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Have you read all of the Opal Moonbaby books?
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	Opal Moonbaby and the Best Friend Project
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	Opal Moonbaby and the Out of this World Adventure
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	Opal Moonbaby and the Summer Secret
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For Gary
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A trick of the night …
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Night. Everything is dark. Dark as dreams.


Not quite everything. If you look very carefully, there’s a single purple dot, shining in the distance.


The dot starts to revolve and to grow. At first it looks like a shiny loaf of purple bread, but as it spins nearer, you can see it’s not. It’s a house, a tiny one. Bright purple with a green front door.


The house hovers and hums, and it is glowing. Grass grows in front of it and flowers shoot out around it, giving off a strange scent of sparklers and hot chilli peppers.


Suddenly the house stops spinning. The front door opens and a girl steps out. A tall thin girl with silvery-white hair and eyes so deeply violet that they match the walls of her little house perfectly.


She smiles and lifts her long arms in welcome.


‘Hello, Best and Only,’ she says. ‘Sorry I’ve been so zooming long!’


She flashes her wonderful eyes and several strings of violet stars fly up and dance in front of the girl, twining their way around her.
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There’s a skittering scattering sound. The girl looks up and laughs as she sees the strange yellow hail pouring down on her house and on her head. She opens her mouth and catches a blob of it on her long tongue. She munches the hail as if it is the sweetest, most delicious treat, like popcorn.


‘Home, sugary home!’ she says, and the sweet hail falls faster and harder, rattling on the roof of the house. It pours down so hard that the girl is covered in a thick, rustling blanket of hailstones. Her shining eyes are the last things to disappear.


But even when she is completely hidden, her laughter rings out quite clearly.


It is the merriest sound you’ll ever hear.
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Chapter One
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Martha pushed herself up on her elbows. She needed to get rid of that laughter.


‘Quiet!’ she said.


She gave her head a vigorous shake and the laughing faded and then stopped.


Martha sank down on her pillow. Now all she could hear was the rain hurling itself at her window. Everything was normal again. The world was back to its true and gloomy self.


The dream had given Martha a warm feeling inside, a feeling that something good was about to happen, a feeling that Opal Moonbaby was coming back. Which was annoying because there was nothing good happening today. And the longer time went on, the more sure Martha was that Opal Moonbaby was never going to come back.


When she thought about all the amazing things that had happened over the summer she could hardly believe they were real. No one else would believe it either if she told them. An alien girl had landed on the Half Moon Estate. An alien girl who could see through things and read people’s minds. An alien girl with a pet called a mingle, who was a mix of six different animals Opal had mixed up herself in the Minmangulator. Who in their right minds would believe that?
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Martha would never actually tell anyone the truth about Opal Moonbaby and Garnet. That was a secret. The only person she could talk to about Opal was her brother, Robbie. They had to wait until they were on their own, which often wasn’t until Mum turned their light out, when they were supposed to be going to sleep. Then Martha would lean down from the top bunk and say, ‘Do you miss her?’ or Robbie would tap the base of Martha’s mattress with his telescope and say, ‘Wish Garnet was here’. They would spend ages remembering all the things that had happened and puzzling over where Opal and Garnet could be now.


They hadn’t seen them since the Fiesta at Pirate Planet, when Opal had failed her challenge. She had thrown away her chance of getting a Carnelian Independence Award on purpose so that she would be banished to Earth for a whole year, so that she could spend that year with Martha. They had ridden the roller coaster together, holding hands and shouting at the tops of their voices. Best and Only Friends, until the end of time! Martha had never been so happy.


Then Opal had disappeared.


Martha had looked for her often. In the empty flats where they had first seen her, in the play pipe where they used to hang out together, in all Opal’s favourite hiding places in the park. She had even looked in the wheelie bins, but there was never anything in them except black bags, full of stinking rubbish.


Robbie thought she had been kidnapped by aliens, or rather, other aliens, since Opal was an alien herself. Martha thought Opal’s Uncle Bixbite had taken pity on her and let her return to Carnelia after all. She did think Opal might have tried to say goodbye though, or at least left something behind that Martha could remember her by. If it wasn’t for Robbie knowing about Opal too, if it wasn’t for the fluttering that began in her chest every time she thought of her, Martha might have started to believe she had imagined her, imagined the whole thing.


The leaves were only just falling from the trees outside but the summer holiday already seemed like a hundred years ago to Martha.


As she picked up her school uniform from the chair, she noticed that Robbie wasn’t in bed. Normally when Martha got up he was still buried under his duvet. He liked to stay there until the last possible minute, until Mum threw the duvet off him and told him to get out of bed or else.


This morning, though, the familiar Robbie trail on the floor showed that he was already up. His pillow, pyjamas and Ahoy, Matey! pirate magazines lay across the floor. He always lobbed them there from bed before hopping out and leaping from pillow to pyjama bottoms to a double-spread of Evil Blackbeard, on his way out of the room. Robbie never stepped on the actual floor because if he did that a killer shark would grab him and pull him into the deep and snap him in two like a biscuit. That’s what Robbie said anyway.


She found him in the living room with his pirate hat on. He had a black patch over one eye and his old toy telescope glued to the other. He was moving the telescope slowly over the Half Moon Estate, scanning the play area, the paddling pool and the park.


‘What’s out there?’ said Martha.


‘Nothing,’ said Robbie. ‘Yet. But something’s coming. Just you wait.’


Outside the road was jammed with rush-hour traffic. Martha could see a few early morning dog walkers, a cat going to the toilet in the play area. And Alesha, huddled under a frilly umbrella, on her way to A Cut Above, the hairdressing salon where she and Mum worked. There was nothing unusual.


‘What are you on about, Robbie?’


He lowered the telescope for a moment and looked at her. ‘I had a dream.’


‘A dream?’ repeated Martha.


‘Yup. The most amazing dream. There was this incredible shiny house.’


‘A house?’ Martha felt her fingers beginning to tingle. ‘What colour was it?”


‘Purple,’ said Robbie. ‘And spinning.’


‘Spinning?’ Martha laced her fingers together, pressing out the tingles as she listened.


‘Right, and it had this bright green front door, and guess who came out of it?’


‘Can’t,’ said Martha although she could really. She was beginning to feel light-headed.


‘Opal Moonbaby!’


Martha shook out her hands and frowned. ‘So?’


‘So she came out and she spoke to me. She said, “Hello, Cucumber Hero.” Remember how she called me that after I hit the milkman with a cucumber in the mini-market?’


Martha nodded.


‘She said, “Sorry I’ve been so zooming long,” and then these stars came out of nowhere and it started raining. And Opal was eating the rain, and you’ll never guess what it was made of!’


‘Popcorn.’ Martha sat down heavily on the arm of the sofa.


‘Hey! How did you know?’


Martha spoke very quietly. ‘I had the same dream.’


‘You’re kidding!’


Martha shook her head. ‘Only she didn’t say “Cucumber Hero” in mine. She said “Best and Only”.’


‘Wow!’ said Robbie. ‘That is so random and immense!’ Random and immense were his new top favourite words. He put up his telescope again and waved it at the sky. ‘That proves it. She’s definitely coming back. Today must be the day.’


‘It doesn’t prove anything,’ Martha said. She was wishing she hadn’t let on about having the same dream. Now Robbie’s hopes were raised and she knew there was nothing worse than having your hopes raised and then smashed to smithereens. It had happened to her too many times already. Deep down, she knew it was pretty amazing that they’d had an almost identical dream. But she hated having little seeds of hope sprout in her brain only to see them trampled and crushed again and again. She wasn’t going to let this seed get going.


‘It’s a coincidence!’ she said, surprised at how fierce she sounded. ‘We dreamed the same thing because we ate the same food and watched the same TV programme last night. Maybe it was something to do with Mum’s pasta bake. It’s nothing to do with Opal. It’s just a …’ She raised her arms, searching for the right word. ‘It’s just a fluke!’


Robbie banged his telescope on the window sill. ‘Martha! Why do you have to spoil everything?’


‘I don’t want to spoil anything. I only—’


Robbie cut her off. ‘Yes, you do. You do want to spoil things. You want to make everybody as miserable as you are. Well, I still believe in Opal, even if you don’t.’


He stomped over to the table and poured himself a massive helping of cereal, sloshing the milk over the side of his bowl.


Martha went to the counter, keeping her back turned as she buttered a slice of bread.


‘Everything OK?’ said Mum, coming out of her bedroom and slipping her feet into her shoes.


‘Fine,’ said Martha and Robbie at the same time.


‘Oh, good,’ said Mum. She threw her favourite haircutting scissors and an energy bar into her handbag. ‘Now hurry up, you two. Teeth, hair, book bags. Let’s get to school, shall we?’


Martha brushed her teeth so hard her gums ached and she dragged impatiently at the snags in her hair. In the lift on the way down to the ground floor, she stood as far away from Robbie as possible. Normally they had a fight over who was going to push the lift buttons, but not this morning. Mum looked quite pleased to have the chance to push the buttons herself for once. She hummed and chatted all the way to school about this and that: the weather, the whereabouts of Robbie’s missing school tie (he’d given it to Opal during the summer holiday), the new recipe she was going to try out at teatime. She went on and on as if everything was absolutely fine.


But everything was far from fine.
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Chapter Two
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‘Ahem!’


Martha jumped and dropped her pencil. She’d been staring out of the window, thinking about Opal again. She’d completely forgotten about the maths test she was supposed to be doing.


‘I see the joys of decimal points have escaped you, Martha.’ Mrs Underedge was standing next to her, so close that the thick wool of her trouser suit brushed Martha’s arm. ‘Or have you already completed your worksheet?’ She tapped the paper with one neatly trimmed fingernail.


Martha had only filled in one answer. ‘Not quite,’ she said. She picked up her pencil and began to work.


‘I should have thought,’ said Mrs Underedge as she patrolled the classroom, ‘that you would all be eager to tackle today’s mathematical challenge. As you know, Merry Class, we have a great deal to do this term, especially if we are to find time to rehearse the junior school play. You all need to … knuckle down. Isn’t that right, Martha?’


Martha was writing furiously, not thinking about her answers much at all. She wished she could stop thinking about Opal all the time, but every time she tried to put her out of her mind, she crept back in again. She was always imagining she saw her too. In the mini-market, outside their block of flats, in the park. Everywhere. She felt stupid. She felt like giving herself a big fat kick under the table for being such an idiot.
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Mrs Underedge was standing in front of her again. ‘I said, isn’t that right, Martha?’


‘Yes, Mrs Underedge,’ said Martha, her pencil coming to an abrupt halt in the middle of a number eight.


‘And what is it, Martha, that I am right about?’


Martha didn’t know what Mrs Underedge was right about. She looked round. Most of the other children had finished their worksheets. They were all looking at Martha. Jessie Bailey, who was sitting near the front, mouthed something at her.


‘We all need to … snuggle down?’ offered Martha uncertainly.


‘Thank you, Jessie, for your efforts on Martha’s behalf,’ said Mrs Underedge without even turning her head. ‘However, I think Martha needs to improve her lip-reading skills. I said nothing about snuggling down. I said, we all need to knuckle down and that includes you, Martha. Now, what do we need to do?’


‘Knuckle down, Mrs Underedge,’ chanted the class.


‘Correct.’ Mrs Underedge moved off on her patrol again.


Mrs Underedge was the most boring teacher in Archwell Park Primary, and the strictest. There was a rumour that she had once been much nicer and kinder but no one could remember that. If it was true it must have been a very long time ago.


At lunchtime Martha sat on the wall and watched the boys racing up and down, chasing a football and yelling at one another to pass it. A brave girl from Reception trekked across, dodging the footballers, on her way to join her friends under the climbing frame. Nearby, a group of girls from Martha’s own class sat squashed together on the bench under the tree.


‘Coming over?’ said Jessie.


Martha shrugged. ‘In a bit,’ she said. ‘Thanks for trying to help me out, by the way.’


‘That’s OK,’ answered Jessie. ‘Sorry it didn’t work.’


Martha watched Jessie head over to the other girls and perch on the bench. She could have gone along. It wasn’t like last term when all those girls would have turned their backs on her, when she would have been excluded from their games, their conversations, everything. They weren’t mean to her any more. None of them. Not Chloe, not even Colette. Colette wasn’t the queen bee any longer and she didn’t speak to Martha in the nasty way she had spoken to her before Opal had shown up and put her in her place.


Martha had even joined the Secret Circle again, but she wasn’t a very active member. While the others discussed and schemed, she was always thinking, ‘What would Opal say about that?’ or, ‘I bet that would really make Opal laugh.’ She couldn’t help it.


Robbie came over, hands burrowed deep inside his pockets. Robbie never normally came near Martha at break time. He didn’t like to be seen talking to his big sister in case people said he was a wimp.


‘What’s up?’


‘Only the worst news in the world.’ Robbie scowled at the ground. ‘Zack’s leaving school. His dad got that job in Cornwall and it’s definite. I just found out. He’s going tomorrow!’ He looked as if he might cry. Zack was Robbie’s best friend; they did everything together.


‘Oh, Robbie, that’s terrible.’ Martha put a hand on his shoulder but he shook her off. ‘You’ll really miss him, won’t you?’


Glancing behind him, Robbie took Yoyo, his old toy monkey, out of his pocket. He didn’t usually bring Yoyo out at school so Martha knew he must be feeling really bad. She watched as he rolled Yoyo into a tight ball and squeezed him into his fist, using his finger to poke the last bit of tatty brown leg out of sight.


‘Zack and me were planning to be the cow in the school play. He was going to be the front end and I was going to be the back. We were going to be really funny. Who am I going to do it with now?’ he said with a sniff. ‘It’s not fair. Everyone I like keeps disappearing. First Opal and Garnet vanished, and now Zack’s going too.’


‘Sorry,’ said Martha. She couldn’t think what else to say.


‘No sign of Opal yet, then?’ said Robbie. ‘Since the dream, I mean.’


‘No,’ said Martha. ‘No sign at all.’


‘She’s got to come back today,’ he said. ‘She’s got to!’


‘Robbie,’ Martha said slowly, ‘have you – have you ever thought that maybe she isn’t coming back?’


Robbie stared at her.


‘I mean, do you ever think she might have gone? Gone for good?’


‘No,’ said Robbie. ‘Opal wouldn’t just go off. And if she did have to go, she’d find a way of sending us a message.’


‘But what if she couldn’t? What if something happened to her? If it did, how would we ever find out?’


‘Uncle Bixbite could tell us. He could call us on his hydrophone.’


‘How? We don’t know how to use the hydrophone. Only Opal could do that.’


Robbie kicked at the wall. ‘Then he’d send us a comet with a note tied on, or a special asteroid or something.’


‘But he hasn’t, has he?’


Neither of them spoke for a moment. Around them, the football players argued about a penalty, and the Secret Circle girls exploded into giggles over something in a magazine. Robbie shoved Yoyo back in his pocket.


‘That’s it then,’ he said. ‘Everything in my entire life is bad. My whole world is totally disintegrating and imploding. Thanks for rubbing it in, Martha. Thanks a bunch.’


He slouched off to sit alone on the sidelines of the football game. Martha didn’t want to hurt his feelings but it was obvious Opal had gone out of their lives for good. The sooner they both started believing it the better.


The bell rang for the end of play.


Disintegrating and imploding, Martha thought. They were Robbie’s other two top favourite words, along with random and immense. It really did feel as if the world was falling apart and caving in on itself at the same time. Disintegrating and imploding. Robbie’s words fitted the situation perfectly.


She sighed, dropped down from the wall and made her way slowly back to class.
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Mrs Underedge was still in the staffroom. Merry Class were supposed to be making a start on their solar system projects, but no one was in any hurry to do that. They messed around and chatted, the noise level rising.


Martha was sitting on her desk, swinging her legs, when Tom Barnes snatched Jessie’s pencil case.


‘Give that back!’ Jessie cried. ‘That’s my special pencil case from my granny.’


She tried to grab the pencil case but Tom ran round the room keeping it just out of her reach. ‘My special pencil case from my special granny!’ he mimicked in a silly high voice that didn’t sound like Jessie at all.


Martha didn’t like seeing Jessie teased but it was still mostly an accident when she recrossed her legs and one of them sort of shot out a bit. Tom fell straight over it and went sprawling on the teacher’s table. Everyone cheered, apart from Jessie who shrieked in dismay at the sight of her nice sharp pencils and crayons flying across the floor.


‘What on Earth do you think you are doing, Tom?’


The room fell silent. Mrs Underedge was back.


‘It wasn’t my fault, Miss,’ Tom protested. ‘Martha tripped me. She did it on purpose.’


Mrs Underedge turned to Martha. ‘Would you care to explain?’


Not really, Martha thought, but that was the kind of answer that made smoke come out of Mrs Underedge’s ears, so instead she said, ‘He pinched Jessie’s pencil case.’


‘Nevertheless, there is no call for violence.’ Mrs Underedge looked around at the other children who were all now sitting back in their places. ‘Does anyone else have anything to say about this … misdemeanour?’ Mrs Underedge loved using long words like that and she always paused before she said them, for maximum effect.


No one spoke.


‘Good. Tom, go back to your seat and rearrange your jumper, please. Martha, you may stay back at the end of the day to put up the chairs, and you may come over here now and pick up all these pencils.’


Martha crawled under the table and started picking up the pencils.


It wasn’t fair. Tom ought to be the one picking everything up. Mrs Underedge never paid any attention to what anyone said; she just decided things to suit herself. Martha had a good mind to stay under the table all afternoon. It would be better than having to listen to Mrs Underedge. She was going on about something right now but Martha wasn’t even listening.


She was just reaching out for Jessie’s flower-shaped rubber when she saw something that made her freeze, fast, like someone in a game of musical statues.


It was a pair of boots. A pair of silver boots. They were standing next to Mrs Underedge’s brown tasselled loafers. Those boots were very familiar.


Martha tuned in to what Mrs Underedge was saying. ‘… As joining a new school is never easy, that you will welcome her …’


Martha dared to look a little higher. The owner of the boots was wearing navy-blue trousers, as they all had to for school, but these weren’t like everyone else’s trousers. At the bottom they were tucked tight inside the boots but after that they started ballooning out like the trousers of an Arabian princess, only to be pulled in again at the waist by a broad silver belt.


‘… And,’ Mrs Underedge droned on, ‘that you will set a good example to our new class member …’


Martha saw a white shirt, not like her own polo style one, but one with long frilled sleeves that almost covered the owner’s pale hands. It had a ruffle down the front where the buttons ought to be, and no collar at all.


‘… Only remains for me to introduce you all …’


That shirt might belong to a pirate, or to a king from centuries ago, or to … or to …


‘Opal Moonbaby,’ said Mrs Underedge.


Martha sat up suddenly and banged her head hard on the table. She didn’t feel the pain though as she scrambled out from underneath. Because there, looking back at her, stood the person she had been longing to see.


Opal.


Opal was here!


Martha felt dazed, but not from the bang on the head. She’d been waiting and hoping for this moment for so long. Now that it had come she couldn’t take it in. She felt light and strangely numb. Opal was here. She was a little taller perhaps and there was a peculiar roundness to her tummy that Martha didn’t remember being there before. She was wearing blue instead of purple but she was still unmistakeably Opal.


Opal Moonbaby. There was no one in the world quite like her.
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Chapter Three
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Opal was beaming at Martha with her huge violet eyes, hopping from foot to foot, bubbling with enthusiasm, looking fit to burst with joy.


‘Opal has come a very long way to be with us,’ said Mrs Underedge. ‘She hails from … Muckle Flugga.’


Several people giggled.


Muckle Flugga? How did Opal come up with that? She wasn’t from anywhere called Muckle Flugga. She came from Carnelia, but of course she couldn’t tell Mrs Underedge that. Muckle Flugga sounded so silly, Martha thought she must have made it up.


‘I see no cause for … hilarity,’ Mrs Underedge went on. ‘Muckle Flugga is in the Shetland Islands, in the very north of the British Isles. Now, Opal,’ Mrs Underedge cracked a slight stiff smile, ‘welcome to Merry Class.’


Martha hoped Opal noticed that smile. She should make the most of it. You were lucky if Mrs Underedge smiled at you more than once a term.


‘I’m sure you’ll soon settle down.’ The teacher was staring at Opal’s silvery white hair as if she wished that would settle down too. It wouldn’t. Opal’s hair stood up in the air like that all the time.
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Opal winked. Martha knew she was reading her thoughts because she gave her hair a tweak as if to say, ‘Yes, my hair points at the sky and that’s that!’


‘Now, Merry Class,’ Mrs Underedge went on, ‘Opal will be feeling rather shy so you must all make allowances. Just as I am making allowances, Opal, for your … interpretation of the school uniform.’ She looked Opal up and down with obvious distaste. Opal was wearing all the right things, but somehow they didn’t look right. She was even wearing a school tie. It was the one Robbie had given her in the summer. She had liked it so much she had never taken it off. But the tie had no collar to go round, its knot was in the wrong place, and its tail hung down Opal’s back like a long sticking-out tongue.


Martha couldn’t understand why Opal wasn’t saying anything. She had never known her to keep quiet for this long before. It couldn’t last.


It didn’t.


‘Oh, thank you!’ Opal burst out in a voice that seemed much too loud for Merry Class. ‘Thank you so much for making allowances for me. That is so extremely marvellously kind of you.’ She dropped an awkward sort of curtsey, then grabbed the teacher by the shoulders and gave her a big hug. ‘You’re so kind to me, Mrs Overedge!’


‘Underedge,’ corrected Mrs Underedge, quickly extracting herself from Opal’s grip. She took off her glasses and began polishing them on her jacket. ‘Now, let’s find you a place to sit …’


‘And may I say,’ Opal went on, ‘what an honour it is to be in Merry Class. I think we are going to have tremendous fun together, don’t you, Mrs Otherhedge?’


‘Underedge. Have you quite finished?’ Mrs Underedge was looking ruffled.


‘Not quite,’ said Opal, and Martha sensed she was far from finished. A ripple of laughter ran around the classroom and was quickly smothered by a look of ice from Mrs Underedge.


Opal didn’t notice. She shoved her hands in her pockets and twizzled round her trousers which seemed to have become twisted during her curtsey. ‘I think,’ she said, patting her newly plump stomach, ‘that I am going to absolutely love being in Merry Class and I’ll bet you’re a zooming fantastic teacher, Mrs On-the-edge.’


‘Underedge,’ said Mrs Underedge weakly. ‘Now, may we continue, Opal? Or is there anything else you’d like to add?’


Martha knew Mrs Underedge didn’t really want Opal to add anything but Opal didn’t realise this. If you wanted Opal to do something you had to tell her straight out. Opal couldn’t take hints; she didn’t understand them.


‘Actually, there is something else,’ she said. ‘And thank you for the reminder. I do need to mend my manners.’ She curtsied again, making a slightly better job of it this time, and said in the sing-song voice of someone leaving a party, ‘Thank you very, very much for having me, Mrs Udderidge!’


Laughter broke out again in unsuppressed snorts and splutters.


‘Quiet!’ called Mrs Underedge, her voice rising an octave or so as she backed away from Opal and almost stepped on Martha’s feet. ‘Ah, Martha,’ she said, looking vaguely relieved to see her there. ‘Perhaps you’d … oblige us by showing Opal to her seat. You can sit together, by the stationery cupboard, at the back.’


Martha wondered if Mrs Underedge thought sitting next to Opal was some kind of punishment, but right then if someone had given Martha a choice between:


(a) going on an exotic island holiday,


(b) riding over the city in a hot-air balloon, or


(c) sitting next to Opal Moonbaby in school,


she would have chosen (c) every time.


She went over and stood next to Opal. She had thought about nothing but Opal Moonbaby for weeks. She had spent ages remembering all the details of Opal’s appearance, her voice, the things she said, everything, but her presence still came as a shock somehow. Her ears looked pointier than Martha remembered, her teeth more jumbled, and her eyes more brilliantly violet than ever. Seeing her mad hair, her cranky outfit, the way she fizzed and bubbled with energy, it was like meeting her for the first time all over again.


A thousand questions jostled in Martha’s head. Where had Opal been? What had she been doing? Had she been back to Carnelia? Why hadn’t she been in touch? Where had she got hold of that funny school uniform? She could tell by the way Opal’s eyes gleamed back at her, the violet of them deepening and lightening, that Opal heard all the questions and was answering them. Sadly, though, it was only Opal who could read minds. Martha would have to wait until they could talk in private to have her questions answered properly.


As if to make up for that fact, Opal suddenly leaned in and lifted Martha up. She lifted her right out of her shoes.


‘Where’ve you been?’ whispered Martha. She couldn’t help chuckling as she breathed in Opal’s familiar smell of sparklers and hot pepper.


‘Here, there and anywhere,’ Opal whispered back. ‘Sorry I’ve been so long.’


Mrs Underedge looked disapproving. ‘Is it the custom on Muckle Flugga,’ she asked, ‘to hug a complete stranger?’


‘Oh, Martha isn’t a stranger to me,’ said Opal, letting Martha back down into her shoes. ‘She’s my Best and Only Friend. I met her when I first touched down … I mean landed … I mean arrived. I liked her instantaneously. She’s terrific, don’t you think?’


‘I’m sure,’ said Mrs Underedge, not sounding sure at all. ‘Now sit down, the pair of you. We really must get on with our topic.’
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