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A MUM PERSON, THAT’S what they needed. It was time. They’d been without one long enough. Chloe squatted cross-legged on her bed and chewed her purple pencil, frowning. 

That didn’t mean she’d forgotten their mum. Of course she hadn’t and never would. Not for one minute. No one could ever take Mum’s place. But every family should have someone to do all those special mum sort of things.

Chloe had written a list. She read through it again.

The heading, in capital letters, was IMPORTANT MUM THINGS. 


1. Love all of us, even when the Bug-a-lugs are being really annoying and Dad is in a cranky mood.

2. Look after the whole family forever.

3. Take turns to cook dinner.

4. Help keep the house clean.

Then there were the FUN MUM THINGS.

1. Laugh a lot.

2. Share secrets.

3. Run races along the seashore.

4. Turn cartwheels on the front lawn.

5. Skate to the shop.


Chloe grinned and added a row of smiley faces beneath her list. If they could find a mum person like that for their family, what fun they’d have again. 

The Sunshine Time when everyone was happy seemed so long ago. They had all lived together in the house near the park: Mum, Dad, Chloe and her twin baby brothers, Jack and Sam. 

Chloe often sat on Nanna White’s back step and thought about how good it was then. She didn’t like to think about the Dark Days that came next, when Mum wasn’t strong and well anymore. Or the Really Bad Day when Dad had come back from the hospital crying and said Mum was never coming home. 

He’d hugged Chloe so tightly she could hardly breathe. But she hadn’t really understood what he’d meant and at her fourth birthday party not long afterwards all the grownups got sad when she said they couldn’t cut the cake till her mum was there.

“She wouldn’t miss this,” Chloe had said. But her mum had missed that birthday party and everything else since. And Chloe had missed her too, every day—she still did.

Three winters had passed since Dad, Chloe and the boys had moved in with Nanna White. Chloe was happy living there and she loved her nanna.

“But you can’t turn cartwheels or do a French braid,” Chloe said at breakfast one morning. 

Nanna White was brushing Chloe’s long hair into a ponytail for school. She smiled. “I could ask your friend Amanda’s mum to show me how to do the French braid but I think I’ll keep both feet on the ground.” 

“That’s a good idea.” Dad came into the kitchen. “I had to help you down from the shed roof last week when you climbed up to fetch the Grub-a-lugs’ ball.”

The Grub-a-lugs was the family’s pet name for the twins. Dad said they were cheeky little imps. Nanna White said they were terrors. While she was up on the shed fetching their ball they pushed the ladder over. When she couldn’t get down they thought it was funny. Nanna White didn’t. Not until later. 

And she hadn’t laughed at all the day they poured honey on Lilli the cat because Dad had called her a sourpuss when she hissed at him for shifting her off the sofa so he could sit down. The twins said they only wanted to sweeten her up.

“These boys will send me crazy,” Nanna White said almost every day. But she smiled when she said it so Chloe knew Nanna White loved all of them all the way to the moon and back again. And she looked after the family really well. But she was their grandmother and it wasn’t the same as having their mum. 

Chloe knew nothing could change what had happened. There was no magic spell that would replace that Really Bad Day with a Simply Awesome Day when Mum got better instead of worse and came home from hospital to be with them. 

But Chloe had decided it was time their family had someone to be the mum person. They’d been without one for long enough.

“I’ll see what I can do about that,” Dad said when she told him. He winked at Nanna White and picked up his car keys to leave for work. 
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Dad’s Special Friend
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ONE EVENING NOT LONG afterwards Dad shared some news during dinner.

“I’m bringing someone to lunch on Sunday,” he said. “She wants to meet all of you. I think she’s special and I hope you will, too.”

“Does she like tomato sauce on her mashed potatoes?” asked Jack. Islands of mashed potato and sausage floated in a bright red sea on his plate.

Dad shook his head. “I don’t think so.”

“What about Smarties?” Sam would even wash behind his ears and change his grubby clothes for a couple of extra Smarties. “Does she love them?”

“Sure, when they’re about your size, mate, and lots of trouble.”

Chloe giggled. She liked Dad’s silly jokes. She arranged her peas and carrot strips into daisies and made her mashed potato into clouds. “What’s she like?”

Dad’s eyes twinkled. “You’ll have to wait and see.”

Sunday seemed so far away. A whole five days. Chloe didn’t think she could wait that long. This someone who was coming to lunch must be really special. Dad hadn’t brought any new friends home the whole time Mum had been gone. For ages after she died he hadn’t even gone anywhere without Chloe and the Grub-a-lugs.

Then one day last summer Nanna White had told him sternly that he had to get on with his life.

“I can’t,” he’d said.

They were in the kitchen having a cup of tea. Chloe heard them talking when she came in from the backyard to get a drink after jumping on the trampoline. They didn’t know she was there. 

She hadn’t planned to listen but it made her want to cry to hear the sadness in Dad’s voice so she had sat down on the cane chair in the sun room and buried her face in her knees.  

“You have to, Greg.” Nan’s voice had turned gentle. “If not for your sake, then for your kids.”

After that Dad started playing golf and going to the gym some days after work. It must have made him feel better because he began to smile again. Not often at first, but then more and more. The silly jokes started up again, too. 

But Chloe didn’t know he’d made a new friend. He hadn’t said anything about meeting a special lady. 

“I bet she’s going to check us out because he’s asked her to be our new mum.” It was the next day at school. Chloe was swapping her salad roll for her best friend Amanda’s honey sandwich. “Why else would she come?”

Amanda flicked some crumbs from her shirt. “That is so cool. I wish my dad would get us a new mum.”

“You’ve already got a mum,” said Chloe. “She’s great.”

Amanda pulled a face. “That’s what you think. She won’t let me paint my finger nails and she goes bananas if I take five seconds too long to start cleaning up my room. And I get to have hardly any screen time. She’s the screen police. You’d hate having her for a mum.”

She offered Chloe half of her muesli bar. “At least you’re going to have a chance to find out what your dad’s friend is like first. He won’t let this lady be your new mum if you kids don’t like her.”

Chloe grinned. Amanda was right. Dad would make sure any new mum for their family would be perfect for the job.
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CHLOE spent the REST of the week in an excited daze. When she should have been doing silent reading in class, she was daydreaming about her dad’s special friend. 

What did she look like? Was she quiet and serious or loud and funny? Did she have her own kids? Would Chloe and the Grub-a-lugs have to get to know new brothers and sisters as well as a new mum, like their cousin Lara did after Aunty and Uncle got divorced? 

Chloe spent so much time drawing pictures of Dad’s special friend she didn’t finish her homework. Next day she couldn’t answer any of her teacher’s questions about the weather in different parts of the country.

“What are you thinking about, Chloe?” Ms Merrin asked.

Amanda shot up her hand. “She might be getting a new mum.”

Ms Merrin smiled. “Wow! That’s much more exciting than the weather in Darwin.”

The whole class had to write a story called My Perfect Mum. Chloe wrote:

My perfect mum will have long curly hair and a happy smile. She will teach me how to turn cartwheels and we will see who can jump highest on the trampoline. At the beach we will race each other to the water and she will let me win. My perfect mum will listen to all my secrets and not tell anyone. She won’t let the Grub-a-lugs wreck my stuff ever. And we will all live happy ever after like in
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