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The Aboriginal cultural elements, spiritual concepts, and traditional knowledge referenced in this novel are entirely fictional and created for the purposes of this story. They do not represent, depict, or claim to accurately portray any specific Aboriginal or Torres Strait Islander cultural practices, beliefs, ceremonies, or sacred knowledge—whether historical or contemporary.

The concepts of "songlines," "channel-walkers," and spiritual connections to land presented in this work are fictional constructs created by the author and should not be understood as authentic representations of any actual Aboriginal spiritual or cultural practices. The author recognises that real Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander cultures contain sacred and sensitive knowledge that is not appropriate for fictional representation or public discussion.

This story is written with deep respect for Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander peoples and their profound connection to Country, which spans over 65,000 years of continuous culture. The fictional elements in this novel are not intended to appropriate, misrepresent, or trivialize the rich and diverse cultures of Australia's First Nations peoples.

Readers interested in learning about authentic Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander cultures are encouraged to seek out works created by Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander authors, artists, and knowledge holders, and to support Indigenous voices in sharing their own stories.
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Content Advisory:


This novel contains themes related to environmental stewardship, supernatural abilities, and the relationship between human development and natural systems. While primarily aimed at young adult readers, it deals with concepts of responsibility, power, and the consequences of our choices on systems larger than ourselves.

The story includes mild peril and tension related to conflicts between different approaches to managing natural resources, but does not contain graphic violence, explicit content, or material inappropriate for its intended audience.






Foreword


When thirteen-year-old Jaime's family moves from the familiar streets of Ballarat to the vast red landscapes of outback Queensland, she expects the biggest challenge will be adjusting to a new school and making friends in a town with a population smaller than her old high school.

She doesn't expect to discover abilities that connect her to forces older than human civilization.

The Girl from Nowhere is a story about transformation—not just the dramatic kind that comes with supernatural abilities, but the quieter, deeper transformation that happens when we learn to see ourselves as part of something larger than our individual lives. It's about a young woman discovering that true power isn't about controlling the world around us, but about learning to work in harmony with forces we're only beginning to understand.

Set against the backdrop of Australia's stunning outback landscape, this novel explores themes of environmental stewardship, cultural respect, and the delicate balance between human development and natural systems. Through Jaime's journey from isolated teenager to guardian of continental energy networks, we examine what it means to serve something greater than ourselves while maintaining the relationships and responsibilities that make us human.

At its heart, this is a story about connection—to land, to community, to ancient wisdom, and to the profound responsibility that comes with power. It's about choosing cooperation over conquest, harmony over dominance, and wisdom over mere technical capability.

The landscapes of rural Australia, with their ancient geological formations and rich cultural history, provide more than just a setting for this story. They become a character in their own right, teaching Jaime—and through her, the reader—about the interconnectedness of all life and the importance of maintaining balance in a world that often prioritizes short-term gain over long-term sustainability.

As you follow Jaime's extraordinary journey, you may find yourself looking at your own relationship with the natural world a little differently. Perhaps you'll notice the subtle energies that flow through familiar landscapes or consider how your choices ripple outward to affect systems far beyond your immediate awareness.

Most importantly, you may discover, as Jaime does, that the greatest adventures don't take us away from our responsibilities to others—they teach us how to fulfill those responsibilities in ways we never imagined possible.

Welcome to Coopers Creek. The journey is about to begin.
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Chapter 1: Dance, Love of one’s life
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The wooden floor of Miss Patricia's dance studio creaked under Jaime's bare feet as she moved through the combination for the third time. In the mirror that lined the front wall, she could see herself—all gangly limbs and concentrated determination—but more importantly, she could see the way her body had finally started to remember the sequence. Her arms flowed like water now, her feet finding their marks without her having to think about it.

But as she flowed into the next movement, something felt different. The air pressure in the studio seemed to shift, making her skin tingle with electricity. Through the tall windows, she could see clear blue skies, but every instinct in her body insisted a storm was building somewhere on the horizon.

"Beautiful, Jaime!" Miss Patricia called from the corner where she sat with her ever-present cup of tea. "You're really getting the feeling of it now."

Jaime felt her cheeks warm but kept dancing, though the strange atmospheric pressure made her movements feel more charged than usual. She'd been coming to this studio in the heart of Ballarat for two years now, ever since Mum decided that a shy twelve-year-old might benefit from "something to build confidence." What Mum hadn't expected was how completely Jaime would fall in love with it—or how sometimes, when she danced, she felt like she could sense things that hadn't happened yet.

The music swelled—a piece from Swan Lake that Miss Patricia used for their contemporary fusion class—and Jaime let herself get lost in it. When she danced, the quiet confidence that lived deep inside her could finally come out. Here, in this small studio with its scarred wooden floors and dusty light streaming through tall windows, she didn't feel awkward or too tall or worried about saying the wrong thing. Here, she felt like herself.

And sometimes, like right now, she felt like something more.

"Right, everyone, let's try it from the top with the music," Miss Patricia announced, clapping her hands twice. The other girls—there were eight of them in Wednesday's advanced class—scattered to their starting positions.

Jaime found her spot at the back. She always chose the back row, not because she lacked skill but because it felt safer there. She could see everyone else, could disappear a little if she needed to. But when the music started, position didn't matter. Movement was movement, and movement was freedom.

But as she took her position, that storm feeling intensified. She could almost see it—dark clouds building about forty kilometres northwest of Ballarat, gathering energy that would bring heavy rain in exactly... forty-three minutes. She couldn't explain how she knew, but she knew with absolute certainty.

They danced as one, eight girls ranging from eleven to fifteen, all lost in the same piece of music. Jaime caught sight of herself in the mirror again and smiled, though part of her attention remained fixed on the approaching weather. Her dark hair, which Mum always complained was impossible to tame, flew around her face in perfect chaos. Her movements had a fluidity that surprised even her sometimes—all those hours of practice paying off in moments like these. The way her body could interpret the music, finding rhythms within rhythms, creating shapes that felt both planned and spontaneous. This was her language, the one place where she never stumbled over words.

"Lovely work, girls," Miss Patricia said as the music faded. "Remember, we have our showcase coming up in three weeks. I want to see you all really inhabiting these pieces, not just dancing them."

The showcase. Jaime's stomach did a little flip of excitement mixed with terror, though part of her wondered with growing certainty if she'd even be here in three weeks. The storm feeling wasn't just about weather—it felt like change coming, big change that would affect everything she'd built here.

"And Jaime," Miss Patricia continued, "could you stay behind for a moment? I want to discuss your solo piece."

The other girls gathered their water bottles and dance bags, chattering about the upcoming performance. Sophie, her best friend from class, caught her eye and mouthed "Solo?" with raised eyebrows. When Jaime nodded, Sophie's face broke into a huge grin.

"I knew it!" Sophie whispered as she passed. “I’ll wait for you outside”

After the others left, Miss Patricia approached with that familiar warm smile. "I've been watching you these past few months, Jaime, and I think you're ready for something more challenging. Your natural grace combined with the way you truly listen to music—that's rare."

Jaime's eyes widened. "You really think so?"

"I do. I was thinking we could choreograph something together, something that showcases not just your technical skills but your artistry. You have such a beautiful way of moving, but more importantly, you dance from your heart. That's not something you can teach."

The warmth that spread through Jaime's chest was like sunshine, but underneath it, that strange certainty pulsed stronger: This is the last time. After today, everything changes.

"I'd love that," she whispered, then cleared her throat and tried again with more confidence. "I mean, yes, I'd really like to do a solo."

"Wonderful. We'll start working on it next week. I'm thinking something contemporary, maybe with some lyrical elements. We'll find the perfect piece of music together."

But even as she smiled and nodded, Jaime knew somehow that next week would never come. Not here, anyway.

Sophie and Jaime glowed with exciting waiting for mum to arrive, Sophie was coming round for a sleep over that night and was coming home with Jaime.

Jaime practically floated out of the studio. Mum was waiting in their old blue Holden, windows down and radio playing softly. She worked as a nurse at the local hospital, and her shifts meant their schedule was always a bit unpredictable, but she never missed picking Jaime up from dance class.

"Look at that smile," Mum said as Jaime slid into the passenger seat. "Good class today girls?"

"The best! Miss Patricia wants me to do a solo for the showcase. She said I dance from my heart, and she wants to choreograph something special with me, and we're going to pick out music together, and—"

"Slow down, love!" Mum laughed. "That's wonderful news. You've worked so hard for this."

The first drops of rain began to fall exactly as they pulled away from the curb—forty-three minutes after Jaime had first felt the storm coming. She watched the drops speckle the windshield and felt a strange satisfaction at the precision of her prediction.

As they drove through the familiar streets of Ballarat, Jaime watched the world pass by through rain-speckled windows. There was Mrs. Henderson's garden with its roses that bloomed ridiculously early every year. The corner store where she and Sophie bought lollies after school. The park where the local footy club trained on Thursday evenings, filling the air with shouts and the sound of boots on grass.

Everything looked the same, but felt different somehow—like she was seeing it all for the last time.

"Can we stop at the old video store?" Jaime asked as the rain intensified. "Sophie and I want to rent something for tomorrow night's sleepover. We were thinking maybe Centre Stage again, or that new one about the ballet school in New York."

"Again? Haven't you two watched Centre Stage about fifty times already?"

"It's research," Jaime said solemnly, making Mum laugh. "Besides, we're going to practice some of the choreography afterward. Sophie's getting really good at the turns."

The old video store was one of their regular haunts. Mr. Patel, who owned it, always saved the new dance movies for them and had a section he jokingly called "Jaime and Sophie's Corner" where all the dance films lived. They'd worked their way through everything from Dirty Dancing to Billy Elliot, analysing every step, every performance, every moment of magic.

"Found the perfect one!" Sophie appeared at her elbow just as Jaime was examining the ballet movie selection. "The new Step Up sequel just came in. Action, romance, and amazing hip-hop choreography. Plus, we can try to learn some of the moves."

"You know I'm terrible at hip-hop," Jaime protested, but she was already reaching for the case.

"That's why we practice in the privacy of my bedroom with the curtains closed," Sophie grinned. "Besides, you're not terrible anymore. Remember last week when you actually got that freeze right?"

Sophie always made the sleep over a lot of fun, staying up late, dancing and trying to replicate the dance moves from the movies. Just dancing and having a lot of fun hanging out.

The next morning Sophie’s mum picked here up and at school that day, Jaime found herself moving differently through the hallways. News of the solo had given her a quiet confidence that surprised her. When their English teacher, Mrs. Robertson, asked for volunteers to read their creative writing pieces aloud, Jaime actually considered raising her hand before chickening out at the last second.

"You should have done it," her school friend Maya whispered during lunch. "Your story about the girl who could only speak through dance was beautiful. I got goosebumps when you read it to us yesterday."

"It wasn't that good," Jaime mumbled, but she felt pleased. Writing was another passion of hers, though she rarely shared it with anyone except her closest friends.

"Are you kidding? Mrs. Robertson loved it too—I saw her making notes in the margin. She's probably going to ask you to submit it to the school literary magazine."

The thought made Jaime's stomach flutter in that familiar way—half excitement, half terror. "I don't know..."

"Come on, Jaime," said Emma, their other friend who joined them at their usual table under the big gum tree. "You're getting a solo in the dance showcase, your writing is amazing, and you got an A+ on that science project about biomechanics in dance. You're basically unstoppable right now."

Jaime laughed, feeling that warm glow again. Her friends always saw more in her than she saw in herself. That was what she loved about this group—Maya with her infectious enthusiasm, Emma with her practical encouragement, Sophie who understood her passion for dance. They'd all been friends since Year 7, and somehow they just clicked. Maya was the talker, Emma was the organiser, Sophie was the dreamer, and Jaime... well, Jaime was the quiet one who surprised them all sometimes.

"Speaking of unstoppable," Emma said, pulling out her phone, "did you see that So You Think You Can Dance Australia is having auditions in Melbourne next month? You should totally try out."

"Emma!" Jaime nearly choked on her sandwich. "I'm thirteen!"

"So? Some of those dancers started really young. Besides, it would be good experience."

"I'm not ready for anything like that," Jaime said, but privately she wondered. Was she getting ready? The solo felt like a first step toward something bigger, something she couldn't quite name yet.

"Well, maybe not this year," Sophie said diplomatically. "But definitely someday. I've seen how you move, Jaime. You have something special."

That afternoon, Jaime walked home instead of catching the bus, taking the long way so she could think. The streets of Ballarat felt like old friends—every corner familiar, every shortcut memorised. She passed the library where she'd spent countless Saturday mornings getting lost in books, the café where her family went for breakfast on Sundays, the park where she'd learned to ride her bike.

At home, she found Dad in the kitchen, making his famous afternoon snack of Vegemite toast cut into perfect triangles.

"There's my little superstar," he said, sliding a plate across to her. "Your mum told me about the solo. We're all very proud of you."

"Thanks, Dad." She bit into the toast, thinking. "Do you think I'm good enough? I mean, really good enough to maybe... do something with dance someday?"

Dad considered this seriously, the way he always did when she asked him something important. "I think you have real talent, Jaime-girl. But more than that, I think you have passion. And passion combined with hard work can take you anywhere you want to go."

"Anywhere?"

"Well, maybe not anywhere in Ballarat," he laughed. "If you really want to pursue dance seriously, you might need to think bigger. Melbourne, Sydney, maybe even overseas someday."

The thought was thrilling and terrifying at once. Leave Ballarat? Leave everything she knew? "That's a long way off," she said.

"Very long way off," Dad agreed. "For now, just focus on that solo. One step at a time."

That evening, Jaime spread her homework across her bed but found it hard to concentrate. Her mind kept drifting to the solo, to possible music choices, to the feeling of being on stage with all eyes on her. She put on her headphones and listened to some of her favourite pieces, moving her arms in small gestures as she imagined choreography.

But underneath her excitement, that strange atmospheric awareness kept pulsing. Storm systems were building again, this time much further away but somehow more significant. Changes were coming that would affect more than just the weather.

Her phone buzzed with texts from the group chat:

Sophie: Can't wait for sleepover tomorrow! I found some amazing contemporary pieces on YouTube we should watch

Maya: Saw the funniest thing today—reminded me of that story you wrote, Jaime

Emma: My mum said she'll drive us all to your showcase. She's excited to see what all the fuss is about!

Jaime smiled, typing back: You guys are the best. Can't wait for tomorrow night.

Sophie: We should choreograph a group piece! Something we could perform at the talent show next term

Maya: YES! Jaime could teach us some moves

Emma: I'm in, as long as I don't have to do any of those scary jump things

The conversation continued, full of excitement and plans and the kind of easy friendship that made everything feel possible. Jaime set her phone aside and looked around her room—at the dance photos pinned to her wall, the books stacked on her desk, the window that looked out over the neighbourhood she'd known her whole life.

Everything felt perfect, like all the pieces of her life were finally falling into place. The solo, her friends' support, the growing confidence that maybe she really did have something special.

She was just drifting off to sleep when she heard it—a sound that made her freeze in place. Her parents' voices from the kitchen, too low to make out words but with a tone that made something in her stomach clench with unease. Not angry voices, but serious ones. Important ones.

The next few days passed in a blur of school, friends, and excited planning for the showcase. Jaime threw herself into preparations, staying after class to work on technique, meeting with Miss Patricia to discuss music options, and spending hours at home practicing in front of her bedroom mirror.

"I've been thinking," Miss Patricia said during one of their planning sessions, "about the theme for your solo. What speaks to you right now? What story do you want to tell through movement?"

Jaime considered this, feeling that familiar flutter of being put on the spot. But here, in the studio, the words came easier. "I think... I think I want it to be about finding your voice. You know how sometimes you can feel something so strongly but can't put it into words? Dance is like... it's like having a language that goes deeper than words."

Miss Patricia's eyes lit up. "That's beautiful, Jaime. And very you. I have the perfect piece of music—something by Ólafur Arnalds. It builds slowly, leaves room for interpretation, has these moments of pure emotion."

They spent the next hour working through ideas, and Jaime felt something clicking into place. This solo wasn't just about performing—it was about sharing something true about herself with the world.

But that evening, as she spread her homework across her bed, that atmospheric awareness spiked again. Something was wrong in the house—not physically wrong, but energetically wrong. The electromagnetic hum of their cottage felt different. Anxious. Expectant.

Her parents' voices drifted from the kitchen, too low to make out words but carrying an undertone that made her skin prickle with the same sensation she got before thunderstorms. Not angry voices, but serious ones. Important ones.

She tried to focus on her maths homework, but the numbers seemed to blur together. The storm feeling was building again, not in the sky this time, but in her life itself.

Finally, she heard her name called.

"Jaime," Mum's voice came from the kitchen, "we need to talk to you about something."

As Jaime walked downstairs, every step felt like walking toward a cliff edge. The house around her felt charged with possibility and dread in equal measure.

She found her parents sitting at the kitchen table with expressions she couldn't quite read, and something in their posture made all her dancing confidence drain away.

"What's wrong?" The question came out smaller than she'd intended.

Dad cleared his throat, the way he did when he had to deliver difficult news. "Nothing's wrong, love. Actually, something very good has happened. I've been offered a promotion—a really significant one."

Relief flooded through Jaime for about half a second, until she noticed they still didn't look happy.

"The thing is," Mum said gently, taking her hand, "the position isn't here in Ballarat."

"Where is it?" But even as she asked, Jaime knew she didn't want to hear the answer.

"Queensland. A place called Coopers Creek, about an hour west of Charleville." Dad's words came out in a rush, as if saying them quickly would make them easier to hear.

Jaime stared at him. "How far is that from here?"

The look her parents exchanged told her everything. "About fifteen hundred kilometres," Dad said quietly.

The number hit her like a physical blow. "Fifteen hundred..." She couldn't even finish the sentence. That wasn't just far—that was another world entirely. "We're moving?"

"The job starts in five weeks," Dad continued. "I know it's sudden, and I know how hard this is, but this is a real opportunity for our family. Better salary, a house provided by the company, and eventually I'll be managing the entire regional water district."

"Five weeks?" Jaime's voice cracked. "But the showcase is in three weeks. My solo, the choreography Miss Patricia and I planned—"

"I know, sweetheart," Mum said, and Jaime could see she was struggling not to cry. "I'm so sorry about the timing. But maybe Miss Patricia could help you find a dance school in Queensland—"

"In Coopers Creek?" Jaime stood up so quickly her chair scraped against the floor. "Mum, you just said it's an hour from Charleville! There won't be any dance schools. There probably won't be anything!"

And with those words, her perfect world began to fracture.

But as the thunder of this life-changing news rolled through her consciousness, and her parents began explaining logistics and opportunities and how this would be better for everyone in the long run, Jaime could have sworn she heard something impossible beneath their voices—her own voice, older and more confident, calling her name from somewhere very far away.

When she jolted slightly, focusing back on her parents' explanations about packing and school transfers and new beginnings, the voice was gone. But outside the kitchen window, a single diamond-patterned snake scale had appeared against the glass, as if it had been waiting for her to notice it in this moment of upheaval.
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Chapter 2: Moving to a new town in rural Australia
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Even days later "What's wrong?" The question hung in the air like smoke, and Jaime could see from her parents' faces that everything was about to change.

The next few weeks passed in a blur of packing boxes, tearful goodbyes, and the surreal experience of watching her entire life get dismantled piece by piece. The showcase went on without her. Sophie sent videos, but Jaime couldn't bear to watch them.

Miss Patricia gave her a long hug on her last day at the studio. "This isn't the end, Jaime," she whispered. "Dance will find you wherever you are. I promise."

But as Jaime watched Ballarat disappear in the rear-view mirror of their loaded car, those words felt impossibly distant.

The first few hours of driving weren't so bad. They passed through familiar Victorian countryside, rolling green hills dotted with sheep and the occasional small town. Jaime dozed in the backseat, surrounded by boxes and suitcases, trying to pretend this was just a long holiday.

But somewhere past Bendigo, the landscape began to change in ways that made her increasingly uneasy.

"Welcome to the real Australia," Dad said cheerfully, as if this was supposed to be exciting.

Jaime looked out the window and saw... nothing. Endless stretches of brown earth, scrubby bushes, and a horizon that seemed impossibly far away. The green hills of home gave way to something that looked like the surface of Mars.

But it was more than the visual strangeness that unsettled her. The very air felt different here—charged, expectant, as if the landscape itself was holding its breath. Every kilometre took them further from everything she'd ever known and deeper into country that seemed to operate by different rules.

They stopped for the night in Dubbo, checking into a roadside motel that smelled like industrial carpet cleaner and cigarettes. Jaime lay awake on the unfamiliar bed, listening to the sounds of trucks on the highway and trying not to think about how far they still had to go.

The electromagnetic sensation that had started during her final weeks in Ballarat was getting stronger out here. Every step on the red earth when they stopped for breaks sent tiny jolts through her feet, like static electricity but warmer, more alive.

"How much longer?" she asked over breakfast at the motel's café.

"Another full day," Dad replied, spreading jam on his toast. "We should reach Coopers Creek by late afternoon."

The second day was worse than the first. Hour after hour of red dirt and sparse vegetation, broken only by the occasional roadhouse or tiny settlement that looked like it was hanging on by sheer stubbornness. By the time they stopped for lunch in a town called Cobar, which consisted of a roadhouse, a pub, and not much else, Jaime felt like they were driving off the edge of the world.

The heat hit her like a wall when she got out of the car—dry, relentless heat that seemed to suck the moisture from her skin instantly.

"It's only October," she said weakly. "What's it like in summer?"

The woman behind the counter at the roadhouse overheard and laughed. "You're moving to Coopers Creek? Hope you like it hot, love. Gets up to forty-five degrees out there in January. Sometimes more."

Forty-five degrees. Jaime tried to imagine dancing in that heat and couldn't.

Back in the car, the landscape became even more desolate. Red dirt stretched in every direction, broken only by the occasional cluster of struggling trees or a mob of kangaroos that bounded away as their car approached.

"Look!" Mum pointed excitedly. "Kangaroos! Aren't they beautiful?"

They were beautiful, in a wild, alien way. But they also made Jaime realise just how far from civilisation they were traveling. In Ballarat, the most exotic wildlife you might see was the occasional possum in your back garden. Here, kangaroos were apparently so common they warranted roadside warning signs.
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