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			Chapter One

			Bea stared at the Buttersquelch and the Buttersquelch stared right back. He stared with the complete belief that he was in fact, invisible. Telling himself that the small human stood before him was actually looking straight through him, at something clearly intriguing behind him. He was standing at the base of a ginormous Cedar tree, so perhaps this human was trying to work out a way to climb it. Though he was not sure how with those tiny hands humans have. He had almost been booted out of the way before by a massive human with massive human feet. It was kicking bits of rubbish about as it walked and he was sure he was going to be next. He remained completely frozen, not even twitching to itch his beak. Not wanting to attract any attention with movement and the human had walked straight past him.

			The human that was in front of him now was much smaller, with hair. A lot more hair! It was all curly and red and sticking out in every direction. Almost like it was trying to escape from the head it was growing out of. It also had these big bizarre looking circle eyes with spikes sticking out of them. It must have bad eyes as they were held onto its head with a strap. Imagine having eyes so bad that you had to strap them onto your face to stop them falling out and rolling away! The giant human that almost kicked him before was too huge to see what sort of eyes it had. Who knows, maybe it didn’t have eyes at all.

			This mini human was peering round him, down to the left then down to the right. For some reason it had turned and looked behind itself and even looked up at the sky. It sniffed its nose a bit and jiggled its eyes around. (They must have come loose again.) Still, he stood unmoving, believing with complete conviction, in his invisibility.

			“Why are you looking at me like that?” the mini human said looking directly at him.

			The Buttersquelch humpfed a bit, let his arms hang down and fidgeted his feet. This did feel good as one of his feet was starting to get tingly. He looked up at the human, poked his bottom beak out sideways and humpfed again. He was having the realisation moment that he was not actually invisible to humans, and in fact, not invisible to anything at all. He reached the conclusion that the previous giant human had just walked past him without noticing that he was there.

			“Oh well, never mind that then.” He grumbled and rolled his eye.

			“Never mind what?” asked the human.

			“Being invisible…”

			“But you’re not invisible, I can see you.” Stated the human as it bent down a bit to get a better look.

			“Well I know that now” the Buttersquelch sputtered. He sniffed and snuffled a bit, and feeling a bit deflated he looked back up at the human with weird spikey eyes and overflowing red hair.

			“What are you?” Asked Bea looking down at, well, she was not sure what. This peculiar little fellow was a bit shorter than half as tall as she was with feet twice as big. He had knobbly knees and elbows attached to knobbly limbs. His head looked a bit like a squashed bird with massive ears to balance out his massive hands and feet. And although each ear was the same size as his face, it was a face that seemed to make sense. He had fur that was a glorious mix of reds and oranges and had random long feathers sticking out with purple tips topped with a twitch of blue. He was peering up at her with one massive curious eye under a rather eccentric eyebrow. The other eye was small and dark. He had a little yellow beak with the bottom half sticking out sideways, maybe because he was just not happy at the moment. 

			Then he stood up straight, puffed his chest out and put his bottom beak back under the top one where it belonged. Then with one outstretched finger pointing to the clouding sky he proclaimed “I am a Buttersquelch!”

			“Wow…I’ve never met a Buttersquelch before. My name is Bea. What’s yours?” Bea crouched down onto one knee so her head was almost level with his and held out her hand for a hello shake. The Buttersquelch looked quizzically at the stuck-out hand, and with the eccentric eyebrow raised to an extraordinary height, put his hands on his hips and humpfed again.

			“Why are you sticking your arm out at me?”

			“Copy me…” said Bea, and as instructed the Buttersquelch stuck out its hand. “Now…what’s your name?”

			“My name is Boil.” Bea took his hand in hers and shook it, almost taking him clean off his feet. He was a lot lighter than he looked like he would be, maybe his bones were part bird too thought Bea to herself.

			“Hello Boil!” Bea said with a triumphant grin.

			Wobbling back into balance Boil replied “Hello Bea.” Boil was now clearly more relaxed and for the first time in their acquaintance they both did the same thing at the same time and smiled.

			“So!” said Boil. “What sort of a human are you?”

			 “Well err…umm…I’m a girl. And I’ve just turned eight and a half.”

			“A girl hey…what’s a girl?” asked Boil cocking his head and rocking on his heels.

			“Erm…well I guess…a girl is different to a boy.” Bea had never had to explain what sort of a human she was before so she wasn’t exactly sure what to say.

			“Oh I see.” Boil peered into Beas face and pointed to the spikes with one of three long bony fingers with blue and purple fingertips. “Is that why you have those funny eyes that keep coming loose from your face? Because you are a girl…?”

			“What…these?” With one hand pointed to her own face and the other resting on her belly Bea threw her head back and laughed. “Ah ha-ha-ha…no silly, these aren’t my eyes. These are my goggles. They make everything look the colour of summer. Here, you try.”

			Bea took the goggles off her own head and leaned across to put them on her new friend. Since his ears were so massive, she pulled one through the elastic strap and sat them on his head a bit wonky over his beak. Boil pushed them on to his face making them fit better in front of his good eye. He looked up at the sky then turned to look up through the branches of the Cedar Tree. He looked at the grass, at his own feet, then spun in a circle and looked back up at Bea.

			“Whoa…Wow…these are amazing. You’re right! Everything looks like summer. How is this possible…some sort of magic?” Boil walked a bit as he talked, lost in the moment of something new.

			“No, I wish it was magic but it’s just yellow plastic. I have some purple ones at home too. Which ones I wear depends on what mood I’m in. I picked the sunny ones today as it’s been raining a lot these last few days, and as much as I love watching the rain and jumping in puddles, I needed to remind myself that it’s almost summer.” Bea explained as she followed Boil in a big loopy ring around the base of the Cedar Tree.

			After a bit more walking and talking and looking about they found a good patch of grass sprinkled with Daisies and Clover and lay down. They stuck their arms out, kicked off their shoes and looked up to the growing clouds above.
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			Chapter Two

			Bea had spent the last hour or so gazing upwards exploring the clouds that were playing overhead. The orangey hue from her goggles made them easier to watch as it softened the glare so she didn’t have to squint. They were undulating, morphing, transforming from one creature to another. She chuckled to herself as the cloud formation that presently held her concentration looked like an old woman with a long witchy nose and a massive head. It had tiny arms that stuck out sideways and big kangaroo legs. As the clouds meandered across the sky it looked like the legs were walking, which escalated Bea from a giggle to a full belly laugh. Boil was dozing dreamily next to her. He had one foot twitching in conjunction with a wiggly ear, like a dog dreaming about chasing a rabbit.

			“Boil..,” Bea nudged Boils knobbly knee with the knobble of her own. “Boil! It’s time to wake up now.”

			Boil rolled his head to Bea and grinned lazily. He stuck out his arms and legs as far as they would go and indulged in an extravagant yawn. He sat up with a humpf, shook bits of grass from his ears and gave his beak a good scratch.

			“Yup yup yup. That was some much needed kip. Hmmm yup!” With that he stuck his arms straight up in the air, stretched out his fingers and had another, but less dramatic yawn. Then as if on cue both their bellies rumbled.

			“What do you want to eat mumbly grumblyoooo…?” One belly would say to the other.

			“Oooooo, lovely munchie grumblyoooo…” the other belly would reply. “Ummm Broccoli mumblyoooo.” “Ooooo Cherry Pie umbuggly grumblyoooo.” “Ummmm lovely jubbly chippies mmmm.” “Oooooh yeah chippy nibbleys umbugglyoooo.”

			“Well Boil, by the sounds of it I think we should get some lunch. My house is behind those trees over there.” Bea pointed to a path that led to a small woodland on the far side of the common. “You can hide in my grandads shed and I’ll bring something out.”

			Slowly they both put their shoes on over their now slightly wet socks. This took some effort from Boil since his feet were so huge and he had to navigate his way through a bird nest of knotted laces. He had to concentrate when lifting each foot to maintain balance, this must be why he evolved with such massive hands.

			“Here, you can wear these again if you want to.” Bea offered Boil the goggles leaving red rings around her eyes where they had been sitting.

			“That would be amazing! Yes please! These are wicked fun.” Boil fixed them over one ear the same way that Bea had before and off they set to find food. Once they were on their feet the belly conversations got louder, so they both walked at a brisk pace into the trees. As the pair had almost reached the entrance to the woodland the first drops of rain began to fall.

			“Here comes the rain… I wondered when it was going to get here. I was hoping we would get home first but this isn’t too bad. The trees will cover us.” Bea said holding both her palms up to catch raindrops. 

			“Humpf…speak for yourself.” said Boil looking up and around. He made a clumsy dash for the trees which were just a few meters away. “I don’t like getting rained on, it makes all my fur and feathers stick down.” Bea had to stifle a giggle as she pictured Boil with all the fluff on his ears stuck down and his long feathers plastered to his head. Like the way a hamster looks when it is wet, all skinny with bulgy eyes. But she did not want to upset Boil further so kept this thought to herself. “Don’t worry, it really isn’t far, fifteen minutes at the most and we’ll be there…come on.” She put a comforting hand on Boils shoulder and off they went.
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			Bea had to admit that the path looked a lot spookier in the rain with a moody cloudy sky. They had only been walking for a few minutes before the rain had grown from a drizzle into fat raindrops, and the wind was getting livelier too. The Silver Birch and Oak Trees made a lot of noise as branches banged and switched against each other. Most of the birds, squirrels and other woodland wildlife had already hidden themselves away. The Blackberry bushes that lined either side of the path were catching their legs as they hurried past, and to make it just a little bit more challenging the path was showing the first signs of turning into mud.

			“How much further is it?” Boil asked looking a bit troubled.
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