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To all the kids who know they can make a difference . . . and especially for those who are still figuring it out.
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GREEN PEAS MANIFESTO


Rule 1


THE FIRST RULE OF GREEN PEAS IS SHHHHHH!


Rule 2


IT’S NOT ABOUT THE GLORY, IT’S ABOUT THE MESSAGE.


Rule 3


PRANKS MUST ALWAYS BE FOR THE GREATER GOOD.


Rule 4


STAY OFF THE GRID.


Rule 5


TAKE EVERY OPPORTUNITY TO MAKE A DIFFERENCE.


Rule 6


BE CLEVER. A CLEVER PRANK IS A GOOD PRANK.


Rule 7


GO FOR MAXIMUM EXPOSURE AND MAXIMUM EFFECT.


Rule 8


WHEN SOMETHING IS WRONG, TAKE ACTION.


Rule 9


BE CREATIVE. STAY AHEAD OF THE GAME.


Rule 10


DON’T BE AFRAID TO GO ALL THE WAY TO THE TOP.


Rule 11


FOLLOW ALL THE LEADS.


Rule 12


KEEP YOUR EYES OPEN YOU ARE ALWAYS ON THE JOB.


Rule 13


NEVER TAKE YOUR EYE OFF THE PRIZE.


Rule 14


ALWAYS LISTEN TO OTHERS. NO IDEA IS TOO CRAZY.


Rule 15


NO PEA LEFT BEHIND.


Rule 16


TRUST NO ONE. EXCEPT OTHER GREEN PEAS, OF COURSE.


Rule 17


BAD PEOPLE MUST BE STOPPED – WHATEVER IT TAKES.


Rule 18


NEW MEMBERS MUST BE APPROVED BY ALL CURRENT MEMBERS.


Rule 19


NOT EVERYONE WILL UNDERSTAND WHAT YOU’RE TRYING TO DO. THAT DOESN’T MEAN YOU STOP.


Rule 20


NEVER UNDERESTIMATE THE POWER OF POSITIVE PRANKING.


Rule 21


IF WE GO DOWN, WE GO DOWN TOGETHER.


Rule 22


WHEN THE GOING GETS TOUGH, THE TOUGH GET PRANKING.


Rule 23


WATCH WHAT YOU EAT. KNOW WHERE YOUR FOOD COMES FROM.


Rule 24


STAND UP. BE HEARD. DON’T BACK DOWN.


Rule 25


ALWAYS TRY TO BE A BETTER PERSON. BUT IN THE END, BE THE BEST YOU CAN.


Rule 26


LEAD THE CHANGE.





Green Peas Rule 1


THE FIRST RULE OF GREEN PEAS IS SHHHHHH!
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I try to hide my nerves as our sports teacher, Ms Mezher, explains how cross country day is going to work.


“And next Friday, Years Five and Six will meet in their assigned groups on the bottom field at…”


I hold my breath and close my eyes. Here it comes…




Beep beep. Beep beep.





Ms Mezher stops for a moment and scans the school assembly. I keep my eyes fixed on the maths folder on my lap. That’s only the first alarm clock. It’s stuck to the bottom of a seat over near where Year Three sits. The first few I set to go off are quieter: they’ll build up slowly with one going off every minute until the grand finale under Mrs Keiren’s butt.


Ms Mezher tries to ignore it, and continues with her announcements.


“Um, they’ll meet at the beginning of lunch so that we can make sure…”




Beep beep. Beep beep.


Ding. Ding. Ding. Ding.





Some kids are starting to notice. Teachers as well. I can’t look too interested yet. For now, I focus on my maths folder. My name is spelt out with stickers on the front and I pick at the “W” until it breaks in half so my name now reads “Casey Vu” instead of “Casey Wu”.


Ms Mezher is trying her best to stay on track.


“Er, make sure that everyone is checked off before we…”




Beep beep. Beep beep.


Ding. Ding. Ding. Ding.


Merp. Merp. Merp.




That one’s two rows in front of me, under Amelie Berger’s seat. She jumps into the air a little, looking around her. This alarm clock’s louder than the first two. The kids near me start to giggle. Teachers stand up. I can react now without looking suspicious.




Merp. Merp. Merp.





It’s a pretty horrible sound – I can’t imagine anyone wanting to wake up to that. Everyone’s paying attention now. Ms Mezher has given up on her speech and is looking to the teachers on stage for help. A murmur spreads through the assembly. Heads turn left and right, confused. I join in, looking around. But I’m not confused. I know the next one will be in the Year Five section. And it’ll be a good one.


We spent a lot of time planning this event. I tested all the alarm clocks and put them in order from quietest and most subtle to loudest and most obnoxious. Obnoxious is a great word. It sounds like some kind of disease and it has an “X” in it. “X” words always sound like they are attacking something.


I sat in assembly for weeks, secretly mapping out the chairs in my notebook and marking where everybody sits. Then we plotted where each alarm clock would go. I did test runs at home – syncing the clocks and setting them a minute apart. I laid them out in order on my bedroom floor, listened to them go off and adjusted everything for the right effect. All with Grandpa downstairs, happily watching his shows with closed captions on, no idea what I was up to just above him. It’s one of the upsides to Grandpa being deaf – alarm clock testing doesn’t bother him at all.


Zeke grins at me from the row in front, but I glare back at him. It’s one of the Green Peas rules. “No acknowledgement of other members during an event.” We moved it down on the list. Number 32, from memory. But that doesn’t make it any less important. But Zeke can’t help himself. He’s just so…Zeke!


I look at my watch. Here we go…




Beep beep. Beep beep.


Ding. Ding. Ding. Ding.


Merp. Merp. Merp.


Jingle bells, jingle bells, jingle all the way. Oh what fun it is to ride on a one-horse open sleigh. HEY!





I try my best not to smile as I think of the little Santa alarm clock strapped to the bottom of a Year Five’s chair. I had to tape Santa around the stomach because his arms and legs move back and forth like he’s making a snow angel when the alarm goes off.


Tess Heckleston catches my eye and gives me a wink. She’s kept a pretty low profile since she got busted with a million dollars in her locker a couple of months ago, but we owe her for funding this event before she became as broke as the rest of us.


The assembly’s in full chaos now. Kids are laughing and teachers are trying to calm everybody down – but it’s not working. And now the alarms are set to ring just thirty seconds apart.




Beep beep. Beep beep.


Ding. Ding. Ding. Ding.


Merp. Merp. Merp.


Dashing through the snow in a one-horse open sleigh.


Buzz buzz buzz. Buzz buzz buzz.


Bring briiiiiiiing. Bring briiiiiiiing.


It’s 8:40 am on wbs 107.2fm, and it’s another beautiful day in Watterson.


BRAYNK! BRAYNK! BRAYNK! BRAYNK!


Driiiiing. Driiiiing.





Full pandemonium has set in now. I love the word “pandemonium”. It sounds like what it is. I love words that do that.


And as I look around me at the mess our school assembly has become, there could not be a better word than “pandemonium”.


Kids are standing on chairs or looking under them. Everyone can hear the noise, but hardly anyone knows where it’s coming from. The teachers are shouting now, trying to get us all under control and find the alarms. It’s not going to work: we placed the clocks away from the aisle seats where the teachers are, and the kids are enjoying this way too much to help them. This act of defiance is nothing if not well thought out.


I look at Mrs Keiren. Her face is turning slightly red, maybe even a little purple. Her hands clutch the armrests of the big wooden chair that sits on stage, fingernails digging into the wood. She looks like a kettle heating up. I know what’s coming next, and my guess is it will be just enough to make her boil over.


I can see the back of Cookie’s head from where I’m sitting. She doesn’t turn around. She can follow the Green Peas rules way better than Zeke, but the tension in the back of her neck tells me she can’t wait for the next bit either.


I look at my watch. 8:44 am. Seconds to go.




Beep beep. Beep beep.


Ding. Ding. Ding. Ding.


Merp. Merp. Merp.


Over the hills we go, laughing all the way. HO HO HO!


Buzz buzz buzz. Buzz buzz buzz.


Bring briiiiiiiing. Bring briiiiiiiing.


Reaching twenty-four today with clear skies and no chance of –


BRAYNK! BRAYNK! BRAYNK! BRAYNK!


Driiiiing. Driiiiing.





And three, two, one…




BWAK BWAK BAGAAAAARK!





The chicken alarm clock goes off under Mrs Keiren’s butt…and the kettle boils over. SHE…IS…FUMING! I can almost see the steam coming out of her ears. The entire school stops and turns to face the headteacher.




BWAK BWAK BAGAAAAARK!





Mrs Keiren leaps up like she’s just laid an egg, and the school erupts into laughter. She reaches under her chair and rips off a chicken alarm clock covered in gaffer tape. The plastic chicken in her hand flaps its wings.




BWAK BWAK BAGAAAAARK!





With that, timed as perfectly as I’d hoped, a banner drops from the ceiling of the school hall.




WAKE UP! DINOSAURS THOUGHT THEY HAD TIME TOO. SAVE OUR PLANET NOW.





I smile proudly. It’s fine to do that now; my grin will be lost in the craziness around me. None of the teachers suspect that the quiet kid with the maths folder is behind the elaborate protests. Or, as Mrs Keiren is calling them, “pranks”.


But I, Casey Wu, am not just a prankster. I am an activist. I may be only eleven years old, but I have a lot to say, and I will be heard. No matter how loud I have to be.


Sometimes, you need to take action to make a difference. Everyone can stand up in their own way. Every activist has their own superpower.


And mine is pranking.


I slide one of Mum’s cards out of my folder. It seemed appropriate to bring this one with me today.
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Trixie Wu’s Thoughts On…


MAKING A DIFFERENCE


You only get one life, Casey-baby. Make it count. Make a difference, whatever you want that to be – big or small, to one person or to the whole world. Be the change you want to see. Find your strength and use it.


xMum
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GREEN PEAS RULE 2


IT’S NOT ABOUT THE GLORY, IT’S ABOUT THE MESSAGE.
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I get a few low fives as I make my way back to class. Green Peas isn’t a total secret at Watterson Primary, but kids here don’t dob on each other. I mean, if someone is hurting another kid or bullying them or something, there’s no code – you absolutely go down for something like that. But when it comes to “kids’ business”, we sort of look out for each other.


I take my usual seat in Mr Deery’s class between Zeke and Cookie. Cookie gives me a slight nod – she’s so cool and super-spy-like. Zeke’s breaking the rules as usual. He’s grinning ear to ear and gives me a double thumbs-up. I just ignore him. It’s the approach I often take with Zeke.


Mr Deery stumbles in looking pretty frazzled. It took a long time for the teachers to get everyone under control, out of assembly and back to their classes. Mr Deery used to teach Year Five, but everything got reshuffled when Mr Bijac went on paternity leave. It was a good trade. Mr Bijac smelled like feet. But not just his feet smelled like feet. His suit smelled like used socks. His aftershave smelled like old leather. And his breath…well, you know the black stuff that builds up under the corners of your toenails? Mr Bijac’s breath smelled like he ate that for breakfast. BLAH!


So Mr Deery and his peppermint smell is a definite upgrade.


“OK, kids, we’re going to try to move on from this morning’s little, um, disruption,” Mr Deery says, rearranging the papers on his desk for the third time.


“Disruption”. I like that. It’s a much better word than “prank”.


Well done, Mr Deery, that’s exactly what we’re trying to do – disrupt the way the world is going. I scribble the word “disruption” in my workbook.


Mr Deery finally finds the book he’s looking for and waves it at the class. “Can we all get our workbooks out, turn to page thirty-four, and we’ll put this morning behind us and get onto some learning?”


A crackle in the speaker on the ceiling tells me Mrs Keiren has other ideas.


“Students!” Mrs Keiren’s voice screeches through the speaker. It’s so loud and distorted that it sounds like she has the microphone shoved halfway down her throat. “Today’s display of anarchy will not be tolerated.”


I jot down the word “anarchy” on the corner of my workbook. I like the sound of that one too. Not the sound of it squawking through the speakers at me care of Mrs Keiren, of course, but the sound of it as I roll it around in my head. I make a note to look it up later.


“These pranks are no laughing matter, and the students behind them will be found, mark my words. You may think you’re making some kind of statement, but this is NOT the way to make yourself heard.”


I disagree. No one listens to you when you’re eleven, even when you have something really important to say. We tried to ask the supermarket at Watto Mall to stop using single-use plastic bags, but we couldn’t even speak to anyone higher up than the half-asleep seventeen-year-old who ran the assistance counter. Which, by the way, should definitely be renamed. The Green Peas events are my way – our way – of shouting so loud they can’t ignore us.


The screeching continues. “I expect anyone who knows anything about this matter to report to my office and give themselves, or the offending students, up immediately!”


The speaker crackles once more and falls silent. Mr Deery sighs.


“Does anyone want to come forward?” Mr Deery asks, looking around the classroom. The kids all look at each other. Zeke, Cookie and I join in. Nobody raises their hand. I love my school.


“Very well, then. Let’s put the matter behind us and move on with our comprehension exercises.” As Mr Deery opens up his exercise book, Mac Cooper’s hand shoots up. I hold my breath for a second. I don’t know if Mac knows about us. He’s a bit of an indie kid at school, plays guitar in a band and has that special ability to look blasé about pretty much everything. “Blasé” basically means “whatevs”, but it sounds way more sophisticated, don’t you think? It’s one of my new favourite words. Anyway, Mac seems like a cool kid. I don’t think he’d dob us in. But you never know.


Mr Deery looks up. “Yes, Mac?”


“Maybe instead of just ignoring the prank or trying to bust the kids who did it, we should talk about why it happened.” Mac flicks his hair away from his eyes and shrugs.


Maybe Mac’s not just a cool indie type after all. I’m impressed. I take back my label of blasé and make note to find a more appropriate adjective for Mac. I turn to Mr Deery, super keen to hear his answer.


“OK,” he says, closing the book in front of him. “What do you want to talk about?”


“Not sure,” says Mac. “But it’s not just another prank, right? I mean whoever’s doing it is trying to get our attention. To – you know – think about our planet and how we’re wrecking it. I mean it’s kinda scary for us kids. With climate change and everything, are we even gonna have a planet to live on?”


My belly’s doing flip flops. This is EXACTLY what I wanted. Mr Bijac would have shut this conversation down by now, but Mr Deery is different.


He nods. “You’re right, Mac. I agree: it’s scary. Does anyone else worry about this sort of thing?” Every hand shoots up, including my own.


“All right then,” he says. “Let’s talk about it. Comprehension can wait until after lunch.”


We all close our books.


Mr Deery rubs his forehead. “Now, it’s a pretty big subject. Does anyone have anywhere in particular they want to start?”


Every hand in the class shoots up again.


Mr Deery points to Isla. “Let’s start with you, Isla.”


She drops her hand. “I think it’s really hard to know what we should do about it. I mean, I don’t really like being in big crowds at protests, or public speaking, but I want to help too.”


Mr Deery nods. “I think the first thing we should talk about is how you can find your own way to take a stance for what you believe in. Some people do it through science or politics, and others through protests or writing. Why don’t we talk about some of the ways you can help. Any ideas?”


Hands go up again.


I can’t hide my grin this time. See! I knew kids have a lot to say.
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I quickly scribble down the word “apathetic” in my folder as I race to the garden shed. I just needed to check a few words with Mr Deery after class, so Zeke and Cookie went ahead without me.


My handwriting’s terrible because it’s super hard to run and write at the same time, but I don’t want to forget this word. Mr Deery said it at the very end of class when we were talking about why grown-ups don’t do more about what’s happening to our planet. I want to make sure I don’t forget it.


I’ve always loved new words. I want to have a really big vocabulary so that I can explain exactly what I’m thinking and how I’m feeling. Writing’s my favourite subject at school for sure. Maybe I’ll be a writer when I grow up. But probably an activist. I wonder if you can be both. Zeke’s stepdad has two jobs, so why not?


Realising I’ve slowed to a walk, I run the rest of the way to the garden shed.


I do the secret knock and Zeke lets me in. “Sorry I’m late.”


“No worries,” he says. “Mr Deery used a bunch of new words that I figured you’d want to add to the list.”


Sometimes I think Zeke knows me too well.


I take a seat next to Cookie and pass her the Green Peas folder. Her T-shirt today says, “trees are people too”, and there’s a cartoon of a girl hugging a tree.


“One of yours?” I ask.


Cookie nods. “Dad and Aaron got me some new T-shirt transfer paper for my birthday. This was the tester.”


“I love it.” Cookie always makes the best shirts.


I turn to Zeke. “Did you collect the cameras?” He’s always in charge of making sure our events are recorded.


He pats his satchel. I know – what eleven-year-old has a satchel? It’s so antiquated. It’s so…Zeke!


“Roger!” he says, giving me a salute.


“Just say yes, Zeke.”


“Roger that,” he says again.


I give up.


The garden shed gives a metallic grumble as it leans in the wind. This is where we meet every second lunchtime – unless there’s an event coming up, and then the meetings are more often.


Zeke sits up straight, like he’s reporting for duty. “I snuck the cameras back out of the hall without anyone suspecting a thing,” he says proudly. “I even came back to class with a small piece of toilet paper stuck to my foot to convince everybody that I’d actually gone to the bathroom. It was very ninja-like.”


I look at Zeke from under my eyebrows. “You’re not a ninja, Zeke.”


“Well, wouldn’t it be very ninja-like for someone to be a ninja and for their best friend-slash-neighbour to not even know they were a ninja?” Zeke tilts his head to the side. “Hmm? Think about it.”


I turn to Cookie. She’s much easier to deal with.


“Great banner today, Cookie. I especially enjoyed the little T-Rex you did munching on the ‘T’.”


Cookie opens up our Green Peas folder. “Actually, it was a Diplodocus. They’re vegetarian so they only eat…‘T’s!”


Zeke slaps his leg. “Ha! I get it. ‘T’s! Trees! And it’s a layered message because they’re vegetarian. Get it, Casey?”


I glare at him. “Yes, Zeke, thank you. I get it.”


“So good, Cookie,” he says, shaking his head. “So, so good.”


Cookie laughs. “Thanks, Zeke. I appreciate your appreciation.”


“All right,” I say, tapping my finger on the folder. “Can we get back to this? What’s next on the agenda?”


Cookie thumbs through the official Green Peas folder and stops on today’s page. “You wanted to do Plastic Attack next weekend.”


I rub my chin dramatically, deep in contemplation. “Contemplation” is even deeper thinking than thought. Super deep. “No, I don’t think we’ll be ready for next weekend. The alarm clock prank took a bit more preparation than I expected and it’s put us behind schedule.”


Zeke grins at me. “But it was awesome.”


I let a small smile creep onto my lips. “Yes, Zeke. It was awesome.” I know Rule 2 says “It’s not about the glory, it’s about the message”, but seeing Mrs Keiren jump into the air at that chicken noise – that was the kind of glory that’s hard not to enjoy.


Cookie gets us back on our agenda. “How does Plastic Attack work? Is it something I can help fast track?”


I refocus. “That’s the one where everyone brings their own containers and bags to the supermarket, and before they leave with their shopping, they remove all the single-use wrapping and leave it at the shop’s entrance. I saw a video of it in the Netherlands. At the end, there was a huge pile of plastic showing how much waste supermarkets cause. We should do it at Watto Mall, seeing as we didn’t have much luck with the plastic bag thing.”


Cookie takes notes. “Well, I can definitely do signs and stuff, but yeah, I reckon we need a bit more time to really spread the word. How about I put it down for next month?”


“OK,” I agree. “But it would be good to do something else before then.”


Zeke holds his finger in the air like a cartoon character having an idea. “How about we put whoopee cushions on all the teachers’ chairs that say, ‘You stink…but garbage stinks more! RECYCLE!’”


I grab his finger and drag it down. “What did we discuss about the whoopee cushions? We’re trying to go for a more sophisticated image, remember?”


Zeke nods. “Yeah, sorry, it’s just sometimes my brain has a mind of its own.”


Cookie laughs. “How can your brain have a…” she starts, but stops when I give her “the look”.


I point to the folder again. “Let’s move on, shall we?”


The school garden shed is not that bad this time of year. In summer it’s so hot that after fifteen minutes we start to steam like dim sum. We’ve been meeting here for almost a year now. It’s been that long since I started Green Peas, our covert environmental activism group. I got the idea from Mum.




[image: image]


Trixie Wu’s Thoughts On…


YOUR TRIBE


It’s important to find your tribe, Casey. That doesn’t necessarily mean people like you, it means people who complement you. Some people educate. Some people learn. Some lead. Some follow. Some shout. Some whisper. Your tribe should be a beautiful mix of it all. Find the friends that make you a better person and then hold on tight.


xMum
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You can’t be a group on your own. Not even a covert group. So I hunted for my tribe. The Green Peas’ first member (other than me) was Zeke, mostly because he was the only other kid I really knew. People always ask me if Zeke is my best friend. Truth is, my grandpa’s my best friend, but I would never admit that out loud. Zeke’s definitely my longest friend, though.


Cookie joined the group because I saw her wearing a T-shirt that said, “there’s no planet b”. I asked her where she bought it and she told me she’d made it. She buys all her clothes at charity shops and then creates designs to transfer onto them. I pretty much thought that was the coolest thing ever, and so, of course, I asked her to join the group. She even designed Green Peas T-shirts for us, which made us so much more legitimate.


And so now this is us, the Green Peas: Casey Wu, Zeke McKillop and Cookie Munsta. Cookie’s real name is Chloe, but she HATES it when people call her that. She made the teacher change the roll call on her FIRST DAY at school! I don’t think I spoke a single word on my first day of school.


But I digress (a great word which means to go off on a total tangent…like I’m doing again now). Green Peas are defenders of the planet, creators of anarchy, kids demanding to be heard (while staying completely anonymous and out of detention). We all bring something different to the group. Cookie’s super creative and arty (and definitely the coolest of us). Zeke is the tech-guy. And me? I guess I’m the organiser. The planner. Maybe the ideas person? I’m still working it out. I’ll get back to you.


“All right, let’s wrap it up.”


“There was one more thing,” says Zeke.


“What?”


“Our secret handshake. I really think we need one.”


I shake my head at him. “I really think we don’t.”


Zeke slides his satchel over his shoulder as he stands up. “Okie dokie. Maybe at the next meeting then.” He salutes me and walks out of the garden shed.


Cookie follows him, but stops at the door and turns to me. “You know you could try to be a bit nicer to him,” she says.


I sigh. “I don’t mean to be rude. But he’s just so…”


“Zeke?” Cookie smirks.


“Exactly!” I follow Cookie out and watch Zeke head straight for the computer room.


See, SO Zeke!





GREEN PEAS RULE 3


PRANKS MUST ALWAYS BE FOR THE GREATER GOOD.
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At the end of the day, as I walk out of school, I see Zeke leaning against the fence reading some tech magazine.


I give him a wave. “Hey!”


Zeke closes his mag. “Wanna walk home together?”


I fiddle with the strap on my school bag. “Nah, I can’t.”


“Going via Brennan Park?” he asks.


I nod.


“Cool,” says Zeke, tossing the magazine in his bag. “I’ll take Yatama Road, then. See ya!”


I watch him head off, his satchel jingling with key rings. “Hey, Zeke, wait! You can walk home with me if you want?”


He stops and turns to look over his shoulder. “Nah, I get it, Casey. We all need some solo time.”


I kick at the dirt a little. “I don’t want to be mean.”


“You’re not mean. You’re real. I’ll see you at home. Say hi to your mum for me.” With that, his satchel jingles away down the road.


Zeke may not be a ninja, but he’s pretty cool. I chuck my bag over my shoulder and head for Brennan Park.
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Cutting through the top entrance of the park, I head straight for Mum’s bench. I take off my bag and sit down. The familiar strips of wood push into my back and I curl my neck over the bend at the top, staring up through the branches of the big grey ironbark tree that looms over the seat. The leaves move in the breeze, letting bits of sunlight sneak through before they shift and the light disappears again. I close my eyes and listen to the rustling. Somewhere further down the park, a man is yelling at his dog and the dog barks an answer. There’s a soft hum of cars passing on the far side.


It’s so tranquil. Love those “Q” words.


I open my eyes and turn sideways on the seat, rubbing my fingers over the worn brass plaque on the wood.


IN LOVING MEMORY OF TRIXIE WU. HER FAVOURITE PLACE, HER FAVOURITE TREE, OUR FAVOURITE PERSON.


I take another one of Mum’s cards out of my wallet. Most of them are in the little recipe card box at home, but this one stays with me so I can always read it here. It’s all worn around the edges, and even has a bit of soy sauce on it from a sushi lunch a few months ago.
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Trixie Wu’s Thoughts On…


THE BIG GREY IRONBARK


I love this tree, Casey. I’ve spent hours and hours sitting under it. With your father, with you, alone. It’s a great place to think. If you need some time to think, come sit under this tree. I swear life just seems better under it.


xMum
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She’s right. I love this tree too.


This is one of the first cards Mum wrote for me. Dad got them printed for her when she fell ill. A leafy vine design decorates the border on each one, and they all have “TRIXIE WU’S THOUGHTS ON…” printed at the top. Dad says she had so many things she wanted to share with me that she should have somewhere special to write them all down.


So she did.


She started writing on the cards and placing them in a recipe card box. First it was one, and then two and then ten. They hold Mum’s thoughts about all kinds of things, whatever was on her mind. I have all of them now. And I read them every day. They make me feel closer to her.


As I tuck the card back into my wallet, I hear the strumming of a guitar. Over at the Lego house, Kooky Kathy is playing a song I don’t recognise. The bright plastic structure stands in the middle of the park like a funky installation art piece. The kids of Watterson Primary have done some pretty cool things in their time, but building Kathy’s Lego house probably tops the list. Kathy gives me a wave and I wave back. Like most of the kids in Watterson, I love Kathy. She’s the nucleus of our town – that means the centre, most important part. OK, maybe she’s the second most important part – her pet ferret Mr Piddles is my favourite. I still have a rice cracker left over from my lunch, so I head over to feed Mr Piddles.


“Hi Kathy.”


She doesn’t stop playing but answers in tune. “Well, hello there, young Casey, young Casey Wu. As always a delight to encounter you-uuuu!”


It always gets interesting when Kathy makes up her own lyrics.


“Is it OK if I feed Mr Piddles?” I ask. The brown and white ferret is perched on Kathy’s shoulder, staring at me hopefully with his shiny black eyes.


“There’s nothing Mr Piddles likes more, than food being shoved in his jaaaaaw!”


I smile politely at the singing and go ahead and hold the cracker out to Mr Piddles. He takes a few sniffs and then a nibble.


“Hold your arm out,” says Kathy. I do as I’m told and she does the same, our fingertips touching. Mr Piddles scurries from Kathy’s shoulder, running down her arm and onto mine, zooming around the back of my neck to lie across my shoulders. His claws tickle my skin through my school uniform as I feed him the rest of the cracker.


Kathy strums thoughtfully on her guitar. “Saying hi to your mum?”


“Yup,” I say. “That’s her bench.”


“I know,” Kathy says. “I remember when her and all those uni kids chained themselves to that ironbark.”


“Yeah, I have that photo at home.” I laugh. “She seriously loved that tree. Weird, huh?”


Kathy shrugs. “I dunno. You love what you love. I love Mr Piddles and some people think that’s weird.”


I scratch the top of Mr Piddles’ head. “That’s not weird at all. Mr Piddles is awesome.”


Kathy stands next to me and the ferret leaps from my shoulder to hers. “I wholeheartedly agree,” she says.


“OK, see you, Kathy. Bye, Mr Piddles.”


As I head for home I hear Kathy’s voice singing to her best friend. “And here’s to you, Mr Piddles, Kathy loves you more than you could know. Woah, woah, woah.”


[image: image]


Stopping in front of our brown brick apartment block, I check the postbox, but it all looks pretty boring. Mostly bills and stuff, and some leaflet about voting for Mayor Lupphol again at the next election. I don’t know why she wastes her money on advertising – nobody has run against her in years. I mean, a few have tried, but they always drop out before the election for one reason or another, leading to her consistent landslide victory. It’s a waste of trees, printing this garbage. I almost put the flyer straight in the recycling bin, but decide I should probably keep it in case Grandpa wants to read it. I’m pretty sure Dad won’t care.
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No activist too small. No prank too big.
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