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         For half his life Andrew Daddo has worked as a TV presenter in both Australia and America. But his real passion is writing
            for young people, and from the publication of his first book, Sprung! (2001), it was clear that he is a born storyteller.
         

         
         Further hilarious adventures of Fergus Kipper and his family followed in Sprung Again!, You’re Dropped!, Dacked! and Flushed!
            – all of them bestsellers – illustrated by Terry Denton. Monkey Baa Productions adapted Sprung! for the stage and it toured
            nationally in 2004.
         

         
         Andrew has also written a series of much-loved chapter books for young readers, illustrated by Craig Smith: Writing in Wet
            Cement, Creepy Cool, Dog of a Day and Girl Trap. Then in 2005 his first picture book, Good Night, Me, with Emma Quay became
            a runaway bestseller.
         

         
         You can discover the rest of Andrew’s story at
 www.andrewdaddo.com.
         

         
      


   
      
      

      
      
         
         Readers love Terry Denton’s work in Duck for Cover, Gasp! and the ‘Just’ series for its high energy and cheeky sense of humour, but that’s not the whole story. Ducky’s Nest, the award-winning Felix and Alexander and Passing On show a gentler, lyrical side to his work, and children around the world have loved the distinctive look he gave the Lift Off television series. Among his most recent books are the Storymaze adventures.
         

         
         Over the years, Terry has drawn thousands of pictures for adventures with all sorts of surprises in them: one day he’ll get
            sprung for some of them!
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      Twitch

      
      ‘Are you coming in?’ asked Dad as he hitched his speedos a bit higher up his back than they needed to be.
      

      
      ‘Yeah, hang on,’ I said. The surf was huge. I tightened the drawstring of my boardies so they wouldn’t fall down.

      
      ‘You’re not wearing those, are you?’

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘Your shorts. You’re not swimming in them, surely.’
      

      
      ‘Yeah,’ I said, pointing at his slingers. ‘There’s no way you’d catch me dead in those things. They’re off.’

      
      He shook his head. ‘You can’t swim in board shorts, not here. Not properly. It’s okay to wear them at the pool, when you’re
         training for the swim team, but cripes, son, not bodysurfing. They’ll drag you under, hold you back. Shorts slow you down,
         Fergus.’
      

      
      ‘But don’t they do that if you’re at swimming training, too?’ I had him and he knew it. That was why he took so long to answer.
         He dug his toes into the sand and smiled. “That’s right, son,” I expected him to say. “You really are from your mother’s side
         of the family, aren’t you? You got her smarts.” He disappointed me.
      

      
      ‘Fergus, when I swam for the Y—as in MCA—the first thing I learnt from Coach Rindt—who was Austrian, you know. He would have
         coached the Austrian swim team if they’d had one.’ Nod, nod, nod. ‘Well, the first thing he taught me was: “Wezistance is ze key. Wezist, wezist, wezist.” He made us swim in army shorts.
         All those pockets made it harder to drag them, and therefore ourselves, through the water. So, by the time we slipped into
         our racing cossies, always two sizes too small—and not because that was comfortable—there was less wezistance and we swam
         much faster. You see?’ I saw. I saw my dad in speedos two sizes too small with his gut hanging over the front of them and
         his back fat hanging over his butt.
      

      
      Nice!

      
      ‘Besides, when you get out of the water, your shorts are all wet and cold and they stick to you like a shower curtain. It’s
         disgusting.’ He was right
      

      about that. Sometimes shower curtains did seem to have a life of their own, the way they wrapped themselves around you. And
         it was disgusting. Not long-straight-hairs-growing-around-your-nipples-like-Clint-had-disgusting; just plain old disgusting. But cold, sticky board shorts weren’t a big price to pay for looking cool.
      

      
      ‘I’ll be right,’ I said. He shook his head again and waded into the water. It was cold. He took granny’s footsteps in. I ran
         past him, kicking spray up everywhere before I dived under the shore break. It was easy, like doing somersaults on a trampoline,
         or bunny-hopping your bike: one of those things that you can’t seem to do until you can, and then you wonder how there was
         ever a time when you couldn’t.
      

      
      I still get scared of the surf sometimes, but on those days I don’t go in. I get a “recurring ear infection” or something
         like that so I can actually swim, but can’t put my head under. Then I blame Mum and Dad for not getting me ear grommets when
         I was a giblet, which is strange in itself, because now I am a grommet.
      

      
      I wasn’t that scared—not really. It was just that it might have been better to work out how to get under a little wave before trying to
         duck under a borrie. That was what we called the big ones. And that was the first kind of wave I met on my Simon Anderson Twinny: a classic board according to Dad; an antique to others.
      

      
      It was a day like today, pretty hot, early in the swimming season with a decent swell smashing the shore. I’d been at Dad
         for ages to get me a surfboard—a real one, not a foamy—and he finally gave in. He picked up a dinged twin-fin at a garage
         sale that Mum had dragged him to. It would have been good once. The sunburst paint job would have been pretty flash and the
         swallowtail would have had both its points. Now, one was missing and some loser had used packing tape to try and keep the
         water out, while the other had fibreglass lifting off the foam. The nose had gone missing, too. Electrical duct tape was keeping
         the rough edges at bay.
      

      
      When they came home with it, I’d been looking out through the lounge room windows. I saw it on the roof of the Magna and rushed
         to check it out. Clint had seen it, too. He bumped me into the umbrella rack at the front door and beat me to Mum and Dad.
      

      
      ‘Whoa!’ said Dad, sounding like a jockey.

      
      ‘Give us a look,’ said Clint. ‘Is it mine?’
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      I caught up to him in time to hear Dad’s answer. ‘It’s mine, actually. But you boys can borrow it. If you’re good.’
      

      
      ‘Yeah, right!’ said Clint, sounding bored and looking anything but. He’d perfected that combination.

      
      ‘Yeah, right. Yeah, whatever, yeah, yeah, yeah,’ said Dad. He shook his head. Clint smiled.

      
      ‘So, you going to give us a look?’ asked Clint again.

      
      I couldn’t wait. I knew it was mine. It had to be. Dad pulled it off the roof racks and leant it against the car. ‘It’s a
         classic.’ He smiled.
      

      
      ‘It’s a relic,’ said Clint.

      
      ‘Where’s the other fin?’ I asked.

      
      ‘It’s a twin-fin.’ Dad smirked at the board—or drooled, actually. ‘An original SA—Simon Anderson.’ He nodded, as if we would
         know what a big deal an SA was.
      

      
      ‘Sorry, I was wrong about the relic bit. It’s an antique. It’s all yours, Fergus. That’s if Dad’ll share it with you.’ Clint
         sloped off.
      

      
      ‘I knew he’d be like that,’ said Dad. ‘My dad reckons I was, too, but apparently I grew out of it. I look back and wish I’d
         never grown into it. I actually remember forgiving my father for being such a loser when I was between the ages of fourteen and twenty-three. What a pain.’ I must have been looking at him strangely, because he shook his head and smiled at
         me. ‘It’s yours.’
      

      
      ‘I knew it!’ I’d been bugging him to get me a surfboard for ages and not a foamy or a boogie, but the real deal: the sort
         of board that’d make people look at me and go, “Oh yeah, baby. He ain’t in the flags no more.”
      

      
      See, a surfboard—a real one—is as much about freedom as it is about surfing. That’s a fact, and it wasn’t Clint who told me,
         either. You can’t ride a fibreglass board between the flags, even if you want to. That means you have to go outside the flags,
         where it’s dangerous; where it’s not patrolled. Where fast rips lurk like shadows. Where bodysurfers and boogie boarders—the speed humps of the surfing community—have
         no rights. Where it’s cool. And that was where I was heading.
      

      
      I looked at the board again. It was pretty good, even if it was missing a fin. I asked Dad about it.

      
      ‘It’s not missing anything, really. You’re stirring me, aren’t you? I told you, it’s a twin-fin. A Simon Anderson. An original.
         You know him? SA—the wounded seagull?’ I shook my head and he shook his. ‘He’s a legend, dead set, and that’s not because
         we were just about best mates and I sat next to him in physics and practically helped him invent the twin-fin, either.’ He ran his hand along the rail of the board towards the fins, but pulled it off the edge quickly. A
         ding in the rail had bitten him. He sucked the blood from his hand and before continuing mumbled something about sanding the
         rails. ‘This is the innovation that revolutionised surfing for eternity,’ he said.
      

      
      ‘Really? And you invented it?’

      
      ‘Practically, yeah. You see, Simon, or “S” as I call him, would spend the whole of physics drawing pictures of waves and little
         surfers smashing the lip, doing cutbacks, re-entries, getting barrels—you name it.’
      

      
      ‘Did he do any work, as in school work?’

      
      ‘No. He borrowed mine,’ said Dad, his head a bit wobbly. ‘But he always gave it back. Anyway, one day, he did this really
         cool picture of a guy doing a huge reo. It was massive and he showed it to me and said, “Dude, whenever I do these, l lose
         my edge, dude. You know, like, it’s like my skeg can’t hack the angle, dude, you know, and it pops, dude. Yeah? I wish I had
         another skeg on the side, yeah? Like, to hold the edge. Yeah, dude?”
      

      
      ‘I nodded at him, and was about to say, “Good idea, S. Why don’t you dump the middle fin and put one on each side, then your
         rail’d suck like nitro,” when Mr Woodhouse, our teacher, had one of his famous meltdowns, kicked Simon out of class and told him never to come back. And guess what! He didn’t. He ripped that
         middle fin out and stuck one near each edge and became the father of the twin. The next time I saw him he was the world surfing
         champion. He was just down the road here, at North Steyne, in a swish car with not one, but two hot girls in those string bikinis, being interviewed for a TV show. I went over and said, “Hey, S, how you doing? We should
         catch up.” And he said, “Sure, dude. I’ve still got your number. I’ll call you.” “Cool!” I said to him.’
      

      
      ‘Has he called?’ I asked. It’d be pretty cool if Dad was friends with a world champion surfer, even if I had never heard of him.
      

      
      ‘Yeah, I’m pretty sure he did. A few times, actually. It’s just that those were the days before answering machines and mobile
         phones. So, if you weren’t home, you missed the call. And even though I spent heaps of time waiting, I just couldn’t always
         be home, you know? I’m pretty sure that’s when he called.’ Nod, nod, nod.
      

      
      ‘Right.’ I wondered if he was taking the mickey.

      
      ‘I’ll get some sandpaper and let’s see if we can’t rub a few of the hard edges off this bad boy. It might be worth sharpening
         up the nose a bit and hacking some of the bulk from the swallow-tail, too.’ He pretended to do a cutback off the side fence. I didn’t want to look. ‘By the time we’re finished, it’ll look the
         same as the boards the lads are using now.’ A wave of relief washed over me. Nice.
      

      
      Clint came back and had another look at the board. ‘Did you know that Dad practically invented the twin-fin?’ I said to him.
         ‘He knows Simon Anderson, the guy who did.’
      

      
      ‘The guy who did what?’ asked Clint.
      

      
      ‘Invented the twin fin. “S.”’ I pointed at the SA in the middle of the sunburst. ‘Him. Simon Anderson.’

      
      ‘What?’ asked Clint, his voice climbing like a chopper. ‘Simon Anderson didn’t invent the twin-fin. He fixed it. He invented the thruster.’
      

      
      ‘That must be what Dad meant. Der!’
      

      
      ‘Der’s right,’ said Clint. ‘It looks okay, I s’pose. When do we get to try it out?’
      

      
      ‘When do I get to try it out, you mean? It’s mine, not ours.’
      

      
      ‘Why’d you get it? You get everything!’

      
      ‘Yeah, I get everything after you or Lizzie have finished with it. That’s when I get everything. This time I get something
         first. Suffer!’
      

      
      ‘Daaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaad?’ wailed Clint. But I knew it was no good. The board was mine. Cool. No more flags, no more lifeguards, no more old men in hitched-up speedos and flippers getting in my way. Cool was right, dude:
         even if it was a twin-fin.
      

      
      Dad and I went to the hardware shop and bought a fibreglass repair kit that probably cost more than the board. He was fired
         up—in a good way. We got to work sanding, fixing dings, reshaping the nose and the swallowtail. By the time Mum called us
         in for dinner the board looked like a patchwork quilt of gaffer tape, sanding lines and new resin. Dad stood it up in an old
         garbage bin full of water.
      

      
      ‘The new glass gets hot. It’s a chemical reaction between the hardener and the resin. If you keep it in cold water, it won’t
         crack. Smart, huh?’
      

      
      You bet, I thought. ‘How do you know all this stuff, Dad?’ I was gaining a new respect for this man who was becoming more embarrassing
         every day.
      

      
      ‘I told you. S and I were mates. Besides, my old man was a weekend canoeist. We probably spent more time patching the canoe
         than he did putting holes in it. Sometimes I used to help him and, until now, I thought I hated it.’
      

      
      ‘What, dinging the canoe or fixing it?’ He punched me in the guts, but not hard enough to hurt. ‘I’ll do the comedy around
         here, champ.’ He walked to the back of the shed and over his shoulder it sounded as if he said, “Let’s get a beer.” Then he
         definitely said, ‘I’ll kill him,’ after he opened his beer fridge.
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      ‘Cliiiiiiiiiiiiint! Dead set!’ he growled at me. ‘If you kids are going to nick my beer, replace it.’ I could see two cans
         in the fridge. I was guessing he expected a few more. He pulled them out, gave me one and ripped the top off the other. ‘Get
         into it.’ He smiled. ‘It’s okay. I won’t tell your mum.’
      

      
      I smiled. I’d never had beer before. Not really. I mean, I’d tasted it and apparently I’d liked it when I was two, but we
         weren’t allowed to drink it and it didn’t taste good enough to get into trouble over. I opened the can and beer frothed over
         the rim and onto the floor. ‘It’s a boy,’ laughed Dad.
      

      
      ‘Sorry,’ I said, hoping that if I rubbed my foot over the spillage that might help it disappear.

      
      ‘You’re right.’ He brushed something off my shoulder and let his hand linger there. ‘Go on, give it a go. It’s just you and
         me. You’ll be right. You’re practically a big fella now.’ It was okay—but Coke would have been better. I left it at one sip.
      

      
      We sat in the shed, not talking. It was great.

      
      ‘Got any smokes?’ he finally asked.

      
      ‘That’s funny, Dad.’
      

      
      ‘Yeah, I said I’d do the comedy. So?’ I couldn’t tell whether it was a joke.

      
      By the time we’d finished sanding and resanding the next morning, the board looked pretty good. In fact, it looked very good.
         It had a nose, now, clean and sharp, like my sister’s. The swallowtail looked as if it might actually hold the wave and the
         rails were sharp and smooth.
      

      
      ‘It looks pretty good, don’t you reckon?’ asked Dad.

      
      ‘Pretty good? Yeah!’

      
      ‘Pretty good? Pig’s pattootie! It looks awesome!’
      

      
      ‘Yeah,’ I had to agree. It did look awesome. Awesomely mine. ‘Thanks, Dad,’ I said, reaching up to drape my arm over his shoulder the way cricketers do after a wicket. It was a struggle.
         He picked me up, gave me a bear hug, smothered me in kisses and burped. It smelt of eggs and coffee. ‘You’re never too old
         to kiss me, son. Okay?’
      

      
      ‘I know.’ And I planted one on him that made up for all the ones I’d wanted to give him lately, but hadn’t got round to.

      
      ‘I’ll give you a lift to the beach if you want.’

      
      ‘I’m right. I think I might walk—if that’s okay.’

      
      ‘Yeah. I’ll meet you down there later. Maybe I can give you a lift home?’
      

      
      ‘Yeah, maybe.’ I smiled. And I wondered why he couldn’t always be like this.

      
      The truth was, I needed some planning time. The day already had the smell of heat about it and because it was a Sunday you
         could guarantee the beach was going to be busy. I couldn’t turn up with my dad in the Magna and hope to look cool. Even Dad’d
         be able to see that. Winona would probably be there, too, and first impressions were everything—first impressions with a new
         surfboard, anyway.
      

      
      My head got away from me on the walk. I started wondering what it would feel like to be a surfer. I wondered if it would be
         like they made out in the surfing movies.
      

      
      I’d be the young hot surfer. My hair would be longer, of course, my muscles bigger and I’d have a six-pack so hard it would
         dent my board when I lay on it. I’d be a good surfer, too; really good. The guy every other guy wanted to be. And I’d have
         a girlfriend. She’d be HOT, with hair as long as mine and almost as shiny. She’d jog everywhere, but only in a bikini, like
         on “Baywatch”. She’d be nice, as well—not noice, but nice. Winona with boobs and long hair.
      

      
      Our world would be perfect, until that day, that fateful day. You know the one: it always comes early in the movie, right after you think nothing can go wrong.
         Bang! Big Sunday: no, Humungous Sunday.
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      In the fish and chip shop there’d be photos of the swell and people would talk about it for ages. Sets would work their way
         around the point like semi-trailers, only bigger, and I’d be there, waxing my board, taking kisses, just being me. The cool,
         new, movie-star me. I’d paddle out, drop into the biggest wave of the day and shred it. Barrel, re-entry, cutback, barrel. I’d be so good it’d be boring, but then, as the wave neared the shore and the backwash sent out
         waves almost as big as the first lot, a rock would surface. A rock no one had ever seen before.
      

      
      ‘Floating Rock’.

      
      They’ve got those in the movies. I’d wipe out, smashing my head on it and I’d drown—just about.

      
      Some pumped-up jock in red shorts and a red and yellow lifesaver cap would pull me from the water and give me a lecture about
         surfing in unsafe conditions. Couldn’t I read? What was that sign there? Yeah, that one, the one saying B ACH LOSE (Those
         signs are always missing letters.) But it’d be no good, I would’ve lost my memory. I wouldn’t know who or where I was. I would’ve
         thought my name was Graham or Eldrick or Redmund. I couldn’t remember Winona, even though I’d want to and after about five
         minutes movie time—maybe a week or so if it was real—I’d end up losing all my friends because I wasn’t the cool, hip, surfer
         dude anymore. I was just Graham Eldrick Redmund: drifter.
      

      
      I’d get into a goth-rock band, dye my blond hair black, wear white face make-up and sing songs about surfers being losers
         and wanting to hide in closets and under stairs. Weird, I know. I’d be cool again, but goth-rock-star cool, and I’d think about getting tattoos and pierced everythings.
      

      
      Winona—because deep down she really loved me—would come to a gig to try and talk to me. To tell me about who I really was.
         But I’d brush her off, telling her I had a new girl, who, even though she wasn’t as good looking, was still pretty hot. Her
         name would be Spike and she’d have spiky hair and a spiky dog-collar necklace and a backpack with spikes on it too. Maybe
         she’d wear rollerblades all the time, or maybe ice skates. “Beat it, surfer girl,” I’d say to Winona.
      

      
      She wouldn’t, though. She’d stay at the skanky goth-rock club to hear me sing, which would be tough for her because she wouldn’t
         fit in at all. There’d be a ring of people around her, as if she stank of something—probably seaweed or something surfie,
         because she was a surfer girl—and all the goths would be staring, pointing, calling her names. Then the band would start up
         and they’d forget about her because they had me to look at. The crowd would be rough, maybe there’d be some punks who didn’t
         know how cool I was, and someone’d throw a tomato at the stage that wasn’t a tomato at all, but a rock disguised as a tomato.
         It would hit me in the same place as Floating Rock, and I’d go down like I did in the surf, only the mosh-pit would think I was crowd-surfing rather than wave surfing, so they’d pass me over their heads through
         the stale smoke and sweaty stench before dropping me at Winona’s feet.
      

      
      She’d be halfway through lifeguard school and would give me mouth-to-mouth and save my life.

      
      “Winona,” I’d say.

      
      “Hot, spunky, surfer dude,” she’d say. “You’re back.”

      
      “I never went away,” I’d say back to her. “Not really.” Spike would be looking over Winona’s shoulder and I’d say, “Who’s
         the porcupine?” Spike’d salute me and lick the face of another guy in the band who looked like me, but not as muscly. Probably
         the bass guitarist—it’s always the bass guitarist.
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