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Dedication 

For Jemima, who is a better writer than me,  

and for Gabrielle, who wrote herself in to the story with her enthusiasm. 



 

Chapter 1  
I have a way of becoming invisible.  

I sit in my hammock chair in my room at home and take out my hearing aid, 

start a gentle rock and slowly close my eyes. I begin to melt until I am no one. 

I don’t exist. No one can see me. 

It’s easier that way. When I’m invisible I don’t have to think about my dad 

and all of that stuff. When I’m invisible I don’t have to feel anything. The 

pain and grief and fear goes away. I go numb and quiet. 

I do it all the time at home. I sit in my chair for hours. It helps me stay 

invisible at school and when I’m out with Mum. I know how to walk so that 

people don't see me. I can sit in a corner and be ignored all day. People don't 

talk to me. I've learned how to make my body language say this girl doesn’t 

want to be here—go away. Cross your arms, lean forward, look down, look 

away. 

 There are times when I become invisible at home, in the kitchen, when it's 

just me and Mum. She tries to chat but I don't talk back unless it's about 

something like breakfast cereal. Corn flakes or Weetbix? Have we got any 

milk? That’s all it is.  

“Don’t tell anyone your problems Jaz.” Mum’s said it enough times to me 

that it’s part of my mantra now. “They don’t care. They’ll just leave you.” 

And I don’t want her to leave me so I don’t let myself feel things because if I 

do, I’ll have to tell someone. And I think that if I started to tell someone how 

I felt I’d never be able to stop so it’s easier just to not feel anything because 

that way there’s no issue. 

I hate doing it, just giving her really pathetic answers to questions like how 

was school today? But if I gave her anything more she might keep asking 

questions and then, I don't know, I might end up having to talk and having to 

feel. 

It drives Mum crazy. With every yep and nup I can see her face get even 

more tight and pinched than usual. She blurts out questions and tries to offer 

advice. I know she means well, but I just don’t know how to handle it when 

people pay attention to me. I’m scared of being seen. I’m scared of doing 

anything. I’m scared of losing another person who loves me. I’d rather just 

drift. 

But it doesn’t look like I’m going to able to drift right now. I’m sitting 

outside the principal’s office next to Mum, whose back is so furiously straight 

that I know she’s really upset. I close my eyes to try to block out the sight of 

the sickly grass green carpet. Everything about this waiting room is ugly. And 

it’s cold, almost as cold as it is outside. The smell of stale air and ancient 

wood panelling is sticking in my nostrils.  

Mum digs me in the ribs. It’s her usual way of getting my attention, which 

wouldn’t be so bad except that her fingernails are long, and I open my eyes 

again. 

I catch a glimpse of Shalini through the gap in the blinds on the window. 

She looks defiant as usual, drumming her thumbs against the chair and 

pretending to look at anything except Mr Fellowes. I wonder how it would 

feel to not care about anyone in the world and I pull my shoulders back and 



 

put a pout across my face but after a few seconds I am tired with the effort 

and I slump back to my usual posture. 

Tyra and Rae have already been in for their turn. I saw their faces—white, 

tear stained and sulky—as they escaped down the hall and back to class. 

Tyra's chin was wobbling and Rae had dropped her lower lip, but I doubt it 

will last long. They’ll probably be laughing in 15 minutes about how they 

managed to get out of double maths. They don’t really care about much. They 

just follow Shalini. But they still did a fair bit of damage so I guess there will 

be some punishment coming. 

I look up at Mum. She catches my eye and for a second I am shocked by the 

pain in her face. I want to hold her hand. I want to sign to her, it’s okay, I’m 

sorry. Let’s wind the clock back and start again. But winding the clock back 

would mean going through it all again—dad dying, the funeral, Mum crying 

for weeks and weeks, moving, moving again and everything else that 

happened. I can’t do that. It’s too much. I look down at my feet and rock tiny 

movements on my chair with my eyes closed. I try to become invisible, 

especially to myself. 

I feel the cold rush of wind from the opening door before I hear the noise of 

the door handle. Shalini is leaving the office in a great huff. She’s like one of 

those cyclones you see on the news. They come through, everyone talks about 

them and they leave a trail of broken rubbish behind. I don’t dare lift my eyes 

to hers. I still can’t believe that she did it, that she carried out her crazy plan 

for revenge. And I can’t believe that I went along. 

“Jazmine!” 

Mr Fellowes is standing in his doorway. I notice, almost without thinking 

about it, that his beige shirt and brown tie exactly match the colours of his 

office door. He’s tied his jumper around his shoulders like he’s trying to be 

trendy in an American teen movie. 

“Jazmine!” 

He says my name again. This time, his voice is like a crack across my back. 

Instinctively I reach out to adjust my hearing aid. 

“It’s your turn,” he says and looks at Mum. “Thank you for coming down 

Mrs. Crawford. I am sorry to take you away from your work.” 

I can see Mum is worried. I guess I would be too if I was called away from 

my office down to my daughter’s school because she had been damaging 

property. I look again at her face and I also see embarrassment. It’s in the 

corners of her mouth, and the way she is holding her shoulders—kind of 

defending herself. Again, I can’t blame her really. “Don’t tell people your 

problems, Jaz,” she tells me. “Don’t show them either.” But now her friends 

know that her daughter is a troublemaker and she gets a lecture from the 

principal for being a bad mother because of what I did.  

What I did. That’s what it’s all about now. 

When I stand up it’s like my legs are detached from my body. They just 

move because they have to. I follow Mum in to Mr Fellowes’ office. He has a 

massive wooden desk that he sits behind. It's so big that it seems to unbalance 

the room, and I wonder if everything is just going to tip over like when you 

stand too close to the edge of a small boat. My mother chooses a straight back 

chair to the left, underneath a framed photograph of a river. I am looking at it, 



 

forgetting where I am and trying to drift away with it when I feel Mum grab 

my wrist and pull me down to the chair next to her. 

Pay attention, she signs to me. I do, for about a minute, but then I realize 

that Miss Fraser is standing on the other side of the room. I can't look at her. 

I’m too afraid of what she will think of me. I drop my head and pretend to 

ignore what Mr Fellowes is telling my mother. What he is telling her about 

what I am supposed to have done. 

“Mrs Crawford, again, we are very sorry to bring you down here. However, 

Jazmine has been involved in a serious incident, involving destruction of 

property in the drama classroom.” He nods towards Miss Fraser. “You may 

be aware that Miss Fraser is head of drama. She’s the one who found the girls 

‘trashing’, as I suppose they would say, the drama classroom.” 

Mr Fellowes leans back in his chair. His boring tie has fallen to the right 

down his chest, leaving a line of very dull buttons. He takes a deep breath in 

and then out. A long hair escaping from his nostril flickers in the breeze. 

After that, I notice ear hair as well. 

I’m gripping the edges of my chair. The metal feels even colder than it 

should against my fingertips. It's something else to concentrate on, apart from 

the words that seem to be piling up over my head. 

“...and so there was quite a bit of damage,” says the principal to Mum. “Our 

school policy has always been that destruction of school property means an 

automatic suspension. I know that Jazmine is new to school, and I’m well 

aware of the family history...”  

I feel Mum’s back get stiffer but Mr Fellowes seems unaware.  

He goes on. “I’m afraid the rule is the rule. And frankly I don’t know what 

sort of message it would send if Jazmine didn’t have the same punishment as 

the others. All of them are having the full three weeks’ suspension.” 

Three weeks’ suspension. Great. I’m having the book thrown at me. Mum is 

cringing in her seat. I don't think she thought it would be this bad. If only she 

knew the truth. But I hardly feel like explaining and I’m sure no one would 

believe me anyway, especially not Miss Fraser. 

Miss Fraser. I glance over to see what she looks like. I’m guessing her face 

is as black as everyone else’s. After all it was her classroom that got trashed 

and her drama props that Shalini ruined. If it was me, I’d be pretty angry too. 

Surprisingly, though Miss Fraser looks calm. Thoughtful, kind and calm. 

“Mr Fellowes,” she says, “I know this is a little bit out of order. I have an 

idea. It might be something that would both fulfil the policy as well as be 

helpful for Jazmine. Would you mind if I took a minute?” 

I watch the two of them walk out of the office. I have no idea what’s going 

on. Mum looks as confused as I feel. She signs to me, did you do this? I need 

to know why. I just hang my head. 

“I don’t know,” I say quietly. “It just happened.” Everything just happens, I 

think. I don’t ever do anything. But I guess this time I did. 

I look up at her. I know that I have avoided her for a long time, and I don't 

think she would believe me but honestly, the last thing I ever wanted to do 

was make my mum sad.  

“I’m sorry.” I’m mumbling my words. I don't think she can hear me. 



 

The door creaks and we both look up. Mr Fellowes and Miss Fraser are 

back. Their faces are still serious but Miss Fraser is calm and Mr Fellowes 

seems more positive. This time he doesn't sit behind the enormous desk. He 

perches on the side of it. 

“Mrs Crawford. Jazmine. Miss Fraser has told me a little bit more 

information about what happened today in the classroom,” Mr Fellowes 

begins. He looks straight at me. His nose hair is still distracting. I try to find a 

way to avoid his stare. 

 “It seems that your part in this whole sorry affair was less than the others.” 

He is watching for my reaction. I don't like to give reactions. I stay as still as I 

can. 

“Apparently, and this is what Miss Fraser has said, you seem to have been 

instrumental in saving a few of the most precious things for the drama 

production.” His voice goes up at the end, like a question. “You rescued some 

of the drama props, yes?” 

I do nothing. I’m waiting. I can’t react yet. I don’t know what’s coming. 

He folds his arms. I don't think he's pleased with how I am taking his words. 

“I am not excusing you, not at all,” he says, “but you are only young. And 

I’m prepared to give you a second chance.” 

All of a sudden it’s like every eye in the room is on me. Mr Fellowes has 

not stopped staring. Mum has turned her whole body to look at me. Miss 

Fraser is watching from her side of the room, calm and steady. The pressure 

is unbearable. I hate it when people look at me. All I want is to be invisible, 

but now Mum is lifting her eyebrows at me. 

“Is this true? Have you told us everything about what happened?” she asks. 

I can hear nervousness in her voice. 

It’s hard to think. I’m breathing faster, feeling nervous—almost sick. Come 

on, I think, let’s just get this over with. Just whatever you do don’t make me 

explain. 

“I think it would be good to hear from Jazmine,” says Mr Fellowes. “Would 

you like to tell us what happened?” 

Great. They want me to explain. 

I open my mouth and nothing comes out. I’m like a goldfish staring out of a 

fish tank, flapping my lips. 

“Jazmine, we can only help you if you’ll talk to us,” says Miss Fraser. She 

smiles at me. It is kind and reassuring. It’s a smile like dad used to have 

before everything went bad. My hands relax a little and the shaking stops. 

“It’s kind of hard to explain,” I say. I look around the room for help but 

they’re still watching me. Mum is getting impatient. She is biting the inside of 

her lip, something she always does when she’s had enough and she doesn’t 

know what to do anymore. 

“Come on Jaz,” she says. “Just tell the teacher what happened.” 

“Take your time Jazmine,” says Miss Fraser. Her voice is very clear and 

confident. I can hear every word she says perfectly. “I know you can do this.” 

I look at her face—strong and kind—and I take a deep breath. 

“I guess it was because of the play tryouts—last term. When the lists came 

out yesterday with the cast and everything, Shalini was kind of angry because 

she didn’t get the part in the play that she tried out for. I don’t know... she 



 

was really mad with you.” I’m apologizing with my face. I feel bad telling 

Miss Fraser that someone hates her. 

“She wanted to pay you back. So she came up with a plan to wreck your 

classroom. Tyra and Rae, well they wanted to do it. I’m not trying to get out 

of it, but honestly, I didn’t really want to.” I put my head down again. “I went 

with them. I don’t know why. It all just kind of happened.” 

Mr Fellowes looks at me intently. His tie is back in the middle of his chest. 

I feel so exhausted from speaking to them all that I don’t even notice his nose 

hair. 

His voice is very serious. “Jazmine, I need to ask you a serious question. 

Did you help trash the room?” 

“No,” I say quietly. 

“And this is a very important question. You need to tell the truth.” He has 

shifted off the desk, standing on the floor. His hands are in his pockets. “Did 

you try to save some of the props?” 

I kick the legs of my chair. I feel like I have no more colour in my face. 

Every speck of energy that I have has gone into answering these questions. 

“I guess.” 

Some tension seems to go out of the room. Mr Fellowes’ shoulders drop 

about three inches. My mother exhales loudly. The breeze ruffles my hair. 

“Jazmine.” This time it’s Miss Fraser talking. “I think you owe us an 

explanation. I think you need to tell us why you went along. Where did it all 

start?” 

 



 

Chapter 2 
Where did it all start? Why did I go along? Why did it happen? Maybe it 

started today, maybe it started three months ago. Maybe it all goes back a lot 

further. I don't know. 

When we came here, I started my fourth school in four years. Since my dad 

died, we’ve been moving and moving and moving. It’s like Mum can’t stand 

being in one place. As soon as one house is unpacked, she starts packing 

again and we go somewhere else. I don’t unpack, I never settle, I never put 

roots down. The only thing I ever do is put my hammock chair up in my 

room. It has become my feeling of home. 

It’s hard to make friends when you’re always new. It’s even harder to make 

friends when they notice you wear a hearing aid. My voice is getting better, 

but it’s not always clear and I have to work hard to make sure that I’m 

listening to people and that they can understand me. That’s another thing that 

frustrates my mum. I don’t really work at it. Maybe sometimes people try a 

little bit to be friendly but I don’t always hear them and it seems that not 

many people try twice.  

It’s easier to drift around at school then to get involved. After we moved out 

of Mudgee when I was about nine, after Dad died, I went to Bay Public 

School for a while and spent my lunch times in the library. When we lived in 

Braidwood I watched everyone doing skipping at lunch. By the end of the 

year I knew the difference between double Dutch, double unders and dipsy 

doodles. At the Valley School, they had a really enthusiastic student-teacher 

who organized an art club at lunch. I sat in the corner and watched. I can’t 

draw to save myself but I know all about charcoal, shading and watercolours 

now. 

This school is different, though. I mean, because it’s a high school, it’s 

bigger for one thing. There are so many people that it’s much easier to be 

unnoticed. 

I started out eating my lunch at one of the seats in the corner of the main 

quad. I was trying to be by myself but after about a week, Shalini and the 

others kept coming to sit where I was. In the beginning they mostly talked to 

themselves. I was happy to be ignored and they were pretty good at ignoring 

me. But Shalini likes to stir things up and one day she started at me. 

“Hey, deaf girl,” she said. “Can you hear me or what?” She was standing up 

about two metres away from me but by the way she pushed out her chin I felt 

like her face was ten centimetres from mine. Her eyes looked mean. 

I stopped eating my egg and lettuce sandwich and looked at her bleached 

blond head, chipped black fingernails and black combat boots. She was tall 

and she was big and she looked like she could do me some damage. 

“I can hear you,” I said. I was pushing panic down and doing everything I 

could to appear calm. 

“You don’t say much,” she said. “Are you stupid? Are you a special?” She 

held up her fingers like quote marks when she said the word special. Tyra and 

Rae giggled. They seemed to think that everything Shalini said was hilarious. 

Where is this going? I thought to myself. I felt out of control, almost 

spinning. 

“I don’t think so,” I said. “I’m alright.”  



 

“Did you hear that?” she said to her friends. “She doesn’t think so. She’s 

alright.”  

Quote marks again on alright.  

“You can sit here deaf girl. I’ll let you. Say thank you.” 

I looked at her face. Her eyes seemed less aggressive, although her mouth 

was still sneering at me. The panic melted away. Today would not be the day 

that I died. Rather than say thank you, I signed it, very slowly and 

deliberately, and went back to eating my sandwich. And so began the truce 

between me, deaf girl, and Shalini. 

At first it was simple. I ate my lunch with them, listened to their 

conversation and kept to myself. But Shalini doesn’t like having someone 

around that she can’t control and soon she turned me into her runner girl. 

“Deaf girl—I need a milkshake from the canteen. You can get it for me. 

Here’s the money.” 

“Deaf girl—get me a pie for lunch. Bacon and cheese. And a sausage roll as 

well. And you’d better make it a diet coke. I’m losing weight.” 

I wasn't used to people speaking to me and it was easier to do what she said 

then to stand up to her so I did it. I bought Shalini sandwiches and ‘health’ 

bars, handed in her homework and took back her library books. 

It kind of felt like having a friend. And it had been years since I had any 

friends. I missed it. For the first time, somebody needed me. And then one 

day I guess she must have gotten used to having me around because she even 

stood up for me. 

I was carrying a salad roll back to our seats from the canteen. I had to go 

past Angela Smith. She’s one of the ‘princess’ girls in my maths class. She 

wears mascara and eye shadow and rolls her skirt up so it’s really short. She 

walks around like she owns the school. She’d never had anything much to say 

to me before, but on this day she decided it would be funny to stick her foot 

out into my path.  

It was like I was in slow motion. I saw her foot but I couldn’t stop and I saw 

myself stumble, overbalance and head towards the concrete path, still holding 

the sandwich. It was possibly the most embarrassing fall of my life. The slow 

mo switched off, and I was on the floor with a thud. The sting hit my elbows 

first and then I felt wet blood on my knees as well. The sandwich, amazingly, 

was okay. But as I looked around to work out what had happened, it fell out 

of my hand, a great splotch of bread and salad, layered onto concrete. 

“Oops,” said Angela, looking around with wide eyes. The rest of the 

princess gang giggled behind their hands. “Oh. You have to be careful!” she 

said to me. “Care-ful!” She said the word at twice the normal volume and 

pulled it out as long as it could go. “You must be blind as well as deaf.”  

The princesses giggled some more. For some reason, they found the sight of 

grated lettuce and carrots all over the pavement completely hilarious. 

As if that wasn’t bad enough, I suddenly saw Liam Costa from my drama 

class heading towards me. It looked like he was going to try and help me up. 

Suddenly I could feel a prickle of tears behind my eyes and a rush of red up to 

my face. This was serious mortification. 

I was cringing on the ground, my world closing in and suffocating me so I 

could hardly breathe when I suddenly heard Shalini's big voice. 



 

“Laugh at yourself you dropkick,” she yelled at Angela. “I saw you stick 

your foot out you prissy moron.” 

Angela made a face at her friends and took a step forward. “What do you 

care?” she said. “Sorry—what was your name again?” But it wasn’t really a 

question. She must’ve been feeling brave. Not too many people would take 

on Shalini. And she kept going. “Anyway, she's not exactly cool. What's 

wrong with her anyway? She always looks so miserable. Would it kill her to 

smile once in a while?” 

“I’ll kill you if you smile again,” said Shalini taking a step closer to Angela, 

who backed off, giving her hair a toss. 

“Whatever,” she said, flouncing away and rolling her eyes. 

I looked at Shalini. Thankfully Liam Costa seemed to have melted away. 

The air seemed lighter. Suddenly I could breathe again. I pulled myself up, 

testing out my twisted ankle. I could walk, but it hurt a bit. The bleeding 

seemed to have stopped from my knee. 

“Um, thanks?” I said. 

“Whatever,” she said. I followed her, back to our seats. I was limping a 

little bit. “That sandwich is history.” she said to Tyra and Rae, and then to me 

as an afterthought. “I should have made Angela eat it off the ground. That 

would have been really funny.” 

I ventured a tiny smile. 

“Actually though,” said Shalini. She looked thoughtful. This was new. I had 

never seen her face look like this before. 

 “Why are you so miserable?” she said narrowing her eyes. “Someone die 

on you?” 

Her words echoed in my head. It felt like my heart did a great big flump. I 

started to turn red and I could feel a panic rush all the way from my toes. It 

got up to about my shoulders and I could feel tears again starting to prickle 

when she suddenly said, “Yeah, like I care. Ha ha.” 

She put on a silly voice and screwed up her face, “Ooh, come on, tell me 

about your feelings. Ooh, I feel so sad, I want to cry…” 

I dropped my head and turned away. I heard her giggling with the others but 

I couldn’t turn back until I had control of myself again. I should have realized 

she would never want to talk seriously. 

What did Shalini want? It was a good question. I think the main thing was 

to be noticed. One of her favourite topics went like this: “One day when I’m 

famous, you’ll see. I’ll slam dunk these stupid people. I’ll show them how 

good I am,” all said in an angry tone of voice with Rae and Tyra nodding in 

agreement. Everything about her said, look at me, from the green nails to the 

dyed black hair to the nose piercing. It was all about bad girl Shalini and her 

‘don’t mess with me’ attitude all the time. At least it took people's eyes away 

from me. 

I was a little bit surprised when she tried out for the drama production. I 

didn’t think drama would be her thing but maybe she saw it as a way to get a 

higher profile. 

Every year the school did two big plays, junior and senior. Miss Fraser 

directed them both. Last year, apparently, the juniors did The Sound of 

Music. This year, it was to be a play called The Secret Garden. Someone told 



 

me it was supposed to be based on a book. I’ve never read it. I guess I don't 

read that much. 

Anyway, there were open auditions at lunch time, in the last week of second 

term. People who wanted to try out for parts got the script from Miss Fraser a 

week before and then turned up, supposedly prepared to do a read-through on 

the stage. The main part was a girl called Mary, who seems kind of grumpy at 

the beginning. She finds a garden and learns to be happy. Then there are two 

boys—Dickon and Colin. One is really nice, and one is really unhappy and 

mean. I think they become friends with Mary in the end. Then there are small 

parts like a housekeeper and a maid and a few old guys. Stuff like that.  

Of course, Shalini wanted the main part. She wanted to be Mary and she 

dragged us all along to the auditions to watch her. I sat, squirming in my seat, 

watching her murder the beautiful lines Miss Fraser had given her. We had to 

wait until first week back after the holidays to see who was picked and it was 

absolutely no surprise to me when her name didn't appear on the list of parts 

that Miss Fraser put up yesterday. 

Unfortunately, Shalini didn’t take the news so well. 

“Fraser is stupid,” she sulked. “She's playing favourites. I can't believe I 

didn't get that part. How could anyone give a part to that Angela Smith. She’s 

a dog.” 

I wouldn’t have called Angela a dog. If anything she was more like a 

pedigreed pooch. Everything about her was perfect and polished all the 

time—but with a vicious bite. And she was in everything. Student Council, 

the environment group, the healthy canteen advisory board, the rock-climbing 

club, photography group and choir. I think she also did dance, volunteered at 

the local zoo—probably taming alligators—and took quilting lessons. Drama 

was just another string to add to her bow. 

Tyra and Rae tried their best to calm Shalini down. “It’s just a stupid drama 

play,” Tyra said. “What do you care so much about it for?” 

“Yeah, you’re too good for her. Fraser doesn’t know what she’s missing,” 

said Rae. She put her hands on her hips. “Teachers always pick their 

favourites anyway. It’s unfair.” 

“Well I’m really sick of teachers treating me like rubbish,” said Shalini. Her 

face looked mean. “I’m sick of everyone disrespecting me. I’ll teach them 

what it feels like. No one ever thinks of me. I’m better than any of them. If 

they can’t see that, they’ve got no brains. I think it’s time for some payback.” 

I shifted away, a little uncomfortable. I put my head down and focused on 

zipping up my bag. It is amazing how hard it can be to get all your textbooks 

in without straining the zip. From that point I couldn’t really hear the rest of 

the conversation too well. Shalini, Rae and Tyra had their heads together. 

Looking back now, I guess they were making plans. When the bell went for 

class, I was hopeful that Shalini’s anger might just die down. 

It didn’t. 

Payback was coming.  

I probably should have guessed that something was going on when Shalini 

and the others turned up at lunchtime today with baseball bats. It wasn’t as if 

they had suddenly become sports freaks. I don’t think I ever saw them kick a 

ball or run unless they had to. 



 

They swallowed their lunch down very fast and then gathered close, 

giggling. 

“Here we go,” said Shalini. “You know what to do.” 

Rae looked at me. “Is she going to come?” She gestured to Shalini and 

tossed her head in my direction. 

I looked up at them, a question in my eyes. I still didn't know what was 

going on. But Shalini’s face was giving nothing away. Instead, her eyes 

flashed. She looked powerful and mean.  

“She was here when we made the plans, wasn’t she?” she said. She looked 

right at me. “You’re coming too, deaf girl.” Her mouth twisted with 

satisfaction. “Let’s go do this thing.” 

She led the way, swaggering down the path. Almost in a trance, I felt 

myself stand up and follow them. I suppose I could have stopped myself from 

walking, but I was drifting, being swept along. I didn’t know what was 

happening and I didn’t want to ask. 

The drama classroom was a double demountable at the back of the 

playground. It was out of sight and a two-minute walk from where everyone 

sat to have their lunch and Shalini, Rae and Tyra walked confidently, daring 

anyone to stop them.  

I trailed along behind, a zombie with no feelings and no brain. My fingers 

hung like lead from my arms. All I could feel was a sense of dread but I 

couldn’t stop what was coming. 

 When we got there, the door was unlocked and the classroom was empty. 

We went inside. The room smelled of paper, furniture polish and that kind of 

craft glue that leaves a thin film on your fingertips—perfect for peeling off 

when you’re bored. The class had been creating one of the props for the 

drama production—a huge, elaborate headdress, painted red. When I first saw 

it, all I could think of was that amazing burst of colour that comes right at the 

end of a sunset. The glue was to stick on hundreds of shiny stones, meant to 

look like gems. I wasn't sure, but I thought it was for a princess in the play. 

Miss Fraser had been helping. She had smiled at me while we were all 

working together. I had put my head down at the time, embarrassed at the 

attention, but I remembered her face. 

And now we were in her classroom. I stood against the wall, my eyes 

looking nervously around. What were they intending to do? I still didn't know 

what the plan was. 

Then it happened. Suddenly the room was chaos. The three girls went crazy 

and began wrecking the place. When Shalini took her bat to the whiteboard, 

the smashing noise went through my hearing aid. Rae and Tyra followed, 

hitting, bashing and destroying anything they could see or get to. I was 

frozen. My face was turning red, my fingers wouldn’t move. The girls seem 

to go crazier the more things they hit. Shalini was screaming and yelling. She 

was on a kind of bizarre high. 

I was breathing faster, higher than ever before. I wanted to faint, pass out, 

escape or leave. Anything but be here. But I was glued to the wall. Nothing 

worked in my body. It was like somebody had me pinned up, completely 

helpless. 



 

I looked to the end of the classroom and suddenly I could move again. 

Poking out from behind a desk I saw the headdress. It looked as though it had 

been finished since I saw it last—it was huge, elaborate and beautiful. My 

legs came to life and I ran to the end of the room as fast as I could, making a 

tiny yelping sound with every in-breath. In my mind I was seeing Miss 

Fraser’s face if she saw it destroyed. Something told me what to do, and I 

pushed it underneath the desk and out of sight of the three girls who were 

raging around me. 

And then I didn’t know what else to do. I felt like I was whirling in 

confusion, my mind whizzing with panic and questions. 

This is terrible, I thought. How am I going to get out of this? 

My answer came in the next second as I looked up to see Miss Fraser in the 

door with a look of white-hot anger across her face. 

“Girls!” Her voice was strong, confident and furious. “Stop! What are you 

doing?” 

My answer flashed across my thoughts. What was I doing? I had absolutely 

no idea. 

 



 

Chapter 3 
“Do you understand what I’ve just told you?” 

I am back in the brown and beige panelled office. I look up from my hard 

chair. Telling Mr Fellowes and Miss Fraser, and Mum of course, about the 

whole mess has worn me out. I feel completely spent, drained, washed out 

like an old dishrag. I’d rather be anywhere than here, and I have drifted off 

for a little while. 

Mr Fellowes is talking to me. “I'm giving you a chance, Jazmine,” he says. 

“I’m giving you the opportunity to redeem yourself. Even though you didn’t 

do the damage in the room, you were still there. By just following along, you 

actually made a choice to do the wrong thing. Now I'm offering you a choice 

to go the other way.” 

Mum pokes me. I think I have a bruise now because she has done this so 

many times today. I squirm and shift in my seat and wriggle my fingers which 

seem to have stuck together. 

Miss Fraser leans towards me and looks at me full in the face. She has 

greeny brown eyes with flecks in them. They are kind eyes. Different from 

Shalini’s. 

“This is my offer. I want you to help me run the drama production. It will 

mean you will have to work with me every afternoon after school for the next 

eight weeks until the show opens. You will have to work hard, and I won’t let 

you slack off. If I say paint a set, you will paint the set. If I say iron a costume 

you will iron the costume. Basically, you will be my assistant and you will 

make up for the damage that your friends did.” 

My face goes hot as my heart goes cold. Work on a drama production? You 

couldn't pay me to do this. I am horrified. Surely she doesn't expect me to do 

something where people will see me, will notice me? 

I take a deep breath and open my mouth. 

“I'm not trying to be rude,” I say. “But you said there was a choice.” 

Mum rolls her eyes. “Honestly, have you missed everything that's been 

going on?” She shrugs her shoulders and looks away apologetically, as if to 

say, it’s not my fault she’s like this. 

Mr Fellowes folds his hands in front of him on the desk. “The choice, 

Jazmine,” he says slowly and loudly, his nose hair frisking back-and-forth 

with every breath, “is between helping Miss Fraser or being suspended for 

three weeks like Shalini and the others and having it marked down on your 

permanent record.”  

He clears his throat. It is loud and phlegmy. “Personally, I would suspend 

you, but Miss Fraser has talked me into this. You’ll have to convince me that 

you are worth the trouble because so far I haven’t seen much that’s worth 

saving about you. I’ll be honest. I’ll give you one chance. If there are any slip 

ups, you're out on suspension immediately.” 

“Come on, Jazmine,” says Mum. She sounds weary and desperate. “You’re 

being given a lifeline here. Show some gratitude.” 

Believe me, I would love to show some gratitude but I can hardly talk. My 

throat has frozen, my tongue is furry and my fingers are gripping the seat 

again. 



 

Yes, it’s a choice. It’s definitely a choice, but Miss Fraser has given me the 

sort of option that I have been spending the last four years trying to avoid. 

Helping out the drama production means doing things, being seen, talking to 

people. It might even mean having my name in a program! The thought of it 

is making me feel ill. 

 This is no choice. Suspension would be terrible, but at least it would be 

easy. All I would have to do would be to wait out the three weeks and try to 

ignore Mum. ‘Redemption’ on the other hand would be putting me into a 

completely different sort of hell. 

“Well, come on,” says Mr Fellowes, impatiently. “What are you going to 

do?” 

I look around wildly as if to find some sort of secret exit. My eyes fly over 

the laminate panelling on the walls, the green carpet and the ceiling panels 

with their fluorescent lights. I remember reading a spy book when I was eight 

where the main character could press a button on the chair and be suddenly 

transported via a chute right out of the building. Where is a chute when you 

need one? Mr Fellowes’ office had one door, with his name written on it in 

black paint and I knew that there was no going out of it until this was over. 

“Jazmine,” says Miss Fraser. I have to turn to look at her on the other side 

of the room. “I know that you think this is not a choice. I know that you 

would rather die than help me do something where you might be noticed. I 

know that this is not easy. But I need to tell you something. So far, not 

making choices hasn’t worked out very well for you. You’ve followed along 

because it was easy, but look; you've ended up here, haven’t you? You are 

facing a suspension which could have serious consequences in the future, all 

because you've done nothing.” 

She steps in closer to me. “Make the right choice and get yourself on track 

now or you will end up who knows where. You have this thing called a life. 

It’s only you that gets to live it and you only get to do it one time.” 

She pauses. “Don’t drift anymore. Do something.” 

Everyone is looking at me. Mum's eyes are sad and imploring. Mr 

Fellowes’ are firm, with a hint of disbelief. I focus on Miss Fraser. Her eyes 

tell me that for some reason she believes in me. 

It’s enough. I have heard her. I know she’s right. Even though I don't want 

to believe it, I know that I don’t want to go down the path I seem to have 

found myself on. I’m terrified of the pain to come, but I know that the pain I 

am in is worse. Something has to change and I feel desperate enough to 

change it right now. 

 I raise my head slightly and say, as if I am reading out lines, “I will choose 

the drama production please.” Inside my body is fighting itself and my mind 

is running in circles and every joint feels stiff, but I have made my first 

choice in four years and I feel a little bit like I can breathe. 

The rest of the day is a blur. I don't see Shalini, Rae or Tyra in any of my 

classes. I think they got sent straight home. I guess they won’t be back for 

another three weeks. My mum goes home and I go to maths and then, in the 

last hour, drama. 



 

All through maths I carry a surprising feeling of freedom in my body. Even 

copying from the board seems easier. Something has been unlocked inside me 

that I was not expecting. 

We go to drama, not in the trashed room, but in an area behind the stage in 

the auditorium. Everyone is talking about why we’ve moved rooms although 

no one knows exactly what happened. The rumours are nuts—someone even 

thought that Shalini was caught kissing a Year 10 boy in the drama room—

but I’m not about to tell. Miss Fraser is very calm and treats me very 

normally, which I find surprising. I feel extremely awkward and can hardly 

look at her in the eye. 

But my newfound sense of freedom has opened some sort of box of bravery 

and I have a question which I just have to ask. 

When the bell rings, I hang back until everyone else has left the room and 

then move hesitantly to the front of the room. I’m shivering slightly from cold 

as well as nerves. Miss Fraser looks up. 

“Yes Jazmine,” she says, “was there something you wanted?” She 

enunciates every word perfectly. It is so easy for me to hear her. 

I open my mouth and then close it again and then just come out with it. “I 

don't know how to say this. Perhaps I’ll just say it,” I say. “You were nice to 

me today. Why did you do that?” 

She looks at me thoughtfully. “I guess there are a few reasons,” she says, 

flicking the pen against the desk. I noticed it is a little bit chewed. “I was a 

little bit like you myself when I was young. Someone gave me a chance. I 

sometimes think about it and I wonder what would've happened if I had gone 

the other way.” 

“Oh,” I say. I want to know what happened but it seems rude to ask. 

“I know about your father,” she goes on. “I know things have been hard for 

you. I’m not saying that’s an excuse. There’s never an excuse for doing the 

wrong thing, but sometimes people need a little bit more support if they’ve 

been through some tough times.” 

She puts her pen down and stands up, coming around to the front of the 

desk. “But the main reason is that I have watched you in drama and I have 

seen your eyes light up when you read plays and when you watch people 

perform.” She smiles at me. “You knew Shalini wasn’t right for the part, 

didn't you.” 

I nod. 

She smiles. “So you see, I know that drama is your thing, even if you don’t 

yet. I know you're trying to hide. But there are some things you can’t hide 

forever.” 

I turn to go, but she tells me to wait. “I have something for you. It’s part of 

your job for me.” 

She turns away from me and starts to dig in a cupboard beside the desk. 

When she turns around again, she has a book in her hand. She holds it out to 

me. 

“Don't worry,” she says. My face is hesitating. I’m not sure what’s going 

on. “It won’t kill you. It's a journal.” 

She holds it out in her hand. I reach for it, and close my fingers over the 

spine. It is hard, cool and smooth.  



 

“Part of your assignment with me is to use this journal. What you have to 

do is to write down how you feel. Every single day.” 

I’m holding back, still hesitating. 

“I know it makes no sense,” she says, “but I never said you had to 

understand the things I get you to do.” She looks at me with a challenging 

grin. “Don't worry, I won’t be looking in it. But I will be able to tell whether 

you're doing it just by looking at you.” 

I put the journal in my bag and head out for my bus. 

“Don't forget—every feeling every day!” she calls out as I go through the 

door. 

I’m terrified, but I’m also excited for the first time I can remember. My feet 

aren’t skipping but they feel like they could if I would let them. The sky is 

blue and the air is crisp and my eyes can see more clearly.  

 



 

Chapter 4  
Normally on the bus home, I let the noises wash over me and use the time to 

drift away. But today is different.  

I open my bag and pull out the journal. Its cover feels smooth and polished. 

I rub my fingers over the front. I like the colours—flower designs in pink and 

chocolate. It has one of those magnetic snap front closing things. I guess it’s 

so that it stays private and the paper doesn’t get mucked up. Inside the pages 

are blank. There are no lines at all. Miss Fraser did say she wouldn't be 

checking so I can draw as well as write if I want to.  

If I want to. My mind turns over the question for a minute. Do I want to? 

Really? If I start to write down my feelings, isn’t that the same as writing 

down my problems? Won’t it be dangerous? What if then I feel like I need to 

tell someone my problems? Will they be angry? Will they leave? It’s just a 

book, I tell myself. It’s just a book and a book can’t leave me. A book can’t 

decide who it wants to be with. The worst that can happen is I don’t do it 

anymore, right? I’ll give it a try.  

I shut my eyes and run my fingers over the paper. The pages feel alive. I 

can hear them talking to me through my fingers. They want me to write on 

them. Now. I rummage through my bag for a pen and I pull the cap off and 

I’m about to touch the nib to the sheet, but then I catch myself. No, I have to 

do this properly. I have to do this the right way. 

I stuff the book back into my bag and swing off the bus at my stop. I’m 

walking with purpose. I can see Mum’s car in the driveway. She’s home 

already but I’m not even that worried about what she’s going to say after 

what happened today.  

Actually, she’s pretty good, considering. In fact, she’s almost too nice. 

“Hi,” she says. “You’re home.” 

“Hi,” I say. We look at each other for a brief second. I’m looking for anger, 

but I mostly see worry. She’s looking for something too. Maybe it’s for me, 

inside. 

“Are you hungry?” she asks. “I’ve picked up some croissants from the 

bakery on the corner.”  

“Thanks,” I say. “I like those.” 

She’s still looking at me. Into me. 

“Are you okay,” she says. “After all this stuff that happened today?” 

“Yeah,” I say. And I mean it. I’m not just saying it. “And...” I want to say it 

but I don’t know how. “I’m sorry. About it all. You know...”  

“I know,” she says. “It’s okay.” She looks down and away. “Do you need 

anything?” 

“No,” I say. “No, I’m okay.”  

With my croissant in my hand and bag still slung over my back I turn to go 

to my room, but she says something else.  

“I was proud of you, you know.” Her words are stiff and awkward, like 

she’s not quite used to saying things like that. “Not about the problem, 

obviously. But about the choice. I was proud of the choice you made today.” 

I turn back to her. My heart is beating fast. “Thanks,” I say. “Thanks Mum.” 

I don’t quite know what to do, so I gesture to my room. “Do you mind if...?” 

“No, no,” she says. “Go ahead. I’ll see you later.” 



 

I smile. She smiles at me and my heart stops its race and gets all warm. I 

kind of do a geeky wave to her as I go into my room, but then I close the door 

behind me. This is what I’ve been waiting for. I crawl into my hammock 

chair, but I’m not going there to lose myself and go invisible.  

There’s no more drifting.  

This is the new me.  

This is Jazmine, writing in her journal. 

But I still can’t start. Something’s missing. I get off my chair again and tear 

around in my cupboard looking for something. I change from my school 

uniform into a t-shirt and jeans, just in case it’s my clothes that are holding 

me back. That doesn’t seem to work and I still feel wrong. There’s something 

in the cupboard which is calling me but I don’t know what it is. I look up and 

around, and then I see it. 

It’s the shoe box, sitting right at the back in the corner. It’s an old shoebox. 

It was the box for my first ever pair of ballet flats. Pink ones. The sort of 

shoes which you love when you’re nine. I haven’t touched the box in years. 

Inside it is stuff I haven’t wanted to look at, stuff about my dad—photos and 

a few things from his funeral. It’s amazing it’s still with me. Every time we 

move, I look at it from a distance and then put it away in my cupboard for 

later.  

I guess now is later. This is the time. 

The box feels surprisingly sturdy in my hands. I carry it out of the cupboard 

and lay it carefully in front of me on my bed, next to the journal. And then I 

open the lid. And I see my dad’s face. 

I’m surprised at how old the photographs look now. I used to love this one 

of my dad cuddling me but I hardly recognize myself. I was just a little girl 

when he died. It’s a jolt to look at my dad’s face and realize that I haven’t 

been remembering him properly. In fact, if you asked me to describe him if I 

wasn't looking at a photograph, I wouldn’t be able to picture his face. All I 

could tell you is that he had a beard. I remember the soft, scratchiness of the 

hairs against my face when he kissed me good night. I remember his big 

hands against mine. We used to compare sizes. He would say, “You’ve got 

long fingers Jaz, you could probably play the guitar.” 

I’ve never touched the guitar. 

There’s a picture in this box of dad and me on holiday too. I guess Mum 

was behind the camera. We’re sitting on the beach together with our feet and 

legs buried and hands completely covered with sand. We are smiling so wide 

that our teeth are practically touching our ears. I can’t remember the last time 

I smiled like that. And I can’t remember the day of the photograph at all. 

There's a picture of it, so it must’ve happened, but I couldn’t tell you about it. 

Most of my memories of my dad have either gotten blended or jumbled or 

have disappeared.  

Of course, this picture was taken before everything happened. After he got 

sick, he didn’t go on holidays. He didn’t smile. He certainly wouldn’t have 

wanted to cover his hands in sand or wave them at a camera. 

He wasn’t actually sick, even though that’s what Mum said. She tried to 

explain it and I never really understood. I still don’t understand it completely 

even though I know a little bit more about depression now. Apparently, if you 



 

have depression you feel sad all the time or you get angry or you have trouble 

doing things. You run out of energy a lot.  

I don’t know why he got depression. It didn’t seem like his life was bad, at 

least not to me. I used to wonder if it was something that I had done. When I 

mentioned that to Mum once she said, that was silly, of course not, but I still 

wondered. 

Mum said to him the year that it happened that she had to keep going, she 

had a daughter, and she needed a holiday, and if he refused to go with her, 

she’d take me to the beach without him. He stayed in Mudgee. I remember 

their fight before we went. I don’t remember the two days at the beach, but I 

remember what happened after that. 

I’ll never forget it. How do you forget the day your world is torn in half, 

your heart is smashed into pieces and your life is thrown around like pieces of 

rubbish in a windstorm? 

Mum took me to the beach, to our usual spot in Jervis Bay. It was really hot, 

and we had been out for a swim at the surf beach. When we got back to the 

holiday unit, sandy and salty, Mum noticed a lot of messages on her phone. 

Twelve of them. All from the same number. She rang back while I went to the 

bathroom.  

I had left my hearing aid in the house while we swam, so I didn’t hear Mum 

scream when she got the news. She was slumped on the floor when I came 

out. She hardly had the strength to speak into the phone and she was crying 

crying crying. She was so wet and messy and snotty, I was scared. I asked her 

what was wrong, I tried to hug her and I tried to get her to look at me, but she 

pushed me away again and again.  

I ran into the bedroom to try to find my hearing aid so I could hear what 

was going on and understand more, but it must’ve fallen under a pillow or 

down behind the bed or something because I never found it after that.  

Mum just kept crying. She’d try to stop and then she’d collapse again and I 

was trying to wipe the tears away and hug her and say, “it’s okay, it’s okay,” 

but nothing seemed to help and finally I didn’t know what to do so I sat back 

and watched her crawl along the floor to the kitchen and prop herself up 

against the bench and wipe her nose and mouth and eyes.  

She sat there for what felt like hours before finally, she took me in her arms.  

Jazzy, I'm so sorry, she signed. Your daddy died today. 

Somehow I already knew. And I couldn’t cry. I sat quietly, feeling horrified 

and terrified and then dead inside but stuffing it all down into my stomach so 

the tears wouldn’t come up out of my mouth and nose and make me crazy. 

Mum patted me and called me her brave girl for being so good, for being so 

strong, for being so quiet and I stayed brave and good and strong and quiet 

and kept pushing all the feelings down into my stomach. 

I didn’t eat for a week. And even now, I can only eat simple things, and not 

very much. My stomach doesn’t like to be overburdened. 

We packed up, we went home, and we had a funeral when we were 

supposed to be having a holiday. And then after all the people dressed in 

black went home and the flowers all died and the cards people sent all got put 

into a plastic bag and hidden down the back of Mum’s cupboard, it was just 

the two of us. The deaf girl and her sad mother. 



 

It wasn’t until a week after the funeral that Mum realized that I still didn't 

have my hearing aid. She took me to get a new one. It was pink. I think she 

wanted to make me smile again. But it didn’t work. I missed, really missed 

my dad.  

I kept jamming the feelings down inside me but it got harder and harder, 

and then Mum kept moving every time she had a fight with someone and kept 

saying I should never confide in anyone, and all the while I felt like I was 

nearly about to explode until one day I decided I just wouldn’t feel anything. 

And that’s how it’s been for four years now. 

I want a photo of my dad in this journal. Because of him, I stopped feeling 

things. So I want him to be here when I start feeling again. 

I choose the holiday photograph, find my glue and carefully stick it into the 

front page of the journal. This is for you dad, I whisper under my breath. I 

could really use some help right now. 

Underneath, I use my silver pen to carefully write my name and the date.  

And then I begin to write.  

The pen wobbles. I can’t breathe because I’m scared of what might happen. 

But I keep writing down the page. When I finish, I throw the pen across the 

room. It clatters against the door and lies still on the floor. I blink hard, 

almost gasping with the effort. But I am quietly happy. I have made a start. 

 



 

Chapter 5 

Thursday 
Dear Dad, 
Miss Fraser said I had to write down all my feelings. This will be hard. 

Mostly I don't have feelings. If I do, I try to ignore them. I have been like this 
since you died. I wonder what you would think of that. I wonder what you 
would think of me now. Sometimes I wonder what I think of you. I think I 
might be angry with you. I’m not sure. 

Today might be the most important day I have had for a long time. I had to 
make a choice. It was hard. I hope I chose the right thing. 

I feel scared. 
There—a feeling. I did it. 
From Jazmine 
 
Friday 
Dear Dad, 
Today is my second day of the journal. And my first day helping Miss Fraser 

with the drama production. I had to stay back after school in the auditorium 
with all the drama kids. I was waiting for Miss Fraser to say something about 
me being there and how I had to make up for damaging the classroom but 
she didn't say anything. She just kind of treated me like everyone else. 

The first thing I did was sit in the seats and start to read the script. It's 
called the Secret Garden. It’s based on an old book. I think it’s been a movie 
too. Apparently it’s a ‘classic’. Miss Fraser says that I will be more useful if I 
understand the story of the play and the themes. Those are her words. If I 
was her, I would have made me paint sets for punishment. I guess she has a 
different idea. 

From Jazmine 
PS. My feeling for the day is 'shy'. I felt shy when I saw the group of drama 

people in the auditorium. I felt very relieved when I got to sit away from 
them and read. 

PPS. I'm going to finish reading the play tonight. 
 
Dear Dad, 
I'm sneaking my flashlight into my bed so I can write this. It's later on, 

much later on, and I have just finished reading the play. I didn't think I would 
like it, but I do! It's sad, it's funny, and then it gets tragic and happy all at 
once. The main character Mary is lonely and unhappy at first, but in the end 
she finds out what she loves doing, and where she belongs. Plus she has two 
friends and a much bigger smile. 

From Jazmine 
PS. I have a tiny, curly suspicion that Miss Fraser thinks I am like Mary. 
 



 

Chapter 6 
On Saturday morning I wake up early. Something feels different. There’s an 

energy in my room that I haven’t felt before. My eyes go to the window. 

Maybe it’s coming from outside, from the tiny back yard. 

Mum and I live in this weird old little house. It’s joined on to another house 

on one side and then on the other side you can walk down to a tiny patch of 

what I guess someone might call a garden, but it’s tiny and hardly worth the 

effort. A lot of it is concrete that’s all cracked and bumpy. Mum said the roots 

from a tree next door have grown under the fence and pushed it all up. 

When Dad was still alive we lived in a brick house with a purple door in 

Mudgee. I loved that door. Dad painted it one day when I was only about 

four. He said he wanted to have something different from everyone else so he 

went out and bought purple paint and two brushes and then he let me help 

swish the paint on. I could only do up to about the doorframe because I was 

short so he did the top half. I remember that when I looked up to ask him a 

question he dripped purple drops on my face by accident. I laughed but it 

wasn’t funny in the bath when Mum kept scrubbing my cheeks. It felt like my 

skin was coming off. 

After he died, Mum had a fight with my grandma so we moved to a whole 

new town and into a unit. It had a brown front door and brown carpet and 

yellow and brown tiles on the bathroom walls. I felt like vomiting every time 

I went to the toilet.  

I think Mum must have felt sick too because our next place was a 

completely new townhouse with shiny taps and the softest carpet I’ve ever 

laid on. When I rubbed my arms on it it felt like I was getting a pat, like a 

dog.  

The third time we moved, the house was a little bit like the Mudgee one, but 

the door was a boring cream with big scuff marks at the bottom, like someone 

had tried to kick it in. The back door had scratch marks in it.  

When she saw the scratches Mum said the people before us must have had a 

cat. I don’t remember how she tried to explain away the kick marks. 

The front door of this house is green. When you come in, you’re straight 

into a hallway. It’s dark and the carpet has all these terrible green and red old 

fashioned swirls and paisley blobs. But if you look up you see this amazing 

ceiling plasterwork. The whole ceiling is covered with designs like vines and 

grapes and flowers and leaves. And what makes it even more amazing is that 

it’s all painted in different colours—pink and orange for the flowers, bright 

pea green for the leaves and an off-poo-brown for the branches. 

Some of it is flaking off. In fact, the only reason I noticed it is because there 

was a chip of yellow paint on the carpet the day after we moved in. Mum had 

gone out to get food so I was on my own. I bent down and picked it up and 

thought, Where did this come from?  

When I saw the ceiling for the first time my eyes popped open and I could 

hardly move. I lay down on the carpet and just looked at it for about half an 

hour. Having my head on the old carpet meant I had dust in my eyes and a 

musty smell in my nose but I didn’t care. My eyes were going over and over 

the vines and swirls and flourishes and I had a full, satisfied feeling in my 

belly. 



 

How long must this have taken? I wondered and straight away I had an 

image of this old guy spending months up a ladder with a tray of little tiny 

pots of paint, working centimetre by centimetre along every part of the 

design.  

I could see his little old wife coming out of the kitchen bringing him cups of 

tea and saying, “Oh Harold, it looks lovely. Have you finished yet?” and him 

saying, “Nearly done, Gloria, nearly done.”  

I imagined that later, every time Harold walked through his green door into 

his house, his eyes would glance upwards and a secretly pleased smile would 

sneak across his face. Perhaps because the back yard was so tiny, painting 

plaster vines and flowers on the ceiling was Harold’s version of gardening.  

Mum’s bedroom is off our hallway as well as a tiny lounge room—we have 

our TV in there—and then you go straight into the kitchen which is green as 

well, but a pale version. There’s a table and chairs and Mum put up some 

curtains at the window on the side because the neighbours could look right in 

over the fence if they wanted to.  

Off the kitchen there’s a door into a little laundry which goes straight out to 

the back garden, and next to it is the door to my room.  

My room is the smallest in the house. There’s just about space for my bed, a 

bedside table and a cupboard, and of course, my hammock chair and that’s 

all. But it’s the nicest. My window catches the sun and if I want to I can look 

out onto the bumps of concrete and scruffy grass that the real estate agent 

called a back yard. I don’t usually want to. I don’t usually care. But last night 

I finished reading the play and this morning, for some reason, I do want to. 

And I feel like I might want to care—just a little bit, maybe. 

I hear the front door slam. Mum’s gone out. She always does on a Saturday 

morning. She goes for a walk and comes home half an hour later with the 

paper and some milk for breakfast.  

I move. My muscles stretch. I feel my feet touch the floor. There’s the 

scritch of carpet under my bare feet in my room, and then the slight pull 

against my skin of the varnished floor boards in the kitchen, the smooth cool 

of the concrete laundry floor and then the warmth of wooden steps in the 

early sun, leading outside. 

My toes hit the concrete and it’s like my whole body is suddenly warm. 

Some gardens are shady cool but this one is all about heat, even when it’s not 

summer. And light. It’s already really bright out here. I have to screw up my 

eyes and stop the glare hitting my face. I can tell it’s going to be hotter than 

yesterday. A slight petrol-mixed-with-cut-grass smell wafts over from the 

neighbours. They must be mowing their lawn early. Here there’s no lawn to 

mow. If there was ever anything green in the brown and dusty metre-square 

patch of dirt next to the bumpy concrete, it’s long gone now.  

I squat down in my pyjamas and stick my fingers into the dirt. A swirl of 

brown dust circles around my hand for a minute before settling down again. I 

use my fingernails to claw into the hard layer under the surface. I’m surprised 

at how tough it is and when I inspect my fingernails I see they have black 

edges. The fingerprint marks on my skin are outlined in brown. It looks like 

I’ve been fingerprinted but without the purple ink they use. 



 

There must be another way to do this. I look around and see a little door in 

the outside wall of the house. There’s an old latch on it, but no padlock so I 

squeak and prise it open through the rust and swing the door to find a way in 

to underneath the house. If you had to, you could crawl all the way through to 

the front, but the end bit would be pretty tight.  

On this side there’s just enough room to sit, but the space is all taken up 

with old plastic buckets and bricks and paint tins and brushes and other really 

random and boring looking stuff.  

It’s not as interesting as the garden door that Mary found in the Secret 

Garden, I think to myself, but then, I’m living in real life, not a romantic 

imaginative storybook. I doubt there are any locked up, abandoned walled 

rose gardens in our suburb.  

I’m about to pull my head out of the under-house hidey hole and shut the 

door when I suddenly see, poking out from under one of the buckets, what I 

think I’m looking for. It’s an old wooden handle covered in worn-down 

orange paint and when I grab it and pull it out, it’s a garden trowel. Rusty, 

sure, and dirty, yes, but it’s a trowel and I reckon it might just be able to do 

some digging. 

I go back my squatting position next to the dirt and start jabbing its hard 

shell with the pointy bit of the trowel. It takes about four or five hard jabs 

before cracks start to show and the dirt starts to loosen.  

I keep poking, hitting and jabbing, getting harder and harder and using all 

the strength in my arm. I feel like I’m attacking the ground. When I hit a 

stone I prise it free with my fingers and throw it into the corner of the 

courtyard and go back to killing and hitting and stabbing the earth. 

Underneath the metal point of the trowel the dirt is coming away and 

spreading out and getting softer.  

I shift from my squat, sitting my bottom on the concrete and then swap the 

trowel into my left hand. My right hand already has the stinging start of a 

blister, but I’m not going to stop.  

I’m digging with a rhythm now and feeling the strength of my shoulders 

against the strength of the earth and breathing deeper and working harder and 

feeling everything—pain, determination, curiosity, happiness, and even glory. 

It’s like a glow that fills your chest and makes you smile and then spills out 

into your arms and legs. I remember it from painting with Dad. I haven’t had 

it for a long time. 

Then I’ve had enough and I throw the trowel down and my arms up over 

my head and I lie down right there, on my back, on the concrete in the back 

yard.  

Above me, the sun is rising and the clouds are faster than I’ve ever seen 

before, but maybe that’s just because my heart is beating and I actually feel 

happy and glad and satisfied. I breathe puffy breaths for a while and feel the 

whole world turning on top of me and then, finally, things start to slow down 

and the clouds clear and my head clears and I turn my eyes and really look 

around me.  

There’s a fence that goes all the way around the yard. I’ve never really 

noticed it before. It’s one of those old paling fences, weather beaten and 

cracked and really, really ugly. I scoop myself up off the concrete and touch it 



 

with my fingers. I step back with my hands on my hips and screw up my 

eyes. This place needs colour. And I know where to get it. 

I wriggle back through the tiny door in the side of the house and pull out 

three paint tins I find inside. They are rusted around the top but one of them 

feels like it still has some paint inside.  

I pick it up and shake it and there’s a slow roll of liquid inside so I look 

around for something to prise off the lid. A sharp stick just seems to break off 

so I run into the kitchen to find a knife instead. The lid is sticky and stuck and 

I have to use all my muscles and go around and around slowly before I can 

finally grab it with my fingers and prise it up and pull it off and look inside to 

find nothing but a disappointing swirl of old brown sludge and oil.  

I am so disappointed I let out a small cry. I don't know what I was 

expecting—maybe the leftover fuchsia from Harold’s ceiling. I kick the tin 

with my toe and it tips over and the paint is so old that it doesn't even spill 

out. I sit down next to it and look at it. 

It’s weird. Yesterday I couldn't even have told you what the fence was made 

out of in this backyard. I didn’t know about the tiny door in the wall. I 

wouldn’t have said that I would ever want to do any gardening.  

And yet today I am sitting here disappointed, exhausted and frustrated 

because all of a sudden I want to fix this place. I want to grow things. I want 

to make it beautiful. And the ground is hard and the paint is old and 

everything around me is broken. 

A little voice in my head is telling me to give up. Go back inside, it says. 

This is too hard and you can’t do it. My body wants to obey it, out of habit 

probably. My muscles are not used to all this work.  

But there is another voice in my head that says to keep going. You can get 

some help. You can do it. My brain is following this one. I don't want to give 

up so I push the first voice to the back where I can’t hear it any more. And 

then I go and write a shopping list. 

 



 

Chapter 7 

Sunday 
Dear Dad, 
Yesterday I planted a garden.  
I think I started wanting to do it after I read the play and then when I went 

out into the backyard and actually started digging it was kind of weird. It was 
like the ground was talking to me. Maybe I'm just making it up. I don't know.  

But anyway I suddenly needed to plant things and to fix things. It was kind 
of like being really hungry or really thirsty, where you just can't wait to put 
something in your mouth to feel better.  

Weird. I haven’t felt like this since I was a little kid. It was like that time you 
took me to buy new shoes and we all bought a pair so there were three shoe 
boxes and when we got them home all I wanted to do was glue them 
together and make a dolls house. I bugged you all afternoon to stick it and 
paint it and help me make it really nice. I just had to do it.  

After the funeral it was like I just turned off a button inside—the one that 
makes you care about things and want to do them. But I think Miss Fraser 
might have switched it on again, or I have, or something.  

I practically jumped on Mum when she came home with her milk and her 
paper and begged her to take me to the nursery. She looked surprised but 
she just kind of turned around and said, "okay" and took me to the nursery 
right then and there. 

"I want something that's going to grow really fast," I said to the woman in 
the shop, so she found me a packet of sunflower seeds and other ones. 
Nasturtiums and pansies. I don’t really know. I’ve never heard of them 
before. Then we got a trowel (for digging) and some fertiliser which smells 
really bad, but Mum says it is supposed to help them grow.  

When Mum asked if I was finished buying stuff, I said no. I wanted to paint 
the fence as well. She looked doubtful—I mean we are renting and I guess 
you can't just go in and paint things in a rental house—but I couldn't take no 
for an answer and jumped up and down in front of her face until she said 
yes.  

There was a paint shop next door so we went across and she said, "You can 
do it cream," and I didn’t argue but instead I just stood there with the yellow 
paint swatch until she said “alright”, really frustrated. So I’m doing it in 
yellow and cream stripes.  

I had to promise that if we move I will paint over the yellow again so that 
the whole fence is one colour. I said, “whatever,” because really, I don't 
mind. I’ll do it.  

When we got home Mum read the paper while I painted. And dug. And 
prepared all the soil. It took a long time. And finally when Mum was cooking 
dinner, I was ready to plant.  

I ripped open the sunflower seed packet and pulled out a shiny silver 
envelope with 10 oval seeds inside. I poured them into my hand and they 
felt cool and peaceful on my skin. I know it sounds ridiculous but I kissed 



 

each one before I pushed it into the ground and I said, "please grow," to 
them all when they were planted. Then I planted the nasturtiums and the 
pansies. I’m probably going to have too many for the patch, but I don’t care. 
I just want them to grow.  

I was sitting there, looking at my thumb prints in the soil and then the 
weirdest thing happened. Please don’t think I’m crazy.  

I suddenly felt every single air particle around me tingle on my skin, like it 
was electric. The darkness came down really quickly and the moon got closer 
and I thought, “if I put my toes in the soil, I’ll grow too,” so I did and 
everything seemed more alive and close and vibrating.  

Mum called me in for dinner and I think she got surprised all over again 
because I kept looking around the kitchen and seeing things I had never 
really noticed before and asking her about them. I couldn’t watch TV like we 
normally do. It seemed so boring and fake and not-alive. Instead I spent the 
evening doing forward rolls on the couch and handstands against the wall. 
My body just needed to move. 

When Mum finally got sick of me and said it really was time I went to bed, I 
didn’t go straight to my room. Instead, I stopped in the hallway and looked 
up and talked to Harold’s ceiling. 

“I’m doing the same thing,” I said to it. “I’m doing what you did.” 
It took me ages to get to sleep. I’ve never understood why people can’t get 

to sleep when they are excited. It’s probably because I haven’t really been 
excited about anything for so long.  

I must have had heaps less sleep than usual because my eyes opened at 
like 6am this morning and the first thought was “the garden!”  

I jumped out of bed and grabbed my camera and raced outside. I'm going 
to take a photograph of the garden every week so that I can see it grow and 
change.  

My muscles hurt now and I still have little paint specks in my hair and on 
my toes but I feel really amazing. Outside is something that I have made and 
I have fixed. And when my sunflowers grow, it is going to look awesome. I 
can’t believe it. I have a garden. 

From Jazmine 
 



 

Chapter 8 

Monday 
Dear Dad, 
This drama thing isn’t going to be a bludge. Miss Fraser is making me work 

very hard. Reading the play was the easy part. Now I’ve had to help out 
making stuff like paper flowers and fixing up an old fashioned wheelchair for 
a prop.  

I’m nervous whenever I get a new job to do but Miss Fraser just looks at 
me and says, “Of course you can. This is what you do.”  

At home when I weed the garden and water the soil (no shoots yet) I feel 
like I can do anything but when I’m actually out there doing it I’m scared and 
shy. 

And here’s something ironic. For some reason Miss Fraser has made me 
the prompter! Me—the deaf girl. I did say, “Are you sure?” when she first 
told me but she gave me a look which said ‘What’s the problem?’ and I went 
and sat in the front row where she pointed. I think she thinks that if I can't 
hear the lines, the audience isn't going to be able to hear them either. 

Angela is playing Mary. Did I tell you about her? She knows everything, 
does everything and always hangs around with the popular boys. She 
doesn’t bother talking to people who aren’t cool enough. As you can guess, 
I’m not cool enough, so she doesn’t bother talking to me.  

To be fair, I should say that she's a good actress. I do kind of ‘believe her’ 
when she’s on stage being Mary, but I think she looks wrong. She’s too 
tanned and bleached. Mary should have white skin and muddy blonde hair. 
She’s also too pretty. I’ve never heard of anyone becoming uglier on the 
stage though. Especially not Angela. I think it might kill her to have to be 
less-than-perfect. 

I am forgetting to write my feelings.  
Ahem.  
Today I was confused when my fingers wouldn't fold the paper right, 

interested in getting the wheelchair looking good and exhausted when I 
came home. 

From Jazmine 
PS. I might even be a little bit jealous of Angela. If you really want to know 

the truth. Which I don’t really want to tell you. But there it is. 
PPS. This is not interesting, so I don't even know why I am writing it here. 

It's not important and I don't care about it: Liam Costa is in the play. He’s got 
the part of Colin.  

I knew it before, but today I actually got to speak to him. And he didn’t 
totally ignore me. I had to prompt him for one of his lines. He looked at me 
(me!) to see what was coming next.  

I have never told anyone this kind of thing before. Having a journal is quite 
useful. Who knew? 

PPPS. Liam has blue eyes. 
 



 

Wednesday 
Dear Dad, 
Today was kind of weird. Miss Fraser was doing work on costumes during 

drama practice and because I am now her ‘right hand girl’, I had to follow 
her around and fetch and carry things for her. She was sorting out stuff for 
Angela and she said to me, “Jazmine, please would you go and get the 
headdress that is in the drama room. We need to have it here in the 
costume cupboard for when it’s time to try it on with the costume.”  

I kind of looked at her funny. This is the headdress that nearly got wrecked 
by Shalini and our group and she wanted me to carry it across the school and 
back to the auditorium.  

I wasn’t sure if she was serious, so I just stood there but Miss Fraser 
doesn’t really put up with people mucking around or wasting time, so she 
looked at me waiting around and said, “Well, go on. We need it now, not 
tomorrow,” and shooed me away, so I went, back to the drama room where, 
just days ago, it looked like my school career was going to be all over. 

 I went in and it felt really weird. I felt like I shouldn’t be there at all. I could 
see some of the damage to the white board still there—no-one had fixed it 
up yet—and my stomach turned a little bit and made me feel nauseous. 
When I picked up the headdress from the back of the room, I was kind of 
expecting to see it smashed up, and people standing around pointing at me 
saying, “Ha! Look what you’ve done, you loser.” I almost couldn’t believe 
that it was still together and perfect.  

And it really was perfect. Even while I was carrying it back, I could see all 
the jewels on it catching the sun and flashing across the playground. It 
actually made people look at me. I could see they were wondering, “What’s 
she doing? Where is she going? What’s she carrying?” 

I didn’t mind being looked at because of the beautiful headdress. It made 
me feel proud inside, kind of like when I used to twirl in front of you in that 
tutu that grandma gave me when I was six. Showing off with something 
pretty used to make me feel twinkly inside. So I guess I felt twinkly again 
today.  

Most of all though, I felt amazed that Miss Fraser would trust me with the 
headdress again. It’s like she’s just forgotten (or is ignoring) the fact that I’m 
helping her kind of as a punishment and is just treating me like anyone else. I 
feel breathlessly daring that I might be able to do something great. Maybe. 
And without getting squashed. 

I think I felt squashed when you died. Like you did me a wrong. I know that 
can’t be right. I mean, dying wasn’t up to you. But I still kind of feel that way.  

From Jazmine 
 
Thursday 
Dear Dad, 



 

I am reading back over my journal so far. My feeling words are very 
ordinary. I mean, really, exhausted? Confused? Shy? I feel boring and weird 
and like I’m not like other people.  

Today at school I saw Angela talking with her friend in the quad. She got 
some text on her phone and she was showing it to everyone and they were 
all jumping up and down and squealing. Then five minutes later they all 
started to giggle.  

I don't think I’ve jumped or squealed or giggled since before you died. Do 
you think I’m not normal? Why don't I get super excited about things? Why 
don't I laugh? 

I think as well as writing down my ‘today’ feelings, I’ll try to remember how 
I used to feel. It might help. I don't think I want to become a giggly squealing 
girly girl just yet, but maybe I have been missing out a bit. 

Here are some memories. They seem to be coming back to me. 
Do you remember, dad, when I was about four and you used to give me 

rides on your back? I loved that. You would go on your hands and knees and 
I would say "giddup horsy" and hold onto your shirt like reins. Sometimes I 
would fall off onto the blue carpet that Mum put in the lounge room when 
she was desperate for more colour, and then you would fall down beside me 
and we would both lie on our back and laugh.  

I remember the feeling of when you think you can never stop laughing and 
you think if you don't stop, you'll burst in half and that makes you laugh 
even more, thinking about bursting and then when you stop, you are so tired 
but it is such a happy tired. 

Do you remember, dad, some nights when I couldn't sleep, or if I had a bad 
dream, I would come into your room and you would say, "just lie down here 
with us" and then I would crawl into the middle of your bed with Mum and 
fall asleep and in the morning we were all warm, and secure and close and 
the doona was so white and soft.  

I think I felt so happy on those mornings that I could have almost flown out 
of the window onto the tops of the trees. 

Do you remember, dad, when you took me to get my first hearing aid? 
When it was turned on, everything seemed so close, so suddenly that I was 
scared. It was a deep feeling down in my stomach. The world seemed so 
much bigger, all of a sudden.  

I remember you held my hand and you signed and said it will be okay, 
you'll get used to it, I promise, and then I could see the sign and hear the 
voice and I knew that it was the same thing and you made me feel better. 

Do you remember, dad, when you first got sick? I drew you a picture of us 
at the beach. You looked at it and you looked at me but your eyes were kind 
of blank. You smiled, but it wasn't your usual crinkly smile. I could tell that 
you didn't want me to be there. You don't know this, but I felt so angry that I 
went and scribbled black crayon all over that picture. After that I threw it in 
the bin. And then I drew a picture of myself sitting in a box. 



 

Do you remember, dad, your funeral? It was so long and the day was so 
hot and when everyone saw me they kept smiling and wiping tears from 
their eyes and patting me on the head and I couldn't hear anything clearly 
unless I strained and tried to lip read and everyone was in the house and 
crying and I just wanted them to go away and for you to come back and 
make everything like it was. I felt like someone had scooped out all my 
insides. My heart actually hurt, as if a chunk had been pulled out of it. It was 
so painful that I could hardly stand. 

I wish you didn't have to die.  
I wish you really were here right now.  
If you hadn't died, I might be like Angela. I know I'll never be pretty like 

her, but I might at least have a friend, and I might laugh sometimes.  
I felt so hurt when you died. Like you’d walked out of my life on purpose. 

Which is wrong, but it’s true.  
Right now, I wonder if I will ever feel normal , like other people feel. 

Maybe it's too late for me. At least it helps to write it down. 
From Jazmine 
 
Friday 
Dear Dad, 
Feelings of the day: embarrassment, relief, exhaustion, peace. It's late 

now, so I will tell you about it tomorrow. 
Love , I think, Jazmine 
 
Saturday 
Dear Dad, 
I am pretty surprised and I think you would be too, but I actually feel really 

good this morning. After last night I wasn't sure that I would but when I 
woke up it was like someone had washed the windows and I could see 
through them more clearly. 

What happened was this: I was at drama practice, working on costumes 
again. We were trying to work out how to dress Mary for the dream scene, 
where she remembers seeing a princess back in India when she was little. In 
her dream, she becomes a princess and wears these amazing rich clothes 
and of course, the headdress.  

Angela had to go to her Sea Scouts meeting, so she wasn’t there. Miss 
Fraser told me to try on the costume. She said I was about the same size as 
Angela and they needed a model. 

 So, I put on the costume and the headdress.  
And then the five people working on costumes sat back and looked at me. 

Which was utterly terrifying. 
I started to feel really nervous and strange and shaky. I think my face must 

have begun to go pale because Miss Fraser came up and whispered in my 
ear, "you're okay, you'll get through this." I nearly panicked and ran away. 
The shaky feelings started to rise up from the soles of my feet all the way up 



 

my body. They got to about my chin and I told myself to relax and 
remembered to breathe. I said to myself I’ll be okay and suddenly, the panics 
went away. And then I was able to stand there, model the costume and feel 
normal. 

That was the first thing. What happened next was that at the end of 
practice, Miss Fraser came up to me and asked me how I was. Out of 
nowhere came a huge sob. It was almost like a hiccup, and then I just started 
to cry and cry. Thankfully no one was around because I couldn't stop. I had 
tears and snot and sobs and funny noises, the whole works. Miss Fraser 
didn't say anything, not even ‘stop crying’ like most people would. She just 
took me to the bathroom, found me some tissues and let me keep crying. I 
think I must've cried for about 25 minutes.  

And I was so scared, because I couldn’t stop it and all I could think was, 
here I am in a bathroom crying my head off with a teacher and at some point 
she’s going to give up in disgust and walk out and then I’ll be alone with 
tears that I can’t control.  

But you know what? She didn’t walk out. In fact, she didn’t even seem to 
mind. At the end of it, when I was doing these weird gulpy snuffle noises, 
she said, "That sounds like you haven't cried for a while." 

It made me think. The last time I cried was before we went on that holiday, 
after Mum and you had the fight. I didn’t cry when Mum got the news on 
the phone that you died. I didn't cry at the funeral, I didn't cry afterwards, 
and I haven't cried since. 

It felt very weird. I had wet cheeks and raining eyes and a chest that didn’t 
want to stop heaving up and down. But afterwards I felt a bit cleared out.  

And, I think I don't feel quite as angry with you as I did.  
 I'm sorry. I did love you, so much. And I still love you, so, so much. I just 

forgot how much for a while, because I was angry. But now I’m not. At least, 
not that I realise. 

Love, definitely, Jazmine 
PS. Remember that box I was sitting in? I think the lid’s open now. 
 

Saturday 
Dear Dad, 
You won’t believe this. Guess what? When I went out to check on the 

garden this morning I saw green spots. I was shivering with the cold and I 
thought maybe my eyes were playing tricks on me so I had another look and 
there they were. Just tiny little specks, but they are definitely green. I think 
they are shoots. I think my plants are growing! 

Got to go. I’ve got extra drama practice. 
In a rush, Jazmine xx  



 



 

Chapter 9 
Miss Fraser has called us in on a Saturday. This time last week I was 

painting a fence. This week, from the look of the paint pots sitting on the 

stage, it looks like I’m about to paint sets. 

“Gather around everyone.” She stands in the middle of the auditorium and 

calls us all to attention.  

“What I would really like to happen today is to get these sets painted please. 

Let’s all work hard on it together and see if they can't be ready to practise 

with by next week. After that I’d like to have a run through a few scenes.” 

Saturday for me means staying comfy. I’m wearing old shorts and one of 

my mum’s T-shirts which already has paint marks on it. I didn't even think 

about what I looked like when I left the house, but as soon as I see Angela I 

feel faded and shabby. She’s turned up in a tiny pair of denim shorts, the kind 

that have the pockets poking out from the cut off ends. They’re really low and 

with the cropped hot pink T-shirt she’s wearing, you can’t possibly miss her 

very brown tummy and navel piercing. She’s straightened her hair and has put 

on her mascara even though it’s only 9.30 in the morning. 

She’s carrying a bag in her hand which seems very full. I can see a towel 

sticking out of it and I wonder why she has brought it to drama practice when 

she says to Miss Fraser with a very definite hair flick, “I can only stay for an 

hour, I’m sorry. I’ve had to come from swim squad training and I have a 

scheduled clarinet lesson this morning. I’m taking my eighth grade music 

exams next month, so I need extra practice.” 

Miss Fraser looks at the shorts and piercing and the mascara and closes her 

lips and says, “Well, I guess that means more work for the rest of us. So let’s 

get a move on.” 

“I knew you’d understand,” says Angela and flounces off to the back of the 

stage, where her friends are waiting with paintbrushes and paint tins. 

My job today is painting a set with a picture of an elephant and a brightly 

coloured silk canopy. It’s for the dream sequence, set in India. There are three 

of us painting side-by-side, me, a girl from the year above, Sophie, and Liam 

Costa. The older girl is between us which is good because I think if I was 

standing next to Liam I might spill paint. He seems to make me nervous. 

He is a good painter. I know this because whenever I go to fill my brush 

again, I sneak a look over to his side of the set. It’s neat and beautiful. Mine 

looks a little sloppy in comparison. Then I see him putting the paint on his 

brush and for a moment, something seems wrong about what he's doing until 

I realize that actually he’s left-handed. I always felt sorry for left-handed 

people because they have to write with their hand all twisted around so that 

they don’t get ink all over their arms. Liam's arm looks pretty clean though. 

Sophie looks a little confused. She turns to me, pointing to what looks like a 

tree trunk and says, “Is this bit supposed to be grey? I can’t tell what it is.” 

Oh my goodness. Someone is actually asking for my advice. She thinks I 

know what I’m doing. For a second I feel the old nervousness and terror start 

to rise up from my toes but I take a deep breath, look at the bit of the set that 

she’s pointing to and try to answer the question. 

“I’m not really sure.” I can see why she’s confused. The canopy and the 

elephant seem a little bit mixed up. “This bit might be elephant…” 



 

“Yes, and I think this is the tenty bit,” says Liam from the other side. 

“Tenty bit?” I say with a laugh before I realize that I’m in the same 

conversation as Liam Costa! 

“Oh, you know…” he says. “The canopy or whatever it is called. I’m not 

very good at things like that.” He smiles at me. At me. My stomach flips over. 

I try to flip it back and regain control. 

“Well,” I say, “if it is the ‘tenty bit’ as you say, then it needs to be pink, 

right?” I talk to Sophie. 

“Yep, I think so, definitely,” she says. “I’ll have to go and get the pink 

paint.” She puts down her brush and walks off to find Miss Fraser. 

As she goes, she seems to take my ability to breathe with her. Now it’s just 

me and Liam standing in front of an half painted elephant. 

“I’m Liam by the way,” he says. He’s smiling again. 

“I know,” I say. I kick myself. In my head—not literally, of course. Come 

on, think of something to say.  

“I’m Jazmine. I’m here even though I didn’t try out for the play.”  

How dumb. Why did I say that? He doesn’t need to know about what 

happened. If he did know, he probably wouldn’t want to talk to me again. 

Who would want to spend time with a vandal? I’ve got to keep this secret. 

He raises his eyebrows as if he is about to ask a question and just in time 

Sophie comes back. 

“Great, now we can paint The Canopy,” Liam says with a great deal of 

emphasis, looking at me. He flashes a grin in my direction. I send a tentative, 

half smile back towards him and bury my head before I blush. I don’t want 

my face to look as pink as the paint. 

Angela wanders over towards our elephant. She has a paint brush with 

brown paint in her hand. I think she’s bored with painting garden scenes. 

Exotic elephants would be much more her thing. 

“Ooh, that's gorgeous,” she gushes, looking at Liam. She makes the word 

gorgeous last twice as long as anybody else. Gor--ge--ous.  

“So beautiful.” She flicks her hair. “You are so good at painting Liam.” 

She comes closer. “I want to have a go at the pink. I mean, it matches my 

outfit,” she says giggling, pointing at her t-shirt. I get a glimpse of the naval 

piercing. It’s a pink and purple butterfly. With very big diamonds.  

She holds out her hand to me as if I am supposed to give her my brush. 

“You can go to the garden set,” she tells me. She stops, looks at me more 

closely and repeats herself loudly and slowly. “The. Garden. Set,” she says. 

“I’m. Swapping. With. You.” 

“I can hear you, you know,” I say. I’m not giving her my brush. 

Angela narrows her eyes. I guess she doesn’t like to be challenged. Her face 

and her voice change.  

“So, give me your brush then,” she says. 

I’m scared of her, but there’s no way I’m leaving Liam with her, so I stand 

still and do nothing. Angela can’t quite believe it. She looks at me pointedly. 

Her hands are on her hips. 

“I know who you are. You're that deaf girl who hangs out with that 

ridiculous Shalini and her even more ridiculous friends,” she says. “I watched 



 

Shalini’s audition. It was laughable. What do you think you’re doing here, 

deaf girl?” 

Her question is finished with a hair flick, her blonde curls flying around her 

face. 

“Her name is Jazmine,” said Liam. “And she’s painting the set she was told 

to paint, so why don’t you go and paint the sets you were told to paint,” he 

says. 

Angela gives me a dirty look before she turns her attention back to him. 

“Oh Liam,” she coos, “You’re so chivalrous. That’s why people like you so 

much. You're so nice. But if you’re going to hang out with dropkicks all the 

time you’d better make sure you don't turn into one yourself.” She flicks her 

hair once more for good measure and marches off. 

I turn my head and pretend to be involved in the elephant again so that Liam 

doesn’t see the red rising in my cheeks. Great. Somehow I've managed to 

make an enemy of the most popular girl in the production. Liam must think 

I’m an absolute loser. 

Just then I feel something small hit my back. It’s a balled up piece of paper 

and it has come from Liam’s direction. I look at him and I see something 

extraordinary. He signs to me. In Auslan! Don't worry about her, she’s just 

mean. 

I blink in astonishment. Then I awkwardly sign back thank you and turn 

straight back around again in embarrassment. Liam Costa knows Auslan? 

We paint on in silence, except for small comments here and there from 

Sophie. Either she didn’t notice Angela walking off in a huff or she’s just 

trying to lighten the mood. I don’t know, but I’m very glad when the elephant 

is done and Miss Fraser calls everyone back. 

“Good job, everyone,” she says. “Now we have a little bit of time so I’d like 

to run through some scenes please. Angela has had to go on to her next 

appointment. I will need someone to stand in for her.” She looks around the 

group and her eyes light on me. 

“Jazmine,” she says. “You’ve been prompting so you probably know the 

part quite well. I’d like you to read it opposite Liam, just for today.” 

She says this like it’s the easiest thing in the world. Does she realise she’s 

just made my heart rate speed up by about 100 per cent? My body is frozen, 

but my mouth reacts.  

“I don't think I can do that,” I say. 

She looks at me for a second with her eyebrows lifted. 

“I think you can, so it’s part of the deal,” she says. “No more discussion.” 

She moves off to the stage and I uproot my legs from where they have 

grown into the floor and try to follow. I catch Liam’s glance and he signs 

actress for a day to me. 

I nod because I don’t know what else to do. I’m nervous. 

“Okay, this is Act II, scene three,” says Miss Fraser from in front of the 

stage. “Colin and Mary are talking about how they are going to get him out of 

bed and get outside into the garden, when they get interrupted by the maid. 

Liam, Jazmine, upstage and start please.” 

I come to the front of the stage and try to imagine that I’m Angela 

pretending to be Mary. For the first line, I read from the script I’m holding in 



 

my hand, but I know the lines and soon I am saying them and I’m not 

pretending to be Angela, but I am being Mary herself. 

Then, something amazing happens. Everything changes, focuses down and 

becomes smaller, more concentrated. Jazmine’s world turns into Mary’s 

world. Liam becomes Colin and I’m not embarrassed to talk to him. I 

understand Mary—her anger and her fear. I can feel how much she’s changed 

from being in the garden and from having someone who cares about her. I 

know she’s trying to belong and to find a friend and a home. I can feel her 

energy bubbling up, and her desire to do something for Colin.  

Somehow, without even trying, I know how to say her lines, I know how to 

move so that I am her, and when the maid interrupts and the scene is over and 

Miss Fraser is talking, I’m surprised that I’m Jazmine once again. 

“Liam, I still need you to project a little more,” she is saying. “Jazmine, I 

know this is not your part, but that was excellent. I might get you to stand in a 

little bit more if we need it.”  

She claps her hands for attention. “Thank you everyone, I’ll see you next 

week. Don’t forget. Learn. Your. Lines. You’ll need to be word perfect very 

soon.” 

I feel a blush rising in my face, and a warm feeling in my chest. I have been 

seen by the whole cast. My name has been called out for praise. And, 

amazingly, I like it. 

Everyone is gathering up their things. I’m looking around for my bag, still 

feeling surprised and pleased when I hear my name. 

“Jazmine?” It’s Liam. He’s talking to me. Now I’m even more surprised. 

And my feet are almost dancing. “Are you getting the bus?” 

“No. My mum is picking me up,” I say. I make the Auslan sign for mum. 

“She’s probably out there waiting for me.” 

“Oh, okay,” he says. He seems disappointed. Or is that just my 

imagination?  

I look out the auditorium door and see Mum’s car in the car park. She 

waves and I grab my bag. Liam is following me. He walks all the way to the 

car park with me. My heart is beating and I decide to be brave. 

“See you later?” I say, when I’m almost at the car. See you later, he signs. I 

know Mum can see it.  

In the car, I look out my window so Mum won't suspect that anything is 

different. She’s trying to play it cool, I can tell, but I know she’s busting to 

ask me about Liam. 

The only thing she says is, “that boy knows Auslan.” 

Yes, he does, I think. He understands me. 

 



 

Chapter 10 
The next week, everything starts to change. 

The first day back at school after Liam talked to me in drama practice, he 

smiles at me in maths and says hi on the path going up to the canteen. He’s 

with his group of friends and I feel shy. I kind of half smile back and duck my 

head and watch them pass me. He hangs out with two boys, Daniel and 

Connor and a few girls. Erin has a short blond haircut and smiles a lot. There 

are twins who look so much the same that I can’t ever tell the difference 

between them and there’s another girl—Gabby, I think, who’s newish at 

school. They all look so happy and friendly together that I suddenly get a 

clench of terror in my stomach. I might have planted a garden and be in a 

drama production, but I’ll never be able to be friends with people like that.  

The thoughts roll around in my head while the fears roll around in my 

stomach. Who would like me anyway? I’m quiet and kind of boring and 

people just don’t get the hearing aid thing. I’m lucky just to not get picked on. 

If I can just be left alone, I might be okay.  

I walk slowly back up the path from the canteen to the quadrangle and find 

an empty seat where I can sit down and have my sandwich. The bench where 

I used to sit with Shalini and the girls has been taken over by a bunch of older 

kids. I tried to go back there the day after everything happened but the bigger 

kids were noisy and one of the girls kept giving me looks down her nose like, 

“what’s she doing here?” so I decided to shift. 

Right across the quad I can see Liam and his group of friends standing 

around. The boys and Erin are playing handball and the other three girls are 

off to one side, talking and showing each other something on an ipod. 

I’m staring without meaning to. They look so nice and so unconcerned and 

so... normal. It’s like they are magnets for my eyes. I just have to look. 

Suddenly Liam misses the ball and is out. I can see his friend put his arms 

up in a victory sign and Liam kick the ground, but in a funny way. As he goes 

from his square to a different one he swivels his head like he’s looking for 

something until the ball gets served and then he’s playing and jumping and 

slamming the ball and I can see the smile on his face is a mile wide. But 

every time he’s out or there’s a break in the play he looks around again as if 

he’s trying to find something. 

I keep watching because I can’t stop. I’m sitting half-hidden behind a 

straggly looking bush. I can see him and I don’t want him to see me because I 

don’t want him to think I’m weird for staring, but he’s so happy and so alive 

and so light.  

The ball gets hit too far away by one of the boys and someone runs to find it 

and there are a few minutes before the game gets going again. Liam is still 

looking around, and then, with a gulp in my throat, I realise what he’s looking 

for because his eyes are going around and around until they stop still—

looking at me! 

My face goes cold and for a second I lose feeling in my fingers but I can’t 

tear my face away. It’s like time has become a heavy slow rolling liquid and 

I’m stuck in it, unable to get out. My head’s saying, “Quick, look away, he’ll 

think you’re crazy,” but my muscles can’t do anything. Unfortunately, 

though, my face can. I can feel a blush rising up my neck to my face and in 



 

about a second I’m all hot and I’m guessing that I’m as red as the handball 

that Liam’s playing with. 

I’m embarrassed, but funnily enough, he’s not. In fact, he seems happy and 

I can see a smile start to spread and a look in his eyes like, “Oh, cool!” and 

then I see him start to take a step towards me but he stops because Dan has 

the ball and he’s coming back and I can see him call Liam, and Liam’s head 

swings to his friend, and then back to me and then back to Dan as though he’s 

unsure of what to do. Dan starts to play and Liam is about to run back to the 

game, but before he does he raises his hand like he’s saying ‘hi’. His fingers 

are straight up in the air and his whole hand kind of looks like it’s asking a 

question: “Hi?” He turns to go but just before he does I manage to get my 

hand to work as well and I put it up like it’s an answer: “Hi!” There’s a tiny, 

slow half-second and I can see his eyes jump and his smile start before he 

puts his hand down and goes to return service. 

I’m still frozen, but it’s a happy kind of frozen and I feel like I could giggle 

and jump if there was a quiet place where no one would see me. I decide to 

save the jumping for later—too much embarrassment—but I do notice that 

my toes are wriggling and jumping all on their own. I’m flicking my fingers 

too, and I can’t stop.  

The next day he talks to me. 

It’s just stopped raining and I’m heading up the path to the quad from the 

canteen. This time it’s after science where I’ve been wrestling with a Bunsen 

burner. It’s never been my favourite subject, science. You have to be too 

accurate and well, scientific, and there are no stories involved. I’m beginning 

to find that I like stories.  

Anyway, I’m struggling with my bag up the path and I can see Liam and his 

group up ahead. I suddenly feel embarrassed, so I stop to pretend to fix the 

zipper and then I see Liam turn his head around, again like he’s looking for 

something. I put my head down quickly but he sees me and I can see that he’s 

telling his friends to wait a bit. They stop walking and Dan and Connor start 

kicking the overgrown grass on the side of the path and flicking the drips 

from the gutters on the girls, who squeal and hit them back and run, hugging 

their bags, to stand further away. 

I don’t know what to do. I can’t stand here forever because he’ll know I’m 

embarrassed and faking that the zip is broken, and I can’t turn around and 

walk back to the canteen because I’ve got a chocolate milk in my hand and 

I’ve just come from there, so I can’t need to go back. The only option is to 

keep walking up the path, but then I’ll have to go past him and I’m not sure if 

I can do that without going completely red in the face. It’s hard enough to 

walk. I have to keep looking at the path to make sure that my feet aren’t going 

to trip over something because that would just be really uber-embarrassing, 

but I don’t want to look like I’m avoiding him either, and in the meantime my 

chest is being pounded so loudly that I’m sure everyone around me can hear 

it. 

I’m about two metres away from them. The two other boys are now trying 

to catch the gutter drips in their mouths and the girls are wiping off the water 

they’ve been splashed with, but Liam is just standing there, watching me 

walk. He raises his hand in a ‘hi’ again and half-smiles at me and I can’t think 



 

of anything else to do except do the same, but my hand goes up too fast so it 

looks like I’m about to swat a mosquito and I have to drop it quickly again. 

My smile is wonky too, but he doesn’t seem to mind.  

“Hey,” he says. 

“Hi, again,” I say. “I mean, not again, but...” I stop talking, confused. My 

brain isn’t working properly. We’re standing together on the path. Dan and 

Connor and the girls are looking at us. One of the twins has wide-open eyes 

and Dan is starting to grin. 

“Are you going to the quad?” Liam asks. He jerks his thumb over his 

shoulder.  

“Eeh,” I kind of choke out. Now my voice isn’t working properly. “I mean 

yeah,” I say. “It’s lunch time.” 

Now he looks like he feels silly.  

“Yup,” he says. “I guess it is.” 

I suddenly feel sorry for him and my nervousness disappears. He laughs and 

I kind of half-chuckle which sounds more like a lame ‘heh heh’ and then he 

makes a movement with his eyebrows which means ‘Do you want to walk 

along?’ and I give a half shrug and smile which means ‘sure, why not?’ and I 

join him and his friends and walk up to the quad. 

Dan and Connor are ahead of the group, now playing a game of hitting each 

other with their bags. The four girls are walking all together, taking up the 

whole path, and all talking at once. I can hear Gabby’s voice rising above the 

general mishmash of noise, but most of all I’m aware of the closeness of 

Liam walking next to me. He’s not touching me or anything, but it’s almost 

like he could be because all the hairs on my arms are standing up straight. It’s 

like my body has become magnetic or has a force field or something. I can 

just feel him there next to me. 

When we get to the quad they start heading off to the left which is where 

the handball squares are, near their normal seat. I feel uncertain all of a 

sudden and I’m about to step to the right when Liam says my name.  

“Jazmine?” 

I swing around, almost doing a very awkward looking twirl. Forget walking 

up the path: if ever there was a moment to fall over and embarrass myself, 

this would be it, but I manage to keep my balance and end up almost directly 

in front of him, looking slightly stunned and surprised. 

“Yes?” My voice sounds like I’m barking.  

“Um, do you play handball?” he says, shrugging his shoulders.  

“Not really,” I say, disappointed. “I’ve never done it before.” 

His face brightens up. “Oh, that’s ok. There’s always a first time, right?” 

I feel doubtful. “I guess so, but...” 

“Well, that’s cool then. You can learn from us.” He swings around to his 

friends. “You guys, this is Jazmine, okay? She’s going to learn handball from 

the best.” 

So, I learn to play handball. I put down my chocolate milk and stand in a 

square and try to hit a tiny ball into other squares and once I get Liam out but 

it’s a fluke and most of the time I’m hitting it wrong or missing it altogether 

but Liam is telling me what to do and I’m laughing and he’s laughing, and 

even his friends are laughing, but it’s not because they are laughing at me: it’s 



 

because I think they like me, or they’re having fun, or something like that, 

and I feel warm, and surprised and then I think this can’t possibly be 

happening and if I pinch myself I might go back to my real life where I have 

no friends and no one likes me. When the ball stops play, I actually do pinch 

myself, secretly, so that no one can see, but nothing happens and I’m still 

standing here in a game with Liam and his friends.  

When we’ve finally had enough and I’ve thrown my hands up in defeat 

because actually, handball is really hard, we stop playing. Dan pockets the 

ball and Liam collapses on the grass next to the picnic table where the girls 

are sitting. 

I stand, awkwardly, not knowing what to do. I don’t know if I should pick 

up my bag and say ‘ok, bye then’ or something that doesn’t sound lame and 

I’m about to bend down and reach for it when suddenly there’s a great rush of 

air in my face and a noise in my ear and the girl who is new, Gabby, is 

bounding over to talk to me. She has a purple bag with a key ring hanging off 

it with some sort of animal—a big monkey. 

“Hey, is your name really Jazmine?” she says, all with one breath of air like 

she’s just been running. She has a big loud voice and a questioning smile 

across her face.  

“Um, yes.” I’m unsure if she really wants to talk to me, so I look around to 

check that there’s not someone else called Jazmine behind me. There’s not. 

And she’s got another question. 

“No, I mean, like Jazmine with a Z?” she says. “I saw your name written on 

the roll and I told Caitlin and Olivia that the teacher must have got it wrong 

because it’s normally with an S isn’t it?” 

“Uh huh,” I say. I nod quickly. “It’s a Z.” 

“Wow! That’s really, like, cool,” she says and she turns back to the others. 

“It is a Z!” She doesn’t let up. “So, are you completely deaf? Why do you 

have that thing on your ear?” 

Her question is loud and I feel like she’s about three inches away from my 

face, but actually I don’t mind. She’s still smiling and she’s nice and 

somehow I feel safe to answer. 

“Um, I’m not completely deaf,” I say. “I can hear some things. But the 

hearing aid makes everything clearer. I get the details.” 

Caitlin and Olivia are coming over. Caitlin looks embarrassed. “Gab!” says 

Olivia, sounding shocked. “You can’t ask that! It’s rude.” 

Gabby looks genuinely surprised. “Rude?” she says. “Really? But I was just 

asking about her... you know,” and she gestures towards her own ear.  

“Yeah,” says Caitlin. “It’s called a hearing aid. And you’re not supposed to 

talk about things like that. People don’t like it!” She turns to me and makes a 

face that says ‘please excuse my ignorant friend.’ 

“I’m sorry!” 

But Gabby doesn’t seem to notice. “That’s so cool,” she says. She’s a bit 

like a friendly, bouncy puppy. “If you wanted to, could you just turn it off and 

miss all of maths? If you turn it up can you hear what people are whispering 

about? I think it would be awesome. It’s like your own inbuilt microphone!” 

Her smile is so big and her eyes are sparkling so much that I can’t help 

smiling too.  



 

“If I turn it off when my mum’s home I get in trouble,” I say. “And if it 

goes too high everything goes distorted, so I can’t really use it for spying.” I 

shrug my shoulders. “But I guess it’s okay.” 

I see Caitlin and Olivia rolling their eyes behind Gab, but it’s not in a bad 

way. She’s enthusiastic but she’s nice and she’s actually the first person 

who’s ever been interested in my hearing aid. 

“But seriously, what’s it like to be deaf?” asks Gabby. “I mean, do you feel 

different? Do people say stuff? Do they treat you weird?” 

“Gab!” groans Liam from the grass, rolling over towards us. “You can’t say 

that! It’s rude. Sorry Jazmine!”  

“No, honestly, I don’t mind,” I say, looking at Gabby’s face drop. She has a 

ponytail that bounces when she talks but it’s drooping now.  

“I’m not trying to be rude,” she says. “I really just want to know! You’re 

not offended are you?” She looks at me so anxiously trying to read my face 

that I have to laugh.  

“I guess not,” I say. To be honest, no-one’s ever asked me anything like 

that. I don’t really know what to say. I mean, of course, it’s annoying 

sometimes when people expect me to hear absolutely everything and I miss it, 

but it doesn’t happen that often, and plus I’m used to it.  

“It’s normal for me.” I manage a smile and Gabby’s face goes from worried 

to relieved in less than a second. 

“You see?” she crows to Liam. “She doesn’t mind!” She goes to kick him in 

the leg but he quickly rolls out of the way and stands up all in one movement. 

“This is Gabrielle,” he says, bowing to me and pointing to her in a pretend 

introduction. “She wants to know everything about you all the time and she’ll 

ask any question that pops into her big head. We think she’ll have to become 

a journalist or something because she doesn’t know when to stop.” He points 

to her bag and the monkey key ring. “Oh, and she loves baboons for some 

strange reason.” 

She goes to punch him in the arm but it’s a friendly punch and she’s 

laughing and when the bell goes and we all pick up our bags to go to the next 

class, Gabby makes sure she walks next to me all the way down the path.  

“What have you got now?” she asks. “I’ve got English. Mrs Branton. 

Yergh.” She makes a face like she’s about to vomit. 

“I’ve got woodwork,” I say. “Technology.” 

Her face brightens. “Mr Hallivand? He’s so cute, right?” 

“No,” I say. “It’s Mr Symonds. The old guy with the bald head. But he’s 

okay.” 

Liam and the twins are heading straight down. Gabby has to turn left and 

I’m heading across past the canteen to the technology buildings. I’m halfway 

there when I hear her call my name.  

“Hey Jazmine,” she says. “See you at lunch!” 

I turn around, surprised. She’s waving, so I lift up my hand to wave back. 

“Build stuff!” she yells, and then she’s gone with her baboon key ring and a 

loud giggle and a bounce. 

Later, as I’m supposed to be copying safety rules for using the power drill 

off the board I’m secretly and strangely happy. I never realised before that 

when someone says ‘see you at lunch’ it feels like sunshine. 



 

 



 

Chapter 11 
Gabby is like one of those pink bunnies on the TV ads that just keep going 

and going and going. It’s like she never runs out of batteries. I’ve never met 

anyone with so much energy. I prefer to sit quietly and watch stuff, but she 

just wants to do everything right away. And she can talk. She wants to know 

everything about everyone. 

“Dan, why do you have one black lace and one red lace in your shoes? Are 

you colour blind or are you trying to be cool?”  

“Oh my goodness Olivia—look at that girl’s earrings! She's going to get 

into trouble for wearing those. And she's got a nose ring as well. That must 

hurt so much! Would you do that? Really? I just think it would be weird to 

have something in your nose. What if you need to blow it? Would the snot 

come out of the hole?” 

“Caitlin, did you get my text on the weekend? Why didn’t you reply? I was 

waiting and waiting!”  

I watch her in the classroom. She can literally talk to anyone. She doesn’t 

seem to feel shy and she can go up to people and just start talking and it looks 

like she is completely comfortable. I have never met anyone like this before. 

Plus she is happy. I have never been confident and I missed out on happy in 

the last four years. It is kind of amazing to watch her. 

The other amazing thing is that for some reason she’s decided that I’m the 

person she wants to hang around with.  

“We should go shopping after school sometime,” she says. “That would be 

really fun. Actually, you know what would be good? My cousin and I went 

canoeing a few months ago, and it was so great. I want to go again, but I need 

someone to go with. You’d love it. You like water, right? Have you ever been 

canoeing?” 

“Um, no, not really,” I say, but she’s on to the next topic.  

“Hey, I know what! I should come over to your place. Can I? Or you can 

come to me. We’ve got a pool and when the weather gets warmer I set up the 

trampoline so I can bounce off it right into the pool. It’s very awesome.”  

The other girls in the group are friendly to me as well but they seem to have 

known each other for longer and they talk about people that I don't know so I 

don’t feel as much a part of them, but even so, I end up sitting with Liam and 

Gabby and their friends pretty much every lunch and recess. Liam still looks 

at me all the time, apart from when he is playing handball and sometimes I 

play too, even though I still don’t really understand all the rules. They kind of 

make up their own little play-offs and things that I guess make the game more 

interesting for them but it’s hard to follow. Gabby tries to play but she gives 

up when someone yells out “rally to the death” and then for some reason she 

is out. 

“It's not fair,” she says, crashing herself to the ground and sitting on my 

bag. “Oh, sorry Jazmine, I didn't mean to.” She pulls out my squashed bag 

from underneath her bottom and puts it between us. “That is not the rule that 

we used to play at my last school,” she yells out to Dan. “You guys have your 

own rules and it’s not fair if you don't know them!” She looks a little sulky. 

“They always used to do this at primary school too,” says Caitlin. She 

makes a sympathetic face. “The teachers had to paint the rules on a sign and 



 

post them up on the playground because everyone kept making up their own 

stuff. But they’ve been playing together since like year four, so they have all 

kinds of funny things going on.” 

“Did you go to the same school too?” I ask Gabby. “I thought all of you 

knew each other from primary.” 

“Me? No!” says Gabby with a surprised look on her face. “I came here this 

year. I was in a school in Sydney before this.” 

“All the rest of us did,” says Erin. “We were friends in primary school, so 

we all just kept hanging out together.” 

“There was Angela too,” says Olivia. “She was in our group too. She used 

to hang out with us.” 

“Yeah, but she’s Moved On,” says Erin, emphasising the words and rolling 

her eyes. “Although I think she might still like Liam. She used to have a crush 

on him before. But now she’s too cool for us. Actually, a whole heap of 

people are too cool for us now. There’s a group of boys who are all into 

graffiti and smoking who used to play with us at primary but now they don’t 

bother with us.” 

Caitlin’s eyes widen. “They did all this graffiti over the bathrooms in term 

one and got into a heap of trouble,” she says.  

“I know. And Liam got really mad at them,” says Olivia. “He told them not 

to be stupid, but they told him to not be such a dag. They think they’re so 

great.” 

“Yeah,” says Gab. “And when I came along, I don’t do graffiti or anything 

stupid like that and obviously I’m not too cool for them, so I made them 

adopt me, right? They didn’t get a choice!” She laughs and puts her hands on 

her hips as if she’s saying, come on, I dare you to try to get rid of me! 

“I know,” says Caitlin, with a pretend groan. “We tried being mean to her 

but it didn’t work. She just wouldn’t go away!” She laughs and then looks 

anxious. “I’m kidding—you know I’m kidding right?” 

“It’s okay,” says Gabby very dramatically. “Anyway, you love me. You all 

love me!” 

“I don’t love you,” yells out Dan from the handball court, but he’s still half 

smiling. 

“Yeah, I hate you too!” she yells back. “I know what,” she says to us with a 

naughty face. “I’m going to catch a lizard and put it in his bag for later! He 

won’t be rude to me again!” 

She jumps up and runs to the bushes to chase a gecko that’s sunning itself 

but gives up after about two seconds and comes and flops down again. 

“Aah, too hard,” she says. “I’ll just have to kick him instead.” She sees my 

face and laughs. “Don’t worry! I won’t really.” 

I smile nervously. I’m never quite sure what to think when people tease 

each other. I don’t know if they’re being serious or not.  

Erin rolls over towards us. “Actually Gab, I think you like Dan. Don’t 

you?” She stretches out the word ‘like’ on her tongue and it looks like she’s 

trying to be annoying and smiling at the same time. In about a millisecond 

Gabby’s face is completely red.  

“I do not!” she says. It sounds like a chicken squawk. “No way! I don’t like 

him! That’s not true at all!” 



 

But she can’t stop blushing and Olivia and Caitlin join in. “Oooh, you do! 

Gabby Likes Da-an, Gabby Likes Da-an.” They start to sing it in a chant.  

Gabby rolls over so she’s lying on her stomach on the grass. She’s burying 

her face inside her bag and kicking her feet against the ground like a two year 

old throwing a tantrum in a supermarket. “I Don’t!” she yells. “Stop Saying 

That!” She’s hitting her fists on the ground and her words are all muffled 

because of the bag and it sounds like ‘Thtop Thayig Thad’. 

“You’re so funny Gab!” Erin says. She’s laughing. “Don’t worry, we won’t 

say it anymore.” 

Gabby puts her head up and takes an exaggerated gasping breath. “You’d 

better not! I’m dying of suffocation down here!”  

I look over to see if Dan, still playing handball has heard any of this. His 

face is red too, but I can’t tell if it’s from exercise or embarrassment. He’s not 

looking over in our direction, but Liam is. He catches my eye and smiles so I 

smile back and then put my head down because I feel nervous.  

Maybe it’s his floppy brown hair that makes me breathe a little quicker 

every time I see him. It’s not past his shoulders but it’s a little bit longer than 

most boys’ hair, and you can tell just from the way Liam moves his head that 

he hasn’t grown it to be cool. It’s more like that he just forgot to cut it one 

day and he hasn’t noticed it since.  

Everything about him seems unconcerned and light and easy. He plays 

handball like he’s dancing. It’s effortless and graceful in a boyish sort of way. 

And in drama, the way he acts on the stage, it’s like he’s slipped on the skin 

of his character in the dressing room along with his costume.  

He doesn’t seem to have to think about anything. If he was walking through 

the bush, I can imagine trees and shrubs just parting themselves to make a 

path for him so he wouldn’t have to sweat. It’s different for me. I have to 

think about everything. I have to cut my own paths. 

All of a sudden my thoughts are disturbed. “Jazmine!” Gabby’s big voice 

cuts into my brain fog. I look up to see four curious faces staring at me. 

“Well?” says Erin. She has big blue eyes and pale skin. “Do you?” 

“What?” I say. My eyes are darting nervously. “Sorry... I wasn’t listening?” 

“You weren’t listening?” screeches Gabby. She presses her hand to her 

head in mock horror. “That just proves it! She’s in dream land!” 

“Proves what?” I say. I still don’t know what they’re talking about. 

“You and Liam,” says Olivia in an exaggerated whisper. She’s looking over 

towards the handball game. “You like him don’t you?” She’s looking at me 

with wide eyes and a big smile, waiting for me to agree. 

“Um,” I say. “Who?” I’m trying to get them off the track.  

“Who?” laughs Caitlin. “Liam! Didn’t you know he likes you? He told us! 

Do you like him?” 

“He told you?” I say. Now my stomach really is in a knot. “What do you 

mean?” 

“When that play that he’s in started. You know, the rehearsals after school? 

He came back the next day and he looked so dreamy that we were teasing him 

and he admitted that he met a girl that he had a crush on,” says Erin.  



 

“Yeah, we couldn’t figure out who it was,” says Caitlin, her words falling 

over each themselves. “And then, all of a sudden, he invited you to play 

handball,” 

“... and he keeps looking at you,” says Olivia 

“... and then we realised that you’re in the play too, right?” Caitlin finishes. 

“So... do you like him?” Gabby says again. Now she’s impatient. “You 

must. Go on! He’s so cute, right?” 

I look down at my shoes. I can’t lie, but I don’t want to say what I think and 

I’m so embarrassed but also so secretly delighted that I can’t stop smiling.  

“Ha!” yells Gab. She’s bending over, trying to look at my face. “Look! A 

smile! She does. It’s Jazmine and Liam. Together! Forever!” She’s singing in 

a chant and she does a little dance with her arms. “Woo-woo!” 

“Wow, you know,” said Olivia. “If you’re into drama as well you might as 

well marry Liam right now. He loves it so much that he couldn’t ever go out 

with anyone who doesn’t think the play is the greatest thing in the world.” 

I’m nearly melting into the ground with embarrassment and I don’t dare 

look towards the handball game to see if Liam has heard any of it, but it’s 

okay. Because now I know he likes me too. And I like that. A lot. 

Caitlin and Olivia are changing the subject and talking about going to the 

bathrooms before the bell goes.  

“Are you coming Jazmine?” says Gab. “Let’s all go.” 

“Yeah, but don’t go to the one in A Block,” says Erin. “It’s always 

disgusting.” 

“No, it’s alright!” says Caitlin.  

“It’s the B block ones that are gross,” says Olivia, but I don’t care because I 

just need to get away and breathe a little bit.  

Gab grabs my arm and hugs it in hers as we head towards the classroom and 

now instead of feeling shaken I’m feeling secure and pleased and wanted and 

the warm feeling goes up into my ears and my face.  

I give her arm a tiny squeeze back as if to say ‘thanks’ but it’s careful and 

cautious because I don’t really know how to do friendship and all of this 

acceptance and the smiles and the teasing is so new that I’m kind of 

swimming without being able to put my feet down, but she squeezes my arm 

back and after we’ve all finished in the bathrooms she says, “See you at lunch 

Jaz,” and I know then that I do have a friend. And I like it. 

 



 

Chapter 12 

Thursday 
Dear Dad, 
Did I tell you I’ve made new friends? It just kind of happened because Liam 

asked me if I wanted to play handball and then Gabby kept talking to me and 
finding me for recess and lunch and now I’m hanging around with their 
group.  

I feel weird about it, even though I like them. I can’t really imagine that 
anyone would think I’m interesting enough to be friends with. I don’t talk 
much like Gabby and I don’t really have good taste in music like Erin and I’m 
not that pretty, like the twins. But for some reason they let me hang around 
and they obviously don’t hate me! 

And the other thing is, they aren’t mean to each other. They all just get on. 
Shalini was always mean to her friends—and to me—but I didn’t really 
recognise it. Once you’ve hung with nice people you can’t really go back to 
horrible ones. 

Here’s a list of the people. 
Liam—nice, funny, blue eyes. Great handball player, excellent actor. Keeps 

smiling at me and he tries to sit next to me a lot.  
Dan—Liam’s best friend from primary school. He plays football after 

school. Noisy and tall. Very good looking and makes silly jokes. Gabby’s in 
love with him. 

Olivia and Caitlin—twins. They look so alike that I can hardly tell the 
difference between them but Caitlin has a scar on her cheek from falling off 
a piano stool when she was two. They are nice, but a little bit anxious 
sometimes if they think they’ve offended you. They finish each other’s 
sentences and smile a lot. 

Erin—blonde and great big blue eyes. About my height. Came from the 
same primary school as the twins and the boys. She’s into music and sneaks 
her ipod into school to listen to at lunch. 

Gabby—Well, she’s Gabby. Loud, enthusiastic, bouncy and talking talking 
talking. She’s confident and friendly and over the top. I can’t believe how she 
never seems to feel uncomfortable or nervous. I wish I could be like that. 

Love, Jaz 
Oh, and a garden update: the green spots turned out to be real shoots. 

And the sunflowers have started to come up! They are about an inch high! 
 
Dear Dad, 
I am having a new experience. 
 I am actually looking forward to waking up in the morning. Before, I didn't 

look forward to anything. And I certainly didn't bound out of bed like I do 
now. Apparently the big word for my new feeling is called anticipation. I 
quite like it. I don't feel so tired all the time. I have much more energy. 

I’ve learned the whole script off by heart. I’m running errands for Miss 
Fraser and you know, she’s even nicer than I thought. She just says what she 



 

thinks—straight out—and she’s not afraid. But she’s kind too. It’s not mean, 
the way she does it. And the other thing about her is that she asks you to do 
things you think you can’t do, but she says, “Of course you can, I believe you 
can,” and then all of a sudden you think, “Oh yeah, I can do that.” Like the 
other day, the girl who plays the housekeeper was supposed to come in and 
be tough, but Miss Fraser also wanted her to be kind. “I can’t do it,” she said. 
“It’s too hard.” But Miss Fraser said, “Of course you can. Here, I’ll show you.” 
And then she showed her a different way to stand and all of a sudden she 
was tough and kind all at the same time and it really made the scene.  

Gotta go. It’s time for school. 
Love, Jazmine 
PS. This afternoon everyone’s going to have ice cream after drama 

practice. And I’m invited too. 
 



 

Chapter 13 
I don’t know whose idea it was to have ice cream but by the end of the 

afternoon in the stuffy auditorium I’m very ready for something cool. 

Everyone is walking down together. I’m slightly behind because I feel shy. 

And then I notice that Liam is walking next to me.  

“Hey,” I say.  

“Hey yourself,” he says. “Have you been here before?” 

I shake my head. We’re going to the corner shop just down from the school. 

I never realised that it’s also a cafe and ice cream bar, which just shows 

something else I’ve been missing out on.  

We have to wait until everyone gets served but even with the extra time I 

still can’t make up my mind about which of the 36 flavours I am going to 

have in my waffle cone and I get nervous that I’m taking so long so, I settle 

for vanilla as usual. Liam orders after me and in one confident breath he asks 

for chocolate ice cream in a bowl with a spoon and chocolate sauce and 

chocolate sprinkles on top. All of a sudden my plain vanilla single scoop 

looks disappointing. 

Everyone else has gone outside to eat and we follow along but Liam stops 

at a picnic table a little bit away from the rest of the group. “Here’s good,” he 

says. His voice goes up like he’s asking a question and I nod and sit next to 

him. He’s looking at my cone. 

“Do you always get vanilla?” he says. 

“Oh. Usually,” I say. “I guess I’m used to it.” 

“Do you like chocolate?” he says. 

“Um, I don’t really know,” I say. I feel unsure. 

“Go on, try some,” he says. “You can't just have vanilla all the time. Branch 

out. Don't be safe.” 

I’m smiling. He is very persuasive. “Okay,” I say, “but just a tiny bit.” 

He tries to put a huge spoon of ice cream in my mouth but I refuse to let 

him and keep it shut until finally he lets me handle the spoon myself. I gulp a 

mouthful down making tiny noises because I have swallowed too much and it 

is freezing my teeth. 

He is still laughing at me while he waits until my face returns to normal—I 

have tears in my eyes from the cold—and then says, “So, what do you think? 

Come on, say you like it.” 

“It’s… well, it's intense,” I say. I’m surprising myself. There are unexpected 

words coming out of my mouth. The ice cream has given me a sudden burst 

of confidence. “It's muddy. It’s complicated.” 

Liam looks at me with a great big grin. “Muddy? Intense? Complicated?” 

he says. He laughs again. “I’m very surprised you don't like it. Because if it’s 

intense, muddy and complicated, it’s exactly like you.” 

I don’t know what to say. Is he serious, or is this a joke? I just can’t tell so I 

look at him for a few seconds. Eventually I sign what do you mean? and I see 

he’s worried. 

“Oh, no, it’s not bad,” he says. He’s definitely backpedalling. He thinks he 

has upset me and now he is trying to reassure me. “You know, muddy, 

intense and complicated in a good way, right?” he says smiling. Now he’s 

making a joke.  



 

I make a face that’s trying to be happy, but it must still look worried to him 

because he’s trying to explain more. 

“I thought you realized that you came across as complicated,” he says. “I 

mean, with the deaf thing and everything,” he waves towards my hearing aid, 

“and suddenly coming out of nowhere to be really good at drama and really 

involved in the whole play…” 

He looks at me sideways with a smile. “I mean, one day you’re hanging out 

with Shalini and that crowd and then all of a sudden it’s like you're a different 

person. You stand up to Angela. Who does that?” He looks at me expectantly, 

like I should finish his sentence. It’s a question and he wants me to answer it. 

For a second my eyes pop wide open. I can feel my stomach turning and my 

face going white. I had no idea this was coming. 

I’m terrified. Liam wants an explanation of who I am and where I’ve come 

from, but I can’t tell him the truth. If he knew the real reason I joined the 

drama production—that I had to or else I’d be suspended from school—he 

definitely wouldn’t like me anymore. He’s the guy who loves drama so much 

and who got mad at his friends for graffiting a bathroom. What would he 

think of me? And if he told everyone what he’d found out, no-one else would 

like me either. What would Gabby say if she knew what I had done? Would 

she still want to be my friend? I can’t take the risk of anyone finding out.  

So far, my secret seems to be safe. No one knows, and no one is talking 

about me. If it comes out that I was there when Shalini tried to wreck the 

classroom, I might as well give up. Any changes I’ve made in myself would 

be useless because everyone would just reject me anyway. 

My hands are clammy with nerves, but I can't let him see what I’m thinking. 

I try to get him off the scent by doing what I call fogging, being deliberately 

vague, giving no real answers and then changing the subject. I used to do it 

with Mum a lot. 

“People always think deaf people are complicated,” I laugh. It comes out 

high-pitched and nervous, so I bring it down a notch. “It must be because of 

the Auslan. Everyone thinks we're a bit crazy because we can talk with our 

hands. Anyway, you should know," I say. “You can speak Auslan.” How did 

you learn it, I sign. 

I see Liam’s face animate again. His question is forgotten. He’s happy to 

talk about himself, and I’m happy to let him. Anything to get the subject off 

me. 

“Actually, it’s pretty cool. We had these neighbours who moved in next 

door when I was about seven or eight I guess. They had a boy a bit older than 

me who was completely deaf—you know, he couldn’t hear anything at all. He 

was about nine and I was so bored because my sister was getting too old to 

play with me.” He makes a face. “You know—girls! Oops. Sorry!”  

I smile. “So, did he speak Auslan?” 

“Yeah,” he says. “The whole family did, and I just wanted someone to play 

with so I started hanging out there and I just kind of picked it up. I mean, I’m 

not very good and I’m probably pretty rusty now, but it was enough so that 

we could play cricket in the backyard every afternoon.” 

“Why are you rusty now?” I ask. 



 

“Oh, just because I haven’t used it in a while. They moved when I was 

about eleven I think.” 

I’m thoughtful. “That’s pretty cool,” I say. Because it is. I wish I’d had a 

friend like Liam when I was eight. But I’m wondering about something and 

it’s awkward to ask. 

“Didn’t you feel, you know, um.... put off?” I ask. It’s hard for me to get 

out. “Because some people—once they see a hearing aid or something 

wrong,” I make quote marks with my fingers on the word ‘wrong’ and pull a 

face, “I mean, some people don’t even bother...” 

Liam looks surprised. “No,” he says. “I mean, it was a bit different at first, 

but he wanted to be friends too, and in the end the cricket always wins, 

right?” He grins. “Maybe it’s a boy thing.” 

“Maybe,” I say. Maybe girls are different.  

“Do you have any brothers?” he asks. “Any cricket players in the family? 

Obviously you’ve got some sporting talent. You’re okay at handball.” 

I shake my head. “No, it’s just Mum and me. And we don’t really play 

sport.” 

“Oh,” he says. “That’s a shame. You’d be a good runner probably. My dad 

got me into running. We do three kilometres every night together.” 

“Mine never ran,” I say, smiling. “But he did watch the athletics on telly. 

Does that count?” 

“Ha,” he says. There’s a short silence and then he asks, “So, do you see him 

much anymore?” 

My face goes tight. I hadn’t meant to talk about dad. I was trying to keep it 

light and stay interesting and now I’m here, on the topic I definitely don’t 

want to talk about. 

“Um, no,” I say. My voice is really quiet. “He died when I was nine.” 

There’s another silence. Liam looks concerned which makes me even more 

uncomfortable. 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” he says. “Are you okay?” 

I put my head up and force a smile. “Yeah, I’m fine. Thanks. It was ages 

ago. These things happen, right? And anyway, it’s boring when people talk 

about their problems all the time.” 

“Yeah, I guess....” He looks confused. “That’s probably true.” 

It’s definitely true, I think. I have to be careful. If he asks me anything else I 

might start talking about it. There’s a balloon of sadness in my chest that 

wants to float right up, out into the open, but I have to keep it down. I can’t 

talk about it. I won’t talk about it because when you tell people your problems 

they leave. And I’ve suddenly realised that I don’t want Liam to leave. 

Because I really, really like him. 

I shrug my shoulders. “Whatever,” I say. It’s not in an angry way but it’s 

enough to let him know I want to change the subject. And he gets it. He takes 

a bite of his ice cream. 

“Want some more?” he says, holding out a spoon. “Chocolate is yum...” 

“I'll stick to vanilla thanks,” I say, lightly, breathing a sigh of relief inside. 

But it’s too early. Liam still has a question for me. 

“Hey, sorry if this like, rude or whatever,” he says. “But if you don’t mind 

me asking, what happened? How did he die?” 



 

I desperately don’t want to answer, but there’s a big gap and Liam isn’t 

talking. I’ve got to say something. Holding myself together, I let a few words 

out. 

“I was little, me and Mum were away on holiday and we got the call that he 

was dead, so I guess that’s what happened.” I give the story in as calm a voice 

as I can manage. I probably sound detached. 

“No, what I mean is, was he sick? Or was it an accident or something?” He 

looks puzzled. 

“Oh, well, he had like, a heart attack, apparently,” I say, a little defensively. 

“I was young. I didn't know all the details. Anyway, it was a long time ago.” 

Liam suddenly gathers himself up again. “I’m sorry. You’re obviously over 

it. And I shouldn’t have asked.” he says. And smiles. 

I try to match his smile. I would rather have him think that I’m over it than 

have him ask me more questions. 

I pull out my phone to check the time. “Oh my goodness, I have to go. It’s 

getting late,” I say. 

He puts his hand out, on to mine. “Before you go, can I give you 

something?” he asks. He is touching my hand and I feel trembley inside. 

“I guess. It depends what it is,” I say. 

He doesn't answer my question, but instead rummages around in his bag and 

pulls out a plastic packet with silver things inside. He gets out one of the little 

silver things—it looks like a funny shaped chocolate wrapped in silver foil—

and puts it in my hand. 

“It’s a kiss… You know, a Hershey’s kiss,” he says in answer to my 

quizzical look. “It’s American. My dad went to America on a conference for 

work and brought them back for us. Best thing I’ve ever tasted.” 

“Is it chocolate?” I ask. 

“Of course, it's from me. What else would it be?” he says. “Try it. I think 

you’ll like it.” 

I close my hand with the kiss inside. “Um, thank you?” I say, backing away 

towards the bus stop. “See you later.” 

“Thanks,” he says. And he looks like he wants to say more, but I have to go 

because my mum will be getting worried, so I’m walking away and then I 

can’t see him anymore and I’m still holding the kiss in my hand and it is 

melting so I eat it and it slides down my mouth like magic. Muddy, intense, 

complicated magic. 

 



 

Chapter 14 

Dear Dad, 
I can’t get this out of my head. I have to ask. I have to know the answer. 

But I don’t think you can tell me. 
Yesterday I had ice cream after drama and just ended up talking to Liam 

the whole time. And it was great, but he did ask me a question which has 
stuck in my head. It kind of made me feel uncomfortable, not because he 
asked it but because I didn't really know the answer. 

Dad, why did you die? Like, what was actually wrong with your body so 
that it stopped working? I know you had a heart attack. But did it just 
happen all of a sudden, or did you have heart disease or something? Why 
were you so young? Why couldn’t the ambulance people do that 
resuscitation thing?  

I can't believe I have never asked Mum this before. I can’t believe I don’t 
know more about what happened to you. Well, actually I can. At the funeral, 
everything was so awful and I didn't have my hearing aid and I couldn't 
overhear anyone's conversations. I tried to ask Mum that day, but she 
snapped at me so I stopped talking and went into the garden by myself. And 
afterwards, mum was always so upset and cried so easily that I didn't want 
to make it worse, and then I tried not to think about any of it, let alone talk 
about it, so of course I wouldn't bring it up. 

But no one has ever explained it to me. Maybe they assume I know. 
Anyway, I felt silly when Liam asked me what happened and I only had a 
really basic answer. I think I will have to be brave and ask Mum about the 
details sometime. She seems much happier these days so it might not be so 
bad. 

Love, Jaz 
PS. Did you ever have secrets? Did you ever have a secret so big that you 

just couldn’t ever tell anyone? Did you ever feel so scared that people would 
find you out and then everything would be over? I have two secrets. And I 
can’t tell anyone about them. If I tell anyone why I’m doing the play, they’ll 
hate me for trying to destroy the drama stuff and they’ll reject me, like those 
boys who did the graffiti. And then there’s you. I mean, you’re not really a 
secret, but if I tell anyone how sad I am about you dying I’ll never be able to 
stop crying and talking and going on and on and the person I’m talking to will 
be so sick of it that they’ll just leave and then I’ll have lost my new friends. 
And I think it would be worse to have had friends and to lose them than to 
never have had any at all. 

How do you keep a secret? Sometimes I feel like I’m about to explode. But 
I have to keep it all in. 



 

Chapter 15 
It’s raining and I’m huddling, cold, under a small, quite drippy shelter on 

the side of the Art building, waiting for the bell to go before they’ll let us 

back into the classrooms where we can stay dry. The rain started out misty 

but it’s getting heavier and the ‘plink plink’ sound of the drops hitting the 

corrugated iron above me is turning into a ‘ding ding’ sound which seems to 

be coming through my ears right into my head.  

Liam and Dan and the twins are squished in next to me and there are other 

kids from our year crowding in, trying not to get wet as well. They’re all 

talking and the noise is a roar around me. I’m hugging my bag, pressing into 

the wall of the building and trying to avoid getting pushed out into the flow of 

water from the broken gutter above me. One side of my skirt is sopping and I 

reach down to try to wring it out when suddenly I see someone I really don’t 

want to see. 

It’s Tyra. She’s running past with her bag on her head trying to keep from 

getting wet. I take in a sharp breath because even though I knew she and Rae 

and Shalini would come back sometime I forgot that it would actually 

happen. Or maybe I just put it out of my mind because I didn’t want it to 

happen.  

But there she is. I’m following her with my eyes. She gets to a shelter on 

the other side of the quad and I can see Rae with her. I’m squinting, looking 

for Shalini but I can’t see her there. Maybe she’s at the canteen. Or in the 

toilets. Suddenly I realise that next period is history. And we’re in the same 

history class. 

I’m going to see Shalini in less than five minutes. 

My heart is beating loud and fast and drowning out the sound of the rain 

and I’m feeling white and faint and as though I want to sit down and my skirt 

is wetter than ever and dripping down my leg but suddenly Gabby’s there in 

front of me, wet and breathless and waving a bunch of coloured envelopes in 

front of my face. 

I can hardly understand what she’s saying with the noise but she pushes a 

damp pink envelope into my hand. 

“Mmfuh birthdaygh arphe,” she says. At least that’s what it sounds like to 

me. “An you gum?”  

She’s bouncing so much and I’m still getting over being startled that it’s 

hard to hear what she’s saying. I’m trying to see what’s in the envelope at the 

same time as watching her face to find out what she’s talking about and just 

as I concentrate long enough to focus on her mouth to lip read, the bell goes 

and the crowd disappears and Gabby’s waving as she runs down the path and 

I’m standing there by myself, clutching the edge of my wet skirt in one hand, 

with my bag and a crumpled, dripped-on pink envelope in the other. 

The dread I’m feeling at seeing Shalini again makes the history classroom 

seem dark and dank and scary. The room is filling up and I’m looking at the 

door watching everyone come in and holding my breath until I see her but 

then the desks are all taken and Mr Davis, the teacher, comes in and closes 

the door and begins to take the roll. 

“Is Shalini here?” he says. “Isn’t she supposed to be back today?” 



 

I’m still and nervous, waiting for the reply, and then Gavin Toombs, one of 

the boys who she sometimes hangs out with says, “Oh, Sir, I heard she’s not 

coming back. She’s gone to stay with her dad.” 

Mr Davis raises his eyebrows. “Hmmmphf,” he says. “Oh well. I’ll have to 

check that with the office later on. Anyway, we’re talking about the Aztecs 

again everyone. So get out your books please. We’re looking at page 134 

today.” 

I’m breathing again. I’m so relieved. Shalini isn’t coming back. And Rae 

and Tyra won’t do anything without her. Everything’s going to be okay. No 

one will know about the drama room. And my secret will be safe. I smile, 

almost without realising it and let my tense shoulders relax. And then I look 

down at my hand to see the pink envelope Gabby gave me. I’d forgotten all 

about it. 

I open the envelope once Mr Davis starts to go off track. He’s never once 

managed to stay on the topic we’re supposed to be doing for the whole lesson. 

I’m sitting towards the back and he usually perches on the back of his chair at 

the front of the room when he’s on a roll and talking, arms crossed and chalk 

in his fingers. I’m careful to keep my hands under the desk. I don’t want to 

get in trouble. Who knows what Mr Fellowes would do if I turned up in his 

office again? 

On the front is my name in Gabby’s bold round handwriting with about a 

thousand exclamation marks after it. It’s a bit smudged from the rain now but 

when she wrote it, it would have been practically a work of art, with at least 

five different texta colours.  

On the back she’s written ‘Open this and u r cool!!!!!’ This time the 

exclamation marks have circles for dots. I slide my finger under the flap and 

rip the envelope slightly so I can get out the piece of paper inside. It’s a 

folded up A4 sheet covered in printing and texta and it’s something I haven’t 

had for a very long time.  

It’s a birthday party invitation. 

Without meaning to I take a sudden breath in. I catch myself just before I 

make an actual noise of surprise with my voice but my whole body wants to 

react to this letter and I can’t control it. 

 

Hey U guys! You’re all invited to the coolest (and I mean the coolest!!) bd 
party of the year.  
Of course it’s mine! yeeehaaaaa baby!!!! Bring your torch for games in the 
dark!!!! From 5 until whenever!!!! 

 

I read down the paper. There’s a picture of some baboons with enormous 

smiles at the top followed by Gabby’s big round handwriting. I can hear her 

voice in every line. 

I have to check twice to make sure my name is at the top. And even when I 

run my finger underneath it a couple of times and spell out my name to 

myself to make sure, I still turn the paper over just to make sure there’s 

nothing on it saying, ‘April fool,’ or, ‘Ha! Sucked in!’ because I never 

expected that I would be invited to anything Liam and his friends did.  



 

Letting someone hang around with your group at school because you’re a 

nice person is different from inviting them to your birthday. And even though 

Gabby is friendly to me, I guess I never thought anyone would want me to 

come to their party—especially someone who is as friendly and outgoing and 

confident as Gabby.  

At lunch the rain has stopped and as I’m heading up the path to our seat 

Gabby jumps out of nowhere with an enormous smile on her face.  

“Hey Jazmine! Did you read the invitation? Do you think you can come? I 

mean, I know it’s short notice but I only just managed to convince my mum 

to let me have a party! What did you think? Did you like the ‘yeeehaaaa’? It’s 

like, ‘Yeeeeeeee-Haaaaaaaa! I’m a teenager!’” She makes two fists and 

punches them to the sky at the same time as sticking out her bottom. “Oh, 

yeah, baby!” 

She looks so silly that I giggle a tiny bit, but she’s back in my face 

demanding to know if I can come. “Will your mum let you? Do you think 

you’ll be able to?” 

I’m nervous again. “Um, are you sure?” I say. “I mean, you don’t have to 

invite me if you don’t want to...” My voice trails off.  

She looks at me with a face that says, what are you talking about? and 

frowns slightly, shrugging. “Yeah, of course.” She gets her friendly face 

back. “That’s why it’s your name written on the top. Oh, and on the envelope 

too. You’ll find that usually when people write your name on an invitation, 

it’s ‘cause they want you to go.” Her voice goes up at the end like a question.  

“Sorry, I didn’t mean...” I try, but Gabby sees the twins and Erin and 

bounces up to ask them if they can come. I feel awkward and stupid for 

having doubts. I hope she doesn’t think I don’t want to go. I can feel my face 

turning red. 

It doesn’t really help that Mum’s as surprised as me. On the way home on 

the bus I smooth out the invitation and look at it again and again. I use my 

finger to trace over my name at the top and then I feel embarrassed again so I 

slip it between the pages of my journal and it stays there until Mum is looking 

for my empty lunch containers in my bag. She’s pulling stuff out onto the 

kitchen table and my journal falls out and the invitation flutters and slides 

onto the floor. She leaves it there but her face is turned to it, her eyes are 

moving to read it and I can see her forehead crease. 

“You got an invitation?” she offers brightly, but I can tell she’s trying not to 

sound surprised. 

“Yes. From Gabby,” I say. I don’t know what to do and I don’t know what 

she’s expecting me to do so I just sit there and look at it. 

“Can I..?” She gestures with her head. She’s always tentative, like she 

doesn’t want to scare me. Like she’s scared of me. I shrug, as if to say, “Sure, 

whatever.” 

In the muted quietness of our kitchen, Gabby’s bold round handwriting 

seems to shout from the page and there seem to be double the exclamation 

marks now. 

“Baboons.” Mum lifts her eyebrows and looks at me. I lift mine back like, I 

don’t know. 

“What’s ‘five to whenever’?” Mum asks. “Is that a sleepover?” 



 

“No,” I say. “Her dad won’t let her have sleepovers she said. It’s about 10 I 

think.” 

I’m nervous. Is that too late? I’m not sure what Mum will say. 

“Do you want to go?” she asks. She’s deliberately keeping it light and easy. 

Like this isn’t a big deal. Like this isn’t the first birthday party I’ve been 

invited to in four years. Or maybe even longer. 

Suddenly I feel old waves of panic starting. I want to disappear. If I say 

‘yes’ now I’ll have to go and I’m terrified of going. I’ll have to be friendly 

and talk to people and be normal. But I’m terrified of not going too. I don’t 

want to be lonely and silent and awkward. It’s easier not to choose. I want to 

disappear, become invisible and not feel the fear, and run away but suddenly 

there’s a voice in my head. It’s a clear voice and very calm, and it says, Just 

say yes.  

It’s like I’m knocked over, but in a good way. I take a breath and the fear 

has gone and the calmness from the voice has gone right into my legs and 

arms, and all the fluff and fuss and bother in my brain has been vacuumed up 

and thrown in the bin. 

I open my mouth and words fly out by themselves. “Yes. I want to go.” I 

look at my words, still hanging like cloud shapes in the air and I’m amazed at 

how firm and confident they are. I haven’t said, ‘I think so’ or ‘maybe’ or 

anything like that.  

Mum’s surprised too. She’s blinking at me. It’s something she does when 

she’s still looking for the right thing to say. “Great. So, that’s good. Okay. 

Well, I’ll just... I’ll give you this,” she says, and she hands me the invitation. 

The baboons grin at me. But it’s a happy grin. And I can almost see one of 

them winking at me as if to say, Good choice. 

“Thanks,” I say to Mum. And I give her a little smile. She smiles back at 

me. “Thanks yourself,” she says and goes down the hall to her bedroom. I can 

see her do a little dance as she opens her door. 

Later, as we watch TV, Mum reaches over to my side of the couch and 

touches my hand. Normally I pull away but tonight I let her hold my hand for 

a few minutes. She looks at my fingers and gently runs her fingertip across 

each of my nails. 

“You have elegant hands, Jaz,” she says. “Just like your dad’s. He had long 

fingers like yours. And you have really nice nails.” 

“Really?” I say. I feel shy. I never thought about my fingernails before. 

“Yes. Look,” she says, holding up her own hand. It’s hard to see in the 

lamplight. “Mine are like triangles,” she says. “Yours are perfect rectangles.” 

I’ve never noticed it, but it’s true. Mum’s thumbnail is triangular—

completely different from mine.  

“I’ve never seen that before,” I say. And I move in closer to Mum and she 

looks surprised and pleased and we sit together, watching her show until it’s 

time for me to go to bed. 

 

Chapter 16 

Saturday 
Dear Dad, 



 

I want to throw up. I’ve been invited to Gabby’s party which is today and I 
want to go, but I’m scared. I can’t relax. Fear is climbing up the sides of my 
stomach, heading for my throat but I’m trying to hold the feeling down and 
bite my nails instead. I’ve made a list to help me work it out. 

Pros of going to the party 

 Gabby’s invited me 

 It’s a party—it’s supposed to be fun, right? 

 If I go to one, the next one will be easier. 
Cons of going to the party 

 I’m so nervous that I’ll die! 

 I might embarrass myself. 

 Perhaps Gabby didn’t really want to invite me. She only did it 
because she thought she had to because I keep hanging out with 
her and Liam and everyone else. But maybe she doesn’t really like 
me. Not really. 

Should I go? 
Love Jazmine. 
 
I’m sitting still and quiet on my bed while inside my head is a wrestling 

match. For a little while I really think I might just give up and stay home. 

Maybe I’ll ring and say I’m sick. Or I just won’t say anything at all and 

ignore the whole topic when I see Gabby at school.  

I finger the present I bought her at the shops this morning. Mum was trying 

to get me to buy a bracelet or a necklace but nothing looked right. She was 

really frustrated when I went into a toy shop instead. 

“Don’t you think she’s a bit old for that kind of stuff?” she said, but I 

suddenly knew exactly what to get. I had to look for a little while before I 

found it, but there it was—a miniature plastic toy baboon, hiding behind the 

zebras amongst the African animals.  

“Really?” asked Mum. “Are you sure?” But I knew it would be right. Gabby 

would love it. 

I’m looking at the tiny little black figure, sitting on my bedside table, 

waiting to be wrapped. I know if it was real-life, I’d run a mile. Those things 

can kill you. But this one looks friendly. It has kind eyes. 

 And I know, looking at it, that I have to make a choice. I have to choose 

which voice to listen to—the screamer or the calm one. And I know that I 

want to go to the party. I really do. So I take a breath and look at the baboon 

and then I put him in my pocket and go outside to my garden where I pull 

weeds out. My sunflowers are growing and I look at them and dig around 

them and clean the garden bed up. And I feel better and the vomity feeling 

goes down and later I can get dressed and wrap the baboon and I’m managing 

it all. 

Mum drops me off at Gabby’s house just before 5. She’s been watching me 

all afternoon and she knows I’m nervous and now she’s not sure if she should 

come in or not. I’m secretly appreciating that she’s been worried about me, 

even though it’s hard to let her know. So I reach over and touch her hand. 

She’s eyeing off the house and making half-movements like she wants to get 



 

out of the car but I know that would just make things more awkward so I say, 

“Okay, see you later,” and I get out of the car by myself with the baboon in 

my pocket and I walk down the path and knock at Gabby’s door. 

For a half-second the knock seems to hang in the air and I wonder if I’m at 

the right house and if anyone’s going to answer the door, but then Gabby 

pulls it open with a great gust of air and she’s squealing with excitement and 

jumping up and down and hugging me around the neck. 

“Come in, come in, come in,” she says and the door shuts before I can wave 

back to Mum. I’m at the party. There’s no going back now. 

Gabby’s house is big and airy and a whole lot cleaner and tidier than ours. 

There’s a lot of glass and everything matches and looks like new. Our 

furniture is all second hand and some of it was rescued from the tip. It doesn’t 

look like Gabby’s family has ever been to the tip!  

There’s music playing through the sound system and balloons attached to 

every possible doorhandle and light fitting. There are also pictures of baboons 

everywhere.  

“Ha ha, do you like them?” Gabby laughs when I point them out to her. “I 

thought it would be funny. I mean, who has a baboon-themed birthday 

party?”  

“Oh, that reminds me,” I say, and feel around in my bag for her present. 

“Here. It’s just little. But I thought you’d like it.” 

“Oh thank you!” She feels the present before she opens it and I can see she 

thinks she knows what it is but she’s not sure. She pulls the bow off and rips 

open the paper and then jumps up and down kissing the little baboon.  

“Oh, it’s so cute,” she says and I can see she means it. “I Love it. I 

absolutely Love it. Thank you! It’s my new mascot. Look Mum,” she yells 

into the kitchen. “Look what Jazmine got me! How cute is that?” 

The doorbell rings again and Gabby runs to answer it and squeals again 

when she sees the twins at the door. “Come in come in come in!” she yells. 

There’s more looking around and commenting on the balloons and the 

baboon decorations and she shows off the little baboon I’ve given her and 

says, “Jazmine gave it to me,” and I say hi and wave shyly, like I still don’t 

think I really deserve to be here and then all of a sudden I feel nervous again 

so I take a deep breath and look around for something to do. 

On the bookshelf at the end of the room is a bunch of picture frames, all 

with Gabby’s face in them. They’re every single school photo she’s ever had 

taken. You can see her grow up from being a round cheeked kindergarten 

child with pigtails to a not-quite-so-round-cheeked high schooler with a 

ponytail and braces.  

And then I realise something.  

In every single photograph Gabby is wearing a different school uniform.  

She comes over to see what I’m looking at. “Oh, don’t look at that! Mum! 

You should have put the pictures away,” she says. “So embarrassing!”  

“You’ve been to a lot of schools,” I say.  

“Yeah, I have. And before school I went to three different preschools,” says 

Gabby. I can’t tell if she’s boasting or complaining. Her voice is a little bit 

hard. She lists the names of them all. “This was Cowra Public, this one is 

Blackburn, this one was Ashbury.” Her face looks thoughtful for a second. “I 



 

can’t remember this one. Hey Mum!” She yells out to her mother who is 

putting sausage rolls on a tray in the extremely clean and shiny new kitchen. 

“What was this school—the one I went to in Year Four?” 

“What colour is the uniform?” she asks, wiping her fingers and coming out 

to see. She looks kind and motherly with an apron on. “Oh, I know. I think 

it’s Glenhaven Public.” 

“There you go,” says Gabby. “I can’t remember them all.” She shrugs her 

shoulders and turns away. I want to say I think she’s amazing, but it would 

sound weird. How can she be so friendly and confident when she’s moved all 

over the place her whole life? I’d love to be like that. More people are coming 

in the front door and Gabby’s hugging them all and bouncing and being 

bubbly. I can’t understand it. She must have 20 friends here tonight. And 

she’s had to make them all new this year. I couldn’t even think about coming 

to one party without feeling like throwing up all afternoon.  

But it’s food time now. Gabby’s mum is here with sausage rolls and pizza 

on trays and everyone gathers around the table to eat. There are more girls 

here than I’m used to and the noise they make chatting and laughing is 

intense. I focus on the food and eat slowly and try not to look too out of place.  

Suddenly Gabby’s in my face, talking about a book she’s been passing 

around, trying to get everyone to read. “The movie’s coming out! Did you 

hear?” Her face is so excited that I have to smile.  

“Really?” I say. “When?” 

“In, like, November, I think,” she says. “Have you read it yet?” One 

eyebrow is raised and it’s like I’m in trouble. I don’t dare tell her that I 

haven’t read anything except The Secret Garden in the last four weeks. Next 

to my bed is the old, slightly dog-eared copy I found in the library. It’s 

overdue but I don’t want to send it back yet, even though I’ve already read it 

twice. Every time I pick it up again I find something I didn’t find before and I 

just can’t get Mary out of my head. I keep trying to imagine what she would 

be like in modern day clothes. Would we be friends if she went to my school? 

What would she do in a noisy party of girls? 

But I have no time to think about it because Gabby’s herding us all across 

the road to a park.  

“Don’t forget your torch,” she’s yelling. “We’re going to play Spotlight!” 

Everyone is swirling, running in different directions and I feel like I’m the 

main character in one of those ads on TV where everything’s going on around 

them in fast motion but they are staying still and silent. I’m in a different time 

zone from everyone else but then Gabby grabs my arm and I can see her 

smiling and I can focus on all the faces around me and they’re smiling too, 

and laughing and we’re all going outside together and I’m part of it and I feel 

like the ad has stopped and I can start walking normally and smile as well, 

and so I do and then I even run a little bit to keep up with Gabby and I don’t 

feel weird or different or shy or sad. I just feel like a girl at a birthday party 

with friends.  

The cake is a baboon. Seriously. When it comes out Gabby laughs and 

laughs. “That’s so cool. Who has a baboon birthday cake?” she says. “I can’t 

help it. I just love them so much!”  



 

She takes a big breath in, but Olivia speaks up. “Stop Gabby!” she says 

urgently. “You know you have to blow all your candles out in one go, 

right?!”  

“Yeah, or else you have a boyfriend,” agrees Caitlin. 

“I do not!!!” retorts Gabby. I can hear the exclamation marks at the ends of 

her sentences, but her face is red and there’s a half smile at the corners of her 

mouth. 

“Yeah, but you want one,” says Erin, grinning. “D-A-N...” She mouths the 

letters but doesn’t say his name.  

Gabby takes another breath and blows, moving her head around so she gets 

all 13 candles. The smell of candle smoke tickles my nose. I haven’t smelt 

birthday candles that aren’t my own for four years.  

“Ha! See?” she says putting out her hands as if to say, ‘I didn’t leave any 

alight’. Erin looks disappointed but the twins look relieved. 

Everyone sings, and I sing along too. Gabby’s mum brings out a knife with 

a big blue bow on it and Gabby cuts—but gently, so that she doesn’t hit the 

bottom.  

“It’s bad luck to touch the plate,” she tells us all, nodding as if she knows 

all the rules about cakes and luck.  

“And it’s good luck to eat baboons’ ears,” she tells me, cutting a piece of 

ear off and putting it on a plate for me. “Here you go.” 

It’s vanilla mudcake and I’m having a good luck piece of ear and it tastes 

happy. Not that that’s a real taste, but I just know it’s true. I actually go back 

for another piece which is weird for me because I never really have much of 

an appetite but I’m happy and tired from laughing and running and being 

alive and it’s making me hungry. 

Gabby’s mum puts on music in the backyard. She flips a switch and 

suddenly strings of fairy lights come alive in the dark. It’s cold and I can see 

my breath. It’s a thin magical mist that just floats away. Suddenly everything 

seems more alive and more electric. And even though the party seems to get 

quieter as everyone moves outside, there’s a hum of energy underneath that I 

just want to breathe in forever.  

People are walking around and sitting and standing in little groups. I’m not 

sure who to join but then Gabby flops down next to me with a handful of 

lollies. I sit down beside her and she offers me one. It’s a pink jellybaby. 

“Mmm, I love those,” she says, approving my choice. 

“Me too,” I say. And then I feel uncomfortable so I say, “This is a good 

party.” 

“Cool,” she says. She leans back on the grass and looks up at the sky. “I’m 

glad you came. Actually, I thought maybe you didn’t want to.” 

“Why?” 

“You just kind of seemed surprised, you know, when I gave you the 

invitation,” she says.  

“Oh, no, I mean, I wasn’t, but...” I don’t know what to say. 

“Yeah, I thought, maybe you didn’t want to come because you didn’t really 

want to be my friend,” she said. For a second her voice is quiet and soft. She 

even seems unsure. 



 

“Oh no! No. That’s not it at all,” I say. I’m surprised. Really. I had no idea 

she would feel that way. I want to make her feel better so I actually try to 

explain myself. 

“It’s just, I guess, well...” I stammer out a few different attempts. It’s hard 

to get the words out. “It’s just I haven’t really had any friends for a long time. 

I mean, really. You and Erin and the twins and Dan and ... Liam...” I go quiet 

when I say his name. “You guys are probably the first nice people I’ve been 

with in, well, forever.”  

I’m stumbling all over the place. I’m not used to saying this kind of thing. 

“And of course I like you. I mean, how could I not? It’s just that you’re so 

friendly and so confident. I just thought you must have heaps of other people 

you’d rather invite.” 

Gabby’s quiet for a bit. We can both see our breath, suspended in the air 

like silver clouds.  

“You know,” she says, and she’s thoughtful. “I can look confident. I can do 

‘loud’ and silly, and I go on about liking baboons, which is really kind of out 

there. But I’m not really loud and confident. I’m actually shy inside. I just 

cover it up.” 

I feel confused. Is this really true? I’ve never thought of Gabby like this. 

Should I be saying something to make her feel better? My mouth feels like it 

needs to speak but my brain isn’t letting any words out so I stay quiet. 

She goes on. “You probably think I’m crazy. Maybe I am.” She gives a half 

apologetic laugh. It sounds nervous. “But I guess the way I get people to like 

me is to be loud and funny and do stupid stuff. “ 

I make a strangled sound that kind of resembles an “Oh,” but I have to stop 

myself from squeaking more or I’m going to embarrass myself.  

“I think inside I’m not really like that. You saw the pictures. I’ve been to 

seven different schools. I’ve never had a friend for more than a year. I’ll 

probably leave at the end of this year when Dad’s contract is up. And then I’ll 

have to do it all again—act confident, find some people to hang with and try 

to look like I’m not a complete loser. Everywhere I go I have to start again. 

So I got confident because it works. But I wish I didn’t have to do it.” 

Now I’m curious. I actually have a question to ask. “So, where do you feel 

most like yourself?” 

She has to think for a little bit before she can answer. “It’s probably in my 

room, when I’m on my own,” she says. I have a few old toys and things that 

I’ve had in every house we’ve been in. I always carry them in my backpack 

when we move and I unpack them first. I do that, and then I sit there, all 

quiet, with my things.” 

We’re still laying on the grass. I can feel the cold climbing into my body 

but the sky seems closer and the stars look bigger. 

Gabby keeps talking. But she’s using a quieter voice and her usual bounce 

seems to have stilled. “Maybe that’s why I like you,” she says and she points 

to my hearing aids. “If you didn’t wear those, you couldn’t hear all the noise I 

make. It feels like all the bouncing and loudness and stuff I do doesn’t matter 

to you. You’re different—sorry, not to offend you.” She looks over at me 

with a worried look, but I’m not offended. It’s true. She says it again. “You’re 

different, and I’m different—so maybe we’re a pair.” 



 

“Maybe,” I say. And I am amazed at how good one simple word feels to say 

out loud. “Maybe we are.” And for a moment, Gabby and I seem alone in the 

world, and yet not alone, because we are with each other under a huge sky. 

 And then the moment is over. She rolls over and giggles. “Well, now I’m 

embarrassed,” she says. And the bounce is back. “I’ve never told that stuff to 

anyone before. Are you going to think I’m like, totally weird?” 

“No,” I say. “Of course not.” And I mean it. How could I think she’s weird. 

I’m the weirdest one here, by a long way. But I feel warm even on the cold 

ground because Gabby thinks that what I think matters.  

“It’s funny,” Gabby says. “I just know I can trust you. I know you’ll keep 

my secrets.” She smiles. 

“Yes,” I say. And I think to myself, I’ll keep your secret. I’ll hold it close. 

Because no one’s ever given me a secret before. And I feel like the one who’s 

having a birthday because Gabby’s given me the best present I’ve ever had. 

 

Dear Jaz 
Thanx for the baboon present. He’s really cute!!!!! My new mascot!!! 
(But seriously, thanx for listening. U helped alot!!!! U R definitely my BFF. 

4EVA! 
Gab xxxxxx 
Even if I leave, I’ll always email you and we can text like every day!!!! 
 



 

Chapter 17 
Spread out all over my bed are the contents of three big shopping bags. 

Clothes and makeup. Mum and I have just come home from a supposedly 

quick shopping trip after Monday’s drama practice which turned into an all 

afternoon affair and now, I’m going to try on my new stuff.  

This is not very normal for me. I usually try to avoid shopping and I haven’t 

been interested in clothes that much. But I think I’ve been inspired in a weird 

kind of way by Angela, even though I wouldn’t want to look like her.  

It’s not that I’m vain, but I don’t like looking out of place. I mean, I hardly 

knew what to wear to Gabby’s party and when I got there I realised my stuff 

was different from the leggings and sparkly shirts everyone else was wearing. 

I don’t need to be an uber-fashion queen, but somehow I need to look better 

than I do.  

The new clothes will definitely help. We were supposed to be going to pick 

up some new jeans (my zipper broke last week) but we ended up spending a 

whole lot of money on a whole lot of other things as well. 

We started out looking at jeans. I was just going to get a regular denim pair 

but then Mum got me to try on the stretch ones and then she found some 

denim overalls on the rack next to them, like a skirt with straps, and I tried 

them on and I actually looked surprisingly okay. I think I must’ve grown 

because I seem to fill clothes better than I did a few months ago. Last year I 

would have called myself scrawny. This year I’m taller, and not so scrappy. 

Then we kind of got excited and found some shirts—gray and purple—and 

I even found a pair of shorts because the weather will get warm soon. Then I 

looked around for something a bit more interesting for Mum and she tried on 

a blue striped top and some white linen pants. She looked really good too. I 

remember when she used to care about what she wore. Sometimes when I 

was little I would ask her if we could wear matching clothes. She had a pink 

floral dress which was the same colour as a pink skirt and top that I had. I 

thought we looked like twins. 

While I was trying on the shirts, Mum started to be embarrassing and 

suggested that I needed a bra as well. 

“Look,” she said, “you’re growing. Probably most of the other girls in your 

year are wearing them—more than just crop tops. Why don't we just try a few 

on?” 

“Mum!” I said, hoping no-one could hear her. I was trying to give the 

impression that I was frustrated, but actually I was a little bit pleased. I hadn’t 

been sure how to bring up the topic with her. When you spend four years not 

talking about anything personal ever, it’s hard when you actually have to. 

Anyway, we went around to the embarrassing ladies’ underwear section 

with all the lacy and silky nighties standing out on display for everyone to 

see, which is all a bit much if you ask me, and I actually got fitted for a bra 

behind a pink stripy curtain by a very smiley lady who kept calling me 

sweetie. Mum bought me three—a sporty kind of thing and two everyday 

ones. One has polka dots and when I put it on I feel very daring. The other is 

just plain, more my style.  

I’m not sure what got into Mum. She just didn’t seem to want to go home. 

Last time we went shopping, for school shoes, you couldn’t have gotten her 



 

out of there more quickly if you’d tried. She said, “We’ll take them,” to the 

first pair that fit me even though I really didn’t want to have mary janes 

again.  

This time it was a totally different story. And even though half the time I 

was pretending that I wasn’t interested, secretly I was. I think I even really 

enjoyed it. 

We had just about finished when we walked past one of those places where 

they do your nails. Mum stopped walking and looked at me. 

“Let’s have a treat,” she said. “I haven't had a pedicure for years.” 

I didn’t even know what a pedicure was but then we went in and we sat on 

chairs next to each other with our feet soaking in some good smelling stuff, 

reading magazines and chatting—like normal people! Mum and I compared 

pictures in magazines and discussed which celebrities we thought were better 

looking and then picked the same colour of nail polish for our toes—baby 

pastel pink. 

After that, we were still looking for something to do, so we took our painted 

toes to a coffee shop to admire them and we both had a hot chocolate and ate 

the fluff off the top. Mum got some froth on her nose and tried to lick it off 

with her tongue, which made me giggle. I ended up wiping it off with a 

serviette for her.  

“Hey, do you remember when I was smaller and you used to lick your 

finger to wipe the dirty spots off my face?” I said. “I used to think that was so 

icky.” 

“Hang on,” she said, smiling and pretended to spit on her finger, “there's 

something on your cheek…” 

“Stop it,” I said and signed disgusting! I hate that. I was laughing. “I am 

never going to do that to my children.” 

“Ha!” She said. “You wait and see. You’ll turn into me and do exactly what 

I did.” 

I made big eyes at her, shaking my head in mock horror. She smiled at me 

and then tipped her head to one side and went quiet. 

“You know, Jaz,” she said. “I hope you don’t do everything the same as I 

have. Sometimes I don’t think I’ve been a great mother.” Her voice trailed 

off. “I kind of wish I could have done a lot of things differently.”  

I knew what she was talking about but I felt confused. “Really? Don’t you 

mean you wish things had been different? You didn’t do anything wrong,” I 

said.  

“No, I mean yes...” she said slowly. “I mean, I wish both things. I wish 

things had been different and I wish that I’d done things differently. I guess 

what I’m trying to say is that I’m sorry things have been so hard. I wish I 

could have protected you more from, well, everything.” 

I looked up at her eyes. I could see right into them. “Mum, it’s okay. You 

didn't know dad would die. It’s been hard for both of us.” 

She looked away from me. “Yes but, I didn’t really tell you everything. I 

mean everything that happened.” 

“Of course you didn’t tell me everything,” I said. “I was only little. I 

wouldn’t have understood it anyway. And anyway, don’t you always say that 

you shouldn’t tell people your problems?” 



 

She still wasn’t looking at me. “Honestly, you can't blame yourself,” I said. 

“Really.” 

“Yes…” She seemed thoughtful. “You wouldn’t have understood it. I didn’t 

have to tell you everything… It’s okay. And now, things are... you know, 

improving. You’ve changed so much in the last few weeks, since the... well, 

you know, since all that business.” She doesn’t want to mention the drama 

room. “And I’m going to make changes too. I’m trying to anyway.” She 

stopped, unsure of what to say. 

I reached out and held her hand, and she gripped my fingers. “I think we’ve 

been through the worst of it now,” I say. “I think things will get better.” 

There was a tear rolling down her cheek. “Yes, I think they will.” She 

rummaged for a tissue in her bag. “Let’s just make sure we move on. Happily, 

okay?” 

“I will,” I said. “I think I will.” 

We finished our drinks and walked quietly through the shops. I held Mum’s 

hand. It’s not something I’ve done for a while. After a few minutes she 

dropped my hand and put her arm around my shoulder and hugged me. She 

kissed the side of my head and said, “You’re a good kid.” I could feel the 

place where I was kissed all the way home. It was warm and it was good.  

I can still feel the kiss now and my hand is reaching up to touch it, under 

my hair. Hmmm. My Hair. Now there’s a topic for a journal entry all on its 

own. I should write it tonight...  

 

Dear Dad. 
How I feel about my hair. Bored. Annoyed. Angry. Despairing.. 

Disappointed... Where’s the thesaurus when you need it?  
 

Yes, the list could go on and on. Even though Mum has said in the past that 

my hair is pretty, I just think it is pretty boring. You really can’t call the 

colour anything except dull brown. Blah. It’s medium length, just below my 

shoulders, with no fringe. It’s hair that’s just ‘there’. It doesn’t do anything. It 

doesn’t have any character.  

I guess, to be truthful, it was useful to me in the past. Before, when I wanted 

to feel invisible, sometimes when no one else was around I would take out my 

ponytail and shake the whole lot over my face so that only my nose was 

sticking out. Now, it needs a change. 

I roll off the bed, dressed in my new stretch jeans, purple T-shirt and spotty 

bra underneath. I walk up close to the mirrored wardrobe door and turn my 

head to the side, trying to see as far back around my head as possible. I turn 

my head the other way and then shake my hair back, like Angela does but it’s 

prissy and princessy. Not what I’m going for. 

I pull the whole lot back into a ponytail, first a high one and then a low one. 

Neither makes me happy so I let it all go. I stick my tongue out at myself in 

the mirror and make a face. Then, just as an experiment, I smile at myself. 

This is not something I’ve ever done before. And actually, surprisingly, my 

smile doesn’t look too bad. It lifts my face.  



 

I know I’ll never be Angela, or even Erin, who is pretty in a big-eyed sort of 

way, but maybe I don’t have to look quite as boring as I usually do. I mean, 

I’ve got straight teeth at least. And green eyes.  

Eyes. I scrabble around in one of the bags for the eyeliner and mascara that 

Mum bought for me. Experimentally, I dab some of the mascara on my 

eyelashes. It’s tricky stuff, but it goes on. The eyeliner is harder, but then I 

realise I can kind of smudge it with my finger and get that smoky look. It 

makes my eyes water, but it looks better. 

 I smile into the mirror. Not too bad. And then I get an idea for the hair. 

Something that might work is a half ponytail. I pull strands of hair from the 

front around to the back and look at it from both sides.  

Better.  

I fluff the remaining hair around my ears a little bit more.  

Definitely better.  

I flick the half pony tail towards the mirror, point my baby pink toenails and 

look at myself looking back at myself and I manage a shy nod. Hello, new 

me.  

 



 

Chapter 18 

Dear Dad, 
It’s a good week. The flowers are growing, the play’s going well and I’ve 

got a new hairdo. 
 Gabby thought the hair was great and couldn’t stop going on about how 

different I looked. “I can’t get over it,” she said about 20 times at lunch. “You 
look so awesome.” She’s hanging out with me all the time and I love it. It’s 
nice to have someone to go to the bathroom with. It’s nice to feel relaxed. 
I’ve almost forgotten that horrible tension feeling that I used to have every 
day when I went to school on my own. 

In drama I’m still prompting, making paper flowers (it’s going to be a huge 
garden in the final scene!) and running errands for Miss Fraser. Last week I 
had to take a note to the office and when I was standing there waiting, Mr 
Fellowes came out of his office and looked at me for a second and then said, 
“Hello Jazmine. How’s the drama going?” and I was able to breathe and say, 
“Good thanks, sir,” and then he was gone. I felt like I’d passed a test. 
Although I still haven’t forgotten my ‘one chance’. He might not be angry 
any more, but I can’t stuff up again. 

Things are good. I feel pleased. Satisfied, even.  
Love, Jazmine 
 
At the end of Thursday night drama practice Liam’s walking next to me as 

we head out the auditorium door. I can see Mum waiting in the car and I wave 

but Liam pulls me back.  

“Hey, um, Jazmine...” He looks worried and then he takes a breath and 

smiles. “So, on Saturday, I’m going with Dan and some other people—his 

cousins I think—to see that new film that just came out—you know, the Sam 

Worthington one?” His voice goes up at the end. He’s checking that I know 

what he’s talking about so I nod.  

“We’re going to the 2 o’clock session. Um, do you think you would like to 

come? With us, that is. To see it?” He looks away, nervous, and I’m nervous 

too. But he wants to go and I think he wants me to go and I want to go and I 

want to go with him, so I say, “Yeah, that would be cool,” trying to act like 

it’s the easiest thing in the world to get invited out to the movies by the boy 

you like, even though he’s trying to cover over it by going with other people. 

His face lights up and I know for sure that he did want me, specifically, to 

go with him. He wasn’t just asking anyone to make up the numbers. 

“Awesome,” he says and he smiles at me. It’s a heart-stoppingly brilliantly 

blindingly gorgeous smile and my legs suddenly feel like sitting down.  

“Okay,” I say. And I’m not sure what to do now, but I remember Mum in 

the car and I turn and run. “Gotta go,” I yell and I stumble over the carpark to 

where Mum is waiting and open the door and crash into the seat.  

“Wow,” she says. “That was fast. Everything alright?” 

I nod without speaking or looking because I think if I say anything I’ll lose 

these feelings that I want to keep forever. She shrugs her shoulders and we 

drive home without talking. 



 

On Saturday I spend the morning in the garden. I’m not nervous, at least not 

like I was to go to the party. I feel like I can manage the people side of it now. 

Thinking of being with Liam makes my stomach crinkle up every so often, 

but it’s a crinkle of excitement, not fear, which is different. 

Mum drops me off outside the theatre just before 2 o’clock.  

“I’ll pick you up, same place, at 4, okay?” she says. “Will you be right? Can 

you see your friends?” 

“Yep,” I say. “Bye.” And I’m out of the car so fast that Mum is on her own, 

all wide-eyed and astonished, before she’s even put the car into gear. 

Liam smiles when he sees me and I have to stop rushing and slow down so I 

don’t make a massive fool of myself.  

“Hey Jaz,” he says, and he makes the sign for hi at the same time. I notice 

that his eyes seem even more blue next to the white hoodie he’s wearing. 

“How are you going?” 

I try for some sort of reply but my voice gets stuck so I give up on words 

and sign ok and he seems happy. 

“I’ve got you a ticket,” he says. “Mum said I should pre-book because it’s 

such a new film.” 

“Oh, thanks,” I say. And I feel stupid for not thinking of it, but then Dan is 

talking. 

“These are my cousins, Jess and Milly,” he says. “This is Jazmine.” He 

waves towards me with a big swipe of his hand and the girls smile.  

“Hi.” 

“Hi,” I get out. “Nice to meet you.” And then we have to go because the 

film is about to start and we need to get seats.  

Dan leads the way with his cousins, but I notice that Liam holds back so 

that he’s following along behind with me. In the theatre we play the ‘where 

shall we sit’ game for a few minutes but it’s filling up fast so Dan makes a 

decision and heads for one of the middle rows. Liam lets the girls in ahead of 

him and then it works out that I’m on the end of the row sitting next to him. 

I’m nervous. I have to make conversation and I don’t know how to start. But I 

don’t need to worry. 

“I like this cinema,” he says, pointing up at the ceiling. I look up and gasp. 

Tiny lights against a black background look exactly like stars. 

“Wow. So pretty!” I say. 

Dan passes some popcorn along the row. His cousins are giggling together 

about something on their mobile phone and I take a few bites and try to think 

of something else to say. 

“This should be a good movie,” I try, but as soon as it comes out of my 

mouth it sounds lame. I feel stupid, but Liam answers me.  

“I know,” he says. “Did you ever see Avatar? “ 

“Was that that film with the blue people in it?” I say. “I haven’t seen it. But 

it’s supposed to be good, right?” 

“Yeah,” he says. “My Dad got the DVD and we watched it together. It’s the 

same actor. I think he’s really talented.” 

I feel a little more confident. “Maybe you should be copying him for 

Colin—you know, in the play?” 



 

“If I could act like Sam Worthington I would have been begging my mum 

to take me to audition for child star roles from the age of two,” he says. 

“Maybe one day I’ll go to NIDA though. Then it’ll be ‘Liam Costa stars in 

the remake of Avatar!’” He grins.  

“Do you want to be famous?” I say, shuddering, but I’m actually curious. 

“It’s like my worst nightmare.” 

“Not really,” he says, thinking. “I mean, not famous for being famous, 

although it could be fun—a little bit. No, I mean, like, famous because I’m a 

good actor. I really want to be in films. I love acting for the acting part.” 

 “What do you mean?” I say.  

“Well, I guess I like that you get to try out another life for a while. I 

know—of course, it’s not real—but it’s cool to imagine how someone feels 

and how they react,” he says. “That’s why I went for the part of Colin. I 

mean, he’s not exactly the nicest person, but that’s what I’m interested in. I 

think people’s problems are the most interesting things about them.” 

He looks around as if he’s making sure no one else is listening.  

“And maybe this sounds stupid,” he says in a lower voice and I have to turn 

my head to make sure I can see his mouth, “but when I’m acting, I actually do 

feel it, and I do understand what the character is thinking.”  

He laughs, embarrassed. “Is that dumb?” 

“No,” I say, sitting up. I’m excited. “That’s not dumb. I get that. When I 

had to read Angela’s part the other day, you know, when Angela was away, I 

had that feeling too. It was more than just saying words on a stage. I think I 

did actually have ‘Mary feelings’. It was really weird.” 

“Awesome,” says Liam. His eyes are sparkling. “That’s exactly what I 

mean.” He sits back in his chair and gets comfortable. He looks happy. I lean 

back too. And I feel happy. The lights go down and the curtains open and the 

titles come up and the film begins.  

I suddenly realise that in the last four years I forgot what it feels like to go 

to the movies. I forgot about the seats with their velour and plastic arms, the 

smell of popcorn and the way the blackness takes away normal life and 

replaces it with a whole new world for an hour and a half. I forgot about the 

emotion and the excitement and the tension and the relief at the end when 

everything works out alright.  

And then, just when I thought everything couldn’t get any bigger and more 

intense, something happens. Liam touches my arm gently and reaches over 

and holds my hand. His fingers are bigger than mine and they feel warm and 

when he first touches my hand my stomach crinkles up again, but this time 

with joy.  

We sit together, holding hands while the theatre falls away behind us and 

we are in the film and he is Sam Worthington and I am the girl and we are 

living it and breathing it and being it together. 

And, down the side of my face that Liam can’t see, I feel a tear running. It’s 

a tear of happiness and fullness because I can’t believe how lucky I am and I 

think things can’t get any better than this. 

It’s only when I get home later that I discover that, yes, in fact they can. 

 



 

Chapter 19 

Dear Dad, 
I have something huge to tell you. I almost can't quite believe it myself. I 

mean, I know that a phone call, if it's the right phone call, can change your 
life forever. It happened once to me, but in a bad way obviously, when you 
died. Now it's happened again, and I think it's in a good way. I mean, it is a 
good thing. But it's such a big thing that I really hope that I'm up for it. 

I was going to write this entry to tell you about going to the movies with 
Liam and the others. It was great of course. We got on really well and he's 
very funny and I still can't quite believe that he likes me, so I always seem to 
be surprised by everything nice that he says. The best bit though was that 
Liam held my hand during the movie. I had butterflies the whole time. I can't 
tell you how amazing it feels to have someone who is really cool who likes 
me. 

Mum picked me up and brought me home and I was in my room, about to 
write in my journal when she came in to tell me that Miss Fraser was on the 
phone.  

I was a bit surprised. Yesterday at drama practice everything seemed fine. 
We ran through the whole thing (I was prompting as usual) and talked about 
costumes and then Miss Fraser had a chat to the guys who are doing the 
lights. Angela was actually there for the whole practice, which was a 
surprise, because she’s been leaving early a lot recently. I did notice that she 
had her clarinet case in a gold leather bag and she was wearing a really posh 
looking dress and gold flats with buckles.  

I made a face to Liam about the dress and he whispered to me that she 
was going off to some big music audition afterwards. Regional youth 
orchestra, apparently.  

All her friends were milling around, chewing the ends of their fingernails, 
looking like they were more nervous about it than she was. She just flicked 
her hair like she didn’t care at all. I ignored her. Luckily she never needs 
prompting because I don’t know if I’d be very nice about it if I had to correct 
her. 

So anyway, it seems Angela went to the audition. And, as usual, she came 
out as the winner. It’s amazing how one person can be so talented at 
everything. I kind of hate her for it, even though I know it’s not her fault 
she’s talented. It is her fault that she’s arrogant though. Maybe that’s what I 
hate. So, now she’s the lead clarinet person in the regional youth orchestra. 
And she’s going to play with them at the Sydney Opera House in four weeks. 

Her mum rang Miss Fraser today and said that because youth orchestra 
rehearsals are on every Friday night, and apparently you’re not allowed to 
miss a single one, Angela would be quitting the play.  

“Sorry about that,” she said on the phone. “But it’s such a great 
opportunity for her, especially with the Opera House concert coming up, so 
we know you’ll understand.” 



 

I don’t think Miss Fraser was all that understanding. In fact, I think she got 
a bit cross. She certainly sounded annoyed with Angela when I picked up the 
phone and had this conversation with her: 

Miss Fraser: Jazmine, I’ve had some bad news. 
Me: Oh. Um. What is it? 
Miss Fraser: Angela’s quitting the play. Her other commitments have 

become too pressing and important. And The Secret Garden is coming last 
on her list. 

Me: (a little bit uncomfortable): Oh. Really? She’s quitting? That’s not, um, 
good, I guess. 

Miss Fraser: No. Absolutely not. With two weeks to go, and her having the 
main part, we have a bit of a problem. 

Me: (Thinking, why is she telling me this?) Oh yeah. That's hardly any time. 
What can you do? 

Miss Fraser: Well, actually, this is why I'm calling you. I know that you 
know the part and I have seen you act and I think you would be the best 
person to take it on at this stage. 

Me: (Completely stuck for words with absolutely nothing coming out of my 
mouth) um, um, gasp, splutter 

Miss Fraser: Jazmine? Are you still there? 
Me: Yes. Sorry, I just don't know what to say. 
Miss Fraser: Well, you have to give me an answer. I'm asking you if you will 

play Mary. 
Me: I don't think I can do that. I mean, I'm not an actress. I didn't try out 

for the play.  
Miss Fraser: Jazmine, I think you have proved to me and to yourself that 

there are many things that you think you can't do that you actually can do. I 
don't need to tell you what they are. What I am telling you is that I believe 
you can do this. And I would like you to do this. 

Me: (Still trying to stall for time) Isn't there someone else you can ask? 
Miss Fraser: Of course there is. There is always someone else I can ask. 

Quite honestly, a dozen girls would bring me flowers every day for the next 
two weeks if they thought they could have the part. But I'm thinking about 
the production and making it the best play possible. I have seen you do the 
part, and I know you can do it very well. 

Me: (Still in shock) I… Well… 
Miss Fraser: Come on Jazmine, choose. It's yes or no. I'm hearing the old 

Jazmine, the one who just wanted to hide and let life pass her by. But I've 
seen a new Jazmine in the last few weeks. I'm sure you don't want to go 
back to where you used to be. Now, what's it going to be? 

Me: (Feeling absolutely terrified but completely excited) Yes. I'll do it. 
Miss Fraser: Excellent. We won't have any costume issues. Obviously, you 

are the same size as Angela, but we will have to work a little bit more this 
week to make sure that you know all the scenes and the stage directions. 

Me: (Head spinning) Wow. I can't believe it. 



 

Miss Fraser: You'd better believe it. Opening night is a fortnight away. And 
there's a lot to do before then. I'll see you on Monday morning. Make sure 
you study the script, eat a good dinner every night and get lots of sleep. 

When she hung up, I just stood there still holding the hand piece in 
disbelief. I have a part in a play I thought. No, I have the part in the play. 

When Mum asked me what Miss Fraser had wanted, I hardly heard her. 
She had to repeat herself three times and even then she couldn't 
understand my answer. When she finally got what I was saying her eyes 
opened wide and she gave me a hug and then we both started jumping up 
and down kind of squealing. We couldn't talk about anything else for the 
next two hours. She was almost as excited as me. 

"I'm going to come and sit in the centre seat in the front row to watch 
you," she said.  

"Oh no," I said. "The middle seat in the front row is a bit embarrassing. Can 
you just get a normal seat somewhere in the crowd?" 

"I don't care where I sit," she said. "As long as I get to see my girl." She 
hugged me. "I am so, so proud of you." 

Dad, this is so huge for me. Personally, I don't think that I can do it, but I 
have to believe Miss Fraser. If she thinks I can, I just have to trust her. I am 
terrified of course. But actually, the thing I'm scared of is not that people will 
see me. It’s more that I will fail and let you down and let Mum down and let 
Miss Fraser down. 

This is definitely the biggest thing that has happened to me in four years.  
I feel amazed, and amazing. 
With love, your daughter the actress, 
Jazmine Crawford 
PS. That name is going to be printed in a program very soon... 
 



 

Chapter 20 
“No, come further downstage. You need to be here, not there, and facing 

out like this.” 

It’s Monday afternoon and I’m Mary for the first time, standing on the stage 

opposite Liam who is playing Mary’s spoiled, unhappy, sick cousin, Colin, 

and the boy who is playing Dickon.  

Liam is sitting in a wheelchair. We’re doing the scene where Mary and 

Dickon help Colin out so he can walk in the garden for the first time ever. 

He’s a really great actor, and I’ve been getting goose bumps all afternoon, 

watching him ‘come alive’ in the garden. The girl who helped paint the 

elephant, Sophie, has taken my place as prompter.  

Miss Fraser is walking me through the stage directions. She looks worried 

but not devastated. I hope she’s not going to panic if I get something wrong. 

She is giving me lots of instructions, and I’m trying to remember everything 

and do it the way she wants it done.  

I’ve already had pep talks from Gabby who squealed and jumped up and 

down when I told her the news.  

“So Cool, Jaz,” she said, over and over again. “So Cool!” And in maths she 

sent me a note. “Yay Jazmine for being Mary!! You’ll be awesome!! You’ll 

be so great. I’ll come and see you and sit in the front row and cheer!” I felt 

warm and happy when I read it. 

And so far it hasn’t been too scary. Even though my heart is going pretty 

fast, I feel more confident and more excited with every line that I say. Acting 

is great. I can’t believe I never wanted to do it before. 

“OK, so that’s the scene,” Miss Fraser calls. “Boys, take a short break. 

While we’ve got Mrs Horrocks here, we need to check out the fit of 

Jazmine’s costumes. Jazmine, you can head backstage with me please.” 

It’s quite a long walk down the corridor to the room that’s being used for 

costumes. Mrs Horrocks is one of the mothers who is making and adjusting 

costumes. She’s here with pins in her mouth and a measuring tape around her 

neck and she’s looking at me with relief in her face. 

“Oh, good,” she says to Miss Fraser. “At least she’s the same size.” She 

throws a dress at me. “Here darling, put this one on first.” 

I try on Mary's simple old-fashioned dress. It’s brown, boring and stiff and I 

look exactly like Mary should look at the beginning—plain, dull and 

unhappy. She’s lost her parents, moved to a different country and found 

herself in a big scary house. She’s can’t do anything, she’s not interested in 

anything, and everyone either ignores her or hates her. It’s a pretty bad start 

to a story. 

Mrs Horrocks fusses around me, pulling in the waist and pinning bits 

together. I hold my breath, hoping she’s not going to stick a pin in my back 

by accident.  

“Looks fine,” she says. “Nothing that three stitches can’t fix. What about 

the other costumes?” 

“Well, there’s the Indian sari, but that’s one size fits all, so no problems 

there,” says Miss Fraser. “I guess we also need to check the headdress. We 

made it to fit Angela’s head exactly, and I have to say, she has quite a big 



 

head. It might wobble because it’s quite heavy. If Jazmine’s head is smaller, 

we’ll need to put some padding into it.” 

I push down a giggle at the thought of Angela having a big head.  

“Here it is,” Miss Fraser says, getting it out of a cupboard. “I hope you 

don’t have too many more brains than Angela, otherwise we might be in 

trouble.” 

I grin. “I’ve never thought about my head size before. I’ve always fitted 

normal hats,” I say.  

She carries the headdress over so that I can put it on in front of the mirror. It 

is heavy, but not too heavy, more a sort of dignified weight. I turn around to 

show Mrs Horrocks and Miss Fraser and then I feel my head wobble, so I 

take a few steps to right myself and try again.  

Miss Fraser is looking at me, thinking, with her head on one side. “Maybe 

just a little bit of padding around the sides,” she suggests. She brings a piece 

of thick quilted material out of a cupboard.  

“Try this.” She cuts a strip and tucks it into the part of the headdress that 

sits on my head.  

I have another go, and this time I am wobble-free. Walking takes a little 

practice to get comfortable and I find that to carry it well I have to stand up 

very straight and tall and walk with a kind of grandeur that I don’t normally 

have.  

“It’s like I’m a different person,” I say, but quietly so that Miss Fraser 

doesn’t hear it. Another girl is looking out at me from the mirror, a girl with 

confidence. It’s something I’ve never seen before in myself. 

“It is special, isn't it,” says Miss Fraser over my shoulder. “The whole scene 

is supposed to really bring out the person Mary could be. Not just the grumpy 

little girl hiding away in her room, moping about being in a different place. 

She kind of realises her own potential, and sees that she can do good for 

others in the world, not just think about herself.” 

“I think it’s amazing,” I say. “And even more amazing that it fits my head.” 

Miss Fraser laughs. “Good,” she says. “Thanks so much Mrs Horrocks. 

We’ll leave that with you. Now put the headdress away Jazmine and come 

back on stage. We have some more work to do. Scene three needs another run 

through.” 

I’m walking beside Miss Fraser. She takes very definite steps and I can hear 

her shoes clip clopping in a firm rhythm. My footsteps are more shuffley, 

without a regular time. I make a conscious effort to fall into step. 

“Miss Fraser,” I say. I feel shy, but I know I need to say something. “Um, 

Miss Fraser?” 

She’s distracted, I can tell, but she brings her attention back. “Yes, 

Jazmine? What is it?” 

 “I, well, I just wanted to say thanks,” I say. I feel a little uncomfortable, but 

then she turns to me and smiles and I know it’s okay. “I mean for the part, for 

being Mary, and everything. You didn’t have to do that.” 

Miss Fraser does that thing that grownups do where they laugh to 

themselves before they answer. It’s like they’ve found something really funny 

about what you just said, but they’re not going to tell you what it is. Her eyes 

are twinkling. 



 

“Of course I didn’t have to do it. But I wanted to do it.” 

I don’t know what to say to that. I feel quietly pleased, but also 

embarrassed, so I duck my head. We’re still walking in step.  

“Can I ask you a question?” I say carefully.  

“Go on then,” she says. 

“You know how when you gave me the journal, you said that someone once 

gave you a chance, when you were younger,” I say. I feel nervous. Maybe 

this is rude, but I really want to know.  

“What kind of chance was it? What happened?” 

She stops walking and twists her mouth around. I’m not sure if she’s 

offended by my question or not, and I’m waiting, half cringing, to be told to 

mind my own business. She thinks about it for a second or two and then takes 

a deep breath. 

“I was a kid who got into trouble for a lot of different reasons,” she says. 

She turns towards me.  

“I had a dad who wasn’t there most of the time, and who was mean when he 

was there. My mother was depressed and didn’t have a lot of time for me. 

When I was about 13 I started to steal. I’d go looking for people’s wallets at 

school and take whatever I could. I ended up stealing money probably a 

couple of times a week.” 

She goes on. “I had a neighbour next door who was a really funny old 

thing—her garden was fantastic. I think gardening and going to her church 

were the only two things she ever did. She was really nice to me though and 

she’d do things like share cupcakes when she made them.” She makes big 

eyes at me. “They were absolutely delicious.” 

She pauses just for a second, almost reluctantly, as if she doesn’t know if 

she should keep going, but then she plunges ahead in one big breath. 

“Anyway, I decided I wanted some money one Saturday. Mum was in bed, 

and she always kept her bag in her room so I couldn’t go through her purse. I 

thought it would probably be pretty easy to duck into the neighbour’s house 

through the side door while she was in the back garden, and see what I could 

find.” 

Miss Fraser is checking my face to see if I’m shocked. I am a little bit, but 

I’m trying not to show it.  

“So, in I went. I looked through the kitchen and didn’t find any money, so I 

went into the bedroom. There was the purse on the bedside table. I had it in 

my hands and I was literally putting a ten dollar note in my pocket when 

someone walked in. I didn’t realise her grown up son was over, visiting for 

the day. And he caught me in the act.” 

My eyes get really big. “What did you do?” I ask. 

She shrugs. “I couldn’t deny it, could I? He called in his mum, and she 

came in to see me standing there guilty as anything, still holding her money. I 

felt about as small as you could feel. He said something like, ‘look Mum, I 

found her stealing from you.’ I was expecting her to either call the cops or 

yell at me or ring my mum—or something. But she didn’t.” 

I look at her, wondering. “Really? That’s amazing.” 

“Yes,” she says. “It was amazing. She looked at me, and I knew that she’d 

understood what was going on—that I had come in to deliberately take her 



 

money. Then she turned to her son and said—and I’ll never forget her words, 

‘it’s ok. I just wanted her to run down to the shop and get me some milk. Just 

one litre please love. And make it full cream. None of this half or skim 

nonsense.’ She gave me this huge smile and then she said, ‘Because we’re 

going to have tea together, aren’t we. Every week for the rest of the year. 

That’s what we’ve decided, isn’t it!’ And she winked at me.” 

“But you hadn’t decided to do that, had you?” I say. I think I’m confused. 

“No, of course not,” says Miss Fraser. “She was basically telling me that 

she was going to forgive me for stealing, and she was going to help me get 

my life back on track.” 

“Did you have tea with her?” I ask. 

“Yes, I did.” Miss Fraser nods. And then smiles. “That funny old woman 

turned out to be an amazing person. We had tea every week for the next four 

years, and I helped her in the garden. I weeded and planted and pulled off 

dead heads.” She looks at me and sees my confusion.  

“Dead heads are the dead flowers on a bush. They take up energy the plant 

needs to put into new flowers, and they look pretty ugly, so you pull them off. 

It’s called deadheading.”  

I nod, blankly. She goes on. “Anyway, a lot of times while we gardened, 

she talked to me. Not about anything in particular, but just in general. And it 

helped me out a lot. I stopped stealing and focused on getting through school, 

which I probably wouldn’t have done without her.” 

“Oh,” I say. “Do you still know her?”  

She shrugs. “We lost touch when my mum and I moved away when I was 

17, but about seven or eight years ago I got back in contact with her.”  

Her face gets really animated. “I couldn’t believe it. She was 96 and still 

working in her garden. And when she died, over 350 people came to her 

funeral. The church was packed. People were standing outside. I didn’t get a 

seat.” She twists her mouth again like she’s thinking. 

“That’s cool.” I don’t really know what else to say. “Thanks for telling me.” 

“Thanks for asking,” she says and pauses just for a half second. She seems 

younger and kind of softer for a tiny instant. Then she sucks in a breath, 

stands up straight and adjusts her jacket.  

“But that’s ancient history now,” she says. Her eyebrows go up and she 

clicks her fingers.  

“Chop chop. We have a play to practice.”  

 



 

Chapter 21 
I take my place on stage with the two boys who have been drinking 

chocolate milk. Liam has a tiny milk moustache so I gesture for him to wipe 

it off and he gives me an embarrassed looking smile.  

“Wipe your faces later people. Let’s go from the top,” says Miss Fraser. 

Liam says his first line. I am facing away from him, looking out the set 

window and I am supposed to turn in surprise, put my hands on my hips and 

answer him, but as I do, I see a flash of light and some movement at the back 

of the auditorium. The door has opened and three people have walked in. I 

can’t quite see who they are. They’re being very quiet, almost stealthy. 

For some reason, I suddenly feel scared. 

I say my line but I’m not really focusing. I’m craning my neck to see who is 

at the back at the same time as acting my part. 

As Liam replies to me, suddenly, I know who it is. I should have realized 

from the silhouettes. One big person and two smaller ones following along 

behind.  

It’s Shalini.  

She’s back from her dad’s place. And she has Rae and Tyra in tow. 

In less than a second my mouth goes dry, my legs feel weak and I have 

forgotten the line I’m supposed to say. 

“It’s the garden that’s doing the magic,” Sophie is saying to me, trying to 

get my attention to bring me in on cue. “It’s the garden…” 

I’m looking wildly around the stage, searching for something that will take 

the panic away. Nothing works, and I look back out to the audience seats to 

see Shalini now sitting in the light. She wants me to see her and she is staring 

at me with pure hatred on her face. 

“It’s the garden that’s doing the magic,” I squeak finally but Miss Fraser is 

on her feet already. As she does, Shalini ducks down so she is hidden from 

view. 

“Hold it people,” she says. “Jazmine, you look absolutely freaked. Is it the 

fact that the garden is magic or is there something else the matter?” 

I can’t say anything. If I tell Miss Fraser that Shalini is here, in front of all 

the others, Liam will want to know why I am so scared of her. If Shalini sees 

me tell on her, I can only imagine what sort of payback I will get. She’s back 

for revenge on the person she thinks betrayed her and I don’t want to make 

her angrier than she already is.  

And, I guess I did betray her. I spilled the beans about what happened in the 

drama classroom. I chose to go against her and the others and take the chance 

that was given to me. To girls like Shalini, loyalty is everything, especially 

when there’s trouble. And I was not loyal. 

“I’m really sorry,” I say, focusing back on the stage. I’m looking intently at 

the floorboards under my feet. “I just suddenly had a panic attack but it’s 

gone now. I’m fine now. I’m sorry…” 

Miss Fraser looks at me fixedly. “You can do this, you know.”  

She narrows her eyes. “It’s been perfect up till now. Let’s keep it that way.” 

She walks back to her seat. “From the top thank you. Once again.” 

While Miss Fraser is talking, I catch a glimpse of Shalini, Tyra and Rae 

sneaking out. I can breathe again and the prickly adrenaline feeling in my 



 

hands settles down. I finish the scene, maybe not with as much confidence as 

before, but at least doing a reasonable job. 

Are you okay? Liam signs to me at the end. He comes up to me.  

“You suddenly looked really white in the middle of that,” he said. “I 

thought you were going to faint.” 

I try to laugh it off. “Oh, I guess I just felt a little bit weird about having the 

main part all of a sudden and it was just a bit scary. Sometimes that happens 

to me.” 

“Oh well,” he says. “If you do faint, just make sure it’s in my direction and 

I’ll catch you.” He laughs. “I’ll just try to make it part of the scene.”  

He smiles at me. “I’ve got to go. Dad’s picking me up. We’re going for a 

run.” He looks apologetic. “Are you sure you’re okay?” 

“Yes, fine, no problems,” I say, shrugging. My face feels tight. “See you.”  

I wish he wasn’t going. Everyone is packing up their stuff. I don’t know 

what to do. I want to wait until everyone goes, just in case Shalini is outside. 

I’m scared that she might confront me and say something in front of everyone 

else, but if I stay on my own and go out later, I don't know what could 

happen. I hang around, unsure, but then finally, I slip out just behind 

everyone else.  

The auditorium is dark and even the late afternoon sun seems too bright in 

comparison. My eyes are blinking in the glare as I walk outside. I glance 

around nervously, hoping that no one will ask me what I'm looking for. A 

wind has come up and the air suddenly seems a lot colder than it has been. 

So far, everything seems clear. There is no sign of Shalini or the other girls 

and I breathe a sigh of relief and head out the gate down towards the bus stop. 

I’m amazed at how shaky I feel. I guess once I found out that Shalini had 

gone to her dad’s place, I just assumed that maybe she wasn’t coming back. I 

was so focused on myself and my journal and the garden and the play that the 

fact that she might actually come back went completely out of my head. But 

there are no illusions now. Now that I have seen her face I know she has it in 

for me.  

Payback is coming. 

As I stand at the bus stop and wait I am pulling my jacket around myself 

trying to keep warm. I stamp my feet a little bit and move around to stay 

comfortable. 

In my head I try to work out how much I can avoid Shalini at school. I 

count the classes that I have with her. There’s drama, obviously, maths and 

art, but we are in different geography and English classes so at least I won’t 

have to see her there.  

Lunch time and recess is a different matter. Shalini’s old spot has been 

taken over by some bigger kids and she’ll soon see that I’m now sitting with 

Liam and Gabby and the others. Hopefully she won’t come and try to hang 

around me and cause trouble. I’ll have to be careful when I go to the toilets or 

the canteen or something like that. I’ll try to always go with someone else, or 

not go at all. 

I’m scared. But then I have another thought.  



 

Perhaps facing Shalini’s rage is what I deserve. I actually have a little bit of 

guilt inside. I mean, she was kind of nice to me when nobody else was, and 

she did let me sit with her friends. In a strange sort of way, I felt needed. 

Suddenly I feel bad. I feel like I’ve been in the wrong and I have betrayed 

her and I deserve what’s coming and I’m really not important and I shouldn’t 

have friends and be happy because I’m just a nothing. My head is spinning 

and my feet feel itchy and I’m not sure what to do. 

The bus pulls up with a creak and a gust of cold wind. The movement clears 

my head and I snap out of the guilt. The doors slam open and I nod to the bus 

driver as I climb the steps and show him my bus pass. I choose a seat halfway 

down and collapse into it, relieved. 

I don’t deserve to be punished. Not at all. And the friends I’ve made treat 

me like a real person. Gabby likes me. Liam thinks I’m worth eating ice 

cream with. As long as I can keep my secrets, I’m safe. As long as no one 

finds out about what I did, I’m safe. And now that I’m on this bus, I’m safe. 

At least until tomorrow. 

But just as the doors are closing, there is a rush of people towards them and 

I feel the whole body of the bus vibrate and lean as heavy feet thump up the 

steps. I look up and gasp in horror as I recognize Shalini, Rae and Tyra, all 

getting on at once. 

While they show their passes to the driver they are looking around and 

down the bus. They are looking for me. I am sitting in plain view less than 

two meters away. And I can’t go anywhere. 

Shalini’s eyes rest on me for a second and she elbows Rae, who gives me 

one of the filthiest looks I have ever seen. Tyra sneers. They seem bigger and 

meaner than they were before. Shalini looks like a cat who has just captured a 

small mouse.  

They take their time down the aisle, even though the bus driver has asked 

them to find seats quickly. They are swaggering, swinging their bags, owning 

the bus. They have me cornered, and they know it. I go into self protective 

mode, making my face blank. I lift my chin slightly. Shalini is not going to 

know that I’m scared. 

She slides into the seat in front of me. Tyra sits beside me and Rae is 

behind. 

“Something smells,” Shalini announces very loudly, holding her nose. 

“Someone’s left something nasty on this bus. They should clean it up.” 

Rae giggles behind me and Tyra gives me a look. “I think I know what it 

is,” she says. “It’s sitting right here.” 

Shalini turns around. Her face is very close to mine and I can smell her 

breath. It’s not very good. Too many garlic and chilli chips, I think. I narrow 

my eyes and try to stare back. 

“Hello, deaf girl,” she says. “So nice to see you again.” She feigns a look of 

innocence and goes wide-eyed at me. “I’ve been away. Did you know?” 

“Don’t be stupid,” I say. “I know what happened. It’s not my fault you got 

suspended.” 

“Oh, I don’t think I’m the stupid one,” she says. “I don’t think Tyra is the 

stupid one either. And I don't think Rae is stupid. Let’s see, who does that 

leave… Oh, it’s you.” 



 

I try to turn my head away towards the window but Tyra grabs me by the 

shoulder and wrenches me around to look at Shalini. 

“You want to talk about stupid? Okay, let’s talk about stupid,” she says. 

“You’re pretty stupid to go against me. What did you do? Deliver me up so 

that you could look like the innocent one? What lies did you tell Fraser and 

Fellowes? And how did you work your way into getting the main part of the 

play?” 

She pushes her face in even closer. I can feel her breath on my face. There 

are small chip pieces left in her teeth. 

“I wanted that part,” she hisses. “And you took it from me.” Now there are 

spit droplets on my cheek.  

“Miss Fraser picked me,” I say through my teeth. “I didn’t go out for it.” 

“You think she picked you? Why would anyone pick you?” she says. 

“You're a deaf nobody. Nobody cares about you, and everybody just feels 

sorry for you, that’s if they think about you at all.” 

I can feel a blush beginning. I’m fighting to keep it down, to keep my body 

under my control. 

“I’m going to give you a chance, deaf girl,” Shalini says. She sits back a 

little bit. Her voice goes sugary sweet.  

“I’m going to give you one chance. Do you want to know what it is.”  

I don’t answer but just keep staring at her face.  

“I said, do you want to know?” She narrows her eyes at me.  

“Be polite,” says Tyra, digging her fake nails into my shoulder. “She asked 

you a question.” 

“Alright. What?” I say, pulling away. I’m going to have bruises there 

tomorrow. 

“You quit that play tomorrow,” says Shalini, very calmly. “If you do that, I 

will leave you alone for the rest of the year. If you don't quit it, I will make 

your life hell. And I mean your entire life, for the rest of your life”  

She tips her head to one side, still staring at me. I’m refusing to speak and I 

match the stare, even though I feel like I am about to collapse.  

“Oh and there’s something else,” Shalini says, as if adding an afterthought. 

“While I was at my dad’s I met someone who knows you. Knows your whole 

family. If you know what I mean.” She looks at me with her eyebrows raised 

and a slight smirk on her face. I have no idea what she is talking about.  

“Just think about it,” she says. “You might not want other people to know 

what I know…” 

The bus is lurching to a halt. Someone has flagged it down from the next 

bus stop. Shalini, Rae and Tyra stand up. 

“Make the right choice,” Shalini says in my ear. She turns to go. “You 

know what to do.” And then she looks back at me with disgust. “Deaf girl.” 

I see them walk down the steps and head out onto the pavement. They are 

still looking back at me, daring me to move, to respond. And now that they 

have left me, my body is reacting. I feel rage and anger building, swirling in 

my body. I can hardly see for the tears which are forcing themselves through 

my eyes onto my cheeks. I am nearly hyperventilating, breathing fast through 

my mouth.  



 

And then suddenly I’m so angry that I can’t be still anymore. I won’t sit 

there and take their insults. I’m not going to let them tell me what to do. 

 The bus doors are just about to close when I stand up, almost without 

knowing what I’m doing. Everyone is staring at me, and I don’t care. There is 

a force inside me which I can’t hold back.  

“Hey Shalini!” My voice cracks at first, and then gets stronger. I see Shalini 

look around behind her, her hair flying around her face, like in slow motion. I 

see Tyra and Rae’s faces change from smug smiles to worried surprise.  

“My name is Jazmine,” I scream. “And I’m not quitting.” 

Mum’s not home when I get off the bus panicky, crying and manic. I feel 

sick and angry, scared and defiant. I slam the doors and pace my room and 

talk to myself with words that won’t stop flooding out of my mouth. 

“It’s not fair. Who does she think she is? How dare she. It’s not fair!” And 

then I throw myself across my bed and pull out my journal and scream in the 

pages. 

 

NOT FAIR NOT FAIR NOT FAIR NOT FAIR! 
This. Is. Not. Fair. 

I Hate Her. I hate hate hate her.  
 

I fill the page but it doesn’t really help. I need to be outside. 

It’s windy and freezing and the back door won’t stop slamming but I don’t 

care. It’s better to be cold, to let my anger simmer off me like steam into the 

sky.  

The soil is dry and getting cool now. When I dig my fingers in, deep 

underneath I can feel what would have been the warm of the day but on top 

it’s ready to blow away. 

It needs water so I stomp to the tap with a bucket and mutter as I fill it up 

and the weight and the force of the water takes more of my anger out and I 

splash it on the plants but gently because I don’t want to hurt them. And then 

I sit down, weightless and tired and hugging the cold and I dig the weeds and 

talk to my plants. 

“You grow,” I say. Fiercely, in a whisper.  

“You keep growing,” I tell them. “You’ll be okay. You’ll be strong. You’ll 

be free. You’ll be beautiful.” 

 And I know I’m really talking to myself but that’s okay. 

When Mum comes in she has pizza and salad from the takeaway shop with 

her.  

“Are you here Jaz?” she calls.  

“I’m outside,” I say and she sticks her head out to see. 

“It’s really freezing out here. They said on the radio there’s going to be a 

cold snap for a few days. I think it must have started. Are you okay?” 

I don’t know what to say. Am I okay? Not really, no. 

But old habits die hard and even though I have more inside than I can say, I 

can’t turn on that tap and bring it out. I’m frightened.  

“Yeah,” I say. “Yeah. I’m okay. Just watering.” 

“Good idea,” she says. “In this wind they’ll get dried out really quickly. I 

got pizza. Do you want some?” 



 

“Nice,” I say. But it’s forced. “I’ll be ready in five minutes. I’ll be in then.” 

I can’t look at her face quite yet. 

“Okay. Five minutes,” she says. “Are you sure you’re okay?” 

I nearly turn around.  

I nearly say, No, I’m scared. I’m angry. I’m worried I’ll be found out. I’m 

scared of losing my friends. I’m scared of being a nobody again. And I don’t 

want Shalini to be mean to me. I don’t know if I’m strong enough to stand up 

for myself. But I’m scared of what might happen if I don’t. And I have no one 

to talk to, no one to tell all of this too because I’m afraid they’ll leave me if I 

let it out. 

But I don’t. I say, “Yep. Just cold. In soon.”  

And she goes in and then five minutes later I go in too and we have pizza 

and salad and then we watch TV and later she kisses me goodnight and I lie 

in bed by myself and I think, what am I going to do?  

 

Dear Dad, 
Shalini is back. And I am furious. Massively angry. Until this month, I’ve 

never felt so alive, I’ve never been so happy and now Shalini thinks she can 
just take that away from me. 

On the bus it was kind of like I went crazy. I knew she was mean, but I 
didn't realize she was cruel. She would have known that for me to quit the 
play would be the worst thing I could possibly do, so that's why she wanted 
me to do it, just so she would be in control. 

Well, she's not in control anymore. Not of me, anyway. 
When I first saw her again, at practice, I was scared. And then I got mad 

and the anger made the decision for me. I can’t go back. Even if I lose Liam 
or my new friends, I’m not quitting. I’m not changing now. Yes, it’s a risk. But 
it’s a risk I’m going to have to take. Putting up with Shalini’s anger is going to 
be less painful than going back to being the old Jazmine. 

I wish you were here Dad. I need someone to talk to. 
Love Jaz. 
PS. She said that she knew something about me. Something I don’t want 

everyone to know. What did she mean? 
 



 

Chapter 22 
Today I’m officially brave, which is what you are when you’re scared but 

you still show up. I’m scared but I’ve showed up. I’m at school, I’m not 

quitting the play and I’m ready for Shalini to do her worst. 

And I’m discovering that Shalini doesn’t waste time. 

She begins by doing harmless but annoying stuff. She follows me from 

class to the canteen or around the playground at recess and lunch. She’s not 

close enough to be noticed by anyone else but I know she’s there and I know 

she knows that she’s keeping me on edge. 

Before history she hides behind a bush on the way to the classroom and 

jumps out at me and makes me squeal. It’s embarrassing and everyone around 

me laughs. Of course, she laughs the loudest. And when we’re in the 

classroom she ‘accidentally’ falls over and knocks everything off my desk. 

“Shalini, are you alright?” says Mr Davis. “It’s good to see you back, but 

please be careful. And would you mind helping Jazmine pick up her books 

please?” 

“Sure,” she says, smiling at the teacher. Then she leans in to me. “Having a 

good day deaf girl?” The smirk on her face tells me that she’s only just 

started. 

Later, shuddering with disgust, I find two dead spiders—the really hairy 

long-legged ones—in the top of my bag. She’s not there to see me retch as I 

tip them into the bushes but I know she knows that she’s making the knot in 

my stomach get bigger. 

No-one notices what’s going on until Shalini’s on her third day of spit balls, 

tripping attempts and dirty looks.  

“That girl’s come back, hasn’t she?” says Olivia.  

“That one who used to sit over there?” agrees Caitlin. “The really tough 

one. What’s her name?” 

“Shalini?” says Erin. “Is that who you mean? I just try to stay out of her 

way.” 

“Yeah, that one,” says Olivia. “Shalini. She was away for a while.” 

“But she’s definitely back now,” says Caitlin. “You can’t miss her in maths! 

She’s so rude to the teacher.” 

Erin’s sitting at the picnic table eating her lunch. She turns around to face 

me. “Hey, didn’t she used to sit with you?” she says. She’s eating a devon 

and tomato sauce sandwich. “Like, weeks ago?” she says. 

I freeze. I don’t know where this conversation is going and I’m not going to 

give anything away but I’m not going to fib either..  

“Me?” I say. “Um, kind of. But I didn’t really know her that well.” That’s 

true, I think to myself. I’m not lying. 

“I thought so,” says Erin, licking some crumbs off her hand. “Hey, is it just 

me or she giving us all some really filthy looks?” 

Olivia and Caitlin look worried. “Do you think so?” says Olivia. “Really?” 

says Caitlin.  

“Yes,” says Erin. “Didn’t you notice at recess she walked past and she was 

staring really meanly at us?” She makes a face with hard eyes and set mouth. 

“Like this.” 

I bow my head. I don’t want to get involved. 



 

The twins are anxious. “I didn’t see it,” says Olivia. “But isn’t she the girl 

who used to go to our primary school?” 

“The one who left in Year 4!” adds in Caitlin. “I remember. Are you sure it 

was her?” 

“I think you’re right,” says Erin. “She was in Mrs Thompson’s class. 

Wasn’t it that her brother was killed or something, and then they moved?” 

My ears prick up. I look up so I don’t miss any of the conversation. Is this 

the same Shalini? 

Liam’s joining in now.  

“It’s definitely her,” he says. “I remember it because her brother was in my 

cricket club. I mean, he was older, but we all still heard about it.” 

“What happened to him?” This time the question is coming from me. I’m 

trying to tone down my voice and hide my curiosity but I have to know the 

answer. 

“It was a car accident I think,” says Liam. He shuts his eyes so he can 

remember better. “In the school holidays. He died and the driver of the other 

car died too.” He opens his eyes again. “You know, he must have been our 

age now I reckon.” 

“Wow,” say Caitlin and Olivia together. Their faces are shocked and 

serious. 

“Wow,” I breathe to myself. But it’s for a different reason. A light bulb has 

come on in my head. Suddenly I have a connection with Shalini. Suddenly I 

think I understand her. 

I was nine when I lost my dad. Shalini was nine when she lost her brother. 

She got angry, I went quiet. We’re the same. Maybe she just needs someone 

to understand her, to give her a chance. Maybe I can be that person. Maybe 

not. But somehow the thought of it makes it easier. For the next two days I 

am patient with the mean notes that end up in my bag and gracious about the 

‘accidental’ splashing I get in the toilets and understanding even about my 

lunch going missing. 

But the longer it goes on, the more my good intentions and my sympathies 

are getting worn down. The irritations and the little things are annoying. But 

the fact that it’s going on day after day is what’s really hard. Anyone can put 

up with having paper thrown at them once. It’s when it’s thrown at you in 

every class, every day, for weeks that it becomes a much bigger thing. 

And the random part of it is making me crazy. She might leave me alone 

during the whole of recess and then just at the end bump into me as I’m going 

to the next class. I never know when something is going to come so I feel 

anxious all the time. Like I’m on the watch, trying to protect myself. 

And then there’s the fact that I’m just waiting for her to say something 

about the whole drama room fiasco and suspension and then having to 

explain myself to everyone.  

If it all keeps going on after the play is over, next week, I’m not sure what 

I’ll do. Surely it will stop soon? In my heart I know that I’m doing the right 

thing to not give in to her threats; in my head I’m not quite so sure. 

Somehow, I have to believe that it is going to be worth it in the long run. 

I’m not telling Mum. I’m worried that she might call the school and 

complain about Shalini, which would be like signing my death warrant. But 



 

I’m turning into a wreck. I’m quiet, tense and talking even less than usual. 

And Mum is noticing. 

“Are you alright?” she asks me on Friday night. “You’ve seemed, I don’t 

know, a bit stressed this week.” 

I try to shrug it off. “I don’t know. Maybe I am,” I say. “I’ve got a lot of 

homework. Maybe it’s just the play, you know, with next week coming up.” 

“Is having the Mary part too much for you?” Mum looks worried. “Do you 

think you’re up for doing it?” 

“Of course I’m up for it!” I say. But it comes out wrong—like a bark—and 

I can see that Mum is surprised and hurt and upset because she’s taking a step 

back and blinking.  

“Sorry,” I say. “I didn’t mean...” I don’t know how to explain.  

“I just mean I’m fine. It’s fine. I should probably just go to bed early.” 

But it’s not fine. And when I go to bed I lie awake, worrying. 

 



 

Chapter 23 
It takes me all weekend to recover from five days of Shalini’s revenge. I 

want to feel tougher before I have to face her again but it’s hard. I’m worn out 

and worn down and I can’t face anything that reminds me of school. Not even 

my friends. 

By the time I’ve ignored three texts from Gabby on Saturday, all saying 

some version of, What R U doing? and one from Liam saying Hi Jaz, how r 

u? I feel ill so I turn the phone off and hide it in my school bag under the bed. 

The only thing that makes me feel better is sitting outside in the back yard, 

even though the wind is up and it’s cold again.  

Mum says that she wouldn’t think that I could do any more gardening, but 

it’s amazing how many weeds grow and with the wind I definitely have to 

keep the water up to the plants. They’re still young and small and I feel 

nervous that they could die if I don’t watch them every day.  

On Saturday afternoon I’m desperate to get out of the house so I persuade 

Mum to take me to the recycle yard and we find old timber and bricks and I 

come home and start to dig out around the beds so I can put edging in. It 

helps to use my muscles and feel gravel and bricks and timber with my 

fingers and to make something that will last and to plan and to achieve. It 

takes my head away from the craziness and I feel better—at least a little bit. 

But Gabby doesn’t like to be ignored and on Monday she’s all put out. 

She comes up to me first thing and says, “Rice!” 

“Rice?” I say. I’m frowning. What? 

“Rice,” she says. “You get it in a bowl—dry, not wet. And then you put 

your phone into it so it’s all covered. You can’t see the phone underneath the 

rice. It soaks up the water and the phone dries out and then apparently it starts 

working again.” She shrugs. “I mean, who knew?” 

“What?” I say. “I actually have no idea what you are talking about.” And 

I’m irritated because I’m tense. I’m half looking out for Shalini and thinking 

about how I can stay out of her way and now Gabby wants to have a 

ridiculous conversation. 

“Don’t you get it?” she says. “I’m telling you how to fix your phone. 

Because I’m sure you must have either dropped it down the toilet or gone 

fishing and thrown it in the river or something because there can be no other 

possible explanation for why you didn’t reply to my eight texts that I sent you 

on the weekend.”  

She’s laughing now, but I know it’s not completely a joke.  

“Where were you? Did you go away? Did you run out of batteries? Did you 

do something bad and your mum took your phone away? Or maybe you just 

hate me now?” She’s still smiling. But it’s just with her mouth. Her eyes are 

serious. 

“No, no, of course not,” I say. I’m trying to gather up my concentration and 

pull my head away from Shalini for a minute. “I just had to turn it off...” I 

can’t think of a reason to give her and I can’t tell her I just didn’t want to 

think about anyone. But I’m sure I’m saying it on my face because she pulls 

away after a minute and bites her lip.  

At lunch time she starts to notice Shalini’s behaviour to me.  



 

“Why is she being so mean to you?” she asks me as we’re walking back 

from the canteen.  

“Last week I saw her give us all looks but I thought she was just being 

cranky at having to be back at school. Today I saw her make a really bad face 

at you and then when I went to the bathroom in second period she was in 

there too and I heard her talking about you.” 

My heart sinks. Here it comes. My secret is out.  

“What did she say?” I ask. My voice is wooden and I’m shaking a bit. 

“What did you hear?” 

“Oh nothing really,” says Gabby. “I was whistling so I wasn’t really 

listening to the conversation but I heard your name. But I have to say this. 

She really doesn’t like you!” She looks at me with surprise. 

“She doesn’t,” I say. And I’m so relieved that I’m still safe, that no one 

knows, that I can feel a lump growing in my throat and I have to catch a sob 

before it bursts out of my mouth. My eyes are suddenly damp and I need to 

blow my nose. This is no good. I can’t cry. I can’t tell Gabby anything. So I 

turn my head away. 

“Are you okay?” Gab asks. She sounds concerned, suddenly sweet and 

quiet. “What’s the matter?” 

“I can’t tell you,” I say to her. I still haven’t turned around. My voice is 

breaking. “I just can’t tell you. I’ve got a problem, but I can’t tell you.” 

“Yes you can!” says Gabby, awkwardly reaching out her arm to hug me. 

Her hand swerves off my shoulder and falls back beside her. But I appreciate 

the gesture.  

“Look, I’ve probably got a tissue...” she says and digs in her pocket. “Oh, 

maybe not...” She pulls out a grimy lolly wrapper. “This isn’t what you 

want,” she says and grins. “But you can tell me anyway.” 

“No,” I say and I’m wiping the wet away from my eyes with the backs of 

my hands.  

“Thanks, but I’m sorry. I really can’t. But I’m okay. I’ll be okay.” 

It’s much worse when Liam notices.  

“That girl is a nutter,” he says to me as we’re heading to our second last 

drama practice on Tuesday. He nods towards Shalini who has brushed 

roughly past me almost knocking me off the path. “She’s like, got it in for 

you completely—ever since she came back to school last week. It’s the most 

bizarre thing.” 

“Hmm,” I say. “I guess.” 

“I guess?” he repeats. He can’t believe what I’m saying. “No, I’m telling 

you. She’s being really mean. She’s bullying you, you know. You should 

probably report her. Or I will. Do you want someone to come with you?” 

“No,” I say. But too fiercely. “Please don’t.” 

Liam looks at me as if he’s trying to understand me. 

“That’s just what she’s like,” I say in desperation. “But if it wasn’t me, it 

would be someone else. She’ll find something else to do soon. She’ll get 

bored.” 

“Yeah, but doesn’t it bother you?” he says. “She’s so mean.” 

“No,” I say. “She’s just angry.” 



 

“Angry?” Liam says. This conversation is taking him to places he’s not 

expecting. 

“Yeah. From her brother. You know, the one who died,” I say. “Isn’t that 

what you said? She’s still angry about it and for some reason I’m her focus 

right now but she’ll get over it soon. And I’ll survive.”  

I say it with strength, like I’m trying to convince myself it’s true. And then, 

because I feel like crying all over again, I turn away from Liam so I can’t see 

his face and I know that he’s feeling pushed away but I can’t do anything 

about it. I can’t go and fix him as well as everything else that I’m holding 

together. 

For the rest of the practice and for the next day Liam watches me. I think 

he’s looking for me, for the girl he first talked to, but he can’t find me 

because I’m hiding from him, pretending that I’m okay and that everything is 

normal and that I don’t have two enormous secrets that I have to hold inside. 

I’m building walls, I know, but it’s the only way I’m going to get through 

this. 

It’ll be over soon, I keep telling myself. The play will be over soon and then 

everything can be normal again. I just have to get through the next couple of 

days. 

 



 

Chapter 24 

Dear Dad, 
Finally. It’s the day I’ve been waiting for. And now that it’s here, suddenly 

my worries are gone. They’ve just been taken over by the hugest amounts of 
excitement and the most theatre nerves that anyone has ever had! 

The first thing I saw when I opened my eyes this morning was my breath. 
It’s freezing outside. The cold snap that’s been threatening to come finally 
made it here. There’s even a frost. I’m just hoping it warms up during the 
day so the audience doesn’t shiver tonight.  

Because... tah-dah!!! tonight our play opens. I will be performing the main 
part in front of 350 people. I will be Mary. And I will be nervous! I already 
have jitters in my stomach and adrenaline in my hands. How can real-life 
actors ever eat? I am so not hungry. 

It's 7am now. At 5pm we are supposed to be in the auditorium, doing 
costumes and putting on our makeup. As of this moment, there are 12 hours 
to go before the curtains open. How can I possibly last until then? 

Wish me luck. 
Love, your daughter the actress, 
Jazmine 
PS. Today, I'm not even going to worry about Shalini. I have more 

important things on my mind. 
 

My nerves are getting at me. They have been getting at me all day. My 

tummy hasn’t just had butterflies, it’s had huge moths zooming around inside 

ever since I arrived at school. Every ten minutes or so I catch myself smiling, 

thinking about tonight.  

In geography the teacher is going on about the land mass and population of 

Guatemala, but my mind is fixed on Mary and Colin and Dickon, on gardens 

and wheelchairs and transformations. And on not forgetting my lines!  

A nervous giggle comes out of my mouth.  

Oops. 

Gabby digs me in the ribs but it’s too late. 

“Jazmine Crawford,” the teacher says. “I don’t think there’s anything 

particularly funny about this lesson. Would you like to share the joke?” 

I bury my head with embarrassment. “Sorry,” I say. I shrug my shoulders at 

the people who have turned around to look at me. I know they must be 

thinking, what’s with her? 

“You’ve got to concentrate,” Gabby says happily as we walk across the 

quad together.  

“I just can’t,” I say. “I’m a mess!” 

In science, the last class of the afternoon, I look at my watch and calculate 

that I have less than five hours to go before the curtain goes up. Less than five 

hours until my acting career begins. Less than five hours until I am in front of 

the audience.  

Agh. The audience. My nervous moths have gone away, but now I’m 

getting a churned up feeling in my stomach. I feel like I’m about to throw up 



 

and it has nothing to do with the fact that the teacher is dissecting a sheep’s 

eyeball out the front.  

The final bell jolts me into a new level of nervousness. Thank goodness, I 

think. If I had to pretend to be paying attention to any more teachers right 

now, I think I would scream.  

My plan is to get the bus back home, have something to eat, try to chill out 

a bit and then head back to school at 5pm for costumes and makeup. But 

before I do, I have to grab a bag that I think I left at drama practice yesterday. 

I head to the auditorium quickly. There’s not a lot of time. 

I feel a tap on my shoulder. It’s Liam, pulling up beside me. Without 

meaning to, I stiffen up. I’ve been trying to avoid him ever since the 

conversation about Shalini. I’m terrified of bursting into tears and sobbing on 

his shoulder. It’s better to stay out of his way. 

“Hey, Jazmine,” he says in my ear so I can hear him. “The bus is that way.” 

He points in the opposite direction. 

“I know.” I say. I smile nervously. “But I have to get my bag.” 

“Can I come with you?” he says. He’s pulling his hair and he looks nervous 

too. 

“Sure,” I say. But I focus on the path.  

“So, are you good for tonight?” he says.  

“I think so,” I say. I half-smile. “What about you?” 

“Yep.” He grins. “A few butterflies but nothing to worry about.” 

“Cool,” I say. And I look away again. 

“Actually, there is something I want to say to you,” he says. “You just seem 

kind of, I don’t know... different. This whole week.” He’s scratching his head. 

“Like you’re really upset about something. It’s like you’ve got some kind of 

problem...”  

I hear the words ‘really upset’ and ‘problem’ and my heart starts to pound. 

I’m focusing on those words and everything else goes fuzzy. My legs are 

bags filled with pebbles and my finger tips feel sandy. Liam’s heard about 

what’s happened. He knows I’m upset. He thinks I have a problem. He 

probably knows what it is. What is he thinking? Is he going to leave me? Is he 

starting to break up? Does he never want to see me again? 

My thoughts are swirling and my brain feels like it’s being squeezed and I 

just want to run away. Just in time I see the auditorium door. It’s an escape 

route. 

“Here we are,” I say, smiling brightly and blinking madly to keep my face 

from betraying me. “I’ll just go and get my bag okay? Won’t take long!” 

“Oh,” he says. He looks confused. “I guess we can talk in a minute. I’ll wait 

for you...” 

There is no one in the auditorium when we open the door. It is dark, except 

for one light on the stage. I think someone has forgotten to turn it off. The 

door is heavy and on a spring release thing that makes it shut by itself. I’m 

not sure I will be able to open it again from the inside if it closes all the way 

and I don’t want to get stuck inside. 

Liam can see what I’m thinking.  

“Don’t worry about it,” he says. He plants himself on the outside of the door 

and wedges his foot in the opening. “I won’t let it close.” 



 

I’m still panicky as I run down the stairs in the dark and slip around to the 

steps up behind the stage and spy my bag, sitting just where I left it, next to 

the headdress.  

Good, I think to myself. But now what I am going to do? 

I head up the stairs, making noisy clacking steps on the wooden floorboards 

in the dark. It’s tricky to see exactly where I’m going in the shadows, and I’m 

looking down so that I won’t trip. I’m not expecting to hear a cough. And I’m 

certainly not expecting to run into someone.  

“Oof,” I say, surprised, as I walk straight into a person standing between me 

and the stage. It’s a big person, solid and heavy. I look up, ready to apologise. 

“Sorry about that…” I start, and then suddenly I realize who it is. 

Shalini, all six feet of her is standing, feet apart and hands on her hips, 

looking at me with a fearsome face. She seems even bigger than usual, 

silhouetted against the light on the stage. 

The moths in my stomach start buzzing again. My heart begins to pound in 

my head and I feel like someone has switched on a tumble dryer in my chest. 

I look around for Rae and Tyra, but there’s no sign of them. I step back. 

Shalini and I look at each other, probably for two seconds, but it feels like 30. 

Finally, she says something. 

“I told you to quit this play.” Her voice is steady. I’m not sure if that’s a 

good thing. She takes a step forward. “You didn't listen to me.” 

“Look, Shalini,” I say, pushing down the terror that is rising in my throat 

and trying to appear reasonable. “I don't want any trouble. I just need to get 

my bag.” 

“You didn’t listen to me,” she says again. This time she sounds more 

menacing. “I don't know why you think you’re so much better than everyone. 

Better than me. You were there when we trashed the room. You were 

involved. And yet I got suspended and you didn’t. What’s that about?”  

“If you want to talk, I'm happy to do that,” I say. I am looking warily 

around, not sure if Liam has noticed what is going on. He’s still standing 

outside. I hope he might hear the voices and stick his head in.  

“I can't do it now though. I need to get my bag and go.” I make a move to 

go around her. 

Shalini ignores me. She doesn’t move. She speaks again. “I went away for 

seven weeks, deaf girl. Do you know where I went?” 

I’m looking at her, now feeling annoyed. What is she trying to get at? I half 

roll my eyes.  

“Where are the others?” I ask. “Rae and Tyra. Are they here?” 

She laughs. “Don’t worry about them. They’re off doing something else for 

me.”  

But then her voice changes. She’s impatient, and she takes a step in closer 

to me. “I asked you a question. Do you know where I went?” 

I cringe back, but I still don’t want to show her I’m scared. 

“Um, on suspension?” I say, shrugging my shoulders. “I don’t know where 

you were. Home probably.” 

“Actually no,” she says in a kind of creepy, fake happy voice. “I went to 

visit my dad. Do you know where he lives?” 



 

“How should I know where your dad lives?” I say. I know this must be 

going somewhere bad, but I have no idea where. 

“Well actually, you should know, because it’s where you used to live too,” 

she says, patronizingly. “My dad lives in Mudgee. He moved there last year. 

Yes, you know. The little town where you grew up? Remember it? Shame 

you had to leave I guess. But there were reasons. People there know all about 

you and your ‘tragedy’.” 

“What are you talking about?” I say. I’m still confused. 

“Don’t play stupid with me, deaf girl.” She suddenly yells at me and I have 

to adjust my hearing aid. “I know everything about you. You just try to hide 

everything away but you can’t hide from me. You sold me out and sucked up 

to the teachers so now I’m going to tell everyone your little secret.” 

“What secret?” Now I'm annoyed. I raise my voice. “Yeah, okay, my dad 

died. It was a tragedy, if you want to call it that. Yes, I used to live in 

Mudgee, but it’s no secret, and I’m not ashamed of it, just because I don’t 

necessarily want to talk about it.” 

I suddenly remember what I’ve heard about her. “Anyway, I heard you lost 

your brother in a car accident. So we’ve both had someone in our family die.” 

I’m still trying to be reasonable. Maybe this is my chance to talk to her. 

“You know, if you’re still mad about your brother dying, it can help to talk to 

someone. I've just…” 

But before I can finish my sentence, she is screaming at me, stamping her 

foot and practically shaking with rage. 

“Don't. Talk. To. Me.” Her face is thunderous. “You have to listen.” 

I step back, slightly shaken. 

“Yes, you scrawny little piece of work. My brother died in a car accident. 

But that was an accident. My brother still loved me.” She says in a fierce 

whisper. “But here’s the thing: an accident is different from a suicide.” 

Now she has a look of victory on her face but I don't understand what she 

thinks she has won. I must look confused because her triumphant expression 

is getting stronger. 

“Oh, this is too good,” she says. She is actually gloating. “You don’t even 

know, do you? Your dad didn’t just ‘die’. He killed himself. He committed 

suicide.”  

She pulls her finger across her throat when she says the word killed. My 

stomach leaps up to my mouth.  

She is laughing. “You think you're the same as me because your dad and my 

brother died. But we have nothing in common. The reason your dad killed 

himself was because he couldn’t stand to live with you. Every time he looked 

at you he saw a freak and a weirdo.” 

I am absolutely frozen to the floor. It feels like all my strength is running 

down out through my toes and my fingers, right through the floorboards of 

the stage. I want to pass out but my body won’t let me. All I can do is stand 

and listen to her vile, sneering words. All I can see is hatred pouring out of 

her mouth at me. And all I can think is no! It’s not true! 

I manage a whisper through clenched teeth. “You liar.” 

“You think I’m lying?” She chortles with delight. “It’s a known fact in the 

town. You could walk down the main street and ask anyone what happened to 



 

Matty Crawford and they’ll tell you that he took an overdose of pills one fine 

Saturday morning. Go home and ask your mummy, or don’t you even have 

one of those either?” 

She tilts her head to one side. “What did you think? Did they tell you that he 

just got sick? You're just happy to believe lies,” she says. 

“He had a heart attack.” I force the words out. “It happens.” 

“Yeah, but did they tell you why?” she says, sneering. “You’re an idiot not 

to figure it out. There’s always a reason. And in your dad’s case, the reason 

was that he took too many pills because he was so depressed from living with 

you and your stupid mum. What a loser.” 

She keeps going. “I can't believe you. Who are you, anyway? Just a sad 

little deaf girl, just a nobody. You only got this part because Fraser feels sorry 

for you, but you’re an embarrassment.” 

 She’s shaking her head. “You know the funniest bit? It’s that you actually 

think you look normal just because you’ve done your hair in that stupid way. 

Well, you’re not. You’re a freak and nobody loves you and nobody ever has 

and nobody ever will.” 

“When your boyfriend,” she holds up her fingers like quotation marks, 

“hears what you did and what your precious dad did, he’ll dump you 

straightaway. I’ll tell the whole school and you won’t have a single friend 

left.” 

Liam! I think to myself. Is he still outside? Did he hear any of this? I swing 

my head wildly towards the door. I can’t see anything in the dark with the 

light from the stage shining in my eyes. Surely he must be listening. And 

Shalini is right. Once he knows this, he'll be finished with me. Everyone will 

be finished with me. 

I turn back to look at Shalini, the girl who I once thought might be my 

friend but who is definitely now my biggest enemy, still blocking my way. 

She’s coming in closer to me. My world is shattering to pieces before my 

eyes and yet I still can’t even move.  

I’m terrified that she is going to hit me. She is so much bigger than me that 

she could break my arm with almost no effort. In the back of my mind I still 

have a voice going around and around saying, get your bag, get out, get your 

bag, get out… But my feet are heavy and my muscles are numb and the 

inside of my mouth feels like leather. 

“I was going to beat you up,” she says. “But there wouldn't be much 

challenge in that.” 

She grabs the back of my neck between her thumb and forefinger and 

presses hard so that I wince. 

“Come over here, deaf girl,” she says, half pulling me into the middle of the 

stage. 

“I’m giving you one more chance,” she says. “You don't deserve it, but hey, 

I’m bighearted.” 

She points towards the headdress, sitting on the stage. “You’ve got a choice. 

Smash that, or I’ll tell everyone who you really are and what you’re really 

hiding from.” 

I look down at the headdress. The gold paint and stage gems are shining, 

catching the light. It is so beautiful that I feel like crying. I want to reach out 



 

and touch it, stroke it with my fingers. I know its weight, how it feels when it 

settles on my head, how my neck has to be strong to carry it. I have seen 

myself in it, tall, straight, regal. When I first put it on, it changed me. I grew 

inside myself, I felt myself take up space in the world. I felt real. I felt 

challenged and able to challenge. 

Shalini is pushing me down, urging me on. “Go on, break it,” she says. 

“Show some strength, you wimp.” 

I pull out from under her grasp and turn around to face her. “Strength? You 

want to talk about strength? You have no idea. You have no idea what it 

means to be strong.” 

She blinks with surprise and looks at me, mocking. “What?” 

I have had enough. “You think you can come in here and completely 

destroy me? Well, you can’t.”  

My voice is shaking, but it gets stronger, even though I am crying as I say 

the words. “I had a choice to make before, and I made it, and it was a great 

thing to do. And I found out how strong I can be, and let me tell you… you 

can't beat me. You might be bigger and tougher and uglier but I've already 

made my choices and they don't involve you and they don't involve smashing 

things." 

I duck around her, grab my bag and run. Fast. I hope that the fact that the 

auditorium is dark will work to my advantage if Shalini follows me. I know 

my way around better than she does with four weeks of drama practices under 

my belt. Now the adrenaline has kicked in and I am crying and running and 

stumbling as fast as I can. But to my surprise, Shalini is not chasing me. 

Instead, she stays on the stage. 

And then she calls my name. “Jazmine!” 

I stop, surprised and confused. I can see her clearly in the middle of the 

stage, under the light. She’s holding the headdress above her head in both 

hands. 

“I’m going to smash this myself, and tell them it was you. There’s no way 

that you can prove that it was me,” she screams across the auditorium. “You 

were in trouble before, you can be in trouble again. I bet they gave you ‘one 

chance’ last time. Now you’ll be out of chances and they’ll be more than 

happy to have a reason to get rid of you.” 

It’s like slow motion as her arms come down towards the stage. I see the 

headdress tumbling, tumbling towards the floor and then hitting the boards 

and shattering into pieces which bounce slowly up again like the splash of a 

rock thrown hard into water. 

I don’t even hear the smash. I don't hear anything except my own voice 

screaming and crying and then I see Shalini laughing and glowering and 

walking away from the poor, small broken pieces of the headdress lying on 

the stage, still glinting unknowingly in the light. 

I’m sure she yells something back towards me as she leaves the auditorium 

by the stage door but I don't hear it because all I can do is hold my stomach 

and rock back and forward as though she has punched me in the middle with 

everything she has. 

Now I know I have to get out of here. She’s right. No one will believe that I 

didn’t do it if she tells them that it was me. I am panicking, scrambling my 



 

bags together and tripping on the steps as I run towards the door. It’s still 

open, but only just. There’s a tiny crack of light coming through. I pull 

heavily and wrench it open, but outside there is no Liam. 

“Liam,” I say, looking around in desperation. “Liam, where are you?” 

But Liam has gone. He must have heard everything she said, everything 

about what I did, and everything about my dad. I’m sure he has left in disgust. 

He was coming up here to break up with me anyway, and after this I know he 

will never want to see me again. And now it’s time for me to go. I run, 

blinking in the afternoon light out of the dark auditorium, tears pouring down 

my cheeks. 

  



 

Chapter 25 
I have missed the bus and I don’t care. I just start to walk towards home. 

My feet are moving automatically and my chest is heaving and I’m pounding 

the pavement, looking down at the ground.  

Shalini has won. I thought I could be strong enough to stand up to her and 

continue to be the person that I thought I was becoming, but I was wrong. I'm 

not strong. Everything that she said is true. I am a freak, and a weirdo, and 

my dad did kill himself. 

Just thinking about it makes me want to throw up, but I know it must be 

true. It makes so much sense. The fact that no one ever talks about him or the 

way he died or anything to do with that whole time. The fact that Mum just 

wanted to move away from Mudgee straight after it. You would think most 

people would want to stay and be with their friends and family. The fact that 

even just a few weeks ago Mum was still talking about not having told me 

everything. 

I feel like I’m about to fall over so I sit on the grass for a few minutes with 

my head between my knees. I’m shaking and dry retching and my fingers 

seem to be moving all by themselves. I can’t stay still, but all I want to do is 

sleep. Just go to bed and never wake up. 

I get up again because I realize there’s another bus stop two blocks down. I 

am walking like a zombie. People must be watching me, talking about me and 

saying, she’s so strange. What is wrong with her?  

I make it to the bus stop and practically collapse onto the seat. A fat 40-

year-old woman shifts her bottom to the other end of the bench. She looks 

uncomfortable next to me. I feel like baring my teeth at her and screaming, 

“Go away then, I don’t care. Nobody loves me and I hate everybody.” 

The pain is almost too much to bear. I’m still gasping, but it’s not because I 

have been running all this way, it’s because I feel like my heart has been 

ripped out of my chest, stomped on by elephants in high heels and then 

squashed back together like pieces of play dough and stuffed back in my 

body. 

The bus, when it comes, goes too slowly. I just want to fly and whirl and 

speed away from what has happened. I want to get away from myself, leave 

me behind and start again. 

My body feels chaotic inside, but at the same time I am also detached. I can 

almost watch myself as I sit fidgeting, shifting, glaring around. I think I am in 

shock. I don't know what to do. My thoughts are running crazy and I actually 

miss my stop, so I press the button to get off three blocks later and have to 

run home the other way.  

I don’t know these paths and gardens and driveways and I stumble a few 

times, running almost blindly. I'm exhausted by the time I reached the front 

door. 

The car is not in the driveway. That’s good. Mum isn’t home yet. I don’t 

want to see her. What can we possibly say to each other now? She was 

planning to come home early from work to help me get ready for the play. I 

don’t know how to tell her that there’s going to be no play anymore. Maybe I 

just won't tell her. Hey, she's good at playing that game, the game of let’s not 

tell anyone the truth. 



 

I push on the door and let myself in. Halfway down the hallway I stop and 

in one quick movement take out my hearing aid and let it drop with my bag 

onto the floor.  

I have to get outside into my garden. I run through the house, grabbing 

doorhandles blindly and throwing myself through. The back steps are cold 

and I’m down the stairs before I even know it and I’m wiping back tears in 

my eyes and then I’m kneeling down beside my garden.  

And I’m screaming. 

Silently at first, and then out loud, in large groans and muffled cries. I’m 

like a dying animal on one of those animal protection ads that you sit through, 

horrified. 

I’m screaming because all my plants are dead. 

It was the frost. And I didn’t see it coming. And now what was beautiful 

green is grey and soggy and bedraggled.  

The pain is too much. I can’t bring myself to stay outside but I don’t want to 

move and I lay numb in the cold for minutes before I crawl on hands and 

knees like a baby into the house and into my room and to my bedside table, 

where my journal is sitting. I know that I have to destroy it. I’m so angry. 

Angry with myself and angry with my dad and angry with Shalini and now 

angry with the garden for being dead—and the journal is where all of these 

have met and mixed and made me change. 

I pick it up and with a screech that just erupts out of my chest, start to rip 

and tear. 

I rip out page after page. Then I scrunch the pieces of paper until I can’t 

read anything anymore. My hands hurt as I pull and shred. Paper is strong 

when you get large chunks of it together.  

The photograph of my father joins the shredded mess all over my bed. I am 

feeling furious. Destroying the words I have written feels like a way to 

escape. 

 When my fingers are finally tired and my journal lies in pieces, 

demolished, I throw myself on the hammock chair. I’m completely still for 

the first time in what feels like hours. 

Strangely enough, I don’t cry. The tears have calmed down and with the 

gentle rock of the chair, my body slows its breathing and my muscles relax. I 

shut my eyes and pretend that I don’t exist anymore. I am becoming invisible. 

No one can see me, no one can hear me and I am numb and quiet. It’s 

amazing how quickly I can go back to it. And it feels great, because the 

horrible, terrible chaotic feelings have disappeared. I don't have to feel 

anything anymore. 

I sit for maybe 20 minutes by myself, being invisible. I’m okay. I’m telling 

myself that nothing matters and I don’t care and I don’t have to do anything. 

 And then my mum comes in. 

I feel the vibration of her footsteps on the floorboards in the hallway before 

I hear the muffled noise of the door opening to my room. There is a breeze on 

my face as she enters and I open my eyes. I can see that she is saying 

something but I can’t hear it. I watch her face turned from excited and happy 

to surprised to concerned and then to absolute shock as she sees the paper 

pieces spread all over my bed. 



 

She’s talking again and I still can’t distinguish the words. She’s walking to 

my bed and touching the destroyed journal and looking around the room, 

almost in fear, and then coming over to me and looking at my face. 

I am motionless, almost spaced out. I feel nothing and all my reactions are 

slow. I am in a bad dream, trapped in a room of muffled sounds in my own 

head. 

She touches my shoulder and looks into my face. I see her mouth make my 

name, once, twice and then once more, this time almost yelling. Finally she 

realizes that I can’t hear her so she signs my name.  

Jazmine, what's going on? What's the matter? 

“I don't know… It’s all finished… Everything’s gone,” I say. I give a 

helpless shrug. My hands land floppy on my lap. 

What happened to your hearing aid? Where is it? she signs. 

I took it off, I sign. There’s no point. It's all ruined. 

I can see my mum looking around the room for the hearing aid. She goes 

out into the kitchen and then the hallway and comes back with my bag, 

digging through it like a mad thing. 

“Put this on,” she says, handing it to me. “At least so you can tell me what’s 

happened.” 

I fiddle with it and attach it to my ear and turn it on. Mum sits heavily in 

front of me on the bed.  

“Please Jazmine,” she says. “From the beginning, what is going on here? 

Did Liam do something to upset you?” 

“I just can't tell you… It’s all too big…” It is as much as I can do to sit 

there, without starting to try to explain what has happened. I feel like 

someone has shoved a ping-pong ball down my throat and I can’t get it out. 

Talking seems impossible.  

Suddenly and without warning, a wave of despair rushes up my body and I 

am choking and sobbing and crying. The sobs come out of my mouth like 

huge hiccups or belches. I’m crying with my whole body, not just my eyes. 

My heart is in so much pain that I feel like I am burning. My stomach is sore 

and my muscles are aching. I’ve never felt tears like these before. 

Mum grabs me before I lurch off the chair. She is holding me up, rocking 

me in her arms, smoothing my hair. The tears keep coming and coming. They 

won’t stop. Even when the sobbing subsides and I feel like I can breathe 

again, a new rush of tears starts it off all over again. Everything is wet, my T-

shirt, the bed and even Mum’s hair. I’m aware (and disgusted) that there is 

snot involved too, but I can't wipe my nose quickly enough. My whole face is 

leaking. 

I cry for what must be half an hour before finally the tears dry up and I 

come back to being myself. 

“I’m sorry,” I say. “Look, you’re all wet.” Talking, even just those few 

words, is tiring. My face feels completely exhausted. Who knew crying could 

be such hard work? 

“You don’t have to be sorry, honey,” she says. She looks down in dismay at 

her top. “Although I will have to change my shirt.” 

She takes her arms away from around my shoulders and shifts position so 

she can look at me. 



 

“Jaz,” she says, “you are really upset. I think it would help you if you talked 

about it.” 

In a second, the anger returns. “Are you sure that you want to talk about it?” 

I ask her. My words are aggressive, sharp and pointed. 

“Of course,” she says, puzzled. “I’m your mum...” 

“Okay,” I say. “Let’s talk.” I look away. “So… Mum,” I say. I put a lot of 

emphasis on her name. “How come you never told me that dad killed 

himself?” 

Mum looks as if I have hit her in the face. She’s shocked and pale. Almost 

breathless. She can’t talk to me for several seconds. 

“Who told you that?” She finally manages. Her voice sounds distorted. 

“That’s not important right now,” I say. My voice has a wobble in it too. “I 

just want to know, why did you keep that from me? It’s kind of important, 

don’t you think? Or was it just another version of don’t tell anyone 

anything?” 

Mum is covering her face with her hands. She looks afraid of me. 

“I can’t believe that you would do that. I can't believe that you would just 

say he died from a heart attack, but not give me the real reason. Not tell me 

what really happened,” I say. My voice is getting louder. I am almost yelling. 

“It all makes so much sense now. No one ever wants to talk about dad. 

Everyone just pretends that somehow he didn't exist, or that, I don't know, 

he’s just gone away somewhere or something.” 

“But he’s my dad!” I am on my feet, stamping my foot with each word. “I 

have the right to know what happened. This stuff is not just for grown-ups. 

You have to tell me what happened. You have to.” 

I sit down again. I am spent. I hang my head and look at my hands. “Please, 

Mum, can you tell me what really happened?” 

My mum is still sitting, frozen on the bed. She looks worse than I have ever 

seen her. She opens her mouth, but nothing comes out. She stands, stiffly and 

then turns quickly and runs out of the room. I can hear her feet hitting the 

floor as she runs to the bathroom. Then there is a retch, a pause and a flush. 

I can’t go to her. I can’t make her feel okay. I can’t even make myself feel 

okay. I am angry, sad, embarrassed, dismayed, compassionate, hurt, in pain 

and despairing, all rolled into one.  

Most of all, I am defeated.  

I take what’s left of the journal in my hands. All the pages that I wrote on 

are now scattered in small pieces around my room but there is a clump of 

blank pages at the back that I didn't pull out. I smooth the crumpled edges of 

the first sheet and find a pen amongst the pile of school junk that my mother 

has pulled out of my bag. I take the lid off and write on the page. 

 

There is nothing left.  
 

I have lost everything. And outside, my frozen flowers lie limply down. 

  



 

Chapter 26 
My clock says 4.48pm. In twelve minutes Miss Fraser will be opening the 

auditorium doors so the cast and crew of The Secret Garden can come in to 

get ready for opening night.  

I am still sitting on my hammock chair with a tear-stained face, at home. I 

won’t be going. By now, the word will be out that I smashed the headdress 

and the principal will be called in and on Monday I will either be suspended 

or expelled from school. 

I’m sitting, watching the seconds tick by. Mum still has not come back into 

my room. I don’t even know if she is still in the house. I don’t know how we 

are going to be able to talk to each other after this.  

Maybe we will just have to go back to when we only talked about things 

like breakfast cereal and hair bands. Maybe we will spend the rest of our lives 

being polite and pretending. 

Eight minutes to go.  

Maybe I will be okay with this. Yes, it was great to be on the stage, to be 

seen and to even be accepted by other people. But maybe that’s not my place 

in life. Perhaps my destiny is to always be on the outside looking in. Perhaps 

in a strange way, I can even be happy like that.  

Maybe I will continue to keep a journal, but in a different way. I won’t 

write to Dad, but perhaps to me, or to the book itself. Cool, smooth paper 

can’t hurt me like people can. 

Miss Fraser was wrong about me. She thought I would be like Mary—the 

girl who found her place and came to life because of the garden. But I’m not 

going to be like that. It’s not going to be possible for me to come alive. I’m 

too stupid. I’m too weak. I’m too hurt. 

I get off the chair. The mess from the journal on my bed is hurting my eyes. 

I grab my wastepaper bin and begin to put handfuls of ripped paper inside. I 

try not to read the words I wrote as I do it. Suddenly, the paper feels different 

in my fingers. It’s heavier, more substantial. I look down. It is the photograph 

of my father. I am holding half of it. Instinctively, my other hand reaches for 

the other part of the photograph and my two hands bring his face together 

before my eyes. 

I am kneeling beside my bed with this picture in my hand when Mum walks 

back in. She seems awkward, almost shy. 

“Can I see that?” she says, holding out her hand.  

I pass her the ripped photograph in silence. She puts the two halves together 

and the corner of her mouth goes up and then down and I can see love and 

anger in her eyes. 

“Can I talk to you Jaz?” she says, sitting on the bed. 

I nod my head slowly without quite looking in her face.  

She starts to talk. 

“When I met your dad, almost exactly 10 years before he died, he was 

happy, fun and active. He loved to surf and ride horses and go fishing and he 

was good at his job. In fact, he had so much energy that I had trouble keeping 

up with him.”  

“I didn’t see it at first, but after we got married, a year later, I noticed a 

pattern of him going up and down a bit. Everything would be really great for 



 

a while and then he would head into some sort of mood where he seemed to 

think that everything was terrible and the whole world was against him.” 

She looks down at her hands. 

“Then we moved to Mudgee, and we had you, of course, another year later, 

and your dad was so excited when you were born. He loved you so much. He 

wanted to give you bottles of milk, even though I was breast-feeding you. He 

just wanted to feel bonded with you, I think. And you being around seemed to 

make him more stable, at least for a few years.” 

She shows me the two pieces of photograph. “Look, even in this picture, he 

loved you so much. He just adored taking you to the beach on holidays. You 

guys used to have so much fun together. Sometimes I even felt a little bit left 

out.” 

She puts the photograph down. “Anyway, it was probably when you were 

about four when he started to get moody again. He would be over the top 

happy and then completely flatlining, down in the dumps. I didn’t know how 

to handle it. It seemed so erratic and unpredictable.”  

She shrugs her shoulders. 

“I asked him to go to the doctor to see if there was something the matter, 

and he didn't want to go for ages, but finally about a year later he went. The 

GP said that he couldn’t find anything really wrong, but by this time I felt like 

I was going mental and so I wanted to get a second opinion. He wasn’t happy 

about this. He didn't think that he was as up and down as I said he was. We 

started to fight and he basically accused me of not understanding him and not 

loving him and said that the problem was in my head.” 

I look up at my mum’s face. There is so much pain there. I grab her hand 

and she holds mine. 

“In the end, he just seemed to get worse and worse. He just couldn’t admit 

that there was anything wrong with him, and he got more and more 

depressed. You probably remember that, right?” 

I nod. “Yeah. I kind of remember two dads, one who was fun and wanted to 

do crazy things all the time and then one who didn’t want to do anything.” 

“So, just before he died, we had a big fight. He had wanted us all to go to 

the beach for this holiday and then at the last minute he said he didn’t want to 

go and he was kind of blaming me for planning it and saying I shouldn’t have 

done it. I’d had enough and I said I was going to take you anyway and he 

could just stay by himself at home, and so we went. And then I guess you 

remember three days later when we got the phone call. The neighbors had 

knocked on the door for some reason and he wasn’t answering but the door 

was open, so they came in to check that everything was all right and they 

found him in the bathroom on the floor.” 

Mum starts crying. “And I felt so bad. He took an overdose of pills and it 

worked—he had a heart attack—and I had gone away and left him there.”  

She snuffles and gulps and tries to wipe her eyes with her sleeve. “I still feel 

guilty, even though I know in my head that it wasn’t my fault, but I didn’t 

know how to help him, and I loved him so much and I miss him and…” 

I give her a hug. Now she is crying on my shoulder. 

“I didn’t tell you much about it in the beginning, because I didn’t really 

know how to tell you. You were so young. And I didn’t want you to 



 

remember your dad for that. You had so many good memories of him so I 

guess I hoped you would hang onto those. And I didn’t want you to be angry 

with him either. I was already furious with him for doing it, even though I 

knew it came from the problem that he had. I was very confused and all 

mixed up inside.” 

“So, was there something wrong with him?” I ask. “Did he actually have 

depression?” 

“There was never anything official like a diagnosis,” she says, “but I’ve 

done a lot of reading since he died and I’m pretty convinced that he had 

something called bipolar disorder. So, yes, I would say he had depression at 

the time, but he didn’t understand what was happening to him, and I didn’t 

know how to help.” 

We sit quietly together. I have cried all my tears and I think my mum has 

cried all of hers as well and now we both feel a kind of warm, simple peace. 

“It actually helps to talk about it,” says my mum. She sounds surprised. 

“I’ve always thought that if we didn't talk about it, we wouldn’t feel it so 

much, but I don't think that’s true.” 

I speak up again. I still have more questions. “Mum, the reason I found out 

is because Shalini went back to Mudgee while she was suspended and she 

said that everyone in the town knows all about dad. Is that why you left?” 

I saw anger pass across her face. “That girl deserves more than a 

suspension. How dare she do that to you. What else did she say?” 

“I’ll tell you everything soon,” I say. “But can you tell me, is that the reason 

why we kept moving everywhere?” 

“The reason was me,” my mum says. “I couldn’t stand the gossip of the 

small town. I’d try to confide in people but the friends I thought I had didn’t 

want to know, or they betrayed my confidence, or they just didn’t understand. 

And I knew people would be talking about me and asking whether I was part 

of the cause… I mean you feel bad when your husband is so unhappy with his 

life that he has to kill himself. It wasn’t my fault but some people just wanted 

to give me the blame. Even Grandma didn’t get it. That really upset me.” 

Now she looks sad. “And then, every time we seemed to be a bit settled, I 

almost couldn’t stand the guilt feelings that I was still having. It seemed 

easier to try to start again and again rather than actually deal with how I felt.” 

She holds my hand. “I’m so sorry. Both me and your dad have not done the 

best for you.” 

I try to make a joke. “Yeah, but at least you didn't kill yourself…” 

“Yes, but I haven’t helped you. I didn’t tell you the truth. And I kept pulling 

you out of school and making you start again.” 

“It’s okay,” I say. And I mean it. It is okay. Now that I understand 

everything, somehow that part of it is better. I can’t pretend that everything is 

easy, or that nothing hurts, but now that I know the truth it’s like I can see the 

path ahead of me again.  

I give my mum a hug. “It's really okay.” 

  



 

Chapter 27 
Just then, Mum jumps up. 

“The doorbell!” she says. I can never hear the doorbell unless I’m in the 

kitchen. It chimes at just the wrong frequency for my hearing aids to pick up. 

Mum runs down the hall to see who’s at the door. I start to follow her, 

curious. We rarely get visitors, especially not at 5.30 on a Friday night.  

I look at my face in the mirror as I pass out of my room. I don’t look great, 

with streaks and smudges from my eyelids to my cheekbones. I grab a tissue 

to try to mop up some of the worst tear stains, but just as I do the kitchen door 

bursts open and into the room tumble Liam and Miss Fraser, followed by 

Mum. 

I am horrified. Why are they here? Am I in trouble already?  

I’m frozen to the floor with a wet tissue in my hand. It couldn’t be any 

worse. Actually, I realise, yes, it could. The wet tissue has disintegrated on 

my face and there is a tiny piece stuck to my chin which is waving every time 

I breathe out.  

“Um, Jazmine, Liam and Miss Fraser are here,” says my mum. She is the 

master of stating the obvious. 

I feel like a frightened rabbit in the headlights of a speedy oncoming car. 

Actually, make that a dirty, dishevelled frightened rabbit with a tissue beard. 

All I can do is blink. What is going to happen to me now? 

Miss Fraser steps forward. “Jazmine,” she says, “I have to say that I’m a bit 

disappointed…” 

Here we go I think. Here comes the storm. 

“… I'm a bit disappointed that you are so late getting to the auditorium.” 

She finishes the sentence. “Liam and I couldn’t get you on your mobile, so 

we thought the quickest way would be to drop by the house and pick you up.” 

I’m confused. Does she really expect me to be in the play tonight? Hasn’t 

she seen the broken headdress? And why is Liam here too, especially after he 

ran off and left me? 

“But… I thought…” I stammer. I’m not sure how to say what I’m thinking. 

So I just say it. “You can’t want me back after what happened with the 

headdress.” 

“Yes, it’s broken,” Miss Fraser says,”"but why on earth would that mean 

that you’re not in the play?” She actually seems surprised. 

“But didn't Shalini tell you that I did it?” I say. I can’t quite look at her and I 

definitely can’t look at Liam yet. 

Miss Fraser tilts her head to one side and looks at me and then at Mum and 

then around the room. She takes a breath and then begins to speak.  

“Jazmine, I have to say I have had a very interesting afternoon,” she says. 

Her voice is as calm as ever. “As I am sure you have as well. I did have a visit 

to the teachers’ lounge from Shalini, who announced loudly to the whole staff 

that Jazmine had destroyed the stage and the props for the play.” 

She shrugs her shoulders at me. “Quite honestly, most teachers don’t pay 

too much heed to the claims that Shalini makes. I was on my way down to the 

auditorium, so I had a look at what happened and yes, I did see everything 

shattered on the floor.”  

She looks at Liam. 



 

“However, I then had another visit. Liam was running around school, trying 

to find me to tell me what happened to him,” she says. 

Liam is obviously bursting to speak because his words fall out on top of 

each other. I have to concentrate to hear what he’s saying.  

“Yeah, you’ll never believe it. You went in, and I was standing next to the 

door of the auditorium, you know, keeping it open,” he says. “I’d been there a 

minute or so when those two girls who hang around with Shalini came up to 

me.”  

“Rae and Tyra?” I ask in bewilderment.  

“Yeah, those ones,” he says. “I just expected them to walk past, but they 

came right up close. And I have to say, they’re kind of scary, right? One of 

them grabbed my bag and the other one pulled my hat off my head and they 

threw them over that big hedge next to the fence. Then they started yelling at 

me before they ran off. They said that you had a message for me. You’d told 

them to tell me that you didn’t like me—you thought I was a loser, you were 

quitting the play and that you were going home and never wanted to see me 

again.” 

I gasp. “What? I would never say that.” 

He shrugs his shoulders. “Well, it seemed pretty stupid to me, and I wasn’t 

going to take their word for it, but first, I needed to get my stuff back before 

they took off with it. I took my foot out of the door really carefully so it 

wouldn’t shut completely and then I ran around to the gate so I could get to 

the other side of the hedge. It took ages. You can’t just cut through—you 

have to go right around. When I finally got back to the auditorium, I went in 

and called out for you, but the only person I saw was Shalini. She was 

standing on the stage with a bit of the headdress in her hand. Everything else 

was smashed all over the ground.” 

“Did she talk to you?” I ask.  

“Yeah,” he says. “I asked her if she’d seen you, and she said she had. But 

she was mean. She said that you’d destroyed everything and that you were 

going to be friends with her again now and you hated me.”  

He looks embarrassed. I can see he doesn’t really want to say this in front of 

Miss Fraser.  

“Did you believe her?” I ask. I desperately want him to say no. 

“Well, I mean, not really, right?” he says. “But I guess I kind of did—

because you had been upset all week and you wouldn’t really talk to me, and 

then you kind of stood up for her when I said you should report her. So I 

guess I did wonder if it was true...” He’s looking at me for understanding but 

he keeps on talking.  

“I almost believed her. I mean, you weren’t there, and those two other girls 

said that you were going home, so that seemed true, and I didn’t really know 

what to do next, so I went up the steps to the door. I felt really, like, bad, you 

know. But then, just as I was going outside, I heard a door bang and voices, 

so I looked around again.” 

I’m leaning in, wanting to hear more. He keeps going. “I had to squint to 

see, but then I realised Tyra and Rae had come in the side door and were 

talking to Shalini. I didn’t hear everything but I did hear her laugh in that 



 

mean way she has. And then she said, ‘yeah, you should have seen her face 

when I said ‘your daddy killed himself’. It was classic.’” 

He grimaces. “I couldn’t believe it. Then she said something like ‘she’s 

finished. She won’t be able to sneak her way out of this one!’” 

He looks at Miss Fraser. “So then I knew that everything they had all said to 

me must have been lies. And that was when I came to find you.”  

He turns back to me. “We figured out that she must have cornered you in 

the auditorium and threatened you so we came to look for you. We needed to 

check you were okay, especially after what she said about your dad.” 

At this point, my mum steps in. Her face is white.  

“Am I getting this straight?” she asks. “Shalini has been picking on you? 

How long? And then today she threatened you? And broke one of the props? 

And then informed you that dad committed suicide?”  

She looks furious. “Why didn't you tell me? Why didn’t you say anything 

before now?” 

“I didn’t know what to say,” I say. I feel young and small. I don’t want to 

look at anyone, I’m so embarrassed. But this is the time for honesty.  

“Well, this afternoon I didn't think anyone would believe me about Shalini 

smashing the headdress,” I say. “I mean, it would be my word against hers, 

right? And I knew that I had only been given one chance by Mr Fellowes to 

make things right. I figured that this would have blown it and by next week I 

would be suspended for real.” 

I look over to Liam. I’m ploughing on through the embarrassment because I 

need to find out what he’s thinking.  

“And I didn’t tell you anything when you asked me what was wrong the 

other day, because I’ve always thought... well, that people wouldn’t like me if 

I said that I had problems. And I didn’t come to look for you this afternoon 

because when I came out I didn't see you at the door and I thought you must 

have just decided you’d had enough of me.”  

“Not true,” he says. And he looks so surprised that I feel stupid for even 

having said it.  

“Did you really think I wouldn’t like you if you had a problem?” He can’t 

believe it. “I mean, it’s not easy when people have problems, but it’s normal. 

It’s part of life, right? I was just worried about you because I could see there 

was something wrong.”  

He grins suddenly. It’s a flash of light in what has been a very dark day. 

I’m staring at him. There’s so much more I want to say. He’s looking at me 

too and suddenly we have one of those ‘locked-eyes’ moments that always 

happen in the movies. I always used to think it was stupid how when that 

happens, the music changes and everything else seems to slow down. I used 

to groan and block my eyes so I wouldn’t have to watch the disgusting 

kissing part that comes right after it.  

But now I feel like I’m the main character in my own movie. The music’s 

changing and all I can see is Liam and his blue, blue eyes, gazing at me. Will 

he reach in for a kiss? I desperately want him to... 

Um, no. There’s a rather loud ‘ahem’ from the corner of the kitchen. It’s my 

mum, who is still looking rather shocked at everything that’s happened. The 



 

music in my head stops all of a sudden and the lights in the room get brighter 

all at once. 

Miss Fraser looks at her watch, and around the room. She’s tapping her 

foot, but kindly.  

“Well, this is all very nice,” she says, with an amused smile. “I’m very glad 

that the misunderstandings are cleared up, but now that we all know what 

happened, and what didn’t happen, I think we should get going. We do have a 

production of The Secret Garden to put on tonight, and two of the three main 

actors aren’t even dressed yet!”  

She’s checking the time. “If we leave now we can still get to the school by 

6.30 and if we really whip it out, we can be in costume and made up by 7.00, 

ready for the opening curtain.” 

But I can’t move. Something else Shalini said has pushed its way back into 

the front of my mind. I feel angry, small and almost sick. 

“Are you alright Jaz?” says Mum. “You’ve gone all pale again.” 

“I just need to ask one more thing,” I say. I’m starting to shake and I feel 

breathless, but I need to keep going. I turn to Miss Fraser. 

“Shalini said you only gave me this part because you felt sorry for me. Is 

that right?”  

I’m looking straight at her face because I want to see every little expression 

as she answers me. If she hesitates or looks to the side I’ll know straight away 

that it’s true.  

“Does it matter?” Miss Fraser says. Her clear eyes are piercing my face. 

I nod my head. “A lot,” I say. “I really love acting. But if I’m actually 

rubbish at it, then that’s just another lie I’ve been told. I need to know the 

truth. About everything.” 

I can see my mum biting her lip in the corner. She’s not sure what’s going 

to happen. 

But Miss Fraser is sure. When I look at her face, I know exactly what she is 

going to say. 

“Of course I didn’t give it to you out of sympathy, because I felt sorry for 

you,” she said. “Alright, yes, I made sure you got a chance right back at the 

beginning. But from then on, it was up to you what you did with it.”  

She’s telling the truth. I can see it in her eyes. “You’re a good actor, 

Jazmine. You really are. I wouldn’t be putting you on that stage if you 

weren’t.” 

I look at Liam. He’s smiling. So is Mum. Miss Fraser is grinning. I look at 

her and say thank you with my eyes. She nods back. 

“Now, if you waste any more time talking I'm going to have to phone 

Sophie and tell her to get ready to take over your part,” she says, tapping her 

watch with one finger. “What do you need? Can we get out of here in three 

minutes?” 

My mum is already running. She grabs a bag from the cupboard, throws at 

me and then starts to put together some food. “You haven't eaten, Jaz," she 

says. “You'll be hungry. I’ll take some snacks and a banana.” 

And then we are rushing and gathering and scrabbling around for the few 

things I need and then we are finding the keys and locking the door and piling 

into Miss Fraser’s car and Mum’s car and driving through the traffic back to 



 

the school and I am trying to breathe and not to vomit, but this time it is 

because of happiness in my stomach, not despair. 

And I am holding Liam’s hand. 

  



 

Chapter 28 
We park the car and run down the path towards the lighted auditorium, up 

the stairs and into the dressing room behind the stage. 

People are busy getting ready. There is a buzz and hum in the room and a 

happiness that I have never felt before. I throw my bag down next to the other 

girls, sort through the rack of clothes at the end of the room and find my 

costume for the first act. I am racing. There is not much time, and I still have 

to lace up my old-fashioned boots, do my hair and get some makeup on. 

“Where have you been?” asks Sophie. “I was so worried. I think I would die 

if I had to go on as Mary.” 

“A small issue,” I say. “But it’s all good now.” 

The boy who plays Dickon runs over, eager to share some gossip. I can see 

it practically falling out of his mouth. “Did you hear what happened? 

Apparently Shalini smashed the headdress all over the floor. It's just not 

going to be the same in the dream sequence without it.” 

The makeup girl dabs some blusher on my cheeks, adjusts my hat and hands 

me a little tub of lipgloss. I stick my finger in it, wipe it over my lips and 

check my face in the mirror. 

“Wow, you look so great,” says Sophie. “I’m so nervous.”  

She’s giggling and twisting her fingers and bouncing up and down on her 

toes. The moths start buzzing around in my stomach again. There’s nowhere 

to go, except onto that stage, under those lights, in front of all those people. 

“Three minutes, everyone,” says Miss Fraser, walking through the dressing 

room. “Jazmine, how are you going?” 

She comes over, adjusts my collar and pats the top of my hat. “You look 

good,” she says. “Are you ready?” 

“I think so,” I say. “But what am I going to do about the headdress?” 

“You don’t have to do anything about it,” she says, sounding a little bit 

confused. 

“No, I mean on the stage, in the scene. Do you think people will know that 

I’m dreaming that I’m a princess without it?” 

She looks hard into my face. “Jazmine, it’s not about the headdress. It’s 

about you. There’s a princess inside of you, with strength, dignity, good 

posture and of course, stage presence.”  

She’s grinning. “You get that inner princess out and let everyone see her 

tonight. You don’t need a prop. Convince yourself and you’ll convince 

everyone else.” 

She turns me around towards the stage and half pushes me out. “Now go 

on,” she says. “Show me who you are.” 

I’m walking to my start position for the first act. The stage is dark. The 

curtains are closed. I sit on the wooden trunk in the middle, pretending that I 

am an orphan, ripped away from everyone and every place I ever knew, 

waiting in an empty railway station for a woman I don’t know to take me to a 

place I don’t like.  

I breathe in and then out and I begin to feel how Mary felt; alone, scared, 

defiant. I clench my fists and whisper my first line to myself. 

And then the curtains open and the lights are shining so that I can’t see 

anyone beyond the stage, which has become my own small world, the world 



 

of Mary Lennox as she is dragged unwillingly into her new life, fighting it at 

first, but then facing the truth about herself and her parents and finding a way 

to a new future. 

I sit for a moment, watching the girl who plays the housekeeper walk onto 

the stage. Her heels make a regular, distinct clip clop on the floorboards. She 

comes up to me, stops, turns slightly and speaks her line. “What is your name, 

child?” 

The words drop out, crisp and clear onto the stage. 

I stand up. I lift my chin and look at her squarely in the face. “My name is 

Mary Lennox. And I don't want to be here at all.” 

The audience laughs and a thrill goes up my back. We finish the scene, and 

start the next one and the next one after that. I am flushed with excitement 

when I come off each time. 

“It’s going beautifully,” says Miss Fraser, at the end of the first act. She’s 

talking to the whole cast and crew. “Everyone just keep your focus and don’t 

get distracted.” She tells the lighting crew a few extra details about the 

spotlights and then turns to me. 

“Jazmine, you are wonderful. Next scene is the big one. Don’t forget, 

you’re dreaming of what you can be.” She pats her chest. “Feel it here, put it 

out there,” she points out towards the audience. “You can do it.” 

I run to change my costume. I’m wearing an Indian bright red and gold 

embroidered sari draped around my shoulders with gold bracelets on my 

wrists and ankles. The girls are doing my hair into a bun and adding extra 

eyeshadow, red lipstick and a jeweled bindi in the middle of my forehead. I 

look in the mirror and a shiver of delight runs down from my eyes through to 

my fingertips. 

“You look amazing,” says Sophie. “You look like a whole new person.” 

I am, I think to myself, I am whole and new. 

Miss Fraser comes into the dressing room. 

“It’s nothing like it should be, but I found this,” she says, holding out a 

small silver plastic tiara.  

“I know, I know,” she says as she sees my smile. “I phoned my five-year-

old niece and asked what she had in her dress-up box. They drove it over just 

now. It’s silly, but it will add to the whole effect.” She pops it on my head 

and my costume is complete. 

 We take our positions for the second act and my heart is beating. Actually, 

it feels like a tennis ball bouncing around inside an empty container. I glance 

to the side and I see Liam in the wings. He gives me the thumbs-up and I 

smile back.  

The curtain pulls back, letting in the light and I let myself go. Every word I 

speak comes from what feels like a hidden treasure chest of emotion and 

feeling inside me, a chest that I have kept locked for far too long. I can feel 

what Mary is feeling and I know how she is going to react and I understand 

who she is and why she is hiding and I step out into the dream, stand straight 

and tall and believe that I am beautiful and powerful and loved. 

The scene ends. The audience whoops and claps and I can see, in the front 

row in the middle seats, my mother, tears running down her cheeks and 

splashing on her jacket. She’s clapping and crying, an odd combination, I 



 

think briefly to myself, but that’s what happens in life when things are 

complicated. You can clap and you can cry, both at once and it doesn’t matter 

as long as you are being truthful about how you feel. 

I look at her and smile, and I’m smiling as wide as I can because I feel free 

and happy and like I can fly. She signs to me from her seat, you are beautiful 

Jazmine. I love you.  

She waits for a second. The applause is still thundering.  

And then she stands up and she's clapping as she stands and I only have half 

a second in which to feel embarrassment before the rest of the front row also 

stands and the people behind that stand as well and they are all clapping and 

whistling and applauding. And there is Gabby, standing up and holding the 

little baboon I gave her. She’s making it cheer along with everyone else. 

I am overwhelmed. But I am happy. Miss Fraser is right, I don’t need the 

headdress. I never needed the headdress. And, tonight, under all these lights, I 

am actually glad that Shalini smashed it because I no longer need to hide 

behind anything. There are no more secrets. I can be seen, I can be proud and 

I no longer need to be invisible. 

  



 

Chapter 29 

Dear Dad, 
I'm planting another garden and starting another journal. You probably 

know what happened to the old ones. I guess you know everything.  
Mum took me down to the nursery today and I bought new seedlings and 

some sunflower seeds and the woman said that we’ve definitely seen the 
last of the frost. As long as I keep the water up to the new plants there’s no 
reason why they shouldn’t make it. Plus we bought a bag of mulch which will 
help protect them a little bit more. 

After that we went to the shops and I bought myself a whole new 
notebook. It’s very cute—with hand-drawn flowers on the front. I figured 
out that I do need to write things down. It helps me work everything out in 
my mind. And, yes, I'm writing to you again. I like it because it feels like 
you're close. Besides, I guess I still have a few things to talk to you about. 

First, the play went really well. I actually got a standing ovation. Miss 
Fraser was really pleased and she has asked me to audition for the Southern 
Stars performance which will be coming up next term. I think she likes me. I 
definitely like her. She's kind, she's fair and she was just what I needed at the 
right time, someone to believe in me. 

I think she has asked Liam to audition as well, which would be good. We're 
going to the beach this weekend. He says he's going to teach me to body 
surf. Before, I wouldn't have done anything like that but now, even though 
I'm scared, I'm going to say yes to new things. Who knows what else I will be 
able to do if I give it a go?  

When I went to school on Monday, I found out that Shalini had been 
expelled. Apparently she has been on report because of something else she 
did in term 1 and this suspension was going to be her last. The episode on 
the stage was obviously as much as Mr Fellowes could take. I'm not sorry to 
see the last of her, although I am sorry for her. I wish I had been able to talk 
to her so that she could listen. I tried my best. Maybe she wasn't ready to 
turn things around. 

Tyra and Rae have kind of shrunk again without Shalini to hang out with. I 
think they must like having someone to follow. They aren't even bothering 
to look at me, let alone say anything. 

As for my secrets, well, the one about the drama room trashing is out. And 
surprisingly, no one seems to mind. Gabby was surprised and even a bit 
shocked when she heard but she just said, “Oh man, I’m so glad you didn’t 
get suspended,” and gave me a great big hug.  

I was worried about people finding out about how you died. I thought 
maybe they would be judgmental and blame me and Mum or something, 
but then in the end, I figured I just had to be brave. It would be ok. If people 
judged me then that was their problem. I know you loved me and I still love 
you. What they think doesn’t really come into it. And anyway, when I told 
Gabby and Erin and the twins they were like, “Oh, that’s so sad,” and were 
really nice to me. You know, it’s funny. I kept those secrets for so long and in 



 

the end I didn’t need to worry about telling my friends. In fact, what’s really 
weird is that we all seemed to be a lot closer after I told them.  

Mum couldn't stop hugging me after we got home from the play. We had a 
good talk the next day. We decided that we would make sure that we tell 
each other how we are going. Actually talk about things instead of 
pretending that nothing is the matter.  

And then there's you. When Shalini told me about your suicide, I thought 
my world would end. But, surprisingly, it hasn't. I am sad about what you 
did. I am really disappointed that you aren't here anymore. And I guess I will 
have times where I am still angry at you, even though I'm not right now. 

 I miss you dad. I really do. But I think that I can see a small glimpse of 
future ahead now. Before I couldn't see anything. Amazingly, actually 
hearing the truth about what happened, even though it was so disappointing 
and horrible, has made things a lot clearer for me. 

Mum and I have talked about the thing that you had that made you so 
depressed. I think it is called bipolar syndrome or something. She said that 
one of the reasons she worries so much about me is because bipolar might 
be a bit genetic. She says there’s a possibility I might get it as well. I feel 
scared about that, but if I know what it looks like, I guess I can get help and 
treatment if I need it later on. 

So, I feel like things are going to be ok. In the meantime I’ve got a garden 
to look after and a friend to talk to and a boyfriend to eat ice cream with and 
a journal to write in. I’ve been invisible for a long time but now I’m starting 
to become a real person. Maybe I’m like a seed in the ground, finding its way 
up to the sunlight. 

Maybe like Mary Lennox said, it was the garden that did the magic.  
I love you dad, 
Jazmine 
 
 
The End 
 

 
  



 

Next in the Invisible series 

 
It should all be fine. 

Jazmine isn’t the girl that nobody notices any more. She’s got friends, and 

even a boyfriend. Things should be good now, right? But it’s complicated.  

 

Will going to visit the Grandma she hasn’t seen in four years calm Jaz down 

or stir things up? And when everything seems to be falling to pieces around 

her, will she be courageous enough to face up to her biggest fears? 

Get your copy of Invincible here now. 
 

  

http://amzn.to/1WkvYWG
http://amzn.to/1WkvYWG


 

More from Cecily Anne Paterson:  
The Coco and Charlie Franks series 

 
Love and Muddy Puddles 

and now 
Charlie Franks is A-OK 

 
Coco and Charlie Franks are twins. But that doesn’t mean they think alike. 
When their dad moves the whole family from the city to the country, one 

twin is delighted. The other is devastated.  
Things are never going to be the same.  

Ever again. 
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