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“Don’t get too close to the fire.” Libby Summers grabbed her daughter’s arm and pulled her away from the fire pit.

“But Mummy, I can’t cook my marshmallow from back here.” Chloe thrust her confectionary tipped stick towards the flames, waving it about in the cold air.

“They roast better over coals. You should wait until it gets dark and the flames are smaller.”

“But I’m hungry now.”

“A marshmallow won’t fill you up. Here, let me help you, then we can go find something more substantial.”

“I don’t want to eat a sub-sand-shell.”

“How about a sandwich? I’m sure I saw a loaf of bread over on the trestle table. The sausages won’t be ready yet but I’m sure we can find something to put in it.”

“I seed chips where I got this.” Chloe waved her stick in the air. “Can I have a chip sandwich? Please?”

“Okay. But only because it’s a special night, I’m not making them for pre-school.” 

Libby stepped closer to the fire and supervised the rapid burning and blowing-out of the marshmallow, ensuring her daughter’s synthetic princess costume didn’t get close enough to the flames to melt. 

Tears welled in Chloe’s eyes. “I don’t want a burnt one.” 

“Here.” Libby pulled the outer burnt layer from the marshmallow, popping it in her mouth, then held the stick a little further from the flames. A minute later, she blew on the toasted treat and once cool enough to touch, passed her daughter the golden-brown remnants of the marshmallow.

“Thanks, Mummy.” Chloe slid it into her mouth. 

“Come on, let’s go get that sandwich before your dad’s on. He’s playing the opening set today.”

Chloe skipped ahead and stuffed a handful of lollies in her mouth while she waited for Libby to make her a snack. 

“Here you go.” A couple of chips fell onto the grass as Libby handed her daughter the sandwich.

Chloe took a huge bite. “Mummy, I need to do a wee wee.” Chip crumbs flew out of her mouth as she spoke.

“Why didn’t you tell me that before I made the sandwich?”

“I didn’t need to go then.”

“Come on.” Libby took Chloe’s hand and led her across the paddock and though the rusty iron gate marking the entrance to the home of the people hosting the local grass roots music festival. The place looked just the same as it had last year, when her then husband, Daniel, was first invited to perform with his band. That time, Chloe spent the night with her nan and Libby stayed up until the sun rose, hand in hand with her husband as they talked about their dreams, just like they had as teenagers before the responsibility of parenthood snuck up on them. The house might not have changed, but everything else in Libby’s life had. 

The front door stood open. Libby followed the signs up the hallway to the toilet. The festival was bigger this year than last year. They’d managed to crowd-fund enough money for a larger stage and better speakers, but they hadn’t raised enough for Portaloos, so the main house was open. Everyone attending the free festival were family or friends of the bands so the hosts were happy to open their home. By the time the sun went down, most of the blokes would end up peeing behind a tree in the paddock, anyway. So long as they stuck to the paddock at the front of the house. The one at the back had a little creek running through it that the owners pumped water up from for the vegie patch. Though the risk of contaminating the water was much lower than the risk of a drunk man falling in the creek.

“Give me that.” 

Chloe handed her mum the half-eaten sandwich.

“Do you want help?”

“No. I can do wiping all by myself.”

“Okay. Call out if you need me. I’ll be right here.”

Libby leant against the door jamb and nibbled on the sandwich while she waited. After a minute, the doorknob jiggled.

“Flush,” Libby said to the closed door.

The toilet flushed then the door knob jiggled again.

“Wash.”

Running water and splashing sounds began. “Fishy fishy, turtle turtle, butterfly butterfly,” Chloe chanted the rhyme she’d learnt at pre-school to remember to wash her hands properly. The door
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