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			Home is what you take with you, 
not what you leave behind.

			(NK Jemisin)

			

			Chapter One

			Miss Blackwood cleared her throat. ‘Keep it down please, 10H, I have an announcement to make.’

			Denim stuffed his hands into his pockets. Every first day was the same. He stood inside the classroom door, an awkward smile on his face that he hoped hid the nerves swirling in his stomach. A mouse surrounded by cats. Should he scurry from the classroom, down the hall and across the oval until he was far away from Driftwood Heights High School? He knew what was coming.

			He stared at the floor. Students of 10H swivelled in their chairs, silent. He felt eyes on him and wondered what they saw. Could they tell his uniform was second-hand? A donation from the school office where the administration lady had handed Denim’s dad a pile of faded burgundy shirts and grey shorts with a kind smile. Did they see the beads of sweat forming beneath the flop of brown hair that hung over his face?

			‘We have a new student joining us today.’ Miss Blackwood reached forward and plucked a pair of headphones off the blonde-streaked head of a girl in the front row. ‘Can you all please give Denim Davies your best welcome?’

			A weak smattering of applause. A grunt. A half-hearted ‘Hey.’ A whisper. A giggle.

			Denim raised his head and stared through his hair curtain at his new classmates – faces he probably wouldn’t even get to know before it was time to move on yet again.

			‘Denim? As in jeans?’ A large boy with a rash of pimples over his nose let out a snorting laugh. ‘What sort of name is that?’ More sniggers came from the boys in his orbit.

			‘That’s enough, Tyler Jeffries,’ Miss Blackwood snapped.

			‘Sorry, miss.’ Tyler smirked and rocked back in his chair. He didn’t sound sorry.

			‘Find yourself a seat, Denim. There’s a spare desk up the back. I’m sure everyone will make you welcome. New arrivals at Driftwood are always a novelty. We’re such a small town.’

			As Denim headed for the empty desk at the back of the classroom, Miss Blackwood added, ‘And I’m sure everyone will want to know what it’s like to live in a caravan park. How very interesting!’

			Denim felt his cheeks burn. A new wave of whispers rippled across the classroom. He groaned inwardly. She was trying to give a conversation opener, but why did Miss Blackwood have to share that, of all things?

			As he passed Tyler’s desk, a sneakered foot snaked out to trip him. ‘Oops. Sorry about that, Jeans.’

			Denim ignored Tyler, slumping into the chair behind him. A girl sat at the next desk – short, shaggy black hair. Eyes heavy with smokey makeup. ‘Don’t worry about him.’ She nodded at Tyler’s back.

			‘Right. Humanities books out, everyone.’ Miss Blackwood turned towards the board. Her giant cat-shaped earrings jiggled as she wrote ‘housing crisis’ in capital letters. ‘We’ll pick up where we left off on Friday.’

			Denim glanced around as the class opened their textbooks. Dad hadn’t had a chance to get Denim’s books for Year 10 yet. ‘Next pay day, mate,’ he’d promised. A frown had creased Dad’s forehead. There was a whole list of books to buy.

			Denim wasn’t sure what to do. He didn’t want to mention it to Miss Blackwood. He’d be the focus of attention again, and for all the wrong reasons. The caravan park kid with his hand-me-down uniform and no books.

			‘Here,’ the dark-haired girl whispered. ‘You can share mine.’ She slid her book across the desk. Her fingers were adorned with chunky silver rings – a skull on one hand, a bat with spread wings on the other. Her nails were painted black.

			‘Thanks,’ Denim whispered back. Maybe Driftwood Heights might be okay after all.

			Then Tyler piped up with mock innocence, ‘Housing crisis … is that what it means when you live in a caravan park?’

			Denim sighed. Who was he kidding? Driftwood Heights was going to be just like the last crummy town, and the one before it, and the one before that.

			

			Chapter Two

			Denim lay on the narrow bed in the rear of the caravan, his eyes fixed on the sagging wooden panel of the bunk above him. Some other kid staying there had carved a peace sign into the plywood.

			When had he last felt at peace? It was some time before Mum died, he knew that much. Before that lump they’d found in her breast, and long before the cancer travelled through her bloodstream like a deadly, unwelcome passenger.

			Denim sighed and rolled off the bunk. He should change out of his school uniform before it got wrinkled, but he couldn’t be bothered. Dad would be home soon, ready to share ‘first-day’ stories.

			

			Denim wished he could be more like Dad – treat every new beginning with the same bright and breezy optimism. ‘This is it, Denim.’ or ‘The boss says there’s heaps of work come harvest time.’ or ‘Reckon this is gonna be the one that sets us up, son.’

			But it never was.

			Denim dreamed of the day he and Dad would be able to quit their life on the road and stay in one place long enough to make friends, make a life … make a home again. And he was determined to help.

			He took a packet of sausages out of the tiny freezer in the little fridge and popped them in the sink to defrost for their dinner, before pulling out his laptop.

			BidderBay. He could see his activity on that auction site at a glance. Five active listings. Several bids on each item and still four days to go until the auctions ended.

			A green tick appeared next to Talisman, the fantasy quest board game he’d listed, accompanied by a little ping sound. Someone had added his five-dollar op shop find to their watchlist. Denim couldn’t believe it when he’d found the boxed game in near new condition, all its cards and pieces still intact. Denim knew that vintage board games were in high demand and that a good condition Talisman could fetch several hundred dollars.

			Denim opened a new tab and typed in ‘local op shops’. He’d learned their full name was ‘opportunity’ shops, but no one called them that. He could see five stores in the area, and a tip shop on the outskirts of town. Those tip shops were his goldmine for retro items to resell online.

			He was keen to discover what treasures might be hiding in plain sight in Driftwood Heights. The quicker Denim could find and flip those treasures online, the quicker he and Dad could get a permanent place to live.

			

			Chapter Three

			‘How was school, Denim?’ The flywire door creaked on its hinges. Dad pulled off his work boots and stowed them under the caravan, before stepping inside.

			Denim looked up from his screen and made a face.

			‘That bad?’ Dad slid into the seat opposite him. A shadow of concern drifted through his eyes.

			‘It was … okay.’ Denim didn’t want Dad to worry. Losing Mum had turned both their lives upside down, and the last thing he wanted was to add to his stress.

			Dad gave him a long look. ‘Hang in there, son. First days are always rough.’

			

			Don’t I know it? Whispers and giggles in the classroom. All eyes on him. Tyler Jeffries’ foot reaching out to trip him. Oops. Sorry about that, Jeans.

			He picked at the frayed hem of his school shorts.

			The silence between them stretched. Denim could still feel Dad’s eyes on him, but he didn’t want to look up and meet them. Didn’t want him to see the glitter of useless tears ready to spill.

			‘My day was okay too,’ Dad said. ‘Spent most of it assembling scaffolding for a new supermarket they’re building just off the highway. Been a while since I’ve been on the tools, that’s for sure.’ Dad laced his fingers together and cracked his knuckles. A layer of dirt darkened his fingernails.

			‘Been a while since we had a proper roof over our heads,’ Denim said. He knew he was being unfair, but he couldn’t help it.

			‘Son, if I could have held on to our house, I would have. I took so much time off work caring for Mum, and when she …’ Dad swallowed and cleared his throat. ‘I just couldn’t afford the repayments on a single wage. And you remember how many rentals we applied for?’

			Denim nodded. It had felt like the whole of Melbourne had been looking for a property to rent at the same time.

			‘No one wants to rent to a single dad with no fixed income,’ Dad said. ‘I know life on the road has been tough –’

			Tough was an understatement. Denim clearly recalled the cheap hotels with frayed curtains and shared bathroom facilities. They’d slept in motel rooms with lumpy twin beds and strangers’ hairs in the sink. They’d crashed in granny flats built on acreage properties where long-legged huntsmen skittered along walls and kookaburras laughed at the gold glow of sunrise from towering gum trees. More than once they’d slept in the back of the car, cold and cramped.

			‘– but regional and coastal towns are much cheaper, and there are more opportunities for seasonal work.’

			Denim was alarmed to see tears now shining in Dad’s eyes.

			

			‘Right.’ Dad scrubbed a hand across his eyes then reached for the towel hanging from a hook beside his bed. ‘Better hit the shower block before we get those snags going.’ He briefly rested a hand on Denim’s shoulder. ‘Hang in there, Denim. This could be the one. The foreman said the developer’s got his sights on another block of land between here and Saltmarsh Heads. You never know what might come of it.’

			Yeah. Right. That’s what Dad always says.

			***

			As sausages sizzled on the little barbeque on the foldout table, Denim sat in one of their camp chairs and felt his mouth water. The smoky aroma drifted out across the caravan park. The smell mingled with the salt-fresh scent of the ocean blowing across the sand dunes and whistling through the Moonah trees.

			A seagull soared overhead. Ke-ow! Ke-ow! Its beady eyes on the sausages, it screeched, then wheeled off towards the beach.

			

			A little kid cycled past their site. Legs pumping, he rocketed by on training wheels as his mum jogged along behind. She gave a friendly wave as she passed. Across the bitumen road, a young couple laughed as they wrestled with tentpoles and tarpaulin. A surfer, board under his arm and wetsuit rolled down to his waist, cut through the Moonah trees, heading for the beach.

			Being in a caravan park must feel different if you’re on holiday. If you have a real home to return to, thought Denim.

			‘G’day, Phil, Denim. Settling in okay?’ a cheerful voice asked.

			‘Hi, Mr Haddad,’ Denim said.

			‘Please,’ the park owner smiled, ‘just Sam is fine.’

			Dad put the tongs by the barbeque and reached to shake Sam’s hand. ‘Good as gold, Sam. Finding our way around town. Getting to know what’s where.’

			‘There are plenty of maps and info up at the office. Lots of community clubs and resources around here. So anything you need,’ Sam glanced up at the sky where a sea eagle circled against the blue canvas, ‘just ask.’ He smiled.

			‘Cheers, Sam. We appreciate that. Don’t we, Denim?’ Dad said.

			‘Sure.’ Denim stretched his mouth into a smile, trying to match Sam’s.

			‘Like to surf?’ Sam asked Denim. ‘There’s a decent break out past the northern side of the headland. It gets good waves most days. Lots of local kids surf there.’

			‘Uh, not really,’ Denim said. He’d never tried surfing. He’d always thought of himself as a city kid, despite the last year or more on country roads. He wasn’t even sure he’d like the beach, and he definitely didn’t want to hang out with the local kids.

			‘Great idea!’ Dad said. ‘You could go check it out tomorrow afternoon.’

			Heck, no. Denim had op shops to explore.

			‘Cheerio, then,’ Sam said. ‘Don’t forget, anything you need …’ He headed toward his office before calling back. ‘Those sausages might go well with my homemade falafel. Next time I make a batch I’ll drop some around.’

			

			‘Falafel! Yum!’ Dad gave the tongs a snap. ‘Haven’t had a good falafel since leaving Melbourne. What do you think, Denim?’

			When Denim thought about Melbourne and everything he’d left behind – his friends, his belongings, right down to his model plane collection, his whole life packed into boxes in a storage facility at Yarraville – he felt more homesick than ever.

			

			Chapter Four

			‘I hope everyone remembered their novels.’ Today, Miss Blackwood’s earrings were dangly Hogwarts Sorting Hats, so long they grazed her shoulders. She walked between the rows of desks, ignoring the groans from the class.

			As she passed the back of the room, she quietly slid a paperback onto Denim’s desk. Denim picked it up. The Happiest Refugee by someone called Anh Do. He flicked through its pages. His copy was yellowed and dog-eared, the cover creased from use. Pink highlights and notes were scratched in the margin on some pages. The same handwriting was on the front inside cover – Isabelle Strong. His gaze rested on the second page of the book and what he saw there made him raise an eyebrow.

			He glanced around the classroom. Everyone else’s copy looked crisp and new. Even their covers were different from his. His book was a hand-me-down from a previous Year 10 student, but he was grateful.

			‘Chapter two.’ The whisper came from his right. The shaggy-haired girl was looking at him.

			‘Thanks,’ he whispered in return.

			Miss Blackwood began. ‘As we discussed last week, The Happiest Refugee highlights how the author and his family overcame poverty and danger after escaping Vietnam. Some issues and themes to look out for are identity, resilience, perseverance and the refugee experience …’ She tapped her laptop and a PowerPoint presentation began to play on the interactive whiteboard.

			‘Blah, blah, blah

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/9781761112904.jpg
Ay 0

o






OEBPS/image/Flip_INTERNALS_122.jpg





OEBPS/image/Flip_INTERNALS_12.jpg





