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Have you ever wanted to start a club? One
with the very best friends anyone could
wish for? It's the most brilliant funl

My three best friends are Charlie, Meg
and Cici and we are all in_year five at Kira
Cove Primary School. A few weeks ago,
we started our own secret club. \We call
ourselves the Sassy Sisters and our motto
is ‘Be boldl Be bravel And be full of happy
spirit! The four of us meet after school
every Friday to talk and laugh, share our
problems and eat lots of yummy food. (Cici
Is the best cupcake baker everl)

Since we became the Sassy Sisters
we've had loads of adventures together -
helping my mum to start the Beach Shack
Cafe, kayaking, surfing and hanging out at
the beach, doing challenging projects at

school and writing stories for the school

newspaper. We even performed with our
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favourite pop singer, Ruby Starr, which was
terrifying and exciting and amazing all at
once.

Having a group of best friends is
fantastic. But it can be tricky sometimes,
especially when they want to do something
that you definitely dont want to dol That
was the trouble I found mysel- in when Cicli
(our star performer) had one of her mad
ideas. Charlie loves to sing and play the
guitar, too, so of course she and Cici were
super-excited when it was announced that
Kira Cove Primary School would be holding
a talent quest. Meg is the peacemaker in
our gang and she just wants everyone to
get along. Whereas me? Well, T wasn't
quite so keen on the idea.

Despite our differences, the Sassy
Sisters have made life on Kira Island so
much fun. My mum, Harry, Bella and I only

moved here a few months ago and it hasn't
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been easy. For the moment, we are still
living in a caravan in the back garden of
my grandparents’ cotitage while our new
home is being renovated. The four of us
are crammed Into a tiny space, together
with our wild and wicked puppy, Summer.
It sounds like craay chaos - and it isl Life
ls never boring in the Hamilton family.

Eippe
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CHAPTER 1

CICI’S BRILLIANT IDEA

It was Friday afternoon. My favourite time of

the week. The four of us joked and laughed
as we walked home from school to Charlie’s
house for our weekly Sassy Sisters club meeting,
We took it in turns to meet at our different
homes. On Meg’s yacht, bobbing in the har-
bour. In Cici’s sweet-smelling kitchen. And,
of course, at the Beach Shack Cafe with our

favourite mango smoothies and cupcakes for

¥

afternoon tea.
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Charlie lived in a sprawling house on top of
the island’s plateau, surrounded by gardens and
paddocks. The house had to be big because
there were five kids in her family. Charlie has a
sister, Sophia, two step-brothers, Sebastian and
Oscar, and a half-sister called Daisy. Seb is in
year six, Sophia and Oscar are both in year four,
and Daisy is in year one. Charlie’s family also has
a menagerie of pets — two donkeys, two dogs,
five chickens, a cat called Trixie and alamb called
Maisie. Charlie warned us about how noisy her
place could get. She wasn’t wrong.

Cici, Meg and I were sitting around the
kitchen table. Trixie, the calico cat, was rubbing
her head against my leg. 1 leaned down and
picked her up for a cuddle. She purred and
rubbed her cheek against my chin. Trixie is the
prettiest cat with her fur coloured in patches of
white, black and ginger.

Charlie was looking in the fridge for some

snacks for afternoon tea.

®.
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‘Mum?’ called Chatlie. ‘Do you know where
the hummus is?’

‘In the fridge, called back her mum, Jodie,
from the office where she was working. “Top
shelf’

Jodie is a graphic designer and helped my
mum design all the menus and signage for the
cafe.

‘It’s not there, said Charlie, rummaging
through the containers on the top shelf.

‘I bought it this morning,’ said Jodie, sticking
her head around the corner. ‘It should be there
on the right-hand side.’

Charlie shook her head. ‘I can’t find it

‘Let me have a look, said Jodie. But the
hummus had disappeared.

Sophia, Seb and Oscar raced through the
kitchen, followed closely by Zorro and Bandit,
the two border collies. Trixie turned her back
on the rowdy interlopers, ignoring them

completely. She batted my hand with her paw,

¥z

begging for another snuggle.
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‘Kids, did any of you eat the hummus?’
asked Jodie. Sophia looked guiltily at Seb.

Seb tried to look innocent. ‘Hummus? What
hummus?’

Oscar gave a cheeky grin. He clearly knew
something about the missing snack. ‘I'd love
some, thanks, Jodie. I'm starving.’

Jodie went back to searching through the
tridge. ‘I know it’s here somewhere.

Charlie looked at the boys suspiciously. Seb
rubbed his tummy.

‘Seb, Mum bought the hummus especially
because the girls were coming over, said
Chatrlie. ‘I bet you guys scoffed the lot.’

“Would we do that?” asked Seb, pretending to
be hurt by the accusation.

“Yes, said Charlie, tossing her long blonde
plait over her shoulder.

The hummus, of course, was nowhere to be
found, so Jodie cut up some strawberries and

pineapple for us. Then she went back to work

@,
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in her study. Charlie’s three siblings raced past
once more, Seb snatching a handful of pine-
apple on the way through.

‘Back to our meeting, said Charlie with a
sniff of disapproval. 1 picked up my pen to
take notes. It was my job as Keeper of the
Sassy Sister Notebook to jot down our ideas
and plans, although today I spent more time
doodling in the margins while we chatted.

Charlie was the current President of the
Sassy Sisters. Meg was Vice President and
Research Officer, and Cici was Treasurer (not
that we had any money) and Chief Cupcake
Baker.

Just then Chatlie’s little sister, Daisy, came in
and plonked herself down at the table. Daisy
was great friends with my sister, Bella.

‘Can I have some strawberries, Charlie?’
she asked. Charlie rolled her eyes but she
jumped up and filled a bowl of fruit for

¥z

Daisy.
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‘Here you go, Daisy,” said Charlie with great
patience. ‘But why don’t you go and eat them
with Sophia. We’re busy now.’

‘I don’t want to eat them with Sophia. I want
to stay here with you and Cici ... and Pippa
and Meg, said Daisy, wriggling herself back in
her chair. She looked adoringly at Cici. Daisy
loved Cici because she was so funny. She made
all the kids laugh.

Eventually Chatlie bribed her sister with a
promise of a story later, if she left.

“You can see why we don’t have Sassy Sister
meetings here very often,” said Charlie. ‘It’s just
too noisy.

“Try living in a caravan with Harry the
Wizard, Bella the Dinosaur and Summer
the Wicked, I said.

I was thinking back to this morning when
I was getting ready for school. Mum had left
early for work and Papa was making us break-

fast in the cottage. When my grandmother,

D
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Mimi, came to check on us, Bella was chasing
Summer around the caravan with her dinosaur
tail on. Harry was still in his pyjamas, making
a plastic cockroach appear and disappear
from behind my ear. Summer barked, Bella
bellowed, and Harry bawled, ‘Alakazam!” in his
best magician voice. Mimi put her hands over
her ears and shuddered theatrically.

Charlie pulled a wry face at me. We both
knew all about rowdy siblings.

‘It won’t be long now until Pippa’s tower
room is ready, Cici reminded us. “Then we will
have somewhere quiet and peaceful to go’

It could still take ages,’ I said, a little
gloomily. “The builders have only just finished
the upstairs kitchen. Now they have to do all
the bedrooms. The tower room will be the very
last thing they finish.

Our builders were turning the upstairs of
the cafe into an apartment for us to live in.

The tower room was a tiny, round room with

v
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glorious views over Kira Cove, which could
only be reached from a narrow staircase hidden
in my bedroom cupboard. We were all longing
for the day when we could use it as our secret
Sassy Sisters meeting place.

Oscar began practising his trumpet in the
living room. The music blared through the open
door. Trixie twitched her whiskers, jumped off
my lap and stalked out of the room. I love the
way cats can be so very haughty. You know
exactly what they are thinking,

‘Oscar, cried Charlie in despair. ‘Can’t you
practise later?’

Oscar yelled back, T'm rehearsing for the
talent quest. The auditions are on Tuesday, so
I don’t have much time.

Our principal, Mrs Black, had announced this
morning that Kira Cove School would be holding
a talent quest. The auditions would be open to
all students, and the best five acts would get

to perform for a special group of VIP guests (that

D .
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is, Very Important People!) who were coming to
visit from the mainland. We were all super-curious
to know whose these VIP guests could be.

Oscar gave another long blast on his
trumpet. Charlie covered her ears.

‘Why don’t we go outside?” suggested Meg,
‘We can visit Archie and Clementine.

Archie and Clementine were Charlie’s
donkeys. We all jumped to our feet with relief
at this suggestion and raced out the back door.
The two dogs chased after us.

I love visiting Charlie’s place because it’s
like being on a mini farm. To the left of the
garden is a vegetable patch (well-fenced to stop
the animals getting in). Then there is a small
orchard of orange, lime and lemon trees where
the five chickens scratch around.

At the very back of the property is a grassy
paddock with a huge old mango tree. It has an

open stable where Maisie the lamb and the two

vz

donkeys live.
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We raced over to the paddock. Archie and
Clementine trotted up to the fence to greet us.
Charlie unlatched the gate and we went in.

‘Make sure you latch the gate properly,” said
Charlie. ‘Clementine is the trickiest escape
artist.’

‘I remember you telling us about the time all
the animals broke into your kitchen, Charlie;
I said. ‘Maisie tried to eat the board game’

We all gigeled.

Charlie scratched Clementine behind the eat.
Clementine leaned her head against Charlie’s
chest affectionately. Archie came up on the
other side and rubbed his cheek against her
arm.

We all made a fuss of the two donkeys and
then Maisie the lamb galloped up, hoping for a
bottle of milk.

Charlie opened the tack room attached to
the stable. This is where the saddles, bridles,

halters and animal feed were stored. The room

®.
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smelled of old leather, linseed oil and sweet,
dusty chaff. We pulled out four prickly hay
bales and sat down. It was blissfully quiet.

Maisie, Zorro and Bandit curled up together
on the floor. I'm sure Maisie thought she was
a dog too. They looked so cute that I doodled a
picture of them in the margin of my notebook.
I felt happy and content hanging out with my
friends with the whole weekend stretching
before us. That was until Cici came up with her
not-so-brilliant idea.

‘I think we should enter the talent quest,’ she
announced. ‘We could do something amazing
and be chosen to perform for the special
guests!’

‘1 would /ove that, said Charlie, sitting up
straight, her green eyes sparkling. ‘We could
pick one of our favourite songs and work out
a dance routine.’

‘A dance routine?’ I squeaked, dropping my

pen. Tll never learn a whole dance by Tuesday!’

.7
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Dancing was not one of my strong points.
We had been doing dance with Miss Demi
for weeks now and I was only just starting to
remember the choreography for that. I had
been doing extra practice at home and with the
girls, but I still wasn’t confident.

Cici pulled a funny face, clearly remembering
some of my dance moves. ‘Maybe not.’

‘What about reciting a poem or a scene from
a play?’ suggested Meg,

I rolled my eyes in horror. I definitely didn’t
want to recite either. I wasn’t at all keen to
audition. The thought of getting up in front of
the whole school and performing made me feel
squeamish. While I was happy to be involved in
fun group activities like our school newspaper,
I really hated getting up on stage and being the
centre of attention.

I remembered back to a school play we did
in London when I was in year three. I had had

such bad stage fright that I simply couldn’t

®.
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say my lines. All I could think about was the
audience staring at me while I gawped word-
lessly like a goldfish. It was one of the most
humiliating experiences of my life and I was in
no hurry to repeat it.

‘I know, said Charlie. ‘We could sing one
of our favourite songs. One that we all know
and lovel’

Charlie was super-excited about the talent
quest, I could tell. Her whole face was alight
with enthusiasm. Well, clearly Chatlie had never
heard of stage fright.

‘Or not,’ I said. ‘We don’t need to enter the
talent quest. Let’s leave the performing to the
drama queens of the world. Like Olivia.’

Meg shot me a reproachful look. Meg hates
itif she thinks I’'m sniping at Olivia.

‘Come on, Pippa,” said Cici. ‘Don’t be a
spoilsport. Charlie and I can play the guitar
and we can all sing’

‘Il be fun, said Chatlie. “You sang with us

at the Beach Shack at Ruby’s farewell’
17 ;
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“That was different,” I said. ‘I didn’t know
Ruby was going to ask us, so I didn’t have time
to feel nervous. Besides, everyone was focusing
on Ruby, not us. And we weren’t in front of a
group of VIP guests.’

‘We might not even get chosen,” said Meg,
a little hopefully, I thought. ‘Let’s just try out
for the audition and see what happens.’

‘Why don’t you three do it without me?’
I suggested. “You are much better singers than
me. I don’t have a musical bone in my body’

‘Come on,’ said Charlie. “You can sing! And it
will be much more fun if we all do it together’

‘It could be a Sassy Sisters project, wheedled
Cict. She said it as though she was offering me
a delicious sweet treat.

I looked around at my three friends. Char-
lie’s face was glowing with excitement. Cici was
bubbling with anticipation. Meg wasn’t a super-
keen performer but she was the peacemaker of
our group, so of course she wanted me to say

yes too.

oF
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The downside of being in a group of friends
is that sometimes you feel pressured into doing
things you don’t really want to do. Like singing
in a talent quest!

I sighed. ‘All right, I'll do it

‘Great,” said Chatlie, giving me a hug. ‘We
can sing “Kira Dreaming”. We all know that
one, and Cici and I have been learning it at
guitar lessons.”

‘Kira Dreaming’ was the song that Ruby
Starr had performed for the very first time at
her farewell bash a couple of weeks ago. It
was a catchy song about treasuring friendship
and chasing your dreams. Ruby said she was
inspired to write it after hearing Charlie singing
one of her songs on the beach at Kira Cove.

Ever since Ruby performed it at the opening
night of her world tour, we’ve heard it played
over and over again — on the radio, in shops
and on the builders’ music player. I even

thought I'd heard our neighbour, Mrs Beecham,

vz
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humming it once but when I asked her she
flatly denied it.

“We’ll need to work out costumes and props,’
said Charlie. ‘Something that suits the song and
grabs people’s attention.’

‘Maybe Meg and Pippa could play a percus-
sion instrument like a tambourine or a bongo
drum, suggested Cici. “That would add some
extra energy to our act.’

The gitls started discussing ideas for costumes
and props. I crossed my arms stubbornly and
said nothing, First the girls wanted me to get up
on stage and sing, and now they want me to get
dressed up in a silly costume and bang a drum.
This idea was getting worse and worse.

‘The song has a beachy vibe, so we could
wear board shorts and singlets, or wetsuits,’
sald Meg. ‘We could even use surfboards as a
backdrop.’

Wetsuits on stage! 1 thought to myself. Wed

look ridiculons! Exveryone will langh at us.

©F
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‘Or long boho skirts with flower crowns?’
suggested Charlie.

‘I was thinking something more glamorous,’
said Cici. ‘Like evening dresses, all glittery and
sparkly. Or maybe we go totally fun and crazy,
like tutus, tiaras and stripy leggings.’

‘Where would we get evening dresses by
Tuesday?’ I asked, grumpily. ‘Or crazy tutus for
that matter?’

Charlie looked at me with disappointment.
‘Maybe we could make something?’

I huffed with impatience.

Cici glared at me. ‘Maybe you could just
pretend to be enthusiastic, Pippar’ said Cici. ‘We
won’t have a chance in the talent quest unless
we all give it our best shot.

I felt a flash of guilt. Friendships can be very

complicated sometimes.

Yz
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CHAPTER 2

MYSTERY THIEF

Charlie fetched her guitar from the house,

together with the music and lyrics. Cici played
an air guitar, practising her chords.

‘Okay, said Charlie. ‘One, two, three . . . She
began to strum the opening notes.

Chatlie had a lovely voice — sweet and clear.
Cici sang enthusiasticall. Meg and 1 didn’t
know all the words, so we leaned over Chatlie’s
shoulder to read them. I sang softly, missing half
the lyrics, but the others didn’t sound too bad.

® .
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That was until Zorro and Bandit decided to
join in, howling along with the music. This dis-
tracted Charlie so she started to make mistakes,
stumbling over a few chords.

Clementine and Archie stuck their heads
through the door to find out what all the racket
was. Maisie gambolled away as fast as she could.
I didn’t blame her.

A moment later Seb, Oscar and Sophia
popped their heads around the door.

“You guys sound like you’re being stran-
gled,” said Oscar, helpfully. ‘Maybe you should
choose a different song’

Zorro and Bandit howled louder. Seb pre-
tended to conduct the music with two fingers.

“Thanks, Oscar,” said Charlie, with a touch of
sarcasm. ‘Says the boy whose trumpet sounds
like fingernails on a chalkboard. Why don’t you
go and practise your own piece?’

‘Good point,” said Seb, with a broad grin on

his face. ‘Maybe Zorro and Bandit can come to

.7
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school and perform for both your acts. Their
howling would only be an improvement!’

‘Gol’ commanded Charlie, shooing them
away with her hand.

Oscar waggled his fingers in farewell and
they all ran off. I checked my watch.

‘I have to go too, I said, pretending to be
upset. ‘It’s neatly five o’clock and I promised
Mum I’d be back in time to help clean up.’

I often helped Mum and our barista, Zoe,
at the cafe after closing time on Friday after-
noons. Mum paid me some pocket money to
clear the tables, wash up and do any odd jobs.

‘Okay, said Cici, ‘but we still need to do lots
of practice over the weekend.

‘Somewhere quiet where we won’t bother
anyone, said Charlie. ‘Or be bothered. So
clearly my place is out!’

“You could come to our yacht, said Meg
doubtfully. ‘But it’s a bit squishy for all of us
with Mum, Dad and Jack there.’

®-
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Cici looked at me with raised eyebrows.
Clearly she hadn’t quite forgiven me for my
lack of enthusiasm.

‘The caravan’s no good either,’ I said. ‘But
perhaps we could rehearse upstairs, above the
cafe. The builders won’t be there on a Saturday,
and we shouldn’t disturb the customers if we
close the doot.

Cici smiled at me. ‘Perfect. Let’s meet at
ten o’clock at the Beach Shack.’

The three of us said goodbye to Charlie and
her family, and set off to walk back down to
the cove. A long flight of steep stone steps
led from the plateau, down to the beachfront
of Kira Cove. The steps were shaded with
tall mango trees, palms and a riot of hot-pink
bougainvillea vines. We walked on the paved
esplanade towards our cafe.

As we strolled along we saw a group of

girls practising gymnastics on the lawn that ran

v

beside the path.
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There were five of them doing a compli-
cated routine that involved lots of somersaults,
backflips, splits and cartwheels. All five of
them rolled around in a perfect circle.

As we came closer I recognised them. It
was Olivia Gray and a group of girls from
our class — Tash, Willow, Sienna and Jemila.
They were wearing matching purple-and-black
leotards and had perfect high ponytails. Tash
broke out of the circle and cartwheeled right
over to us on the path.

‘Hi, girls,” she said, then kept cartwheeling
back onto the grass. Tash was an outstanding
gymnast and could do sixty-seven cartwheels
in a row. Sometimes I thought she was happiest
when she was upside down.

Olivia landed gracefully on her feet and
walked over to us. The other girls crowded
around too.

‘What are you guys up tor” asked Cici curi-
ously. “You don’t normally do gym on Friday

afternoons.

©F
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‘We’re practising for the talent quest audi-
tions, explained Olivia. ‘We’ve been working
on a new routine at gymnastics for the last
couple of weeks, so we want to make sure we
can all remember it.’

‘Normally we practise in the gym at school
with music,” said Sienna. ‘But the hip-hop class
is in there on Friday, so we thought we’d just
practise on the grass.’

The girls didn’t look like they needed any
practice to me. Their routine was perfect.
Maybe that was a good thing. If the gym girls
had an amazing routine then we were less likely
to be chosen for the VIP performance.

You all look brilliant,” T said. ‘I think the
judges will love it.

‘Thanks,” said Tash, beaming at me. ‘We want
to do really well. Our teacher, Miss Ashleigh,
thinks if we keep working hard, we could go

and compete at the regional championships on

.7
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‘What about you guys?” asked Willow. ‘Are
you going to enter the quest?’

Cici glanced at Meg and me. ‘Wed like to.
But we haven’t quite worked everything out
yet.

‘We’d better get back to it,” said Olivia. ‘We’ve
only got until Tuesday to get it perfect.’

Cici, Meg and I waved goodbye and walked
on until I peeled off at the Beach Shack.

‘See you tomorrow at ten, said Cici. Tl

bring my guitar.’

‘Hi, Pippa,’ called Zoe, as I walked through the
front door. She was making a ham-and-brie
sandwich at the kitchen bench.

Z.oe was our red-haired barista from Sydney,
who was staying on Kira Island for a working
holiday before she started university. She smiled
at me and wiped her hands on a tea towel. “Your

Mum’s just taken the mail to the postbox.’

o
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‘Hi, Zoe, 1 replied. “‘Would you like me to
clear the tables?’

As I spoke I thought I saw something move
in the shadows under the tables to my left.
I looked again but there was nothing there. It
must have been my imagination playing tricks
on me.

‘That would be great. Thanks, Pippa,” said
Zoe, cutting her sandwich in half. ‘It’s been so
busy today I’'ve hardly had time to eat anything;
Would you like something?’

‘No, thanks,” I replied. ‘We ate at Charlie’s
house.

Zoe carried her plate over to a table next to
the long window seat that ran along the wall.
Just then the phone rang and Zoe dashed to
answer it.

‘Hello, the Beach Shack Cafe. Zoe speaking.
Can I help you?’ she said in her bright, friendly
voice. Zoe paused, listening to the person

on the other end. ‘No. I'm sorry. Jenna’s not

. P
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here now. Can I take a message? No? Okay.
Well, she should be back in a few minutes.
Goodbye.

I began clearing up in the bookstore part of
the cafe. There were several low coffee tables
and comfy armchairs with plump feather
cushions. The tables were crammed with dirty
teacups, side plates and a teapot covered in
roses. I carried them to the sink then went back
to wipe down the tables.

Zoe poured herself a glass of pineapple juice
and took it over to her table by the window.
She stopped and looked down then all around.

‘Pippa. Did you take half my sandwich?’ she
asked with a puzzled tone.

‘No,” I said. I came over and stood beside
Zoe. On the table was the apple-green plate
with half a sandwich on it. The other piece
was gone.

1 put my sandwich down on the table,

went to answer the phone and now half of it’s

®n
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disappeared, said Zoe. We both looked around
the cafe. There was no one there.

‘Maybe a seagull came in and stole it?” I sug-
gested. The seagulls could be a nuisance. They
often hung around the jetty, stealing scraps and
leftovers.

‘Could a seagull fly off with half a sandwich?’
asked Zoe. ‘Maybe a crust but not the whole
thing. And I didn’t see any gulls come in.

I shrugged and picked up a small piece of
brie that had fallen on the window seat.

Zoe sighed and cleared away the remaining
sandwich. ‘I’'m not that hungry anyway.’

I carried the empty milk bottles outside to
throw in the recycling bin. Beside the bins was
a stack of timber fruit crates. Our fruit and
vegetables were delivered from the mainland
in timber crates to protect them on the ferry
crossing. I picked up one of the crates. It was
rustic, but felt strong and sturdy. My mind

started ticking over as I wondered whether
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I could make something useful with these
crates. I had seen a photo in one of Mum’
design magazines of display shelves made from
old boxes. Maybe I could do something similar.

Just then Mum arrived with Bella and Harry.

‘Mum, do you think I could use some of
these wooden crates?’ I asked. ‘I have a project
they might be good for.’

‘Sure, Pipkin,” she said, giving me a hug. ‘Are
you making something for school?’

I'was about to explain my idea to Mum when
Bella interrupted.

‘Did you hear there’s going to be a talent
quest, Pippar’ asked Bella. ‘I’'m going to sing
a song, all by myself. I'm going to wear my
dinosaur suit and sing the dinosaur romp.’

Bella opened her mouth wide and began to

bellow, miming the actions as she sang,

‘Crash. Crash. Stomp your feet.
Gnash. Gnash. Bare your teeth.
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Chomp. Chomp. Slash your claws.
Dance the dinosanr romp. ROARRRR/

I put my hands over my ears. It was truly
terrible. Harry and I exchanged dismayed
glances.

Bella danced away through the cafe,
stomping, gnashing and chomping at the top
of her voice.

I looked at Mum in horror. ‘Mum, she can’t.
You can’t let her do that in publicl’

Mum looked rather wortied. “Well, Bella-boo
is rather a performer. With the background
music playing and a costume, I’'m sure she’ll be
adorable.

So it looked like the talent quest was going
to be humiliating on several fronts. Not only
was I going to be mortified when Olivia and
her gang gave a stellar gymnastic performance
while our singing was awful, but now I was

going to have my sister the Tyrannosaurus rex

-7
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© Belinda Murrell 2018

Harry helped me stack the dishwasher, while
Zoe cleaned the coffee machine. Mum emptied
the cash register and tallied up the receipts.

I grabbed the broom and began to sweep the
floor. Under the window seat in the shadows,
I discovered a mess. There were two half-slices
of mangled bread and a smudge of soggy brie.
I fetched the dustpan and broom to sweep
it up.

“Yuck,” I said to Zoe as I dropped the mess
in the bin. ‘Some people are disgusting! Who’d
throw their sandwich scraps on the floor of
the cafe?’

Zoe shook her head in disbelief. “You
wouldn’t believe the bad manners of some of
them. Most of our customers are lovely but
when I worked at the cafe back in Sydney, I met
some absolute horrors.

When everything was clean and tidy, Zoe
sald goodbye, grabbed her bike and cycled
home to her flat. Mum locked up and then
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the four of us walked home along the beach
to Mimi and Papa’s. I always loved this walk —
breathing the salty air and hearing the sound
of the waves crashing on the sand. Kira Beach
must be one of the most stunning beaches
in the world. As we walked we called hello to
lots of people we knew. Many of them were
customers at the cafe.

Mimi and Papa’s cottage is half-hidden by
a lush tropical garden of frangipanis, hibiscus
and palm trees with a curling wisteria vine
dangling purple flowers over the front veranda.
Our caravan is parked out the back. Mum went
inside the caravan to start making dinner. Bella
went to help Mimi feed the chooks. Harry and
I went inside the cottage to fetch Summer the
Wicked. Harry brought a bundle of paper
clutched in his hand.

Our twelve-week-old  puppy galloped
towards us as soon as we opened the back door.

Mimi and Papa look after Summer while Mum
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is at work and we’re at school. Anyone would
think we’d been away for six months instead of
just a few hours. She was so excited — yipping
and whining with relief that we were back.

We’d finally trained her not to jump up on
us, so she gambolled around in circles instead,
chasing her tail. She raced faster and faster,
around and around, until she fell over her
own feet, rolling on her back with her paws in
the air.

We all laughed and 1 scratched Summer on
the tummy. ‘She’s been sleeping all afternoon,
so now she’s bursting with energy,’ said Papa.
“You’d better take her for a run.

Harry waved his bundle of paper around.
‘Papa, 1 was wondering if you could help me,
please? In the work shed? I have a special
project I need to do’

‘What is it?” I asked Harry, trying to see what
was printed on the paper. It looked like some

sort of building plan.
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‘Just something for school, he said, as he
folded the paper in half so I couldn’t see.

‘Sure, Harry, said Papa. T'd love to help’
The two of them headed out to Papa’s work
shed in the back garden.

‘Come on, Summer, I called, as we raced
into the back garden. ‘Let’s play’

Summer still wasn’t allowed to go outside
the garden just in case she met another dog
who could make her sick. Our vet, Caitlin,
who is Willow’s mum, had said she couldn’t go
outside the garden until a few days after her
third vaccination, just to be safe.

I threw the ball for Summer to chase. I ran so
she could chase me. We played tug-of-war with
her rope toy. Then, when Summer had burned
up some energy, we started our training.

‘Summer, come,” I called. Summer raced to
my foot and plonked down on her bottom.

She was much better behaved now. Most

of the time she would walk to heel, sit on
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command and come when she was called.
Although she was still super-naughty at times
and had an absolute passion for chewing shoes.
Harry, Bella and I had all become very good at
putting our things away, otherwise they ended
up gobbled. Mum wouldn’t let us get too cross
with Summer because she said it was our fault
it we left our things lying around where a
puppy could eat them.

Despite her wickedness, we all loved having
our very own puppy. I'd wanted a dog for years
back in London, but it had still been a surprise
just how much fun it was have an animal of
your very own to play with and look after.

I clipped Summer’s red lead onto her collar.

‘Summer, walk on,” I commanded. At first
Summer tried to fight the lead — chewing it
and tangling herself up until she was like a
Christmas present tied with ribbon. I made
her sit. Once she was untangled we started

again.
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This time she did it properly, walking per-
fectly at my heel as we circled the garden. As we
worked on her sit, stay and come commands,
I could hear sounds of sawing and hammering
coming from Papa’s work shed. From the
caravan I could hear the sound of Bella roaring
out the words to her dino romp song, I had the

feeling it was going to be a very long weekend.
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CHAPTER 3

A FLOWER-THROWING

POLTERGEIST

Normally I liked to sleep in on Saturday
mornings, but I was woken bright and early by
Bella digging around in the cupboard. Bella’s
favourite dress-up costume was a green dinosaur
tail, but she also had another one that she only
wore on special occasions. It was a furry green
dinosaur onesie with claws on the hands and
teet, a long tail which swept along the ground
and a hood with a ferocious-looking dinosaur

head on it. It was too hot to wear in the tropical
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heat of Kira Island, which is why it was mostly
packed away in the bottom of the cupboard.

Bella clambered into it and began humming
her new favourite song. I decided it might be
best to escape to the cafe with Mum.

When we left, Harry was busy with Papa
in the work shed and Mimi was looking after
Bella. It was nice to have Mum all to myself
as we walked along the beachfront in the fresh
morning air. We chatted about what had been
happening at school and I told Mum about my
afternoon at Chatlie’s yesterday.

‘I can’t wait until the tower room’s ready and
we can meet there,’ I said.

‘It won’t be too much longer,” said Mum.
‘The builders have fixed the floor up there now
and the roof doesn’t leak anymore.

‘Does that mean the builders are nearly
finished? Can we move in soon?” I asked with

great excitement. I couldn’t wait to have my

v

own room again.
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‘Sorry, Pipkin,” said Mum. ‘Not quite. The
builders still have a few weeks’ work. And then
we have to paint it all.’

‘Oh,’ I said, drooping with disappointment.
We’d painted the downstairs cafe with Mimi
and Papa’s help and it had taken ages. Upstairs
would take even longer because there were so
many motre walls.

‘Mimi and Papa are going to help us start
painting tomorrow. It should only take a few
weekends to get it all done.

A few weekends? That could mean months!

Mum’s phone rang as we arrived at the cafe.
She checked the caller name and pulled a little
face. For a moment she looked sad, then she
squeezed me tight.

‘I think I’ll deal with that later) she said, as
she switched the phone off.

Mum unlocked the front door to the cafe
and we went inside. But instead of the beau-

tifully clean cafe that we had left last night,
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someone or something had made a mega-mess.

Cushions had tumbled from the window seat
to the floor. A small vase had been knocked
over and the roses were scattered along the
refectory table, leaving puddles of water.

‘Goodness me,” said Mum. “‘Whatever could
have happened here?’

Zoe arrived and joined us. We all stood in
the centre of the cafe, staring at the mess.

‘I hope the table’s not ruined,” wailed Mum.
Papa had built her a beautiful table out of
hundred-year-old timber as a cafe-warming
present. Zoe, Mum and I began mopping up
the spillage on the table top. Zoe gathered
up the wilting flowers and put them back in
the vase. I replaced the cushions.

‘Do you think someone could have broken
in?” asked Zoe, as she filled the vase with fresh

water from the sink. Mum checked all the doors

. P

and windows, looking worried.

‘No. Everything’s safely locked.’
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‘Perhaps we have a resident ghost, joked
Zoe. ‘A poltergeist who enjoys throwing flowers
around!’

Mum and I laughed. Then we forgot about
it as the first of the day’s customers arrived. It
was Nigel, the Kira Beach lifesaver, picking up
some coffee and a banana muffin on his way
to work. He grinned at me. ‘And when are you
joining my surf lifesaving patrol, young lady!’

Nigel said this every time he saw me, ever
since I'd helped Meg and Jack rescue a young
family who had been swept into a rip. I grinned
back at him and told him I could start tomorrow.

The girls arrived at about ten o’clock, Charlie
and Cici both carrying their guitars. After saying
hello, we went upstairs. As always, the girls were
keen to see what progress our builders, Jason,
Dan and Miguel, had made during the week.

The living room and kitchen was a large
open-plan area, with sliding windows that

opened onto a veranda overlooking the cove.
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This room was now finished, except for the
unpainted walls and the missing appliances.
The kitchen had a teal-blue tiled splashback, a
pale-grey benchtop and glistening white cup-
boards with gaps for the oven, dishwasher
and fridge.

‘We’re going to start painting tomorrow,
I said.

‘What colour?’ asked Chatlie.

‘Mum’s chosen a coral-white because she
says that will set off the blues of the view’

Mum had everything for the painting project
stacked in the corner. There was a pile of neatly
folded drop sheets, paint tins, clean brushes,
rollers and paint trays.

We checked all the other rooms, then finished
up in my bedroom.

‘Ooh,’ said Cici. “They’ve built your window
seat.

The girls raced over and sat down on it.

There were no cushions yet but it was a perfect
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place to sit and read or draw or just admire the
gorgeous views out the window. I was rather
proud of my window seat, as I had designed it
myself based on a photo I'd seen in a magazine.
It had deep drawers underneath it to store all
my treasures and was extra wide.

On the wall was my mood board where I'd
stuck up magazine photos, images from the
internet and a collection of my doodles and
designs. There were lots of gorgeous beachy
rooms in shades of turquoise, sea-green and
white. The mood board was Cici’s brilliant sug-
gestion so I could create my perfect bedroom.

‘And the new bookshelves look great,” added
Meg, taking a closer look.

‘All my books from London are packed away
in boxes in storage,’ I said. ‘It will be really cool
to unpack all my things and set them up.’

On the left side of the window seat were
floor-to-ceiling  bookshelves, still empty, of

course. On the right side was a set of built-in
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cupboards. This was one of the best things
about my room. Inside the cupboard were
all the usual things like shelves, drawers and
hanging space. But there was also a secret — a
narrow ladder that led upstairs to the tower
room above.

Charlie and Cici pulled out their guitars from
their cases and began to strum, perching on the
edge of the window seat.

Charlie had brought us all a photocopy of
the music and lyrics, so we began to sing,

Charlie made us sing ‘Kira Dreaming’ over
and over again.

‘It’s not quite right,” said Charlie. ‘Maybe if
we play and sing along to the real song, we can
copy how Ruby does it

I'set up the builders’ music player and started
playing the recorded version. We sang along to
it at least another ten times over the next half

an hour. We sang until I was sick of the sound

. P
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‘Let’s take a little break, said Chatlie, shaking
her stiff hands. ‘My fingers are aching’

We all stood up and stretched. Cici put down
her guitar and began examining the photos and
doodles on my mood board. Meg looked out
the window.

‘I think I can see the dolphins,’ she said,
craning her neck. ‘Shall we go upstairs to see if
we can get a better view?’

‘Sure,’ I said. I loved watching the Kira Cove
dolphins surfing and playing,

I opened the cupboard door. We scram-
bled up the ladder one by one, popping out
in the round tower room above. Large rect-
angular windows looked out in all directions.
We stood there, searching the waves for a sign
of the dolphin pod. But either Meg had been
mistaken or they had disappeared underwater.

Cici turned her attention to the walls of
the tower room. They were old timber planks,

grey with age. The builders had patched a
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couple of holes in the walls and floor with
pale yellow plaster. The ceiling was low and
sloping, coming down to just above the
windows, and was spotted with black mould
and brown watermarks. It all looked rather
shabby.

‘I’'ve been thinking; said Cici, with that mis-
chievous look she gets when she’s scheming.
I hoped this wasn’t going to be another of
Cici’s harebrained ideas — like singing in the
talent quest. She looked around at us all
‘Maybe we should paint the tower room our-
selves. Instead of waiting for the builders to
finish everything else.’

Now this was more like it. I grinned at Cici.
‘That’s a brilliant idea. Mum has the paint and
brushes all ready to go.’

Charlie ran her fingertips over the rough,
splintery timber.

‘The tower room’s not very big, so it

./
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“Then we could clean all the windows,” said
Meg. ‘And furnish it with bits and pieces we get
from home.’

‘’m sure Mum has some old cushions we
could use,” said Cici. ‘T’ll ask het.

I felt a thrill of excitement as I thought about
the four of us working together to make the
tower room a beautiful space for us to meet.

‘Let’s do it, I said. “We can start right now.
I'll go and ask Mum if it’s okay’

I scrambled down the ladder and went
downstairs to the cafe.

Mum was making up lunch platters for a big
group of people who were celebratinga birthday.
She looked busy, so I didn’t want to disturb her.
Besides, I was secretly worried that if Mum saw
me she might start giving me jobs to do! I snuck
back upstairs. Perhaps it was better to do it as
a surprise. Besides, Papa had shown me how to

paint when we were doing the bookcases in the

cafe. How hard could it be?
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‘Let’s get started,” I said.

We hadn’t planned to paint, so none of us
were wearing old clothes. We’d just need to be
extra careful. We lugged the rollers, brushes
and trays up the ladder, then a tin of paint,
which was rather tricky because it was surpris-
ingly heavy.

I remembered to stir the paint, then we
poured it into one of the trays. A bit too much
paint rushed out, splashing on the floor. I used
a paint brush to mop it up.

Charlie started slathering paint on the middle
of the wall, using the roller.

‘I think we’re meant to do the edges first,
sald Meg, carefully running her brush along the
bottom edge of a window.

Cici chose another window to edge. I started
painting the bottom edge where the wall met
the floor. I tried to be careful but it was actually
quite tricky to stop the brush from streaking the

floor as well. We couldn’t reach up very high,

v



© Belinda Murrell 2018

so we just painted as far as we could standing
on tippy-toes — most of the way up the walls
between the windows. We couldn’t quite reach
the sloping ceiling,

Charlie sang as we worked.

‘Not that song,’ I begged. ‘Can’t you sing
something different?’

‘We should all be singing it while we
paint, suggested Charlie, slathering more
paint on the round wall. The roller filled in a
large area quite quickly. The room was being
transformed.

I stepped back to admire our handiwork —
straight into the half-full paint tray. The tray
flipped up and flicked paint everywhere.

‘Pippal’ yelled Meg, Cici and Chatlie all
together. The girls were splattered. I was splat-
tered. And there were specks of paint on the
windows, the floor and the walls. I jumped out
of the paint tray, smudging white foot prints

on the floot.
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‘Don’t move,” said Cici. “‘You’ll make it wotrse.”

I stared around in dismay. Our great idea of
painting the tower room wasn’t going so well.
Meg used her brush to transfer some of the
spilled paint from the floor to the wall.

‘We need some rags,” said Charlie. ‘I'd better
go. You’'ll walk paint marks everywhere.

‘Maybe down in the kitchen,” I suggested.

Charlie climbed down the ladder. Cici
and Meg kept brushing up spilled paint and
spreading it on the walls to use it up.

A few minutes later Charlie returned with a
handful of rags and Mum.

Mum looked around in disbelief. ‘Oh, girls.’

Cici, Meg and Charlie all smiled hopefully at
Mum.

‘Hi, Jenna,” said Meg.

‘We thought we’d give Pippa a hand painting;
explained Cici.

1 can see that’ said Mum, rubbing her

.7
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Here we go, 1 thought. We are going to get into
super-huge trouble.

‘We'll clean it all up, Mum,’ I said anxiously,
looking around at the chaos. “We just wanted to
make it look fresh and beautiful. But . . . it was
a bit harder than I thought.’

‘Next time, make sure you ask me before
you start work on one of your projects, Pipkin.
Even if I am busy,” said Mum.

‘Sorry, Mum,’ I said.

Mum gave me a kiss on the forehead, which
may have been the only clean spot on my body.

‘I guess it could have been much worse,” she
said. ‘But I think we’re going to have to paint
this whole floor white to hide the evidence!’

Meg fetched some water and the four of us
set to work to clean up the spilled paint. We
wiped the speckles off our bodies and from
our hair. There wasn’t much we could do about
the paint on our clothes or the floor.

When everything was packed away we

®.
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examined our work. I'd had visions of a
gorgeous space, in a glistening fresh, coral-
white. Instead the paint looked patchy and
sparse. More greyish than white, with huge
splodges on the floor, the top half still
unpainted and the windows salt-smeared and
speckled with paint drops.

‘Itlooks worse,’ I said. All my excitement had
evaporated, leaving me feeling totally dejected.
Cict gave me a hug,

‘Another coat will make it look much better,
she promised.

I just hoped she was right!
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