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      From 200 feet up, I saw rain splatter my window. Waves crashed against cliffs, and lightning flashed in the sky with wild energy. My fifth-floor room, one of the highest, has the best views of the sea and storms. Lightning strikes so close. It's thrilling, but never hits. I timed the storm, knowing lightning would strike near my room in two minutes.

      "Ding!" My dumbwaiter chimed. I slid it open, grabbing snacks. "Cherry cake, yum!" I said, sniffing its warmth. I’ve been in my room since morning, avoiding my Grandfather Earl’s. He arrived today for a visit. I didn't want to chat or answer questions about my missing Oddiesty.

      I guess you’re wondering what an Oddiesty is, too? Well, I didn’t realise what it was until I was old enough to understand it. Nor did I know how it worked until I was four years old, and I saw my father on fire. Yes, on fire. I watched as flames rose all over him as he stood by the fire, still reading his paper. He didn’t even flinch. Somehow, he miraculously switched it off without even a red mark on him.

      “What was that?” I said, shaking, to my father, who had been set ablaze, turning his newspaper with black ash. He didn’t seem fazed by it at all as he smiled at me. Smoke still came out of his ears and nose as he clicked his fingers, and a flame appeared again.

      “It is my Oddiesty, Del.. Someday, you will have your own.”

      I’m Delilah Boogie, but everyone calls me Del in the family. I have been since the moment I was born. We are the Boogies. Have lived in Cherry Gardens for over 800 years. A long time, huh?

      “I’ll be able to set myself on fire?” I said, shaking in my brown boots, patting down my hair, hoping it hadn’t already happened. “Is that why you don’t have a lot of hair on your head?”

      “No.” My father laughed, patting down his thinning brown hair with its reddish strands. “That’s genetics.”

      This went on all throughout the night, me asking silly questions about everything Oddity-related. My father told me we have a rare genetic function that makes us have a strange ability. It can come at any time in our lives, usually from the ages of four to fourteen years of age, and it could be anything—creating fire, turning into water or wind, even changing your face into a bulldog. I guess to normal folk it would be called strange, dangerous even, depending on your ability. But we just call it our Oddiesty. Simply a strange gene inside us that is unique to us. We also live in a secret society, so secretive that no one from outside our society knows about us. Not even you.

      There is usually not a day that goes by that something doesn’t happen to at least one of us in our family. I could go on and on about our stories. It’s difficult being in a dysfunctional family, and well, mine is as dysfunctional as it gets. I once dreamed of living a normal life; you know, the boring kind, one where nothing ever interesting happens to you. You're just pacing through life with nothing to show for it. You're just normal, like everyone else around you. I thought that would be better for me and my family. I was wrong. Being in my family is a lot more interesting than I thought.

      "The storm's here!" I squealed. Thunder roared. I watched Uncle Avery in his white coat by the cliffs, fixing rods in the rain. "No explosions this time," I whispered. His goggles shield him from disasters, explaining his spiky white hair and occasional ear smoke. I wish I were out there with him.

      This storm felt different—clouds hung low, thunder lingered, and lightning changed colours, striking over the house. There is always something about the storms here that intrigues me. It makes me feel all fuzzy inside. This storm is more electrifying. I wish I were outside watching it. Feeling the rain, wind and watching the skies light up. But I am not allowed, never allowed out when a storm is outside Cherry Gardens.

      Lightning struck so close to my window. I fell back, seeing black dots. I shook it off and stood, waving to Avery, who couldn't see me in the dark. The house lights were out, only my fire glowing. Another flash lingered between sky and rod.

      "Wow!" I gasped. "What’s that?"

      A bright blue flash sparked at Maggie's Cliff, revealing what looked like a small girl walking out of the flashing lightning. She stood on the grass for a second, looked around, then shot back into the air. I shook my head and rubbed my eyes.

      “I must have been seeing things.”

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter 2


          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      The storm passed over quickly last night. I thought about the girl I thought I saw coming out of the lightning. Did I imagine it, or was someone there?

      I'd tossed all night, wondering about it. What sort of Oddiesty was it that allowed someone to travel in a storm like that? If I had been outside, I might have been able to see her properly. Now I will need to wait to go outside and investigate.

      “Del, breakfast,” calls my mother from downstairs.

      My mother always knew she had an Oddiesty ever since she could remember. Ghosts would always just be there, smiling at her in her cot, making funny faces at her, making her laugh. Her first childhood friend was her five-year-old late cousin who died over 523 years before my mother was even born. They would get up to so much mischief together.

      “Good morning, Del,” says the ghost hanging from the picture frame.

      “Good morning,” I say back.

      “Did you enjoy the storm?”

      It was a terrible, odd Storm last night. Had your Grandfather Earl in a tiff when he came in from outside,”

      “What was he doing outside in the storm?” I asked the ghost flossing his teeth through his picture on the wall.

      “What is your Grandfather Earl ever not up to something?” huffs the ghost before disappearing.

      I agreed with the ghost and all the other 500 ghosts lurking in this house. Most of them are good and prefer to wander alone. Others don’t like noise or slamming doors. Even though they make loud sounds in the middle of the night. Always woke me up at all hours with their stamping footsteps, loud wails, or even just general chit-chat. There aren’t any bad poltergeists. So my mother says. So far, that is. Most ghosts leave when it is their time to pass on, and they have done their 666 years. That means others can come along and, well, cause havoc if they want. They hope Grandfather Earl doesn’t decide to stay in this house after his passing.

      I wondered if I would get an Oddiesty like my mother’s. Everyone says I’m a mini version of her. We have the same long brown curly hair, green eyes, and cherry-red cheeks. I look a lot like my mother when she was my age, and I do see ghosts, as does everyone else in this house. But not the way my mother does. I’m considered a “Late Boogie Bloomer,” so they say in our culture. One that doesn’t receive their Oddiesty until much later in life. I’m in the short ten per cent that it happens to. I wasn’t too worried since my father had been the same.

      “Good morning, Mother,” I say. My mother smiled while munching on my breakfast. The smell of cherries was warm in the air. I see a lovely bowl of cherry porridge. A cherry jam jar was on toast. “Good morning, Father.”

      “Good morning, Del,” said my father, reading the paper The Oddiesty Times, with a magnifying glass attached to his eye to inspect the small written columns.

      “Good morning, Del,” says my mother finally after finishing her mouthful of porridge. “Can you go find your twin brothers?” she asks, buttering her cherry toast.

      “Okay,” I said before I could even mention what I saw in the storm. I headed up the stairs to find my twin brothers.

      “Jack, John, come downstairs,” I shouted out on the second floor. “Come on, I’m not in the mood.”

      They never want to do as they are told. They are the sort to love to put salt in your sugar bowl, put insects in your cereal when you are not looking, or worse, wait until you open a door, so they can pour stained red dye all over you. That stuff is impossible to get out, you know.

      “You will have to come find us,” cried out the twins.

      It seemed to have echoed all over the second floor. I took little notice. I carried on up. I stomped my feet toward their room. I stamped each step up, hoping they got the picture.

      “Jack, John, come on. Just do as you're told for once.”

      “Come play hide and seek with us, Del,” Jack shouted out. “You will never guess what has just happened?”

      “Come get us, Del,” shouted John, giggling.

      “Del, I’m over here.”

      “No, I’m here.”

      “Where are you?” I shouted back, getting very frustrated.

      I walk on. But I was confused about where their voices were coming from. I was looking around, listening out. I reached their floor. I mean, it is hard to tell Jack and John apart as it is. They look very similar. They are identical apart from John having green eyes, like my mother and me, and Jack having blue eyes, like my father. They have even got the brown, reddish hair my father has. I can easily tell them apart. Jack acts more selfish than John sometimes. John can be a better liar when it comes to it.

      I listened out, hearing the twins giggling. I wondered how many voices I thought I could hear. It seemed like it was more than two. Maybe a dozen or more. But that was impossible, right? I could have sworn I heard more than two giggling voices. But it wasn’t possible, I knew that. Those twin brothers of mine were up to something again. They always were.

      “What is going on?” I called out. “Where are you up to now?”

      That was when I saw Jack run behind me from the hallway. I chased after him. Then I saw him with John and another Jack and another John. I saw over 20 pairs of Jacks and Johns, even more giggling, laughing, play-fighting, shouting, swinging on the jungle gym. Yes, they have a jungle gym in their room. It is one of the few toys that keeps them preoccupied for most of the day. Anyway, I thought my eyes were deceiving me. But there they all were. I knew straight away they had found their Oddiesty. I was happy, of course, but envious at the same time. I knew they would never let me live it down.

      “Mom, Dad,” I screamed in horror. My throat ached from the shock. I felt like I was punched in the gut. “Mom, Dad, something terrible has happened.”

      I could hear them running up the stairs, shuffling their feet loudly. They raced in behind me.
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      “Jack, John, you got your Oddiesty,” I stammered under my breath with folded arms and a frowning face.

      “Ah, how wonderful,” said my father with burning hair, flaming in the air. “Congratulations, boys.”

      My mother clapped with joy. Both grinned from ear to ear.

      “I guess it is time for a Boogie party,” smiled my mother, staring at the boys in admiration.

      I wanted to cry, scream and just run away. It couldn’t have happened to me first. I was waiting longer, but no, the twins got their Oddiesty before me. I stared at them. My face was red with rage, while they mocked me. All 20 of them.
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