My best moment with Perijee happened when we
were lying out in the cove. There weren’t any

clouds that night, not one. If you opened your eyes
wide enough you could see all the stars together,
looking down on us like a city in the sky. It was just
me and Perijee and the waves coming in and nothing
else for miles and miles. The sky had never looked
so big to me before. :

I tried to find one of the stars that Dad had told
me about, so I could show it to Perijee. He was still
about my size then. This was before he tried to take
over the world etc.

‘Perijee,” I said, pointing up. ‘Look.’

Perijee looked at my finger.

‘No,” I said, pointing harder. ‘Look there. At that

star.

Perijee grew a finger on his hand and tried



B o show it to & I groaned.

b ‘No, Perijee.” 1 pulled his head down to my arm :
- ‘That star, at the end of my finger, is called Sirius‘

g_’s ﬂ.m, closest one to Earth — that’s why it’s so bright.,

 Perijee nodded.
'aff‘Maybe'that’s where you came from,’ I said.

d, like a candle in a jar. He grew
s of them, wrapping round my
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It all started just like any other morning, except |
was holding a pineapple and the cove was covered

in ten thousand dead jellyfish.

The cove wasn’t normally covered in dead
jellyfish. Normally it was covered in shingle, which
is like rubbish painful sand. It was pretty much the
only thing there was on Middle Island — that’s why
no one else lived there, apart from me and Mum and
Dad.

By the end of that day, lots of other things would
be different — in fact, everything would be. But I
didn’t know that then. All I knew was that 1 had a
pineapple.

Frank’s boat finally appeared, creaking through
the cove in a cloud of smoke.

“You’re late!” I shouted.

Frank was always late. He made me miss the



school register so often the others in class had started
calling me ‘Late-lin’ instead of Caitlin, which is my
name. When I asked if they could call me something
else, they changed it to ‘the weirdo who just moved
here and who can’t read or write properly’, which is
what they stuck with for the rest of the year.

Frank used to be a local fisherman, but he wasn’t
very good at it so Mum and Dad hired him to drive
me to school every day instead. He has long hair like a
lady and a big bushy beard, and doesn’t do any normal
grown-up things like own a car or wear shoes.

He stopped the boat beside the jetty and stared
out.

‘Jesus,” he said.

It’s a pineapple, I explained. “We all have to
bring in food.”

Frank pointed behind me.

‘I was talking about the jellyfish, Caitlin.

‘Oh yeah,’ I said. ‘Them.’

I climbed into the boat while Frank shook his

head some more. -

‘Never seen anything like it ... Dead fish
everywhere, boats wrecked, flooding all over the
‘mainland ... He turned to me with a grm ‘Som§
storm, eh?’ desdbaaie AR ARG
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“What storm?’ I said.

- Frank was surprised. ‘The one last night, sprat,
Wlth all the thunder and lightning’

I shook my head. Frank frowned.

‘... And the gale-force winds? The tWenty_fOOt
? The massxve meteor shower that people saw



The engine belched and we set off for the
mainland.

‘So,” said Frank after a while. “Nice pineapple.’

‘Thanks!’ I said. ‘I thought I’d bring in an exciting
fruit, seeing as it’s the last day of term.’

Frank whistled. ‘Summer holidays! Ooh, you
jammy git. I'd love six weeks off work.’

“You don’t have a job,” I pointed out.

Frank scowled at me. ‘What about you? Anything
exciting planned for your time off?’

Of course I had. I'd been planning it for weeks.

‘’'m going to have a party on the island!’ I said.
‘’m inviting the whole class today!’

Frank looked amazed. “Wow! Your parents don’t
mind having that many people over?”

‘I’m sure they won’t,’ I said.

Frank’s smile disappeared.

¢ You have asked them, haven’t you?’

‘Of course!” I said. ‘I mean, I will, eventually. But
let’s face it — they’ll both be too busy to care what I
do over the holidays anyway. Dad’s not back from his
book tour for months, and Mum’s got a big deadline
so she’ll be on the computer every day. Even more

~ than usual.”
Frank shlfted nervously beside me.




‘Look, sprat —I'm not sure having a party is such 5
good idea. Why not just invite a couple of mateg over)’
I groaned. ‘I've fried that! Linvite people from my
class all the time, but they’re always busy — every
single weekend! I mean, how am I supposed to make
any friends up here if no one ever comes over?’ |
laughed. ‘It’s almost like they’re making up excuses
not to come, because they think I'm a complete dork







left before everyone else when the bell rang for

the end of the day and walked quickly down to the
harbour. I only stopped to throw my pineapple at a
wall and stamp it into chunks.

I was much faster than normal, so Frank was still

smoking by the time I got to the boat. He started
coughing when he saw me and threw his cigarette
into the water. |

‘Christ!” he said. ‘You’re in a hurry!’

I got straight in. ,

‘Er ... everything all right?’ said Frank.

I sat and wai_ted; Frank bit his lip, then quickly
turned on the engine. We drove off in silence. The
‘Waves smacked against the front of the boat and

the malnland slipped out of 81ght behlnd us. Frank
: glanced over atme.

.“‘So‘ ...went well d1d 1t?’- =



My lip started trembling.

‘Oh no,” said Frank. ‘Please don’t start crying.’

I did. I sprayed tears all over the place. Tears
and worse. Frank looked like he was trying to sail
through a hurricane.

‘Argh ... oh god ... there’s bound to be some
tissues somewhere . .. take the wheel, will you?

I steered and sobbed while Frank looked for
tissues. Eventually he came back with an old tea
towel he found under a gutbox.

‘Want to talk about it?” he said gently.

I shook my head. “You wouldn’t understand.
Schools were completely different when you were
my age. They hadn’t even discovered electricity.’

Frank frowned. ‘I’m forty-two, Caitlin”

“You’d have had candles instead of computers, and

horses instead of ..

‘Just tell me what happened.’

My eyes filled up again.

‘They all laughed at me,’ I said quietly. “The whole
class. No one wants to come over.” My voice started
trembling. ‘I’ve got to spend the whole summer ...
by myself!” | |

Right on cue Middle Island a up ahead, -
gloomy and grey with clouds It lookad even: more‘ R
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empty than usual. I burst into tears, again, Frang )
pulled up by the jetty and turned the engine off We ,
sat and floated in silence, clouds of jellyfish lapping
against the sides like bubblebath.

‘I'm sorry they laughed at you, sprat,” he said.
‘They shouldn’t have done that. I know what it’s |jie
to be lonely around here. Some days you're the only

| - person I talk to, apart from:thefish s = au
Ilookedathlm suspiciously. “... You talk to the E







“Fine,” he said. ‘T'll come over.

week — all right?’
I gasped. ‘Really?’
“Yes! Really!” Frank snapped. ‘But the secondyoy
t going on about me taking out my eye .. >




