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For Mark, Lucy, Sonny and Elise.

We made it to home.
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⏪ Chapter 46 ⏩





Sam had always wondered what it had been like for the dinosaurs when the meteorite hit the earth 65 million years ago.


And now, sitting squished between his two sisters on his parents’ bed, he knew. 


The shockwaves pulsed through his body, rising and crashing like actual waves. 


We’re moving. 


“What do you mean ‘we’re moving’?” Carmen asked. 


Sam glanced over at his older sister. Her eyes were locked on their mum and dad, and she looked worried. Almost as worried as him. 


On his other side, Lily crawled under a brown blanket and curled herself into a ball, making herself look more like a wombat than a five-year-old girl. 


Sam felt a hand on his knee. It was his mum’s. She rested her other hand on top of the wombat’s back, as her eyes shifted from Carmen’s face to Sam’s and back again. But it was Dad who spoke, his voice quieter than usual. 


“I got a new job, up north. So we have to leave Brisbane.”


Sam shook his head, as if that might unjumble his thoughts.


Actually, maybe he was dreaming. Yeah, that seemed right. This was probably all just a dream. 


He looked at his watch: 8:47pm. Seventeen minutes past his bedtime. Yep. He must be dreaming.


“I don’t want to move!” Lily cried from under the blanket. 


“Me neither,” Carmen said, thumping the mattress with one of her fists, and accidentally thumping Sam’s leg with the other.


“Ow!” 


Dang, that hurt. He mustn’t be dreaming after all. 


“You okay?” Mum asked. 


Sam didn’t have a good answer for that. His leg was okay, but he’d just found out he was moving to an entirely different city, so he didn’t feel like the rest of him was okay at all. 


It was hard to look at his mum’s face, so Sam stared at the unfolded laundry in the corner of the room and said, “I want to stay here.”


Dad tugged at a stray thread on the doona cover, while Mum sighed softly, her forehead wrinkles deepening. 


“I’m sorry, kids,” she said, and Sam could tell that she meant it. “I know this is a big shock, but your dad and I think it’s the right decision.”


A million reasons why this wasn’t the right decision scrolled through Sam’s head. “But - ”


“But I don’t want to leave this house,” Carmen said, sounding desperate. 


Lily threw off the blanket, her eyes wide and panicky. “I love this house! I don’t love any other houses!”


Even though he didn’t say it, Sam agreed. Nowhere else would feel like home. Then Sam realised there was something he would miss even more than his house. 


Actually, someone. 


His best friend, Blake. 


“What about all our family and friends?” Carmen said, as if she could read Sam’s mind. 


Lily started crying and buried herself under the blanket again. 


Sam wished he could hide under there too, but nine-year-olds didn’t hide under blankets. So, instead, he stared at the leaf pattern on the quilt in front of him. When the leaves started to blur, he wiped his eyes with the back of his hand. 


He felt his mum squeeze his leg, but he didn’t look up. 


Dad slapped his knees, the way he did whenever he’d just made up his mind about something. “We just need to think of this as an adventure. A big adventure that we’re all going on together.” 


“Exactly,” Mum said. 


Carmen groaned. Lily cried even harder. 


Sam kept staring at the leaves, trying not to hear the swear words that were starting to circle like hawks in his head. 


“You know,” Dad said, “there are a lot of positive things about moving. Lily and Sam, you’ll have your own rooms in our new house - ”


“What?” Lily’s head popped out of the blanket. “You mean I won’t have to share with Sam anymore?”


“Nope,” Dad said. “You’ll have your own room.”


“And you can decorate it however you want,” Mum said. 


Giggling, Lily wiped her snotty nose on the collar of her pyjamas and bounced up and down on her knees. 


“And, guess what, Carmen,” Dad said.


“What?” Carmen said, not sounding very interested. 


“Your new school puts on a musical every year.”


Carmen instantly sat up straighter. “Really? Every year? Are you sure?”


Mum nodded. “That’s what it says on their website.”


“See?” Dad’s eyes floated over everyone as he smiled, wider than Sam had ever seen him smile. “It’s all going to turn out great!”


But Sam wasn’t convinced.
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⏪ Chapter 47 ⏩





Carmen couldn’t believe her mum was crying… again. Especially since it was her and Dad’s decision to move in the first place. 


Holding up a tiger-shaped mug, Mum stared at it like some kind of idol. 


“Remember when we had that tea party on the deck and Sam dropped this mug and the handle broke off and I had to superglue it back together?” 


From where they were eating their sandwiches at the kitchen table, Carmen, Sam and Lily glanced over at the mug and nodded. Mum had been crying and packing mugs for half an hour, and Carmen had figured out that there was a pattern to it. 


First, Mum would pull a mug out of the cupboard. 


Then she would hold it in the air for everyone to admire while she shared some kind of anecdote about it. 


And, finally, she’d wrap the mug up in brown paper and put it in the cardboard box that was sitting on the kitchen bench. 


“Oh, and this one,” Mum said, reaching into the cupboard and taking out a mug that said Caution: Hot Mama. “I got this one just after you were born, Carmen. Actually, Bree gave it to me. Then, a month later, she told me she was pregnant and I got her the exact same one.”


Right at that moment, Bree’s voice floated down the hall. “Hello! We’re here!”


“Blake!” Sam shouted, jumping out of his seat and running down the hallway. 


“Freya!” Lily screamed, following Sam. 


The Belmonts were here!


Carmen extricated herself from her chair and barrelled towards the front door. There was no way she was going to let Lily steal Freya for herself. Not today. Not when this was Carmen’s last chance to hang out with her best friend before she moved away.


It only took half a second for Sam to drag Blake into his half packed-up room, babbling about how different it looked with hardly any of his dinosaur toys in it. But before Carmen could do the same to Freya, her best friend’s mum had pulled her into a bear hug. 


“I’m going to miss you all so much,” Bree said, squeezing Carmen just a bit too tight. Not that Carmen really minded; Bree was one of the few people she tolerated hugs from.


“Me too,” Carmen said, her words coming out muffled. 


“Freya, come play in my room!”


At the sound of Lily’s voice beckoning Freya away, Carmen pulled herself free of Bree’s grip and took her friend’s hand. “No, Lily. Freya’s coming with me.”


“Hey!” Lily started to protest, but Carmen didn’t hear the rest because she’d already started telling Freya about her new school. 


“It has a musical every year! Can you believe that?”


“That’s cool!” Freya said as Carmen lead her away. “I’ll play with you later, Lily!” Freya called over her shoulder, then disappeared into Carmen’s room. 
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⏪ Chapter 47 ⏩





“Later” always took forever. Lily knew that, for-a-fact. 


Lily hated waiting. And she especially didn’t want to wait in her boring old room that didn’t even have most of her toys in it anymore. 


Well, technically her toys were in her room, but they were in boxes in her room, which meant she couldn’t play with them. 


Instead of going to her room and crying or sulking or maybe both, Lily decided to go into the garage and cry or sulk or maybe both. Normally, the car would be parked in the garage, but not today. Mum had parked the car in the driveway to make more room for all the boxes - the empty ones and the full ones.


There weren’t just boxes in the garage though - there was also a lot of junk, piled up in cracked plastic tubs and saggy, old boxes that didn’t even close. 


Lily walked over to one of the plastic tubs and looked inside. There was a jumble of black and grey cords, a couple of things that looked like smooth, silver bricks, and some tools Lily didn’t know the names of. 


She was about to try and find a more interesting tub, when she spotted something underneath all the boring stuff. Something black and flat and rectangle shaped. As she pulled it out, she noticed that it looked just like… a laptop! 


She looked over her shoulder, hoping no one else had seen her awesome discovery. When she was sure she was alone, she rested the laptop on her knees and opened the lid. 


That’s when she realised the laptop wasn’t a laptop. It did have a screen, but there were no keys with letters and numbers and weird symbols like the ones she’d seen on her dad’s laptop. There were a few buttons, but most of them just had triangles on them. 


“Lily!” her mum called from the house, making Lily jump. 


She didn’t want anyone finding her - or her new treasure. She had to go somewhere no one would find her. Somewhere no one else ever wanted to go. 


She knew the perfect place. 


Her cubby house. 
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⏪ Chapter 48 ⏩





Standing next to the letterbox, Sam stared at his house. 


Except it wasn’t his house anymore. 


Technically, it had never really been his house - or even his parents’ house. They’d only been renting it. But it was the only house Sam remembered ever living in, so it still felt like it belonged to him. Or like he belonged to it. It was his home. And the thought of leaving it - of never seeing it again - made his eyes sting. 


His parents had a list of people they still had to say goodbye to before they started the eleven and a half hour drive from Brisbane to - what was the name of the town they were moving to again? - Bulabrook? Bullberg? Something like that.


Mum had shown him and his sisters pictures of the town on the internet, but Sam still couldn’t really imagine what it would look like in real life. Tomorrow, he wouldn’t have to imagine - he’d be there, moving into his new house. 


“Okay, guys. Let’s get a photo, huh? I’ll see if I can get us all in.”


Sam looked over to see Dad, who was attempting to frame up a family selfie with the house in the background. 


“C’mon Sam, jump in,” he said, waving him over. Sam sighed and walked over to stand beside his dad. 


“Can I get a photo of just me and the house?” Lily asked, coming up to stand beside Mum. 


“Why would you get a photo of just you? We all live here,” Carmen said, as Mum gently pulled her over and put an arm around her shoulder. 


Lived here, Sam thought. Past tense. 


“Okay, everyone. Smile!” Dad took the photo before any of them could conjure a convincing smile. “Great!”


“Should we say goodbye to the house before we go?” Mum asked, turning around to look at it. 


“Goodbye, house. We’ve had some really good times,” Carmen said with a wave. 


“We have.” Mum smiled sadly as Lily hugged her leg. 


Sam wanted to agree, but all he could manage was a solemn nod. 


“Time to hit the road?” Dad said, already walking over to the car. 


Mum sighed. “I guess so.” 


“I’ll miss you!” Carmen shouted to the empty house, and headed towards the car. Mum followed, Lily still attached to her leg. 


It was time to leave. But Sam couldn’t. 


“C’mon, Sam! If you want to see Blake before we leave, we’ve gotta get going,” Dad hollered from the front seat of the car. The engine was already on and Mum was strapping Lily into her carseat. 


“Wait!” Lily suddenly screamed. “I forgot something!” Pushing her way past Mum, Lily jumped out of the car and went hurtling up the driveway towards the backyard. 


While his parents called after Lily, Sam closed his eyes and tried to picture his house. Before he left, he wanted to know that he would remember it, exactly the way it was. When he opened his eyes again, it looked the same. 


“I got it!” Lily ran towards the car holding something that looked like Dad’s laptop.


As Sam walked over to the car, he hardly heard Carmen and Lily fighting over the laptop-looking-thing. 


And when their car pulled away and his sisters were still arguing, Sam felt as empty as the house where he used to live. 




***





Sam had already decided that he wasn’t going to cry when he said goodbye to Blake. It was his last chance to see his best friend for a long time and Sam didn’t want to waste it being sad. 


Plus, Mum had been crying enough for all of them. 


They’d gone around to Gran’s to say goodbye, and then to Uncle Justin and Aunty Louise’s. Blubbering, Mum had scooped up their baby cousin, Alice, and squeezed her tightly, telling her not to get too big before they all saw each other again. 


Now Mum was hugging Bree, blubbering again. Actually, so was Bree. Maybe even more than Mum. Sam and Blake exchanged an eye roll and a grin over their crazy mothers.


“It’s not like we’re never going to see each other again,” Blake said, standing on the footpath next to Sam’s car. 


“Exactly,” said Sam. “Mum said we could come back in April for our birthdays. Do you want to have a joint birthday party like last year?”


“We have to! Our birthdays are on the same day, so we’re twins, which means we have to have a joint party.”


“Fair point,” Sam said. “Do you want to make it dinosaur-themed?”


“Of course. Oh! That reminds me!” 


Without any explanation, Blake ran up to his house, and came back a minute later with a brachiosaurus figurine the size of his hand. He held it out to Sam. 


“This is to keep you company while you’re away,” Blake explained. “And so you don’t forget me.”


Sam took the brachiosaurus and stared at it. It was made of plastic, but softer than most of his other dinosaur toys. He squeezed it tight.


“Do you have one for me?” Blake asked. 


“Oh. Yeah.” 


Sam hadn’t planned to give Blake one of his dino toys, but he did actually like the idea of leaving one with his best friend. It made it feel like part of him was staying here. Like not all of him was leaving.


Reaching into his backpack of toys that he’d packed for the epically long trip, Sam wasn’t sure which one he wanted to part with. Then he realised the choice was obvious. 


Emerging from the car, Sam held out his favourite atrociraptor to Blake. 


“But this is your favourite,” Blake said, hesitating. 


“I know. I want you to have it,” Sam said, pushing the toy towards Blake. 


Taking it, Blake smiled and held the atrociraptor in front of him. “Dino bros, forever.”


Sam smiled back and held up the brachiosaurus. “Dino bros, forever.”


The boys high-fived their dinos together. 


Five minutes later, Sam waved goodbye through the car window, holding the brachiosaurus tightly in his other hand, knowing he would never find another friend as good as Blake. 
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⏪ Chapter 49 ⏩



The first day of driving had taken a million hours, and they’d only gotten halfway to Bullsbrook. 


They’d stopped at a tiny town Lily couldn’t remember the name of and slept in a cabin that had a lot of spiders in it. They weren’t the poisonous type, but Lily was still afraid one of them might try to crawl up her nose in the middle of the night. 


Luckily, the second day of driving was less boring than the first. Not because there was anything interesting to look at - it was still the same dusty grass and scraggly trees, just like the day before - no, it was because Lily got to play with her new toy. Except it wasn’t really a toy. It wasn’t even a weird type of laptop. It was a “portable DVD player” - that’s what Dad had called it.


Lily had wanted to play with it the day before, but Carmen had ruined everything by wanting to use it too. When she’d tried to snatch it off Lily in the car, Lily had screamed and Mum had told her to put it away. But today, Carmen was more interested in reading her book. 


Since Lily had no idea what a “portable DVD player” was meant to do, she’d decided to just pretend it was a laptop. It didn’t even matter that there weren’t any letter keys - she could still write an amazing story on it. 


“So, what does that thing actually do?” Sam asked. 


“It plays DVDs,” Dad said, keeping his eyes on the highway that stretched on forever in front of them. “You guys know what a DVD is, right?”


“Yeah,” Sam and Carmen answered.


“No,” said Lily. 


“You don’t?” Dad said, sounding surprised. “Well, a DVD is like a silver disc with a hole in the middle - ”


“Like a donut,” Sam added. 


“Yeah, kind of like a flat donut. A really flat donut. That’s silver. A really flat, silver donut that plays movies.”


Confused, Lily tried to imagine a donut that played movies. “How does it play movies?”


“Actually, the disc doesn’t play the movie, it just has the movie on it. The DVD player is what plays the movie. You put the disc into the player and that’s how you watch the movie. You get it?”


Lily didn’t get it. But she knew that if she said that, Carmen and Sam would call her “Silly Lily”, which she hated, so she just shrugged and said, “Yeah, I think I do.”


“Anyway, we don’t really use DVDs anymore,” Mum said as she reached back and handed each of the kids a box of sultanas. “So you don’t really need to know what they are. That portable DVD player stopped working years ago. We should’ve chucked it out.”


Dad glanced over at Mum. “I think the only reason we didn’t throw it away was because it still had a disc stuck in it, right? It wouldn’t eject.”


Lily wasn’t sure what “eject” meant, but she’d listened to enough explaining and was ready to get back to writing her story. 


Except now she couldn’t remember where she was up to, so she’d have to start all over again. 


***



“Welcome to Bullsbrook, everyone!”


Dad’s extra-stretched-out smile filled the rearview mirror, but before Lily could smile back, her eyes got caught on a huge cow statue sitting in the middle of an even huger roundabout. 


Carmen must’ve noticed it too because she said, “Why is there a gigantic bull in the middle of the road?”


“It’s because there are a lot of cattle farms around here,” Mum explained.


“What’s a ‘cattle’?” Lily asked. 


“Cattle are cows,” Sam said. 


That made sense. They had seen a lot of cows on the last bit of the drive - way more than Lily had ever seen in Brisbane. Most of them had been standing in the sun, eating brown grass, and she’d felt sorry for them. She wouldn’t want to eat brown grass and stand in the sun all day. 


Looking out the window, Lily realised they weren’t driving as fast now, and shops had appeared on both sides of the road. Their new town didn’t look that different from Brisbane. Some of the shops were even the same. 


“Doesn’t it look pretty? Look at the mountains in the distance,” Mum said. 


The mountains might have been “in the distance”, but they seemed really close, in every direction. It made Lily feel like there was no way out. Like they were trapped. 


“So,” Mum said, “we have to pick up our new house keys from the real estate agent. Then the movers are coming with all our stuff at three thirty.”


They were hardly at the real estate agency for any time at all before they had to get back into the car - again. 


“Is everyone excited about seeing our new house?” Dad said. 


“Yes!” Mum said, clapping her hands together. 


Outside the car, the shops had disappeared and now the streets were lined with houses. All different types. Some were short brick ones, some were high wooden ones. There was a bright yellow one, and a few that looked like they were about to crumble to pieces. Those ones reminded Lily of the Three Little Pigs story, and that story reminded her of Kindy. 


Lily had liked Kindy. She’d had lots of friends there. Friends she’d had to leave behind in Brisbane.


This year, she was starting school - proper school - and she would have to make new friends. It was lucky that Lily was an expert at making friends. 


“We’re here!” Mum shouted as they pulled up in front of a cream-coloured house with a small deck and a wonky letterbox. “It looks just like it did in the photos.”


“That’s a good sign,” Dad said. 


They all got out of the car and stood in the driveway, looking up at the house, none of them moving. 


“It’s too big,” Lily said. 


“It’s not really that big,” Mum said, taking Lily’s hand. “It just looks big compared to our old house because this one has a garage underneath.”


Lily’s eyes counted the number of stairs that led up to the front door. She lost count after number six when Carmen yelled, “I get first pick of the rooms!” and then bolted up the stairs. 


Sam ran to catch up. “Why should you get to pick first?” 


Still holding Lily’s hand, Mum headed up the steps, jingling the keys in her free hand. 


Following behind, Dad said, “Is everyone excited?” 


He had already asked them that at least six times since breakfast. 


“Yes!” Mum said for at least the fifth time that day. “This is the first time any of us will be seeing our new house. We need to get a photo. Or a video!”


“Yep, on it,” Dad said, taking his phone out of his pocket and hitting the record button as Mum slipped the key into the front door. 


She paused to look at everyone. “Everybody ready?”


“Yes,” Carmen said, shoving Sam out of the way. 


“Hey!” Sam shoved Carmen back.


“Don’t shove each other,” Mum said. “This is a special memory.”


“Can we go inside yet?” Lily asked, suddenly aware that she needed to pee. 


Mum turned the key. 


Well, she tried to turn the key. 


“It isn’t working,” Mum said. “It must be the wrong key.”


“Let me have a go,” Dad said, swapping his phone for the keys and stepping up to the front door. 


Dad jiggled the key in the lock, but the door didn’t open. “Is there another key?”


“The only other key is the skeleton key,” Mum said. 


“What’s a skeleton key?” Lily asked, but nobody answered, so she just assumed it was exactly what it sounded like - a key shaped like a skeleton. 


Dad grunted. “We’ll have to try the back door.” 


One by one, everyone followed him back down the stairs and around the side of the house to the backyard. 


“Woah! Look how big the yard is!” Sam said. 


“Hey, there’s a bird bath!” Carmen shouted, running over to a cement bird bath full of mouldy water. 


“Don’t touch the water!” Mum warned. “It’s probably full of bacteria.”


Sam squatted down to watch a ladybug crawl across some grass that was growing out of a crack in the cement near the back steps. Lily crouched down to watch it too. 


“The key doesn’t work in this door either,” Dad called down to Mum, who had stopped to look at the ladybird as well. “I’m going to try it in the front door again.”


Not wanting to leave the ladybird, Lily stayed in the backyard with the others.


“Hey, did you guys notice the coolest thing in the whole backyard?” Mum said, standing up and pointing to a gigantic tree in the back corner of the yard. 


The kids all turned to look. At first none of them reacted. Lily wasn’t sure what was so cool about a big tree - she’d seen heaps of those. But then she noticed something in the midst of the branches, between the leaves. 


“It’s a treehouse!” Carmen shouted and they all raced towards it.


“Don’t try to climb up there yet! Your dad and I need to make sure it’s sturdy enough first,” Mum yelled.


They were just about to complain when they heard Dad shout, “Got it!” from the front of the house. The kids froze, torn between the treehouse and the new house.


Carmen was the first one to make a decision. “If there’s a room with a secret hiding spot, I’m getting it!” 


Then they were all rushing back around the side of the house, up the front stairs and inside.


Carmen ran straight down the hall, looking in all of the bedrooms, calling out the size and number of windows in each. 


“You don’t get to choose first, Carmen! We have to all decide together!” Sam called after her. 


Lily suddenly remembered how badly she needed to go to the toilet, and went running down the hallway to find one. 


There it was - right at the end of the hall! Lily catapulted herself onto the toilet seat and felt a rush a relaxation. It wasn’t until after she’d finished peeing that she realised there was a big problem.


“There’s no toilet paper in here!” she yelled, her voice sounding extra loud in the empty house. 


Mum appeared in the doorway and handed her a tissue from her pocket. Lily hurriedly wiped, then washed her hands. 


As she ran from one room to the next, she realised with growing disappointment that they all looked bare and lonely. There was only one that felt kind of cosy, despite its emptiness. 


“I want this room,” she declared, standing in the doorway. 


“No, that’s my room,” Carmen said next to her. “I already chose it while you were on the toilet.”


“But that’s not fair!” Lily could feel all her muscles getting tight under her skin. 


“Sorry, kiddo.” Dad came up behind her and put a hand on her head. “Carmen gets this room because her desk won’t fit in the other rooms.”


“Whoo!” Carmen slipped past Lily into the room and flopped down onto the floor, spreading her arms and legs wide. 


“But this is my favourite room! It’s got yellow walls instead of ugly white ones!” 


“Well, that’s just the way it is, kiddo.” Dad shrugged and walked into the bathroom across the hall. “Hey, there are no power points in here.”


As angry as she was, Lily knew that she couldn’t waste any more time arguing about the big, cosy room. If she wasn’t quick, she wouldn’t get to choose which of the other rooms she wanted. She ran back and forth between the other three rooms, trying to decide which was the best. 


“This room is mine and your dad’s, sweetie,” Mum said, when Lily ran into the biggest of the three. 


Racing down the hall towards the other two rooms, Lily finally stopped in front of the one closest to Carmen’s. This was the one. 


“I want this one,” Sam said from inside the room. 


“No!” Lily shouted. “I was going to say this one!”


“Too late. I said it first.”


“No!” Lily cried, and stamped her foot on the wooden floor as hard as she could.


“Hey, hey, what’s going on?” Mum said, coming down the hallway. 


“Lily wants the same room as me, but I said I wanted it first,” Sam explained. 


“It doesn’t matter who said it first. It’s about what makes logical sense. And I’m sorry, Lily, but it does make sense for Sam to have this room because it doesn’t have a security screen and, unlike you, he’s too big to fall out the window. So, really, you’re the lucky one who gets the room with security screens.”


Mum took hold of Lily’s hand and squeezed, but Lily pulled her hand
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