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			CADIGAL COVE

		

	
		
			For the first people in my life,

			my mum and dad, who introduced me

			to a world of diversity both in landscapes and culture.

		

	
		
			BOOK 1 
Perth

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			I met Shaun on a school excursion. Aboriginal culture had been added to our curriculum in Year 11 so, early on in Year 12, we visited Wadjeroo Cultural Centre to tie together all that we had learned. Shaun worked there with his Dad, teaching non-indigenous Australians and tourists about their culture. I was fascinated. It was so different to all the institutions I’d grown up with. It seemed so free. I asked Shaun lots of questions. He seemed to take a genuine interest in me and, at the end of the tour, he gave me his card. I slipped it in my pocket and that night I stuck it in my diary and drew a love heart around it. Every night, when I wrote in my diary, I wrote about him. His eyes, his smile, the way he sounded, what he told me. I was falling in love with this mythical character, Shaun, except he was real. Eventually, after mooning around over his memory for a few weeks, I plucked up the courage to call him. I had no idea what I was going to say. I just had to speak to him.

			‘Shaun, it’s Sarah.’

			‘Sarah?’

			‘I came on the tour with WALC a few weeks ago. You were telling me about your culture … I asked you a lot of questions …’

			‘I remember you, Sarah.’

			‘Er … I was wondering if we could catch up?’

			‘Really … em how … what for?’

			‘I, I …,’ I felt so embarrassed I almost hung up, ‘I wondered if you’d like to hang out.’

			‘Oh.’

			‘Em,’ I didn’t know what to say now. Thankfully he spoke next.

			‘OK - what about this Saturday?’

			‘Yes, I’d love that.’

			‘Shall I pick you up?’

			‘Yes – what about from Hungry Jacks on Stirling Highway, in Claremont, about ten o’clock on Saturday?

			‘Alright. I’ll see you then. I’ll be in a green Holden.’

			‘OK,’ I beamed.

			He seemed flustered, even a bit shocked. I guess I was being quite forward. But I couldn’t get him out of my head. I had to see him again. On Saturday, I told Mum I was meeting my friends then going to a party in the evening. I assured her that Shelley, my best friend, would drop me home and there’d be no alcohol. I told Shelley to make sure she made up some story, just in case my Mum called her, which was unlikely unless she got a sudden urge to check up on me. On Saturday morning, Shelley picked me up and we drove to Hungry Jacks.

			‘Are you sure you know what you’re doing, Sarah?’

			‘Shells - you sound like my mum.’

			‘Yeah - but he’s not from around here - you don’t really know him.’

			‘I’m sure he’s not a serial killer.’

			‘Yeah - I know - but …’ Shells was cool but really she was a Claremont girl at heart.

			‘He’s black is what you’re really saying - don’t you think you’re being a bit of a snob?’

			‘No! You know how I feel about indigenous people.’

			‘Right - well not trusting them isn’t a step in the right direction.’

			‘Sarah - I’d say that about anyone.’ Her mass of brown curls bobbed about her head, in protest.

			‘Yeah - I get it - look I just have a feeling about this. I’ve never felt like this before, ever. Those guys who hang out at the shops are so stupid and childish. Shaun’s different. He knows so much. I feel so drawn to him; I don’t want to just chuck that connection away coz I’m scared.’

			‘Yeah - fair enough.’

			We drove in silence the rest of the way.

			‘Just drop me here - I’ll wait outside.’

			‘I’ll wait with you.’

			‘OK.’

			About fifteen minutes later, a slightly beat up Holden drew into the car park. It didn’t really fit with the BMWs and LAND ROVERs but I didn’t care.

			‘See ya Shells.’ I gave her a hug then ran over to where Shaun was trying to park the car. ‘Hey Shaun, don’t worry about parking.’ I opened the passenger door and jumped into his car.

			He smiled at me with a white, shiny smile.

			‘Hey, Sarah.’

			‘Do you want to get out of here?’ I didn’t really want to run into one of my parents’ friends or one of their annoying sons.

			‘OK. Where do you want to go?’

			‘Why don’t we go to the beach.’

			‘OK.’

			We drove in silence for a while; it was a bit awkward. Eventually, ‘you look different out of your uniform.’

			‘Yeah. Hey shall we go to Hillarys?’

			‘OK.’

			Hillarys should be far enough away from the Claremont prying eyes. We parked and decided to go to the beach side for a walk first. A breeze blew along the beach, blowing away the heat of the sun’s rays. I loved the ocean – it was a force unto its own, driven by an eternal clock.

			Finally, I blurted out ‘Do you think white people are stupid?’

			‘No, Sarah,’ he laughed. ‘Why do you think that?’

			‘Oh it’s just you seem so wise for your age … er … how old are you?’

			‘I’m seventeen.’

			‘Seventeen! You know so much about life … for seventeen,’ she mumbled. ‘I know about grammar and Maths and Science but not really anything about life.’

			‘The knowledge I have has been passed down for generations by my people. That’s what our story telling’s all about.’

			I looked thoughtful, ‘Yes - it’s fascinating and so practical.’

			‘We survived for tens of thousands of years with these skills and knowledge of the land and ourselves as spiritual beings.’

			‘Your world has so much more meaning than ours. We study, go to uni, get a job then buy houses and cars and go on holidays but there always seems to be something missing.’

			‘It’s because you don’t know yourselves. A lot of people in the West don’t think of themselves as anything other than flesh and bones who live one life. They’ve lost who they really are.’

			He was so clever. I looked up at him, obvious admiration falling out of my expression.

			‘I love hearing you talk about stuff. It gives me hope that there’s more to life than material things.’

			‘Of course there is, Sarah. What do you want to do with your life?’

			‘My dad’s an orthodontist. Mum and Dad think it would be a good profession for me to get into coz you make lots of money and, of course, I’m good at science so they think I should do that.’

			‘What do you want to do?’

			‘Well, I love culture. I’d like to work in underprivileged countries and help people. I went on holidays to Africa when I was younger and I just loved the people there. We went into the country and I saw the kids playing with toys they’d made from bits of wire. They were so happy … it made me realise that true happiness comes out of what you create, not what’s given to you.’

			‘Yeah, I know. Why don’t you follow what you’re passionate about?’

			‘It’s not as easy as that. There’s a certain expectation … from my parents.’

			‘Do you get any say in what you do?’

			‘Maybe … if I really pushed the point. I’ve just been so amenable - pretty much gone along with most things they’ve said.’

			‘Well maybe you have to start asserting a bit more what you want.’

			I beamed. He made it sound so simple and really why shouldn’t I? I felt so happy, I spontaneously slipped my hand into his. I felt a spark run through my body at his touch. It caused me to catch my breath. I looked up at him and judging by the look on his face, I think he felt it too. We both smiled then started laughing and I found myself in his arms, falling into the sand. He kissed me gently. I’d never been kissed before. The soft touch of his lips sent a whirlwind of emotions charging through my body. I put my arms around his neck. I wanted to be close to him. I wanted him to keep kissing me and he did.

			‘You’re very beautiful,’ he said as he pulled away. ‘I’ve never seen eyes like yours before.’

			‘They’re green,’ I inwardly rolled my eyes at my statement of the obvious.

			I snuggled up to him, as we sat on the sand, staring at the beautiful ocean. The waves rolled in, sending a spray of glittering diamonds crashing onto the shore. After a while we decided to head to San Churros for a hot chocolate and some churros. I felt so excited - it was my first real date and here I was dipping churros into chocolate with Shaun at my side.

			‘Did you bring your bathers?’ I asked.

			‘Yes.’

			‘Shall we go for a swim?’

			‘Yeah. Although my people don’t swim much.’

			‘Why?’

			‘Too many stories about what’s in these waters.’

			‘Oh – well this bay is pretty safe – it’s totally sealed off from the outside ocean.’

			We walked down to the bay and headed to the changing rooms. After getting changed, we picked our way around the sunbathing tourists until we reached the water’s edge. A sea wall had created suitable conditions for a marina with shops and restaurants inevitably springing up to fulfil the needs of an ever-growing influx of British tourists and expats who lived in the northern suburbs.

			We waded into the shallow ripples which ebbed and flowed, a contrast to the crashing surf on the other side of the sea wall.

			‘Come on,’ I called as I dived into the shallow water. He followed.

			We swam and talked and laughed. It felt so natural now, after the initial awkwardness.

			‘Sarah - what time do you have to get home?’

			‘Midnight’s fine. I told Mum I was going to a party.’

			‘She wouldn’t approve of me, would she?’

			‘Of course she would … well … no, she probably wouldn’t.’

			Shaun fell silent and I felt bad.

			‘Look - I’m sorry. You know how it is. I don’t care. That’s all that matters isn’t it?’

			‘Yeah - for now.’

			He laughed and grabbed me in the water. We splashed each other; I’d never felt so happy.

			Eventually, it started getting a bit colder.

			‘Shall we get dressed, Sarah?’

			‘Yeah.’

			After we’d warmed up, we walked towards Shaun’s car.

			‘Shall we get Maccers?’ I asked.

			‘Yeah - that sounds good.’

			We got into the car.

			‘Do you want to watch the sunset before we go?’

			‘Sounds like a good idea.’

			We drove around to the beach car park and stared out across the water to the horizon.

			‘You know the horizon is a special place to my people.’

			‘Why?’

			‘My people believe that the spirits of the dead travel to Kooranup, on the west side of Wadjemup (Rottnest), before they journey to the afterlife. When the spirit is ready to leave the physical world, the mamong (whale) takes it to its final resting place.’

			‘Wow.’ I looked at him. He seemed so wise.

			‘Shaun - you’re so different to anyone I’ve ever met before.’

			‘You are too.’

			‘Really?’

			‘I don’t spend much time with girls. I find them too over the top. But, not you - you’re gentle.’

			‘Oh Shaun,’ I grabbed his hand.

			He clasped it tight and looked deep into my eyes. I felt like he was looking right into my soul. Our arms folded around each other.

			‘Is it OK if I kiss you again?’ I could see how much Shaun wanted to but he was being such a gentleman. I leaned over and kissed him. He kissed me back. This time our kiss felt deeper, like we didn’t want this day to end. His tongue went into my mouth. My body responded, jumping and causing me to feel flustered and breathless. I put my tongue into his mouth and followed his lead. Sensations bubbled and danced around in the pit of my stomach as my body reacted to his touch.

			He buried his face into my shoulder. I felt quite overwhelmed.

			‘Shaun … I … I’

			He kissed me again - more sedately this time. I didn’t want this night to end. Eventually we cuddled together and watched the white frothing sea sparkling in the dimming light.

			‘Shaun?’

			‘Yes?’

			‘This doesn’t need to end - does it?’

			He was silent, ‘what do you mean?’

			‘We can still keep seeing each other - can’t we?’

			‘I want to.’

			‘Then we will.’

			‘What will your mum say?’

			‘Oh, probably nothing for now.’

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			‘You’re not going out with that boy!’

			I’d heard it all before.

			‘I’ll go out with who I want!’ I flicked my long, sun-bleached hair over my shoulder.

			‘You’ll do as I say, young lady!’

			‘We’re not in the dark ages!’ I stormed out of the kitchen, slamming the door behind me, and ran up to my room. The tears came quickly. Why couldn’t she understand?

			I grabbed my phone and flicked onto my photos. His warm, brown eyes reached out to me and I smiled. He was so different to all the other boys I’d met. He drew me into his world with his stories. He was smart and funny and I loved him but that didn’t matter in my mum’s eyes. She had just about flipped her lid when I introduced her to my new “boyfriend.” I thought we were supposed to be past all that racism stuff but apparently not. I was glad, in hindsight, that I hadn’t introduced Shaun to Dad too - I could just imagine the two of them. It was bad enough seeing Mum’s jaw drop when she saw the colour of his skin. I never thought my parents were racist but I could see now that all their “understanding” talk about the Aboriginal people was just a social cover for downright prejudice.

			I felt sorry for Shaun when he first met my mum. She was so rude and condescending. She made it pretty obvious she disapproved. Thankfully, she didn’t say some of the things to his face that she said to me later. Shaun sort of looked down and pretended not to be hurt but I could tell he was - he so wanted my mum to like him. I told Mum we were going out and took off out the front door.

			We walked down tree-lined avenues, boasting beautiful houses, built in an era long gone.  Gardens were filled with English and European flowering plants, especially roses, native flora glaringly absent.

			‘Sarah, we’re not from the same world.’

			‘I don’t care.’

			‘People from Claremont don’t associate with us black people.’

			‘Shaun, it’s bullshit - this is 2015 - not 1960. I couldn’t care less what my parents think. I’m seventeen. I’ve got one more year at school and then I’m an adult and I can do what I want.’

			‘Yeah - but it’s not as simple as that - even my family will probably have a problem coz you’re white.’

			‘I can’t believe all this prejudice over the colour of someone’s skin.’

			‘You know it goes deeper than that.’

			‘I know - it’s just I love your world. My world is filled with big houses and dinner parties. It’s empty. You should hear what my parents’ friends talk about - it’s like all we exist for is to make money and buy houses and cars.’

			‘Yeah - I know. That’s your world.’

			‘Well - I don’t want to be part of it.’

			‘Come on –why don’t we get some Hungry Jacks?’

			‘Alright.’

			His hand reached for mine and he squeezed it tight. I smiled at him. After a trek to Hungry Jacks, on Stirling Highway, I suggested we skip going to the main park and head over to the park belonging to the University’s Claremont campus. It was tucked away and hardly anyone went there, apart from the odd person walking their dog.

			After what seemed like ages weaving through suburban streets, we finally reached our destination.

			‘Come on, Shaun. There’s a bench over there. I’ll race you.’ I set off running and two seconds later he was speeding past me, looking over his shoulder, grinning widely.

			‘OK – you win – show off!’ I exclaimed.

			We sat down on the bench, secluded by the overhang of an old date palm.

			‘Dunno if I want my burger now. It’ll be cold after the expedition you led me on.’

			I punched him in the arm.

			‘Are you blaming me?’

			‘Yeah!’ He grinned.

			He handed me a burger and we cuddled together, munching on cold bread and meat, pulling faces at each other until we were laughing and most of the food ended up on the ground.

			Everything felt so right when it was just the two of us. Shaun grabbed my hand and pulled me close. His soft lips touched mine and I felt his tongue teasing my lips as he pushed it inside my mouth. It sent fluttering sensations dancing down my legs. I pulled him in tight to me and we clung to each other. I felt like things would go further if we weren’t in the middle of a park. Eventually, we pulled apart.

			‘I love you, Sarah.’

			‘I love you too, Shaun.’ I could get lost in those big, brown eyes of his and that smile – it was genuine, honest and filled with the wonder of life.

			‘Sarah - how are we going to work this?’

			I looked down. I honestly didn’t know. Mum would never buy my white lies now.

			‘I’m in Armadale; you’re in Claremont. I’ve gotta work with my dad. You’ve got to go to school.’

			‘Are you breaking up with me?’

			‘No way. Just trying to figure it out.’

			‘What about if I see you on the weekends? You’ve got a car. You can pick me up.’

			‘But what about your studies … and your Mum and Dad … and what about your friends?’

			‘Shaun - it’s not that bad. My friends’ll love you. They were starting to get worried I’d never get a boyfriend.’

			‘Yeah but I’m black.’

			‘So?’

			‘Sarah - you’re so naïve. West Australian Ladies College girls don’t date indigenous guys.’

			‘Well - I can be the first.’

			‘It’s why I love you – you don’t care about what people think.’

			Our lips found each other, and we were kissing again.

			*

			I knew I’d have to go home eventually to face the music. I disentangled myself from Shaun’s protective hold. We’d been together three months now; there was no way I was going to let my Mum come between us.

			‘I guess I’d better go home and face the music.’

			‘Yes - you should. I wish I could help.’

			‘Well - how about I sort out my parents this weekend then you take me to meet yours next weekend.’

			‘Sounds like a fair plan. Shall I pick you up from the shops next Saturday?’

			‘Yes - I’ll be waiting for you.’

			Shaun dropped me at the end of my road and I walked the rest of the way.

			I kicked lonely gumnuts, which had fallen from the marri trees looming overhead, as I dawdled down the road to my house. When it came into view, I stared at its opulence. It was a two-storey house which stood at the intersection of two roads. It really made a statement “we’ve got money” and was far too big for the three of us, me being an only child. The architect, who designed the house, had paid attention to the smallest of details with the end product being a magnificent house, crafted from large limestone blocks. A grand gated entrance led to imposing double doors which opened to a huge foyer, complete with marble tiling and a chandelier which wound its way from the top floor down to the centre of the reception room. Tennis courts stood lazily next to the regal house, rarely used, and that completed the impressive structure. The only hint of Australia was the large gum tree which draped its branches over the front wall. Dad would have probably cut it down to avoid its “nuisance” leaves if it hadn’t been council property.

			I was filled with apprehension as I opened the front door. I expected a bollocking but instead I found my mum crying on one of the front room chairs.

			‘What’s wrong Mum?’

			She looked up at me and didn’t say anything.

			‘What’s wrong?’ I repeated.

			‘I hope you’re pleased with yourself. Me and your dad have had a big row about what you’ve been up to. He’s blamed me, of course, and he’s stormed out.

			‘I’m sorry you both have such a problem. Shaun’s a human being just like you and a very intelligent one at that.’

			‘You just can’t possibly understand.’

			‘What is there to understand? I’ve done everything you’ve said my whole life. I’ve given you no trouble. I don’t drink. I haven’t had a stream of different boyfriends like Shells. I’ve met one person whose really special and I love him so you’ll have to accept it.’

			‘How can you love him? You barely know him.’

			‘I’ve known him three months, Mum!’

			‘Three months! How?’

			‘I guess I was right in feeling that I couldn’t tell you about him.’

			‘So you’ve lied.’

			‘Not really.’

			‘Look what you’ve become already, Sarah, after linking up with him - a liar!’

			‘If you want to look at it that way then go ahead!’

			I turned on my heel and went upstairs to my room. I shut the door and threw myself on my bed, grabbing my IPAD, and logged onto Facebook. I went straight to messages and typed out a long message to Shaun. He didn’t come back; he was most probably still driving. I reached for my phone and called Shells.

			‘Hey - how are you?’

			‘Crap.’

			‘Why?’

			‘I introduced Shaun to Mum today and she flipped out.’

			‘Oh - what did you do?’

			‘Left with Shaun.’

			‘Right.’

			‘You don’t sound very supportive.’

			‘Well I guess we kind of expected this would happen.’

			‘Yeah, I know but it still really fucks me off.’

			‘What are you going to do?’

			‘Nothing, I guess. There’s no way I’m breaking up with Shaun. They can’t make me.’

			‘They can put you under a lot of pressure, especially with it being Year 12 n’all.’

			‘Yeah, I know, it’s not going to be fun but I don’t care.’

			‘How does Shaun feel?’

			‘Well - he’s upset. He wanted my mum to like him. Anyway, we thought we may as well get it all over and done with so I’m going to meet his parents next Saturday.’

			‘How do you think that’ll go?’

			‘I don’t know - can’t be any worse than my parents.’

			‘Yeah, what’s your dad say?’

			‘Apparently Mum and him had a massive fight about it and he’s stormed out.’

			‘Shit.’

			‘Will you come over?’

			‘Are you sure that’s a good idea?’

			‘Yees!’

			‘OK - I’ll come now.’

			About ten minutes later, I heard the doorbell ring then I could hear my mum speaking in hushed tones before Shells knocked on my door.

			‘Holy crap. She’s taken it bad hasn’t she - I’ve never seen your mum look such a mess.’

			‘Yeah!’ I gave Shells a hug. Her sweet smile and cheeky dimples could almost melt anyone’s problems away. She sat next to me on the bed.

			‘Look at him, Shells, he’s so gorgeous.’

			I showed her his photo on Facebook.

			‘Yeah, he is. You guys are really serious now aren’t you?’

			‘Yeah. We really love each other.’

			‘Have you gone all the way?’

			‘No! He’s such a gentleman.’

			‘Yeah - that is unusual – it’s all the younger guys want to do - get into your pants.’

			‘Not Shaun. He’s respectful. We’re waiting for the right time.’

			I heard the commotion at the front door as my dad came in.

			‘Where is she?’ he yelled at Mum.

			I could hear a scurry and loud whispering, obviously for Shelley’s benefit.

			‘God, I’m glad you’re here.’

			We hung out in my room until Shelley had to go. I walked her to the front door. The house was quiet apart from the TV going in the family room. I went into the kitchen, as quietly as I could, and its black marble bench tops glared at me with no sign of dinner. I took a frozen meal out of the freezer and put it into the microwave. I stood around, willing it to cook quickly, then Mum came in.

			‘We need to talk, Sarah.’

			‘I don’t think there’s anything more to say. I love Shaun and I’m not going to stop seeing him.’

			‘You don’t understand.’

			‘What I understand, Mum, is that you and dad are racist.

			‘We’re not racist.’

			‘Well what do you call it then?’

			‘Look, I don’t know what to say …’

			‘Exactly - there isn’t anything to say!’

			‘Shouldn’t you focus on your studies and leave dating boys until after you’ve finished school?’

			‘Shaun isn’t affecting my studies. I only see him on Saturdays. He works during the week.’

			‘How old is he?’

			‘Seventeen.’

			‘Is he still at school?’

			‘No.’

			‘What does he do then?’

			‘He has a job, Mum, he runs a cultural centre with his dad in Kalamunda.’

			‘What do they do there?’

			‘They teach people like you and me what their culture’s all about.’

			She rolled her eyes.

			‘I don’t want you to see him anymore.’

			‘Mum, you can’t stop me and I will still see him.’

			I took my dinner out of the microwave, grabbed a fork out of the drawer and took off upstairs.

			‘Your dad won’t agree,’ Mum called after me.

			‘He can’t stop me either,’ I yelled.

			I felt so frustrated. They didn’t have to make it so difficult.

			I sat on my bed, eating dinner and flicking through Facebook. As soon as I’d finished, I rang Shaun.

			‘Hey babe, it’s me.’

			‘Sarah - is everything OK?’

			‘Not really but I’ve been clear I’m still seeing you every Saturday so I guess it’s out in the open now.’

			‘I’m sorry - I guess I didn’t expect it to be any different.’

			‘Shaun! You shouldn’t be sorry. You’ve done nothing wrong. You’re a wonderful person. I hate my parents.’

			‘Don’t say that. You know you don’t. They just haven’t grown out of the era of prejudice yet.’

			‘God, you’re so amazing, Shaun. I wish I could see you right now.’

			‘Same.’

			‘Are you going to take me to your parents?’

			‘I don’t know if I should.’

			‘Yes - pick me up next Saturday at ten, at Hungry Jacks, and we’ll go to Armadale.’

			‘OK. I love you, Sarah.’

			‘I love you too, baby. I miss you. Wish I could hold you right now.’

			‘Oh Sarah, you’re making me crazy. Goodnight.’

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			I lay in my bed and stared at the ceiling. I couldn’t bear to wait a week to see him.

			The next morning I got ready and headed straight for the front door.

			‘Where are you going?’ Dad yelled.

			I ignored him and shut the door behind me.

			I wandered down the street to Shells’ place. She lived closer to the river than we did in an older style house, built way back at the turn of the 20th century. Of course, it had been modernised inside but it still maintained the cosy, inviting atmosphere of the older generations. I always felt like I was coming to a real home when I came around to Shells. Her mum greeted me at the door.

			‘Come in, love. Shells is sitting in the back garden.’

			I went down the dark, floorboarded corridor which opened out into a large sunny room at the back. Its open plan allowed for a huge modern kitchen, dining and sitting area. I could see Shells through the French doors, sitting on a sunbed in the garden, under the shade of a drooping Tipuana tree. She was reading a book.

			‘Hey,’ I called, as I went out of the doors.

			‘Hey.’

			‘Western Love,’ I stated in a mock condescending manner as I peered at the book she was reading, ‘shouldn’t you be studying?’

			She laughed. ‘As if!’

			Later, after a couple of coffees and a good chat, Shells’ mum came out. ‘Your mum’s on the phone, Sarah.’

			I rolled my eyes and went into the house to take the phone call.

			‘I just wanted to know what time you’d be home?’

			‘You could’ve just texted me. Hold on a minute. You were checking up on me. You were checking to see if I was really here.’ I hung up the phone.

			‘I’m so pissed off,’ I declared to Shell.

			‘What are you going to do, Sarah?’

			‘I dunno. One thing I know is I’m going to see Shaun every Saturday like I have been.’

			‘I miss catching up with you - going shopping and … you never come to parties.’

			‘Well - I could bring Shaun along - do you think?’

			‘I guess.’

			‘You don’t think it’s a good idea.’

			‘I don’t know. He might not fit in with our crowd.’

			‘Well we could try - Mum and Dad know now so what does it matter if the rest of the crowd know?’

			‘True. Why don’t you bring him to Anna’s party in a couple of weeks?’

			‘Good idea.’

			*

			I endured a frosty week at home and found it hard to concentrate on my schoolwork. I couldn’t wait for Saturday to come along. Eventually it did.

			‘Shaun!’ I ran into his arms in the Hungry Jacks car park. Something seemed different in our relationship like it was growing in a spiritual way and becoming more intimate. Shaun kissed me and my body responded with the fluttering feeling I was getting used to. Reluctantly, we separated, realising we were standing in a car park on Stirling Highway.

			‘Let’s go to my house. I’ve got something special for you.’

			‘You do?’ I was intrigued.

			It took us an hour to get to the hills. Shaun took me to a cute little weatherboard house at the end of a cul-de-sac. Nerves fluttered in my stomach. I’d seen his dad before at the Cultural Centre; he seemed like a nice man.

			The front door opened and a round, jovial lady stepped out and smiled.

			‘Mum - this is Sarah.’

			I held out my hand; I didn’t know what else to do.

			She grinned at my outstretched hand and grabbed me, pulling me into a hug.

			‘Hello Sarah!’

			‘Hello Mrs Jenkins.’

			‘Call me Sophie, Sarah.’

			‘Sophie.’

			She beckoned for me to come into the lounge room. It was small but homely. I sat on the couch and she went off to make a cup of tea.

			‘Hello Sarah,’ Mr Jenkins walked in.

			‘Hello Mr …’ I started to rise.

			‘Brad.’

			‘Brad,’ I smiled, unsure what to do.

			‘Sit down, girl, it’s alright.’

			I sat down next to Shaun. He was grinning from ear to ear.

			‘So - you’re in your last year of school now?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘What are you planning to do after school?’

			‘Em … well … my parents want me to become an orthodontist like my dad but … I don’t want to do that … I just haven’t told them yet.’

			‘Mmm.’

			‘Well I would like to do anthropology and study about indigenous culture.’

			‘Is that our son rubbing off on you?’

			‘No … it isn’t. I was interested in that before I met Shaun.’

			‘It’s true, Dad.’

			‘What will your parents say?’

			‘Em … honestly … they’ll probably chuck a fit. They’ve sort of planned out my life for me. I guess they don’t think I can work it out for myself.’

			‘Right.’

			Mrs Jenkins entered with the tea.

			‘Thanks, Mrs Jenkins.’

			I felt a bit awkward. Mrs Jenkins looked at me; her big, warm eyes seemed like they were boring into my soul, inspecting, judging, evaluating.

			‘You’re a good spirit,’ she said.

			I blushed. This was different to meeting one of my parents’ friends for the first time. It was so deep.

			‘Thank you,’ is all that I could manage.

			Shaun picked up on my discomfort.

			‘I’m going to take Sarah to the local park. We’ll get lunch in town.’

			‘OK, son. Are you coming home for dinner.’

			‘Yes, Mum.’

			We walked out of the front door and I felt somewhat relieved.

			‘Shall we walk to Minnewarra Park or do you want to drive?’

			‘Walking’s good.’

			‘Do you not like my parents?’

			‘I love them. It’s just they’re so different to mine.’

			‘We’re from different cultures; that’s why, dummy,’ he playfully punched my arm.

			‘Yeah,’ I laughed.

			As we walked along the pavement, he swept me into his arms and kissed me hard. I felt that familiar sensation begging to be satisfied between my legs. It had been three months; I was ready. I kissed Shaun back and we lost ourselves in each other until an old woman came out of her front door and yelled at us to move on.

			We ran off laughing.

			‘I’ve still got that surprise for you.’

			‘Really, that’s so sweet.’

			‘Later.’

			‘OK.’

			We walked to the park and wandered around the lake, arm in arm. I felt so happy with Shaun and it felt so free up here in the hills, away from Western suburban prejudice.

			‘Do you want to go to the shops?’

			‘OK.’

			It felt like we were killing time, like something was waiting for us.

			Eventually, ‘let’s go home, Sarah.’

			‘OK.’ I looked at my watch; it was already four o’clock.

			‘My mum and dad will have gone out now.’

			‘OK.’ I felt a ripple of excitement mixed with apprehension flow through my body. I thought this is it.

			We got to Shaun’s place and all was quiet. He let us in through the front door.

			‘Just a minute; wait here.’

			I obeyed. He came back a minute later.

			‘Come with me.’

			I followed him down the hallway to his bedroom.

			‘Close your eyes.’

			I obeyed.

			He stood behind me and put his hands over my eyes then opened his bedroom door.

			Gently, he nudged me inside, then took his hands away.

			‘Open your eyes!’

			I opened my eyes and, as they adjusted to the dim light, I gasped.

			‘Shaun!’

			Tears pricked my eyes as I turned around to hug him.

			‘Oh, Shaun - it’s so beautiful.’

			His room was filled with red balloons, there were red love heart lights hanging in a string over his bed and on the bed was a brown teddy hugging a heart which said ‘I love you.’ At that moment, it was the most special thing anyone had ever done for me.

			‘I love you, Shaun.’

			‘I love you too, Sarah.’

			His lips moved to mine and we were kissing more intensely than ever before. I wanted this person more than I’d ever wanted anything. The desperate urge to be at one with him consumed me. I clung to him, kissing fiercely, our tongues meeting in a tango of sensation. We moved towards the bed and fell amongst the covers. A flood of affinity washed over me and I finally knew what it felt like to truly love someone. We fumbled with each other’s clothes as our inexperienced fingers shook. We had never been this far before, never seen each other naked, never touched each other apart from kissing and caressing. Shaun drew a breath as my breasts popped out of their bra, plump and firm. He gently felt my breasts as I tugged on his jeans, finding it hard to focus.

			‘Sarah.’ Shaun was breathless. He helped me pull off his jeans and I felt his hardness against my leg. Tentatively, I touched him and he moaned. He tugged at my jeans as rational thought disappeared. Tangled together in a bundle of arms and legs, our hands searched desperately. I felt his fingers brushing between my legs and I cried out. He continued.

			‘Shaun! Shaun! - stop it!’ A mixture of pleasure and shyness driving me up the wall.

			‘Do you not like it?’

			‘It’s driving me crazy; yes.’

			I arched my body towards him, urging him to complete our union.

			‘Wait a minute,’ he leaned over me and fumbled with the drawer handle of his bedside table. A moment later, he had a condom. He ripped it open and his inexperienced fingers messed around trying to put it on. I clutched at him and finally our bodies joined. They moved with a mind of their own as Shaun moved towards climax and finally flopped on me, our tears mixing in a salty embrace.

			‘God, Shaun, I love you.’

			‘Oh Sarah. I can’t even describe what I feel for you. Love but more. You feel a part of me. I never want to lose you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you.’

			‘Oh baby, we will. I’m never letting you go.’

			We lay together for what seemed like hours, reluctant to end our comfortable embrace.

			‘Did I hurt you, Sarah?’

			‘No. I wanted you so bad, I didn’t notice.’

			He smiled.

			‘I’ll just be a minute.’ He got out of bed and went to the kitchen to bring us drinks. He came back with some juice and put it on the bedside table. Instead of drinking, he snuck back into bed with me and held me close. He trailed his fingers around my breasts and down my stomach and further. I smacked his hand.

			‘Stop it! I don’t know if I could tolerate that again – just yet.’

			He giggled and kissed my nose as he reached over and got my juice.

			‘Here, drink!’ he ordered as he passed my drink over.

			I sat up and drank.  As we sat together, he looked down at me, searching deep into my eyes.

			‘I love you, Sarah, I love you. I will never forget this day.’

			‘I love you, my beautiful Shaun.’

			Two hours later, we were driving back to Claremont. I snuggled up to Shaun.

			‘I don’t want this day to end.’

			‘Neither do I.’ He glanced at me and I saw such love in his eyes; he made me cry.

			‘What’s the matter, Sarah?’

			‘Nothing - nothing at all. I love you so much.’

			We parked around the corner from my house.

			‘Don’t forget Anna’s party next week.’

			‘I won’t.’

			I leaned over to him and we kissed. I pulled him closer.

			‘I wish I didn’t have to go.’

			‘Me too.’

			‘Maybe I could do a sleepover some time.’

			‘I don’t think your parents would allow it.’

			‘Course they wouldn’t, silly. I’d tell them I was staying at Shell’s.’

			‘They’d find out.’

			‘Yes, you’re probably right. Oh well. I’ll be eighteen this year then they can’t tell me what to do.’

			Shaun hugged me.

			‘Hopefully they’ll accept me by then.’

			‘Yes. Bye Shaun.’

			I reluctantly got out of the car then slowly trudged up the street. As I let myself in through the front door, I realised how cold and uninviting it was compared to Shaun’s home. Mum stood in the hallway, glaring at me.

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			‘Where have you been?’

			‘You know where.’

			‘I forbid you to see him again.’

			‘Mum, we’ve been seeing each other for nearly four months now. We love each other. I’m not going to stop seeing him.’

			‘I will ground you.’

			‘Don’t push it, Mum, or I’ll just leave.’

			‘Don’t be ridiculous, you’re seventeen - where would you go?’

			‘Exactly - I’m seventeen - if I choose to leave school and I choose not to live here, I don’t have to.’

			‘Sarah - you don’t know what you’re talking about. You’re prepared to give up your lifestyle, the support we give you and run off and live in an Aboriginal community.’

			She started to cry.

			‘Stop being so dramatic, Mum. Why can’t you see that Shaun is a decent guy with a decent job. He doesn’t drink. He’s got lovely parents. Give it a rest.’

			With that, I went upstairs.

			The following morning, I was awoken by my mum.

			‘We’re going to your Grandma’s for lunch. Be ready by eleven.’

			I groaned and rolled over. I hoped I wasn’t going to get another grilling.

			*

			‘How is your schoolwork going Sarah?’

			‘Fine, Grandma.’

			‘Are you putting the hours into study to get high grades?’

			‘Yes.’ I could see where this was going.

			‘Good, then. Just remember you’re in Year 12 – everything you do now counts for your future.’

			She didn’t say anymore and went inside to finish preparing lunch. She’d set the table outside on the lawn underneath the huge canopy of wisteria which grew madly over her wrought iron gazebo. Grandma had a beautiful garden. It was what she devoted her time to when she wasn’t playing lawn bowls or attending a charity luncheon. Her pride and joy, the large cluster of iceberg rose bushes which filled one of the flowerbeds, had almost grown to the size of miniature trees and to fill the gaps around their, now, fat trunks, Grandma had planted a mass of colourful petunias. I had to admire my Grandma’s green thumb, it helped to balance the animosity I felt towards her snobbish ways.

			‘I’ll go and help Mum,’ my mum said, leaving me alone with my dad. I groaned inwardly so, before he could say anything, I jumped up and followed my mum.

			‘I’ll come too!’ I called a little too eagerly.

			Half an hour later, we were bringing out platters of cold meats, salads and breads.

			Conversation around the table relaxed after we started to eat and the tension between my parents and I dissipated, even if only temporarily.

			Later, we sat on the garden. Mum and Dad were washing up.

			‘Your mother tells me you’ve got an Aboriginal boyfriend,’ Grandma stated.

			‘Yes,’ I sighed. Here it comes I thought.

			‘Have you considered the consequences?’

			‘What consequences?’

			‘You’re from completely different backgrounds.’

			‘So.’

			‘Don’t be naïve, Sarah. It might seem alright now, but your differences will impact your future. It could be the biggest mistake of your life, to follow this path.’

			‘Well - I’m prepared to take that risk.’

			‘What does he do?’

			‘He works at a Cultural Centre.’

			‘It can’t pay very high.’

			‘Grandma, it’s not all about money.’

			‘I know but you are used to this lifestyle,’ she waved her arms to indicate their somewhat grandiose surroundings.

			‘Grandma - it doesn’t matter what anyone says, I’m not going to break up with Shaun. I’ll carry on and finish Year Twelve, unless Mum wants to toss me out, then I’ll go to Uni. We’re not planning to get married yet.’

			This seemed to end the conversation and she started talking about the new variety of rose she had discovered last time she paid a visit to the plant nursery.

			*

			On Saturday, I was excited and a bit apprehensive. Shaun was going to meet all my friends tonight.

			‘Not going out with Shaun today?’ Mum enquired, nosily.

			‘He’s picking me up later to go to Anna’s party.’

			‘I see.’

			I worked on my Chemistry project until 2 pm then I got ready for the party. It would be the first time Shaun had seen me dressed up so I took extra special care to look stunning for him. I chose the emerald-green mini dress I’d been holding onto for a special occasion. I always looked good in green, it seemed to emphasise my green eyes and was a contrast to my fair hair. Tonight, I went all out, even adding some green eyeshadow to my usual light application of make-up.

			I started hanging around the front door at four o’ clock, waiting expectantly.

			It was 4.30 and Shaun still hadn’t arrived. He was never late. I’d already texted him four times with no reply. I guess he’s probably driving, I thought to myself but five o’ clock came around and I started  to sense an ominous feeling. He was really late. Something was wrong.

			‘Has he not come?’

			I stormed past my mum and up to my room. She was so condescending, like she expected him to let me down but she didn’t know Shaun. He’d never do that. I tried ringing him; I texted; I went on Facebook. He hadn’t been on there all day. That was weird. I rang Shelley.

			‘He’s not come, Shelley. It’s the first time in the whole time we’ve been together. I just don’t understand.’

			‘Maybe he was nervous about meeting all your friends and chickened out.’

			‘Yeah, but he’d call me or text me or something. It just doesn’t make sense.’

			‘Yeah, I guess. Do you want me to come and get you?’

			‘Yeah. Maybe just give it another half an hour. If he hasn’t come I’ll text you.’

			‘OK.’

			I sat on the edge of my bed, a hundred scenarios dashing through my mind. It just wasn’t like him to do this.

			At six o’ clock Shelley was at our front door.

			‘Hello, Shelley, how are you?’ My mum was beaming, like something had just happened that made her really happy. I couldn’t believe it - what a traitor - didn’t she care about her daughter’s happiness?’

			‘Let’s go, Shell.’

			I pushed past Mum, steering Shelley out of the door, as I went, and shut it loudly.

			Mum re-opened it.

			‘Aren’t you going to say goodbye?’

			‘Bye.’

			‘What time are you coming home?’

			‘About midnight,’ Shells replied for me.

			‘Wow, Sarah. You’re so mean to your mum.’

			‘You don’t know what she’s like.’

			I felt more unhappy than I’d ever felt. A sharp clamp squeezed my stomach with fear. Something was wrong. I knew it. There’s no way Shaun would just stand me up. I made the decision. I was going to catch buses and find my way to Armadale the next day. I didn’t care how long it took.

			‘Hey, Sarah,’ Anna gave me a hug, ‘where’s your boyfriend?’

			‘Oh, he couldn’t come. Happy birthday, Anna.’

			She could tell by my long face that something was wrong so she left it alone. ‘Come in, help yourselves to drinks.’

			We walked in. All the usual crowd from school were there plus the guys from our neighbouring school, Christchurch Grammar. I felt out of place, somehow. I texted Shaun throughout the night but there was no response.

			‘Come on, Sarah, get off your phone and come and dance.’ I reluctantly stood up and went to dance with a group of girls. A dorky guy, Jeremy, joined in and sidled up to me.

			‘How yer going, Sarah?’

			‘Fine.’

			‘Heard you got an Aboriginal boyfriend.’

			‘So.’

			‘Nothing.’ I think my pure contempt for his comment cut through any further conversation and he moved away quickly. I felt disconnected from my body. It danced while my mind was somewhere else, conjuring up a multitude of scenarios or ideas about what might have happened today. For once, I was happy when Shells said it was time to go. I didn’t drink much. I didn’t want a hangover the next day, I needed to find Shaun.

			When I let myself in, the house was quiet. I went straight upstairs and flung myself on the bed. Finally, the tears flooded out, washing make-up all over my pillow. I just couldn’t understand it. Shaun was the sweetest, most gentle, thoughtful guy. Why would he let me down like this, especially after what happened last week?

			I couldn’t stop crying, a confusion of emotions ravaged my body. Eventually, I washed my face then went to my computer. I checked Facebook. He hadn’t been on all day. Tears poured again. Something must have happened to him. I had a fitful sleep. The next morning, I jumped in the shower, early, threw on my jeans, put on some make-up to try and cover my puffy eyes then went downstairs. I grabbed a piece of cold pizza from the fridge and I was about to leave when Mum came downstairs.

			‘Where on earth are you going, Sarah?’

			‘I’m going to see Shaun.’

			‘But it’s your study day today.’

			‘One Sunday off won’t make me fail.’

			‘How are you getting there?’

			‘On the bus.’

			‘But you won’t know which bus.’

			‘Mum! I can figure it out. I’m seventeen, not nine.’

			‘Were you going to go without telling me?’

			‘I was going to text once I was on the bus.’

			‘Sarah, you are being naughty. I would have been worried if I’d found you gone, with no note.’

			‘Yeah, OK. I need to go now.’

			‘Be careful, Sarah.’

			‘Of what?’ I rolled my eyes and left.

			‘Sarah – Armadale’s a rough area – please be careful.’ I heard my mum’s final words fading away as I walked to the bus stop.

		

	
		
			Chapter 5

			It was half an hour to wait for a bus into the city. I cursed the reduced service on Sundays. I went into Hungry Jacks and got a coffee then I sat on the bench outside, to wait for the bus. I tried texting Shaun again with no response. I decided not to tell him I was coming. Whatever had happened it had to be bad and I didn’t want to give him a heads up and risk him leaving the house. The bus trip into the city seemed to take forever. I thought it might be quicker to get a train to Armadale so I poured over the timetables and finally figured out where I should wait for the next train. I got into Armadale at 9.30 am. It was a bit of a walk to Shaun’s house. Lucky we’d walked to the shops last week or I would never have remembered where to go.

			After forty-five minutes, I was finally standing at Shaun’s front door.  Apprehension flooded my body as I knocked on the door. Mrs Jenkins opened it a minute later. We looked at each other. I felt like there was hostility in her eyes. What could have happened? I felt tears pricking the corners of my eyes and I fought hard to hold them in.

			‘Is Shaun home?’ I whispered.

			‘No.’

			‘Oh … do you know where he is?’

			‘No.’

			‘Do you know what time he’ll be home?’

			‘No.’

			Finally, I could hold the tears in no longer. They flooded out. I tried to ask something else but my words choked in my throat as the tears intensified.
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