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‘Tess, you’re breaking my fingers!’ I yelped, half laughing as I wrestled my bestie’s
					hand off mine.

‘Sorry,’ Tess said. ‘I’m just so nervous. Aren’t you?’

I hadn’t been, but as we walked up the steps into the State Netball Centre, I began
					to feel a little bit edgy. I’d been here before, but only to watch, never to play.
					Suddenly all the big glass cabinets filled with trophies seemed intimidating, instead
					of inspiring. Everywhere I turned, I saw posters of the national netball team. Tess
					and I had spent hours discussing our favourite players. And now we were here. Where
					those players trained. Yep, the nerves were starting to kick in.

‘Um, maybe just a bit …’ I said, pulling a silly face, which made Tess smile.

‘I wasn’t expecting this many people,’ she said, looking around at the crowd. ‘I think
					I imagined just a small try-out, like the ones we have for the Sapphires.’

The Sapphires were our team. Tess and I had started playing with them when we were
					seven. Whenever we needed to recruit a new player, we’d have a brief practice session,
					just to make sure they’d fit in.

But this was anything but small. There was a queue of girls waiting to get their name
					marked off. Now it was my turn to grab Tess’s hand.

‘What if we get split up, Edie?’ whispered Tess.

‘They wouldn’t separate us, would they?’ I asked, horrified at the thought. Tess and
					I always played netball together.

The girl in front of us spun around and said knowingly, ‘They usually pair you up
					with someone from your local team.’

Tess looked worried. ‘I hope I’m with you, Edie.’

‘Me too,’ I said. Trying not to think about the idea of being separated from Tess,
					I quickly changed the subject.

‘Have you tried out before?’ I asked the girl.

She sighed. ‘Only like three times.’

Three times. I didn’t want to have to try out three times. It was like the girl was
					reading my mind.

She laughed and said, ‘If I don’t get picked today, that’s it – I’m taking up basketball
					instead!’

The girl stepped forward to have her name marked off.

Tess glanced around the room, then nudged me. ‘Isn’t that Tegan Caldwell?’ she whispered.
					

I looked over to where Tess was pointing and saw the Vixens’ star shooter. She looked
					even taller off the court than on. Seeing her made me feel even more nervous. Watching
					the Vixens play so often was what had led us to state tryouts.

‘She’s amazing,’ said Tess, still staring at her.

‘So are you! In fact, you’re just like her. You hardly ever miss a goal. And you train
					harder than anyone I know.’ I gave my bestie a hug.

We’d had this conversation many times, but no matter what I said, I knew Tess doubted
					herself.

‘Name?’ said the woman behind the desk. Tess had to nudge me before I realised she
					was talking to me.

‘Oh, um, Edie Thomas,’ I croaked.

‘Court four,’ she said, ruling a line through my name. ‘Downstairs.’

I hovered near Tess, waiting to hear what court she’d be playing on. My fingers were
					crossed hard that we’d be together. When I heard the woman say court four, I grinned,
					relieved.

‘Yay!’ said Tess with a big smile, looking more like the usual Tess than she had
					all morning.

We wove through the crowd, heading for court four. There were girls stretching and
					warming up everywhere we looked. I stood there, wondering what to do. A woman came
					towards us with a clipboard and a big, friendly smile, and I relaxed slightly.

‘I’m Marilyn. I’m coordinating the under-15s.’

‘Oh, hi. I’m Edie and this is Tess,’ I said.

The woman scanned her lists. ‘Great. Tess, you’ll be playing Goal Shooter,’ she said.
					‘And you’ll be Goal Attack,’ she told me.

Tess and I grinned at each other. She looked as relieved as I felt. We’d be playing
					our usual positions. That would make it so much easier to show what we could do.
					

‘We’re starting in ten, so you’d better get warmed up,’ said Marilyn as she finished
					with us and went to greet the next bunch of girls who’d arrived.

Tess and I dumped our bags on the side of the court and started running a warm-up
					lap. I looked around at the other players. We were all here for the same thing, but
					only a few of us would be lucky enough to make the team. I just hoped that Tess and
					I would both be chosen.

We finished warming up and joined our team. They were putting on their bibs and unzipping
					their tracksuits, getting ready to play.

‘Wow, Edie, they’re so tall!’ Tess whispered. She wasn’t kidding. I’d always thought
					Tess and I were pretty tall, but these girls made me feel tiny.

‘I’m just glad they’re on our team,’ I said. ‘I wouldn’t want to be playing against
					them.’

They were huddled together when Tess and I walked up – they obviously knew each other.
					As Tess grabbed our bibs, the girls broke apart. Tess smiled and introduced us both.
					I was glad she was taking control. My stomach was overrun with butterflies, and I
					didn’t quite trust myself to speak.

The girl playing Centre smiled. ‘I’m Tilly. This is Teisha, Ruby and Lily,’ she said,
					waving her hand at the other girls. Before I could memorise their names, a girl wearing
					a Wing Attack bib joined us.

‘Tess! I was hoping you’d be here,’ she said, hugging Tess hard.

I watched them, biting my lip. I had no idea who she was, but Tess obviously knew
					her.

Tess grabbed my arm and pulled me closer. ‘Edie, this is Maggie. Remember, I told
					you about her?’

Maggie. The girl Tess had met last year at netball camp. Mum had picked that week
					for a rare family holiday, so I hadn’t been able to go. Tess hadn’t stopped talking
					about it for weeks afterward. I was glad she’d had a great time, but it had been
					hard hearing about Maggie and the fun they’d had together.

I shook off the thought and smiled. ‘Hi, Maggie. I’m Edie.’

‘I know. Tess talked about you nonstop,’ she said with a warm smile.

Maggie seemed really friendly, and I could see why Tess liked her. But before we could
					talk any more, I realised the other team was taking their positions on the court.
					

‘This is it,’ said Tess, giving my hand a squeeze.

I sussed out the girl I was playing against. ‘Argh, check out the Goal Defence,’
					I whispered. If the other girls were tall, then she was a giant!

Tess shrugged. ‘One word – Serpents,’ she said, grinning as she headed for the goal
					circle.

Lining up against the GD I smiled to myself. We’d played against the Serpents in
					our grand final last year. Their GD was just about the tallest person I’d ever seen.
					I couldn’t get the ball past her. We were getting thrashed until I realised she always
					looked over her left shoulder. So I’d started playing in her blind spot – and shot
					19 goals.

Within seconds of the whistle blowing, I forgot my nerves. Tess and I pulled out all
					our special plays. We ran. We dodged. We bounce-passed into the goal circle. Tess had
					already shot six goals by the end of the first quarter. But our teams were pretty
					evenly matched, and at halftime it was equal, ten-all.

Normally at half-time we’d be huddled together with the rest of the Sapphires, listening
					to our coach, but today everyone was out for themselves. I was just glad I had Tess
					with me. I walked towards her, trying to catch my breath.

‘That court is so fast,’ said Tess, still puffing.

I couldn’t speak yet. I was too busy drinking all Tess’s water – I’d forgotten to
					fill up my drink bottle.

‘Nice work, you two,’ said Maggie joining us. ‘Tess was right about you, Edie. You’re
					a total natural!’

‘Thanks,’ I said quietly. I was pleased that Tess had told Maggie so much about me,
					but I didn’t love it when Tess called me a natural. It made me feel like she didn’t
					think I had to try. Okay, sure, she practiced harder than I did – but that didn’t
					mean I wasn’t working hard. She was just a bit more hardcore than me!

‘Have you guys spotted the selectors?’ asked Tess, looking around.

‘Don’t think about them. Just play your game. You’re doing really well,’ said Maggie.
					

I stared down at the line of the court under my feet. Normally I’d be the one trying
					to reassure Tess. And while Maggie seemed super nice, I just wanted a few minutes
					alone with Tess to talk through the game. This was what we always did at half-time.
					We revved each other up. But now Maggie was doing it instead of me.

Then I thought about how hard we’d worked to get here – all the times we’d practiced
					together – and realised how silly I was being. We were at the most important tryouts
					of our lives!

I looked up and caught Tess’s eye. ‘Maggie’s right. You don’t have time to think
					today. Just focus on winning!’

Tess grinned at me. ‘Killer Edie. I like it. I saw you elbowing your player out there.’
					

‘Who, me? Never.’

‘You know, if we do get in, we’ll be training here. Right next to the Vixens!’ said
					Maggie.

‘Don’t get too far ahead of yourself,’ I said.

Tess rolled her eyes at me. ‘Edie always drags me back to earth!’

Huh. I’d always thought Tess liked that about me. I shrugged it off.

‘Come on then, let’s go and get selected!’ I said, pulling Tess back onto the court.
					

‘Yeah!’ said Tess, storming towards our goal.

The players other team had switched their positions around. As I clocked the size
					of their new GD, my resolve faltered. Tess was staring at her too, and if I hadn’t
					been so completely terrified, I would have laughed at the horrified look Tess shot
					me. This girl was beyond giant.

Within minutes, I knew I was in trouble. She was everywhere. By three-quarter time,
					I’d lost the ball to her so many times, the selectors were bound to have crossed
					my name off the list. I knew I had to do something to get back in the game – and
					fast.

I remembered a play our Sapphires coach had taught us. It was a double-back move
					from the centre pass. As the umpire blew the whistle, I faked a turn to the right
					and ran left. I called for the ball, passed it off fast to Maggie and then ran, dodging
					girls on both teams, and losing the GD. I made it to the goal circle, where Tess
					was trapped behind the Keeper. Maggie lobbed the ball to me and I grabbed it, just
					as the GD made it into the circle. Her long arm was outstretched, defending me, and
					there was no way I could shoot through it. Hoping Tess could read my mind, I bounced
					a fast one to her, stepped in, and waited for her to bounce-pass back. But she was
					stuck behind the play. She gave me a look and I knew exactly what it meant. It was
					so risky. But we had to try it.

Tess faked throwing it up to confuse the two defenders, then quickly rolled a really
					short ball to me. I grabbed it, but by the time I was ready to shoot the GD was back
					in front. I knew the game was almost over – we had to get a goal now.

I had only one choice.

I took a huge step back, balanced on my left foot, dodged the outstretched hand of
					the defender and shot. I could hear the cheers of my teammates as the ball hit the
					lip of the goal ring and teetered on the edge. I waited. Please, please, please,
					I chanted to myself. And then, just as the siren sounded for the end of the game,
					the ball rolled slowly off the ring and dropped through.

I couldn’t believe it. That crazy play had just won us the game!

‘We won!’ screamed Tess, running forward and almost knocking me to the ground.

I hugged her back. ‘Only just,’ I said, my heart still racing.

‘Doesn’t matter. That was awesome!’ Tess looked even happier than when Josh had asked
					her to go to the school dance.

‘Nice pass, by the way,’ I said.

My bestie grinned. ‘Not as nice as your shooting!’

I shrugged, pretending it was easy. But I knew how lucky I’d been. The last time I’d
					tried to shoot a goal like that, I’d missed and we’d almost lost our chance at the
					finals.

‘Great goal, Edie,’ said Maggie, jogging over.

‘Nice game,’ I said, meaning it.

‘Thanks. Tess, you must have been practicing hard. You didn’t miss a shot!’ said
					Maggie.

‘Yep, I have been. Do you think you could tell my science teacher that’s why I didn’t
					do so well on my last exam?’ said Tess.

We all laughed, but I couldn’t help wondering if it bugged Tess that I hadn’t practiced
					as much as she did.

‘Let’s just hope we get in,’ said Maggie.

She was right. Sure, we’d won, but this wasn’t about beating the other team – it
					was about being good enough to be chosen.

‘Maggie, you coming?’ called Tilly from the edge of the court.

Maggie smiled at Tess. ‘I have to go – Tilly’s my ride. But let’s catch up soon, okay?’
					

‘Yes, totes!’ said Tess, giving Maggie a big hug.

‘Nice to meet you, Edie,’ called Maggie as she jogged off to catch up with the other
					girls, leaving Tess and me red-faced and exhausted by the edge of the court.

‘She’s great, right?’ said Tess.

‘Yeah,’ I said.

‘It would be amazing if we could be on a team together!’

‘We already are,’ I said, sounding a bit short.

‘I meant all of us. Maggie too. It’d be fun,’ she said, linking her arm through mine.
					

I wondered why I was being so grumpy. Tess was my best friend. Nothing was going
					to change that. And besides, Maggie was really nice.

I gave Tess a hug. ‘You know what? We smashed it out there. They’d be crazy not to
					pick us!’

Tess mustered a smile. ‘Yeah, and even if they don’t, we’ve still got the Sapphires!’
					

But I knew Tess didn’t mean it. As much as we loved playing with our team, state netball
					had been our dream for a long time. We knew we were ready.

‘When do you think we’ll find out?’ said Tess, grabbing her bag.

I handed her a jelly snake. We always ate red snakes after a game. ‘I don’t know. Soon,
					I hope. I hate waiting!’

‘Edie, what if we don’t get in?’

‘We try again next year, I guess.’ But even as I said it, I wondered if I’d be up
					for trying out year after year. I thought of the girl we’d met in the queue earlier.
					Four years in a row. I wasn’t sure I could handle that.

Tess frowned and then bit the head off the snake. ‘What if I don’t get in?’

I groaned silently. So far, I’d managed to avoid having this conversation with Tess.
					But there was no way I could dodge it now. I still didn’t know what to say, though.
					I wasn’t sure I’d want to play state netball if Tess wasn’t playing, too. It was
					our dream. Together.

Tess grabbed my arm and said quietly,‘If I don’t get in, and you do, you have to
					promise me that you’ll play.’

I knew why she was saying it. A couple of years ago we’d tried out for a regional
					team. I’d been picked, but Tess hadn’t, and I’d decided I didn’t want to play without
					her. She’d been furious with me. That was one of the things I loved about Tess. She
					wasn’t the jealous type. Sure, she wanted us both to make it to state, but if she didn’t, she’d still be happy
					for me.

I smiled, and held out another red snake. ‘And what if you get picked, but I don’t?
					Let’s worry about it later. Come on, we should go,’ I said, leading her towards the
					door.

She spun around and looked longingly back at the courts. ‘Fingers crossed, Edie. This
					could be our home soon.’

‘They won’t actually let you sleep here, you know,’ I said lightly, trying to break
					her mood.

She laughed. ‘Hey, speaking of home, are you coming over? Mum promised chocolate
					cake if we won,’ said Tess.

‘That chocolate cake with the gooey centre?’ I said, remembering the last time her
					mum had made it.

‘Yep, that’s the one.’

Tess’s mum’s cakes were always worth changing plans for. But I had to pass this time.
					

‘I can’t. It’s my cousin’s birthday. We’re having a big family lunch,’ I said, wishing
					I could go to Tess’s instead.

‘I’ll save you some. Come over tomorrow?’ suggested Tess.

‘Perfect. You have to keep me super busy until Monday,’ I said. ‘I think Kerry’s going
					to announce the parts for the play.’

‘You mean I have to stop you dreaming about playing the lead role opposite Freddy!’
					said Tess with a teasing smile.

‘Freddy is not the reason I go to drama class!’

‘Sure. And wanting two pieces of cake isn’t the reason I eat broccoli!’

I laughed, but Tess was wrong about drama class. As much as I looked forward to seeing
					Freddy, he wasn’t the reason I went.

‘I’ve been going to drama class for ages longer than Freddy has,’ I told her.

‘True. But you’ve got to admit he’s cute. And ohhh, that accent.’

Freddy was cute. And he did have that accent. He was also lovely, and funny and definitely
					swoonworthy. I’d had a crush on him since he’d moved here from America six months
					ago, but so far I’d only managed to hang out with him in a group. My secret plan
					was to get cast as Juliet in Romeo and Juliet. Freddy was bound to be Romeo, so then
					we’d have to spend lots of time together – just the two of us. It wasn’t like I had
					much experience with boys. I’d kissed a boy once, at a party when I was ten! It had
					been sloppy and gross. I was sort of hoping that Freddy would be my first real kiss.

But my plan wasn’t just about getting closer to Freddy. I loved drama class, and
					the idea of landing a lead role was massive. Tess was so obsessed with netball, she
					didn’t really understand how I could love something else just as much. Drama was
					the one thing we didn’t do together. It was my thing. It was also something I had
					to work really hard at. I definitely wasn’t a natural, and that was one reason I
					loved it so much.

As we reached our bikes, I gave Tess a big hug. ‘Nice work today. Try not to think
					about selection, okay?’ I said, knowing that she would anyway. ‘We’ll find out soon
					enough.’

‘I’m not worried. We’re going to play state, Edie. I’m sure of it!’

I gave her a big smile. I didn’t want to think about how disappointed Tess would
					be if we didn’t get picked. I’d be upset too, of course, but not like her. This was
					the only thing Tess wanted.

‘I’ll call you later. We can pick apart the game!’ I said, jumping on my bike.

As I rode home I tried to push away all thoughts of playing state netball, but as
					soon as I did that, I started imagining myself onstage in Juliet’s costume, kissing
					Freddy. Argh! How was I going to cope until Monday’s class?

I badly wanted to play Juliet. And not just to get close to Freddy. I really loved
					Shakespeare, and I’d never done such an ambitious play before. Up until now, I’d
					only had bit parts. I was so pumped about playing Juliet that some nights I lay in
					bed reciting her speeches over and over in my head.

Secretly, I had my hopes up. Kerry, our drama teacher, had been really happy with my
					audition, and I figured that being one of the youngest in the class would help. I was exactly the same age Juliet was – almost 14. But I knew it wasn’t that simple.
					All the other roles had to be cast around the leads, and they all had to work together.
					Just like our netball team.
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I couldn’t believe I’d actually made it through the weekend and a whole day of school.
					

Tess had helped get me through Sunday by keeping me busy baking. It was really nice
					just hanging out with her and being silly, instead of training. Her mum let us take
					over her kitchen for a few hours, so we baked up a storm of biscuits and cupcakes. Then
					her little brothers came in and practically ate the lot! It was fun. And I managed
					to go almost three hours without worrying about the part.

It wasn’t as easy to keep my nerves under control at school, though. Double maths
					isn’t much of a distraction – though I did spend half my time wondering what the
					teacher was talking about.

Once the final bell had gone, I found myself stalling. Now that it was finally time
					to hear if I’d been cast as Juliet, I was suddenly too nervous to find out.

‘Shouldn’t you hurry?’ said Tess, checking her watch.

I nodded, feeling the butterflies going crazy in my tummy.

‘You’ll be fine! Just go. Otherwise you’ll be late,’ said Tess, giving me a push.
					

‘Okay, okay, I’m going!’
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Tess was right – I was late. As I hurried in through the doors, everyone was already
					seated. I could feel them all staring as I searched for an empty seat. I hated being
					late, almost as much as I hated being the centre of attention. I know that sounds
					weird, given how much I loved drama class, but it was different when I was playing
					a part. The audience wasn’t watching me on stage, they were watching the character
					I was playing.

Our classes were held in this huge old school building that had been turned into
					a theatre, almost like a professional space. Drama class was an extra at school,
					but lots of kids came because we had this amazing teacher, Kerry, who used to be
					an actor.

My big sister, Jean, used to be the school acting star. I’d joined the class as a
					way to hang out with her after she decided she was way too cool to be seen with me.
					But as soon as I joined, she dropped out. She’d said it was because she was super
					busy with exams, but I still wondered if it was because of me.

The weird bit was, once I’d started drama class, I discovered that I loved it. I
					didn’t care that none of my friends did it, or that it was really hard sometimes.
					I just wanted to act.

‘Hi guys, I know you’re all keen to find out your parts –’ started Kerry.

‘Yeah!’ interrupted Freddy, making everyone laugh.

‘Well, I’m sorry, but you’ll have to wait until next Monday. A few things have come
					up. The list will go up in the corridor straight after school.’

There was a collective groan. I couldn’t believe we weren’t going to find out today.
					I’d been hanging for this announcement! And now I had to wait another week.

‘Up on stage please, everyone,’ said Kerry.

I walked up onto the stage to start warming up. Kerry got us all pretending to be
					trees. Reaching out my arms like growing branches, I snuck a look at Freddy. He was
					hunched down in a sort of squat. Everyone else was stretching up as high as they
					could, but Freddy looked more like a tree stump than a tree. He always did something
					different to everyone else. Kerry said he was a natural. His parents were both actors,
					so I guess it was in his genes.

Freddy leapt up and saw me watching him. He gave me one of his amazing grins. Embarrassed,
					I looked away quickly.

We always started drama class with these crazy warm-ups. The first class I came to,
					I’d been mortified, until I realised that everyone was really into it, and that it
					was actually great fun – if I stopped worrying about how stupid I looked. Pretty
					soon I found myself looking forward to it.

Next Kerry asked us to become bears. I tried to make myself look big and imposing.
					Freddy was lying on the ground like a hibernating bear when I saw Belle stomp over
					and lie down next to him. I was pretty sure Belle liked Freddy too. Belle had also
					auditioned for Juliet, so I was really hoping I’d get the lead role. I hated the
					idea of having to watch Belle and Freddy kiss on stage!

Belle was in Freddy’s year. She looked much more grown up than I did, and wore heaps
					of make-up. She was really into fashion and always looked so glamorous. My style
					was dictated by whatever was on my bedroom floor. Usually, that meant jeans with
					some sort of top. I didn’t actually own a dress. And the only skirt I ever wore was
					my netball skirt.

I couldn’t hear what Belle and Freddy were saying, but I heard her giggle. The sound
					made me want to stomp over and start a bear fight.

Kerry clapped her hands to signal the end of the warm-up.

‘We’re going to work on voice projection today. If you can all line up across the
					back of the stage, I’m going to sit in the very last row. I need to hear you. Say
					whatever you like,’ said Kerry.

Freddy was first. Belle was next to him – I was right down the other end of the line.
					I didn’t like doing these sorts of exercises. Having to come up with something on
					the spot always made me a bit nervous.

‘Feel the force, Luke,’ said Freddy, projecting his voice, and making everyone laugh.
					He was always quoting lines from films.

Belle was next. She flicked her hair to one side and then stepped forward. ‘Hi, I’m
					Belle. Two Ls. Two Es.’ As she stepped back next to Freddy, I’m sure I saw her look
					at him sideways and smile. Was she flirting with him? I wondered.

I was so busy thinking about what Belle was up to, I’d totally spaced out, and suddenly
					it was my turn.

‘Um, hi, we won our state netball tryout game,’ I said very quietly, down into the
					floor.

Kerry called back. ‘Can’t hear you, Edie. Louder.’

‘We won our state netball tryout game,’ I said, a little louder.

‘Still can’t hear you. You have to own what you’re saying.’

I knew I was blushing. But I’d have to keep saying it until she could hear it, so
					I took a deep breath, and this time I yelled. ‘We won our state netball tryout game!’
					

Kerry clapped. ‘Perfect. They could have heard that over in the next suburb. And well
					done on the win.’

A boy called Jackson was standing next to me. He elbowed me gently and whispered,‘Congratulations!’
					

I just nodded. I didn’t know what to say. I sort of knew Jackson from a couple of
					my classes, but I’d never really spoken to him before.

‘Pair up with the person next to you and then find some space where you can bounce
					sounds back and forth,’ said Kerry, walking towards the stage.

Jackson turned to me again. ‘Hey, partner.’

‘Hi,’ I said, feeling nervous about working with Jackson. He usually paired up with
					his friend Tom.

‘Come on, let’s find a spot,’ he said, walking off the stage towards the wings.

I couldn’t help sneaking a glance at Freddy as we walked past. He caught my eye and
					whispered, ‘Hey Edie, when do you find out if you made state?’

‘Not sure,’ I whispered back.

Freddy nodded and held up his crossed fingers. I was so busy smiling back at him
					that I crashed straight into Jackson.

‘Oops, sorry,’ I said.

‘That’s okay,’ he said. ‘Shall I serve first?’

‘What?’

He started bouncing an imaginary ball and then threw it into the air and hit it with
					an imaginary racket. I looked around, wondering if I’d missed an instruction.

‘That one was out. Second serve,’ he said, bouncing another imaginary ball. This
					time I was ready, and crouched down.

‘Hi!’ he said loudly, pretending to serve the word to me.

‘Hi!’ I said, lobbing the word back.

He swung again as he said,‘Um.’

‘Yep,’ I replied. He pretended to miss his shot. He chased after it, then bent down
					to pick it up.

Kerry must have noticed our pretend game of tennis and wandered over.

Jackson served ‘I’ at me.

I hit it back. ‘Think.’

His shot. ‘You’re.’

I returned,‘Good.’

He sent back,‘At.’

I responded,‘This.’

His turn. ‘Game!’

Kerry and I both laughed. ‘Nice work, you two,’ she said.

Jackson pretended to scoop up the tennis ball and hand it to me. ‘Phew, close game,’
					he said, smiling. ‘You almost had me.’

‘What do you mean, almost? I won,’ I teased.

Jackson brushed his hair out of his eyes, but it immediately flopped back down. I
					was startled to find myself wanting to reach up and push it back.

‘Oh, no, that last shot was out. I definitely won. But I’ll give you a rematch. Next
					week?’ he asked playfully.

I didn’t answer straight away because I was distracted by his eyes. They were like
					pools of melted chocolate, and they sparkled as he teased me. I shook myself out
					of it.

‘Sure,’ I said. ‘I’ll have my racket restrung.’

He laughed, and his face lit up with a broad grin. Huh. He was kind of cute.

At the end of class Kerry clapped loudly to get our attention. ‘We start rehearsing
					Romeo and Juliet next week. I’ll hand out your scripts then. We have a lot to get
					through so we’ll be rehearsing twice a week – Mondays and Wednesdays. We might step
					it up to three times a week closer to opening night. I hope that’s not going to be
					a problem for anyone,’ said Kerry, looking around the group. ‘Basically, I’m going
					to own you all until we open in two months,’ she said with a smile.

Kerry gave a little theatrical bow and everyone started filing out of the theatre.
					Except for me. As I grabbed my bag, I managed to up-end it and everything tipped
					out. I scrabbled around trying to find things. Pens. Pencils. An apple. Chewing gum.
					Lip gloss. Basically, I carried my life in my bag, and now it was rolling down the
					aisle of the theatre.

‘You might need this, Edie.’

I looked up to see Kerry holding out my sunscreen.

‘Thanks,’ I said, smiling.

I finally managed to shove everything into my bag and stand up.

‘I still can’t believe you’re making us wait until next week to find out which part
					we got!’

Kerry laughed. ‘It’s only a few more days – I’m just fiddling with a few of the roles.
					But you’ll be very happy, I promise you that. Your audition was amazing, Edie. You
					have a big future!’

‘Really?’ I said, feeling all excited and fluttery.

‘Absolutely. I hope you don’t feel too young to carry some of the weight of the play,’
					she said with a wink.

I must have looked like an idiot, just standing there grinning. But my head was spinning.
					Juliet? I wondered to myself. Was she telling me I was Juliet? I couldn’t believe
					it. She was telling me I was Juliet, wasn’t she?

I wanted to yell with happiness, but I instead I just nodded like mad. ‘Absolutely
					not. I can’t wait.’

‘Great. Then I’ll see you Monday!’

Rushing outside to my bike, I desperately wanted to call Tess and tell her, but I
					knew I should wait until next week. Wait, who was I kidding? There was no way I could
					hold this in until then. Perhaps I could just hint at the news without actually telling
					anyone.

I rode home like I was on a cloud. I kept running the whole thing over and over in
					my head. Juliet. I was Juliet. In six weeks, I’d be acting in one of the greatest
					plays ever written. It was crazy!

My big sister Jean was lying on the floor with both feet in the air when I floated
					through the front door. The house stank of nail polish. But I didn’t care, I just
					yelled at her,‘I got the part! The part!’

‘You what?’ she said, sounding confused. She looked like she had absolutely no idea
					what I was talking about, which, given the amount I’d been talking about the play
					ever since auditions, was a bit suprising. But today, I was so happy, I was willing
					to overlook her total lack of interest in my life. And I secretly hoped she would
					be impressed.

‘The part. In the play! In Romeo and Juliet!’

Jean checked that her toenails were dry before sitting up and looking at me closely.
					I think she actually was a bit impressed.

‘What part?’ she said.

‘The part. That’s all I can tell you. Until next week,’ I said, proud that I’d managed
					not to spill all the beans.

‘Are you playing Juliet?’

I practiced my poker face, giving nothing away. She shrugged, giving up.

Then she totally surprised me by saying, ‘I can do your make-up.’

I’m not usually suspicious, but Jean wasn’t one of those sisters who had your back.
					Not lately. She was sixteen and thought she knew everything. She spent most of her
					time ignoring me, and if she did talk to me, it was usually just to order me out
					of the bathroom, or to make me turn down the music while she was on the phone.

‘Really?’I said slowly, expecting her to say something mean. But she didn’t. She just
					nodded.

Wow. Could nothing go wrong today? Even my sister was being nice to me!

‘Yeah, it’ll be fun,’ she said, super sincerely.

‘Awesome! Thanks, Jean.’

She even managed a bit of a smile, then she held her hands out for me to critique.
					

Her nails were painted red with tiny black spots on them. Jean was always painting
					her nails. The smell drove us all mad.

‘They’re great – if you’re a ladybug,’ I said.

She rolled her eyes at me and I immediately felt bad. After all, she’d been so nice
					about the play. ‘Sorry. They look cool – very retro.’

‘I’ll do yours too if you like,’ she said, and I started to wonder if something had
					happened to her brain. The last time she was this nice to me was when she’d worn my
					favourite necklace without telling me – and lost it.

‘Maybe later,’ I said.

‘And we can experiment with your make-up and hair. Romeo and Juliet is such a great
					play. I can help you with lines.’

I nodded, slightly weirded out by her enthusiasm. ‘Okay, thanks,’ I said, heading for my room. ‘I have to call Tess.’

Leaving Jean sprawled on the lounge room floor, I bounded upstairs. Our house was
					one of those narrow, two-storey, old terrace houses. Jean and I both had bedrooms
					upstairs, and there was a study and a bathroom up there that we were supposed to
					share – though really, the bathroom was 90 per cent Jean’s. Everything else was downstairs.
					My room was right at the back of the house, with a view of the rooftops around us.
					It was a tiny room, just big enough for a bed, a wardrobe and all my netball posters
					and trophies, but I loved it. I used to climb out the window and sit on the roof
					until Mum found me one day, and totally freaked out. She wasn’t a big fan of us taking
					risks. She worked in a hospital emergency department, so I guess she’d seen the results
					of too many accidents.

I shut my door and phoned Tess. The phone had barely even rung when Tess picked it
					up.

‘Ohmygodohmygodohmygod!’ I screamed into the phone.

‘Ahhhhh!’ she screamed back. ‘No way!’

‘I know! I mean, I can’t officially say anything until next Monday, because the list
					hasn’t been posted yet. But Kerry sort of unofficially told me after rehearsals.’
					

‘Oh, right,’ Tess sounded surprised for a moment. ‘Wait, so you got Juliet?’

‘Yep! I’m so excited! I’m dying to find out who got the other parts. I wonder if
					Freddy will be Romeo? God, I hope Kerry doesn’t cast someone else. I’ll be working
					with the male lead practically 24/7. What if it’s not Freddy?’

Tess laughed. ‘Not that you’re doing the play to be with him, of course.’

‘I’m really not, Tess,’ I said, frowning. This was huge news for me. Even though I
					knew she was only teasing, I was hurt that she wasn’t taking it seriously.

She must have caught my tone. ‘Sorry, Edie. That’s awesome news. I know you worked
					really hard on the audition. And I’m sure you’ll be fantastic. I’ll come to every
					performance!’

‘Thanks. I’m nervous already!’

‘More nervous than you were before the netball tryouts?’

‘Oh god, way more,’ I babbled. ‘Imagine kissing Freddy in front of hundreds of people!
					And the whole school!’ I suddenly felt the butterflies in my stomach start up. I
					knew it would be weird to kiss Freddy on stage – I’d just have to remember I was
					acting!

‘You’ll be fine,’ Tess said, sounding distracted.

Sometimes Tess could be a bit funny about my crush on Freddy. I think it was because
					of what happened between her and Josh. They’d gone to the school dance together, but
					then he’d started hanging out with Becky Sanchez, and dropped Tess like a hot potato.
					I really didn’t like Josh after that.

That was around the time Tess had decided to throw herself into preparing for the
					state tryouts to make sure she’d get selected. I admired her dedication, but I hadn’t
					been able to practice with her as much as she’d wanted, which I think bothered her
					a bit.

I steered the conversation away from the topic of Freddy. ‘Jean offered to do my
					make-up, and help me with my lines!’

‘Really? Is she feeling okay?’ Tess knew exactly what my sister was like.

‘It might have been the nail polish fumes. She’ll probably change her mind. And besides,
					that was the first conversation I’ve had with her in weeks,’ I said.

I lay back on my bed and stared up at the netball posters on the wall. The Vixens
					stared back at me. Jean said it was freaky having posters of sports players in my
					room, but that was just because her walls were covered with pictures of singers and
					actors. Jean wasn’t into sport.

‘I was hoping we’d find out about netball today,’ said Tess quietly.

‘It’s only Monday!’

‘I know. But I hate waiting!’

I laughed. ‘Just try and concentrate on your English project instead.’

Tess groaned. ‘See you in the morning.’
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On Friday night, after forcing down some weird chicken dinner that Dad had read about
					in a magazine, I was lying on my bed reading over Romeo and Juliet when my phone
					rang. Of course it was Tess.

‘Hey, did you get a text message?’ asked Tess, sounding like she was bursting with
					excitement.

‘Huh?’ I had no idea what she was talking about.

‘Check your phone,’ she said, and hung up on me.

As soon as she hung up, I noticed that I had a new message. Actually, two messages.
					One was from Tess, asking if I’d heard anything about netball tryouts. The other was
					a message telling me to be at the State Netball Centre at 10 am on Saturday.

My phone rang. ‘Well?’ demanded Tess, before I could say anything.

‘Tomorrow morning?’

Tess’s squeal almost blew out my eardrum. ‘Yes! Oh, thank god you got one too! I reckon
					we’re in!’

‘You don’t know that. It might just be a callback. Or they might want to tell us
					in person that we didn’t make it.’

‘I have a good feeling. Wow, you’re going to be super busy with the play and playing
					state! And I’m not going to sleep at all tonight,’ said Tess dramatically. I’d had
					enough sleepovers with her to know it was probably true. Once she got excited about
					something, she couldn’t stop thinking about it.

‘So Juliet, see you in the morning. I’ll swing past and pick you up?’

I couldn’t believe how good it sounded to be called Juliet.

‘Sure. See you then. Get some sleep!’

As I hung up, I kept picturing Freddy’s face, and that gorgeous grin. Tess wouldn’t
					be the only one not getting any sleep tonight.
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By the time we got to the netball centre, I was starving. Neither of us had managed
					to eat breakfast – we were too nervous.

‘Wish I’d brought some toast with me,’ I said.

‘I can’t even think about food. What if …’

I didn’t want to have another ‘what if ’ conversation, so I started running towards
					the stairs. ‘Last one to the top buys the hot chocolates on the way home,’ I yelled,
					trying to distract Tess.

Tess followed half-heartedly, but it was clear she wasn’t trying. ‘Edie, you still
					haven’t promised me that you’ll play even if I don’t get picked,’ said Tess.

I wasn’t sure that I wanted to play without Tess. But now didn’t seem the right time
					to bring that up.

‘Come on, doors are open.’

I held out my hand and she grabbed it, squeezing hard.

‘Hey, what did your mum say about Juliet?’ Tess asked.

‘Shh,’ I said, suddenly feeling a bit funny that I’d told Tess when I didn’t really
					mean to. ‘You can’t mention it to anyone.’

She laughed. ‘I haven’t. I won’t, I promise!’

She took a huge breath, smiled, then reached out to open the door. ‘Let’s do this.’
					

There weren’t that many girls walking into the stadium, which made me wonder if they
					were staggering the announcements. ‘Where is everyone?’

Tess looked around, frowning. ‘I don’t know. It’s weird, isn’t it?’

‘Girls? Here for the state team announcement?’ called a woman from behind a desk.
					

‘Yes,’ we said in unison, then started giggling. Talk about nervous!

‘Names?’We told her and she crossed lines through both our names.

‘Just through those doors,’ she said, pointing at a room behind her.

Tess was still giggling as we walked in. I nudged her to be quiet – everyone else
					was looking deadly serious. A few more girls filed in behind us, and Tess leant over
					and whispered,‘Is it good or bad that there are only this many people?’

I shrugged. I had no idea what it meant.

‘Okay girls, let’s get started,’ said a woman at the front of the room. ‘I’m Kathryn
					Fraser, the convener of the junior state teams. As you may have guessed, you are the
					girls who have made it through. Congratulations.’

There was a long silence in the room. Then a few people started squealing and talking
					and laughing.

Tess called out,‘Really? We’re in?’

Kathryn Fraser smiled and nodded. ‘Yes, you’re really in.’

It took a second for us to process what she’d said, then suddenly Tess and I started
					jumping around like we were five. ‘We’re in! We’re in!’

As I hugged my best friend, I couldn’t believe my luck. First Juliet, now state netball. What
					a week!

‘I know you’re keen to celebrate but I just need to tell you about training and give
					you an information pack to take home to your parents,’ said Kathryn. ‘We train twice
					a week and games are played across the state. Playing netball at this level is a
					big commitment, so you need to understand what it will mean for you.’

‘It will mean extreme happiness,’ called Tess, making everyone laugh.

‘I’m glad to hear it,’ said Kathryn warmly.

My bestie squeezed my hand. She looked like she was about to burst with excitement.
					

‘We start training properly next week but you’ll meet your coach and the rest of
					your team Monday night, here at the centre. At six on the dot!’

Wait, Monday night? I put my hand up. ‘Um, excuse me, but what nights do we train?’
					

‘Mondays and Wednesdays.’

‘Every week?’ I asked. I could feel Tess staring at me, no doubt wondering what the
					problem was.

Kathryn nodded. ‘Every week.’

I felt sick. This couldn’t be happening. There were seven days in a week – how could
					training fall on exactly the same two nights as rehearsals? It wasn’t fair. I couldn’t
					possibly do both. But how could I choose which one to give up? I was so busy trying
					to work out how I could do both of the things I loved that I didn’t hear the rest
					of Kathryn’s speech. Suddenly everyone was leaving, and Tess had me locked in another
					bear hug.

‘Can you believe it? State netball!’

‘Yeah,’ I said, not really listening.

Tess pulled away to look at me. ‘Edie? What’s up?’

I sighed. ‘Training is on exactly the same nights as rehearsals.’

Tess sagged. She totally understood – I knew she would.

‘Oh, Edie, I’m really sorry. I know what playing Juliet meant to you. But Kerry will
					understand. I’m sure they can cast someone else.’

‘Cast someone else?’ I repeated, confused.

‘Well, yeah. They can’t do Romeo and Juliet with no Juliet,’ she said, looking at
					me like I’d lost my mind.

I stared at her, shocked. She didn’t understand. Not at all. She expected me to pull
					out of the play, assuming I would want to play netball as badly as she did. And I
					did. But I also really wanted to play Juliet.

‘It’s not that simple, Tess. I love acting, and I’ll probably never get another chance
					to play Juliet.’

Now it was Tess’s turn to look shocked. ‘Wait, you’d choose the play over playing
					state? You can’t be serious!’

I lowered my voice. There were still a few girls talking to Kathryn and I didn’t
					want them to overhear our conversation. ‘I don’t know. I love netball. And I love drama.
					How am I supposed to choose?’ I whispered.

Before Tess could answer, Maggie raced up and hugged Tess. ‘We made it! We’re going
					to play state netball together. This is so cool!’

Tess smiled back at her, but I could tell she was still processing what I’d just
					said. ‘Isn’t it great? I’m so glad you’re in, too, Maggie. Let’s go celebrate! Hot
					chocolate?’

‘Sounds good!’ Maggie turned to me and smiled. ‘Coming, Edie?’

Before I could answer, Tess jumped in. ‘Edie has other things to celebrate.’

I felt horrible as Tess and Maggie walked off together, chattering excitedly. Why couldn’t
					Tess understand how hard this was for me?

Normally we made all our decisions together. We did everything together. The chance
					to play state netball alongside my best friend was a dream come true. How could I
					even think about passing that up?

But playing Juliet was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, too. I’d worked so hard
					to nail the audition, and I still couldn’t quite believe I’d landed the lead role.
					The thought of turning it down made my stomach twist – but could I risk losing my
					best friend in the whole world, just so I could play Juliet?
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‘Leave-in conditioner, that’s what you need,’ said Jean as she sat behind me, combing
					my hair. She kept hitting pockets of knots and just about ripping my head off.

‘Ow!’ I yelled for the millionth time as she hit another clump of knots. She ignored
					me, and kept chattering away about all the hair products I needed to use.

This wasn’t the way I’d usually choose to spend a Sunday afternoon. I felt like I
					was four again, with Jean using me as a hair model. It was all Tess’s fault that
					I was sitting here. Usually on Sunday afternoons we’d hang out, maybe see a movie
					or make scones with her mum and then scoff them all.

But she couldn’t understand how I could even consider choosing acting over netball,
					and now she wasn’t answering my texts. How was she going to react when I told her
					I’d decided to do the play?

‘If you’re going to play Juliet, you need perfect hair,’ said Jean, reaching the
					end of the combing torture. At least Jean was happy with my decision.

‘I really don’t think the audience will be looking at my hair. Surely they’ll be
					more concerned about whether I know my lines and can make the character convincing,’
					I said. Jean always managed to bring everything back to hair.

‘When I was acting, I always found it made a big difference if I felt like I was
					the character. Your hairstyle is part of that,’ said Jean quietly.

I was surprised. Jean never talked to me about acting. This was the most time we’d
					spent together in years.

As Jean started styling my hair, she said, ‘Have you worked out what you’re going
					to say to Tess yet?’

I sighed. I had no idea how to break the news to Tess.

‘Obviously not,’ said Jean. ‘That’s going to be a fun conversation.’

I tried to turn around to glare at her, but she kept a fierce grip on my hair and
					kept pinning it up.

‘Ow, that hurts!’ I screeched.

‘Not as much as it will when Tess stops talking to you,’ said Jean. Honestly, I already
					felt sick about having to tell Tess, I didn’t need Jean making me feel even worse.
					

‘Can you stop?’ I asked crossly.

‘Sorry. It’s just that you two have played netball together for like, forever.’

‘Yeah, I know. But I can’t just play because of Tess,’ I said defensively, wishing
					at least Jean would understand.

‘But you have up until now,’ said Jean.

‘No I haven’t!’ I said angrily. ‘I love netball. I play because I want to, not because
					Tess wants me to.’

‘Really? I always thought you played because it’s easy for you. And you want to hang
					out with Tess.’

I thought about what Jean had said. Was that true? Did I just play because my friend
					did? Because I didn’t really have to work hard? But I did love netball, though.

‘I would have played state but it clashed with acting,’ I said, sounding defensive
					again. ‘And it’s not wrong to do something with your best friend. You do. You spend
					all your time with Rosie.’

Jean laughed. ‘Yeah, but only because Rosie wants to do the same things I do. She’s
					not making me run around a netball court all week!’

I felt awful. Was that the reason I hadn’t joined the regional team? Because I only
					wanted to play if Tess did?

‘Edie, you started drama classes because of me, didn’t you?’ said Jean.

‘Sort of,’ I said, embarrassed that it had clearly been so obvious. ‘But I stayed
					after you dropped out.’

‘Good. You can’t just do things because your friends do. Or worse – your big sister!’
					

I groaned. ‘Do you understand why I want to do the play?’

Jean shrugged. ‘Sure. You’d rather have hot-looking hair than be all sweaty and disgusting. And
					acting is the bomb!’

I smiled. It was so weird having a conversation like this with my sister, when we
					couldn’t even see each other’s faces.

‘Why’d you stop acting, Jean?’

Instead of answering me, Jean handed me the mirror. ‘Take a look, Edie.’

It was amazing. I couldn’t believe how different I looked. All my hair was pinned
					up in little sections and you could actually see my face, which was usually hiding
					behind a mess of long, unruly knots. ‘Wow,’ I said, seriously impressed.

‘Yeah, you look okay,’ said Jean, sounding surprised. ‘It would help if you didn’t
					have such a high forehead.’

I glared at her in the mirror and she shrugged. ‘I’ve got it too, don’t worry. It’s
					Mum’s fault.’

‘Where did you learn how to do this?’ I asked.

‘I can’t tell you that! I’d have to kill you,’ said Jean, laughing.

My phone beeped, interrupting our sisterly moment. Jean raised an eyebrow. ‘That’ll
					be Tess.’

I read the text. One word.

Decided?

‘I have to go and see her,’ I said, even though I was dreading the conversation.
					

‘Why? It’s so much easier giving bad news in a text. Just message her,’ said Jean,
					examining her forehead in the mirror.

I was willing to take make-up and hair advice from Jean, but I wasn’t about to extend
					that to friendship counselling. ‘Thanks for the hair,’ I said, touching all the hairpins
					and wondering how I was ever going to get them out.

‘Good luck,’ sang Jean with a huge smile. She was obviously enjoying my pain.

I left Jean preening herself and called out to tell Dad I was riding over to Tess’s.
					I heard a muffled ‘Okay!’ from the study as I opened the front door.

It wasn’t much fun pulling a bike helmet on over about two hundred hairpins, but
					I managed. Tess’s house was a ten-minute ride from mine. I tried to rehearse what
					I was going to say when I saw her, but I kept imagining her face when she realised
					I was giving up my spot on the netball team. I wondered if anything could prepare
					me for how she would react.
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I dumped my bike with all the other bikes on the front porch and rang the doorbell.
					Within seconds, I could hear feet running down the hall, and then yelling. It was
					probably the twins. They always fought over who got to open the door. When the door
					swung open I heard a sigh. ‘It’s only Edie,’ said Jacob, turning away. I was around
					so much I didn’t even register as a real guest.

‘Hi to you too, Jacob,’ I said to his disappearing back.

Tess’s room was right down the back of the house, away from everyone else. I walked
					down the hall nervously, hoping her mum or dad wouldn’t pop out for a chat about
					how great state netball would be. Luckily, I made it all the way without seeing anyone
					except Tess’s cat, Cheesecake. He snaked his way around my legs as I tried to decide
					whether to knock or just go straight in. I felt like it might be better if I knocked.
					

‘Tess?’ I called as I knocked quietly on her door. I think I was half hoping she
					wouldn’t hear me, and I could sneak away again. But the door opened straight away.
					‘What’s with the hair?’ Tess said in her usual direct way.

I laughed as I followed her into the room. ‘One word – Jean.’

‘Right. It looks very …’

‘Juliet-ish?’ I finished her sentence, not realising what I was saying. She stepped
					back, realising what I’d come to tell her.

I took a deep breath and sat down on the couch I always slept on when I stayed over. Yep, Tess’s
					room was big enough for a couch. But she didn’t sit. She stood on the other side
					of the room, staring at me.

‘So you’re doing the play,’ she said flatly.

I nodded. Tess sighed and turned to look out the window.

‘I’m sorry. I know it’s not what you wanted to hear, but I’ll never get another chance
					to play Juliet. I can always try out for state next season.’

Tess turned around and shook her head. ‘But you won’t be with me then,’ she said
					softly, kicking the edge of her bed to avoid looking at me.

I realised she was right. It was pretty unlikely I’d ever play state with Tess –
					she’d always be a year ahead of me now, even if I did get in next year. ‘I might
					be,’ I said softly, suddenly wondering if I’d made the right choice.

Tess looked up at me. ‘I thought we were chasing the same thing – professional netball.
					You could be really good, Edie. Really good. And you have a spot on the team already. Why
					pass that up and risk not getting in next year?’ she asked sadly.

I didn’t know what to say. Tess was right. There was no guarantee I’d get in next year.
					Would I even keep playing with the Sapphires? Tess wouldn’t be there – she’d be too
					busy with state. I hadn’t really considered that. The possibility that Tess and I
					wouldn’t play together at all anymore.

‘Tess, I love acting. I love being on stage. It’s the most exciting thing I’ve ever
					done. If I hadn’t been cast as Juliet, I probably would have chosen the state team.
					But this is my shot. This is my chance to see if I’m actually any good. Don’t you
					understand that?’ I said. I was trying to stay calm, but it was hard. Playing Juliet
					was so important to me, and I really wanted my best friend to understand.

Tess looked up at me, a hurt expression on her face. ‘Is this about Freddy? Because
					if it is, I’m sure you can hang out with him without doing the play.’

I shot her an angry look. I couldn’t believe she was making it about him. ‘No, it’s
					not. This is about me, and what I want to do.’

Tess shrugged, and said coldly, ‘Okay. Whatever. It’s your life. Your choice.’

‘Don’t be like that,’ I said, hurt by her response. ‘Just because I’m not choosing
					netball doesn’t mean you’re not still my best friend.’

‘I know,’ said Tess. ‘But it does mean we won’t see each other as often. And I thought
					playing state was our dream. I never thought you’d choose acting instead.’

Argh!
					Now I felt awful. I knew what it meant to me to be playing Juliet. How hard I’d worked
					on my audition, how much I’d rehearsed in front of the mirror to make sure I didn’t
					pull weird faces. How I’d dreamt of this since starting drama classes. And how, secretly,
					my dream was to be a professional actor one day. But I’d never really explained any
					of that to Tess. Netball had always come first.

‘Tess, I love netball. But really, I think my acting is your netball. I totally love
					it. The way it makes me feel. How hard I have to work to be good,’ I said, really
					wanting her to understand what I was saying.

‘Really? I always thought you just did drama because it was fun and you’ve always
					liked doing lots of different things. Why didn’t you tell me it was so important
					to you?’ she said, sounding hurt.

‘I don’t know. I guess I didn’t really understand it myself,’ I said.

‘Okay, whatever,’ she said.

But she really didn’t seem to get it. Maybe if we just did normal things together,
					she’d see that nothing had to change.

‘You want to do something? It’s still early.’

She shook her head. ‘Nah. I’m going over to Maggie’s later. I would’ve asked you
					to come, but we’re doing netball stuff.’

‘Oh. Right,’ I said, feeling awful as I realised she’d found someone else who shared
					her netball dream.

‘Besides, don’t you have lines to learn?’ she said, as she turned and walked out
					of the room.

I felt horrible. We’d never had a fight like this. I wasn’t even sure if she’d forgive
					me. I followed her down the hall to the front door.

‘Pick me up in the morning?’ I said hopefully. We always rode to school together.
					

But she shrugged. ‘Think I’m going in early.’

‘Okay,’ I said, defeated. Usually we would hug each other goodbye, but today I just
					grabbed my bike and left. By the time I reached the road, she’d already gone back
					inside.

I rode home feeling sick. It had been hard enough making the choice between netball
					and acting. Now Tess was making me feel like it was somehow about her.
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Jean was waiting for me as I walked in. ‘Bad?’ she asked.

I just nodded.

‘Come on. I’ll do your nails.’

‘No thanks,’ I said, dreading the idea. I couldn’t work out why my sister thought
					a manicure would solve anything.

But Jean ignored me. ‘I have chocolate. I have those horrible red jelly snakes you
					like, and I have twelve different colours of nail polish to choose from. What else
					are you going to do? Go upstairs and sulk?’

That had totally been my plan. To lie on my bed, staring at my phone and hoping for
					a text from Tess. I could see Jean’s point. It was kind of pathetic. Besides, red
					snakes. And chocolate.

Jean must have seen that I was wavering. She held up a bottle of lime green nail
					polish. ‘Bet the part would rock this colour,’ she said.

‘Nail polish didn’t exist back then.’

Jean shrugged. ‘Well, if Juliet was around now, she’d be totally into it.’

I rolled my eyes and reached for the enormous block of chocolate on the table, but
					Jean snatched it away before I could grab it.

‘No manicure, no chocolate,’ she said, holding it high above her head. ‘Come on.
					Green is definitely your colour.’

I sighed, giving in. ‘Alright, alright.’

Looking triumphant, she handed me the chocolate and manoeuvred me into a chair. She
					took hold of my right hand and eyed my stubby little chewed-off fingernails, looking
					horrified. ‘Gross. You don’t have any nails!’

‘I can’t. Because of netball.’

Jean rolled her eyes. ‘Bo-ring,’ she said, dunking my hand into a bowl of goopy water. ‘I’m
					glad you’re doing the play. You’ll be much more fun now. Besides, I heard you were
					pretty good.’

Despite how bad I felt about Tess, I smiled. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.
					Jean never said nice things to me.

‘Who told you that?’ I asked.

‘I have contacts,’ she said mysteriously.

While Jean painted and filed and polished my nails, I ate half a block of chocolate
					and about a gazillion red snakes. But I still felt awful. Even though I’d known Tess
					would react the way she did, I was hurt that she wouldn’t even try to understand
					why I was doing the play. I reminded myself that soon I’d be onstage, and it would
					all be worth it. At least, I hoped so.

				
[image: image]



[image: image]

‘O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo?’ I said theatrically into the tiny mirror
					near my bed.

‘Juliet had better hurry or she’s going to be late for school!’ yelled Jean through
					the door.

‘Juliet doesn’t go to school!’ I yelled back.

‘I think her mum might have something to say about that,’ called Jean.

I looked at my phone. Argh! She was right. I’d have to ride like the wind if I was
					going to make English. It was all Tess’s fault for going in early. She’d usually
					come by in the morning and hurry me up. I wondered if she’d sit next to me in class,
					or if that was off limits now, too. I grabbed my bag, then ducked back to check my
					hair before racing down the stairs. My bright green nails flashed at me as I ran.
					Jean was right, they did sort of cheer me up.

‘Want to ride together?’ called Jean as I hit the bottom step and almost went flying.
					

‘Ah, sure.’ I was still a bit suspicious about why Jean was being so nice to me,
					but I was glad to have the company.

‘What’s with your hair?’ she said, staring at the flicked bits at the side. I’d tried
					to do something new – obviously it hadn’t worked.

‘Bad?’ I waited for the crushing comment, but it didn’t come. Instead, she flipped
					out a hairbrush from her backpack and started fixing it. ‘Maybe we could have another
					hair lesson tonight,’ Jean said, yanking the brush through my hair.

‘Ow!’ I tried to move away but the brush was wedged. ‘I can’t tonight. I have drama
					class.’

‘Oh, is that why you’ve done this to yourself?’ said Jean, gesturing vaguely in my
					direction.

Panicking, I looked down at the top I was wearing. It was a new green shirt that
					Mum had bought me for Christmas. I thought it looked good. Anyway, I didn’t have
					time to get changed. But Jean shook her head. ‘The clothes are fine. But the hair
					… it’s wrongtown.’

Any chance I had of making it to school on time went out the window as I waited impatiently
					for Jean to fix me. After what felt like ages, she stood back and smiled, pleased
					with herself. ‘That’s better. Not great, but given what I had to work with …’

‘Thanks a lot,’ I said, rolling my eyes. ‘Can I go now?’

By the time I’d pulled on my helmet, ridden to school, then taken it off again,
					I’m sure my hair looked exactly the same as it did every other day. But now I was
					also late. I skidded into class, wrote down some stupid excuse, and looked around
					for Tess. She was sitting next to some girl I’d never really noticed before, and
					there was no spare seat for me. In fact, the only seat left was right at the back
					of the class. I had to squeeze past about ten other kids just to get to it.

By the time I sat down, dropping all my stuff on the desk and getting a dirty look
					from Mr Eccles, I was feeling pretty awful. Usually I loved English, but today it
					was impossible to focus. I kept sneaking little looks over at Tess, but she didn’t
					look back. Not once.

After class, I packed up really quickly to try and catch Tess before she escaped
					out the door. But as I slid my books into my bag I heard a voice behind me whisper,‘Only
					a few hours until we know!’

I spun around. It was Freddy. He looked even cuter than usual in a white skater T-shirt
					and jeans.

‘Excited, my lady?’he asked, giving me a theatrical bow.

Grinning, I nodded. I liked being called ‘my lady’. ‘I can’t wait.’

Freddy nodded. ‘Me either. I’m dying to find out what part I got.’ Then he rolled
					his eyes. ‘Pity I have double maths to get through first!’

I pulled a sympathetic face, but before I could say anything, I saw Tess walk out,
					looking super sad. I dashed off, calling back,‘Gotta go! Later, Freddy.’
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Tess was already outside by the time I caught up with her. I was glad to see that
					the girl she’d been sitting with in class had disappeared. At least we could talk
					alone.

‘Tess?’ I called, chasing after her.

‘Doesn’t Freddy want to walk to class with you?’ she said, refusing to even look
					at me.

I was pleased to see she was still wearing her friendship bracelet. We’d bought them
					years ago. They were identical, and the only time we took them off was for netball
					games, and only because the umpires made us. Surely that meant she hadn’t given up
					on me altogether?

‘Can we just talk? Please?’ I begged.

But she just started walking faster. I knew she had geography now, so I probably
					wouldn’t see her again until lunch. That is, unless she decided not to meet me in
					our usual spot near the netball ring. Our school was a big place – it would be easy
					to hide for an hour.

‘Go and find one of your drama friends, Edie. Maybe they’ll understand,’ she said,
					walking into her geography class and leaving me outside, feeling awful.

I know we’d always talked about playing state netball together, but I’d never imagined
					that would mean giving up drama. The more I thought about it, the more I realised
					that it was Tess’s idea to try out for state netball. I’d just gone along with it.
					She’d begged our Sapphires coach to put us forward. She’d found out the tryout dates.
					She’d tried to get me to practice before, during and after school – though I’d managed
					to negotiate that down to just lunchtimes.

I’d always loved playing netball, but maybe Jean was right. Maybe it did come easy
					to me, maybe that’s why I’d stuck with it. Maybe it was time to chase my own dreams. And
					that meant playing Juliet.

It also meant I was also going to be late for chemistry, if I didn’t get myself into
					gear.
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Somehow, I made it to chemistry on time. I sat on a stool and took out my books reluctantly.
					Chemistry wasn’t one my better subjects. When I looked up, I realised Jackson was
					sitting on the stool next to me.

‘Hi,’ he said with a smile. ‘You excited about finding out your part?’

‘Yeah,’ I said, wishing I could just tell him.

‘You’d make a great Juliet,’ he said, fiddling with his books restlessly.

‘Thanks,’ I said. I knew Jackson had tried out for Romeo – we’d all watched each
					other’s auditions – but everyone assumed Freddy would get that part. I hoped Jackson
					wouldn’t be too unhappy with a smaller role.

‘So, are we blowing anything up today?’ asked Jackson.

‘I hope so,’ I said, remembering the class when we’d experimented with Bunsen burners
					and weird-smelling chemicals. The reaction had made little blue clouds of smoke puff
					up around the room. We’d been nagging Mr Gibson, our chem teacher, for explosions
					ever since.

‘Right, could everyone take out their notebooks?’ said Mr Gibson. Jackson already
					had his book out, but he wasn’t writing notes. He seemed to be drawing. I tried to
					lean closer to see the picture, and accidentally bumped into him. His pencil slipped,
					dragging a black line right across the page.

‘Sorry,’ I whispered.

‘That’s okay. It’s only pencil,’ he said, rubbing out the line. Then he slid the book
					over so I could see the pictures properly. There were little elf-like creatures dotted
					across the page, with tiny wings and tiny faces. They were pretty incredible. All
					I ever did in class was scribble notes to Tess. I slid it back with an impressed
					smile. He shrugged, pretending not to care what I thought, but I think he was secretly
					pleased. He blushed a bit, just like I did when Kerry said I’d done something well
					in drama class.

It turned out that Jackson wasn’t just good at drawing. He was also really good at
					chemistry – so he made the perfect lab partner. He explained why certain reactions
					happened when chemicals were mixed and amazingly, I almost understood him!

When the lunch bell sounded, I hurried off, anxious to see if I could talk to Tess.
					‘See you later, Jackson,’ I said. ‘Thanks for the chemistry help!’
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I raced to the netball court but I couldn’t see Tess anywhere. Normally we borrowed
					a ball from the sports club and shot goals while we ate our lunch. But Tess wasn’t
					waiting by the netball ring today. There were a few other girls hanging around, but
					I didn’t know them – they weren’t in my year level. I hung around hoping Tess was
					just buying her lunch at the school canteen, but after exactly seven and a half minutes,
					I knew she wasn’t coming. This was the first time I hadn’t eaten lunch with my best
					friend since we’d started high school. It felt awful.

I sighed, eyeing my soggy sandwich miserably. It drooped in my hand, seeming to match
					my mood. I tossed it into the bin and went off to the canteen. When in doubt, the
					cheese pizza is always edible, and makes a good alternative to some of the strange
					things I find in my lunch box.

All around me, kids were hanging out with their friends. I knew I could find people
					to have lunch with, but my best friend not talking to me somehow made the idea of
					hanging out with anyone else even less appealing. I kept wondering where Tess was.
					

I didn’t have to wait long to find out. Three bites into my pizza, just as the hot
					cheese fell off and burnt my lip, I saw Tess walk around the corner with a girl called
					Saskia. I knew she played netball because she’d been in one of the inter-school sports
					teams, but I’d never played with her. I wondered how Tess had suddenly become so
					friendly with her. Tess was bouncing a netball and laughing as they walked. She didn’t
					seem to be missing me at all. Unless she was pretending – but if she was, she could
					have acted her way into the school play, it was that convincing.

I had two choices. Either I could pretend I hadn’t seen her and wait for her to come
					to me, or I could dump the rest of my pizza in the bin and take off after her. Who
					was I kidding? I didn’t even really like cheese pizza.

As I rounded the corner past the theatre, I saw Tess on the netball court shooting
					a goal. At first I thought she was alone, but then I saw Saskia scoop the ball up
					and take a turn. They were practicing shooting goals. Just like Tess and I usually
					did at lunchtime. I felt sick. I couldn’t believe Tess had replaced me already.

As I watched them, I thought about the fact that Tess and I would probably never
					play another netball game together. Maybe when we were old and playing seniors, but
					not when we were young. I could keep playing with the Sapphires because I could fit
					it in around the school play, but Tess was on her way now. The thought made me really
					sad.

Now I felt sure that was why she was so angry with me. Not because I’d chosen to
					be Juliet, but because I hadn’t chosen her. No more training together. No more jelly
					snakes to celebrate our big wins. No more spending hours dissecting every game. She
					would find someone else to do those things with, and soon there would be a huge chunk
					of her life that I wouldn’t be a part of.

I had to shake myself out of it. I was playing Juliet. That was huge, and super exciting
					too, even if Tess didn’t see it that way. I just had to find a way to make her understand.
					I took a deep breath and walked over to where they were shooting. Tess shot a goal,
					and I grabbed the ball and threw it back to her, like we always did.

‘Hi, Edie,’ said Tess.

‘Hi, Tess.’ Talk about awkward. It sounded like we didn’t even know each other.

‘Remember Saskia?’

‘Yeah, hi,’ I said, without really looking at her.

‘Hey, Edie, I really want to thank you. Because of you, I’m trying out for a spot
					on the state team tonight,’ said Saskia. I think she was trying to keep it all light
					and friendly, but my stomach sank as she said it. Obviously when I’d turned down
					my spot on the team, they’d decided to run tryouts for my replacement. Great. If
					Saskia got in, she’d probably replace me completely, and she’d become Tess’s new
					best friend.

‘Good luck,’ I said to Saskia, not really meaning it.

‘Thanks,’ she said smiling, then picked up the ball and shot another goal. Tess passed
					it back to her and I decided it was time I found somewhere else to be. Obviously
					they didn’t want me around.

‘See you, Tess,’ I said as I walked off.

‘Bye, Edie.’

Tess and I had been best friends since we were seven – around the same time we’d
					first started playing netball together. What if netball had been our glue? What if,
					without it, our friendship was nothing? I hated the thought. And despite being super
					excited about the play, I just couldn’t shake the idea that giving up the chance
					to play state netball meant I’d be missing out on much more than just the sport.
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The rest of the day dragged by. As soon as the last class finished, I headed for
					the theatre. As I got closer, I could see some of the other kids from drama class
					running towards the theatre. Everyone was racing to see the list. Freddy came thundering
					up behind me, and ran straight past.

‘Come on, Edie!’ he yelled over his shoulder.

Laughing, I tried to catch him, but
					he was too fast. It was a mad scramble. Everyone banged through the front doors, across the foyer
					to the corridor that led backstage. Freddy was in front. All around me, people were
					laughing – it was like a crazy marathon. I reached the wall where the list was pinned,
					but there were so many people crammed around it, trying to see their names, I couldn’t
					see anything at all.

I wasn’t as desperate as everyone else, because I already knew what part I’d been
					given, but I still wanted to see my name on the list. I squeezed my way through the
					crowd of students, closed my eyes and took a huge breath. I knew what I was going
					to see, but I wanted to feel the buzz of the surprise. I slowly opened my eyes and
					started scanning. I read Freddy’s name opposite Romeo, and grinned. I was going to
					star in one of the most beautiful tragic love stories ever written – with the cutest
					boy in school! We’d get to kiss every single night on stage!

I looked under Romeo and found Juliet, then scanned across to see my name. I just
					wanted to yell with happiness, and finally share my big news with everyone else.
					But it didn’t say Edie. It said Belle. I looked again. Wait, that couldn’t be right.
					

I scanned down the list and found my name. Next to my part. The part that Kerry had
					referred to wasn’t Juliet. It was the Nurse. Juliet’s Nurse. All of a sudden I felt
					dizzy. I stepped back from the list, and leant against the wall. My mind was spinning.
					The Nurse? I tried to remember exactly what Kerry had said about my part.

I hope you don’t feel too young to carry some of the weight of the play …

I felt my stomach drop. She never said I was the lead. I’d heard what I wanted to
					hear. All she said was that I’d done a great audition, that I’d be playing an important
					role. And she was right. The Nurse was one of the major roles – but it wasn’t Juliet.
					

What was I going to do? How would I ever face Tess? It was bad enough having to give
					up state netball to play Juliet, but to play the Nurse?

All around me other students were celebrating. I heard Belle squealing and Freddy
					singing. I had to get out of there before I started to cry. That would be the worst.
					

I pushed my way through towards the foyer, keeping my eyes down so I didn’t have
					to talk to anyone. I felt so embarrassed. How was I going to tell Jean? What about
					Tess? Oh god.

Before I could make it outside a girl called Mel, who was in my English class, appeared
					at my side, grinning. ‘Congrats, Edie!’

I must’ve frowned at her. ‘Thanks,’ I said, sounding anything but happy.

‘Don’t you want to play the Nurse?’ she asked, surprised.

‘Not really,’ I said honestly. ‘It wasn’t what I’d expected.’

She laughed. ‘Tell me about it. I’m backstage!’

I felt awful. Here I was complaining about my role, which actually wasn’t a bad role,
					and she didn’t even have a part. ‘Oh no, sorry. I didn’t mean to …’

She laughed. ‘Actually, it’s fine. Sure, I was hoping to be on stage, but I don’t
					mind the behind-the-scenes stuff, either. I still think it’ll be fun.’

‘Oh,’ I said, surprised at how fine she sounded. ‘But aren’t you upset?’

A girl called Sam pushed past us, crying, and Mel pulled a face. ‘Yeah, sure, a bit,
					but I’m not going to cry about it. I get it. It’s not just about being able to act
					– you have to be right for the part.’

I nodded. What Mel said made sense, but I still wanted to cry. I’d spent days imagining
					myself as Juliet. I was having a hard time adjusting.

‘Besides, being backstage means I get to boss you guys around. Make sure you don’t
					break the props!’ she said, laughing.

Mel was being really good about the fact that she hadn’t got the part she wanted,
					and what she was saying made sense, but I just couldn’t make myself see it that way.
					I’d given up state netball for this.

‘I’m really happy for you, Edie. You’ll be great in that role. And it’ll be fun hanging
					out,’ said Mel warmly.

I managed to nod. ‘Thanks, Mel. Yeah, it should be fun.’

I looked down the hall and saw Belle and Freddy laughing together. That’s when I
					realised there was something even worse than losing the part of Juliet to Belle.
					I would have to watch Belle and Freddy together on stage, kissing, and being amazing,
					for the next two months. Now I really felt sick.

I looked at my watch. Netball training would be just about getting started. If I
					rode my bike faster than I’d ever ridden before, I could still make it to the netball
					centre. Maybe I could explain that I’d changed my mind, and beg to be put back on
					the team. Maybe I could still play state netball after all. But I’d already told
					my sister and Tess how excited I was to be playing the part. How could I admit that
					I only wanted to act if I got to play the lead? If I really wanted to be an actor,
					then surely I should be happy to play any role – not just the lead role?

What was worse? Accepting the part of the Nurse – and admitting to everyone that
					I wasn’t Juliet after all – or grovelling my way back onto the state netball team?
					I couldn’t decide which one would be more embarrassing.
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‘Break’s over, girls,’ yelled Coach Justine. ‘Back on the court.’

Everyone else jumped up, raring to go, but I still had to put my sneakers back on.
					I was stalling because my foot was aching. In fact, my whole body ached. I didn’t
					know muscles could hurt so much.

‘Come on, Edie,’ said Tess impatiently. She was sipping from her drink bottle, her
					face red and sweaty.

‘Ergh,’ I said as I examined the blister on my heel. It was a gruesome, bloody mess.
					

‘Yuck!’ said Tess.

I ripped open a new band-aid, but it only covered half the blister.

‘I don’t think that’s going to hold it, Edie,’ said Tess with a smile. She started
					ripping open band-aid after band-aid until my foot looked like it had been mummified.
					

‘That should do it,’ she said hopefully. ‘Actually, it’ll have to – you’ve used them
					all.’ She shook the empty box.

‘Lucky they supply us with band-aids, or I’d be using up all my babysitting money,’
					I joked. I winced as I pulled my sock back on.

‘I think we’re supposed to be doing drills,’ said Tess. Everyone else was already
					hard at it.

‘Coming,’ I said, sounding cranky. I didn’t mean to. I loved training, but we’d been
					at it for nearly two hours and I was ready for a real break. And maybe dinner. And
					a footbath. And about ten hours of sleep.

I managed to get my sneaker on, ignoring the pain as it rubbed against the blister.
					Then I hobbled down from the stand and followed Tess back onto the court. We’d only
					been training for a week, but already I was beginning to understand what Kathryn
					Fraser had meant when she’d said that state netball would become my whole life. She
					wasn’t kidding. Netball had even taken over my dreams.

We trained at least twice a week for two hours, and once the season actually started
					we’d be playing games all over the place. Some weekends we’d be driving for hours
					just to get to the game. Tess and I were excited about that idea – we loved the thought
					of sitting in a minivan together for a whole day, just chatting.

The rest of the team seemed really nice. Most of them already knew each other from
					netball camps and other teams, but they’d made us feel really welcome. The only downside
					to choosing netball (apart from not seeing Freddy at rehearsals twice a week) had
					been breaking it to Kerry. She made me promise I wouldn’t give up acting forever,
					and that I’d come back to classes soon. But even though I’d promised, I wasn’t sure
					when it would happen. As long as I was playing state netball there wouldn’t be time
					for anything else – just homework, school and training.

‘Think quick,’ called Tess as she shot me the ball. I didn’t, and it hit me in the
					face.

‘Ow!’ I yelped, feeling my eyes water.

‘Sorry, Edie,’ said Tess, jogging over to check my nose. ‘Don’t think it’s broken.’
					She smiled and scooped up the ball. ‘Try it again?’

‘Sure.’ I groaned, wondering what sort of state I’d be in by the end of the training
					session. I felt totally broken.

As we practiced our passes, our coach Justine moved from pair to pair, checking our
					technique. She was tough, but I liked her.

‘Tess, I want to see you throwing more one-handed passes. From the shoulder, remember. You’ll
					get more power behind you, and more power means more distance.’

Tess threw me the ball from her shoulder, but it went off track. I jumped for it
					half-heartedly – I didn’t want to land too heavily on my blister. I missed, and had
					to hobble over and pick it up. I heard Justine call after me. ‘Faster, Edie. We haven’t
					got all day.’

‘Sorry, I have a bad blister. My foot’s killing me.’

Justine nodded. ‘Salt water. Best thing for it. But you’ll have to learn to play
					on it. It won’t be the only blister you’ll get this season.’

Without meaning to, I sighed. Justine raised an eyebrow at me. ‘Hope you’re not questioning
					your commitment already? The season hasn’t even started yet.’

I could feel Tess glaring at me, wanting me to say the right thing. I nodded. ‘I
					know. Sorry. I’m totally up for playing, I just have a sore foot. Salt water, right.
					I’ll do it tonight.’

‘Okay. Keep passing,’ Justine said, and walked off to grill someone else.

She wasn’t like our old coach Lisa, who made practice fun. Training with Justine was
					like boot camp. But I guess that’s how she built such strong teams.

‘Girls, I’m calling an extra training session next week. Our first game is coming
					up soon and it’s going to be a big one. I want you ready,’ yelled Justine.

‘Which night?’ I asked, biting back a groan at the thought of extra training. As
					if my feet didn’t hurt enough already.

‘I’ll let you know,’ she said.

We threw the ball back and forth for what felt like another hour, but was probably
					only ten minutes. By the time Justine told us to stop, I could barely shuffle over
					to the stands. My foot was killing me and I just wanted to go home. But Tess had
					a different idea.

‘Maggie’s invited us to her house to watch the Vixens game. Her mum recorded it so
					we could all watch it together. Cool, huh?’ said Tess.

We’d been spending quite a bit of time with Maggie. She was great, but I sometimes
					missed hanging out with just Tess. It seemed like overnight we’d gone from being
					a duo to a trio, and I wasn’t sure that was quite what I wanted. I also had a big
					blister, aching legs and a burning desire to watch hours of bad TV while eating ice-cream
					from the tub.

‘Now?’ I asked, shocked that they could think of doing anything other than lying
					down.

‘Yeah, now,’ said Tess, smiling at my reaction.

I started to say no, but Tess gave me her best pleading look, then said the words
					she knew I could never refuse. ‘Her mum’s buying pizza for dinner. With extra salami!’
					

Tess always knew exactly how to win me over. I never got pizza at home because Mum
					was on this constant health thing. Salami was also off the shopping list, despite
					being just about my favourite food in the whole world. Except maybe chocolate cake.
					Besides, Tess and I hadn’t spent much time together lately outside of training. It
					would be nice to just hang out.

‘Extra salami, you say?’

She grinned. ‘I’ll go tell her we’re coming,’ said Tess, disappearing before I could
					change my mind.

I’d always been a bit envious of Tess’s endless energy, but never more than then.
					She never seemed to get tired. Then again, she didn’t have a blister the size of
					a tennis ball on her heel. I packed my things, moving carefully, and waved to the
					other girls as they left. Tess ran back.

‘Come on, Edie,’ she said.

I limped towards her and she pulled a face. ‘Salt water is what you need, young lady.’
					

‘Thanks, coach.’

By the time we’d made it to our bikes, my foot was killing me and I was glad to be
					able to sit down. We rode next to each other so we could talk.

‘Did you see that pass Brigid made today? It was perfect. She knew exactly where
					Eleanor would be,’ Tess said excitedly.

‘Well, it helps that they’ve played together for ages,’ I said.

‘I know. I can’t wait for the season to start,’ said Tess, ‘so we can see how we
					play as a team. Training’s great, but it’s weird starting again, don’t you think?’
					

I knew exactly what she meant. We’d played with the Sapphires for so long, we understood
					everything about each other’s games. But on this team, we were all still testing
					each other out.

‘Mum’s worried about me getting behind with my homework,’ Tess continued. ‘She says
					she understands that I want to play state netball, but it shouldn’t be the only thing
					I do. It’s the only thing I’ve ever done – I can’t believe she hasn’t realised!’
					

I laughed. ‘Yeah, it’s not like homework has ever really featured in your life.’
					

‘I just don’t get the point of it. Don’t we do enough learning at school?’ Tess complained
					as we coasted down the big hill near my house.

‘Maybe your mum’s right, though. Netball shouldn’t be the only thing we think about.’
					

Tess shot me a horrified look. ‘Why not?’

I tried to think of an answer, then smiled. Maybe Tess was right. Why not?

We pulled up outside Maggie’s house. Tess knew where to go – she’d obviously been
					here before. She hadn’t mentioned it, though, which made me feel a bit weird.

Maggie opened the front gate. ‘Hi! You can bring your bikes in if you like,’ she
					said with a smile.

I followed Tess into the front yard and we locked our bikes up together.

‘My brother’s home, so I’ll just apologise now,’ said Maggie, pulling a face.

‘Ergh, brothers. At least yours isn’t nine-year-old twins!’ said Tess dramatically.
					It was always funny hearing Tess whinge about her brothers. She actually adored them,
					and they worshipped her. She was the reason they could shoot a perfect goal from
					three metres out.

‘Maggie would love it if I was a twin!’ came a voice from inside the house.

Maggie groaned loudly. ‘Finn, you promised!’

A boy popped his head around the doorway, grinning at me. ‘Hi, I’m Finn. You must
					be the other netty girl.’

I couldn’t help but stare. He wasn’t a younger brother. He was older. And he was
					gorgeous. He had really dark brown eyes and scruffy hair, and he was even taller
					than Maggie – and she was super tall.

Rolling her eyes, Maggie introduced us. ‘This is Edie, and you already know Tess.’
					

Finn smiled at both of us. Tess clearly wasn’t interested – she just barged past
					him into the house. Maggie went after her, clearly relieved that her big brother
					wasn’t going to spoil the netball game. I moved to follow, but Finn was leaning in
					the doorway, and I’d have had to squeeze past him.

‘I guess I should say thanks,’ he said. ‘If you girls weren’t here then there definitely
					wouldn’t be pizza for dinner.’

‘That’s the reason I came,’ I said, only half joking.

Finn pulled a shocked face. ‘Surely not. Aren’t you excited about watching, then
					rewatching and maybe even re-rewatching, a game of netball on our rather small television?’
					

‘Um, yeah, totally,’ I said, sounding unconvincing, even to myself.

‘Don’t tell me there’s a less-than-committed netballer in the house?’

‘No. That’s not what I meant. I love netball.’

He shrugged. ‘What a shame. Thought I could challenge you to a computer game marathon.’
					

Just then Maggie called out from inside the house, ‘Edie!’

Finn took that as his cue to step back and wave me inside. ‘Better not keep you!’
					

I walked down the hall, my heart racing. Maggie didn’t go to our school, so I didn’t
					know much about her, other than how she played netball. The fact that she had a totally
					cute brother was a big surprise. I couldn’t believe Tess hadn’t mentioned him. Trying
					to shake off the thought, I found Tess and Maggie curled up on the couch in the lounge
					room, a big bowl of popcorn sitting in front of them. They were clearly waiting for
					me.

‘What took you so long?’ asked Tess.

‘Sorry. Just checking out your house,’ I said to Maggie. ‘It’s a lot like mine.’

‘Hope Finn wasn’t hassling you. He likes giving my friends a hard time. He thinks
					being a year older means he can tease everyone.’

I’m pretty sure I was blushing as I stammered, ‘No, no. He was fine.’

I could feel Tess giving me one of her looks. She knows me so well, she can totally
					tell when I’m not quite telling the truth. I pretended to be ridiculously interested
					in the shelves of books lining the walls.

‘Wow, Maggie! And I thought we had lots of books.’

‘Yeah, my dad owns a second-hand bookshop – we’ve got more books than furniture.
					And he actually expects Finn and I to read them all.’

‘I do read them all,’ said Finn. I jumped. What was it with this guy? Did he just
					think he could keep creeping into rooms and making me nervous?

‘Really?’ said Tess, obviously not believing him. ‘I don’t read books unless I have
					to. Edie does. She even reads plays.’

‘Cool,’ said Finn, walking up behind me.

I started examining the books, hoping he’d be gone by the time I turned around again.
					No such luck. I could sense that he was right next to me. Not knowing what to do,
					I spotted a book I’d been dying to read and reached for it, just as Finn did the
					same thing. Our hands sort of touched and I pulled away quickly.

‘Were you going to grab this one?’ he asked, holding up the book. ‘It’s awesome. You
					can borrow it,’ said Finn, handing it to me.

‘Okay, thanks,’ I said.

I realised Tess and Maggie were both watching us. I felt a bit embarrassed.

‘Test me,’ said Finn, running his finger along the spines of all the books.

‘Finn! Get out. This is not about you,’ said Maggie, fuming. I was relieved that she
					sounded so annoyed. It gave me the perfect excuse to move away from Finn and join
					Tess on the couch.

‘Can’t I stay and watch it with you? I promise to cheer for the right team this time,’
					he said with those twinkling, laughing eyes.

I really hoped Maggie would say no. I wasn’t quite up to being around a boy as cute
					as Finn. Not today, especially, with my sweaty training clothes, dirty hair and blistered
					foot. But she surprised me by sighing loudly, rolling her eyes, and then nodding.
					

Finn grinned. There were heaps of empty chairs for him to sit on, but instead he
					plonked himself right down between Tess and I. Now how was I supposed to concentrate
					on the game? I could barely think!

Tess leant around Finn and gave me that look that said she wanted to talk to me in
					private. ‘Didn’t you want a drink, Edie?’

I nodded furiously. ‘Yeah. Yeah, I do.’

‘Is that two drinks or one?’ said Finn with a smile.

‘I’ll get you a water,’ said Maggie, jumping up.

But Tess shook her head. ‘No, it’s okay. You put the game on. We’ll go.’ I followed
					Tess out of the lounge and limped my way down the hall. She waited until we were
					in the kitchen before turning to me and whispering, ‘Are you okay?’

I nodded. ‘Yeah. Except for the fact that I have a blister the size of a golf ball
					on my heel.’

Tess didn’t look convinced. ‘You don’t seem okay. You seem a bit …’

‘Tired. That’s all.’

‘Oh. Okay. Good,’ she said, opening a cupboard to find a glass. She filled it with
					water and handed it to me. I drank it, surprised at how thirsty I was.

‘You sure it’s not because of Finn?’ said Tess quietly. I should have known I couldn’t
					put one over her. She sees everything.

‘He’s a bit cute, isn’t he?’ I smiled at her, relieved to admit it. She smiled back.
					

‘Yeah. He is. And he clearly thinks you are, too.’

I blushed. ‘Does not.’

Tess shrugged. ‘Well it doesn’t matter, because he’s Maggie’s brother. And we’re
					here to watch netball. And we don’t have time to check out cute boys! Okay?’

She sounded so serious. I didn’t really get what the big deal was.

‘I just said he was cute, that’s all.’ I sounded more defensive than I meant to,
					but it irritated me. Why couldn’t I say a boy was cute? Tess had always been pretty
					hardcore about netball, but she’d never been this bad. Now that she was playing state,
					she acted like we couldn’t even think about anything else.

‘Tess?’ I elbowed her playfully, hoping she’d realise she was overreacting.

She shrugged and nudged me back, making me spill water everywhere. ‘Oops, sorry!’
					she said, laughing. ‘All right, he is cute,’ she whispered, and chucked me a cloth.
					‘About as cute as watching you mop up your T-shirt.’ Tess laughed and I threw the
					wet tea towel at her head.
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To keep life simple, I’d decided to ignore Finn and concentrate on watching the Vixens
					thrash the Eagles. I was doing really well, until he started talking to me.

‘What do you play?’ he asked quietly.

‘Mostly Goal Attack,’ I managed to answer without sneaking a look at him.

‘You’re a shooter?’

‘Yep.’

‘Finn,’ Maggie said sharply. ‘No talking.’

‘I’m just finding out about your new friends,’ he said, sounding irritated.

Luckily, Maggie’s mum walked in at exactly that moment, carrying a big stack of pizza
					boxes. Finn leapt up to help her, and Tess seized the opportunity to wriggle along
					the couch into the spot where Finn had been sitting.

Maggie paused the game to introduce me to her mum.

‘Nice to see you, Tess. And Edie, it’s lovely to meet you finally. Maggie has told
					me a lot about you. I think your mum might have been the doctor who stitched up Finn’s
					eye in emergency last year.’

‘Really? What happened to your eye?’ I asked him, wishing I could take a closer look.
					

He shrugged. ‘Got into a fight.’

His mum laughed. ‘It’s called football.’

‘Mum, you’re destroying my image,’ joked Finn.

‘Image! Huh! Go and grab some plates from the kitchen, Finn. And napkins.’

‘Plates! Napkins! Now my image is totally shot. Thanks a lot,’ he said, pretending
					to be devastated. He wasn’t just cute, he was funny, too. I liked the way he mucked
					around with his mum.

‘So how was training?’ asked Maggie’s mum.

‘The best,’ said Tess.

Maggie’s mum laughed. ‘You sound just like Maggie. Nothing’s as great as netball!’
					

It felt strange hearing how similar Maggie and Tess were, but it was true. They lived
					and breathed netball. I wondered why I didn’t feel the same.

Then she smiled at me. ‘And you, Edie? Are you enjoying it?’

‘Yeah, it’s great. Except for the blisters.’

She gave me a big smile. ‘I’ve got just the thing for blisters,’ she said warmly.
					

Maggie looked panicked. ‘Not the cream, Mum!’

‘Why not? It worked for you. And your brother.’

I was intrigued. ‘What cream? I’ll try anything.’

Groaning, Maggie explained. ‘My grandparents have a farm. And Grandad makes this cream
					for the cows.’

‘For their udders,’ said Finn, walking back in with a stack of plates and napkins.
					He looked straight at me and smiled. ‘It works for blisters, too.’

Maggie pulled a face. ‘I was leaving the udder bit out, Finn.’

I couldn’t help but laugh. ‘That sounds great, thanks. I’ll definitely give it a go.’
					

‘I’ll get you some before you leave,’ promised Maggie’s mum. ‘Now, make sure Finn
					doesn’t eat all the salami. He has a bad habit of picking the bits off the top and
					adding them to his slices. You watch him, girls.’

‘This is character assassination. I hardly know these two. Honestly, what are they
					going to think of me?’ said Finn, mock-outraged.

Maggie’s mum left us to eat and watch the game. Tess wasn’t kidding about the extra
					salami. I was so happy. Even my blister stopped hurting.

Maggie pressed play on the game, and I realised how pleased I was to be here instead
					of at home on my bed counting my sore muscles. And now that I wasn’t sitting next
					to Finn anymore, I could actually concentrate on the game, and the pizza, and pretend
					that I didn’t find him super cute and wasn’t sneakily stealing looks in his direction.
					

Each time the Vixens scored a goal, Tess and Maggie would cheer, and sometimes Finn,
					if he remembered. I was pleased my best friend had found someone as obsessed about
					netball as she was. Because as much as I loved it, I was beginning to wonder if I
					could commit to it in quite the same way that Tess had.
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It was dark by the time we rode home. I hadn’t said much since we’d left Maggie’s.
					Tess was raving about the Vixens game, and how keen she was to try out one of their
					plays at our next training session. But I was still thinking about Finn. Now that
					I knew I probably wouldn’t see Freddy much anymore, I’d just assumed I wouldn’t like
					another boy for a while. I’d sort of thought netball would take over my life and
					wouldn’t leave room for anything else. But Finn was cute. And funny. And easy to
					talk to, once I got over how embarrassed I was.

But he was also Maggie’s brother. Maybe Tess was right. I had to put him out of my
					head.

‘See you in the morning, Edie,’ said Tess, giving me a hug.

‘Don’t forget that essay for English,’ I reminded her.

She groaned as she rode off. English had never been her favourite subject. ‘I might
					be sick tomorrow!’ she called back.

When I walked into the house, Jean was lying on the couch, watching TV and laughing
					hysterically.

‘Hi,’ I said.

‘You have to watch this. It’s hilarious!’

Jean never asked me to watch anything with her, so I was a bit surprised. She moved
					her legs to make room for me on the couch. It was a prank show, and she was right,
					it was pretty funny. Within minutes I was laughing my head off, too. Then her phone
					rang. She flicked off the TV and said, ‘I think Dad wanted you,’ which was her code
					for telling me to disappear. I went to find Dad. His study door was shut, but the
					light was on.

‘Hey, Dad,’ I called through the door, not wanting to disturb him if he was working.
					He often worked late. He wrote for heaps of online publications, based in all different
					time zones, so if he wanted to Skype or chat, he’d often have to do it at some crazy
					hour. But tonight he surprised me and opened the door, popping his head out. ‘Hey,
					kiddo. How was training?’

‘Good. Except I have a bad blister. But I also have udder cream,’ I said, holding
					up the small jar of grey-looking cream.

‘As in,“udderly disgusting”?’

‘No, as in a cream designed to stop the chafing on a cow’s udders.’

‘Ew. You’re not really going to put that on your foot, are you?’

‘You know what, Dad? I think I am.’

‘Well then, let’s hope it’s “udderly fantastic”.’

I managed a groan and an eye roll, which Dad was pretty used to by now. He was known
					for his bad puns and jokes.

‘There are some leftovers in the fridge if you’re still hungry.’

‘Thanks, Dad,’ I said,‘but I just want a bath and bed.’

‘You must be “udderly exhausted”!’

Fearing the jokes would never end, I shuffled off to my room to check my emails while
					the bath filled. There was a whole bunch of emails about some netball dinner, but
					the one I opened first was from Kerry. It was a group email with the dates for Romeo
					and Juliet, and a photo of the cast. I stared at the photo for exactly ten seconds,
					honing in on Freddy and Belle at the front of the group, until I couldn’t stand it
					anymore.

Now I’d probably never discover what it felt like to play Juliet – and to make it
					worse, I’d have to sit in the audience and watch Freddy and Belle kiss. I’d tried
					not to think about Freddy too much since deciding to drop out of the play, but seeing
					his photo just brought it all back. Now he and Belle would spend all their spare
					time together, and I’d barely get to see him at all. As happy as I was to be playing
					state netball, Kerry’s email just reminded me of all the things I’d had to put on
					hold.

I tried not to think about boys while I waited for the bath to fill, but I kept seeing
					Freddy’s face, and then, even more confusingly, Finn’s. What was happening to me?
					I was becoming obsessed. It wasn’t like I had much experience with boys. Other than
					kissing that one at a party during a game of truth, dare and torture, the only boys
					I ever spent much time with were Tess’s twin brothers. If I wanted to play amazing
					netball, I had to focus. I had to forget about boys completely.
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Forgetting about boys turned out to be harder than I’d expected. Finn actually turned
					up to our next training session, and sat in the stands with a big grin on his face.
					I was so rattled that I trained really badly – so badly that Justine pulled me from
					the court to give me a pep talk.

‘Edie, what’s going on? You’re a million miles away,’ said Justine.

‘Sorry, I’m just tired,’ I said.

‘The only way to get through tiredness is to train harder, okay?’

I nodded. What I really needed was to train without Finn watching, and to rest my
					feet long enough for my blisters to heal. But I knew there was no point telling Justine
					that.

As we finished training, Tess gave me a hug.

‘Are you okay? You’re really flat tonight. Your passes are off, and you haven’t even
					been shooting very well,’ she said, concerned.

I shrugged, glad she hadn’t connected it to Finn’s presence. ‘I’m just sore. My legs
					hurt and I need a few days off.’

Tess laughed. ‘We’re playing state now, Edie. You don’t get days off!’

‘Don’t remind me!’ I said, groaning.

‘Maybe we could skip shooting for a few hours and go to a movie on Sunday afternoon?’
					suggested Tess with a grin. ‘What do you think?’

‘I think you’re brilliant!’ I said, smiling. I looked up into the stand and saw that
					Finn had gone. Maybe he’d just come to pick up Maggie, but I felt a bit strange that
					he hadn’t at least come and said hello.
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‘Nice lip gloss,’ I said to Tess, noticing how sparkly her lips looked.

‘Thanks. Maggie gave it to me.’

I frowned, then tried to look normal. ‘Really? Why?’

Tess shrugged. ‘I went to her house for dinner last night and I told her I liked
					the colour, so she gave it to me,’ said Tess, a bit defensively.

‘That’s weird. Isn’t it?’ I didn’t ask her the questions I wanted to ask. Why were
					you at her house for dinner? Why is this the first time I’m hearing about it? But
					she must have heard the tone in my voice, because she looked at me and said,‘Don’t
					be jealous, Edie.’

‘I’m not.’

And I wasn’t. Not really. Was I? It’s just that I’d noticed how much time Maggie
					and Tess seemed to be spending together. They were always the first to training sessions
					and practically the last to leave. I was starting to feel a bit on the outer. But
					I knew Tess and I would always be besties – so why was I being so weird about it?
					

‘Edie,’ said Tess again, linking her arm through mine. ‘You can share the lip gloss, okay? And next time I go there for dinner, I’ll tell
					you.’

Next time? Was this a regular thing?

‘Come on, let’s get our tickets,’ said Tess.

We were going to a film we’d been dying to see. It was pretty cool being out, doing
					something other than training. I really wanted to spend some time with Tess away
					from a netball court. But as we lined up to get our tickets, I saw something that
					made me want to run. It was Freddy and Belle, holding hands over by the candy bar.
					If they turned around at that moment, they’d see me, and I’d have to talk to them. And
					that was something I really didn’t think I could do.

‘Tess, we have to go. Now!’

‘What? Why?’ she said.

I nodded in Freddy’s direction. Tess’s eyes grew wide. ‘Is that …?’

‘Yep.’

Tess grabbed my arm and pulled me out of the queue. We kept walking, as fast as we
					could, until we were outside. I tried not to cry.

‘They’re together,’ I choked out.

Tess nodded. ‘Looks like it.’ She wrapped her arms around me.

‘But if I’d been Juliet …’ I said, knowing that was what really made this hurt. Not
					only did Belle have Freddy, but she also had the part I’d wanted. The part I’d tried
					so hard for.

‘Come on, Edie. You don’t have time for that anyway. You’re playing state netball!’
					

I knew Tess was trying to make me feel better, but I was tired of hearing what I
					didn’t have time for. Maybe I did have time. Maybe I could go to a movie with a boy
					and play netball. Maybe it didn’t always have to be one or the other.

Suddenly my good mood completely disappeared. ‘Can we just go home? We can hang out
					at your place, or mine. I don’t care.’

Tess didn’t answer straight away. She bit her lip, which meant she was working up
					to telling me something she knew I wouldn’t be happy about. ‘I told Maggie we’d be
					here. She’s coming too.’

‘Oh. Right.’

Tess rubbed my arm. ‘Sorry, Edie. Let’s see the film. We can sneak in after it’s started. They’re
					probably not even seeing the same thing anyway.’

I shook my head. ‘It’s okay. You can stay. I’ll catch you later.’

I didn’t want to risk bumping into Freddy and Belle, and I really didn’t feel like
					seeing a sad film now. But it would have been nice if Tess had offered to come with
					me.

Feeling a bit hurt, but determined not to show it, we headed for my bike. Just as
					I unlocked it, Maggie rode up with Finn. That was the last thing I needed. I tried
					to make a quick escape, but got sort of boxed in by their bikes.

‘Where are you off to?’ asked Finn.

‘I’m going home.’

Surprised, Maggie looked at Tess. ‘Are you leaving too?’

‘Um …’ Tess stalled.

‘No, she’s staying. It’s just me,’ I said.

‘Oh. Well, we’d better get our tickets because the film’s about to start. Sorry I’m
					late, by the way. Finn decided to come too,’ said Maggie, obviously less than happy
					about it. I was surprised that Maggie hadn’t bothered asking why I was going home,
					but then, she obviously wasn’t here for me. The realisation made me feel even worse.
					

Tess gave me a rushed hug as she and Maggie took off into the cinema. Finn didn’t
					go with them. ‘Aren’t you seeing the film?’

He shook his head. ‘Not now. I’m going to come and shoot baskets with you.’

‘Baskets?’ I asked, pretending not to understand.

He smiled. That cute smile that could almost make me forget Freddy. ‘Goals.’

‘Thanks, but I’m going home,’ I said, starting to ride off. As cute as he was, I didn’t
					feel like hanging out with anyone. Not just then.

But Finn rode after me. ‘Really? What about a shoot-off? If you can shoot more goals
					than me without missing, I’ll shout you an ice-cream.’

Despite how miserable I was feeling, I laughed. ‘I don’t want an ice-cream.’

‘No, of course, you’re in training. Only healthy food. Well, what about a tofu burger
					then?’

I smiled. I hated tofu more than anything in the world. ‘A tofu burger? You’re on,’
					I said, totally surprising myself. I couldn’t believe I was choosing to hang out
					with a boy I hardly knew rather than going home to wallow. But I didn’t really want
					to go home and wait for Tess to call me. I wanted company.
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Riding with Finn wasn’t like riding with Tess. We didn’t talk, we just rode. Single
					file, all the way back to my house, where I really hoped Jean wouldn’t be. If she
					saw Finn, she’d give me such a hard time, and I didn’t feel up to it today. Luckily,
					nobody was home. I grabbed my netball, chucked it into the basket on my bike, and
					we rode down to the school, where Tess and I always shot goals at lunchtime.

‘So this is your school?’ said Finn, riding around the court.

‘Yeah,’ I said, parking my bike up against the side of the theatre. Finn propped
					his up, too, checking out the buildings as he did so.

‘It’s nicer than ours. What’s that building?’

I groaned. ‘The theatre.’

‘O-kay,’ said Finn, looking at me strangely.

‘Long story.’

‘Ah, then I’m interested. I only like long stories!’ he said.

I wasn’t sure I wanted to get into it, but Finn raised an eyebrow. ‘Come on, spill!’
					

I sighed. ‘Well, I used to do netball and drama, but then I made state, and I had
					to choose between playing netball or being in the school play. It still stings a
					bit,’ I said, surprised at how easily it all just poured out.

‘That sucks,’ said Finn. ‘Do you want to be playing netball?’

‘Yeah, I do. I love netball. And I understand why I had to give up the play, but
					netball is taking over my life. When I’m not training, I’m trying to catch up on schoolwork
					because training is so full-on.’

‘You forgot the blisters,’ said Finn with a smile.

‘I never forget the blisters,’ I told him. ‘I just want all this to be worth it, and
					at the moment, I don’t really feel like it is,’ I said, shocked at how honest I was
					being. But it just felt so good to be able to talk about it.

‘I’m not a big fan of training either, even though I understand how important it
					is. But maybe once you play a game, you’ll realise what netball means to you,’ said
					Finn quietly. I was amazed at how perfectly he understood what I was feeling.

‘You’re right. All we’ve done is train, train, train, and it’s exhausting. I really
					want to get out and play, so I can see that there’s a point to all this hard work!’
					As I said it, I realised it was true. That’s what I was missing. Real games. Training
					was great because we were learning heaps, but I’d never been one for endless practice.
					I much preferred the adrenaline and excitement of a game.

Finn grabbed the ball out of my hands and took off across the court. ‘You want a
					game? I’ll give you a game!’ he said, laughing as he shot a perfect goal.

‘I should warn you,’ he said with a smile. ‘I’m very good at this game.’

‘So am I,’ I said, grabbing the ball from his hands. I took one step in and shot
					a goal.

‘I didn’t tell you what you have to give me if I win,’ he said cheekily, tossing
					another easy goal.

‘What?’ I asked, matching him.

He looked at me. I couldn’t believe how cute those eyes were. ‘You have to come to
					the disco at my footy club. Thursday night from 6 till 8.’

I frowned. ‘Disco? Me, dance? I don’t think so.’

‘Then you’d better not lose.’

As much as the idea of going to a disco filled me with horror, I was sort of surprised
					that he wanted me to come. And even more surprised that I actually liked the idea.
					Still, there was no way I was going to lose to a boy. I grabbed the ball and shot
					five goals in a row. He matched them. This was going to be harder than I’d thought.
					

‘Do you play basketball?’ I asked.

‘I used to,’ he said. ‘But then I had to choose. And I chose football. I still miss
					it, though, even after a year.’

‘So that’s why you get how hard it was for me?’ I said. It was a relief to find someone
					who understood.

‘Yeah. You think you can do everything but you can't. Not if you want to take a sport
					more seriously. And then you have to choose. And that's hard. It’s not all bad though,
					Edie. It means you get to really focus on one thing. I’m a much better footballer
					now.’

I nodded as I lined up my next shot. He was right. My netball skills were improving.
					Much more than they would have if I’d just been playing with the Sapphires, and acting.
					Maybe I was distracted by how well Finn understood me, or maybe I was just having
					a bad day, but as soon as the ball left my hands, I knew that it wouldn’t drop through.
					

I was right. It didn’t even hit the ring. With a huge smile, Finn held out his hand
					to shake mine. ‘Bad luck.’

I groaned. ‘Rematch?’

‘No way. I know I got lucky – bet you don’t miss many goals. Maggie says you’re one
					of the most gifted shooters she’s seen.’

Maggie. Oh god. I’d totally forgotten that Finn was her brother. He must have read
					the worried look on my face because he said, ‘Don’t worry about Maggie. I don’t think
					she even knows the disco is on this week. Besides, there’s a whole bunch of us going.’
					

I smiled, relieved. I had plenty of time to break it to Maggie. Anyway, it wasn’t
					like it was a date; it was just a bunch of kids going to a disco. No big deal. Well,
					except for the dancing part.

‘You’d better get home and start practicing your dance moves,’ said Finn with a grin.
					

‘Yeah, about that …’

‘You’ll be fine, Edie.’

Riding home with Finn, I couldn’t believe how the day had turned out. Seeing Freddy
					and Belle felt like a million hours ago. And now I was going to a disco with a boy
					I’d only met once before.

‘So I’ll see you Thursday. It starts at six – I’ll come past and pick you up. Your
					mum can check out my scar, and see what a good job she did!’

‘Okay,’ I said, laughing.

I watched as Finn rode off, whistling. I don’t think I’d ever hung out with a boy
					who whistled before. It was sort of cute.
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‘Hi, honey,’ called Mum from the kitchen as I shut the front door.

She was stirring a pot on the stove and there was mess everywhere. Mum always cooked
					like that. It drove Dad mad. He couldn’t understand how she always managed to use
					every pot.

‘Tess dropped in. I thought you were out with her,’ said Mum, still stirring.

‘Um, I went to shoot baskets instead.’

‘You mean goals?’ said Mum, looking confused. When I’d first started playing netball, she kept calling my goals baskets because
					she’d been a basketball player way back. But now she knew better.

I shook my head. ‘Nah. Baskets.’

My phone rang before I could explain further. It was Tess.

‘Where have you been?’ said Tess.

‘Practicing,’ I said, knowing that would surprise her.

I heard her laugh. ‘Well, you’re going to be tired by the end of the week. The extra
					training session’s on Thursday.’

‘This Thursday?’

‘Yeah. Justine just called. I said I’d let you know, save her a phone call,’ said
					Tess.

‘But …’ I flailed, not knowing what to say.

‘What’s the matter?’ said Tess.

I wanted to tell Tess what the problem was. That I was sick of training. That my
					feet hurt and I’d started wishing I’d never joined the team in the first place. But
					I didn’t want to let my best friend down. And maybe Finn was right. Maybe preparing
					for a proper game was all I needed to remind me why I loved netball. Surely he’d
					understand if I had to pull out of the date.

But I really liked Finn. He was the first person who understood how it felt to be
					conflicted about something. And I wanted to go to the disco with him – perhaps not
					actually to dance, but definitely to hang out. Surely missing one training session
					couldn’t hurt? After all, everyone kept telling me I was a natural. What was I going
					to do?
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I bit my lip as Kerry waited patiently for me to explain why I’d pulled her aside.
					I took a deep breath, then blurted it out before I could change my mind.

‘Kerry, I’m sorry, but I don’t want to play the part of the Nurse. When you hinted
					last week that I had an important role, I thought you meant I’d been cast as Juliet.
					I kind of had my heart set on that role.’ There. I’d said it. I didn’t want to play
					a different part and watch Belle star in the role I’d thought was mine.

‘Edie, I’m really sorry if I confused you. You’re a great actor and you could have
					a great future ahead of you. But the part of Juliet is enormous, and this is your
					first real production. I wouldn’t put you under that sort of pressure. I’m sorry,
					I thought you understood that lead roles go to the more experienced students,’ said
					Kerry.

It made sense. How could I have expected to play the lead when all I’d ever done
					were class exercises and a couple of tiny parts last year? I nodded. I didn’t want
					Kerry to feel bad. It wasn’t her fault that I’d jumped to the wrong conclusion.

‘Normally I’d take any role, and I’m sure the Nurse is a great part, but I gave up
					a spot on the state netball team because I thought I was playing Juliet. If I go
					now, I might actually make it to the court in time to try and beg my way back in.’
					

‘I know that would have been a big decision, and I’m sorry about the misunderstanding.
					Is there anything I can say to change your mind?’ asked Kerry with a sad look on
					her face. I shook my head. I couldn’t wait to tell Tess I’d be playing netball with
					her after all.

‘Well, I hope you can come and help out in some small way, if you have time. It would
					be a shame not to have you involved at all,’ said Kerry kindly.

‘Of course I will,’ I said.

I gave Kerry a big hug, hoping I was making the right decision. She asked if I wanted
					to come and say goodbye to the cast, but I said no. I had to rush if I was going
					to get to the netball centre in time, and besides, I felt embarrassed about pulling
					out of the play. I was pretty sure the rest of the cast would think I was sulking
					because I didn’t get the part I wanted. But I really wasn’t. I just wasn’t prepared
					to give up state netball for the part of the Nurse.
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Leaving the theatre I felt really strange. I’d spent days dreaming about playing
					Juliet, imagining myself in the role. Now, suddenly, I was out of the play completely,
					about to ride to the stadium to try and beg my way back onto the netball team. It
					felt crazy.

‘Hey, Edie,’ I heard someone call as I reached my bike.

I turned around and saw Jackson walking over to me. ‘Where are you going?’ he asked.
					

‘Um, to the netball centre,’ I said, avoiding his gaze.

‘Why? Aren’t you rehearsing?’

He was going to find out anyway. ‘I’ve dropped out of the play,’ I said.

‘Oh. That’s a shame.’ He looked like he meant it.

I nodded, wondering if I’d made
					the right decision. ‘Did you get the part you wanted?’ I asked, trying to change the subject.

‘No, but I got Friar Lawrence – Kerry assures me it’s a great part!’ he said with
					a smile, which made me feel even worse. It seemed like everyone was happy, despite
					being cast in roles they hadn’t wanted – everyone except me.

‘I’d better go, Jackson,’ I said.

‘Okay. Hopefully I’ll see you around. Maybe we can pair up again in chemistry?’

‘Yeah, absolutely,’ I said, giving him a distracted smile as I jumped on my bike. ‘Catch
					you later!’

Trying not to think about Jackson, I jumped on my bike and raced to the State Netball
					Centre. Dumping my bike, I ran up the stairs and down to the training courts. I could
					hear the telltale sounds of netballs being thrown and sneakers squeaking on the courts.
					I tried to remember what I was going to say. I’d worked it all out on the way, but
					now that I was there, walking onto the court to find the coach, I’d completely forgotten.
					

I spotted Tess doing ball drills with Maggie. She was red-faced and sweaty looking
					as she passed the ball back and forth, trying to second-guess where Maggie would
					throw it. As I watched her train, I felt awful. I missed her like crazy, and I couldn’t
					believe I’d chosen acting over playing netball – state netball – with my very best
					friend.

‘Excuse me, are you okay?’ asked a woman, walking towards me.

‘Oh, yeah, hi, I’m Edie Thomas,’ I said, hoping she’d recognise my name and I wouldn’t
					have to explain myself. But she just looked blankly at me.

‘Oh, um, I was supposed to be in this team and then I pulled out but my life’s changed
					again and I can join the team now,’ I garbled. It was the worst explanation ever,
					but the woman just smiled at me.

‘I’m Justine. The coach.’

‘Oh, hi,’ I said. ‘Tess Lucas is my best friend,’ I said, madly waving at the court
					where Tess was training.

Justine nodded. ‘Right. Now I remember. Edie Thomas. Goal Attack,’ she said warmly.
					

I was so pleased she’d finally worked out who I was. ‘Yes, that’s me!’ I said, relieved.
					

‘I’m sorry, Edie, but we’ve just offered your position to another girl. I can’t just
					take you back. It doesn’t work like that,’ said Justine.

I felt sick. Of course I couldn’t just change my mind. This was state netball. ‘What
					if I try out?’ I said, realising that it sounded like I was begging.

‘Sure, but the next tryout isn’t until later in the year.’

I slumped. I felt stupid.
					And to top it off, at exactly that moment, Tess looked over and noticed me talking
					to Justine. She tossed the ball to Maggie and jogged over. ‘Edie? What are you doing
					here? Is everything okay?’ She sounded quite worried – she must have seen how awful
					I looked.

Justine stepped back from us. ‘I’ll give you two a minute to talk.’

Now that I was here with Tess, I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t want to admit
					that I’d thought I could get back onto the team just because I’d changed my mind
					– but what choice did I have? I had to tell her the truth.

‘I was trying to join the team,’ I said lightly. ‘Rejoin the team,’ I added quietly.
					

Tess looked like she thought I was crazy. ‘What about Juliet?’

‘Um, I’m not playing Juliet. Long story,’ I said, not wanting to get into it just
					then.

Tess took a step back. ‘Edie, you’ve been playing with the Sapphires long enough to
					understand what makes a good team. Imagine if everyone could just come and go when
					they got a better offer. It would be a disaster.’

‘It’s not like that, Tess,’ I said defensively. But she was right. It was like that.
					

She looked angry. ‘You can’t just swan back into the team because you changed your
					mind.’

‘But you’ve only just started training!’ I said.

‘So what? The rest of us actually want to be here. Just because you don’t have to
					train like I do to be a good player, doesn’t mean you can just do what you want,’
					she said coldly.

I couldn’t believe the way she was looking at me. ‘Tess, you don’t understand. State
					netball versus Juliet was an impossible choice. But I’m not playing Juliet anymore. And
					I really do want to be on this team. I want to play netball with you!’

‘Look, I get that you love drama – so much that you were willing to give up your
					spot on the team. But we’re not just sitting around waiting for you to come back,
					Edie. It’s not all about you.’

I noticed that some of the other players had started looking over at us, obviously
					wondering what was going on. I spoke as softly as I could, hoping Tess would take
					the hint. ‘It’s not like that, Tess. I just want to play netball with you.’

Tess pulled a really weird face. It was sort of cross and confused and surprised,
					all at once. ‘You should have thought of that yesterday.’

As much as I hated to admit it, I knew she was right.

Feeling like I didn’t belong, I started walking towards the exit, trying to hold
					back the tears. I’d almost made it to the doors when Tess ran up and threw her arms
					around me.

‘Can you wait till we’ve finished training?’ she asked. ‘We can hang out,’ she added.
					

‘Really?’ I said, sounding so eager that she laughed. ‘Of course I’ll wait. Totally.
					I love waiting,’ I babbled, relieved that my best friend had finally forgiven me.
					

Tess smiled and I followed her back towards the court, sitting down to watch the
					team finish their drills. I’d messed up everything. Acting. Netball. Even my friendship
					with Tess – almost. But I could live without playing Juliet and without playing state
					netball, so long as Tess and I were still besties.
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After training we rode back to Tess’s house. We didn’t say much on the way – it was
					like we were storing it all up until we could talk properly.

‘Are you hungry, Edie?’ asked Tess’s mum as we walked into the kitchen. It was warm
					and full of amazing, familiar smells. I was so happy to be back there.

‘Starving!’ I said. While Tess’s mum served up two huge bowls of pasta I texted Dad
					to tell him where I was. My parents were used to me hanging out at Tess’s house all
					the time. So long as they knew where I was, they never minded.

As Tess and I ate, she eyed me curiously. ‘So? Are you going to tell me what happened?’
					

I kept my eyes down, concentrating on twirling my pasta around and around my fork.
					‘Um, okay. It turns out Kerry wasn’t telling me I had the part of Juliet. I was actually
					cast as the Nurse.’

‘Oh,’ said Tess.

‘Yeah. Giving up state netball to play Juliet made sense to me …’

Tess finished my thought, ‘… but when you found out you were only cast as the Nurse,
					you didn’t think that part was worth it?’

Hearing Tess say it so bluntly made me feel even worse. I thought about Mel, and
					how upbeat she’d been, despite missing out on a part altogether.

Tess slurped up her spaghetti, flicking sauce everywhere. She laughed and wiped her
					mouth, then eyed me seriously. ‘But isn’t that just what happens with acting? It’s
					like netball. You take what you get and …’

‘… you don’t get upset!’ I finished the saying for her. It was something our Sapphires coach used to say before we had set positions, when
					we’d all complained about having to play in positions we hated. Tess was right, but
					it wasn’t just the part that was bothering me.

‘I also didn’t want to have to watch Belle kiss Freddy every night,’ I said quietly.
					

Tess looked at me, spaghetti sauce around her mouth. ‘Thought you said it wasn’t
					about being with Freddy?’

‘It wasn’t, but I still don’t want to watch him with someone else.’

Tess shrugged. ‘I think if you want be an actor as much as you say you do, then you
					should just play the part you were given.’

I groaned and slumped down on the table. ‘But I don’t want to. Besides, it’s probably
					too late. Just like netball!’

At the mention of netball, my friend shot me a very pointed look.

‘I know, I know. I can’t expect the world to wait while I work out what I want to
					do,’ I said.

‘No, but you can commit to something and stick to it,’ said Tess, sounding wiser
					than my dad on a good day.

I rolled my eyes, and Tess laughed. ‘Ring Kerry and tell her you’ve changed your
					mind. Take the part.’

But no matter what Tess said, I didn’t want to play the Nurse. I was embarrassed,
					I was disappointed, and I really didn’t want to play a part that supported Belle
					in my lead role. Of course, that didn’t mean I couldn’t be involved at all.

‘You know what? I’ve got an even better idea!’ I said.

Tess leant forward, intrigued. ‘Do tell,’ she said.

I shook my head. ‘You’ll have to wait and see.’
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Stretched up on a ladder, I banged the hammer down hard, securing the ivy across
					Juliet’s balcony.

‘Is that straight?’ I yelled to Jackson, who was helping me fix the last of the set
					for the balcony scene in between rehearsing his role as Friar Lawrence.

‘Almost, just up a bit more on the left,’ he called back.

I reached out and straightened the ivy, then grabbed a nail from my tool bag and
					hammered it in.

‘Perfect,’ he said, holding the ladder so I could climb down.

I jumped off the bottom step and checked out my work. ‘That looks okay, doesn’t it?’
					I asked, suddenly nervous.

‘Okay? It’s going to steal the show!’ said Jackson with a smile.

‘Really?’ I asked, pleased that he was trying to make me feel good, but worried he
					wasn’t objective. After all, it was his hard work too. Whenever he wasn’t needed
					on stage, he’d been helping me. But he nodded. ‘Yep. Really. It just needs a second
					coat of paint,’ he said, pointing to the spots where you could see the timber through
					the pale pink.

‘Ergh,’ I groaned, pulling a face. I didn’t have time for another coat of paint.
					But Jackson had already grabbed the tins and brushes, and was starting to mix the
					paint with a stick. ‘It won’t take that long,’ he said. ‘Not if I help you.’

‘No way, Jackson. You know you don’t have time.’

All the cast were supposed to be on stage for the dress rehearsal. We opened the next
					night, and everyone was working like crazy, trying to finish all the last-minute
					details. Mel and I had been practically living at the theatre for the last two months,
					trying to build all the sets and get them painted and perfect. Tess and I had hardly
					seen each other in weeks. She was just as busy with netball training, and playing
					games all around the state on the weekends. We weren’t even seeing each other much
					at school, because all my lunchtimes were spent finishing off the set. But we were
					texting each other heaps, and I was just hoping that by the time the play was finished,
					she wouldn’t have completely forgotten who I was.

‘Mel could help me but I don’t think she’s in until later,’ I said. Then I had a brilliant
					thought. ‘You know what, it’s okay. I know someone who loves painting!’

As Jackson headed for rehearsal, I sent Jean a hurried text:

Need you to paint something bigger than a fingernail!

While I waited for her to respond, I mixed the paint, then poured it into the trays.
					A second later my phone beeped. One word:

Theatre?

I laughed. Sometimes my sister was a winner.

Yep.

I knew she’d come. Even though Jean said she was too busy for drama, I knew that
					she still loved it just as much as I did. When I’d told my family that I’d pulled
					out of the play, Jean was totally onto me. Mum and Dad had no idea that I’d thought
					I was playing Juliet. But Jean knew. And she’d called me on it.

She’d also told me that I should have taken the part of the Nurse, because that’s
					what it is to be part of a play. But when I explained about Belle, and watching her
					and Freddy kiss every night, she sort of understood. She thought I was mad volunteering
					to design, build and paint the sets, though. She couldn’t understand why I’d choose
					to wear overalls and get all dirty, instead of having all the glamour of being fussed
					over on stage. And to be honest, if someone had told me a few months back that this
					is what I’d be doing, I would have laughed.

But I’d had a ball hanging out with Mel and getting to know her. Tess was still a
					bit funny about me having a new friend that she didn’t know, but then, I felt the
					same about Saskia and Maggie.

I’d also discovered how much I loved designing things. And I really loved wielding
					a hammer. Now that it was all coming together, I could finally see where all our
					efforts had gone.

And as it turned out, I shouldn’t have worried about how I would feel watching Belle
					and Freddy together. Belle’s mum had gotten a big job overseas, so her family had
					to move pretty much straight away. I’d felt a bit stupid for a moment – if I’d just
					stuck with the play, I might still have had a shot at being Juliet. But I was having
					so much fun working on the sets, I didn’t really regret my decision. And besides,
					Zoe, the new lead, was doing an amazing job.

As I started rolling the pale pink paint onto the bottom of the balcony set, Jean
					walked in, wearing ratty old jeans and one of Dad’s scruffy T-shirts. I laughed –
					I’d never seen her look like that.

‘Nice outfit,’ I said, handing her a roller.

‘Thanks. Wore my best clothes for you,’ she said.

She watched how slowly I pushed the roller back and forth. ‘That’s going to take you
					forever.’

Jean started rolling fast and straight. I couldn’t believe how quick she was. ‘Where
					did you learn that?’

She shrugged. ‘I have hidden talents.’

I laughed. And tried to copy her style, but I was never going to be as neat as her.
					After I’d slopped paint off the wall and onto my overalls, the floor and my hair,
					Jean groaned. ‘Have you got something else you could be doing?’

‘Heaps.’

‘Then leave this to me.’

‘Thanks, Jean,’ I said.

‘You owe me,’ she shrugged. ‘Maybe I can wear your nice green jacket on Saturday night.’
					

I laughed. ‘Yeah, we’ll see.’

As I ducked off to the toilets to go and de-paint myself, I almost crashed straight
					into Jackson. He was in costume and looked ridiculously cute, even in his long, black
					flowing robes.

‘Nice,’ I said, noting the outfit.

‘Been in a paint fight?’ he fired back, touching the end of my nose and showing me
					the pink paint that came off on his finger. I blushed. Great – now my whole face
					would look pink!

‘My sister has taken over – apparently I’m too slow.’

He nodded. ‘That’s great delegation. She does the work – you get the credit. Now
					go and put your feet up, and I’ll bring you a cup of tea and a bickie.’

I laughed. I seemed to do that a lot around Jackson. He was funny, but he was also sweet and silly, and he liked mucking around. Ever
					since I’d decided to do the sets instead of being in the play, he’d been really supportive.
					

Freddy, on the other hand, had been really busy being Freddy. I’d barely seen him
					or talked to him. I’d been a bit sad at first, but then I’d become so busy with the
					sets, I’d sort of forgotten to be upset.

‘How’s the rehearsal going?’ I asked Jackson.

He sighed and shook his robes, trying to create a breeze. ‘It’s so hot under these
					things! Especially when the stage lights are on. Then again, the other guys are wearing
					tights – at least I’ve avoided that!’

I laughed. ‘No tights under the robes?’

‘A lady should never ask a Friar what’s under his robes,’ said Jackson playfully.
					‘In fact, I’m surprised a lady would think such a thought!’ Then Jackson stepped closer
					to me and leant down. For a second I had this weird feeling that he was going to
					kiss me, but instead he said, very seriously, ‘When this is over and we have some
					normal time again, would you like to come over and watch a movie?’

Before I could even speak, I was nodding. Then I managed to respond. ‘Yeah, yeah,
					yeah!’

‘Sounds like a song,’ he said, and pretended to sing. ‘Yeah, yeah, yeah!’

‘I think you’d better get back to the stage. Obviously it’s calling you,’ I said
					dryly.

He nodded. ‘Good luck with the painting. I’ll see you on other side!’

He swept off with a dramatic flourish, stopping once to do a little dance. I smiled,
					then remembered I had to get back to the shed to finish off the rest of the sets.
					Even though I’d promised myself I wouldn’t think about Jackson until we opened, I
					couldn’t help myself. Someone else could have Freddy. I wasn’t interested.
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‘Pleaaaaaassse,’ begged Jean.

‘But nobody’s going to see me,’ I argued.

She shrugged. ‘Doesn’t matter. You’ll see you.’

I knew there was no point resisting. She’d end up wearing me down anyway. Sighing,
					I sat down at the table and closed my eyes.

‘Just don’t make me look too fancy,’ I said, dreading the idea of a makeover.

‘How come you got all the eyelashes in the family?’ she complained, as she worked
					on making them longer – or was it bigger? I wasn’t quite sure how that worked, but
					I didn’t dare ask.

‘You have eyelashes,’ I said stupidly.

‘Of course I do, otherwise I’d look creepy, but mine are short and stumpy and yours
					are all pretty and long. It’s not fair – especially as you don’t even know how to
					look after them.’

‘I didn’t know you could look after eyelashes. I thought they just were?’

‘Yep, that’s exactly my point. You don’t deserve them.’

I couldn’t believe I was having a conversation about eyelashes, but at least it meant
					I could put my nerves on hold for a bit. I’d spent last night dreaming all the sets
					were going to collapse – or worse, fall apart and crush someone. I’d stupidly thought
					that opening night jitters were reserved for the people on the stage, not those behind
					it. Clearly, I’d been wrong.

‘There, I’m finished. You look … good.’

‘What’s with the pause?’

She shrugged as she started putting away all her equipment. ‘Nobody’s perfect.’

Terrified she’d made me look crazy, I rushed to the mirror. But it was fine. I looked
					just like me, with a bit of make-up on. Even my hair wasn’t much different to normal.
					

‘I figured you’d be a bit freaked out if I went for the whole shebang,’ said Jean,
					looking over my shoulder.

I smiled. ‘Thanks.’

‘Relax. You look so nervous. You don’t even have to go on stage!’

‘I know, I know. I can’t help it – I’m still so jittery.’

‘God, I remember that feeling,’
					she said.

I stared at her, surprised. ‘But you were always the star of the show!’

‘Yeah, but I would always get super nervous. It got to the point where I wasn’t having
					fun anymore – I was too stressed. That’s why I dropped out of drama class,’ she said.
					

‘Really?’ I couldn’t believe it. Jean never seemed nervous. I was so relieved to
					finally hear that she hadn’t quit because of me.

‘Yeah. But I miss it. I’m thinking of going back next year. Maybe we both could?’
					she said quietly.

‘I’d love that,’ I said, really pleased that Jean and I were finally getting along
					again.

‘Well, I’ll see you at the show. Hope the set stays up,’ she said with a laugh.

I groaned. Trust Jean to pinpoint my greatest fear.
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Everyone I knew was coming tonight. My parents were bringing Tess and Jean, and they’d
					managed to score front-row seats – which would only make it worse if the sets fell
					down. Mum offered to drive me, but I’d decided to ride my bike. I felt like a dose
					of normal before all the madness started. As I rode towards the school, I could see
					some of the other kids arriving. I was so happy to be part of it, but also relieved
					that my part was almost done.

I found Jackson pacing back and forth outside the theatre. He was half in costume,
					and he looked terrible. ‘Are you okay?’ I asked him.

‘Nope. What if?’ he managed to say, before blinking wildly.

I touched his arm. ‘I know. But it won’t. It’ll be great. You’ll be great.’

He started nodding as if he was taking it in. ‘Really? Do you think?’

‘I don’t think. I know. You’ll be the star.’

He breathed in deeply and gave me a huge smile. Then he leant over and kissed me on the lips. Just like that. Right outside the theatre, where
					everyone could see.

‘A good luck kiss. Thanks, Edie,’ he said quietly.

‘I didn’t kiss … you did … it wasn’t … it …’ was all I got out.

He laughed. ‘You’re right. Sorry. I kissed you. I didn’t mean to. I just …’

I started laughing too. ‘It’s fine.’

Jackson pulled a face. ‘Are you calling my kiss fine?’

Shaking my head, I added,‘No, not fine – nice.’

‘That’s better.’ He grabbed my hand and bowed down to kiss it. ‘Good luck, my lady.
					I’ll see you after the show.’

‘Break a leg,’ I said, as he disappeared into the theatre.

I knew I was blushing like mad. I wondered if anyone had seen. Then I decided I didn’t
					care. It was nice and fine. I liked him. And it was a good start to opening night.
					

Argh! Opening night. The thought made me hurry. I still needed to check that the props
					had all been set up.
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There were people everywhere backstage. It looked so crazy, it was hard to believe
					we’d be putting on a play anytime soon, let alone tonight! Angus was running down
					the corridor in half his costume. I jumped out of the way as he hurried past.

‘Sorry, Edie,’ he called. ‘I’ve lost my top!’

‘Try the boys’ dressing room!’ I called back.

I squeezed past a couple of cast members who were huddled together, nervously running
					lines.

‘Break a leg,’ I said as I passed them.

As I made it to the stage area I saw Freddy and Zoe in the wings, warming up their
					voices and giggling. They were already in costume and they both looked incredible.
					I started to walk past them, then stopped and headed back.

‘You two look amazing,’ I said. Freddy looked at me and smiled. I think it was the
					first time he’d really noticed me since I’d pulled out of the play. As cute as he
					was, I didn’t feel all jittery and nervous around him anymore. ‘Knock ‘em dead,’ I
					said with a smile.

Zoe turned to me. ‘Thanks, Edie. I’m so nervous I think I might be sick.’

I laughed. ‘You’ll be fine.’

As I started to walk off, I heard Freddy yell behind me,‘The set looks amazing!’
					

And it did. It looked better than Mel and I could’ve hoped for.

Mel! I had to get back and help her check the props. Dodging half-dressed actors
					and anxious looking stagehands, I rushed to the maintenance shed where we had all
					our props stored.

Mel had beaten me to it. She was already there, ticking off the props.

‘Hey, Edie. Nervous?’

‘Yeah. Totally.’

‘Me too. Didn’t expect it back here, but I had these crazy dreams that the bottles
					of poison had disappeared and the play was ruined,’ she said, her eyes wide.

I laughed. ‘In mine, the sets fell down and crushed everybody.’

‘Ew, gruesome.’ She showed me the list of props. There were red ticks next to almost
					all of them. ‘I’ve nearly finished. Everything’s where it should be. I’ll just check
					the last few then we can start moving the first set on stage.’

Mel had been awesome. She’d worked as hard as I had getting it all finished, and
					we’d become really good friends. It was nice to have someone to hang out with when
					Tess was off doing netball stuff. Plus, Mel was cool and funny, and she liked being
					backstage nearly as much as I did.

I started moving the parts of the set for the first scene out onto the stage. Then
					Mel and I lifted the backdrop and carefully manoeuvred it into place. We stood back
					to admire our work. It was a huge picture of a beautiful large Italian square with
					a fountain in it. One of the older art students at school had drawn it, then Mel
					and I had painted in the colour.

‘Wow!’ said Mel.

‘Yeah. Looks pretty good, doesn’t it?’ I said, amazed at how professional it seemed.
					

‘Certainly does,’ said Kerry from behind us. ‘Well done, you two. You’ve created a
					whole world. Now let’s hope the actors do it justice!’ she said, smiling.

As she hurried off to get the cast ready, I whispered to Mel,‘Promise me the sets
					aren’t going to fall down.’

‘I promise,’ she said, then, sounding worried, added, ‘And the poison isn’t going
					to disappear. Right?’

‘No way. It’s right where it should be,’ I told her.

‘Well, let’s go and take our positions.’

With a crazy nervous feeling in my tummy, just like the one I’d had before trying
					out for state netball, I stood in the wings next to Mel and waited. We watched as
					the cast made their way on stage. I could hear the audience settling in their seats.
					Mel reached across and grabbed my hand, giving it a nervous squeeze. I squeezed back.
					

Everyone was ready. The curtain opened and the lights dimmed. The play had begun.
					

It was strange watching the play from the side of the stage, particularly as I had
					to keep concentrating on set changes. Everything seemed to be happening faster than
					it did in rehearsals, but I think that was just because everyone was so focused.
					I did manage to watch all of Jackson’s scenes. Each time he came on stage, I’d smile
					secretly to myself, remembering his kiss.

‘Balcony scene next,’ I whispered to Mel. ‘You ready?’

She nodded. As the lights dimmed on stage, we switched the backdrops as quickly as
					we could, sliding the ladder up behind the balcony drop so that Zoe could peep out
					the open window.

Even from the wings, the set looked incredible. The ivy was straight and draped right
					down across the pale pink wall. Zoe leant out of the window and delivered my favourite
					speech in the whole play, and just for a second, I wished it was me.

But then we were on to the next scene, and the next, and before I knew it, it was
					time for the death scene, where Mel nervously checked and rechecked that the bottles
					of poison were in place. She grabbed my hand and squeezed it. ‘Good job, Edie.’

I squeezed back. ‘You too.’

‘Glad it’s almost over,’ she whispered, as Freddy kissed Zoe on stage and then lay
					down to die.

But that was the weird thing. I didn’t want the play to finish. I’d loved working
					backstage and building things and being part of something amazing with an amazing
					group of people. And then there was Jackson.

As the curtain came up and the audience started cheering madly, I watched the cast
					take their bows. Zoe and Freddy were presented with huge bunches of roses, and then
					suddenly Mel and I were being dragged out to join the others. Somehow I ended up
					in the front row, standing next to Jackson. He took my hand and we all bowed. As
					I stood up, I looked down into the audience and saw Mum and Dad and Jean, and Tess,
					standing there grinning at me, holding out a bunch of daffodils. She’d brought me
					flowers, even though I wasn’t in the cast. I grinned back at her. I was the happiest
					set-builder in the world.
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I sat in the foyer, trying to get my head around being the Nurse. Okay, so it wasn’t
					the part I wanted, but it was better than nothing, right? I wanted to be an actor,
					and actors were cast in all sorts of roles – including some they didn’t want.

‘Edie?’ someone said. ‘You okay?’

I glanced up to see Jackson looking down at me with a concerned expression. I wondered
					if Kerry had sent him to check on me. How embarrassing. They’d probably already started
					doing a read-through while I was sitting out in the foyer feeling sorry for myself.
					I managed to shrug as he sat down next to me.

‘I’m fine,’ I said, trying to keep it together.

He eyed me suspiciously. ‘You’re not exactly jumping with joy.’

I shrugged again. ‘I just really wanted to play Juliet. I turned down state netball
					with my best friend for this. And now I’m just the stupid Nurse.’

‘Are you kidding? The Nurse is an awesome part. Okay, it might not be the lead, but
					it’s great.’

‘You think?’ I said, surprised. I hadn’t even noticed the Nurse when I was reading
					the play. Then again, I’d been totally focused on Juliet.

‘How many movies have you seen where the character that makes the biggest impact
					on you isn’t the lead?’ asked Jackson. I thought about it for a second and realised
					he was right. Heaps of my favourite characters weren’t major parts.

Then Jackson nudged me. ‘That little girl in E.T.? The witches in Macbeth? They totally
					steal it from the leads. Juliet isn’t everything, you know.’

‘I guess. The witches are pretty amazing. But I haven’t seen E.T.’

Jackson looked horrified. ‘What? That’s one of the best films ever made!’

I laughed at his reaction. ‘Okay, okay, I’ll go home and watch it, I promise.’

‘I’ve got it at home. You can borrow it if you like,’ he said, smiling at me. ‘Now,
					are you coming in?’

Just because I’d agreed to play the Nurse didn’t mean I wanted to face Belle or Freddy
					right now. I still felt like Belle had been given my part.

As if he was reading my mind, Jackson said quietly, ‘You know I auditioned for Romeo
					even though I knew Freddy would probably get it?’

‘Really?’I said, wondering if he felt the same way I did. ‘But you don’t seem upset.’
					

He shook his head, and that cute floppy fringe dropped down over his eye.

‘It’s okay. I’m playing Friar Lawrence. Another great “not lead” role. It looks like
					you and I will be spending a lot of time together,’ he said, laughing. Then he blushed
					and added, ‘You know, because they’re in lots of scenes together.’

I smiled. He was really nice, and really cute, and I liked that he understood how
					bad I felt about it all. Even the fact that he blushed was sweet.

‘I can’t wait to see how old they make you look, Nurse,’ said Jackson, grinning at
					me.

‘My sister won’t be happy. She thought she was going to get the chance to play hairdresser
					on Juliet. Now I’ll be some ancient old crone.’

Jackson laughed. ‘You’ll make a great crone.’

‘Hey!’ I said, hitting him playfully on the arm and feeling more like myself again.
					I stood up. ‘Come on, let’s go and upstage those star-crossed lovers!’
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Jackson held the door open for me and we walked into the theatre together. My stomach
					was all nervy. I took a deep breath. Acting classes came in handy for all sorts of
					things, and this was going to be one of those times. I had to pretend I was fine
					with not playing Juliet. My hurt and disappointment would just have to wait until
					I got home.

The rest of the cast was already sitting in a circle on stage doing a read-through. They
					stopped reading as Jackson jumped up onto the stage and held out his hand to pull
					me up. It felt weird holding his hand in front of everyone, and as soon as I was
					on the stage, I let go and found a spare seat. Jackson squeezed an extra chair in
					beside me, and I wondered if he was trying to look after me.

‘Edie, just in time for your first big speech,’ said Kerry warmly. The girl next to
					me passed me a photocopied version of the script and I held it across so Jackson
					and I could share it. His arm bumped against mine and for a second I imagined I wasn’t
					on stage, but just hanging out with Jackson.

Then I made myself stop thinking, looked down at the speech on the page and started
					to read. I stumbled over quite a few of the words because they were old and unfamiliar.
					

‘Even or odd, of all days in the year,

Come Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen.

Susan and she – God rest all Christian souls! –

Were of an age: well, Susan is with God;

She was too good for me: but, as I said,

On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen.’

Even though I knew Jackson was right about smaller parts being amazing and memorable,
					I really loved some of Juliet’s speeches, and I couldn’t shake that thought from
					my head. Then Belle started reading and I realised how closely we would have to work
					together – my part was all about supporting her character. Great.

After the read-through, Kerry told us she wanted us to have our lines down by week
					three. Belle started complaining about how many lines she had to learn compared to
					everyone else, and Jackson shot me a look, checking in to see if I was okay. I was
					sort of touched that he was looking out for me.

As I was packing up my stuff, trying to escape before I had to talk to anyone, Freddy
					came up behind me.

‘Edie, you happy with your part?’

‘Yeah, I guess. Congratulations on playing Romeo,’ I said.

Before Freddy could reply, Belle flounced over, touching him on the arm. ‘You ready
					to go?’

He looked at me and then at Belle. He seemed a little embarrassed as he nodded at
					her. ‘Yeah.’

I watched as they walked off together, and felt even more miserable than I had a
					couple of hours ago.

‘Edie?’ said Jackson quietly. He was looking at me funny – I must have been staring
					after Freddy.

‘Yeah?’

‘You okay?’

I nodded. ‘Yeah. I’ll see you tomorrow.’

Jackson didn’t leave straight away. He looked like he wanted to say something, but
					I was distracted by my thoughts about Freddy as I grabbed my bag and left the theatre.
					

Usually after a day like that, I’d ride straight to Tess’s for a debrief over ice-cream,
					but since she still wasn’t talking to me, I had no choice but to go home. To Jean
					and a bowl of reheated macaroni and cheese. Bleuch.
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‘Hey, Juliet,’ Jean said, moving her feet so I could sit down.

I’d totally forgotten I was going to have to tell her that I wasn’t playing Juliet
					after all. ‘Um, about that …’ I said.

‘Didn’t get the part?’

‘How do you know?’ Oh god, what if everyone knows? But nobody really knew how much
					I’d wanted the role, and Tess and Jean were the only ones I’d told about it.

‘It happened to me once. I thought the director was telling me I had the lead, and
					I told everyone. At least you were smart enough not to tell everyone,’ she said,
					looking sympathetic.

‘Yeah, but I did pull out of the state netball team because I thought I was Juliet. That
					wasn’t very smart,’ I said, relieved that I could be honest with Jean, and that she
					understood.

She made a face. ‘Yeah. That’s rough. But you can still make something of this, you
					know. Sometimes the smaller parts are easier to make yours, and even though you don’t
					realise it at the time, it’s an awesome role and you can make it incredible,’ she
					said, smiling. ‘That’s what I did that year. I blew the lead girl off the stage!’
					

I laughed. I’d seen Jean act a few times, and she’d been amazing. That’s why it was
					so weird when she stopped.

‘Huh. Not sure I can do much with the Nurse,’ I sighed.

‘Edie, the Nurse is a great character,’ Jean said knowingly.

I frowned at her. I wasn’t quite ready to celebrate yet. ‘No, she’s old. And – not
					Juliet.’

‘I can get this amazing stage make-up that will make you look all wrinkly. And we
					can make your hair look grey. You’ll look awesome,’ she said enthusiastically.

‘I don’t think awesome is quite the right word.’

Jean shrugged. ‘You want to be an actor, right? So, you’ll be playing someone totally
					different to you. Isn’t that kind of the point?’

‘Yeah, I suppose so,’ I said begrudgingly.

‘You see, I’m older than you. And wiser. So what I say always makes sense,’ she said.
					

As much as it had helped hearing Jean’s take on it, I wasn’t up to any more advice,
					so I left her on the couch with her trashy TV and escaped upstairs to my room. I
					slumped on my bed and started going through my script, marking all my lines. But
					two pages in, I stopped. I kept getting distracted by Juliet’s lines, imagining how
					I would deliver them. Okay, so the Nurse wasn’t a small part, and she was kind of
					important to the story, but I still couldn’t get excited about playing her. Not yet.
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I looked out at the faces of some of the cast members in the audience and suddenly
					felt really shy. I had this huge speech to get out, but I couldn’t remember how it
					started. I stared at the theatre lights, wishing they’d swallow me up. I’d never
					felt like this before on stage, but then, I guess I’d never played such a meaty character
					before. Some of the Nurse’s speeches were pretty huge, and I was still getting used
					to the language.

I heard Belle cough, waiting for me to speak. She could have prompted me, instead
					of making me feel awkward and shy, but it was Jackson who came to my rescue. I heard
					him say the first three words of my speech really quietly behind me, and suddenly
					I remembered it. Well, I thought I did. Halfway through I dried again. This time
					Kerry called for a break and told me to get a drink of water and to try and relax.
					Of course, that just made me feel worse.

As I went to find my drink bottle, hoping to avoid the rest of the cast, I found
					Jackson backstage, sitting on the ground eating a bag of grapes.

‘You hiding?’

He shook his head, then stopped and nodded. I laughed. ‘I totally get it. Thanks for
					before, by the way,’ I said.

Offering me a grape, he said,‘Happens to us all.’

‘I guess.’ I sighed. ‘This part is so hard. I thought I wanted a leading role but
					then I keep getting all nervous whenever I have to give one of those long speeches.’
					

‘It’s probably just the language. It’s pretty hard to understand. It’s nothing like
					the plays we usually do.’

I sat down next to him, realising how much I liked being back here, away from the
					stage. It was dusty and quiet and all about the promise of a play, without the stress.
					Maybe I should have gone for a backstage role like Mel. Jackson held out the grapes
					again and I took a handful, just as Kerry called us back.

‘Already?’ I groaned.

‘You’ll be fine. Just imagine everyone else is nude.’

‘Ergh,’ I said, thinking about Belle. ‘Not helpful!’

Jackson laughed at the face I was pulling. ‘Just forget about them. That’s what I meant.
					Just focus on you and your lines. Everything else will come.’

And he was right. As long as I didn’t look out at the audience, I was fine. I managed
					a couple of big speeches, until Kerry cut me off.

‘You’re not projecting, Edie. You’re delivering your lines into the floor. We need
					to hear you out here in the audience. Doesn’t matter if the lines aren’t perfect,
					but you need to act them.’

I looked out into the audience. Even though the stage lights were shining in my eyes,
					making it hard to see faces, I felt shy. I struggled through my speech and was totally
					relieved when the scene ended and I could join the rest of the cast in the audience.
					

‘Okay, we’re going to run the death scene,’ said Kerry. Freddy, Belle, Jackson and
					the rest of the cast in the scene made their way onto the stage. I felt torn. Part
					of me wanted to run and the other part wanted to watch. So far I’d managed to avoid
					watching Freddy and Belle together, but Jackson was on stage too, and I’d have felt
					bad if I didn’t stay and support him. I just hoped Freddy and Belle wouldn’t kiss.
					

As the scene started, I couldn’t stop watching Freddy. He owned the part completely.
					He already knew his lines and gave them such meaning and heart. I totally believed
					he was in love with Juliet. He knelt next to Belle, who lay presumed dead on the
					floor, held up the bottle of poison and whispered,

‘From this world-wearied flesh. Eyes, look your last!

Arms, take your last embrace! and, lips, O you

The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss

A dateless bargain to engrossing death!

Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide!

Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on

The dashing rocks thy seasick weary bark!

Here’s to my love!’

As Freddy drank the bottle of poison, I realised I was sitting on the edge of my
					seat, nervously waiting for the end of the scene.

‘O true apothecary!

Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kiss I die.’

Freddy bent down and kissed Belle, then pretended to die alongside her.

It’s only acting. That kiss meant nothing, I told myself. So why did it seem so real?
					Kerry’s loud applause broke the moment, and I watched as Belle sat up and Freddy
					smiled tenderly at her.

‘That was great,’ said Kerry. ‘Fantastic. And enough for today!’

Freddy and Belle walked off stage together. I heard her laugh, and then saw him place
					his hand on her back. I was beginning to doubt that it was just acting.

‘Wishing it was you playing Juliet?’ asked Jackson as he grabbed his bag from the
					seat behind me.

His question made me realise he knew I liked Freddy – or maybe it was just the look
					on my face, seeing them walk off together. ‘Actually, not really. I’m having enough
					trouble nailing all the Nurse’s lines!’

He smiled. ‘Do you want to run lines now?’

I totally surprised myself by nodding. Here I was lusting after Freddy, while making
					plans to run lines with Jackson. Talk about complicated!

I had a couple of huge speeches that were longer than anything I’d ever said on stage,
					so we started with them. Jackson read the other parts and I said my lines. When he
					read Juliet’s speeches, he’d put on this high-pitched voice, making me laugh so much
					I struggled to get a word out.

‘You’re making it impossible!’

‘Sorry,’ he said, laughing. ‘I’ll be professional.’ But his eyes sparkled as he said
					it.

‘I love the speech the Nurse gives when she thinks Juliet has died,’ I said.

Jackson nodded. ‘O woeful day?’

‘Yeah, that one. How good is it? It’s so beautiful. The rhythm. The words. The meaning.
					I love it!’

Jackson immediately launched into the speech. ‘O woe! O woeful, woeful, woeful day!
					Most lamentable day, most woeful day.’ He smiled. ‘I could definitely see myself
					using that when I’d forgotten to hand in my maths assignment.’

I laughed. ‘Yeah, well, Mr Murphy is kind of scary when you hand things in late.’
					

‘I’ll say. He actually rang my mum the last time I was late with something. Even
					she was terrified!’

I knew I should be heading home, but talking to Jackson was really great. I was missing
					my best friend, and it was nice to be having fun again.

‘So if you love that speech so much, does that mean you like your role?’

I thought about it. A small part of me still wished I was playing Juliet, but I was
					beginning to see that a smaller role could be fun, too. The Nurse was a key character,
					and had some great speeches, but I didn’t have to be on stage the whole time. And
					that was kind of a relief, especially after my weird stage fright during rehearsal.
					

‘Yeah, I think I do. You were right, she’s a good character.’

Jackson pretended to look shocked. ‘Never!’

My phone beeped and I pulled it out quickly, hoping for a message from Tess. But
					it was just Jean, asking me what I wanted for dinner. I made a face.

‘Do you have to go?’ asked Jackson, sounding disappointed.

‘Yeah, I’d better. My sister’s cooking dinner. Well, cooking is probably a bit generous,
					but still.’

We stood up at the same time and sort of crashed into each other. I’m not sure who
					was more embarrassed, but we both jumped back at the same time, blushing.

‘I’ll see you tomorrow,’ he said, rushing off.

‘Thanks for your help,’ I called after him.

Weird. If I didn’t know better, I’d think I kind of liked him. And that maybe he
					liked me too. But then, if I liked Jackson, where would Freddy fit in?
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Some days I ate lunch with the cast, but today I was going over my lines on my own.
					Suddenly I heard a voice at my shoulder. ‘Aren’t you playing Juliet?’

I looked up, shocked. It was Tess. It took me a minute to realise I’d never told
					her about the mix-up. We hadn’t spoken since I’d chosen to do the play.

I shook my head. ‘No, I’m the Nurse.’

She pulled a face. ‘You gave up netball to play a nurse?’

So she still didn’t understand. ‘Not a nurse. The Nurse. It’s a really great part.’
					I realised I wasn’t just being defensive – I’d fallen in love with the part. I’d
					also figured out that I wasn’t ready to play a major part like Juliet. My stage fright
					was bad enough, even in a much smaller role.

‘Wow. So it wasn’t just about being Juliet – or getting closer to Freddy. You really
					wanted to be in the play,’ Tess said quietly.

I nodded, even though it wasn’t strictly true. I wouldn’t have given up playing state
					if I had known I was being cast as the Nurse, but once it was done, I didn’t really
					feel like I had a choice.

‘How’s netball going?’ I asked, desperate for a normal conversation with my best
					friend.

Tess was about to answer when Saskia appeared and grabbed her arm. ‘Come on Tess,
					let’s go practice.’

I couldn’t believe Saskia was about to ruin it. I willed Tess to tell her to go practice
					on her own, but instead she nodded and said,‘See you, Edie,’ with a sad look on her
					face.

‘Bye,’ I said, watching them walk off. At least Tess had looked like she missed me,
					and maybe wanted to talk more. That was something, wasn’t it?
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‘Did you hear about Belle?’ asked Freddy, rushing up to me as I walked into the theatre.
					

‘No. What?’ I sighed to myself, expecting him to tell me that she’d got a new haircut,
					or something equally exciting.

‘Her mum just got some big job overseas – and she starts in two weeks.’

‘Two weeks? Are you serious?’ I said, wondering what that meant for Belle.

Freddy nodded, his shoulders slumped. For a second I felt happy about the idea of
					Belle leaving the play – I could spend more time with Freddy! But then I saw how
					upset he was. The look on Freddy’s face made me realise just how close he and Belle
					had become.

‘What about the play?’ I asked, trying not to be jealous.

He shrugged. ‘I don’t know. I haven’t spoken to her. I just got a text.’

‘Are you okay?’ I wanted to give Freddy a hug, but I wasn’t sure if I should.

‘Not really, Edie. We’ve become really …’ He stopped, looking gutted.

At that second Kerry walked into the theatre carrying a bag of scripts. She looked
					as harried and overwhelmed as Freddy did.

‘Oh, Freddy, you’ve heard,’ she said, noticing the look on his face.

He nodded. ‘Yeah.’

‘We need to recast. Tonight,’ she said.

Freddy blinked. ‘What? Recast? Why?’

‘Belle’s pulled out. She’s moving overseas.’

Freddy slumped. ‘Oh. I didn’t know that bit.’

I couldn’t believe it. Even though I didn’t really like Belle, I did feel sorry for
						her. She’d got a dream role, and now she had to drop out.

‘Come on, it’ll be okay,’ Kerry reassured him. ‘We still have time to find a new
					Juliet.’

As she said the words, I realised what this meant. The part I wanted was being recast.
					The part that I’d thought was mine. Kerry must have had the same thought, because
					she looked straight at me and smiled.

But it was Freddy who looked up at me and said, ‘Edie can play Juliet. I’d feel okay
					if it was you, Edie.’

‘Thanks,’ I said tentatively, not sure what he was saying. Why would he feel okay
					if it was me? But before I could work it out, Kerry stepped in.

‘Maybe it’s fate after all, Edie. What do you think? Do you want to play Juliet?’
					

Did I? I didn’t know. It was all I’d wanted at first, but I’d learnt the lines for
					the Nurse, and I really liked the part. I also wasn’t sure how I felt about being
					someone’s replacement.

‘But what about the Nurse?’I said to Kerry, surprised that I felt so strongly about
					my character.

Kerry shrugged. ‘We can find someone else for that part. It’s Juliet I’m most worried
					about.’

‘Oh,’ I said, a bit hurt that Kerry thought the Nurse was so much less important. ‘Um,
					I’m not sure.’

Kerry looked at me strangely. ‘I thought you desperately wanted to play Juliet?’
					

‘I did. I do. I’m just … can I think about it?’

Kerry nodded. ‘Tell me first thing tomorrow, okay?’

The rest of the cast started filing in, and Kerry explained what was happening. Several
					people shot me funny looks – I guess because they knew I’d auditioned for the part.
					

Jackson leant over and whispered, ‘You must be happy?’

I shrugged. ‘Not sure,’ I whispered back.

He nodded, like he understood. Kerry broke us into small groups to run the scenes
					that Juliet wasn’t in. It was a strange rehearsal. Freddy seemed lost, and sad. And
					I kept forgetting my lines – I couldn’t stop thinking about what I should do.

As I rode home from the theatre, I didn’t even think about where I was going. Before
					I knew it, I found myself knocking on Tess’s front door. For once, it wasn’t the
					twins who answered. Tess was still in her state netball tracksuit – she must have
					just come from training.

‘Hi,’ I said softly.

‘Edie? What are you doing here?’

I shrugged, then blurted out,‘I miss you.’

She smiled. ‘I miss you too. I spend all my time with my brothers. If I see another
					soccer ball I’ll do more than just kick it! I need conversation,’ she said, pulling
					a face, and dragged me into the house.

As we walked into her room, I gave her a stupid massive hug. ‘I know exactly how
					you feel. I’ve been stuck with Jean.’

Tess squirmed and laughed. ‘Hey, you’re squashing me!’

‘Sorry. I’ve missed you so much!’

As Tess pulled away, she looked at me. ‘Really? Even with all those new acting friends?’
					

‘Oh yeah, I forgot about them. Wait, who are you?’

Tess rolled her eyes. ‘Hilarious.’

‘But what about Saskia? I thought you guys were friends?’

‘Oh, please. If you think I’m obsessed with netball, try hanging out with her for
					more than five minutes! Bo-ring.’

She looked at me, really seriously. ‘So you’re really okay with not playing Juliet?’
					

‘Well, actually … it turns out Belle’s moving overseas, so Kerry just offered me
					the part.’

‘That’s awesome,’ said Tess.

‘Yeah. It’s nice that she thinks I can do it,’ I said.

Tess gave me one of her looks. ‘Wait, why aren’t you sounding excited?’

‘Well, the Nurse is actually a really great part, and I know all my lines, and I
					don’t know if I want to take on something as huge as Juliet after all. It feels like
					it’s Belle’s part now, even if she’s not here, you know?’

She shrugged. ‘Stupid reasons. Take the part.’

I groaned. ‘It’s not that simple. I’m not sure about playing Juliet to Freddy’s Romeo,
					either.’

‘I thought you liked him?’ She threw a hand to her forehead. ‘Freddy, Freddy, wherefore
					art thou Freddy?’

I rolled my eyes at her. ‘I do like him. But I don’t know if I want to kiss him on
					stage. And then there’s Jackson,’ I added quietly, causing her to squeal.

‘Jackson? The guy in our English class last year?’

I nodded.

‘He’s definitely cute. But what does he have to do with whether or not you play Juliet?’
					she snapped, sounding annoyed.

‘Why do you sound mad?’ I asked.

‘I thought you came here because you missed me, but you just want advice. You ditched
					me so you could play Juliet. And now you don’t want the part. What do you expect me
					to say?’ said Tess coolly.

I wanted her to say she understood that it was a hard decision to make. I wanted
					her to tell me what to do. But maybe she was right. I had to figure this out myself.
					

I did want to play Juliet. It was a dream role, and this would probably be my only
					shot at it. And yes, okay, kissing Freddy would probably be dreamy. But the Nurse
					was a great part too, and I knew the role so well now. Besides, I was still a bit
					concerned about stage fright. Should I play Juliet, the part I’d always wanted, or
					stick with the role I knew, and now loved?
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As I texted Tess to say I was sick and couldn’t go to training, I actually started
					feeling sick. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d lied to her. I hated doing it,
					but I really didn’t have a choice. If I told her the truth – that I was going to
					the disco with Finn – she’d be furious.

I hit send, hoping she wouldn’t call me. But of course my phone started ringing almost
					as soon as I’d put it down.

‘Edie? You okay?’ said Tess. Her concern made me feel even worse.

‘Yeah, just not feeling great. Sore throat. Headache. You know,’ I said.

‘Poor you. That sucks that you have to miss training,’ she said, as if it was the
					worst thing in the world. ‘That must be why you were so off your game last week. You
					were getting sick,’ said Tess.

I wasn’t about to tell Tess that the real reason I’d been off my game last week was
					because Finn had made me nervous. Instead, I snuffled pathetically into the phone,
					pretending my cold was really bad.

‘Do you want me to drop in on the way home and talk you through the session?’ Tess
					offered.

Eek. Thinking quick, I said, ‘That’s okay, I don’t want you to get it too. Besides,
					I might be asleep. Justine said she can run me through any play changes before Saturday’s
					game.’

‘But what if you’re not better by then?’ said Tess.

‘I’m sure I will be.’

‘Okay. Just text me if you change your mind.’

‘Thanks, Tess. Hopefully I’ll see you in the morning.’ I coughed a little, to reinforce
					how sick I was. My drama classes were paying off.

I hung up, feeling awful. But I knew there was no way she’d understand. I loved netball,
					but I didn’t love the way it had taken over my life. Besides, I’d already said yes
					to Finn. I shouldn’t have to change my plans just because a last-minute training
					session had been arranged.

I really hoped that Finn hadn’t said anything to Maggie about me coming to the disco.
					If he had, I was in trouble.

I glanced at the clock. Actually, I was already in trouble. I only had 56 minutes
					left to get ready!

I pulled on my pastel green jeans and a stripy top that Tess bought me for my birthday
					last year. It was a bit dressier than the things I normally wore, but still not over
					the top. Now I just had to fix my hair. And maybe borrow some of Jean’s lip gloss
					– if I could find it.

Finding anything in the bathroom Jean and I shared was kind of impossible. Because
					the bathroom was upstairs, away from our parents, they pretty much left us to it. And
					cleaning wasn’t really our strong point. There was stuff everywhere. The top three
					drawers were stuffed full of Jean’s make-up. The bottom drawer was mine. All that was
					in it was a first-aid kit, a ton of band-aids, the udder cream Maggie’s mum had given
					me and the flower hairbrush I’d had for years.

I found a stash of lip glosses, and picked the one that smelled the nicest. It was
					all sticky, and didn’t taste like strawberry at all. But it looked good. I think.
					I found myself wishing Jean was home so I could ask her.

I brushed my hair and fluffed up my fringe with my fingers. There wasn’t much I could
					do with it. It was either wear it out or put it in a ponytail, and since I always
					wore it in a ponytail, I figured leaving it out might make a nice change.

I suddenly felt really nervous. I didn’t actually know Finn very well. It was weird
					not being able to talk to Tess about it. I’d never even been out with anyone before,
					and now that I actually had a date, I couldn’t even tell her.

I walked into the kitchen to get a glass of water. Mum was in there, cutting up vegies.
					She must have noticed that I wasn’t wearing a tracksuit as usual, because she said,‘You
					look nice, Edie. Where are you off to?’

‘Um, the football club disco.’

Mum stopped cutting the potatoes and looked up properly. ‘Really?’

‘Uh huh. I asked Dad if it was okay and he said yes.’

This was sort of what happened in our house. Mum was at work so much that usually
					Jean or I would ask Dad’s permission for something. Then he’d forget to tell Mum,
					and then she’d be all surprised.

Mum looked closer at me, taking in the lip gloss. ‘Who with?’

That wasn’t a question Dad had asked, and I’d sort of been hoping that Mum wouldn’t,
					either. But in my experience, Mum always managed to ask the questions I didn’t want
					her to.

‘A friend,’ I said, pretending to concentrate on doing up my sneaker.

‘Do I know this friend?’ she asked.

‘Um.’ I was about to say no, but then I realised that she did. ‘Yes. You do.’

‘Is it Tess?’ Mum asked, laughing.

I really didn’t want to be having this conversation just before Finn arrived, so
					I shook my head. ‘Nope. Not Tess.’

‘Well, does this friend have a name?’

Dad doesn’t usually ask for details. Mainly because whatever I’m up to, I’m usually
					up to with Tess, and he trusts us. I could see I was going to have to tell Mum. Finn
					would be here any minute, and she’d meet him anyway.

‘His name’s Finn. He’s Maggie’s brother. You stitched up his eye once in emergency.’
					

‘Maggie from the team?’

I nodded, impressed that she’d remembered.

‘I stitched up his eye – last year? Football injury?’

I nodded again, amazed that she could remember every procedure she’d done in emergency,
					no matter how minor.

‘His mum was with him. She held his hand the whole time,’ she said, like that made
					a difference. ‘Is Maggie going too?’

‘I don’t think so,’ I said, trying to keep it vague.

‘So it’s a date?’ said Mum with a slow smile.

‘No. It’s the football club disco. I’ll be home just after eight.’

‘Honey, I know I stitched up his eye, but I’d sort of like to meet Finn again before
					you go,’ said Mum. ‘Even if it’s not really a date.’

And just as she said that, the key turned in the front door and I heard Jean come
					in. She was talking to someone. A boy. And it didn’t sound like Matt, her boyfriend.
					

‘Edie?’ called my sister.

‘In here,’ I said.

Jean walked in with a huge grin on her face. ‘Look who I found outside.’

I’m pretty sure I blushed as Finn stepped out from behind Jean. He looked really
					cute. Normally he was in clothes as scruffy as me, but tonight he was wearing a shirt.
					He smiled at me, and then introduced himself to Mum.

‘Remember me?’ he said.

She nodded and smiled. ‘You look a bit happier than you did last time we met.’

‘It healed really well. Look, there’s not even much of a scar,’ he said, stepping
					closer to show Mum his face.

I couldn’t help but laugh. But Mum seemed quite keen to check out her handiwork.
					Jean nudged me. ‘What?’ I whispered.

‘He’s cute,’ she whispered back.

I rolled my eyes at her. I knew this would happen.

She reached over to rub something off my face. ‘Hey!’ I pulled away, annoyed.

‘You’ve got lip gloss on your chin, Edie.’

‘Oh,’ I said, feeling like a little kid playing dress-ups. I let her rub it off and
					even gave her a grudging smile. ‘Thanks.’

‘Well, you two have a good time,’ said Mum warmly.

‘Have fun,’ called Jean.

I pulled the front door shut before she could say anything I’d have to punish her
					for later.

As we stepped outside, away from the house, I started to ask,‘Does Maggie know I’m
					…’

But Finn shook his head. ‘No. Actually, I was going to ask you about that. She said
					she had training.’

‘Yeah, we do.’

Finn looked at me strangely as I unlocked my bike and pulled my helmet on, wondering
					why I’d even bothered brushing my hair.

‘But you’re not going?’

‘No,’ I said.

‘Because you love dancing so much more than netball, right?’

‘You discovered my little secret.’

Finn laughed. ‘Awesome. If you dance anything like you shoot, we could take out the
					best dancer award!’

‘Unlikely,’ I said. I just hoped it would be dark enough that nobody could actually
					see me dancing.
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The football club had been decorated with streamers and lights, and they’d even hung
					a huge mirrorball from the ceiling. I recognised a few faces from school, but most
					of the kids were a year or two older than me, so I didn’t really know anyone well.
					Finn, however, kept stopping to say hello to people. After he’d introduced me about
					a hundred times, I decided to disappear to the food table.

Halfway through my third party pie, Finn walked up. ‘Sorry, you must be a bit bored,’
					he said.

‘No, just hungry!’

He laughed. ‘I’m glad you came.’

‘Yeah. Me too. My mum’s a health nut – I never get to eat party pies!’

A new song came on and I recognised it as one that Jean loved. Suddenly everyone
					seemed to be dancing. Finn looked at me and raised an eyebrow. I knew I couldn’t
					avoid dancing all night, but I’d been hoping to stretch it out just a little longer.
					

‘May I have this dance?’ he said in a silly voice, holding out his hand.

I felt really strange. I’d never had a boy hold my hand before. Well, not since prep,
					when we got paired up to walk to the library and I got stuck with Jimmy Jones. This
					was much nicer than that. I was almost a bit sad when we got to the dance floor and
					Finn let go.

It was actually pretty dark, and nobody seemed to be paying attention to how anyone
					was dancing. They were all just having a good time. I tried to move with the music,
					pretending I was in a drama class and we were studying movement. It actually worked.
					I discovered I really liked dancing – especially with Finn, who was totally into
					it.

‘I thought you said you couldn’t dance,’ he said loudly into my ear.

Then he grabbed my hand and spun me around and around until I bumped into him, and
					found myself standing super close. He looked down at me and smiled. Flustered, I
					stepped back, pretending to lose myself in the music.

We must have been dancing for about half an hour when a slow song came on. I automatically
					went to leave the dance floor, but Finn grabbed my hand and pulled me back. All around
					us, couples were dancing, and I was a bit nervous that Finn was expecting me to slow
					dance with him. Instead, with a laugh, he stretched out our hands in a sort of tango,
					and started pulling me around, dipping me back and swinging me out. It was silly
					and fun, and it made me like him even more.

As the song finished, Finn tipped me back, his arm around my shoulders. I couldn’t
					help but look into his face. And he was looking right back. I think I could have
					stayed like that forever, but then he slipped, and almost dropped me. Looking a bit
					embarrassed, he grabbed me around the waist and pulled me awkwardly back to my feet,
					then let go of me and jumped back.

‘Sorry, Edie,’ he said, blushing.

Before I could think of something to say, a man grabbed the microphone and tapped
					it. ‘Is this thing on?’ he shouted loudly.

Everyone yelled back,‘Yeah!’

Finn leant close and whispered in my ear. ‘That’s our coach.’

I nodded. I still hadn’t quite recovered from having Finn’s arms around my waist.
					

As the coach started talking about the past season, I felt my phone vibrate in my
					pocket. I sneaked a look – it was a text from Tess. How are you feeling? I felt awful.
					Here I was, on a date that I’d lied about, and my best friend was checking on me
					in the middle of a training session. Worrying about me. Maybe Tess was right. Maybe
					boys and state netball just didn’t mix.

I sent off a quick reply – Ok. Missing training. – just in time to hear Finn’s name
					being called. Everyone around us cheered. Finn had just been named the best and fairest
					player on his team. I had no idea this was one of those nights, where awards were
					given out. I’d thought it was just a social thing. I was thrilled for him as he walked
					up onto the stage area where the coach was. I felt my phone buzz again, but this
					time I ignored it. I wanted to hear Finn’s speech.

‘Thanks, Coach. I’ll pay you later,’ he grinned, making his teammates laugh.

Then Finn’s eyes found mine and he smiled as he said, ‘I wasn’t expecting this. I’d
					sort of had my heart set on winning the best dancer award, but I guess this will
					have to do.’ There were more cheers, and then he said, more seriously, ‘It’s a great
					team and I feel lucky to be part of it. We’re going to nail it next year, boys!’

The room erupted and Finn gave his coach a huge hug. His words made me feel even
					worse. Here I was at a disco when my whole team was doing extra training just to
					get ready for Saturday. I tried to shake off the thought as Finn jumped off the stage
					and walked back towards me. As he moved through the crowd, everyone slapped him on
					the back, congratulating him. ‘So that’s why you wanted me to come,’ I said, smiling.
					‘To show off your trophy.’

He nodded. ‘Absolutely. Look at this thing!’ He held it up. It was a huge gold statue
					of a footballer taking a mark, and his name had been engraved on the plaque at the
					bottom.

‘Pretty impressive,’ I said.

‘I bet you’ve got heaps of these at home,’ he said, looking at me.

I shrugged. ‘Only fifty or so. Not that many.’

He laughed. He had a great laugh. ‘I can see I’m not impressing you!’

I handed back his trophy. ‘If you’d won best dancer I would have been more impressed,’
					I said with a smile.

‘Uh oh. If you don’t want to get stuck helping with clean-up, we should go,’ said
					Finn. I looked around and realised that the disco was coming to an end. ‘Unless, of
					course, you want some more party pies?’

I grinned. ‘I’m good, thanks.’

While Finn said goodbye to some people, I walked out onto the balcony. It was a perfect
					night. Warm, but not too hot, and almost dark. The fairy lights across the front of
					the clubhouse looked beautiful. I wondered if Tess was on her way home or if she
					was still at training, and for a second I wished I was with her. But I’d pushed the
					thought aside by the time I heard Finn say, ‘Can you take my trophy in your basket?’
					

The trophy didn’t quite fit in my basket – it kept threatening to jump out whenever
					we rode over any bumps. As I stopped to secure it for the millionth time, Finn rode
					up next to me and softly said, ‘So, will you come to the next disco?’

‘Only if you’re winning a trophy.’

He smiled at me and said, ‘That can be arranged.’ Then he looked really serious for
					a second. ‘Thanks for coming, Edie.’

‘I never thought I’d admit to finding dancing fun!’

‘So you had fun?’

I smiled and got back on my bike.

‘You never did tell me how you managed to get out of training. I thought your coach
					was super strict!’ said Finn.

I didn’t really want to go into it, but I figured I owed him an honest answer. After
					all, I was asking him not to tell Maggie. ‘I said I was sick.’

Finn raised an eyebrow.

‘I know it wasn’t the best thing to do, but I was just so tired of training all the
					time. Of course it’s important, and I really enjoy it, but I want to be able to do
					other things too,’ I said, hoping he’d understand.

He nodded. ‘Yeah, I get that. But that’s the thing with a team sport. The team’s only
					as good as everyone in it. You can’t play state netball part-time.’

‘Are you saying I should have gone to training?’

He laughed. ‘I’m glad you came to the disco. Otherwise, who would have eaten all
					the party pies?’

‘But if I’m playing in a team, then I should be a team player. Right?’ I said, feeling
					like I’d messed up. The problem was, I just didn’t know if I could commit to state
					netball the way that Tess and Maggie had. But did that mean that I wasn’t a team
					player either?

I heard my phone vibrate again and knew it would be Tess checking in. I didn’t want
					to keep lying to her, so I figured it was best if I just pretended I’d been asleep,
					and answer her in the morning. That was the problem with lying. Once you started,
					the lies just got bigger and bigger.
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‘I’ll race you home!’ yelled Finn as he started pedalling. I chased after him, refusing
					to be beaten again. ‘You owe me an ice-cream if I win!’

The poor old trophy was only just managing to stay in the basket as Finn and I sped
					along the road.

My house wasn’t far, and I’d only just caught up with him. I’d have to ride even
					faster if I was going to beat him. Checking that there were no cars behind us, I
					sped up and managed to overtake him on the outside. But he was pedalling even faster
					now, and it wasn’t long before we were alongside each other. I looked over and he
					grinned at me. I couldn’t believe what a great night I’d had. At least I didn’t regret
					going, even if I did feel a tiny bit guilty. Which was lucky. I would have felt even
					worse about lying to Tess if I’d had a bad time.

As we reached my house, I cut in front of him and rode up the driveway, touching
					the door a second before he did.

‘You owe me a triple scoop!’ I said, puffing, a massive grin on my face.

‘Baby cone,’ he laughed. He doubled over. ‘Oh god, I’ve got a stitch!’

I was about to invite Finn in for a drink of water when Mum opened the front door.
					She looked like something awful had happened.

‘Mum?’ I asked, worried.

‘I’m glad you two are back. Edie, you have a visitor. She’s waiting in your room.’
					

Tess. I sagged, wishing I didn’t have to go inside and face my best friend. Finn
					was looking at me, concerned. I smiled weakly, and gave him his trophy.

‘I’d better go,’ he said.

‘Yeah.’

Mum disappeared back inside. I think she knew we didn’t want to say goodbye in front
					of her.

‘Do you want to do something on Saturday? Maybe see a movie?’ asked Finn.

‘Um, maybe,’ I said.

‘Oh, that’s okay, don’t worry about it …’ He turned to go.

I realised it sounded like I was trying to get out of it, but I wasn’t. I was just
					distracted, knowing that Tess was waiting for me. ‘No, no, I do want to go to the
					movies, but I have a practice game on Saturday. I’m not sure what time we’ll be back.’
					

He looked so relieved. ‘Okay, then! Monday after school?’

‘Training.’

He laughed. ‘Don’t worry. We’ll find a time. Maybe next year, when the season’s finished!’
					

I slumped. If it wasn’t so true, it might be funny.

‘I’d better go. I think Tess’s upstairs.’

He nodded. Just as I was about to walk away, he leant over and kissed me gently on
					the cheek. The kiss was so soft that as I watched him ride off with his trophy tucked
					under his arm, I wondered if it was all in my imagination.

But then he called back over his shoulder, ‘Okay, you can have three scoops – and
					maybe even topping!’

I laughed. He was sweet. And funny. And he’d kissed me on the cheek! Wishing I could
					savour the moment for a bit longer, I turned to go and face Tess.

Trudging up the stairs to my room, I checked my phone. There were three more text
					messages from Tess. The first one was reassuring me that I wasn’t missing much. Then
					she was checking in again to see how I was. And the last one said she’d bring me
					some chocolate. I groaned. If only I’d texted back that I was going to sleep. Then
					she wouldn’t be here, and I could go to bed dreaming of Finn instead of facing a
					grilling from my best friend.

I took a deep breath and walked into my room. Tess was sitting on the edge of my bed,
					still in her training clothes, eating chocolate. The chocolate, I guessed.

‘Tess …’ I started, then stopped. I didn’t know what to say. She looked up at me
					and I was surprised to see she didn’t look angry. Actually, it was worse – she just
					looked sad. ‘You got better quickly.’

‘Um, yeah …’ I sat down next to her, wondering if Mum had told her where I’d been.
					

‘Didn’t think you liked dancing, Edie.’

Well, that answered that question.

‘I’d already said yes to him when Justine called the extra training session.’

‘To who?’

I took another deep breath. ‘Finn.’

Tess jumped up off the bed and looked at me like I was nuts. She might not have been
					angry before, but she was fast heading in that direction. ‘Are you kidding me? You
					went out with Finn?’

‘Yeah. To his football club disco.’

‘Does Maggie know?’

I shook my head, wondering what Maggie had to do with it.

‘So you lied about being sick so you could go on a date.’

I really wished Tess would sit back down. This was starting to feel a little like
					an interrogation. ‘It wasn’t a date,’ I said, sounding a bit pathetic.

‘So you lied about being sick so you could go out on not a date. That’s worse, Edie.’
					

When she put it like that I couldn’t really blame her for being angry. I probably
					would have been too. ‘I’m sorry, Tess. I didn’t mean to lie to you.’

‘Yeah, you did.’

‘Okay. I’m sorry. But I knew you wouldn’t understand.’

‘You’re right, I don’t. I would never lie to you.’

Now I felt really awful. This wasn’t about playing netball. This was about the fact
					that I’d lied to my best friend.

‘You lied to me about Jenny Potter’s birthday party,’ I said, sounding totally pathetic.
					

Tess pulled a face. ‘I was seven! It’s hardly the same thing.’

I nodded. ‘I know. I’m really sorry, Tess. I just really wanted to go to the disco.’
					

Tess surprised me by plonking down on my bed and looking at me seriously. ‘But you
					didn’t have to lie to me. I might not understand why you’d rather go to a disco than
					training, but it’s up to you. I just hate that you lied to me.’

I threw my arms around Tess and gave her a huge hug. ‘I’m sorry.’

She finally hugged me back. She didn’t hug me as long as she normally would, though,
					so I knew she was still angry with me. She stood up and headed for the door, then
					stopped and said,‘Edie, I would never miss a training session. Not for anything in
					the world. I don’t get it. Do you even want to play state?’

‘Of course I do. But I also want to have a life.’

‘Do you think you’ve been playing good netball?’

I thought about it. ‘Yeah,’ I said, sounding unsure, even to myself.

Tess walked back and sat down on my bed. ‘Edie, I know you’re a natural netballer,
					but sometimes it’s like you think you don’t have to work at it. That was fine when
					we were playing with the Sapphires, but this is state. You can’t just cruise in and
					out when you feel like it.’

I thought back to what Finn had said as we rode home, about how a team is only as
					good as the players in it. ‘But I’m not letting anyone down.’

‘Aren’t you? You’re not playing as well as you could. You know you’re not,’ Tess
					said, looking sad.

‘But I love playing netball with you. It’s great,’ I said.

Tess smiled. ‘Yeah, but
					I love playing netball full stop. Sure, it’s more fun with you, but I’m not just doing it to hang out with my bestie.’
					

I wondered if that was the real reason I was playing state netball. Did I only join
					the team because of Tess? Before I could say anything, she nudged me gently.

‘Remember how annoyed I was when you got picked for regionals and I didn’t, and you
					turned it down?’

‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘I didn’t want to play without you.’

‘That’s the difference. I would never have turned it down, even if you didn’t get
					picked. This is what I want to do – I want to play professional netball. We were picked
					to play for our state, Edie. We could go all the way.’

I’d never thought about it like that. I’d kind of just gone along with it because
					I loved netball, and I loved my best friend. But she was right. This was the big
					league.

Tess stood up and walked towards the door. As she left, she lobbed the half-eaten
					chocolate bar back to me. I caught it with one hand. ‘Nice catch,’ said Tess.

‘Nice throw,’ I said, feeling guilty.

I knew she was right. Just because I’d always managed to skate through without much
					practice, I’d assumed I could get away with the same thing at state level. But of
					course I couldn’t. Tess had committed everything to playing state. So had Maggie,
					and the others. But not me. I’d lied about being sick just so I could go out with
					a boy. We hadn’t even played a game yet and I was already complaining about how hard
					it was. I had to make a choice. Was I willing to give up everything else and really
					commit to state netball? Or should I drop out and let someone else take my place
					– someone who really wanted it?
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I stared out the window, thinking of Finn. He’d sounded really disappointed when
					I’d called to explain I couldn’t go to the disco with him. He said he understood
					about training, but I still felt bad. I probably wouldn’t get to hang out with him
					anymore, unless I ran into him at Maggie’s. And that made me a bit sad, because he
					was cute and funny and I really liked him. But I’d decided that for now, I had to
					give state netball a proper chance.

‘I know it’s not all about winning, but I really love it when we do!’ said Tess,
					leaning against my shoulder. We were in the back row of the minibus, coming home
					after our practice game, and we were pretty knackered.

‘Plus, it means Justine’s in a good mood, and she won’t call any extra training sessions,’
					said Maggie.

As pumped as I was about the amazing game we’d just played, I was distracted by the
					row of new blisters that had sprung up on my feet.

‘I might need some more of that udder cream, Mags.’

Tess laughed. ‘You and your blisters.’

‘I think it’s because I never stop moving. Unlike you, down in goal, slacking off
					and waiting for us to feed you the ball …’ I was deliberately winding Tess up. Sometimes
					I played Goal Shooter, but since joining this team, Justine had kept me in Goal Attack
					and I loved it. I’d always hated being stuck in the goal ring, waiting for the game
					to come to me. Now I was much more active in getting the ball down. It was just my
					feet that didn’t like it. The rest of me was fine.

Tess leant across, making sure Maggie couldn’t hear, and whispered to me, ‘Are you
					still happy to be in the team?’

Since I’d confessed that Finn had asked me out and I’d really wanted to go, Tess kept
					checking in to make sure I was happy with my decision. I was. Mostly. I knew that
					the next time I saw him, I would probably regret not going to the disco. But for
					the moment, at least, netball was taking up all my spare time.

‘Yeah, I am. Means I get to ride on a minibus with you every second Saturday,’ I
					said, smiling at her.

‘And if we keep winning like we did today, we’re going to blitz the finals,’ said
					Tess.

‘It wasn’t a real game today, Tess. I don’t think practice games count,’ I said.
					

Maggie frowned. ‘And first up, we have to beat the Warriors.’

I groaned. ‘Talk about a rough draw!’

Just about everyone in our team had a story about the Warriors. They were legendary. The
					club had been premiers for years now, and nobody had even come close to beating them. As
					if reading my mind, Tess shook her head. ‘They haven’t played us yet,’ she said, sounding
					determined.

‘True,’ I agreed. ‘But I’ve heard their defenders are ruthless.’

‘So am I!’ said Tess in her most ferocious voice, making both Maggie and I laugh.
					

After Sapphires games Tess and I usually went to each other’s houses to hang out
					and relive every second. We’d decided to keep the tradition alive, and it was Maggie’s
					turn today. I was trying to come up with an excuse, because of the whole Finn thing,
					which Maggie knew nothing about. As the bus pulled up outside the stadium, and we
					said goodbye to the rest of our team, I blurted out, ‘Um, I told Dad I’d help him
					clean out the study.’ I knew as soon as I’d said it that it probably wouldn’t fly.
					

Tess raised an eyebrow and gave me her special yeah, right look.

‘Just for a bit, Edie?’ pleaded Maggie, not knowing the real reason I was trying
					to get out it.

Tess came to my rescue. ‘Actually, I just remembered the boys are at a party this
					afternoon, so maybe we could go to my place instead? Avoid brothers,’ she said, winking
					at Maggie. I silently thanked her, hoping Maggie would agree, but she just laughed. ‘My
					brother is out too!’

‘Oh, well then, let’s just go to your house, Mags. It’s much closer. Edie?’ said
					Tess, raising her eyebrows at me.

I nodded. ‘Okay, just for a bit, then I really have to help Dad with that thingy
					…’

It wasn’t that I didn’t want to see Finn. I did. But I still felt bad for ditching
					him. And besides, I didn’t want to be reminded of how cute he was when I couldn’t
					do anything about it.

But as we rode up to Maggie’s house, chattering on about the game, someone rode up
					the path in front of us. As he jumped off his bike and took off his helmet, I saw
					that it was Finn. My stomach sank. He was wearing his footy shorts and club top,
					and he was all splattered with mud.

‘What are you doing home?’ asked Maggie, sounding cross.

‘Nice to see you too, Mags. Hi, netty girls,’ he said, not looking at me. ‘Don’t worry,
					I won’t be in your way. I just came home for a shower, then I’m heading out.’

Clearly he didn’t want to see me at all. I tried to focus on the conversation about
					how we were going to beat the Warriors, but Finn kept dashing back and forth past
					the lounge room, making it a bit hard to pretend he didn’t exist. Suddenly, to my
					horror, I realised Tess and Maggie were staring at me.

‘Sorry, what were you saying?’ I said, pretending to yawn like I was just so tired
					I couldn’t keep up.

‘Maggie was asking how we could beat the Warriors. And I said we could shut down
					their centre passes,’ said Tess.

I nodded. ‘Hmm. It could work, but it probably won’t be enough. I think we’ll need
					more than one trick up our sleeves.’

Tess shrugged. ‘Okay, shut down their attackers?’

Maggie laughed. ‘Justine’s been trying to get her teams to beat the Warriors for
					ages. I’m sure she’ll have some secret weapon to roll out!’

‘Ooh, I like the sound of a secret weapon!’ I said with a smile.

Finn peeped around the corner and said, ‘I’m off. Don’t have too much fun without
					me.’

I laughed without thinking. Finn looked straight at me and smiled. ‘Glad someone
					appreciates my jokes. Thanks, Edie.’

I know I was blushing a bit – I was really pleased that things weren’t too weird
					between us. But I was also a bit relieved that he was leaving, because it meant I
					could concentrate totally on our game plan.
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When Tess and I first started playing netball, we couldn’t practice shooting on the
					school courts, because the goal rings were too high. We could barely even throw the
					ball that high, let alone get it through a ring. But now we spent most of our lunchtimes
					shooting goals. Nobody else ever bothered trying to use the court, because we were
					always there.

‘Thirty-nine,’ I said, counting Tess’s goal. ‘Forty …’

‘Do you think I can make it to a hundred?’

‘I hope not, otherwise I’ll never get a go!’

‘You still haven’t told me all the goss about Finn,’ said Tess, shooting another
					goal.

‘Forty-one, and there’s nothing to tell. He asked me out. I said no.’

She shot three more goals, then I added, ‘But I still think he’s cute. And it was
					pretty weird seeing him the other day. He is cute, isn’t he?’

My question obviously threw Tess, because she missed goal number forty-five.

‘Finally,’ I said, grabbing the ball.

‘That’s cheating,’ said Tess. I smiled and shot my first goal.

‘He is pretty cute, those big eyes and that smile. Even the way he’s always joking,’
					said Tess. ‘He’s kind of dreamy.’

‘I know what you’re doing. But it won’t work. I’m going to beat you,’ I said, shooting
					goal number two.

We’d been practicing like crazy ever since we found out we were playing the Warriors
					on Saturday. Whenever we weren’t training or sleeping, we were shooting. I practically
					started dreaming about netball manoeuvres. I could tell Tess was pleased that I’d
					started taking netball more seriously. And actually, I’d noticed a huge change in
					my game.

‘Nine,’ said Tess.

As I ran off to grab the ball, which had rolled under the trees, I saw Freddy and
					Zoe from drama, in full costume, doing a photo shoot in the playground. It must have
					been for the poster or something. It looked like Zoe was dressed as Juliet – I wondered
					what had happened there.

Tess obviously noticed them too. I heard her say ‘Wow!’ behind me.

Wow all right. They looked amazing. Zoe made a stunning Juliet, and Freddy looked
					perfect as Romeo. Freddy saw me watching and waved.

‘You okay?’ said Tess, grabbing my arm.

I looked back over as they moved into another position and tried to imagine what
					it would have been like to be in the play. ‘I’m okay,’ I said, surprising myself.
					It was true. There was a little twinge of regret, of wishing I was the one getting
					photographed in that dress, with Freddy holding my arm. But then, here I was, out
					in the sun, shooting goals with Tess and preparing to play the biggest game of our
					lives.

‘Ten!’ I said, as I got another goal.
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‘I want you to go hard on Saturday. I want you to be tough and I want you to be ruthless,’
					said Justine, looking even more intense than normal.

‘Um, isn’t that what we always do?’ asked Tess from where we were standing at the
					back of the group.

Justine fixed her with a stare. ‘I want more. We’re going to beat the Warriors. I
					don’t care how.’

I nudged Tess and pulled a face, making sure Justine couldn’t see. She made it sound
					like we were going to war, not playing a netball game.

‘Righto, I’ll see you on Saturday. Early,’ said Justine, dismissing us.

Justine had trained us so hard that even Tess looked exhausted. She was the colour
					of a beetroot, and I looked like a rosy red apple. We grabbed our stuff and headed
					for the door.

‘I never thought I’d say this, but it is just a netball game,’ Tess said softly to
					me as we walked outside.

I nodded, totally agreeing. ‘I know. It was pretty strange. She must really want
					to beat them.’

‘Yeah, but it’s not like any of us slack off. We play our best, every single week.
					I hate being made to feel like I could play harder than I do,’ complained Tess. It
					was the first time I’d ever heard her criticise Justine. Normally she just went along
					with everything she said.

‘Well, I plan on slacking off when I get home. I’m exhausted!’

We rode home slowly and quietly. Neither of us could even be bothered saying goodbye
					properly. We just grunted tired farewells and rode off in the directions of our houses.
					

I couldn’t even be bothered rummaging around in my bag for my key, so I just rang
					the doorbell and hoped someone would answer.

After what seemed like ages, Jean opened the door with a face covered in pink goo.
					

‘Ergh, what happened to you?’ I said, pulling a face.

‘Face mask,’ she said, through narrow lips, and I realised she couldn’t open her
					mouth properly because the goo had dried. If I’d had more energy I would have tormented
					her about that, but tonight I just wanted to lie down.

I could smell something yummy in the kitchen. ‘Hey, honey,’ called Mum. ‘Dinner will
					be ready soon.’

‘Okay! I’m just going to have a bath, Mum,’ I called back. Normally I’d have gone
					and said a proper hello, but tonight there was no room for manners. I doubted I could
					even make it up the stairs.

‘Have you got any of that salt stuff for the bath, Jean?’ I asked. ‘I’m aching in
					every muscle!’

She mumbled something through her half-closed mouth, and I thought I heard the words
					‘upstairs’ and ‘cupboard’.

I ran the bath and hunted around in the cupboard for the bath salts, but before I
					could find them, Jean barged in, pushing me out of the way.

‘Jean,’ I whined, sounding about five.

She was washing her face madly, trying to get the goo off. I just wanted to have
					my bath in peace! Finally, she looked up at me, her face all red and blotchy. ‘Ew,
					is it meant to look like that?’ I asked, wondering why she did these things to herself.
					

‘It’ll settle down,’ she said, sounding like she did this every day. Then she opened
					the top cupboard and pulled out a small bottle of green liquid.

‘Two drops in your bath and you’ll feel like a million dollars,’ she said in a silly
					voice.

I laughed. ‘Thanks. You really should go into advertising!’

I opened the bottle and smelt it. It was sort of minty – much better than sports
					rub and sweat, which is what I currently smelled like. I put two drops into the bath
					and ushered my sister out.

‘I’ll be a while,’ I said, locking the door behind her.

‘Mum’s cooking lasagne,’ she said through the door, knowing that would get me out
					in a hurry.

The bath was hot and full and I could have almost fallen asleep in it, but I was
					starving, so I didn’t last as long as I’d have liked. The green stuff must have done
					something, though, because by the time I dried off and put on my old track pants
					and hoodie, I felt, and smelt, well, probably more like a hundred dollars than a
					million, but certainly better than I had before.

‘She’s alive!’ said Jean as I walked into the kitchen. The rest of my family was
					sitting at the table, obviously waiting for me. That was the problem with training
					nights. Either everybody else ate before me, and I’d have to heat something up when
					I got home, or, like tonight, they were all sitting around waiting for me, probably
					as hungry as I was. Actually, nobody could be as hungry as I was.

‘A huge serve for me, thanks, Mum,’ I said, giving her a kiss on the cheek. I hadn’t
					seen her for a few days.

‘Do I look peachy?’ asked Jean as I sat down next to her.

‘Yeah, like one that’s been left on the tree for too long,’ I said, making Dad laugh.
					

Jean rolled her eyes. ‘You wait. By tomorrow, my skin will be radiant.’

‘It was radiant before you put the mask on,’ said Mum, joining in the argument.

‘How was training?’ Dad asked me, keeping Jean’s goo from derailing our nice family
					dinner.

With a mouthful of lasagne, I nodded, and gave him the thumbs up.

‘Game of chess after dinner?’

I swallowed. ‘I think I’ll be in bed. Sorry, Dad. Big game Saturday, and I’m exhausted.’
					

Poor Dad. We used to play chess all the time, before netball took over my life. Then
					Jean piped up, ‘I’ll play Monopoly with you.’

Dad laughed. ‘Only if I can be the car.’

‘I’m in too,’ said Mum.

Normally I loved an all-in family game of Monopoly. We were ruthless, and shamelessly
					tried to bankrupt each other. But that night, I barely made it through dinner.
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‘I can’t practice anymore,’ I moaned as Tess met me after our last class. We’d been
					planning on shooting goals for a couple of hours, just like we had every other night
					this week, but I was exhausted. I expected Tess to be snippy with me, but she surprised
					me. ‘Yay, me neither! Let’s go get ice-cream instead.’

‘Really? I thought you’d be mad,’ I said.

She shook her head. ‘I’m not that horrible. I don’t want to train every minute of
					my life, Edie.’

‘Oh, thank god. Come on, I can already taste the lemon gelati.’

‘Should I text Maggie? See if she wants to join us?’ said Tess.

Without thinking, I pulled a face. It wasn’t that I didn’t like Maggie. I did. But
					I wanted to hang out with my friend. Alone. Tess saw my face and laughed.

‘You’re not still funny about Maggie, are you?’ said Tess.

‘No. But I kind of just want to eat ice-cream with you,’ I said, feeling a bit embarrassed.
					But Tess just smiled.

‘Sounds perfect.’

As we rode down to the ice-cream shop near school, we started yelling out all the
					flavour combinations we wanted.

Tess started. ‘I’m going to have chocolate, mango and peach.’

‘What about blueberry?’ I asked.

‘Oh, I love blueberry. Okay, so mango, peach and blueberry.’

‘I’m having banana. And cookies and cream.’

‘Gross! That doesn’t go together,’ said Tess, locking up her bike to mine.

‘It might.’

We were kidding ourselves, of course. We always got exactly the same things.

We queued up with the other ten or so school kids waiting in line. Tess went first. ‘Can
					I please have a triple of nougat, strawberry and vanilla?’

I looked at her. ‘What?’

‘I’m trying something new!’

But I didn’t want new. I wanted the flavours I always got. ‘A triple with mint, orange,
					and cookies and cream please.’

Tess groaned. ‘Predictable!’

We handed over our money and grabbed our cones. ‘I just know what I like.’

‘But you’ll never know what else you like if you don’t try something new,’ argued
					Tess.

‘I can just try yours!’ I said, leaning over and licking her ice-cream before she
					had the chance to stop me. Tasting the nougat, I pulled a face. ‘Yuck. See, I’d be
					really unhappy if I was stuck with that.’

We sat down outside under a huge umbrella.

‘What if we lose tomorrow, Edie? I’m worried that Justine will be furious with us.’
					

‘She can’t be. Not if we all try our best.’

But Tess still looked worried. ‘I’ve never heard her so determined. I hate it. I mean,
					I’m competitive. I like to win. Right?’

I grinned. Tess hated losing. ‘Right,’ I agreed.

‘So I really don’t like it when our coach makes it sound like if we don’t win, it
					means we didn’t try hard enough. If the other team is better, then they’re better.
					We can’t control that.’

‘I’m sure Justine will be cool if we lose. She’s probably just trying to get us psyched
					up for the game, that’s all,’ I said, hoping that was true.

Tess licked her ice-cream then screwed up her face. ‘I hate admitting that you’re
					right, but … nougat’s horrible! Next time, can you remind me that I don’t like trying
					new flavours?’

‘Sure, if you tell me more about Finn’s big eyes and his cute smile,’ I said, teasing
					Tess.

She punched me on the arm. ‘He’s not my type. I was just trying to get you to miss
					a goal, that’s all.’

‘I would have won if the bell hadn’t gone,’ I said.

She raised an eyebrow. ‘Maybe. Maybe not. Come on, I’m ready for bad TV and the couch,’
					said Tess, tossing the last of her ice-cream into the bin.
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I woke up so early it was still dark outside. I knew I should have gone back to sleep.
					Today’s game was a home game, and it wasn’t until ten. But I’d just lie awake anyway,
					so I got up and went downstairs.

When Mum and Dad had finally agreed to get me a mobile phone this year, the deal
					had been that I couldn’t have it in my room overnight. They knew if I did, I’d probably
					just text Tess all night. This meant that when I woke up super early, and figured
					Tess would also be up super early, I couldn’t just lay in bed and text her. I had
					to go downstairs to get my phone.

Nervous? I texted.

Terrified! she sent back.

I smiled. I knew she’d be up. At least she’d still be in her warm bed. I flicked
					on the lights and grabbed a glass of water. I’d have my first breakfast while we
					texted back and forth – and then maybe even my second. I always ate two breakfasts
					before a game because I burned so much energy. There was nothing worse than having
					to play sport when you were starving.

Making toast, I texted.

Jam?

I smiled. How did u know?

She sent back a smiley face. I always had jam. Dad made this huge batch over summer
					and it was delicious.

Porridge 4 me.

So she wasn’t still in bed. Yuck! I replied.

Brown sugar AND maple, she told me.

We texted back and forth for a bit, killing time until we had to get ready: strap
					our ankles, check our nails were short enough, tie back our hair and take off our
					jewellery. We had to get to the court early, because Justine liked running us through
					moves before the game started.

I’ll swing by soon, texted Tess.

OK.

By the time I’d showered and dressed, and was making sure my laces were as tight
					as humanly possible, Mum wandered out in her dressing gown. She went straight to
					the coffee machine.

‘Morning, Mum,’ I said.

I got a grunt in reply. She must have worked late.

I felt all jittery – I kept sitting down and then standing up again. Tess was right.
					It was just a game. A season game too, not even a final. We’d play our best, and
					if we lost, we lost.

‘What time’s the game?’ asked Mum, sipping her coffee and opening her eyes properly.
					

‘Ten.’

‘I’m on call, but I’ll come down and watch. Let’s just hope no-one gets injured,
					so I get to watch the whole game!’

I smiled at her. I liked it when she came to my games. She always cheered really
					loud when Tess or I scored a goal, and afterwards, if she didn’t have to rush off,
					we’d go and celebrate – or commiserate.

I heard the doorbell and I knew it was Tess. She was really early, but I was glad.
					It was better being together when we felt this nervous.

‘See you there, Mum,’ I said, kissing her cheek.

‘Bye, honey. Good luck,’ she said sleepily.

I opened the door and Tess took one look at me. ‘Drink bottle?’

‘I’ll just go grab it.’

I filled up my sports bottle and ran back to Tess. ‘Bag?’ she asked.

‘Oops, hang on.’

My bag was in my room. I raced upstairs and grabbed it off my bed. If it wasn’t for
					Tess, I’d forget everything. That’s what nerves did to me.

‘Okay, good to go now,’ I said as I jumped on my bike and followed her down the driveway.
					She stopped and looked back at me, smirking. ‘Helmet?’

I started laughing as I dashed back to grab it.
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Finally, we were on our way. We arrived at the stadium around the same time as the
					rest of the team. As we walked out onto the court, Justine pulled me aside.

‘Edie, can I’ve a word?’

I nodded and let the others go on ahead of me.

Justine leant down and spoke softly, so nobody else would hear. ‘Your GD has a weak
					ankle. I want you to target her.’

I wasn’t sure I’d understood. ‘What do you mean?’

She smiled at me. ‘You don’t have to look so worried, Edie. I’m not asking you to
					trip her over or anything, I just want you to bump her a bit. And stay on her left
					side. She’ll be protecting her ankle, so you need to make that a bit hard for her.’
					

I really didn’t like what Justine was asking me to do. I’d be exploiting an injury,
					something I’d been taught never to do. ‘Um, isn’t that playing kind of dirty?’ I said
					quietly.

Justine looked at me, surprised. I’d never questioned her before. ‘Do you want to
					win this game? They’d do it to you in a heartbeat.’

I must have looked concerned still, because Justine leaned in close. ‘I’m your coach,
					Edie. And what I say goes. Do you understand?’

Nodding, I felt sick. This felt really wrong.

As Justine jogged off to warm up the rest of the team, Tess dropped back to see if
					I was okay. I must have looked really shocked, because she slid her arm around my
					shoulders. ‘Edie?’

I didn’t want to tell Tess. It seemed like the less people who knew, the better.
					I decided I’d just ignore Justine and play normally. Hopefully we’d always be in
					the lead and I wouldn’t have to even think about her request again.

I smiled at Tess. ‘I’m okay. Just nervous, that’s all.’

She narrowed her eyes at me, trying to suss out if I was telling the truth. ‘You sure?’
					

I nodded. ‘Absolutely! Come on, let’s go warm up.’

The rest of the pre-game was a bit of a blur. I couldn’t stop thinking about what
					Justine had said. It wasn’t like netball didn’t get a bit rough sometimes, especially
					at this level, but I’d never been asked to go after someone just because they had
					an injury before. And besides, how did Justine even know about it?

As the siren went, we stripped off our tracksuits and took to the court. I saw my
					opponent before I saw anyone else – she had strapping halfway up her left leg. It
					must have been a bad injury, and they obviously weren’t taking any risks with it.
					

The whistle went and the game started. It was so fast. I still hadn’t got used to
					the speed of state netball, and we were down three goals before I’d even caught my
					breath. The first quarter passed in a blur. By the time the siren went and we could
					grab a drink, the Warriors were seven goals in front. Not a good start.

Before I could run back onto the court, Justine gave me a fierce look. ‘Edie, I asked
					you to do something and you’re not doing it. Now either you play the way I’ve asked
					you to play or I’m benching you. It’s your choice.’

I was shocked. I couldn’t believe she was going to bench me if I didn’t target the
					GD! I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t feel great about targeting my player like
					that, but I really didn’t want to miss the game. I still felt like we had a shot
					at beating the Warriors. Should I follow Justine’s order and bump my player, possibly
					making her injury even worse? Or should I let Justine bench me, and make my point?
					I didn’t have time to ask Tess – there were only seconds left before the next quarter
					started. I had to make a decision.
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‘You’re right. I shouldn’t have come to you for advice. I did want to play Juliet,
					but I’m not sure I do anymore. Obviously you don’t understand my reasons. I’ll see
					you at school.’ I walked out of Tess’s bedroom, holding back my tears.

As I rode home, I thought about what I’d said to Tess. It was true, I didn’t want
					to play Juliet anymore. I felt excited about being the Nurse. I knew Kerry wouldn’t
					understand – Freddy probably wouldn’t either – but I had to do what felt right.

At least Jean was excited to see me as I walked in the house. She had a jar of cream
					in her hand, and she was grinning madly.

‘Just in time,’ she said. ‘Sit down. We’re going to age you.’

‘Can we do it tomorrow? I’m really tired.’

‘You won’t have to do a thing,’ she said, pushing me into a chair. I shrugged. If
					it meant I didn’t have to think about Tess or Juliet for half an hour, then maybe
					it was a good thing. Besides, I was sort of intrigued.

‘No moving,’ she said.

I sat perfectly still and let Jean work her magic. It was actually quite relaxing,
					sitting in silence while she worked. I checked my phone three times, but there were
					no texts from Tess.

As Jean finished, I heard Dad walk down the corridor. Before he could walk into the
					room, Jean yelled,‘One second, Dad.’

‘Righto,’ he called back. I loved that he just let us boss him around without barging
					in to see what we were doing.

Jean stood back and admired her work. ‘Okay, you can come in.’

‘Presenting … an ugly old crone!’ announced Jean as Dad entered the room.

Dad looked at me and pulled a face. ‘Ergh! What’s happened to you?’

I laughed. ‘It’s called getting into character.’

‘Right, well, I think you’ve nailed it, Jean!’ Dad sounded impressed.

Intrigued, I ran upstairs to see just how bad I looked. As soon as I saw my reflection
					I started laughing. I was so wrinkly! Jean had done an amazing job. I hoped that
					Kerry would let me wear this make-up for the part.

‘What do you think?’ Jean appeared behind me.

‘You’re incredible. It looks so real!’

She shrugged. ‘You were kind of wrinkly to begin with, so it wasn’t that hard.’

I poked my tongue out at her in the mirror. The effect was kind of weird.

‘So, Belle’s had to pull out of the play, and Kerry offered me her part,’ I said
					quietly.

Jean eyed me seriously. ‘Are you taking it?’

‘Would you think I was crazy if I said no?’

‘No. I told you, the Nurse is a great part. And besides, I spent a fortune on that
					cream!’

I smiled at her. It was nice being able to talk to my sister about this stuff.

‘To be honest, I’ve been getting stage fright during rehearsals. I don’t think I’m
					ready for Juliet,’ I admitted, hoping she wouldn’t think I was stupid.

‘I dropped out of drama class because of stage fright,’ she said quietly. ‘It came
					on all of a sudden, and I didn’t know how to deal with it.’

‘It’s horrid, isn’t it? I haven’t had it really bad, just frozen lines. But I hate
					it,’ I said, feeling strangely pleased that Jean understood. ‘Maybe you could come
					back to class sometime? It might be fun.’ I quite liked the idea of hanging out with
					my sister a bit more.

‘Yeah, maybe,’ she said.

Then I had an idea. ‘Hey, can you take a photo on my phone?’

She got me to pose, then I scrolled through my contacts until I found the name I
					wanted, and hit send.

‘You texting Tess?’

‘Not exactly,’I said. Within seconds, my phone beeped.

Awesome! Does this mean you’re playing the Nurse?

I texted back.

Yep!

The reply came through within seconds:

I’m glad. I like you as the Nurse.

Jean plucked the phone from my hand. ‘Who’s Jackson?’

It was lucky Jean’s make-up
					was so thick. I’m pretty sure I was tomato red under all those wrinkles!
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All our hard work came down to one night. Opening night. It was so weird having to
					sit through classes just like any other day. I sat with Mel in English and she admitted
					she was terrified that the bottle of poison would disappear from the props area.
					I confessed that I was still suffering from stage fright. We were also both beside
					ourselves with excitement.

Tess still wasn’t talking to me. I had no idea if she would come to the play, but
					I’d snuck a ticket into her locker that morning. I’d waited behind the bank of lockers
					and watched as she opened her locker. I couldn’t see her face as she pulled out the
					ticket, so I had no idea how she’d reacted, but I had my fingers crossed that she’d
					come.

As I struggled through maths, trying not to look at the clock, I heard another boy
					from the play giggling and reciting his lines. Mr Murphy looked up from his desk.
					‘If you’re in the play, just go across to the theatre. You’re not getting any work
					done and you’re interrupting my class,’ he said, sounding frustrated.

Mel and I dashed straight across to the theatre, where the rest of the cast was starting
					to gather. Everyone was chattering loudly. Kerry stopped us in the doorway.

‘I want four laps of the oval before you come in,’ she said, sounding like some crazed
					sports teacher. ‘You need to calm down!’

We groaned, but it actually worked – I felt much better by the time I jogged into
					the theatre. I wasn’t exactly calm, but at least I wasn’t bursting.

‘Hey Edie, want to run lines for a bit?’ asked Jackson, looking even more nervous
					than I was.

‘Sure, but we still have a few hours before we open. How are you with a butter knife?’
					I asked.

He shrugged, looking confused. ‘All right. Why?’

I led him into the kitchen, where the students looking after the café were frantically
					making sandwiches and cakes.

‘Here, you butter,’ I said to Jackson. He looked relieved to have something to do.
					

‘Thanks, Edie. I’m so nervous, I can barely think straight.’

‘I can tell,’ I grinned, pointing at the knife. He was holding it the wrong way up.
					

We must have made about fifty sandwiches. I think it helped. By the time we finished
					in the kitchen, Jackson was looking a lot calmer, and I was too.
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The girls’ dressing room was in chaos. There was stuff everywhere. I finally found
					my costume, but I still had to do my make-up. Jean had offered to come down and do
					it for me, but I thought I’d be okay.

I sat down in front of the bank of mirrors. As I reached for the wrinkle cream, my
					hand started shaking. I couldn’t apply it smoothly enough. I was about to call Jean
					when I heard someone say,‘Here, let me do it.’

It was Zoe, the girl who’d replaced Belle. She took the cream from my hand, smiling. ‘It’s
					really hard doing your own make-up.’

I closed my eyes and let her spread the cream across my face, grateful for the chance
					to take a breath. As she finished, I opened my eyes.

‘Happy?’ she asked.

‘It’s great – thanks heaps, Zoe!’

The next hour rocketed by and Kerry was soon yelling for us to be quiet. The doors
					had opened, and the audience was making their way to their seats.

I found Mel and wished her luck. Jackson gave me a hurried hug before we took our
					places. This was it.

My heart was flying as I waited in the wings. The closer it came to my entrance,
					the more I wanted to run. I had no idea if I’d even be able to get my lines out. They were all jumbling around
					in my head.

Rose, who was playing Lady Capulet, was standing next to me. She nudged me and I
					nodded. It was time.

We walked on and took our positions. I heard Rose deliver her line. I was next. I
					looked out at the audience – three hundred shadowy faces stared back. I blinked into
					the stage lights, gathered up all my nerves, and spoke.

‘Now, by my maidenhead, at twelve year old, I bade her come.’

My voice was too quiet. I could hear Kerry in my head, telling me to project. I looked
					up, forced my shoulders back and continued.

‘What, lamb! What, ladybird! God-forbid!

Where’s this girl? What, Juliet!’

As I finished my speech and Zoe came on as Juliet, I felt all my nerves vanish.

I felt great. I could nail this part.
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From that point on, the play flew. Suddenly I was back on stage, delivering my favourite
					speech, heartbroken and distressed.

‘O woe! O woeful, woeful, woeful day! …’

As I finished my speech, I snuck a look into the front row. I could see Mum, Dad
					and Jean, but not Tess. My heart sank.

And then I saw her. She was looking right at me, and I’m pretty sure I saw her smile
					in the dark. She’d forgiven me.

The rest of the play went by in a blur and then we were all on stage, and the audience
					was cheering madly. As we all linked hands to take our final bow, Jackson squeezed
					in next to me. It felt so perfect holding his hand.

We must have bowed ten times before the audience finally stopped clapping. When the
					curtain came down we all ran off stage, cheering and laughing.

‘You were amazing, Edie!’ said Jackson, grabbing both my hands. ‘Amazing!’

‘So were you,’ I said, grinning at him.

‘You both were.’ Kerry gave us both a hug, and whispered in my ear, ‘You were right,
					Edie. That part belonged to you. You nailed it!’

I knew she was right. I felt fantastic. This was why I wanted to act. To play amazing
					parts, however big or small they were.

‘You coming to the afterparty?’ asked Jackson. He seemed to suddenly realise he was
					still holding my hands, and let go. I found myself wishing that he hadn’t.

‘Absolutely! Are you?’

‘As soon as I get out of these robes,’ he said. Then he smiled shyly and added,‘Do
					you want to go together?’

‘Sure. But I might have to take off this make-up first. Don’t want to go out looking
					like I’m your grandma!’

He laughed. ‘Meet you back here in ten?’

‘Give me twenty!’ I said, thinking of the task ahead of me.

‘Edie, you were awesome!’ yelled Tess, running towards me. She hugged me so hard
					I thought I was going to fall over. ‘I’m sorry!’ she said.

‘No, I’m sorry! I’m so glad you came!’

‘I was always going to,’ she said, smiling. ‘I actually already had my ticket, but
					the one you put in my locker was front row – thanks for the upgrade!’

I grinned. ‘Do you want to come to the afterparty?’

‘Nah, you go. It’s your thing. But can we hang out tomorrow? And the next day? And
					the one after that?’

‘Yes, yes, yes!’ I shouted.

‘Oh, and your family are waiting out front. Jean is so proud of you! Look out – I
					think you’ve inspired a comeback!’

I laughed. ‘I have to go, but I’ll see you tomorrow?’

‘Absolutely. I’m so proud of you,’ she said with a big smile.

‘Thanks. Me too!’

I felt so crazy lucky. The play was great. My part was great. My best friend came. And
					now I was off to a party with the boy I liked. What a perfect night!
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‘You know what? You’re right,’ I said to Tess.

‘Of course I am!’ she said, groaning.

‘I have to play Juliet,’ I said, wondering even as I said it whether it was the right
					decision. But if I didn’t leap in and give it a go, I’d never know how it felt to
					play a lead. I wanted to know if I could do it. ‘I’m sorry I made it so complicated!’
					

Tess grinned at me. I couldn’t help grinning back. It was so exciting! I couldn’t
					wait to tell Kerry and Freddy that I’d decided to say yes.

‘You know this means I’ll hardly see you until the play opens,’ I said. ‘I’m going
					to have so much work to do to catch up with Freddy.’

Tess shrugged. ‘Have you forgotten training? It takes up almost my entire life!’

‘And you love it,’ I said.

Tess smiled and nodded. ‘I really do, Edie. I miss you, of course, but it’s totally
					amazing playing netball at this level. I can already imagine what it would be like
					to play nationally.’

‘I can totally see you doing that,’ I said. And I could. It was like Tess had found her path – she knew where she wanted to be. I was still
					working mine out, but that was okay too. As long as we got to hang out along the
					way, it didn’t matter if we were doing different things.

‘So you’ll get to kiss Freddy!’ said Tess, with a cheeky look on her face.

‘Yep. Every night,’ I said. ‘In front of about three hundred people. Argh!’

Tess laughed. ‘At least you don’t have to act for that bit,’ she said. I hit her
					playfully on the arm. ‘I know, I know, he has nothing to do with why you want to
					play Juliet,’ said Tess, laughing.

It was so good to have my best friend back! I think we could have stayed up talking
					all night, but after a couple of hours, I had to go home. I lay awake half the night
					imagining myself on stage as Juliet. Now that I’d decided to do it, I couldn’t wait
					to get started.
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I looked at the clock again. Only twelve seconds had passed since I’d last looked,
					which meant there was now only thirty-seven minutes and thirty-two seconds to go
					before the curtain was raised. I felt sick. My dress was too tight. I had too many
					pins in my hair. And Jean had plastered so much make-up on me, I could barely smile.
					Not that I felt like smiling. I was so nervous that I wasn’t sure I could actually
					speak.

‘Okay, close your eyes,’ said Jean, holding out the eye-shadow brush.

I tried to close them but it just made me panic even more.

‘What’s wrong?’ Jean said, getting impatient.

‘What if I forget all my lines?’

She grabbed my hands. ‘You won’t. And if you do then Freddy will help. It’ll be fine.’
					

‘Honestly?’ I couldn’t believe that before I’d been cast in the play there was no
					way Jean and I would have been sitting and chatting about something as big as stage
					fright. But now it just felt totally natural to tell her how I was really feeling.
					

Jean nodded. ‘I’m really proud of you, Edie. I dropped out of drama because of nerves. Watching
					you get ready to play Juliet has made me realise how much I miss it. Everyone feels
					nervous. Only some people let it control them.’

I was shocked. I’d always thought Jean had dropped out because of me. Finding out
					it was because she got stage fright was huge. The problem was, that just made me feel
					even more nervous. I mean, if it could happen to Jean, it could definitely happen
					to me too.

‘We need to finish your make-up, or you won’t be going on stage,’ Jean said calmly.
					

I closed my eyes and let Jean finish her work. I tried to relax as she brushed and
					wiped and pencilled makeup on my face, but I couldn’t help worrying that I’d freeze
					as soon as I walked on stage.

‘Okay, take a look,’ said Jean.

As I opened my eyes, I was amazed. I looked just like I imagined Juliet would look
					like. Even if I didn’t feel quite like Juliet, at least I looked like her.

‘Thanks, Jean!’

‘Knock ‘em dead, Edie!’
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Nine minutes to go and I was hiding out at the back of the stage, feeling sick and
					scared and wishing the ground would just open up and swallow me. It hadn’t been easy
					stepping into the part of Juliet. For the first few weeks, Freddy had just seemed
					really sad about Belle leaving, and we didn’t click in rehearsals at all. Kerry had
					ended up calling some extra rehearsals just for Freddy and me to work on some of
					the harder scenes. Kissing him on stage was the worst bit. Each time we got to the
					death scene, I’d get all fidgety and nervous and worry that I wasn’t kissing him
					right or that the other cast members were watching. I still wasn’t sure that it would
					be okay tonight. We’d never really made it look particularly convincing.

‘Edie? You okay down there?’ asked Freddy, peering down at me.

I peered up and managed to nod. ‘Sort of,’ I said, surprised to hear words actually
					come out of my mouth.

He held out his hand and I took it. It was soft and warm and I didn’t want to let
					it go. ‘Come on, you need to be in the wings. It’s almost time.’

I let him lead me to stage left, where half the cast were pacing or chattering or
					nervously reciting lines under their breath.

‘You look beautiful. You’ll be an amazing Juliet,’ said Freddy, looking straight into
					my eyes and smiling. If I weren’t so totally nervous about the play I would have
					been over the moon that he was being so sweet, but right now all I could think about
					was running away. This was all Belle’s fault. If she hadn’t moved overseas then I’d
					be still playing the Nurse, and I wouldn’t be nervous at all. But playing Juliet
					was huge.

I spied Jackson in the corner doing voice exercises and I thought how nice he looked
					in his Friar robes. We’d hardly spoken since I’d taken the part of Juliet – most
					of my time had been spent with Freddy and the other actors I had key scenes with.
					In fact, I’d pretty much spent every moment with Freddy, hanging out and watching
					old Romeo and Juliet movies, or running lines. It had been nice when I hadn’t actually
					had to face a real audience, but now that the moment had arrived, it was terrifying.
					

Freddy was still holding my hand. I wondered if he could just keep holding it while
					I was on stage, because then I might make it through.

‘Freddy, I’m …’ I couldn’t even say it.

He squeezed my hand. ‘You’ll be fine. Just remember to breathe. I’ll be with you on
					stage, okay?’

I managed a nod, but it wasn’t very convincing.

‘Two minutes to showtime,’ called Kerry as she walked into the wings. She squeezed
					my shoulder, smiling at Freddy and me. ‘Break a leg, guys,’ she said.

‘I hate that expression,’ I said, making Freddy laugh.

‘Yeah, don’t break a leg. That would be messy and unfortunate. Just pretend you’re
					her,’ he said softly.

He was right. That was all it was. Pretending. I could pretend. Couldn’t I?

As we heard the audience start filing in, we immediately fell silent. Then Freddy
					lifted my hand and kissed it, smiling at me as he let go. ‘My lady,’ he said, and
					then disappeared into the wings, headed for the other side of the stage, where he’d
					make his entrance. I closed my eyes and tried to relax, as the curtains opened and
					the play began.

The first two scenes passed quickly. I could feel my heart racing as I waited for
					my entrance. I heard the Nurse call for me and I hurried on stage and took up my
					place. But when I opened my mouth to deliver my line, nothing came out. I just couldn’t
					remember what I was supposed to say. I felt totally panicked. Then for some reason,
					I looked out at the audience, at all the hundreds of faces watching me. And I saw
					Tess’s face in the audience, her smile. She nodded her head and I could imagine her
					willing me to relax, to remember my line, and to stop being nervous. It must have
					worked because I stood up straight, dropped my shoulders, took a breath and turned
					to face the Nurse.

‘How now! Who calls?’ I said in a voice loud and strong. And suddenly I remembered
					every line and every step. I could feel myself becoming Juliet. I wasn’t scared anymore.
					This was what I’d wanted. It was my turn to star.

The play shot forward in a flash. As I prepared myself for the balcony scene, I watched
					Mel and the other backstage helpers wheel out the beautiful balcony, with its cascading
					flowers and vines. It looked just like the side of an Italian villa. They’d done an
					amazing job.

I climbed up the ladder behind the balcony as the curtain rose on the scene. I felt
					amazing, just like Juliet would have as she walked out into the night air, confused
					about loving a Montague, a boy from the family that had been declared her enemy.
					

I listened as Freddy delivered his speeches perfectly. Then it was my turn. I looked
					down into the audience.

‘O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo?

Deny thy father and refuse thy name;

Or if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love,

And I’ll no longer be a Capulet.’

As I finished my speech, I realised how much I was enjoying myself. I was on stage
					so much that I barely even had time to worry about what was up next. I couldn’t believe
					how fast it was all going. And then suddenly it was time for the death scene.

I rushed onto the stage and dropped to my knees, heartbroken that my beloved was
					dead.

‘… and left no friendly drop

To help me after? I will kiss thy lips;

Haply some poison yet doth hang on them,

To make me die with a restorative.’

And then without hesitating, I reached down and took Freddy’s face in my hands and
					kissed his lips. And even though I still thought he was super cute, and he had that
					accent, the kiss was just another moment in the play. At that moment I was Juliet,
					not Edie.

‘Thy lips are warm!’

Then I snatched Freddy’s dagger from his waist and said my final line.

‘O happy dagger!

This is thy sheath; there rust, and let me die.’

And I drove the dagger down the side of my body, pretending to stab myself. I heard
					someone in the audience gasp. As I lay down across Freddy’s body and pretended to
					die, I felt amazing.

I loved every second of being on stage. Even the death scene, which had been so difficult
					in rehearsals, now felt perfect in front of an audience. It was like Freddy and I
					had finally found our rhythm, and the play just soared. As the curtain came down,
					I heard the audience cheering like crazy.

Freddy and I stood up and before I could move away, he scooped me up, spinning me
					around in a circle. ‘You were fantastic, Edie!’

‘So were you!’ I said, giddy. I’d never felt like this before. I just wanted to laugh
					and cheer all at once.

As the curtain opened again, Freddy grabbed my hand and we rushed forward to the
					front of the stage to take our bow. Tess was already on her feet. My family joined
					her, and then the whole audience leapt up and gave us a standing ovation. Freddy
					and I took a huge bow, then held out our hands for the rest of the cast to run on
					and join us.

I stood up and looked out over the audience, my hand still in Freddy’s, a stupidly
					huge smile on my face. I saw Tess grinning back, and I felt like I was just about
					the luckiest girl in the world.
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‘Whoa!’ I whispered to Tess as we stepped inside the stadium. There were just so
					many people. And they’d all come to watch us! Okay, not just us, but still. I’d never
					played netball in front of a crowd of more than about forty. The practice game we’d
					played was nothing compared to this. I suddenly felt really excited.

‘Tess, I can’t believe we’re here. It’s not like a Sapphires game, is it?’ I said,
					grabbing my bestie’s hand and squeezing it. I was so glad I’d decided to stay on
					the team.

Tess shook her head, looking a bit dazed. Suddenly she started waving madly. ‘Look,
					there are our folks.’ Her parents were sitting in the front row, next to my parents. I was amazed to see
					that even my sister had turned up, and Tess’s brothers. ‘We’d better play well today,’
					said Tess nervously, grabbing my hand.

I laughed. ‘You always play well.’

Tess shot me a worried look. ‘You think?’

I raised an eyebrow. She totally knew how good she was. ‘Yeah, for sure. You’re a machine!
					Sometimes it pays to practice. It’s only thanks to you that I finally get how important
					it is to train!’

‘Thanks, Edie,’ she said. ‘I’m so glad you’re here.’

In all our excitement, Tess and I hadn’t even realised that the rest of our team were
					already warming up. Suddenly we heard Justine yell,‘Tess! Edie! You joining us?’
					

We raced out onto the court, apologising madly. Ever since I’d made the decision
					to fully commit to netball, I’d been training super hard. And now that we were here,
					about to go up against the Warriors in our first proper state game, I was so glad
					I had been. I couldn’t wait to get out on the court and show my team how I could
					play when I was totally committed.

Even the blisters seemed to have stopped forming – though that might have had something
					to do Maggie’s mum’s miracle udder cream, which, amazingly, actually seemed to work.
					

As Tess and I ran through our drill passes, I tried to ignore the butterflies in
					my stomach. This was my chance to see if all those hours of training had paid off.
					To see if I’d improved as much as Justine said I had. I still didn’t love training
					as much as Tess or Maggie, and I still sometimes wished that it didn’t have to take
					over all of my spare time. But I also knew that I’d never felt stronger, or more
					in control of my game. I’d never pushed my natural skills as far as they could go
					and that was pretty exciting.

I loved the adrenaline I felt right before a game. It was exactly like the feeling
					I used to get just before going on stage. It was such a rush!

‘Running passes,’ yelled Justine. Tess and I had done this so often we could almost
					do it with our eyes closed. We nailed ten perfect passes, back and forth. As we reached
					the bottom of the court, I heard my name being called. I looked around at the stand
					and saw Finn waving at me. It was the first time I’d seen him since I’d explained
					that I was going to focus on netball. He’d been really good about it, but warned
					me that if he came to watch a game, he’d expect a dance afterwards.

I was so busy waving at Finn that I missed Tess’s pass. I heard him laugh as Tess
					rolled her eyes.

‘He’d better not distract you,’ said Tess, running over to me.

I shot her a look and she smiled. ‘Nothing’s going to distract me today.’

Ever since I’d decided to concentrate on netball, my head had been completely in
					the game. Maybe over the holidays when we weren’t training I could hang out with
					Finn, but right now, it was game time!
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Justine blew her whistle and we ran in for the huddle.

‘Okay girls, I want to see those passes we’ve been working on, and the play where
					Edie drops back to feed the ball to Tess. Got it?’ She didn’t wait for an answer
					before saying in her most serious voice,‘We can win this.’

‘Yeah!’ agreed Tess, totally pumped. The rest of us laughed as the first siren sounded.
					

‘Edie, can I have a word?’ asked Justine as I headed out onto the court. I turned
					to run back to her, but the other team was already lining up, and the siren was about
					to go. Justine seemed to change her mind.

‘Just play hard,’ she said.

Nodding, I hurried onto the court to get into position. Tess grinned at me from the
					goal circle. I grinned back. This was it.

Lining up next to the GD I was pleased to see she was about my height. As we jostled
					around each other, desperate to be first out when the whistle blew, she tried to
					block me with her elbow. Just as the umpire blew the whistle, I dodged around behind. The
					game was on.

I felt so charged as I ran out for the centre pass. The GD was rougher than me, but
					not as quick. I made a short pass to Maggie, dropped back, caught a perfect throw
					and found Tess ready in the ring. Goal. And we were away.

As each team scored, the crowd cheered. It was really weird having such a loud group
					of supporters. I was pretty sure I could actually hear my dad yelling over everyone
					else whenever Tess or I shot a goal. I tried not to look at the scoreboard or the
					time clock – Justine had lectured us about staying in the moment – but as the siren
					went for half-time, I snuck a peek. We were tied, eleven all.

‘Nice shooting,’ said Maggie grabbing Tess and I as we ran to get a drink. Most of
					half-time would be taken up with a speech from Justine, so if we wanted water, it
					had to be fast.

‘Their keeper’s elbowing me behind the play,’ complained Tess. ‘I’m going to be covered
					in bruises.’

‘Elbow her back,’ said Maggie, surprising me. But Tess shook her head. ‘I hate playing
					like that. We just need to beat them.’

‘Okay, girls,’ said Justine, ready to pump us up for the next half. ‘We need to break
					their centre pass. It’s goal for goal at the moment. Edie, I want you to come all
					the way out on their centre passes and defend their Wing Attack. Maggie, you take
					their Goal Attack, okay?’

We needed to do something. There was nothing worse than a draw.

‘You just need to turn the ball over,’ Justine told us as the siren went. I noticed
					Tess was still rubbing her arm. It must have really hurt – she usually never complained.
					‘You okay?’ I asked her as we jogged back onto the court.

‘I’ll be fine, so long as we win!’

I smiled. It was just like her to be this competitive. And that Goal Keeper had really
					gotten under her skin. She was right, though. There was only one way to get back at
					someone who was playing rough, and that was to beat them.

As the crowd starting cheering as we returned to our positions, I realised that a
					big part of playing netball at this level was playing under pressure. Weirdly, it
					actually felt a bit like performing on stage.

The whistle went and I ran out fast, picking up the Wing Attack on the other team. Their
					Centre hesitated, and I knew she’d look to pass the ball back to one of their defenders.
					In the split second before she passed, I saw where she was going to throw. I leapt
					up and intercepted it. It was perfect. Three quick passes down the court and Tess
					had shot a goal. We were in front.

My heart was racing as I took off on our centre pass. Maggie caught it and passed
					it back to me. I lobbed it to Tess, she did a quick pass back to me and I shot a
					goal. Two in front.

Dad was going crazy in the stands. I couldn’t help but laugh as he jumped to his
					feet and yelled. I’d never seen him take a game so seriously. What would he be like
					if we actually made it into the finals?

The rest of the game passed in a blur. Goal for goal. Then they broke our centre
					pass and we were back to being tied. With only a minute left on the clock, they were
					desperate and threw a huge lob. I didn’t think I’d make it, but I jumped just at
					the right time, and managed to hit the ball into Maggie’s hands. She spun around,
					passed it to our Centre and I was off. Too fast for their GD, I got the ball down
					to Tess, just as my player stuck her leg out in front of me and sent me flying. I
					hit the ground hard.

Nothing was broken, but Justine asked if I wanted to come off.

‘Are you kidding?’ I shouted, trying not to show her how much my knee hurt. I didn’t
					think it was serious, but it would be sore tomorrow, and I probably shouldn’t try
					to run on it. But with only twenty seconds left, there was no way I was going off. Tess
					shot for goal, but the ball bounced off the ring and started to drop. It was going
					out of bounds. I couldn’t stand it if we drew. I shot my arm out and managed to whack
					the ball back in. Tess caught it. I heard Maggie cheer behind me as everyone waited
					to see if Tess could put it through.

She shot it up … and in. It was a goal! I couldn’t believe it. The siren went – we’d
					won!

Grinning madly, we shook hands quickly with the other team, and then grouped together,
					laughing. Even Justine looked happy, which didn’t happen very often. ‘Great work,
					girls!’ she said. ‘That was a great win.’

The umpire walked over to our huddle. ‘Great game, girls.’ She looked at me. ‘Edie
					Thomas?’

I nodded. ‘Yeah.’

‘Best on court,’ she said, handing me a medal.

‘Me?’ I sounded surprised.

‘Yeah!’ said Tess. ‘You were everywhere!’

As the umpire placed the medal around my neck, I was grinning even harder than when
					Finn had kissed me on the cheek. This was incredible. I couldn’t believe I’d considered
					giving up netball.

‘Thanks!’ I said, staring at the medal. I’d never had a best on court medal before.
					In our old comp they only gave one out per season, so this was new to me.

‘See you all at training on Monday,’ said Justine, bringing us crashing back down
					to earth. There were a few groans, but for once, I was happy to train. In fact, I
					would have trained right away, if Justine had asked us to.

Tess tucked her arm through mine as we headed over to our parents.

‘We’re going to go all the way, Edie. Under-15s today, the national team tomorrow!’
					

I saw Finn waving at me. I stopped on the court and did a silly little dance. He
					laughed, and I grinned back. The end of the season wasn’t that far away.

‘Edie? You okay?’ said Tess, looking surprised.

I smiled. It had taken me a while to work out how much I loved playing netball, but
					now that I had, I couldn’t think of anywhere I’d rather be.

‘I’m great, Tess. Let’s go celebrate!’
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‘I’m sorry Tess,’ I said. The look on her face told me I didn’t need to say anything
					else. She knew I was dropping out.

‘Won’t you at least think about it?’ she asked sadly.

‘I don’t think I’ve stopped thinking about it since I joined. That’s why I whinge
					all the time about having blisters, and training too much. It’s just not for me, Tess.’

‘Yes it is. You’re a natural. You’re an amazing netballer. I’d do anything to be
					able to play like you,’ she said quietly.

I suddenly felt guilty. Tess worked so hard at being a good netballer – I wondered
					if she thought I had a duty to use my natural abilities.

This was probably the hardest conversation we’d ever had, but I wanted to be honest,
					even if it upset her.

‘I can’t play just because you would if you were me. I have to do what I really want to do. And that’s not playing state netball,’ I said,
					feeling sad as I said it, but also kind of relieved.

‘Are you choosing Finn over netball?’ asked Tess.

I shook my head. ‘No. I’m not. It’s got nothing to do with Finn. I just don’t want
					to give up everything else for netball. I’m sorry.’

Tess started crying. I tried to give her a hug, but she moved away from me. I sighed,
					wondering if I was making the right decision. It wasn’t that I didn’t love playing
					netball – I just didn’t love it enough. But no matter how much I tried to explain
					that to Tess, she just couldn’t seem to accept it. I knew it might be a while before
					we were really okay again. If we were ever really okay again.
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Tess hadn’t spoken to me since then. It had been almost a month. I missed her like
					crazy but I did like having my Saturdays to myself again. If I’d stayed in the team,
					every Saturday would have been about netball, but now, instead of nursing sore legs
					and aching muscles, I was going to the movies with Finn.

‘Okay, what’s it going to be? Heads, horror, tails, comedy,’ said Finn as he flipped
					a coin high into the air.

It was heads. Finn pumped the air dramatically with his fist. ‘Horror! Awesome!’

I groaned. ‘Best of three?’

‘No way. You have to sit through the horror film,’ he said, smiling at me.

‘Fine, I’ll just cover my eyes the whole time,’ I said, grinning back.

‘Bet you don’t. Bet you love it. All that gore!’

I pulled a face, but I didn’t actually care what film we were going to see. I was
					just excited to be seeing it with Finn, and about to eat the biggest box of popcorn
					I’d ever seen.

After the movie we were planning on surprising Tess and Maggie at their game, and
					cheering louder than anyone. I just had to hope Tess wanted me there.

‘Front or back?’ asked Finn as we walked into the cinema.

‘Back,’ I said, heading up the stairs.

The last time I’d been at this cinema was when I’d seen Freddy and Belle together. That
					seemed like ages ago now. A lot had changed since then. Belle wasn’t even in the
					play anymore – she’d had to move suddenly when her mum got some big new job overseas.
					

When Tess stopped hanging out with me, I didn’t really have anyone to sit with in
					class. Luckily, Mel from drama class had included me in her group of friends. And
					they were really nice. They were all working backstage on the play, and Mel had talked
					me into joining them. She even bought me my own hammer, and found me a pair of her
					brother’s overalls that fitted almost perfectly.

So Mel and I ended up on the set-building team together. I discovered that I was
					pretty good with a hammer. And I really loved doing the design stuff. It felt like
					I was getting a chance to be part of the school play but from a distance, which suited
					me right now.

Finn and I raced to get the aisle seat. I won, so he sat down on my lap, laughing
					at me.

‘Get off,’ I said, pushing him. I didn’t actually want him to move, but he did, his
					long legs crashing against mine. I smiled to myself in the dark.

The movie started, and within seconds I was glued to the screen. I’d never seen a
					horror film before. It was hilarious. I think they were zombies or something. They
					wandered about a lot, looking dead, but it so wasn’t scary. I couldn’t believe I’d
					avoided horror movies for so long. I did scream at one point, when a character’s
					head fell off, and Finn grabbed my hand. It was pretty cute because he didn’t take
					it away again, even though it was really hard for him to reach the popcorn with his
					left hand. As the credits rolled, Finn left his hand where it was for a few seconds,
					and then let go. I realised he was grinning at me. ‘You loved that, didn’t you?’

‘Yep,’ I said nodding.

‘Does that mean we can always see horror movies now?’

The sentence made me smile even crazier than I had been. He made it sound like we
					were going to see a movie every week. That was fine by me.

‘Maybe,’ I said softly, suddenly a bit shy.

The cinema was still dark, but I knew any minute the lights would come back on, and
					the moment would be gone. My heart was skipping. It was like Finn could read my mind.
					He leant across and gave me the softest kiss on the lips. I knew I was grinning even
					as he kissed me. As he pulled away, he smiled too.

‘I’m so happy you’re not playing netball anymore,’ he said gently. Then he laughed. ‘This
					is heaps more fun than your gruesome blisters.’

My heart was still racing. I couldn’t believe Finn had kissed me. ‘Agreed,’ I managed
					to say, not really thinking about netball. But suddenly I remembered where we were
					supposed to be. I checked my watch. ‘Netball! We have to go if we’re going to catch
					the game. That was one long zombie massacre!’

We ran for our bikes. Luckily, it was a home game, so we didn’t have far to go. As
					we rode along the back streets I kept flashing back to Finn’s kiss. If I didn’t count
					that sloppy kiss when I was ten, Finn’s kiss was my first. And that made it even
					more special.

We locked our bikes up and scooted into the stadium. There were heaps of people there,
					but we finally found seats off to the side down one end. I saw Tess and Maggie in
					the team huddle, and Justine giving them a pre-game pep talk, and for a second I
					imagined I was still in the team. I shook the thought off.

I couldn’t commit to just one thing like Tess had. I couldn’t pretend I didn’t want
					to do anything else. I loved playing netball, but I also loved acting, and building
					sets for the play, and hanging out with Finn.

As the siren went and the players ran out onto the court, I jumped up and yelled,
					‘Go Tess!’ I saw her turn and look into the crowd, so I waved madly. I’m not sure
					if she saw me, though. Then the whistle blew, and she spun back to focus on the game.
					

As I sat back down, Finn leant over and asked,‘Does it feel weird sitting on the
					sidelines?’

‘A bit,’ I admitted. ‘But not as bad as I’d expected.’ And it was true. I was happy
					watching Tess star, passing to the girl who’d replaced me as GA, and shooting goal
					after goal after goal. Tess knew that all she wanted to do was play netball. And I
					was so impressed at how amazing she was. I’d never really watched Tess play before,
					because I was always out there with her. Now I could really see what kind of player
					she was. Hardworking. Dedicated. Never hogging the ball when she could pass it off,
					and sharing the shots at goal with her GA. That was who she was. The perfect team player.
					

As the final siren went, Finn and I ran down to where the team was gathered, listening
					to Justine’s post-game speech. I waited for Tess and Maggie to walk off the court.
					Finally, Tess looked up and saw me.

‘Great game,’ I said with a smile. Then I threw her the bag of red snakes I’d brought
					with me. She caught them in one hand. ‘Nice throw,’ she said, almost smiling.

‘Nice catch,’ I said lightly.

I remembered Finn was with me, but he obviously understood that I needed to talk
					to Tess, because he’d jumped down onto the court and started walking out with Maggie.
					I held my breath, waiting to see what Tess would do. She climbed up into the stand
					where I was waiting and held out the bag of snakes to me. I grabbed one.

‘You know you shot seventeen goals, right?’ I said, totally impressed.

‘Really?’ she asked, surprised. It was always hard to keep count when you were playing.
					

‘It was pretty weird watching you,’ I said quietly.

Tess looked at me, a snake hanging out of her mouth. ‘Yeah, it’s still pretty weird
					playing without you.’

‘I miss you, Tess.’

She gave me a huge grin. ‘I miss you too!’

I reached out to give her a hug, then pulled away. Her netball dress was sopping wet. ‘Phwoar, you need a shower,’ I said, laughing.
					

‘And you need to tell me all about Finn!’

I was surprised she wanted to know. ‘Really?’

Tess looked at me and raised an eyebrow. ‘Yes, really. Have you kissed him?’

I blushed, and she squealed.

‘You kissed him! Was it nice?’

‘Yeah,’ I said, looking at her and laughing. ‘It was nice.’

‘Told you he liked you!’

All around us, people were coming in to watch the next game.

‘So, Mum’s making chocolate cake …’ said Tess quietly.

I linked my arm through hers and we started walking out of the stadium. ‘Can I lick
					the bowl?’

‘Only if you tell me everything!’ she said, grinning.

‘Deal!’

I realised that no matter how different we were, we were still best friends. We didn’t
					need to play netball together to hang out. We’d been best friends since we were seven. And
					we’d probably still be best friends when we were seventy. And that was a pretty amazing
					feeling.
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As the siren sounded, I felt sick. I couldn’t believe what I was about to do. It
					went against everything I’d ever learnt about fair play.

It was our centre pass. As the whistle went, I dropped back to let Maggie take the
					centre. It was a standard passage of play, and my opponent followed. Maggie was looking
					to pass the ball to me, but the GD was blocking and I couldn’t get around her. Tess
					couldn’t get out either, so Maggie had to pass it back to Becky, our Centre.

The play went back and forth like that for a while. It was so frustrating. I knew
					if I couldn’t make a break out, we weren’t going to get a goal. I took a deep breath,
					hating what I was about to do. I called for the ball and ran forward, my opponent
					going up against me. As we jumped for the ball, I bumped her hard, crashing into
					her strapped leg. I heard her gasp as we landed. Ignoring my conscience, I passed
					the ball off fast to Becky and took off down the court, ready for the pass back.
					The GD was trying to catch me, but I could see she’d slowed down. I had to make the
					most of it. I passed the ball to Maggie and ran for the goal circle. I caught it
					just inside the ring and shot a perfect goal. A few more like that, and we might
					be back in the game.

Instead of high-fiving me, Tess threw me a look. ‘What was that?’

She’d obviously noticed the bump. I shrugged. ‘Nothing.’

She didn’t look like she believed me. And besides, the GD was now limping her way
					back to the line.

It was their centre, but with my opponent unable to catch me, I could help defend
					their attackers. I tapped the pass off and Maggie caught it. We were off again. This
					time Tess shot the goal.

As we walked back for the next centre pass, I saw their coach talking to the umpire.
					The GD was called off the court. I felt horrible as I watched her limp to the bench
					and sit down, clearly in pain. They had ice on her in seconds and I knew they’d probably
					get a doctor up to check her out. This was my fault. I’d let Justine tell me what
					to do and now it was on me. She might have torn her ankle ligament – or worse. She
					might not be able to play for the rest of the season.

Suddenly, I didn’t want to play anymore. The thought of what I’d just done made me
					feel sick, and I couldn’t pretend that I was okay with it. Just as I was about to
					rip off my bib and storm off the court, Tess came up behind me.

‘Edie? We can win this. I don’t know what’s going on, but you need to focus.’

I wanted to tell Tess what had happened, but there wasn’t time. They were sending
					on a replacement GD.

‘Okay?’ she asked, catching my eye.

I nodded. ‘Okay.’

I played the rest of the game in a bit of a daze. My new opponent wasn’t as good
					as the other one, so I managed to beat her without much trouble. Once we’d scored
					a few goals, the rhythm of the game changed, and we started to play differently.
					More determined. More like a team.

Suddenly we were fourteen-all. It was our centre pass and I could hear Justine screaming
					instructions from the sidelines. I shot her a look and as I did, I noticed the injured
					GD crying on the bench. I felt like my feet were glued to the ground.

The whistle went and I snapped back to the game. I ran out and caught the ball, passing
					it off fast to Maggie. She flicked off another fast pass to Becky, and then I was
					down in the goal ring. The ball came flying in my direction and I snatched it clear.
					I could make this shot. I was quite a way out from the ring, but Tess was stuck behind
					two defenders, and she couldn’t get out.

‘Shoot, Edie!’ I heard Justine yell. I knew the siren was about to go. I had to make
					a decision. If I hadn’t injured my player and caused her to land the way she had,
					we would have been thrashed. The game was only close because I’d cheated. I didn’t
					want to wear that. Not for anyone.

I lined the shot up. I couldn’t believe what I was about to do. But then the ball
					left my hands and I saw it hit the ring and bounce off, dropping just short of a
					goal. Tess tried to grab it and take another shot, but before she could, the siren
					went. The game was over. We’d lost by one.

I shook hands with the other team, and waited for Tess to come and grill me. It didn’t
					take long.

‘No way you could have missed that. What’s going on?’

‘I’m sorry,’ I said, feeling like I’d let everyone down. First by cheating, and then
					by missing a shot I could have nailed.

‘What for? Did you deliberately miss?’ asked Tess, looking horrified.

‘Yeah.’ I couldn’t meet her gaze.

‘Why?’

I realised that everyone else had left the court, and it was just Tess and I still
					standing in the ring.

‘Justine told me to target my opponent because of her ankle. So I did, and now she’s
					over there crying. Because of me. That was the only reason we were winning,’ I admitted,
					relieved to be able to tell someone.

‘Why didn’t you just say no?’ said Tess, making it sound simple.

‘I tried. Justine told me if I didn’t bump her, I’d be benched. Now I wish I’d taken
					the bench.’

Tess looked horrified. Her mouth was open, but no words were coming out. ‘That’s …
					that’s …’

‘Shocking? I know. So that’s why I deliberately missed the goal. I didn’t think we
					deserved to win, not like that.’

I waited for Tess to get angry with me. Bumping a player was one thing, but throwing
					the game was even worse. Losing this game could make all the difference to where
					we ended up on the ladder. Tess didn’t say anything. Instead she just threw her arms
					around me. I couldn’t believe how good it felt, knowing she completely understood
					why I’d done what I’d done.

We walked off the court and I grabbed my drink bottle, trying to avoid Justine. I
					figured there’d be a big lecture to come. The rest of my team looked shattered. We’d
					come so close to beating the Warriors. They were probably all pretty mad at me at
					that moment, but I’d just have to deal with it. There was no way I could tell them
					what I’d done.

‘Thought you’d been practicing shooting from that far out,’ said Justine, looking
					furious.

I was about to try and defend myself when Tess whirled around and did it for me.
					‘I can’t believe you’d ask Edie to deliberately target a player. That’s not okay,
					Justine. I bet Kathryn Fraser wouldn’t be too happy with that sort of coaching,’
					she said quietly, making sure none of our teammates could hear her.

In any other situation I would have almost laughed at the look on Justine’s face.
					Instead, I took a deep breath and told her, ‘I don’t want to play state netball if
					I have to do things like that.’

‘Me either,’ said Tess, looking as fierce as ever.

Justine sort of crumbled. She went bright red, and was clearly really embarrassed.
					‘I’m sorry. You’re right. I just wanted to beat them. I swear it won’t happen again,’
					she said.

‘Okay,’ I told her, not wanting things to be too weird at training on Monday. Hopefully
					we could all forget this.

As we walked off, Tess squeezed my hand. ‘It wasn’t really your fault that she landed
					badly. You didn’t push her and you didn’t trip her. You might have bumped her, but
					players do that all the time. That’s just trying to win the ball.’

I smiled at Tess’s reasoning. I knew she was trying to make me feel better, and it
					was definitely helping. But I still wanted to apologise to the other player.

As I looked over to see if the girl was still on the bench, my stomach dropped. She
					had a doctor with her. And that doctor was my mum. Great. Trust my mum to jump in
					and start helping out the other team!

Mum was kneeling down, strapping the girl’s leg, when Tess and I walked up.

‘Edie! I was just explaining to Emma here that you’re my daughter.’

Emma looked up at me. I tried to work out if she was angry, but I couldn’t really
					tell.

‘You okay?’ I asked.

There was a pause, then Mum answered for her. ‘She’ll be out for at least a month.’
					

Emma looked teary, and I felt even worse. ‘I’m sorry. I feel really awful that I made
					you land like that,’ I said, even though Tess was elbowing me, trying to make me
					stop talking. I think she was worried I’d get Justine in trouble, but I wasn’t that
					stupid.

‘It’s not your fault. Not really. I probably shouldn’t have been playing on it anyway,’
					said Emma.

‘Still, I’m sorry.’

I realised Mum was watching me strangely. It was like she knew something had happened
					on the court, even if she wasn’t sure exactly what. ‘I keep telling you girls that
					netball is bad for your joints,’ she said, making Tess and I groan. ‘Not now, Mum!’
					

She laughed. ‘Okay, fair enough.’

Then Emma straightened up. ‘Thanks for missing that last goal. I’d heard you were
					a gun of a shooter. You must have been having an off day,’ she said, staring at me with a smile. I smiled
					back.

‘I’ll make sure I’m better for the finals,’ she continued. ‘We can do it all again.’
					She held her hand out for me to shake.

I shook her hand. ‘I look forward to it.’

‘I’ll see you at home, honey,’ said Mum, as Tess and I headed off to join the others.
					

‘You know what, I reckon after today Justine will never hassle us about anything
					again!’ laughed Tess.

‘She’s probably terrified of you!’ I said.

‘She should be!’ She grinned, linking her arm through mine. ‘Chocolate cake?’

‘I thought you’d never ask!’
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‘Bench me then,’ I said, pulling off my bib and handing it to Justine. ‘I’m not playing
					like that.’

‘Fine,’ said Justine, yanking the bib out of my hand and passing it to Poppy. Even
					though only seven players were needed on court, each state netball team had several
					extra players. That way, if someone was injured, another player could step in.

I watched Justine talk to Poppy, wondering if she’d ask her to target the GD too,
					or if she’d realised it wasn’t okay.

‘Edie? Are you sick?’ asked Tess, looking concerned.

But before I could answer her, Justine yelled for the team to get back on the court. The
					siren had gone and the game was starting.

Tess kept looking over at me, but there was no way I could explain what had happened
					while she was on the court. Besides, I didn’t want to wreck the game for her – although
					that was fast happening anyway. The Warriors had stormed ahead, and their GD was shutting
					down any attempt our attackers made to get the ball. I knew Tess was frustrated,
					and I hoped she’d understand why I’d refused to target their player. I didn’t want
					her to blame me if we lost, which was looking pretty likely at this stage. For a
					second I wondered if I’d done the right thing. Without their GD we might have stood
					a chance. I shook the thought off. I didn’t want to be responsible for injuring someone.
					

By the time the siren went at half-time, we were three goals down. I felt weird sitting
					on the bench as the rest of the team came into the huddle. Tess called me over to
					join in, but I shook my head. I didn’t want to have to explain myself to the rest
					of the team.

As the game started again, I tried to work out what the Warriors’ plays were. They
					positioned themselves differently to us, and moved the ball down the court in a slightly
					unusual way. I figured the reason they kept winning was because nobody had quite
					worked out how to shut them down. I noticed that their Wing Attack always seemed
					to run to the same spot. If we could just beat her there, they’d be down a player.
					I really wished that I was still on the court. I hated sitting here, watching my
					team get beaten.

The netball fairy must have heard me. Meg, our Wing Defence, leapt up to intercept
					a pass and she crashed down heavily. Her knee bent backwards. Even from the bench
					I could tell it was bad. She screamed as she hit the ground, and the umpire blew
					the whistle to stop the game as everyone surrounded her to see if she was okay. I
					wanted to run on too, but I couldn’t. Not from the bench.

I watched Justine and Tess lift her up and support her as she hopped from the court,
					crying. She couldn’t put any weight on her right leg. I really hoped she hadn’t torn
					a ligament or something.

‘Edie, you’re on,’ yelled Justine, tossing me the WD bib as she helped Meg to the
					bench.

I pulled a face. ‘I can’t play Wing Defence.’

‘Well, you’re not playing Goal Attack, and we need you,’ said Justine harshly.

I pulled on the bib. As I ran out onto the court, Tess grabbed my arm. ‘What is going
					on?’

‘I’ll tell you later.’

She nodded. ‘Hope you’ve got a plan. We’re getting thrashed!’

A plan? Hardly. I hadn’t played this position since I was ten. I might have been
					a natural attacker, but I certainly wasn’t a natural defender.

The whistle went and the game was back on. My WA was fast and pushy. Having seen
					the way she always ran to the same side of the goal circle, my only thought was to
					get there first and intercept. The first time I tried it, she had the ball away before
					I had any chance of grabbing it, and they scored a goal. They were now four goals
					up. We were in real trouble.

On their centre pass, I ran out fast. I knew exactly where she was going – I guess
					that was the advantage of watching from the bench. I’d started to read the play differently.
					I knocked the pass away and Maggie snatched it up. A quick pass back to me and I
					lobbed it long to Tess in the circle. It was a crazy pass, but I knew Tess could
					catch it. She did, and she scored. Now we were three down.

I realised I was trying to play attack from a defensive position, which was risky.
					I had to try and defend as well. Besides, I had a lot to prove to Justine. I needed
					to show her we could win without targeting injured players.

As I chased the WA down the court, I waited a split second for their Centre to pass
					the ball off and then I leapt in front, snatching it away. I threw the ball to Maggie,
					and she passed it to Becky, our Centre. Becky passed to Tess, who promptly shot another
					goal. Two down.

As I jogged back for the centre pass, I saw Justine watching me. She nodded and shrugged,
					which I gathered was some sort of weird apology. I knew we’d have to talk about what
					happened later, but right now, I was going to smash this game as hard as I could.
					

On our next centre pass, I came right out, freeing Poppy up to run into the goal
					third. It was a messy play, but it was effective, and Tess scored another goal. I
					could feel the charge of our team as we began to realise we could actually win. Suddenly
					everyone lifted. Maggie threw a beautiful lob to Tess, which she caught just inside
					the circle. And from there she shot a perfect goal. The scores were level. This game
					was ours.

With only a minute to go, Justine started yelling from the sidelines. Even she could
					feel it. I knew we had to convert their next centre pass. As the whistle went, I
					sprung out like I was being chased. Our defence was so good, the Warriors had no
					one to pass to, and the umpire blew her whistle. They’d held the ball for more than
					three seconds, so it was ours. I took the pass and threw it fast to Maggie, who then
					bounce-passed to Tess. I expected Tess to take a shot, but instead she threw a sneaky
					short pass to Poppy, who’d replaced me in Goal Attack. Poppy shot a beautiful goal,
					putting us in front by one.

We’d just jogged back to the line when the siren sounded. We’d won the game.

I heard the cheers from the crowd as our team huddled close, and sang our team song.
					We were all beaming. Even Justine broke into the huddle and joined in. She caught
					my eye, smiled, and mouthed,‘I’m sorry.’ I just nodded. I knew there would be a proper
					chat, but now wasn’t the time. We’d just beaten the top team – and we’d done it without
					targeting anyone.
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Tess handed out the jelly snakes. I grabbed an extra one and walked over to the bench,
					where Meg was having her knee strapped – by my mum. She must have seen what had happened
					and run down to help out.

‘Nice game, honey,’ said Mum, looking up from where she was tying off the bandage.
					

‘Thanks,’ I said, handing Meg a jelly snake. ‘You okay?’ She nodded. ‘Your Mum says
					it’s not too bad. A couple of weeks maybe, and I’ll be back.’

‘Good, because Wing Defence is one hard position. We need you!’ I said, not wanting her to think that just because we’d won, she wasn’t
					needed. She smiled at me. ‘You did okay in it. Amazing game, Edie.’

‘Yeah, I had a point to make.’

Tess had joined us while we were talking, and I could feel her looking at me strangely.
					But before I could explain anything to her, I heard someone calling my name. I looked
					around and saw a cute, grinning face beaming down at me from the stand. It was Finn.
					I looked at Tess, who gave me a huge smile. ‘Go. Your fan awaits!’ I certainly didn’t
					need to be told twice. After all the craziness of the game, talking to Finn seemed
					like the best way I could possibly celebrate.

Besides, he really was cute. And I was pretty sure he didn’t train on Thursdays,
					and neither did I, so maybe … just maybe … we could finally find an hour or two to
					hang out.
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