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‘This book shows how the kindness of strangers can often be purest, and how those who have nothing can be the richest people in the world.’
Anna, age 15

‘It made me think about what was important in life.’
Keely, age 14
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A fun park isn’t the kind of place you’d expect to find a ballerina
on a rainy afternoon. But that’s where we found Tia.
In the beginning I wished we never found her. Three was
perfect: Billy and Max and me. We didn’t need anyone else
to look after, especially not a ballerina. Worse still, she had
a baby. You couldn’t choose just one; they came together,
like a free sample of mayonnaise sticky-taped to a bag of
salad leaves.

The girl didn’t look like a ballerina when we found her.
She just looked like a girl wearing a long red coat
and black motorbike boots that were way too big for her
skinny legs. Her skin was the colour of the moon and her
long hair blew around her face like threads of spider web.
She was sitting sideways on a white horse, like ladies in the
olden days did. The baby was just a lump inside her coat.
Rain dripped off the roof of the carousel and made it look
like a giant-size crystal chandelier, except you don’t get
wooden horses on chandeliers.

We were gobsmacked to see the girl because not many
people visit fun parks that don’t work, especially when
there’s a war going on.


1

Permission not to
have a friend

Skip was my running-away name. It seemed like a good name because of how I skipped school whenever I was doing a runner. I still liked it, even after I found out that’s what you call the massive metal bins that demolition crews dump their rubbish in. A skip is somewhere you can shelter when there’s nowhere else, and getting a new name is a bit like being born all over again. I hoped my new life would be better than the one I’d left behind.

It was easy, once I decided to go. I made a plan and I kept it in my head because everyone knows you should never write a plan down in case someone else finds it. Even though it was the last day of term, before the holidays, I still went to school. That was part of my plan. If I didn’t turn up the teachers would ring my caseworker  because they knew I’d run away before, only then I hadn’t made a plan so it was easy for them to find me. I heard the other kids telling their friends what they were going to do after school and in the holidays. Some were going to the beach and others were going to stay with their grandmother or their aunty or someone else they were related to. I didn’t tell anyone what I was going to do. That was part of my plan, too. I even had a strategy for an unlikely event. If someone asked me over to their place after school, that would be an unlikely event because people only ask you to their house if they’re your friend. But if anyone did, my strategy was to pretend not to hear.
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