
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]


      
   
      
      
      About the Author

      
      Belinda Hollyer grew up in New Zealand and returns as often as possible. She lives most of the time in London, where she has
       a cat-shaped hole in her life, and some of the time in Key West, Florida, where she shares a cat called Minnie Mouser.
      

      
      Secrets, Lies and My Sister Kate is her third novel for Orchard.
      

      
   
Text copyright © Belinda Hollyer

First published in 2007

This ebook edition published in 2011

The right of Belinda Hollyer to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988.

ISBN 978 1 40831 691 7

A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

Orchard Books

338 Euston Road

London NW1 3BH

An Hachette UK company

www.hachette.co.uk


      
      
      
         [image: Title Image]

      
            
   
      
      1

      
      Of all the things I mind about in my life, and the list is so long that if I wrote everything down it would stretch from here
         to Tierra del Fuego, which as you may know is an island at the bottom of South America, my own name is right at the top.
      

      
      Mum and Dad don’t get it, sometimes they even act surprised when I complain, although I don’t see how surprise could enter
         into it.
      

      
      Mum says, ‘Oh darling, it’s a lovely name, really unusual, and we thought you’d be happy with a name that no one else was
         likely to have. It’s very distinctive, you know. I hope you’ll grow into it, like the smell of coffee.’
      

      
      I knew what she meant about coffee but I didn’t admit that, because I was cross with her. The thing is that when I was little
         I used to hate the smell of coffee. I thought it was so horrible I’d go to the cupboard and open the packet and sniff it, just so I could check on how weird it was that grown-ups rolled their eyes with
         pleasure and said, ‘Mmm! Coffee! Doesn’t it smell great!’ while I was thinking, ‘Coffee! Yuck!
      

      
      And then one day recently, I noticed that coffee had started to smell rather nice. I didn’t want to drink it, I still don’t,
         but it does seem that my sense of smell has changed, which is probably to do with growing up.
      

      
      So Mum thinks that when I’m older, I will like my name.

      
      How unlikely is that?

      
      Very unlikely, I can tell you.

      
      What I think is that hell could freeze over and the snows on Mount Kilimanjaro, which as you may know is a very high triple
         volcano in Tanzania, could melt away entirely, but I will still not like my name.
      

      
      Dad ruffles my hair and says, ‘Oh sweetie, what’s the problem? I just call you Mini or Sweet Pea, anyway.’ His face sort of
         softened when he said that, like he was going off somewhere in his mind, which in fact he was.
      

      
      ‘I can still remember the moment I first saw you in the maternity ward,’ he went on, ‘curled up beside your mother like a
         little flower.’
      

      
      I often find Dad embarrassing. Some of the things he says and does go straight to the top of the list of things I mind about. They can even nudge my name out of what I think
         is called pole position – like when he wears his old red trousers in public, or dances to the music they play in supermarkets.
         But – and this is odd, because I wouldn’t want him to say it in front of anyone outside our family – I have to admit it’s
         nice to be remembered as a little flower.
      

      
      It doesn’t help my problem, though. I can’t ask the rest of the world to call me Sweet Pea. Sweet Pea would be even worse
         in public than my real name. And I could also say, well, it’s OK for you, Dad. His name’s Peter and you can’t get much more
         unexceptional than that.
      

      
      But my sister Kate understands how I feel. She always does.

      
      Kate says, ‘You can change your name, you know, if it turns out that you never like it. When you’re eighteen you can change it by Deed Poll and have a completely new name. There’s all sorts of stuff you
         can do then.’ And she added, ‘It’s going to be useful, being eighteen,’ which at the time I thought she meant for me, although
         later on I realised she was actually talking to herself.
      

      
      Anyway, changing my name sounds like a plan. It’s just a pity I have to wait so long.

      
      ‘What name would you like instead?’ Kate asked me the other day, when I was moaning on to her for the millionth time. ‘Have you thought about choosing a different one?’
      

      
      Well, duh! Of course I’ve thought about it. There’s a girl in my class called Ruby, which is a name I like. Short and snappy
         but still a bit unusual, which I can see the point of. I wouldn’t want a name that everyone else had, not that that’s going
         to happen if I stay with the one I’ve got now. And I wouldn’t like Ruby’s name anyway, because she’s trouble. If you don’t
         like someone, it can put you off their name as well; probably for life. But still.
      

      
      Last year two sisters from New York were at our school for a term. Madison was in my class and Taylor was the year above me.
         Madison told me that her name, which I admired until she told me this, had been chosen by her mother because she liked shopping
         on a street in New York City called Madison, which she said has the smartest shops anywhere in the world. The thing is, though,
         who wants to be named after a street? I think it should be the other way round: first you get famous and then you get a street
         named after you. And maybe that’s true anyway, because Kate says that the Madison street, which is actually an avenue, was named after an
         American president. So it’s from a president, to an avenue, to a girl with braces on her bottom teeth.
      

      
      But what I do still like about Madison’s name, and Taylor’s too for that matter, is that you can’t tell from it whether she’s
         a boy or a girl. I think that’s seriously cool, and I mentioned it to Kate.
      

      
      Kate said, ‘Like with Frances? It’s all in the spelling. An ‘e’ for girls and an ‘i’ for boys.’

      
      And we talked about that for a while, like Laurie in Little Women who’s a boy although these days Laurie is a girls’ name, and Lesley which is a spelling thing again; if it’s a man it’s Leslie,
         and Kate said that Joyce and Evelyn could be men’s names too, although I have to say I seriously doubt that. Even Kate can
         make mistakes.
      

      
      I’m still thinking about a name to choose when I’m eighteen. I’ll probably start a list of possibles soon, so that I’ll be
         ready when the time comes. Meantime, I asked Kate if she still minds about her name, too, which she used to do, although not as much as me. But these days, she says she doesn’t.
         She doesn’t even mind any more that Dad calls her Maxi, like he calls me Mini, although she used to hate that. I remember
         when she’d refuse to answer Dad when he called her Maxi, which is a technique that works like a charm, but only if you keep
         your resolve. I’m not that good at resolve, I give in too soon and sometimes I even forget what the resolve was supposed to be all about.
      

      
      ‘Kate’s not my real name and neither’s Maxi, so it’s like I have a secret name,’ she explained.

      
      Kate’s more into secrets than me, but this may be something I will grow into, like with the coffee.

      
      Kate’s real name, the one on her birth certificate, is Katerina. In fact, her whole name is Katerina Gwendolyn Minor. And
         you might think that’s bad but I can assure you that mine is a lot worse.
      

      
      Parents can be very cruel. They may not mean to be, but it happens anyway. Like when they fight, which our parents do a lot
         more than I think they should. We all have strong opinions in our house, so when we clash it’s rather noisy. But when Mum
         and Dad argue they take noisy to a whole other level. It’s no fun when they’re shouting at each other, I can tell you. Afterwards,
         when they’ve made up, they say things like, ‘Oh Mini darling, we don’t mean anything, it’s just our way,’ but I hate it anyway.
      

      
      Kate doesn’t like it either, but she has the knack of not seeming to mind as much as me. She can switch off and pretend it’s
         not happening, it’s almost like she can flip a switch in her head so the yelling and tears and door slamming don’t get through
         to her. It’s like her silent resolve about not answering to a name she doesn’t like; it shows the determination in her character.
      

      
      I can’t do that. I wish I could.
      

      
      On the plus side, which is how Kate puts it, the way Mum and Dad fight has made the two of us closer than we might have been
         otherwise, what with the gap in our ages. Kate is three years and five months older than me, which is a lot for a best friend.
         When we are in our thirties, say, which is a weird thing to imagine because it’s so far away, that amount of difference probably
         won’t be important. Some of Mum’s friends are years younger or older than her, and it never seems to matter to any of them.
         But when you are growing up, which is where we are right now, it does. So we might not have got on so well if everything at
         home was sweetness and light. Kate has always looked after me when things get difficult.
      

      
      My earliest memory is being out in the back garden at night with Kate, without knowing how we got there. Kate was holding
         my hand, and listening to shouting inside the house. She must have put on our dressing gowns and picked up some socks from
         the washing pile as we went through the house, so we could warm our feet up while we waited. I don’t remember being cold,
         only confused, but I knew I was safe because Kate was there too. She sat me down on the grass and gave me a sock at a time,
         and helped me to pull them up when they stuck. Kate put on the other socks herself, and I remember giggling because they didn’t match, and anyway they were inside out.
      

      
      ‘They’re not even yours!’ I shouted, forgetting that we were hiding, and Kate shushed me with her head on one side, still
         listening. The shouting had stopped.
      

      
      ‘I think they’ve stopped arguing now’ she said, finally. ‘We can go back to bed.’

      
      But in my memory we didn’t go inside right away. Instead, we sat holding hands on the grass with our dressing gowns bunched
         under our legs, and then Kate put her arm around me and told me a story about a mouse who’d lost his way home.
      

      
      I think that’s where our travel game began, with the mouse story. We used to play it all the time when we were younger, and
         we still do it a lot – well I do anyway, and Kate joins in if I tell her where I’m going and how far I’ve got. She doesn’t
         start it off much any more, though.
      

      
      The travel game is a kind of secret between us, although it’s not like we hide away to play it, or pretend that we’re not
         when we are. And Mum and Dad know about it, although they don’t get the real point. They get that I’m a Geography Star, so
         I always do the navigating when we go anywhere in the car. And when we watch a quiz show on TV, if there’s a geography question, they always look at me to see if I know the answer. But it’s like they think the travel game’s
         just about naming Capital Cities of Europe, or Rivers of the World, or knowing how to get to the motorway quickly, which it
         isn’t.
      

      
      Dad says that my geography thing must be the result of having extra iron in my nose. I’m not sure if he’s joking or not. He
         probably is. He claims that’s how migrating birds find magnetic north and navigate their way across oceans, by having iron
         deposits in their beaks. He says people have iron in their noses for the same reason, and he reckons I’ve got more than other
         people.
      

      
      It all sounds like a typical Dad joke, but I think he’s slightly serious about it because he did an experiment once where
         he blindfolded me and spun me round on the whirly desk chair in the den, and then asked me to point north. It could have been
         a fluke, me getting it right every time, and I’m not doing it for him again because it’s like being a performing dog. And
         anyway, that’s nothing to do with why I’m good at geography.
      

      
      I’m not saying I don’t like getting geography things for presents, particularly if they’re about earthquakes or volcanoes,
         which I am most interested in at the moment. I have already put in a request for a particular volcano book for my next birthday, which is only five weeks and three days away from now.
      

      
      But I mostly like geography because, if you know about other places in the world, you can go there in your imagination whenever
         you want. And doing that can be a whole lot more fun than staying where you are in real life. Like me and Kate, right at this
         exact moment, sprawled side by side on her bed staring up at the ceiling, waiting for Mum to come home so we can go shopping
         with her.
      

      
      Going shopping with Mum is close to the top of my list of things I don’t like about my life, but what can you do when your
         mother insists you help her with something? In my case, feel resentful is the answer. In Kate’s case, though, it’s more often, solve the problem, and you have to admire her for that. Waiting around was getting on her nerves too, but instead of getting cross like I was
         doing she just glanced at me and said, ‘Where did we get to last time, Mini?’ And immediately my crossness smoothed out and
         vanished like it had never existed.
      

      
      ‘Tashkent,’ I said, closing my eyes. ‘We were watching the silk weavers.’

      
      Tashkent’s a city in Central Asia and the name means The Stone Fortress. In ancient times it had a different name – Ming Uruk
         – which means The Thousand Apricot Orchard. I used to imagine that I lived in Tashkent, in a little flat-roofed house with a garden filled with apricot trees. But when I told Kate about that
         she suggested we should do a trip from Tashkent, because it’s on an old travel route called the Silk Road, and caravans carrying
         silk all the way from China to Europe used to travel through Tashkent. (That’s caravans of pack camels loaded up with stuff,
         not the sort of caravan you tow behind cars, by the way, which I didn’t realise until Kate told me, years ago.) We’ve made
         lots of journeys around Tashkent now: it’s a real favourite of ours. We’ve never gone the whole way along the Silk Road, though;
         we only do little bits of it.
      

      
      ‘What colour silk are you choosing for your pack?’ asked Kate. ‘I’m having the purple,’ she added quickly, but that was OK
         because I already knew I wanted apricot coloured silk, which would remind me of Tashkent’s apricot trees all the way to Samarkand,
         which is the next stop on the western road. It isn’t far away, only about 150 kilometres, but we’re on camels so it takes
         a couple of days.
      

      
      ‘I’m going to wear mine,’ said Kate, sounding thoughtful. ‘Well, some of it, anyway. Wrapped around my head like a turban.’

      
      Purple will suit her, with her dark hair and pale skin. I don’t know why she doesn’t wear it ordinarily, except that these
         days she goes for black almost all the time, which also looks good on her. She’s got what Mum calls arresting colouring. I thought that meant she was going to be put in jail, the first time Mum said it, but it’s just another word for stunning.
         If I didn’t love Kate, if she wasn’t my best friend ever as well as my sister, I’d probably be jealous of how she looks. But
         right now I just wanted to get on.
      

      
      ‘Look, Kate,’ I said, ‘I reckon the silk’s ready for us now. Let’s load up our packs and choose our camels. The stables are
         just down the street.’
      

      
      I love choosing the camels. A lot of why I’ve stuck with the Silk Route for so long is because of the camels. Sometimes I
         choose a camel to ride that has a baby and then the baby comes too, pacing along beside its mother or gambolling off to the
         side and having its own adventures. And choosing camels is how we collect the first points in the game. But Kate and I had
         only just started walking towards the camel stables when the front door slammed downstairs.
      

      
      It had to be Mum.

      
      I opened my eyes and looked over at Kate, and pulled a face. She grinned at me with her mouth turned down at the corners,
         which is her way of signalling, Well, but what can you do?

      
      Mum called out that she was back, and could we please hurry up or we’d run out of time.
      

      
      Talk about a spoilsport.

      
      Shopping with Mum is the very opposite of choosing silk or camels with Kate. It’s all hurry hurry, and having to make up your
         mind in Mum’s time, which takes her a millisecond, and not in mine, which takes a bit longer.
      

      
      I admit that Mum doesn’t have much free time, and I know she likes to be super-efficient and have everything timetabled and
         organised and happening exactly when it’s supposed to. But still. We help her when we can and I’ve even offered to help by
         not going shopping at all, which would surely save everyone aggravation, but that isn’t an option as far as Mum’s concerned.
         We have to do it together, all three of us, with a running commentary from Mum, which in itself is enough to drive you crazy.
      

      
      Mum runs a bakery from home. She makes little cupcakes, except that hers are square instead of round like most cupcakes. If
         you stop to think about it, her square ones aren’t actually cupcakes at all, because who would want a square cup? But that’s
         still what they’re called.
      

      
      Mum started by making just a few and selling them to a local coffee shop, but now her cakes are dead fashionable and she sells
         them everywhere – to fancy department stores and even fancier grocery shops – and so she has to make hundreds of them every day. And then she spreads
         them with icing in different flavours, and you have to get the icing completely even all over the cakes or Mum can’t sell
         them. And then she has to sprinkle sprinkles on them, all different kinds of sprinkles depending on where the cakes are going,
         and you have to do just the right amount of sprinkles or the shop phones her up to complain there aren’t enough, and she has
         to rush in and add more on the spot. And she has to deliver them in special boxes to stop the cakes getting messed up in the
         back of her car.
      

      
      One of Mum’s friends helps her part-time, but still, it’s a lot of work. And since it means we always have cakes to eat –
         because we get the ones that have gone wonky in the oven, or any that have broken or burned or are otherwise less than absolutely
         perfect – I probably shouldn’t complain about how she rushes through the other things in her life. But it’s hard not to, especially
         for me, because I am an ace complainer. Complaining comes naturally to me, almost before anything else.
      

      
      But as it turned out, that afternoon’s shopping was a whole lot better than I’d expected. At first we got so loaded down with
         bags and parcels that I felt resentfulness rising in my heart again. But then Kate started walking in front of me like a camel, kind of swaying smoothly along and taking big stiff steps, so I joined in behind
         her, like we were two pack camels in a caravan. Mum knew something was going on but not exactly what, and she got ratty, but
         we kept it up all through the supermarket and a special grocery shop and two department stores. At one point I felt inspired
         to be a baby camel and gallop off across the sand dunes, but I stumbled into a shopping trolley and almost fell over with
         all the shopping bags. So after that we just stayed in line, putting our heads in the air and moaning quietly through our
         noses the way camels do. I know it was crazy but it made the time pass very quickly, even though we kept getting the giggles
         and turning the moaning noises into snorting laughter, and in the end Mum slightly lost it and started hissing at us, ‘Behave! You’re in public!’ Which just made me do the camel moan slightly louder.
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