starts.
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In the first moment that the violins begin to play, my 
stomach takes a tiny grip on itself but then my arms relax 
and my throat opens and it’s like one of those dreams 
where you begin a slow run knowing you’re about to 
take off and fly.

I look at Jessie. She seems okay. I catch Buzz’s eyes 
and she grins too, and then the three of us, on cue, open 
our mouths and sing together.

The words of the song are about the sun and I can see 
it in my mind, opening up its wide, warm embrace. The 
three of us put out both arms, palms up, to hug it back, 
just like we practiced at home. We go through the second 
verse. I’m relaxed. Even Jessie looks like she’s going to be 
okay, and we smile at each other as we head into the next 
part of the song. The music is building now, the tension 
rising.

Imaginary clouds move in, with the change in the 
words. I’m actually shivering, thinking of them, and 
my voice becomes anxious for a tiny second before the 
tension breaks and we soar, up, wild, into the sky with 
the chorus. 

Truly, when the notes fly out of my mouth, it feels like 
there are stars raining down gently on the audience. I’ve 
always known I could sing, but tonight is taking it to a 
whole other level. Buzz and Jessie are keeping up, but all 
I can hear is my own voice and again, I know, just know 
that that’s all everyone else can hear as well because their 
eyes are on me completely. No-one’s eating or sipping 
or whispering anymore. Through the roar of the lights 
I catch a glimpse of a tiny child pressed into his dad’s 
embrace. He’s transfixed. 
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The piped orchestra comes to a close and the sound 
guy presses ‘end’ on the CD. For a silent half-second the 
audience sitting on the grassy hill and painted white 
stands, and all the children hanging off the fence at the 
bottom stay completely still. My body is frozen. A rush of 
terror flushes through me and for an instant I understand 
how Jessie feels, but it isn’t for long because in one 
movement, the entire town explodes with applause. 
People are standing, clapping, stomping and cheering. 

“Yeah! Woot! Woo-hoo!” yells Ollie. “Go girls!” Next 
to him Sam pumps his fist in the air. Miles is screeching 
and for once I don’t mind his squeaky voice. Only piano-
playing Josh, skulking close to the fence with his music-
carrying mum, doesn’t look impressed, but I’m so happy 
I don’t even mind. I shade my face from the lights and 
search through the stands to find Mum and Dad doing 
their shoulders-up dance from their we-once-lived-in-
India phase.

The smile on my face is going to be permanent. I 
honestly believe, right at this moment that my heart 
is never not going to be completely happy. Kangaroo 
Valley, this tiny village, is and always will be the very 
best and most awesome place in the entire universe. The 
crowd is sending waves of love to me and I’m sending 
thanks with everything I’ve got before Jessie and Buzz 
grab my hands and I realise that we have to do something 
about getting off the stage. We bow low once together; 
twice when the clapping doesn’t stop. Finally we climb, 
half-falling, down the shaky steps and walk back to our 
spot on the hill, hugging each other and giving high fives 
to every little kid who tugs at our t-shirts.
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“You guys are so great,” I say, grabbing my friends 
around the shoulders. “We were awesome.”

“You were the one who was great,” says Jessie. She’s 
still slightly shaking. “Your voice. Wow.”

“I know, right?” I say. It’s not to be arrogant. I genuinely 
am astounded at how good I sounded. “But you were 
amazing too. Oh, and Buzz, of course,” I add, generously, 
not wanting to hog the spotlight. “You guys.” I hugged 
them again. “See? I told you. Smart girls stick together. 
This is our year.”

We sit impatiently through the final acts. A gaggle of 
girls from Year Three sing and dance wearing cat ears 
and painted-on whiskers. There are a few ‘oohs’ but I’m 
pretty sure they’re just from their grandparents, recording 
them on their phones. A small kindergarten boy does a 
dance to a song I’ve never heard of, shaking his hips and 
grooving with a hilarious over-confidence that gets the 
crowd going. 

Jessie’s melting. “Aw, he’s so adorable,” she says. Her 
hands go straight to her heart. “Look at that!”

“He won’t win, will he?” asks Buzz, leaning over to 
me. “He can’t beat us.” She screws up her face. “Can he?” 

For a couple of minutes I’m nervous that perhaps 
the judges will go for the cute factor. I want to pick at 
my fingers and flick my toes but I know I have to stay 
confident, at least until the judges have talked and the 
woman has come back to the microphone. 

“It’s going to be us,” I tell Buzz and Jessie. “It has to 
be.”

“Shhh,” says Buzz. “Look. She’s speaking.” We crane 
our necks forward, trying to hear. 
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“Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls,” says the 
announcer. “I know you’ve all been waiting for this— 
some of you for all year! And I’m not going to keep you 
in suspense. Tonight’s runner up is...” She takes a deep 
breath and grins at the audience. “It’s Max Jones! Yes, 
Max, we’ve never seen so much confidence from such a 
little person, and such groovy dance moves. Come up 
here, young man, and pick up your prize.”

“Ohhh, that’s so cute,” exclaims Jessie, clutching her 
hands to her cheeks as the kindergarten dance sensation 
walks out to get his prize. He turns left instead of right 
and his mum runs up to the stage truck to help him. “Oh, 
how adorable. Look, Abby, he doesn’t even know where 
to go.” 

I can’t answer. My confidence has been overtaken by a 
very strong sensation of concrete in my lungs. 

“We do have a winner for tonight,” the woman at 
the microphone continues. “With so much talent in our 
wonderful Valley, it’s very difficult to choose. But our 
judges have done their best and there is a name on this 
envelope.”

I let out a sudden squeak. Completely without 
meaning to, of course. Buzz looks at me oddly.

“Tonight’s winners are... Buzz, Jessie and Abby!” The 
announcer’s face swells into a massive grin. “Come up 
here girls. You’re getting the prize!”

Immediately Buzz is screaming and Jessie’s mouth 
is open, hyperventilating, but I react differently. I’m 
simultaneously and completely aware of three things. 
First, the relief. It’s instant and overwhelming, like 
jumping into a pool on a warm day. Second, the words ‘I 
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was right, I knew it’, playing over and over in my brain; 
and third, a smile, bigger than any other smile, ever 
before, stretching from one side of my heart to the other. 
I’ve reached the part of the dream where you fly and 
nothing can bring you down.

Two hours later, when the prize money has long gone, 
spent on ice cream and dodgem cars, and the music is 
starting to fade, and I’m waiting for Mum and Dad who 
always have just one more person they really need to catch 
up with, I’m still smiling. A cold fog coming up from 
the river has chased the warm evening away and I’m 
shivering slightly in the stands under the tall spotlight, 
with Miles asleep like a puppy on the bench next to me. 

The Show is nearly over for another whole year 
now, and even the stragglers are starting to head home, 
laden up with sideshow prizes, bags of produce or their 
prize-winning something-or-other, whatever it was they 
entered in the Pavilion. I’m dangling my feet, replaying 
our performance in my head, picturing what the three of 
us must have looked like from up here and hearing our 
voices all over again. Whenever someone walks past they 
say, “Congratulations Abby,” or, “Wow, you can really 
sing, Abby, that was great.” My face is getting tired but 
the smiles find a way to pop out of my heart and sit on 
my face for a while anyway.

I can hear Mum and Dad still chatting down on the 
stands. I’m tired, but there’s no way I’m going to sleep 
on Show night so I jiggle my feet, shrug my shoulders 
and stretch my neck. As my head moves from one side 
to another, my eyes catch a flicker and stop. I swing back 
to follow it and take in a short gasp of breath. 
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High above me, in the light of the spotlight, is a 
golden, buzzing glow. Burning in the dark are tiny 
angels, fire fairies, sprinkles of floating golden dust. It 
looks ethereal. A tiny, wondrous of magical perfection. 
It’s a gift; something rich and beautiful to finish the very 
best day of my life. 

And then I realise something else. This is a sign. It 
has to be. It’s shining like silver writing on a black piece 
of paper. Just like before, when I knew we would win, 
now I know something else. All of this: this win, these 
friends, this warmth, this song, this night, these smiles— 
they’re only the start. It’s no coincidence that we picked 
Tomorrow as our song.

Something very special is going to happen this year.
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CHAPTeR TWO

I was on the phone at nine in the morning, which was 
the earliest Mum would let me ring. She and Dad were 
sleepy-eyed, drinking tea and reading papers that were 
balanced precariously on the table clutter. It’s a little 
game they play; who can keep theirs open for longest 
without having to move anything off the table from 
underneath. Miles had already disappeared on his 
bike down towards Sam’s place. He practically lived 
down there with Oscar, his best friend and Sam’s little 
brother. Playdough was emitting little dog-snores and 
gruffle noises from where he was settled on top of a pile 
of cushions and old jumpers in the sunny corner of the 
room. 

“Jess? It’s me. Listen, if your dad can drop you down 
after he’s back from milking, tell him to bring you over. 
I’ve got something to tell you. And it’s really important.”

When I got on the phone to Buzz, she was still asleep. 
At nine in the morning! I couldn’t believe it (I’d been 
up since 6.30) but her Mum said it was true. “Can you 
wake her up, Sylvia? Pleeeease?” I begged. “It’s super-
important.” She did that ‘I don’t know’ noise with her 
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mouth that grownups do but she wemt into Buzz’s room 
anyway. I heard her muffled conversation.

“Bianca? Abby’s on the phone. Well, obviously, yes, 
I know... But it’s nine o’clock anyway. Here. Just talk.” 
She handed the phone to Buzz whose voice was sleepy.

“What?” she said.
“Good morning, Bianca.” I loved to tease her when I 

hear her mum use her full name. “Wakey wakey!”
“No. Seriously. What.”
My voice went back to normal. “I can’t believe how 

grumpy you are in the mornings.” 
“I’m only grumpy when I get woken up at the crack 

of dawn,” she said. There was a shuffling sound and I 
could hear movements. “Ugh. Alright. I’m getting up. 
But you have to tell me what you want.”

“I can’t tell you on the phone,” I sid. “It’s bigger than 
that. Can you come over? Jessie is. We need to be together 
today. It’s really important.”

“Two days of full-on practice and then the Show all 
day yesterday. Haven’t we had enough of each other by 
now?” Buzz gave a small laugh. I laughed as well.

“You’re crazy,” I said. “Best friends. We don’t ‘have 
enough’ of each other. Anyway. So, what time are you 
coming?”

“Can’t you tell me on the phone, whatever it is?” 
“It won’t be the same. Come on. Come over. You have 

to,” I pleaded.
“I’ll have to ask Mum,” Buzz said. Her voice still 

sounded tired. “If she can drop me around I’ll come.”
We made times and arrangements and I spent the 

hour and a half I had to wait trying to clean up. My room 
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is usually okayish, even the corner where Playdough 
sleeps. I mostly try to keep things off the floor and I make 
my bed nearly every day but the missing cupboard door 
that Dad’s had on his list of things to do for ages means 
you can always see my shelves of games and books, 
which isn’t that neat. I don’t mind it myself, but I get a bit 
conscious of it when Buzz is here. Her house looks like 
it should be on one of those TV ads where everything’s 
glossy and wiped down and put away. No piles of stuff. 
Not like ours.

I once asked Mum about it once when I was in the 
middle of a clean-up blitz but she just kind of threw her 
hands up in the air and looked hopeless. 

“I mean, I could clean up, I guess,” she said. “But I’m 
busy. I’ll get to it one day, when I don’t have so many 
things on. Don’t worry about it.”

I do, though. At least, when I’m energized to do 
something about it. Today my brain was buzzing so 
excitedly that I moved four piles of newspapers from 
the lounge room to the recycling before Miles, now back 
home, dug most of it back out again. 

“You can’t get rid of this. I need it,” he said. His face 
was cranky. 

“What for?” I said. “All of it?”
“Oscar and me are going to make a volcano,” he said. 

“You need a lot of paper.”
“Oscar and I,” I said automatically. “How big’s the 

volcano?” I had visions of a massive, backyard-sized 
paper maché hill, but he’d already stalked off to his 
room and all I could do was shrug.

I gave it one more go and attempted to put away a 
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stack of Mum’s books but the shelves were too full. To 
do it properly I’d have to go through the other books, 
pick out the ones we don’t read (which in itself would be 
totally impossible because we all read all the time) and 
find another home for them. The job was getting bigger 
and bigger by the second so I gave up, piled the stack as 
neatly as I could next to the shelves, chucked a pile of 
washed but unpaired socks off the sofa and put on my 
favourite DVD, Annie.

Watching Annie is a never-fail recipe for happiness. 
And it’s not just me. Buzz and Jessie love it too. I’m not 
kidding. We’ve probably seen it over 25 times. We’ve 
made our own home-filmed versions of it (I do a great 
Miss Hannigan). We’ve even written and filmed our 
own sequels. I always play the role of Annie, of course. 
It’s practice for the day when I actually get to play her in 
a real show. Because that’s my ambition, to be on a stage, 
singing one day. It’s been my dream to play Annie since 
the very first time I ever saw the movie when I was nine.

The best day of my whole entire life was when Mum 
took me to see the actual show up in Sydney last year. I 
seriously wasn’t expecting it. I mean, she’s always busy 
with work or the environmental stuff she does, and 
tickets to musicals are pretty expensive and definitely 
not something our family would ever usually spend 
money on, so I never actually thought I’d be able to go. 

But one day she said to me, “Let’s go to Sydney,” just 
out of the blue. We got on the train and then, when we 
got off two hours later, she looked at a map and said, “I 
think it’s this way.” 

“What’s this way?” I asked, but she shook her head 
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mysteriously.
“You wait and see,” she said, and I couldn’t get another 

word out of her. We walked and walked through city 
noise and concrete buildings and past huge glass shop 
windows with clothes in them that Buzz would have 
loved until finally she said, “I think this is it.”

I looked up and nearly jumped out of my skin. There 
in front of me was a massive Annie sign all lit up in black 
and red and white lights.

Apparently I screeched, although I don’t remember it 
that way. “Whaat? Are we going to see Annie?”

“What do you think?” said Mum. “Are you happy?”
“I can’t believe it,” I said. I had a smile on my face that 

felt like it was wrapping around the back of my head. “I 
seriously can’t believe it.” 

I could hardly believe it afterwards either when Mum 
let me wait outside the stage door and we managed to get 
the autograph of the main character, Billie Stacks. I told 
her she had the most amazing voice and that my dream 
was to be just like her and play Annie on the stage, and 
she smiled and then signed my program using a really 
fat permanent marker. Her signature was all curly. 

I put that program into my box of Definitely Most 
Favourite Things at the back of my cupboard, on the side 
with a door. Miles is not allowed anywhere near it. Also 
in the box are a couple of pictures of our family camping 
at our spot with Mum and Dad’s friends Dave and Rosie 
and their daughter, ‘Boring Elizabeth’, as I call her. Then 
there’s a whole stack of photos of Buzz and Jessie and me 
and some CDs we’ve burned of the videos we’ve made 
plus recordings of us singing at the Show. 
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The orphans were nearly finished cleaning up their 
room and singing ‘It’s a Hard Knock Life’ when there 
was a knock at the door. I jumped with excitement. I 
knew Buzz would take her time but maybe Jessie’s dad 
had brought her around already. 

“Come in,” I yelled, running for the back door. But 
before I reached it I heard it open, and then slap! I ran 
right into not Buzz, not Jessie, but Sam.

“Ow,” I said, rubbing my head.
“Far out,” he said, patting his nose.
“I didn’t think you would actually come in,” I said. 

“And I didn’t think it would be you.”
“I don’t know, I kind of heard the words ‘come in’ 

and assumed that you know, I should come in,” he said. 
“Anyway, who did you think it was going to be?”

“Buzz and Jessie are coming,” I said. “Soon. So you 
can’t stay forever. You have to go when they get here.”

“That’s typical. Why can’t I stay, just one time? And 
aren’t you even going to ask me how my nose is?”

I punched him in the arm. Quite hard. “Nose better?”
He gave my pigtails a tweak. “Head better?”
“Oh, you’re so funny,” I said sarcastically. “But now 

that you’re here, I suppose you’d better come in.”
He followed me through the house, stepping over the 

piles of clothes and books and a random box of saucepans, 
all the way into the lounge room where Annie was now 
singing to her dog, Sandy.

“Again?” He said. “Isn’t this your, like, 364th time 
watching this? You’re addicted.”

“I’m allowed to,” I said, annoyed. My eyes narrowed 
and then I smiled. “Anyway, I happen to know that you’re 
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addicted to something too. Some stupid computer game 
about minions or something. Oscar said you can’t even 
stop playing it.”

Sam frowned for a second, but it was more annoyance 
than embarrassment. “He always tells stuff. Actually, it’s 
a really awesome game,” he said. “You should play it 
with me sometime.”

I rolled my eyes. “You know I don’t use computers,” 
I said. I felt slightly superior. “I don’t see the point. And 
anyway, Mum won’t let us use hers and the Internet 
reception is rubbish up here on the hill.”

“Well, we should do something,” said Sam. “We’re 
just wasting time standing here arguing. Do you want 
to go down to the creek, or bounce on the trampoline?”

“Ummm,” I said. I had to think. Going to the creek 
was one of my favourite things to do and Sam was 
my favourite person to go with. Last year we set up a 
knotted rope dangling high from a tree branch. You can 
do the most awesome swing-and-jump on it out into the 
middle of the deep part. Jessie is always too scared to do 
it and Buzz gave it a try a few times but the amount of 
complaining she did about the muddy water wrecking 
her new swimming costume was so annoying that we 
stopped going after a while. The creek belonged to Sam 
and me. It was our place. And today was a hot day. 

Tempting. 
But there wouldn’t be enough time before Jessie and 

Buzz arrived. 
“Trampoline,” I said. “Race you!”
I pushed him, just hard enough for him to lose his 

balance and fall onto the sofa. He yelled but I was 
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quicker. I dashed out to the backyard and scrambled 
onto the trampoline before he could catch up to me.

“Cheater!” he said, limping out. “You owe me.”
“No way.” I bounced high and powerful, laughing at 

the same time. “It’s all fair.”
“That’s a saying, you know,” said Sam. He perched 

himself on the side, rubbing his foot and looking up. “It’s 
all fair in love and war.”

“Love?” I opened my eyes big and wide at him, 
mocking. “What are you? Some sort of sooky teenager? 
No way. It’s war. It’s all war.”

“Well then, prepare for battle,” he said and launched 
himself at me just as I was about to land again. One foot 
hit his leg, the other missed the trampoline mat and I 
landed in a heap right on top of him. If you’d had a view 
from above, we would have looked like two puppies, all 
tumbled up together.

“Urgghh,” I groaned.
I turned my head just to check that my neck was still 

working and discovered my face was about two inches 
away from Sam’s. For a second it was too hard to move 
anything and we lay there looking at each other until I 
made my eyes go all cross eyed and stuck out my tongue 
like I was about to die.

“I can’t believe you did that,” I said. “That was so 
funny.”

He didn’t answer. In fact, he didn’t do anything. He 
just lay there, looking at my face. Weird, I thought. I 
reached out to slap his cheek. 

“Hey, wakey wakey, Sammy boy? Did you get 
knocked out? Why aren’t you alive?”
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He put his hand up to his cheek. It grazed against 
mine and his fingers stayed on the place I’d touched. 
He was breathing slightly harder, almost as if he’d been 
running. Even weirder, I thought. I shifted off him and sat 
up. 

“Seriously. You okay?” I said.
He sat up as well. But very close. Then, still looking 

at me, but really intently now, he leaned in. I thought he 
was going to tell me a secret so I leaned in too, curious.

“Abby,” he said, and his voice sounded odd. Sort of 
cracked. A little bit broken. “Abby, I...”

Whatever it was, I never got to hear it, because right at 
that very second, Jessie’s head appeared over the bushes. 
“Hey, Abby! I’m here!”
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CHAPTeR THREE

At the sight of Jessie’s face bobbing above the fenceline, 
Sam suddenly got his movement back and scooted 
quicker than you could say ‘Miss Hannigan’ over to the 
other side of the trampoline. I ignored him. 

“Jessie!” I yelled. “You’re here.”
I stood up on the trampoline, bounced once and then 

launched myself off onto the grass. It was something I’d 
been practicing for a few weeks. The only problem was 
that on every fifth go or so I turned my ankle. 

“Ow!” I said. “I’m okay.” And I hobbled over to let 
Jessie in the gate.

“What’s so important?” she said as soon as she was 
in. And then her head turned. “Oh. You didn’t tell me 
Sam was here.” She did a cutesy wave. One hand up, 
curly fingers. “Hi, Sam.” 

I raised my eyebrows at her. She’d been doing this for 
a couple of weeks and I was getting sick of it. “It’s only 
Sam. And anyway, he’s going soon. As soon as Buzz gets 
here.”

“He doesn’t have to,” she said. “We could all hang 
out together.”
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I gave her my best ‘don’t be stupid, he’s a boy’ look. 
“We have things to talk about that he can’t listen in on,” 
I said. “Hey, I think someone’s coming. But it doesn’t 
sound like Buzz’s car.”

Jessie peered over the gate. “It’s a four wheel drive. 
I’ve never seen it before. But, oh!” She put her hand to 
her mouth. “Buzz is in the front.” 

We ran out the gate, down the steps and onto the 
driveway where Buzz was taking her time to get out of 
a very big, very shiny, gold car. I squinted my eyes and 
twisted my mouth. 

When Buzz saw us she smiled and tilted her chin. 
“So... what do you think?”  

“You’re here!” said Jessie and ran to give her a hug. 
“Yay!”

Buzz untangled herself and flapped her hands to get 
Jessie off her. 

“No. I mean, what do you think?” She flung her hand 
out. “The car? What do you think of the car?” Her voice 
was impatient.

“It’s great,” said Jessie, smiling and nodding her head. 
“Really clean.”

“It’s nice,” I shrugged. “But isn’t your car red?”
“It’s a new car,” said Bianca. “Dad picked it up this 

morning.” Her face broke out into a big smile. “We’ve 
had to wait for six whole weeks for it to get shipped in. 
Isn’t it awesome?”

“Wow!” said Jessie. “It’s beautiful.”
“Yeah, and it’s got a sunroof,” said Buzz. “Want to 

see?”
“Maybe later,” I said. “I think Sylvia wants to go.” I 
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pointed at Buzz’s mum who was shaking her keys. 
“Okay, see you, sweetheart,” she said. “I’ll pick you 

up in a couple of hours.” She went to kiss her daughter 
but Buzz turned her head and shrugged her away.

“Yeah, whatever,” she said.
I smiled and waved instead. “See you later, Sylvia.” 

She gave me a grin, and then started the car, did a quick 
turn and drove away. 

“You don’t have to talk to her,” said Buzz. “It’s only 
my mum.”

“I’m just being polite,” I said. “And plus I like her. 
She always makes those really nice blueberry muffins.”

Buzz rolled her eyes. “She’s supposed to. That’s her 
job, right? That’s what mums do.” She walked past me 
towards the gate and then stopped. “Sam! Hello. Is Ollie 
here?”

Sam shrugged. “Can you see him?”
“Well, obviously not,” she said. “But normally you 

know where he is, right?” 
“He’s out today. At his dad’s place I think.”
“Shame,” said Buzz. She tossed her head. “We should 

have all hung out together.”
“Sam is going,” I said with a meaningful look and 

surprisingly Sam agreed with me. 
“Not staying where I’m not wanted,” he said. His 

voice sounded all cracked again. 
Jessie’s eyes got big, her lip dropped and she did her 

melty-heart face. “Oh, no, we want you Sam,” she said, 
all mournful, but Sam hardly looked at her. His eyes 
were on me.

I shrugged. “I’ll see you later, okay? Maybe the rope 
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swing later on?”
His face perked up. “Yeah, maybe,” and he found his 

bike, clipped on his helmet and sped back down the hill.
Jessie sighed. It was just a little one, but Buzz pounced.
“You’re in love with Sam,” she said. “You seriously 

are.”
“Noooo,” said Jessie, but her face was getting redder. 

“I’m not.”
“If you weren’t, you wouldn’t be blushing,” said 

Buzz. She threw herself on the trampoline. “But, and no 
offence— I’m just being honest— I don’t think he likes 
you.”

“What?” said Jessie. Her knees almost sank under 
her. “Who does he like?”

Buzz tilted her head towards me. I looked puzzled 
so she glared directly at me with a piercing stare. When 
I still didn’t say anything, she pointed at me with her 
finger.

“Can’t you tell? Sam’s in love with Abby?”
I nearly choked. In fact, I started to cough so hard 

that Playdough woke up from his nap and came running 
across the garden to see if I was okay.

“Sam’s in love with me? You’re so crazy, Buzz. There’s 
just no way that’s true.”

Jessie’s eyes were open as wide as they could go. 
“Really? He likes Abby?”

“Totally,” said Buzz. She put on a superior face. “Can’t 
you tell? He’s always hanging out here, he’s always 
talking to her and the way he looks at her is hilarious.”

“Exc-yoo-se me,” I said. “Sam and I have been friends 
since we moved here in Year Two so yeah, we talk. And 
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he lives just over there, so of course he hangs out here. 
And he doesn’t look at me. You’ve got it totally wrong.” 
I shook my head and jiggled my shoulders like I was 
trying to shrug off some stray insects.

“Anyway, we shouldn’t even be thinking about that 
stuff. We’re only 12. Well, I am. You guys are only 11 
still. Jessie, you should stop thinking about Sam that 
way. We’re too young for that.”

“Maybe you are,” said Buzz. She looked amused. 
“What do you mean?” I said.
“Buzz, don’t,” said Jessie. “Just forget it.”
“Yeah, let’s move on,” I said. “We’re all here, it’s a 

great day and I have the most amazing idea ever.” I 
hugged myself and stood on my toes with excitement. 
“You totally have to hear it.”

“We will,” said Buzz. “But you have to feed me first. 
Mum forgot to make pancakes for breakfast and I wasn’t 
going to eat her boring cereal. I’m super hungry.”

“I can make pancakes,” I said. “The best.”
“Why do you think I asked?” said Buzz. She grinned 

at me. “Let’s go.”
Half an hour later, with pancakes balancing on plates 

and syrup nearly dripping from our forks we made our 
way out through the garden and down the path through 
the bush to where the creek slows down around some 
flat rocks.

“Here,” I said. “This is the spot.”
“For what?” said Jessie. 
“Sit, eat, and listen,” I said. “To the best idea ever.”
Buzz looked around her. “Am I going to wreck my 

shorts? It’s kind of mossy, don’t you think?”
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I gave her my big eyes of ridiculousness. “Seriously? 
They’re just shorts. Don’t be picky.”

She pursed up her mouth, dusted off a flat spot and 
lowered her bottom to the ground, careful not to let her 
legs touch the dirt. I opened my mouth to laugh at her 
and then decided to close it again. Last time I told her 
off for worrying about something totally stupid (and it 
really was stupid— she was desperate to know whether 
her hair was smooth enough) she got insanely upset for 
no reason at all and wouldn’t talk to me for the whole of 
second session at school. I had to pretend to be sorry at 
lunch and act extra-nice (which was really annoying for 
me) before things went back to normal. 

“What’s wrong with her?” I’d asked Jessie later. “That 
was totally nuts, over something so stupid.”

Jessie had shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. No 
idea.”

Better to be safe today, I said to myself. Smart idea, Abby. 
And I flumped down on a really mossy patch of rock 
with my plate of pancakes. 

“Oops,” I said. “Spots.” Four splatters of maple syrup 
flew from the plate right on to my t-shirt. “It’s okay. I’ll 
just fix it.” I pinched my shirt between my fingers and 
brought it up to my mouth so I could suck off the drops. 
“Done.”

Jessie laughed and Buzz made a face like, gross, but 
I generously ignored her and wiped my fingers on my 
shorts.

“Rats. I sat on a wet patch too,” I said. A dark water 
stain was slowly spreading from my bottom around to 
my pocket. “Oh well, who cares, right?”
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“These are really yummy, Abby,” said Jessie earnestly. 
“Don’t you think, Buzz?”

“Awesome,” said Buzz, looking away from me. 
“Really nice.”

“So what’s your idea? It sounds exciting.” Jessie kept 
talking. “Are you going to tell us?”

“Yeah. What’s so important that you had to wake me 
up super-early on the morning after the Show?” said 
Buzz. 

I gulped my mouthful of pancake, swallowing loudly 
and put my plate down on the rock. The fork fell off with 
a crash so I scrabbled around for it and put it back on 
before I turned right around to face my two best friends. 
And then I took a deep breath in and started to talk. 

“Okay, so you know how we won the talent quest 
and everything, and everyone was saying, ‘you girls are 
awesome together’, like, all night?” My voice went up 
like a question. 

Jessie nodded her head. 
“Well, right at the end of the Show, it was like I had 

some kind of... um...” I looked down at my hands and 
then around at the trees, searching for the word. “Maybe, 
like a vision?”

“A vision?” said Buzz. Her eyes were very open.
“I don’t really mean a vision,” I said, puffing out 

my cheeks and trying to think. “Maybe more of an 
understanding. A sort of thought that just came to me, 
but really strongly. I just can’t think of how to put it 
exactly.”

“An epiphany?” asked Jessie. Buzz and I turned to 
stare at her. My mouth may even have dropped open a 
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little bit. 
“Epiphany?” Buzz said.
“How do you know that word?” I asked. “I mean, it’s 

exactly the right word. I just can’t believe you said it.”
Jessie’s face went red. “I don’t know. My grandma 

said it once and then I heard it on a TV show. It just 
popped out.”

“Well it’s totally right,” I said and made a proud face. 
“See? Smart girls...”

“...always stick together,” said Buzz and Jessie in 
unison.

“And that’s the other thing,” I said, all excited now. 
“My epiphany, if you like, was exactly about that. Us 
three, us smart girls, always sticking together.”

I crossed my legs, put one hand on each knee and 
looked them both, deep in the eyes. “We’re best friends, 
right?”

“Totally,” nodded Jessie.
“Mmm hmm,” said Buzz.
“Well, let’s promise to always be best friends. Always 

stick together. No matter what.”
A little breeze blew past my face and above us the 

gum tree branches swayed and crackled. A magpie 
called its curly sound. For half a second, before my 
friends said anything, while my idea was still floating 
dreamily outside my mouth and set free from my heart, 
it felt like the rock underneath me was magnetic, holding 
me in one position, poised in time forever. The hairs on 
my arms stood up and I could feel tingles all over my 
scalp. 

“Yeah. Why not? I mean, okay.” At the sound of 
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Jessie’s voice the magnet turned off and everything was 
back to normal, including the wet feeling on the side 
of my shorts. I shifted position and then looked up at 
Jessie’s face. It was nervous-happy. Unsure but wanting 
to please. 

“Really?” I said. “That’s awesome. Buzz, what do you 
think?”

Buzz was looking at the rock to one side of her, 
picking at dead leaves and brushing dirt away. I couldn’t 
see her face.

“Buzz,” said Jessie. Her voice was all excited now. 
“What do you think about Abby’s idea?”

Buzz looked up to the creek, back down at her hand 
and then to Jessie and me. She shrugged. And then 
grinned. “Yeah, whatever. Why not?”

“Yay!” I yelled so loud that Buzz put her hands over 
her ears, but she did it with a smile on her face and a 
look like, ‘you’re so crazy, Abby, my best friend’. Half 
a second later, I heard Playdough start barking back at 
the house. 

“Ha ha,” I said. “I bet even Sam could hear that.”
“Do you think he did?” said Jessie, with wide-open 

eyes. “Really?”
“Stop. No boy talk. That has to be one of the rules. We 

never talk about boys. Way too boring.”
“Rules?” said Buzz. “What are you talking about?”
“The last bit of my idea, of course,” I said, jumping 

up and down. “Now that we’re officially best friends 
forever, we should have a club. With a name and a place 
to meet and everything.”

“And rules,” said Buzz. Her voice sounded skeptical.
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“Yeah, but only so it’s a really good club,” said Jessie. 
“It’s a fantastic idea, Abby. I totally think we should do 
it.”

I stood straight, excited, wiping wet dirt off my shorts. 
“Don’t you see? Year Six is going to be the most 

awesome year of our lives so far. But then when Year 
Seven comes and everyone goes off to different high 
schools on the buses, well, I’ve heard of so many best 
friends who haven’t stayed friends, like, even just one 
year later. But we don’t have to be like them. We can 
decide to stay friends, and a club will be the best way to 
do that.”

Jessie’s eyes were shining, Buzz had a half smile on 
her face and dappled sunshine was playing on the creek.

“Smart girls— and that’s us— have to stick together,” 
I said. “So let’s do it. Let’s actually do it.”

I held out my hands to them and they stood up as 
well, Jessie jumping up and Buzz getting more slowly to 
her feet. 

“I will if you will,” I said. 
“I will,” said Jessie, and she took my hand.
“Yeah, okay,” said Buzz. She took the other and 

grabbed Jessie’s hand too.
“To our epiphany, to our friendship and to our club,” 

I said, and swung all of our hands up high.
“To our epiphany, to our friendship and to our club,” 

they repeated. Buzz dropped my hand.
“So have you thought of a name for this club?” she 

said.
“Of course.” I said. “I’ve thought of everything. Ever 

since I arrived in the Valley and we all became friends, 
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we’ve been the Smart Girls.” I took a breath. “What else 
would we be?”


