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Turquoise Call
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At first, when Dad announced that we were moving away, surges of hesitancy, anger and frustration raged inside me like an oceanic storm. Dredging up the thoughts of leaving behind mates, my school and the comforts of city life. Dad tried to explain it to me. To reason with me. But I wouldn’t have it. 

Our packed ‘87 Landcruiser reached the crest of the ridge, and the breathtaking sight unfolded before me. The small town of Coral Bay emerged out of the red dirt, and the calm, turquoise waters glistened under the brilliant purity of the March sky. The brooding storm inside me quelled and quietened to just a simple whisper of a breeze. And my hesitancy to move here was shattered, replaced by an uncontrollable urge that beckoned me toward the sparkling sapphire ahead. 

The red dust of the road had settled everywhere. It clung to my hair. Stained my clothes. Darkened my skin. My heart thumped with anticipation. The water’s call grew loud in my ears. I needed to be in that water. My knees twitched  as I bounced in my seat. 

We arrived at our new house, and without thought or moment, I snapped off my seatbelt and leapt from the Landy. Sprinting down the coast, the coarse sand massaged my feet with each step.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





