
        
            
                
            
        


A Belinda Robinson Novel, Book 1:

Belinda and the Witch's Cat

 

[image: Image]

 

By Margaret Pearce

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[image: Image]

http://www.writers-exchange.com/

 

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Belinda Robinson Novel, Book 1: Belinda and the Witch's Cat

Copyright 2011, 2015, 2025

Writers Exchange E-Publishing

PO Box 372

ATHERTON  QLD  4883

 

Cover Art by: Odile Stamanne

 

Published by Writers Exchange E-Publishing

http://www.writers-exchange.com

 

ISBN: 978-1-921636-44-8  

 

The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 (five) years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

Names, characters and incidents depicted in this book are products of the author's imagination and are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission from the publisher.

 


 

 

 

Contents

 

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

About the Author

A Belinda Robinson Novel

Catch Me If You Can

Caught in Willaburra

Jumping Into Trouble Series

Marmaduke

Sherry Sharples

The Altar of Shulaani Series

The Convertible Couch

The Edge of Forever

The Feud of Lovelace Court

The Misfit

The Mystery of the Third Seal

The Scarlett Quest

The Secret in the Compost Bin

The Wingless Fairy Series

Upcoming Books



 


 

 

 

Chapter 1

 

Belinda lay in her bed and stared through the darkness at the pale square of the window. Against it the shadow of the big gum sighed and rustled.  

It would have been a nice night to sit on the porch and study the stars, wrapped in the companionable silence of her mother and father, except she had been bundled off to bed early. She wondered what they were arguing about.

"I won't!" came her father's rumble. 

The protest in the rumble lowered, as her mother's clear accented voice dropped to a whisper.

The smell of coffee wafted up the passage with the suggestive clink of cups. They were having coffee, and not inviting her!  They had pushed her off to bed like a baby, because they wanted to discuss or argue about something.

Belinda blinked back tears.  It was bad enough having a father getting transferred all the time because he was an executive with a big company.

Now just as she was getting settled in her new home, in her new district and her new school, her mother was going to have to go away. Tonight was her last night home. She had been ill for ages with some mystery virus.

"A couple of months rest under nursing care will give her a chance to recover properly," the cheerful young doctor had assured the family.  

Belinda made her decision. She wasn't going to be pushed off to bed while things happened. She padded down the passageway, and paused at the kitchen door, blinking in the light. 

Her mother's thin intense face turned, and the silky brows arched over the gleaming green eyes. "Not asleep, darling?"
     Belinda shook her head.

"Should be in bed," grumbled her father.

He was large and untidy, and every hair on his dark head stood on end.  Belinda took after him, in that she had dark hair, and perhaps one day would be quite tall. 

She wished she had either his warm twinkling brown eyes, or her mother's gleaming green eyes. When she looked in a mirror, her grey eyes didn't seem to belong with either her mother or her father.

Belinda stared from her father back to her mother without speaking.  She thought about the dreadful fact that her mother was not going to be home when she came back from school tomorrow. 

"We can visit every weekend," promised her father, his brow wrinkling with the intensity of his promise. He knew what she was feeling.

"It's not the same."  Belinda felt her voice start to quaver.

Her mother straightened narrow shoulders and looked at her. Belinda choked back the sob. It would never do to cry like a baby.

"That's better. After school tomorrow, Daddy will drive you to the airport."

"The airport?"

"To collect your grandmother."

"I've got a grandmother?" 

Belinda thought about that. Everybody else in the world had grandmothers and other relatives except her, Belinda Anne Robinson. All she had was a father who kept getting transferred, so they shifted from place to place, and a mother who painted.

"Everybody has grandmothers." He looked worried, unhappy and mulish, all at the same time.

"What's she like?"

"Just a grandmother, like any other grandmother," answered her mother. A secret look of amusement went over her pale face. "She will look after you both while I'm away."

"Now, off to bed," ordered her father. "You'll meet her tomorrow."

"I'm sure you'll get on - it's never dull while Matilda's around," promised her mother.

Belinda sighed, kissed her parents, and padded back to her bedroom. As she became drowsy, she again wondered just what had her parents been arguing over?

 


 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

The next morning, Belinda woke feeling unhappy. This was the morning her mother was going away.

She pulled her doona up to her chin, and stared across at the painting on the wall. Her mother had painted it for her. It was a bush scene by moonlight. Everything was silver and blue, the trees and hills luminous, with small details standing out strongly.

The house wouldn't be the same without her mother and her paintings. She was used to coming home and opening the door to the comforting indescribable smell of paints and turpentine, and the untidy scatter of canvases all over the house.

Sometimes there was the excitement of strangers, drinking coffee, framing pictures, organizing catalogues and collecting and delivering parcels for the exhibitions.

Only once had she made the mistake of bringing one of her class mates home after school. Peggy's brown eyes had opened wide at the splodge of orange paint on her saucer, as she nibbled at her scone, and wrinkled her nose at the overpowering smell of turpentine mixing with the smell of hot scones.

"I think your mother is odd," she had whispered.

"She is not!" Belinda was furious.

Peggy shrugged. She didn't bother to invite Belinda to play with her any more. Belinda didn't really care, but she was just a bit lonely. With her father having to travel every few weeks, and her mother rushing around with her exhibitions, nobody seemed to have time to talk to her.   

If she'd had a brother, or a sister, or even a spare cousin, it wouldn't have been so bad. She never seemed to find a friend of her very own. Or if she did, she lost them when they moved again.

The bright morning light flooded the kitchen, and her spirits lifted. Nothing could be too bad with the sun streaming through the curtains, and the bacon spluttering in the pan.  

Even her father sprawled on his chair watching the toaster was somehow comforting. In a few minutes, lazy spirals of black smoke would billow out, as the toaster took advantage of a split-second lapse in his attention to burn the toast, as it did almost every morning.

"Morning, Mummy. Hi, Daddy."

"Good morning, Belinda." Her mother smiled at Belinda, neat in jeans and blouse, her hair in its long plait down her back.

Her father also smiled, and the toaster, in obedience to some long-standing law, started to smoke. The smell of burning toast filled the kitchen.

"Dash it!" her father roared, as he grabbed at it.

Belinda relaxed. The kitchen felt so normal it was hard to believe her mother was going away. Then out of the corner of her eye she noticed the two cases crouching against the wall.

Suddenly, the smell of bacon made her stomach turn over. The despair grew. She glared at the clock on the mantelpiece ticking its way through her last minutes with her mother.

"Don't forget your lunch," prompted her father, as he glanced at the clock.

Belinda put it in her bag, and gave her mother one last tight desperate hug. A lump stuck in her throat, as if her breakfast hadn't gone down properly.

"It's not the end of the world, Belinda," comforted her mother.

"See you," Belinda muttered, and fled, her bag bumping against her legs as she ran.

As she reached the school, she slowed down. Girls huddled in groups, talking and giggling. She edged around them. She thought they were all silly, the way they squealed and giggled. Anyhow, they never asked her to join them.

She found a vacant bench and watched the squad practising basketball. Without the supervision of a teacher, they argued more than they practised. 

This morning the school ground resounded to the high, shrill accusations. The voice of the umpire floated higher and shriller above the rest.

"Out."

"It's in."

"Out."

"I saw it go in."

"Out."

"You just weren't looking."

Belinda wrinkled her nose at the tone of that last voice. That was Amanda Jones. She was a snooty pig of the first order. She never let anyone in the class forget that her parents used to own most of the town.

The bell went. There was a scatter for Assembly. The small umpire came racing up beside Belinda, blonde curls bobbing, and the whistle swinging around her neck.

"Hi, Kate," Belinda said shyly. She rather liked Kate, who was friendly and seemed nice, except when umpiring.

"Hi," Kate returned.

"I'm going to the airport to meet my grandmother this afternoon," Belinda confided.

Kate looked interested. "Didn't know you had one. Where's she coming from?"

Belinda was taken aback. "I don't know," she admitted.

Where was her grandmother coming from?  Planes came from interstate as well as overseas.

The day dragged on. Belinda daydreamed behind her books. It was hard to concentrate on schoolwork with the prospect of meeting a new grandmother in front of her.  

After school she ran over to where her father waited in his big black car. 

"Is Mum all right?" was her first question.

"Quite settled in, and sends her love."

The car accelerated into the line of traffic. They were hurtling along the freeway, before Belinda remembered.

"Where is Grandmother coming from?"

Her father shrugged.

"I mean, is she coming in from overseas, or just interstate?" Goodness, Belinda thought, parents can be irritating.

There was still silence. Sometimes her father had trouble picking out the right words to answer questions. It never did to hustle him.

"Your grandmother travels a lot. She could be coming in on an overseas plane, or just a local one."

"Don't you like Grandmother?"

Belinda remembered the argument she had tried to listen to the night before. Had it been Grandmother they were arguing about, or something else?

"Where would you get a silly idea like that?" 

"Well?"

Belinda's father drove in silence. He ran a hand through his hair so it sprang up, heightening his likeness to a bad-tempered bear. 

"Your grandmother isn't used to staying put for longer than a few weeks. I can't see that she will enjoy looking after us for so long," he said at last.

"Do you think she will go away again?"

The silence was answer enough. Her father obviously did think so, but didn't like to say it. Still, even if she didn't stay long she was still a grandmother. Belinda cheered up.

When they reached the airport, she stayed close to her father. He was a reassuring bulwark against the confusion that swirled around her.

There were people everywhere, overflowing the spacious lounges and the long open corridors. The loudspeaker boomed out messages and instructions all the time.

Belinda wondered if she would be able to pick out her own grandmother. She watched a plump old lady with a serene pink face approach the desk. She would make a nice grandmother.

"Young man," said the old lady, "you have mislaid my luggage again."

Belinda's father remained where he was, hands in his pockets and a scowl on his face. So that old lady wasn't her grandmother!

A tall thin lady with a piercing laugh, and a wilted fur slung over her shoulder, clicked up to the desk on high pointy shoes. Belinda shrunk closer to her father. Wouldn't it be awful if she was her grandmother?

She suddenly became aware she was being watched. She turned and stared at the gleaming light green eyes level with her own. 

The owner of the eyes was an old lady with silky white hair tucked under a pretty straw hat, and a dimple starting at the side of her mouth.

"Grandmother!" 

Belinda flung herself at the little old lady with happy recognition. It was like greeting an old friend rather than meeting a new one. Grandmother's face seemed familiar, and somehow comforting, just like her mother's.

"Good afternoon, Matilda. Did you have a good trip?" Belinda's large father bent down to kiss the little lady.  

Was he scared of Grandmother? Belinda wondered. He looked for all the world as if he expected her to bite him. 

He patted at her arm in a timid manner. "Car's outside. Where's your luggage?"

"Over there."

Belinda's grandmother walked with precise steps on tiny feet, shod in flat-heeled buckled shoes. There was a familiar fragrance about her.

"You're exactly like Mum," Belinda confided.

Her father muttered something under his breath. Grandmother slanted a glance up at him and laughed, a clear irrepressible gurgle.
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