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			For my mum, Elaine J McLeod, 
who would have loved this novel, too.

			

			Chapter 1

			My chest is heavy and my heart races from Dad’s departing words that morning: I spoke with your mum; she’s okay with you coming to live with her for a while. Shock would be an understatement. Putting aside the fact that I haven’t seen my mother since I was two years old, Dad’s family is my family too. Their kids, all five of them, are my half-siblings. My life. How can I leave all of them behind to live with a woman I don’t even know? Who lives in Sydney?

			It wasn’t the first time Dad had brought up the idea of me living with Mum. Ever since he and Margaret found out their lease wasn’t going to be renewed, they’ve been throwing around ideas.

			I kick a loose stone as I walk through the school carpark, nearly missing an old four-by-four car that pulls alongside me, green P plates partially hidden by a filthy windscreen. The driver, with a two-day growth and cap on backwards, looks like he is singing at the top of his lungs. This is confirmed when the car door opens and two passengers, Luke Conrad and Alex Jakov, step out. Seeing Luke sends butterflies to my chest; my hand immediately joins them to try and settle it. That hold he still has on my heart frustrates me so much.

			The song I know well; it’s Bon Jovi’s ‘Livin’ On A Prayer’. I know it because one of my earliest memories—I must have been about three years old—is Margaret vacuuming to Bon Jovi every Saturday morning. It’s a song I still daydream to, that one day I’ll have someone to sing those words with at the top of our lungs—that we’ll never back down, that we’ll make it, and we’ll swear it to each other, no matter how little money we have. It’s been the story of Dad and Margaret’s life, ever since they found out she was pregnant the first time. It’s the story of my life too.

			Living poor is something I’m acutely aware of, and all the more this morning, after hearing Dad saying that rent prices have gone up heaps and they’re struggling to find something we can afford that will fit us all. Stupid rental crisis. It’s not fair, it’s our home.

			I follow Luke and Alex into the school, trying desperately to ignore them, but Luke Conrad isn’t someone who can be ignored. His blonde hair bounces and his strong, tanned legs power him forward, his carved muscles protruding with each step.

			I turn a corner and walk the long way around to my locker. I can’t face Luke this morning. I can’t allow myself to remember what I had and what I gave up, and why. I picture myself in a new school uniform at a new school. Hi, I’m Cassie Carsten. I used to live on the Sunshine Coast but now I live in Sydney. I shake the thought out of my head. There is no way, no way I would cope with any of what that would mean. I can’t go back to what I had, but I can’t leave it all behind either.

			I shudder as I remove my backpack and empty the contents into my locker. A plastic Captain America and a small pink bear are among the contents; ‘gifts’ from my youngest half-siblings Curtis and Mahlia, evidence they’ve snuck into my room yet again to go through my stuff. I shake my head. As much as I love them, they really drive me crazy sometimes.

			The school grounds are quiet. I try to get to school early because I enjoy the stillness of the relatively empty school. The whirlwind of my house with all his children—so many bodies crammed into one little box—means escape is a luxury.

			A warm breeze blows through the undercover area, across the lines of coloured locker doors. Some—neat and orderly, who need their world controlled—mimic my own. Others have bits of scrap paper sticking out of the gaps around the door. There are lockers with sticky, dead bananas and near-empty flavoured milks hidden inside. And then there are those, a little like how mine used to look, that are shrines to their personal lives—photographs plastered to the inside, memories of crazy weekends with friends, giant grins on plastic faces.

			I grab my pencil case. Stickers of Lady Bug and Cat Noir cover it; they’re old and cracking a bit around the edges, but I can’t bring myself to peel them off. They’re a reminder of days past. I’m stuck in limbo, loving and hating my past life, wishing it back and hoping so badly I never have the option. But regardless, soon I might have to move to live with Mum in Sydney.

			I squeeze my eyes tight, ridding my brain of the thought. Somehow, I’m now supposed to get on with my day as if nothing happened, as if Dad hasn’t told me he’s throwing my life into a garbage disposal unit. And why? Because they’ve been careless enough to have a billion children and miss the boat buying a house before everything became ridiculously expensive. Not that I don’t love those kids. They’re my world. Our family wouldn’t be our family without them. It’s just that everyone else in my family wants me to move to Sydney.

			My phone is supposed to stay in my locker, but instead, I slide it into my skirt pocket. As I slam shut the locker door and attach the lock, my phone buzzes. Checking no teachers are walking by, I pull it out and read between the cracked glass—a text message from Elli.

			‘What’s up, Cass?’ she’s typed. It’s in response to a text I’d sent earlier, asking her to give me a call.

			‘Can you talk?’ I ask.

			‘No. I’m at work, but it’s hit a quiet spot so I can text.’

			‘What time is it there?’ I ask. I leave the locker area and walk towards my safe place, my usual refuge on school mornings.

			‘It’s almost 10:30 pm. We’ll be shutting up soon. It’s supposed to snow tonight, so they’re shutting early. What’s up with you?’

			‘Dad. Margaret. My life. You know, the usual.’

			‘Dad told you?’

			‘He did. I take it you know.’ Typical. Dad still tells Elli everything before he tells me, even when she’s halfway around the world.

			‘He called me a couple of nights ago to tell me.’

			‘What did he say?’

			No dots appear. She’s not responding; perhaps a customer has approached her at the bar. When I arrive at my spot, someone is already sitting there. It’s Kye Takeo, a loner kid like me, in my year level. He’s only been at the school for a year or so, but I don’t think he’s made a lot of friends. Apparently, he’s some sort of genius but has the social skills of an ant. Actually, ants are pretty social, so that’s not a great analogy.

			There are only a couple of seats here amongst the green shrubbery, but I sit anyway, determined not to let Kye’s presence ruin my morning routine. It won’t be long before the rest of the school starts to fill the void in the grounds and I don’t want to be there for it. I pop my earphones in and put some music on, my head down. Hopefully, Kye won’t try to talk to me, which is unlikely anyway, since he hasn’t acknowledged my presence.

			My phone buzzes again. ‘He said they have to move and the houses in their price range won’t have room for you. He asked if I was coming back to Australia any time soon, to Queensland, that you might be able to live with me.’

			My heart leaps into my throat. ‘What did you say?’ Please say yes, please say yes! Kye rises from his seat, and I realise Mr B, my Maths teacher, has walked into the seating area. I discreetly slide my phone into my pocket, but he’s not taking any notice of me. He greets Kye with a handshake. ‘Kye.’

			‘How was your weekend?’ Kye asks.

			‘Nice,’ Mr B says. ‘I put an offer on that house, the one I saw Jess looking at in the paper.’ He looks at me and raises his eyebrows. He leans into Kye but I can still hear him say, ‘And offered cash.’

			I smile back, but it’s more quizzical than friendly.

			Kye high-fives him. ‘That’s one way to win a girl’s heart; buy her a ring, buy her a house. So it’s really starting to learn, then?’ They walk off together.

			I get my phone out again. Elli has replied. ‘I said I couldn’t afford to live on the Sunny Coast on my wage. Ridiculous as it sounds, living in London is cheaper. There’s so many more options for shared living.’

			My fingers can barely keep up with me as I reply. ‘I could help. My job at Café 73 pays pretty well. I could help with rent and stuff.’

			‘I don’t think so, sis. I don’t think that will be enough. I’m saving well here. Don’t get me wrong, I miss Queensland. I miss the sun and beaches. And I miss you. But if I come home, Cass, I’ll be back to working just to pay the bills and even with your wage, we’ll be lucky to scrape enough money together every week.’

			My heart drops as my last real option shrinks like an apple core sitting out in the sun. ‘I can’t move in with Mum, Elli. I can’t move to Sydney. What am I going to do?’

			Dots appear. Come on, Elli, please change your mind. Please say you’ll come home and move out with me.

			‘I totally agree that moving in with Mum is not ideal,’ she types. ‘Do you have any friends you could move in with?’

			My chest tightens. ‘You know the answer to that question.’

			‘I’m sorry, Cass. I know this is difficult for you, but there are worse things that could be happening.’

			‘Please don’t give me the perspective lecture, Ell.’

			‘I won’t. But unless you can find us a place to live rent-free, that isn’t already full of children, me coming home isn’t the answer to this problem.’

			***

			After ten minutes of Homeroom hell on my own, I drag my feet up the path to the first lesson, Essential Maths. Crowds swarm around me, teenagers making their way to their first classes of the day, discussions full of the anticipation of a new school year even though we’re already four weeks in.

			My phone buzzes and I pull it out of my pocket as discretely as possible. It’s a text from George, responding to one I’d sent him a text in Homeroom when he’d been a no-show.

			

			‘So sick. Send fluffy blankets, chocolate and streaming service gift cards immediately.’

			I roll my eyes. ‘You better be here tomorrow. I can’t do two lunch times in a row without you here to talk to.’

			‘You are my priority. Even if I have to sneak out my two-storey bedroom window, I will not let my mother keep me home tomorrow!’

			‘The humidity’s thick today, isn’t it?’ I jump and quickly slide my phone back into my pocket. Luke Conrad is speaking. To me.

			Luke, with his tight blond curls and ocean-blue eyes, has been the love of my life for as long as I can remember. It’s not just his looks. He’s smart. Not like George smart, but like, a natural, worldly kind of smart. But like me, he sucks at maths. And I can’t trust him. But I still love him.

			I manage to compose myself before responding. ‘So humid.’

			‘I noticed George wasn’t in Homeroom,’ he says. ‘Is he alright?’

			‘Sick.’ I focus on the path in front of me. ‘He’s pretty bad, or at least, so he says.’

			George and Luke used to be good mates. Then when I made a stupid mistake and the whole thing blew up in Year 9, someone in that friendship group used it to near-ruin my life forever, and George and I walked away. So we’re friends by default. And not friends with Luke as a result. George and I share the same kind of hurt, but not much else. But at least it means I don’t spend my whole day at school alone. Most of the time. When he’s not suffering man-flu.

			***

			The Essential Maths classroom is up the top of the school grounds, the furthest away from anywhere. It means our class is always late unless we’re let out early from our previous class. And that really doesn’t happen that often.

			The school grounds are spotted with palm trees and green shrubs. The school is pretty new but the palm trees make it look older than it is because they’re so tall and look a bit out of place amongst the newness of the rest of the shrubbery. They’ll be loving this humidity. Prime growing time for these sorts of plants.

			‘Luke.’ Harriet Kurt falls in step beside Luke and I turn invisible.

			‘Cute skirt.’ Luke’s eyes are on Harriet’s mini red tartan. ‘Is that your family’s tartan?’

			‘Idiot’, she says. ‘I’m not Scottish.’

			‘You can’t assume,’ Luke says, his blonde curly hair bobbing as he walks, a little bounce in his step. ‘What is Kurt? Polish?’

			‘Dunno.’ Harriet shrugs.

			‘German, I think,’ I say.

			Harriet glares at me, as though she’s trying to comprehend why words have come out of my mouth.

			Luke puts his hand on her arm, drawing her eyes back to him. ‘Where’s Alex gone? I haven’t seen him yet.’

			She brushes his hand off. ‘I don’t know. I was late and barely made it to Homeroom.’

			Alex is Luke’s best mate—has been forever—and Harriet is Alex’s girl, so that connects them. But I’m nobody. No connections, just a whole lot of history. I hug my books close to my chest and bury my chin in them.

			Alex rounds the corner, wearing a smile the size of a Whopper burger. He’s practically bouncing as he wraps Harriet up in a hug that lifts her off her feet. Her tartan skirt flaps around her thighs. Her high-heeled black boots are ridiculously inappropriate for this time of the year, but they make her legs look like the exclamation point at the end of an exquisite sentence.

			‘I have arrived!’ He fist-punches Luke as he lowers Harriet back down. Alex’s dark hair matches his deep brown eyes, which sparkle when he smiles. His mouth is accentuated on either side by giant dimples.

			‘You know, I only just made it to Homeroom,’ Harriet says, her lips pouty. ‘I slept in and, you know, it was either come to school beautiful,’ Harriet indicates to her perfectly painted face, ‘or make my lunch.’

			Alex’s grin gets even bigger. ‘I got you covered, babe.’ He pulls out his phone and starts tapping the screen. ‘What do you want?’

			‘Maybe some nuggets and a Coke?’

			‘That’s not lunch, babe, that’s a snack,’ Alex says. ‘I’ll get you a salad roll, too.’

			‘Thanks.’ She pecks him on the cheek. ‘You know, the draining of my bank account has been complete this week.’

			I roll my eyes, but pain lurches from my gut. I’m terribly jealous of their relationship. I’d like to have someone who looked out for me like that. Harriet knows how to work this boy-thing. These days I can barely speak to one without throwing up. Except George, of course.

			Alex replaces his phone with something from his pocket, a piece of paper, and unwraps it. ‘This is the answer to all our problems, babe.’

			Harriet looks at the paper in his hands. ‘Lotto?’ She chuckles. ‘Where’d you even get that?’

			‘It was fate,’ Alex says. ‘It was staring up at me from the floor under my locker at work. The universe is telling us to enter it.’

			

			‘Statistically, though,’ Harriet says, shaking her head.

			‘Statistically?’ He taps it with his finger. ‘Who cares about the statistics? If we can get our hands on even some of the Megaball fifty-million-dollar draw, all our problems will be gone.’ He holds his hand up and blows into it, as though all their problems had been resting on his palm.

			‘I could buy a new phone,’ Harriet says, frowning as she squints to look at something on her screen.

			‘Hey, put it away before Mr B sees you,’ Luke says.

			‘Like you can talk,’ Harriet says. ‘No one is following the phone in the locker rule. Including you, Saint Luke.’

			‘What would you buy, Luke?’ Alex asks. ‘If you suddenly had a stack of money.’

			‘Nothing.’

			Harriet scoffs. ‘As if.’

			‘I’d invest it,’ Luke says.

			‘Luke, you’re so boring,’ Harriet says. ‘It’s seriously like you’re like a fifty-year-old man inside that luxurious body.’

			Alex swats her across the arm.

			Harriet smiles. ‘Jealous, babe?’

			‘No,’ Alex says, looking Luke up and down. ‘Of him? What’s to be jealous of?’

			Harriet grabs her long wavy hair with one hand and wraps it into a messy bun, giving a sideways frown at me to let me know she knows I’m watching them. I lower my eyes, but still see her sliding a hair tie off her wrist to hold her bun in place. Having her hair up makes her brown eyes stand out even more. I turn away completely.

			‘More importantly, did you do your homework?’ she asks Alex.

			‘Babe,’ he must have shaken his head, ‘you know I’m binging a show right now—that one about the dude who’s a cop but he’s going around killing all these people, you know? I heard it’s based on true events. I’m nearly done with it, then I’ll study. I promise.’

			‘Just, you know, try and do a bit,’ Harriet says, ‘in between episodes or something. You don’t need another after-school detention. You already spend so much time at work after school that I barely see you.’

			There’s silence and I glance up to see their faces have disappeared into each other’s.

			Meg walks past and says, ‘Get a room.’ But she flashes Harriet a smile. Meg’s wearing a white shirt with a multi-coloured tie. Her dark thick hair is wrapped up in a bun on the top of her head and has a pencil running through it. She inherited her mum’s amazing Croatian complexion—light olive skin, beautiful brown eyes, a flawless face that means she can pull off any look. Except her sweet and innocent look doesn’t fool me. I know Meg. She may be innocent, but the poison she emits can be deadly. Meg and I have a history too. In fact, we used to be friends. Best friends.

			Mr B appears from around the corner and immediately starts lecturing Alex and Harriet about appropriate school behaviour. He threatens them a demerit if they behave like that in his class again.

			‘Technically, we’re not in class yet,’ Alex says.

			Harriet spins on her heel and gives our teacher a flirty smile. He frowns in return.

			‘Cute look, Meg,’ Harriet says, as they blow kisses at each other.

			Meg gives a little curtsey. ‘Thanks, sweet. I’m going for the intelligent look.’ She straightens her tie. ‘You are what you think, after all.’

			‘So true,’ Harriet says, slipping her arm into Meg’s.

			

			The four of them follow Mr B into the classroom. I follow behind.

			A steady stream of students mills around me to fill the tiny classroom. I have my own seat, as far away from everyone else in the class as I can possibly get.

			I was so embarrassed when I was told I would have to take Essential Maths. I mean, last year I barely passed and even failed a couple of units, but that only happened because I didn’t have any friends in my class to help me with the work. I need people around me I can trust. I wouldn’t have failed if I’d had George in my class. He’s super-smart.

			If I had known I was going to end up in this class, I would have tried harder, maybe got myself a tutor, studied more so I could be in General with George this year and next. Somehow.

			Harriet, Meg, Heidi and Tricia have taken a position in the front row. They’re already dividing their attention between the three boys sitting in the row behind them and our young, male teacher.

			Even when standing, Mr B towers over everyone in the class, with only Luke coming close to his eye level. His eyes are dark behind his dark-rimmed glasses, but nothing can escape the baby face he’s trying to hide under his stubble-encrusted chin. I cringe as Harriet flutters her eyelashes at Mr B while they talk, and sneak a look at Alex to see if he’s watching. He’s not. He and Luke are huddled around Luke’s laptop screen watching something which I’m guessing is not the link to the video that shows us how to create graphs. Mr B walks over to the boys but instead of telling them to do their work, he talks with them, interested in what they’re watching.

			‘That’s a great example of real-life probability, Alex.’ Mr B stands up and addresses the class. ‘Alex found an advertisement pamphlet for the Megball draw. What are the statistics, do you think, of winning lotto?’

			Tricia puts her hand up. ‘Really low, like, probably only 5%?’

			Mr B chuckles. ‘Let’s graph the statistics for winning any of the lotto games we have in Australia. Someone google gamblers help; I’m sure they will have stats on what the chances of winning, or rather not winning, are.’

			I remove my hair tie and run my fingers through my straight, mousey brown hair. I take my glasses from their case and open my maths book to the exercises on graphs, ignoring Mr B’s real-life application task. The last thing I need to think about is how unlikely it is that I’ll ever win 50 million dollars. I do my best to shut out the world. It’s like this room, this class, is full of every piece of my broken heart, every reason for the pain, every reminder of what I don’t have, of what I did have and lost, and what I never want again.

			

			Chapter 2

			I’m excited for the weekend, even though it means a whole lot of work at Café 73. At least that’s work I get paid for.

			I sneak into Dad’s ensuite and lock the door behind me. Two separate giggles come from under the door. ‘Give me a couple of minutes, girls,’ I say. ‘Just for a bit, okay? I’ll be out as soon as I can.’

			The giggles continue, and one of the girls starts tapping on the door.

			I sigh. ‘Please, girls?’

			More giggles. But then they fade and eventually stop altogether. Alone at last.

			I put the toilet seat down and sit on it, just as my phone buzzes. There’s a text message from my boss, Deb, asking if I want any extra shifts next week. Yes, I want more shifts. If I could get more shifts, I would have more money, and maybe could help Dad out with some board and we could afford a bigger house. But if I work more, I’m not at home as much to help Margaret out with the kids.

			I text Deb, ‘Thanks, that would be great.’ At least if I’m not home as often, Dad can’t talk to me about moving out. My thumb hovers over the screen, then I press send.

			I quietly open the top drawer of the vanity and take out Margaret’s moisturiser. Opening the tub, I dab it on my face in three places and rub it in, like I’ve seen her do hundreds of times before. Instantly my skin feels softer, less tight. I close my eyes and savour the feeling.

			There’s a bang on the ensuite door and I jump.

			‘Is that you in there, Cass?’ Margaret asks.

			‘Sorry,’ I yell. ‘Just washing up, won’t be a sec.’

			I screw the lid back on and close the drawer before running cold water over my hands.

			‘What were you up to in there?’ Margaret asks as I walk out.

			‘Sorry,’ I say. ‘I needed a break for a couple of minutes. Work texted.’

			Margaret nods. ‘Everything okay?’

			‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘They asked if I wanted to work a bit more next week, but I wasn’t sure. We’ve got so much on right now and the kids are all over the place knowing we have to move. I mean, Martin was on Dad’s phone in his room yesterday, with his door shut. I can just imagine what he was up to.’

			Margaret frowns. ‘I’ll have a talk with him about that.’

			‘You need me around the house, don’t you think?’ I ask.

			‘Yes,’ Margaret says, her eyes drooping, ‘but you need to work, too.’

			‘I was thinking if I did take some more shifts, I could start paying board and then we could afford a bigger house.’

			‘Your dad told you?’ Margaret gives me a sad smile.

			‘Yeah. It sucks,’ I say.

			

			‘It sure does,’ she says. ‘We’ve only been in this house for four years. I had hoped our next move would be into a house we owned.’ She wipes a tear that’s escaping down her cheek.

			‘Dad said I should consider moving to Sydney. Mum has an apartment that has two bedrooms.’

			‘Yeah.’ Margaret toys with a hair tie around her wrist. ‘Most of the places we’ve looked at are only three bedrooms, one bathroom. We’ve thought about how the boys could share the master bedroom. But at one place, the third bedroom is more like a small study so you’d have to share with Lucy and Mahlia. It would be impossibly tight with three of you.’

			‘Martin is going to hate sharing with Harry and Curtis,’ I say.

			‘You’d have no privacy, Cass. That’s why your dad came up with the idea that you could go live with your mum. Your dad says she’s a lot better now.’

			‘I’d rather stay here and help out with the kids.’ I entwine my fingers around each other. ‘If I move, I’d have to start over. Find some friends, find a school and get to know the teachers. It’s not easy, and I’d be doing it halfway through Year 11.’

			‘A fresh start might be good for you,’ Margaret says. ‘You know, a real chance to put the past behind you.’

			My throat is tightening as I struggle to keep my emotions in check. ‘I have put the past behind me already, though. I don’t want to move.’

			Margaret starts picking up pieces of clothing strewn across the queen-size bed and folding them. ‘Nothing about this is ideal or feels fair. Things are so expensive on the Sunshine Coast now. Rent is through the roof. There are people homeless, you know, forced out of their houses by rising rent. And don’t even get me started on house prices. How is anyone supposed to save for a deposit, let alone buy a house?’ She puts her hand to her chest, her breathing laboured.

			I take the small t-shirt from her hand and fold it. ‘It’s okay, Margaret. We’ll be right, we always are, aren’t we?’ I hold her hand. ‘We’ve got a while before we need to decide about me moving out. Dad said three months. And you might find a house big enough yet.’

			Margaret continues folding the clothes, avoiding looking at me. ‘Yes, yes, of course, we don’t need to do anything just yet. But you also need to consider that the sooner you make the move to Sydney, the more settled you’ll be before your final year.’

			‘Well,’ I say, ‘in the meantime, I’ve got a shift that starts in half an hour, so I’d better get ready for work. Mahlia and Curtis will want an afternoon snack before I go, so I’ll get that sorted, too.’

			Margaret squeezes my hand. ‘I don’t know what I’ll do if you have to move out.’

			***

			I wipe down my apron to straighten it out, ready to start my shift at Café 73. A bunch of young people are sitting at one of the tables already; the teen crowd has started early today.

			After taking their order I turn to see two familiar faces walking into the café. The unmistakable blond curls of Luke Conrad, and with him, Kye Takeo. I swallow and look around me. There’s no one else waiting on tables yet. No one greeting. I was going to have to welcome them and find them a table.

			I smile weakly. ‘Luke,’ I say. ‘And Kye.’

			Luke smiles and Kye nods.

			

			‘I didn’t know you worked here,’ Luke says.

			‘I’ve been doing the training hours for my Certificate in Hospitality here. I worked a lot over the summer, so don’t have many hours to go.’

			Kye clears his throat.

			‘Oh, sorry, table for two?’ I ask.

			‘Five,’ Kye says. ‘Others are joining us.’

			‘Oh, okay,’ I say. ‘Let me join a couple of tables together for you.’

			I clear a table of empty dishes and slide another table up next to it. ‘I’ll wipe it down,’ I say, motioning for them to sit.

			By the time I come back with a damp cloth, Alex, Harriet and Meg have joined them at the table.

			‘Cassie?’ Meg says, looking up from behind her menu as I wipe the area in front of her.

			‘Hi.’ I smile, pretending to sound chirpy.

			‘I didn’t know you worked here,’ she says. Her tone sounds snarky, like she thinks I’m encroaching on their personal space.

			I return the cloth to my apron pocket and sigh. ‘A few nights after school and most weekends.’

			Luke chuckles. ‘I guess we don’t come here as often as I thought we did.’

			Everyone looks at each other awkwardly.

			‘Can I take your order?’ I ask, forcing the words out louder than necessary. I pull a notepad out of my apron.

			‘Thick shake,’ Luke says, turning to face me. His eyes are so blue. So clear. His skin the softest of browns, is perfect. Barely a freckle on his nose. ‘Chocolate. No cream.’

			I write his order.

			

			‘Same for me,’ says Alex. ‘But with cream for me. And extra ice cream. And an iced latte for Harriet, light milk.’

			I turn to her for approval. She whispers something to Alex. He replies, ‘I’m paying for your drink, so I’ll choose it, okay?’

			Harriet puts her head down and rubs the edge of the table.

			‘I’ll have pancakes with ice cream and maple syrup,’ Kye says.

			‘And to drink?’ I ask.

			‘Ummm, an orange juice,’ he says.

			‘What is this, breakfast?’ Meg quips. ‘I’ll have an iced latte. Not too much ice, though.’

			I write lots of ice beside her order and head back to the counter. They’re close enough that I can hear their conversation.

			‘I’m telling you, there’s nothing to lose. We might as well,’ Kye says.

			‘Nothing to lose but the fifty dollars it will cost to buy into your little game,’ Meg adds.

			‘Can you imagine if we win?’ Luke says. ‘It’s such a small outlay for a potentially huge gain.’

			‘Exactly,’ Kaye says. ‘What’s fifty bucks when you could end up with ten million?’

			I lean in closer. Are they talking about actually buying a Megaball ticket, the lotto game with the 50 million dollar prize that Alex and Luke brought up in Maths? But the graph showed all lotto tickets have terrible odds of winning. I busy myself with cleaning the bench and filling the straw container so it’s overfull.

			‘The odds are impossibly against us,’ Harriet says. ‘Mr B was trying to convince us Megaball is a waste of money.’

			‘When Mr B was graphing the statistics of winning lotto, he was talking about one person with one ticket,’ Luke says. ‘If we entered together, we’d have a greater chance of winning.’

			‘You’re talking about a syndicate. People do that all the time and still don’t win anything,’ Harriet says. ‘I mean, what’s the likelihood of us even knowing someone who wins Megaball in our lifetimes, let alone it being one of us?’

			‘Having multiple tickets does up our chances,’ Meg says.

			‘Thought you didn’t believe in chances?’ Kye says.

			‘It’s not that I don’t believe in them,’ Meg says. ‘I think that if God wants us to win the Megaball, then we will. And if he doesn’t, we won’t. I wouldn’t be gambling my fifty dollars, I’d be investing in God’s possible will.’

			I roll my eyes. She’s still incredibly self-righteous. I slam the plates I’m carrying into the sink and a couple of my colleagues look at me. ‘Sorry, slipped,’ I say.

			‘You’re still taking a chance anyway, Meg,’ Harriet says. ‘You’re just taking a chance on whether God wants you to win or not.’

			Meg shrugs. ‘I guess it’s about perspective.’

			‘We all have our reasons for why that money would change our lives.’ Luke looks around the group. ‘It might never happen. But what if it did? What if our numbers came up? What if we won?’

			The table goes quiet.

			‘Look,’ Luke says, ‘if we’re going to do this, we’re going to do it properly.’

			‘Is it just us, then?’ Harriet asks. ‘Wouldn’t we have more chance of winning the more people we get involved? We could get the whole Maths class to buy in.’

			Luke and Kye give each other a strange look.

			‘The thing is,’ Luke says, ‘that entering something like this isn’t that simple. If we won, we’d have to keep it quiet; not tell anyone. The more people who are involved, the harder it is to keep it a secret.’

			‘Secret?’ Harriet asks. ‘Why would we have to keep it secret?’

			I take a tray with the two lattes on it over to the table. I put the glasses down. Harriet looks at me with disgust and I quickly walk away.

			‘Technically, we’re too young to enter a lotto competition. Since someone under eighteen technically isn’t allowed to purchase a ticket, Megaball could declare the ticket purchase invalid and not give out any money we win. We’ll need someone over eighteen to buy the ticket for us.’

			‘And,’ Kye adds, ‘if we do win, if anyone found out, like our parents, they could take the money off us.’

			‘What, for good?’ Alex says.

			‘At least, they’d probably put it in a trust fund or something until we’re eighteen.’ Luke looks around the group. ‘But if our parents got control of the money, there may not be anything stopping them from spending it.’

			As I approach the table again, my hand is a little shaky holding the next round of drinks and my chest is so tight it’s like it’s going to fold me over in two. My throat closes and shuts down my vocal cords.

			‘Hang on,’ Meg says, ‘you’re saying what we’d be doing would be illegal?’

			Luke and Kye glare at her. I feel heat rising to my cheeks. ‘That’s the latte with light milk,’ I whisper, shoving it towards Harriet. I move away from the table. They start talking again.

			‘Not exactly,’ Luke says, lowering his voice. ‘You have to be eighteen years old to buy a Megaball ticket in Queensland. We’d need to find someone who would do that for us. Technically, they’d be the winner.’

			‘So they could swindle us?’ Alex says. ‘This is a stupid plan.’

			‘It’s not,’ Kye snarls. ‘It’s a smart plan. We already have someone in mind.’

			Kye and Luke give each other one of those looks again.

			‘Alex,’ Luke says. ‘We were thinking maybe Beat-Boy might be up for it?’

			Harriet laughs. ‘Beat-Boy? His cousin?’

			Luke and Kye nod.

			‘Hey,’ Alex says, ‘Beat-Boy is cool. He’s got a job and stuff now. Don’t diss him, babe.’

			‘Yeah, he’s okay,’ Luke steps in to also defend him. ‘He did Year 12 a couple of years ago, he’s older now. More responsible.’

			‘Why do they call him Beat-Boy, then?’ Meg scowls. ‘He sounds like he’s twelve. I don’t remember him.’

			‘He got the nickname coz he was always tapping on the table and stuff, driving everyone nuts.’ Alex wears a big grin on his face. ‘And the nickname stuck, I guess coz he DJs on weekends sometimes. During the week he works for a gardening place, mowing lawns and stuff.’

			‘Do you reckon he’d do it for us?’ Luke asks.

			‘He’d probably ask for a cut if we win,’ Alex says. ‘But yeah, I reckon he’d do it.’

			‘Can he keep a secret though—you know, be discreet?’ Luke says. ‘If we won anything, he’d have to keep it quiet, you know, to make sure no one found out we were involved.’

			‘And we’d have to be able to trust that he’d give us the money, too,’ Luke says. ‘I’d have to draw something up, a legal document, and get him to sign it. But it would be real complicated if we had to go to court or anything. It could really mess things up for us getting the money.’

			‘You can do that, Luke?’ Harriet asks.

			‘It’s not that difficult,’ Luke says. ‘I see them do that sort of thing all the time at the firm I work at.’

			Everyone nods.

			‘So we all agree I’ll ask Beat-Boy if he’s up for it?’ Alex looks around. Everyone is nodding. I find I’m also nodding.

			‘And no one is to know outside this group. Okay? No one,’ Kye says as I place his milkshake in front of him. ‘Not our families. Friends. No one.’

			‘What the—?’ Harriet says. She looks firmly at me.

			‘Oh, I won’t say anything,’ I say. ‘Promise.’

			Everyone is looking at each other again.

			‘How much did you hear?’ Kye growls.

			I swallow hard, convinced I’ve grown an Adam’s apple that’s stuck in my throat. ‘Oh, not much,’ I stumble, swallow. ‘You know, just something about you all winning lotto and having to keep it quiet.’

			The whole table glares at me. I look at Luke, who lowers his eyes and shakes his head.

			‘If it’s a problem that I know,’ I say, ‘you could always include me.’

			Harriet looks me over. ‘Include you in what?’

			‘The syndicate. Buying the Megaball tickets. I could join in,’ I say, my head lowered. ‘I have the fifty dollars, and God knows I could use the money if you won.’

			Kye swears under his breath. ‘This place was supposed to be a safe place for us to meet.’

			

			‘What were you doing listening in?’ Meg says, her voice fierce. ‘Isn’t that against your job or something?’

			‘We have a strict “what’s said in the café stays in the café” policy,’ I say. ‘I won’t tell anyone, I promise.’

			‘But you know,’ Kye says. ‘And we can’t have any loose strings.’

			‘It might be best if we let her in,’ Luke says. ‘It would make sure she keeps quiet.’

			‘It means less cut for us all,’ Alex says. ‘It’s an even ten million as it is.’

			‘Not if Beat-Boy asks for a cut,’ Kye says.

			‘It’ll still be, like, eight million,’ Meg says. ‘And an extra person means that extra chance of winning.’

			I glance at Meg and regret putting the extra ice in her latte.

			‘Please,’ I say, trying desperately not to sound desperate. ‘Getting that much money would be the answer to all my problems.’

			Kye gives Luke a look, who cocks his head to the side, and half-smiles. And I’m in. Just like that, I’m going to be in the running to win the fifty million, too.

			

			Chapter 3

			My youngest sister, Mahlia, wakes me by throwing herself onto my bed. She giggles in my ear as I groan, and then snuggles her way up to my pillow and under the covers.

			‘Mahlia Rose,’ I say, ‘it’s too hot already for you to be in bed with me. There’s barely enough room for one in here.’ She giggles again and, grabbing my favourite squishy, she snuggles further down under the sheets.

			In my room, I have a single bed, a bedside table and a single-door cupboard where all my clothes go. There’s a white mat on the floor where I sit and do my homework. If I cross my legs, there’s just enough room to spread my books out in front of me.

			I do my work on a tablet that Dad and Margaret got me for Christmas last year. When I’m not using it, I hide the tablet in a secret pocket of my school bag. I don’t let my siblings see it because if it breaks like they broke my phone screen, I won’t be getting another one. How would I do my homework then?

			I grab my phone off the table, tap my password to open it, and check the weather. It’s already twenty-two degrees.

			‘Can I play a game?’ Mahlia’s head peeks up over the sheet.

			‘No, Mah,’ I say. ‘I hardly have any games on it. Besides, I just woke up.’

			‘If I had a phone, I would put lots of games on it,’ she says, her eyes wide as she watches me navigate the different screens.

			‘Mah,’ I say, ‘you’re six years old. Six-year-olds don’t have phones.’

			She pouts before diving back under the covers, wiggling her body around in a silent tantrum. I know she’s not really hinting for me to buy her a phone, but I also know I’m her only hope of getting one. As the second-youngest of five siblings, seven if you include Elli and me, she’s much too far down the chain of hand-me-downs to ever receive one that’s decent or works.

			I steel myself. ‘Mah, it’s about time we got up. We’ve got school.’

			‘Are you going today?’ she asks.

			‘Yes.’ I smirk. ‘Why wouldn’t I?’

			She shrugs. ‘You don’t always.’

			I smack her on the arm. ‘Don’t you tell anyone that.’

			She glances at my phone. ‘I won’t if you buy me one of those.’

			‘Mahlia Rose Carsten!’ I exclaim.

			She giggles.

			I narrow my eyes. ‘You suppose too much, young one.’

			She feigns innocent eyes.

			‘Come on, time I make you some breakfast. What do you want today? Honey on toast?’

			***

			

			When I open my locker that morning, having arrived at school a little later than I would have liked, a folded piece of paper floats to my feet. I unfold it. Meeting today at lunchtime, in the courtyard outside the library, at second break. Bring your lunch. And a pen.

			I look around but no one is taking any notice. No one is hiding nearby, watching, to make sure I got the note. People are discussing their shoes. Checking their emails. Applying extra mascara. Arguing with each other. Trying to shove fat bags into little lockers. Laughing. Kicking a ball. Girl, angry; boy, crying.

			I pull out my English books and pencil case and slam my locker shut. Even if George is away again, I have somewhere to be at lunch. And people to sit with. Even if it is people I swore I’d never be friends with again.

			I’m nervous as I approach the courtyard near the library. It occurred to me during class that the invitation might be a prank. I wouldn’t put it past Harriet. Maybe, to get me back for listening in on their scheming at Café 73, she put the note in my locker and is going to be watching from afar, laughing when I turn up to eat my lunch and no one else is there. I’m so convinced this might be the case that I consider not turning up. In fact, I’m halfway there and decide maybe I won’t. Or I could wait, go late, maybe casually walk past to see if anyone else is there.

			And then Luke walks up beside me. ‘You’re coming to our meeting, aren’t you?’ he says, just as I’m about to spin on my heel.

			I catch myself and instead probably look like I’d got a fright. Which I sort of did. Luke Conrad will do that to me regardless of catching me mid-movement. ‘Ah, yes,’ I say, holding up my lunch bag.

			‘Good. Knowing you, I thought you might have decided not to go.’

			Knowing me. Knowing me? Heat rises to my face. ‘You haven’t forgotten my tendency to avoid complex social situations, then.’

			‘It hasn’t been that long, Cassie,’ he says. ‘You always needed a second invitation to make sure you came out with us.’

			‘It seems like an eternity ago to me,’ I say.

			‘I’m glad you joined in on this little venture,’ he says, hitting his hand with some rolled-up papers. ‘It will be nice to hang out a bit, like old times.’

			A stab of pain bursts in my chest; the hurt from the past is never far away.

			I indicate to his hands. ‘What’s the papers?’

			‘Contracts.’ He gives me a knowing grin. ‘I got one of my lawyer friends to look over them yesterday.’

			‘Are you working with your dad?’ Luke had always wanted to take over the partnership in his dad’s firm, but the last I knew, he hated his dad and only lives with him because his mum moved to Victoria so he has no other choice.

			Luke snorts. ‘No, I’m not working with Dad. I’m working at McDowell and Hermit.’

			‘Your dad’s competition?’

			‘Don’t tell him, he has no idea.’ Luke looks intently at the ground, as though he’s noticed something interesting, but I can’t see anything. ‘Things have been a bit better with Dad. I mean, he still thinks I’m useless and won’t make anything of my life, but there’s no way I could work for him. He wouldn’t want me anyway.’

			‘You still want to go into law, though?’

			‘Only thing I’ve ever wanted to do.’

			We walk in silence for a moment. Luke’s always been interested in the law and has wanted to be a lawyer like his dad for as long as I can remember. It’s one of the things that I always admired about Luke—he’s driven, and nothing will ever hold him back. Even when things started to get hard for him when we were in Year 8, when he found out he has dyslexia and dyscalculia and that was the reason why he was struggling so much at school, he wasn’t going to let it stop him. His dad, however, seemed to think that it was the end of Luke’s academic life.

			‘I’ve been talking hypotheticals with one of the lawyers there who’s taken me on,’ Luke says. ‘I told him the contracts were for a class project; not a total lie, since we talked about it in Maths, hey?’ His curved lips stretch from one side of his face to the other.

			‘Do you like working at McDowell and Hermit?’ I ask.

			‘Sure do,’ he says, keeping the smile plastered across his face. ‘I don’t get paid much for what I do, but it’s helping with the certificate I’m studying for to be a paralegal.’

			‘I can’t believe you’re working for your dad’s main competition. That’s so like you.’ I smile. ‘Is that why you have free periods in the library sometimes, because you’re doing a certificate?’

			Luke raises his eyebrows. ‘You noticed?’

			I could start a fire with the heat rising to my face. ‘It’s not like I stalked you or anything, I just—’

			‘I know, I’m only joking.’ Luke laughs. ‘I can’t remember ever knowing someone as observant as you. You’re a people watcher, Carsten. Always have been.’

			We arrive at the courtyard and everyone else is already seated at the table. I go to grab a chair when Luke pulls one around behind me. I sit but am disappointed when he sits on the opposite side of the table.

			

			‘Isn’t this a bit exposed, Luke?’ Alex asks.

			Luke shakes his head. ‘We’re out in public because we don’t want to look like we’re hiding anything. No one will take any notice of us here. If we were seen hiding under the stairwell

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/9781761112096.jpg
i wg? @ AW
|\ - Catriona McKeown |
|





OEBPS/image/Good_Luck_title_MERGED.png





OEBPS/image/1.png
(_atriona McKeown





