
    I, Amy Amonde, used to count all the things that happened to me.  And I kept a list.  Not a real one 
exactly, not so other people could see.  It was in my head.   And I desperately wanted the good ones to 
beat the bad ones.  But eventually I had to face facts.  Most were like big time dramas.   
   Then one day this amazing idea sprinted into my mind.  It could be bad luck to count.  So I stopped.  
It didn’t make any difference.  Dramas kept coming.   
   When another one turned up, I just said, number nineteen or maybe twenty.  Not counting the ones 
before I can remember, I probably have about two a year.   Anyway, there was no way I could ever have 
imagined I was about to get the biggest one yet.  I’ve spent serious time thinking about this, and I swear 
it changed some of my brain cells.   
   Trouble was, when I got up the courage to tell people, they didn’t believe me.  And I almost got put 
into hospital.  Not one where doctors take out kid’s tonsils and put tubes in their ears.  And clowns 
come and sometimes Father Christmas or the tooth fairy.  No cupcakes and balloons where I was going. 
   But I was saved by the best and most devoted friend anyone could ever have. When we’d got our 
heads around the drama, his head being black and hairy, two kids in my class offered to help sort it out.  
Daisy has been a friend for forever and we go to athletics together. I’d never known much about 
Timothy. I think he might have been in my class last year. Now in Year 7 he’s so much not there. Until.  
I reckon our Principal, Mr Baker, was thinking of Timothy when he once told us that the human mind 
was full of surprises.   
   Anyway, the four of us got tangled up in helping to solve a one hundred and eighteen year old mystery. 
And it wasn’t just an ordinary mystery.  
   
   It began with a wave and ended with a wave. 

 

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                               

 

                                                                           CHAPTER  1  

 



    

   The jetty is clear except for strutting seagulls and a few fishermen looking like cardboard cut-outs 
stuck to the rails.   
    I thought the sea would be blue, but it’s a mix of greens with darker patches further out. The water is 
slopping against the pylons and, on the sand, waves are curling under with a gentle ssshhh.  Frothy 
edges are already below a wavy line of seaweed.  
   The time is just about perfect. I take deep breaths, but all I get is a mix of salt and seaweed and cooking 
smells from the cafés in the Square. 
   This seemed like a good idea yesterday.  We’d never done anything like it before.  The others keep 
looking at me and I know why.  Normally I’m not slow.  We could go back.  Yes! Lets go to a café.  
It’s really dumb to think that if I dawdle, I won’t have to do it. 
   I have to do it. We do have to do it.  This is for Timothy as well. 
   Daisy’s grip is tight. We’re walking as far away from the rails as we can. Straight down the middle 
of the jetty. Daisy gets wobbly on bridges and things like that when she can see water underneath. She 
really wants to be part of this, so she’ll be okay. Timothy’s on my right and looks like a butler carrying 
a roast on priceless china.  Except he’s not dressed like a butler.  Neither is he dressed like Timothy. 
And he’s not carrying food. He’s got our wreath. 
   We are trying to look as authentic as possible. Daisy is still having trouble believing the whole 
adventure has been authentic.  Timothy’s wearing black trousers and a frilly white shirt, one of those 
with bits of lace up the front.  And his hair is tied back.  He could have come out of the nineteenth 
century. Maybe not. He’s wearing school shoes. 
   Daisy and I have dressed ourselves entirely from her wardrobe.  Her yellow muslin top, with three-
quarter sleeves, hangs over her layered green skirt that’s covered in swirly pink and purple flowers.  
She’d be well camouflaged in a wild cottage garden.  The red check sleeveless dress I’m wearing is a 
bit big, so I’ve got a wide gold belt bunching it up at the waist.  Going sleeveless didn’t seem right so I 
put on Daisy’s short sleeved white cardigan. It feels really strange wearing a dress, and my feet don’t 
look like me without sneakers. 
   Between Timothy and me is Midnight. He’s wearing his blue jacket and his special ‘going out’ 
harness. I had tied a red and gold ribbon onto his collar, but he’d shredded it before we got on the tram. 
   We’re more than halfway. My feet are beginning to feel half strangled in Daisy’s shoes.  Every step 
is agony.  And it isn’t just the pain in my feet.  My stomach is sending me messages I don’t want to 
hear.   
   We’ve reached the fishermen.  Only one seems alive, turning his head as he reels in his jerking line. 
It’s hard to tell if he’s grinning because of his catch, or maybe he can’t believe what he sees.   
   “He’s looking for the film crew,” Timothy says elbowing me.  This breaks my thoughts and I want to 
laugh, but there is no fun inside me. 
   Timothy says something else which I don’t hear.  I’m watching a seagull.  It’s getting bigger. There’s 
the red of its eye. Now the white circle.  Suddenly the bird flies off from the end rail.  My eyes are 
starting to prickle. I open them as far as they’ll stretch, then stare at the sky.     
   Midnight comes closer, his body warm against my leg.  I wish I could find a way to warm my insides.  
Suddenly I feel empty, and wonder if Midnight does too.   
   The rail is firm under my hands. I feel the roughness as my fingers move over it. How many people 
have stood in this exact place looking down, looking up, looking ahead?  There’s a ship far out.  Is it 
going or coming up the gulf?  
   “Amy, are you ready?” Timothy’s hand is on my shoulder.  I want to say, ‘No. I’ll never be ready’, 
but other words keep flooding my mind.  I have made a promise.  



   “We have to do it,” I hear Timothy say.  “Daisy you hold here, and I’ll support the middle.”  When I 
don’t move, he wraps my fingers round the edge. 
   Staring at the wreath, I wonder if we are just a bit crazy. Although we’d put it together in a bit of a 
rush, it turned out just so right. Daisy had found bits of grape vine in her Dad’s gardening trailer, and 
we’d made them into a circle. We’d added lavender from their garden, then tied on feathers. The 
humbugs were wrapped in cellophane and made to look like miniature Christmas bonbons. We’d tied 
them on with red and gold ribbon, and the bone with string. We couldn’t find a dead bird, and we knew 
we’d never find any rabbit fur.  It had been vital to find as many items which would remind us of why 
we are now here. 
   We mouth 1..2..3, Timothy nods, then we toss.  The wind grabs it.  I don’t hear it land, but I can see 
it’s safe, floating free from the jetty. Timothy must have been holding his breath because I hear his sigh. 
Daisy doesn’t look down. Midnight is wailing and sounding like a muffled fire siren.   
   How long can I wave? My arm’s getting tired. I start to shake. “Good bye…..Mrs Johnson….,” I 
whisper between sobs.   I want to say more but my throat closes.  My face is wet. I can hardly open my 
eyes.   For one brief ridiculous moment I want to go with her, but the rail holds me back. So does 
Timothy’s grip. I hold Midnight firmly on his collar.  
   I’ve finished the deal. There’s nothing left to do. I sink down. Midnight sinks on to me. 
   “That’s it,” I say, then sniff loudly.  Daisy gives me a tissue and Timothy gives me his hand.  Next 
thing I’m sobbing again.  Right into Timothy’s frilly shirt.  Why can’t I stop?  I never thought it would 
be like this. 
   Daisy keeps blowing her nose and telling me I’ll be okay. Timothy pulls me closer, his arms tight 
around me.  Daisy’s breath is warm against the back of my neck. 
   Next thing I’m falling away from Timothy. It’s more like he pushes me away.  When our eyes lock, 
I see his are misty.  But I also see something else. 
   “Smoke,” he says, blinking furiously. 
   Even though I’m shivering I feel like hugging everyone. Instead, I stretch my arms, like I’m blessing 
the waters. Then I yell to the wind. 
   “I love you Mrs Johnson.”  Doing a few twirls, I throw out my arms again.  “And I love you too Daisy 
Edwards.  And you too Timothy George.”  Daisy hugs me.  Timothy goes bright red.  Midnight licks 
my hand. 
   “Can someone tell me what’s going on?” Daisy says when I’ve got my breath back and we’re sitting 
down again. 
   “She came back..... oh god … she’s changed my life. I was dying and she saved me.”  But then it 
wasn’t like I’d been drowning and she rescued me. Or even pulled me out of a burning building.  
Nothing dramatic like that.  But there are all kinds of dying, all kinds of drowning and all kinds of 
rescues.   
   “It’s more than that,” Timothy says.  “You saved her.  Remember she said her life was fading. You’ve 
changed Amy, and I reckon other people could have too.” 
   “Well, you’d have to say your life’s different now Timothy, isn’t that right,” Daisy says.  “You’ve 
changed heaps.” 
   “How has she affected you Daisy?” Timothy asks. 
.  “You still don’t believe me,” I say. Moving closer, I watch her twirl the hem of her skirt. 
     “I do because you’ve told me. If only I could have met her, even just spoken to her.”  She won’t look 
at me, so I shuffle round and sit straight in front of her. 
   “But the four of us have been through this whole…..” 
   “Mystery.” 



   “Thanks,” I say, then grin at Timothy.  I’d been going to say ‘adventure’.  Timothy’s right.  It has 
been too big for just an adventure. 
   “I believe you Amy,” Daisy says, then relaxes.  “And I always wanted to help.” 
   “But couldn’t you feel her just then, when the smoky smell was all around us.” She looks so miserable 
I wonder if she might burst into tears. 
   “I can only smell the sea, and I can’t feel anything.” 
   “Don’t worry, this will cheer you up,” Timothy says, sounding like someone about to shout a round 
of ice creams.  “The world’s spinning and you can’t feel that either.” 
   Daisy looks like she’d just eaten her favourite, a boysenberry swirl.  “Do you reckon anyone will find 
our wreath and read your card?” Daisy’s standing up, straightening her skirt. “You know it could end 
up in Africa or maybe the seals will find it in Antarctica.” 
   “Don’t think there’ll be much left to eat by then.”  Timothy is trying not to laugh, but I don’t think 
Daisy notices. 
   All I do is shrug my shoulders.  A few words on a handmade card.  What if someone does find it.  I 
wonder what they’ll think, especially if they read the dates.  
   “Hey, I’m going to stay here a bit longer. Okay?”  I have this overwhelming desire to be by myself.  
“I want to just …well…think about things. It might take a while.” 
   “Sure thing.  Come on let’s walk up Jetty Road.” Timothy quickly grabs Daisy’s hand.  She has that 
look which says she wants to stay and help. “We could get burger and chips later.” 
   “Don’t forget Timothy’s auntie’s meeting us at the column in the Square. I’m really glad we don’t 
have to get the tram again.” 
   I know what she means. Midnight had tucked himself under the seat just as we’d practised. Well, 
almost. He’d left his tail out and some kid had trodden on it. He didn’t bark but his whine was awesome. 
I had to stop him from leaping onto my lap.  
   “People gave us funny looks, isn’t that right Timothy.” Her smile is huge.  And I can’t help noticing 
the flutter in her eyelids. 
   I wave them off, then let my legs dangle over the edge of the jetty. My head is comfortable on my 
arms as I lean on the bottom rail.  The wind is stronger now and there are patches of white flicking over 
the water.  The tide is still going out. Where is our wreath?  Maybe it sank.  It would be kind of nice to 
believe that it ended up on another beach and someone read the card. I hadn’t told the others that I’d 
added my address after Timothy and I had written our names. 
   The ship, just visible on the horizon, has moved down the gulf.  My attention turns to the sky. A plane 
is angling up, going west. Could passengers see our wreath? People are starting to come to the beach, 
little kids in fluoro bathers and hats.  Families.  It feels good to smile, and I feel excited thinking how I 
have become part of another family.   
   Why did this drama happen to me?  I want to remember how it all started, go back over each day. 
Was it only three weeks ago? Maybe I’ll write about it one day. 
   Once I wished it had never happened.  But after a while I wanted it to never end.  I knew she had to 
go, but it’s still agony to say ‘good bye’. 
   Feelings of sadness and happiness are running side by side inside me. I know the sadness will fade, 
just as I know the happiness will last forever.  I will never forget you Mrs Johnson.   
   Once, people tried to make me. 
    
                                                                  
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                             CHAPTER 2 
 
   “This birthday should be special, just as mine was,” Dad said. “A turning point, the beginning of a 
new chapter in your life.”  
   Dad’s old fashioned, but he does have some good ideas.  He must have told me a hundred times how 
he and his parents flew to Australia from Paris when he was thirteen, and from that day on, knew he 
wanted to be a pilot. 
   Dad works for Qantas.  That was how he met my mother, Julia.  There was a medical emergency and 
Dad says Julia saved the life of a man somewhere over the Pacific Ocean.   Being only four at the time, 
I was left behind in Adelaide with Mrs Bannister next door. This happened a lot when Julia went away 
to conferences. 
   I used to wonder why I couldn’t call my mother ‘Mum’ like other kids did. Julia would get angry if I 
asked her, so I stopped. And after a while it didn’t seem important. I’ve always called my stepfather 
Dad. That was what he wanted, and I was glad. 
   Dad had taken a week of his holidays so we could go to Melbourne with Julia who was presenting 
what’s called a paper at a conference.  Actually, it only meant she knew more about something than 
other people and was going to teach them.  She was pretty excited which meant she was happy as well.  
I guess it would be like being selected for awards and standing in front of the whole school and everyone 
clapping.  I was happy for her, but also happy for me too, because I would get to spend time with Dad   
   Our apartment was pretty cool, with a lock up garage for Julia’s new black Mercedes.  But the best 
part of all, the conference place was just down the street.  That meant Dad and I had the car when we 
weren’t travelling on trams.  We could go anywhere, explore, eat, explore some more, eat again.  Fish 
and chips by the river, was absolute heaven, even though we got swamped by sea gulls.  Why is there 
always one which thinks it’s the boss?  What a bully. 
   One day we checked out heaps of book shops and some of them were old, like very old.  One even 
had a ladder on wheels.  When I climbed to reach the top shelf, I had to be careful not to hit my head 
on the ceiling.   The smells were simply delicious.  Mostly I loved the old leather, but the wooden 
shelves and dust were just so authentic.  I absolutely believe smells are bursting with stories. 



   We went to the zoo. Twice.  The man at the entrance gave us a curious look like he was trying hard 
to remember something. But he was actually really helpful. And we didn’t have to pay again because 
we’d come back to look for Dad’s mobile.  But Dad insisted on giving a donation. 
   I was so proud of him when he told the man to give it to the cheetahs.   “My daughter runs like a 
cheetah, so we think they’re special.”   Suddenly I could have killed him. 
   “Dad!” I said throwing him a punch.  “Come on, let’s check with the information place.”  When I’d 
dragged him far enough away from the man, I let him have it.   “How embarrassing.  And you told a 
perfect stranger.”   
   “It’s true,” Dad said totally ignoring my grumpy look. 
   “But you didn’t have to tell him.  And you did it to the people in the book shops too.” 
   “Amy, you amaze me.”  He had that look which usually means ‘I can’t believe I’m hearing this’.  
“You win a prize for a story, you’re in the local paper and the ‘Advertiser’, and you don’t want people 
to know.” 
   Even though I could see what he meant, he wasn’t getting away with it.  “Anyway, I don’t know why 
you bothered.  Didn’t you notice most of them weren’t interested.”  He didn’t say anything, just grinned.   
   Dad’s always called me Amy. Probably because I’d asked him to. Julia knew I didn’t want to be called 
Amelia. But she always did. 
   By the time we’d checked every possible place, including rubbish bins and toilets, it was looking bad 
for Dad.  “Let’s face facts,” I said.  “Someone stole it, or maybe the mountain goats ate it.  Anyway, 
you’re not going to see it again.  I say, let’s go back to the cheetahs.” 
   “You reckon they’ll know where the phone is?” 
   “I doubt it,” I said, then turned away so he didn’t see my ‘get real’ look. 
   But I could tell Dad was about to go into his pretend stern voice when he put his hands on his hips.  
“Now,” he said.  I burst out laughing.  “I am serious.  You have to keep your options open.  Believe me 
when I tell you this, never dismiss any possibility.” 
   “Thanks Dad.  I’ll remember that,” I said, then hurried on, leaving him to catch up.   
   I didn’t hear him come up behind me.  Even though I was standing perfectly still, my eyes were 
frantic.  Then I heard him.  “They’re not here.” 
   “They have to be.” I desperately wanted to believe it.  How could they disappear over night?  But it 
was no use.  No matter how hard I watched, wishing them back, I knew I would have to give up.  Finally 
turning my back on the enclosure, I sat on the garden wall.  “This is not exactly a fun day Dad is it,” I 
said, and began to turn over bark between the plants. 
   “Amy, you saw them yesterday, so what’s the problem?”  I didn’t know what to say, well at least 
nothing that would make any sense to him.    
   “Would you like another T shirt? Maybe that will cheer you up.”  
   “No,” I said glancing down at the one I was wearing.  “I like this one.” 
   “Well, stop moping, and let’s go visit the lions.” 
   “All they ever do is lie around in the sun.” I was about to pick up a piece of bark and chuck it across 
the path, when I touched something that definitely wasn’t bark.  “Dad!” I yelled, tossing him the phone.  
Far out. “You were so right about options.”  I was happy for him, but the disappointed feeling was still 
inside me.  “You don’t think they died.” 
   “What, all of them.  Overnight?” he said, staring at his phone.  “How can the battery be dead when I 
had it turned off?” 
   “Yeah, you’re right,” I said.  “It would have to be some disease, and then the whole zoo would be 
closed.”  I stood up brushing bark off my jeans.  “Come on let’s get an ice-cream.” 



   As we turned the corner, Dad nudged me.  He didn’t have to say anything.  Slowly I read every word 
on the sign. I did it again.  The cheetahs weren’t dead or seriously sick.   
   “Can we see them at the Open Range Zoo Dad?  Pleee….ase.” 
   “What say we do it tomorrow.”  I knew what he meant.  Suddenly I felt cheerful again.  And as far as 
I could see, nothing could stop that feeling carrying me all through tomorrow which was my birthday.   
   There was only one problem.  I’d been so busy, I’d forgotten about the bet with Daisy.  She’d come 
to the library with me, the last day of school before the Melbourne trip.  This actually meant she’d 
talked all the time I was choosing books.  She couldn’t understand why I was making such a big deal 
about turning thirteen.  I told her it was really Julia and Dad, but I reckoned it was also a good way of 
getting a holiday and a week off school. Anyway, she doesn’t read much, so of course she thought it 
was totally impossible for me to read a book a day.  That’s when we made the bet.   
   So, the task had become more difficult, but not impossible. 
                               
 
                             ------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
   
 
    My birthday was also our last day in Melbourne, so I knew we’d be driving back home.  I wondered 
what time we’d get back, after all, there would be so much to see at the Werribee Zoo. 
   “We don’t have a present for you here Amelia,” Julia said fussing over her breakfast.   
   Vitamins A.B,C,D,E,F,G.   Actually, I don’t think they go that far.  I don't remember seeing her eat 
much in the morning, but I’m often still in bed when she leaves for work.  She seems to be always on 
some wacky food craze.  Like the time she bought a juicer, and we had to drink a glass of turnip and 
cabbage juice every day.  Dad and I lasted less than a week. Four days to be precise.  There was no way 
toothpaste could cover my breath which I swear smelt like Daisy’s parents compost bin.  But her Dad 
does grow the best strawberries. 
   Anyway, Dad called a stop to the juice torture.  He said it was bad for passenger morale when he kept 
hurrying to the loo.  
   I was on my fourth piece of toast and vegemite when I heard Julia.   “There will be a surprise waiting 
for you at home tonight.”   
   It wouldn’t be a party.  Julia doesn’t like parties.  I knew she meant my new TV.  This was no surprise 
because she’d already decided I needed a larger one.  Something to do with a case of seriously bad eye 
problems in an Eskimo teenager.  Daisy told me that you couldn’t fit a TV in an igloo. She could be 
right. 
   “Simon and I have decided to take you somewhere special today,” Julia said pouring orange juice. 
   “So, where would you like to go Amy?”  Dad asked, casually leaning back in his chair.  I caught the 
meaning in his grin.   
   Julia threw him a look which clearly meant she’d already worked it out. 
   “Werribee Open Range Zoo.”  I tried to make it sound like my dying wish.   “Thanks Dad, I’d really 
love that.  They’ve got cheetahs and heaps of other animals.”  It was a bit cheeky because I knew 
animals were last on Julia’s list of interests.  However, if I was going to be denied every young person’s 
right to have a party, then I was determined to do what I wanted.  No way was I going to spend it in 
some restaurant pretending to be all la.di.da and full on cultured, and feeling utterly bored, with my 
hands in my lap. Once I wrote a poem on a serviette before Julia realised.  And I couldn’t take it away 
because she quickly swapped it for one on the empty table behind us. 



   “I’m not happy about this,” Julia said.  Her face said it all. “You could have warned me. I didn’t bring 
any casual clothes.” 
   It sounded like she was trying to get out of it, so I quickly said.  “That’s not a problem.  You can have 
one of my T shirts.  Not my cheetah one of course.   Oh, and your trousers will be fine.” 
   “You’ll look good Julia,” Dad said.  “Just like a real tourist.”  The look she gave me, made me almost 
wish we were going to lunch. 
   Although I was reading in the back seat, I could tell she wasn’t happy.  She can be sulky at times.  I 
might have had a bad temper once, but I’ve never carried on like my mother.  And it is my opinion that 
I have grown up. I don’t wreck things like I used to.  Once I kicked a hole straight through my bedroom 
wall into my bathroom. I had to give up a month’s allowance.  I think Julia’s behaviour is really quite 
childish at times, but other people say she’s very even tempered. I suppose she’d have to be. It definitely 
would not be good to go bananas holding a scalpel.    
   I’d never seen her full on angry, until .....thurump....crash...then something hit the road.  My book hit 
the window and the bookmark hit me.  I felt half suffocated by the seat belt.  
   “You idiot! Do you think you’re the only car on the road!” 
   By the time I’d realised the voice hadn’t come from my book, Julia was out of the car.  Through the 
front windscreen I could see a short round man in a dark suit leaning over his car.   I could tell he was 
trying to apologise, but Julia wasn’t listening.  And she wouldn’t let him take his hands off the bonnet.  
Water dripped from her hair.       
   Dad checked to see I wasn’t hurt, then he bolted out of the car. I didn’t move.   I think I was in shock.     
   I was just getting my book from under the front seat when I heard the sirens. Someone from one of 
the houses nearby must have called the police.  It’s hard to know what they were told. Maybe if people 
go ballistic they send more than one car.  I’m glad they came because I think the man was getting tired 
of telling Julia to calm down.  Dad had stopped trying to help.     
   The police were really good to Dad and me, but I could tell they were getting frustrated with Julia 
who looked like she’d just stepped out of the shower, clothes and all, and insisting she was a Surgeon.  
I wondered what they thought of my ‘Fairies Live Here’ T shirt.     
   The more I tried to stop the giggles the more I got curious looks from the policewoman.  She must 
have thought I was about to chuck because she asked me to get out of the car. When I realised she was 
about to call an ambulance, I quickly convinced her I’d just read a really funny chapter in my book. 
   I was trying to work out why Julia was so wet, when I heard the policeman talking about the dangers 
of flying missiles in cars.  “And this includes plastic water bottles madam.”  I’d never thought about 
that before, and decided I’d have to tell Daisy.  Their van is littered with half- eaten apples, muesli bars, 
dolls, empty fruit boxes and other things.  Once I trod on her sister’s teddy which sang ‘Í love you’.  It 
scared me half to death. 
   I still had heaps of reading to do before we got back to Adelaide, so I sat on the grass under a tree. By 
now Julia was sounding normal, so I reckon the police must have worked some magic.  
   It’s difficult to know how long the police were there because once I was back into the mystery, time 
didn’t matter.  But stomachs are not easily fooled, and in my experience, they always tell the truth. 
   “Julia, I’m hungry.”   
   “We have to go back to Melbourne,” she said, shaking her head at the dented grill and broken glass.  
I shook my head as well.  She hadn’t heard me. “What an idiot! I can’t believe people can be so stupid,” 
she said.   “Was he blind?  And as for the police.  What assault!” 
   “I’m hungry,” I said again, and immediately caught a glare. 
   “I know.  You’ve told me.”  And, from the look on her face, I decided to shut up. 
   “Amy, we have to take the train home, but....”  I didn’t let Dad finish. 



   “Wow!  That’s ‘The Overland’.  Daisy’s been on it with her grandma.  It’s a sleeping train.  This is 
so exciting. Julia I reckon you’ll love it.” 
   “I don’t think so,” she said.  Her eyes were squinting, and there was a twitch in her top lip.  It was 
familiar and I hated it.  “I’ll be flying.  I have to be at the hospital tomorrow morning.”      Of course! 
Why did I expect anything else? Once my mother’s made a commitment, that’s it, immoveable, 
unbreakable. 
   “So, what’s happening with your car?”   
   “It’s going on the train too,” Julia said patting the roof.   
   “It’s not badly damaged. Why can’t you drive it,” I said. 
   “Don’t be ridiculous!  Honestly, sometimes I really wonder where your common sense is.” 
   “It’s been in an accident and the police advise against driving it back to Adelaide.” 
   “Oh yeah, thanks Dad,” I said staring straight at Julia.  Her face was drawn, and she even looked sad.  
“Hey, the train people will look after it,” I said hoping that might cheer her up. 
   “They had better take care of it.  I don’t want any scratches.” 
   I turned my face away. My thoughts turned to my stomach.  There was more than food craving.  It 
had to be excitement.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                               
 


