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About the Book



I’m Edie and I love science. So when I started at a new school, I decided it could be one giant experiment.


Can I give you some advice? Avoid sliming your entire classroom. You could end up in trouble with your teacher, your new classmates and the principal.


Between the great slime fiasco, the apology cookie surprise and the wrinkle cream mix-up, I’ve discovered making friends isn’t an exact science!
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If there’s one piece of advice I can give you for your first day at a new school, it’s this: avoid sliming your entire classroom. Even if it’s only an accident, you’ll probably end up in trouble with your new teacher . . . or your classmates . . . or your principal. Or with all three, like I did.

The day started out innocently enough. I’d decided to experiment with toast toppings, and was creating an interesting swirling pattern on my multigrain when Dad bounded down the stairs with Max on his back.


‘Would you like a sample?’ I offered them my plate.

Dad raised his eyebrows. ‘Vegemite and honey? No thanks, Edie.’

‘No, Dee-Dee,’ Max said, with a toothy grin.

‘Suit yourself,’ I said, shrugging. Thirty-six-year-olds and two-year-olds tended to be a bit fussy when it came to experimenting with food. One time last year I made breakfast pizzas, and they refused to try even a small slice. Just because the fruit, cereal and milk went a little gluggy in the oven didn’t mean the pizzas wouldn’t taste good. (Although, on that occasion, they had tasted pretty terrible.)

I bit into my deliciously tangy toast, and beamed at them. ‘Tastes great!’

‘If you say so,’ Dad said, as he fixed himself and Max some boring, non-experimental wheat flakes.

‘Have you seen my keys?’ Mum bustled in, smelling of flowery perfume. ‘I can’t find them anywhere.’ I was used to seeing Mum’s frizzy hair poking out all over the place (a lot like mine), but today it was pinned back neatly in a high bun. I wondered how long it had taken her to get it so smooth. When I used to do ballet, Mum had to plaster my hair with five cans of hairspray just to get it to stay (reasonably) in place.

‘Are they on the key hook?’ Dad said, grinning. He pointed to where the keys were hanging on the pegboard by the fridge.

Mum exhaled. ‘Thank goodness for that.’ She dumped them in her handbag, then started checking off her fingers.

‘So . . . Max naps around 2 pm. If you go out this morning, the nappy bag needs a new packet of wipes. Oh, and could you please pick up some milk?’

‘Sure,’ Dad said. ‘I have looked after Max before, you know.’ He let out an exaggerated sigh, and rolled his eyes.

‘Yah, ya know?’ said Max, copying Dad’s exaggerated sigh.


I giggled. With the same shaggy blond hair, cheeky grin and bright eyes, Max and Dad could’ve been twins, if they weren’t thirty-four years apart in age.

Mum laughed. ‘Okay, point taken.’

‘So . . .’ Dad clipped on Max’s bib. ‘Are you ready for your first day, Edie?’

‘Hmm.’ I licked remnants of vegemite and honey off my fingers. ‘I think so.’ There had been a pair of overactive butterflies hovering around my stomach since the night before, but other than that I was feeling okay. ‘It’ll be nice to have some new lab partners . . . But I’ll definitely miss Winnie.’ Winnie was my best friend at my old school, and she loved science too. We used to live next door to each other, but now we lived on opposite sides of the city.

‘Of course.’ Dad squeezed my shoulder. ‘But I’m sure you’ll be making bubble towers with some new buddies in no time.’ He winked.

Mum groaned. ‘No more bubble towers this decade, please!’


Dad and I shared a smile. He once helped Winnie and me with a Never-Ending Bubble Experiment, which didn’t exactly go to plan. Long story short, we spent an entire day cleaning foamy bubbles off every single surface of our house.

Mum kissed me on the forehead. ‘Just be yourself, sweetie, that’s all that matters.’

‘That’s right,’ agreed Dad. ‘Everything else will fall into place.’

‘Yeah, I hope so.’

Max, having been left out of the conversation for a good twenty seconds, took that opportunity to upend his cereal bowl all over the table.

‘Uh-oh!’ He covered his mouth with his hands. (Even though I’m 99 per cent sure it was on purpose.)

‘Oh no, Max!’ Dad hopped up to grab a dishcloth, and I ducked upstairs to get ready.

As I packed my shiny new stationery and mountain of books into my backpack, my eyes fell upon my science kit in the corner of the room. A light bulb turned on in my head.

Mum and Dad were right – I just needed to be myself. And what better way to introduce myself to my new classmates than by showing them how much I love science?

I grabbed my science kit and slipped it on top of my books, then zipped up my overfilled bag. I couldn’t wait to meet my new class. It was going to be a great day.
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As I sat in Room 13B, surrounded by unfamiliar faces, I felt confident knowing my science kit was safely tucked under my desk.

‘Today we welcome a new student to Class 5Z.’ My teacher, Mr Zhu, smiled. ‘Edie Butler has just moved here from across the city.’ The kids turned to look at me. ‘Today is her very first day here at Cedar Road Primary.’ Mr Zhu’s eyes were warm and he had a deep voice. It was the voice I’d always imagined Max’s favourite teddy bear, Mr Bots, would have. His hair was grey, like Mr Bots’ fur, and he even wore braces to hold up his trousers. (Although Mr Zhu’s were black, while Mr Bots preferred red.) I liked him straightaway, even though he’d made a mistake with my name.

I raised my hand. ‘It’s Baxter, actually.’

He squinted through his glasses at the piece of paper in his hand. ‘Sorry – Edie Baxter, yes, that’s what I meant.’ He glanced up. ‘Would you like to come up the front, Edie, and tell us about yourself?’

‘Sure!’ I reached under my desk, grabbed my science kit and bounded up the front.

‘I’m Edie,’ I said, beaming at my new classmates. ‘I’m ten-and-a-quarter years old, and we’ve just moved house so we can be close to my mum’s new work.’ Mum used to work part-time and Dad worked full-time, but this year they decided to do a swap.

‘I see.’ Mr Zhu nodded. ‘And what do you think of your new neighbourhood, Edie?’

‘Oh, it’s amazing!’


For one thing, the playground at the bottom of the street was top quality. I’d conducted playground equipment testing the day we moved in, and was impressed with both the swing trajectory and seesaw strength.

The neighbours were really great too. Joe, the old man from next door, had seemed pretty helpful when he dropped by the day we moved in. He let us know that our moving truck was encroaching on his driveway by ten centimetres. I thought it was very kind and thoughtful of him, even though Dad had rolled his eyes after he left.
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The kids were looking at my science kit. Some of them were starting to whisper and point. I cut to the chase.

‘I love doing experiments – Mum and I do them at home all the time.’ Well, maybe not so much since we’d moved. But we used to.

I opened my science kit. ‘I got this for my birthday last year.’ I pulled out my lab coat and safety goggles, and my all-time favourite book, Fun Experiments at Home.

‘Very interesting, Edie,’ said Mr Zhu. ‘Thank you for sharing that.’

Before I could return to my seat, a girl in the middle row with the curliest blonde hair I’d ever seen raised her hand.

‘What’s your favourite experiment?’ she asked. Her hair bounced as she spoke. It looked like a bunch of springs sticking out from her head. With hair like that she’d have to be a potential science buddy, especially for physics experiments. I was so mesmerised I almost forgot to answer her question.


‘I like all kinds of experiments . . . Pasta Rocket, Rainbow in a Glass, Baking Soda Volcano –’

‘Baking Soda Volcano!’ Her eyes lit up. ‘I’ve done that one before! In fact . . .’ She rummaged around in her pencil case and pulled out a small golden trophy with Science Fair Winner – Emily James engraved on the front. ‘That’s how I won this!’ She puffed out her chest as she set it down on her desk.

Mr Zhu’s eyes crinkled. ‘That’s right, Emily won our Science Fair at the start of the year.’

‘I even beat the Year Sixes,’ she said as she flicked her coils of blonde hair over her shoulder.

I gasped. ‘Wow, that’s amazing!’ The trophy looked awesome. I was immediately super jealous.

‘Tell us more about yourself, Edie,’ Mr Zhu said. ‘Do you have any brothers or sisters?’

I tore my eyes away from Emily James’s shiny trophy. ‘One brother. He’s really into experiments too. Like the Airborne Toddler Experiment we conducted last week.’ Max had been very enthusiastic about that one. ‘Well, tried to conduct,’ I clarified. ‘Mum cut it short before we could fully test the aerodynamics of his pyjamas.’

The class giggled.

Mr Zhu’s eyes bulged. ‘Dear me.’ He scratched his head. ‘Airborne Toddler? That doesn’t sound very safe.’

‘Don’t worry,’ I assured him. ‘My experiments are usually safe.’ Airborne Toddler had been a one-off. So was the Hair-Fire incident last year. Most of the time, my experiments were completely, one hundred per cent safe. (At least three-quarters of the time, anyway.)

I answered a few more of Mr Zhu’s questions (favourite sport: netball, favourite colour: blue), then sauntered back to my seat, swinging my science kit. As I sat down, my new desk buddy, a girl with two neat brown plaits (which would never require any of Mum’s hairspray) turned to me. ‘Cool science kit, Edie. I’m Annie B.’
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Before I could ask what the ‘B’ was for, she added. ‘There were two Annies in my Year One class.’

‘Oh, right. Cool.’ I’d always been the only Edie in my class, so I’d never had the pleasure of an extra initial.

I thrust out my hand. ‘Nice to meet you, Annie B.’

She smiled and shook my hand. ‘Do you want to play handball at morning tea?’

My heart skipped a beat. ‘Sure!’

As Mr Zhu handed out a vocab list, the overactive butterflies in my stomach started to relax.

What had I been so worried about? My new class was awesome. I’d make friends in no time.

Things were going to be just fine.
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‘I also won the geography competition last year, and the Spelling Bee.’ Emily James twisted a coil of hair around her finger as she waited beside me in the handball queue at recess that day. ‘I’m pretty good at competitions, I guess.’

Samirah, a small girl with straight black hair, rolled her eyes. Annie B said ‘hmm’ with a stiff smile, but I was thoroughly impressed.

‘Really? That’s amazing!’ The handball flew past, and the girl who missed it hung her head and plodded to the back of the queue. We all shuffled up the line.

‘I hope there’s another Science Fair soon,’ I said. My old school never had a Science Fair. I couldn’t wait to be part of one.

‘I’m sure there will be,’ Emily James said vaguely, just as the boy on the court double-bounced the ball. He sighed, then ran to the back of the queue. ‘Oh, it’s my turn!’ Emily James skipped to the centre of the court. ‘I’m going to beat you!’ she taunted the other player. The boy in the King square glared back.

‘Emily James is a bit competitive,’ Annie B whispered to me.

I grinned. ‘I can tell!’

‘Maybe you’ll win the next Science Fair, though,’ Samirah said. ‘It sounds like you know lots about science.’ She blinked up at me.

‘Yeah, maybe,’ I said. ‘I do love experiments.’

As Emily James took control of the handball court (she was pretty good, I had to admit), an idea started to build up in my brain. It began as a small snowball at the top of a cliff, then started rolling downhill, gathering momentum and getting bigger and bigger as it went.

It was a good one. Possibly my best idea yet.

My classmates seemed pretty interested in my science kit and my experiments. They clearly loved science as much as I did.

Maybe I could demonstrate a special science experiment for them, to show them how excited I was to be joining their class . . .

Better yet . . . why not surprise them with an experiment?
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At lunchtime, I waited patiently until my classmates were engrossed in handball again (and the teacher on playground duty was occupied with tying Prep kids’ shoelaces), then I snuck back inside.

After two wrong turns and almost bumping into a librarian carrying a stack of books, I managed to make it back to Room 13B. (Note to self: when conducting first-day-of-school experiments in the future, make sure to bring a map.)


Once I’d successfully found my classroom, I grabbed the materials from my science kit and got straight to work.

Unfortunately, I didn’t have a bowl or container in my science kit to mix up the slime, but a keen scientist will always come up with a solution. I managed to dig up a bowl in the craft cupboard (any kid can sniff out a craft cupboard, after all), then I mixed up the slime in a flash.

‘Perfect!’ I skipped around the classroom, popping a handful of slime on each desk. It was one of my best batches yet – perfectly squelchy, sufficiently goopy and an ideal shade of green.

As I rinsed out the bowl and returned it to the craft cupboard, my heart felt as light and fluffy as fairy floss. Surprise Slime was the perfect present for my new classmates. They were going to love it.
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Once the lunch bell rang, I sprinted over to our classroom with Annie B.

‘I wonder which book Mr Zhu will read today,’ Annie B whispered to her partner in line.

I smiled to myself. I was pretty sure there wouldn’t be any reading going on once everyone saw my special surprise. More like a whole lot of whooping with joy, and squeezing and poking balls of slime. It was going to be awesome.

As we headed into the classroom, Mr Zhu stopped suddenly, his forehead creasing.

The queue jolted to a stop. A chorus of voices started up.

‘What is it, Mr Zhu?’

‘What’s happening?’

‘Quit standing on my heels!’

‘It’s nothing, kids.’ Mr Zhu mopped his brow with a chequered handkerchief. ‘Let me see . . . Perhaps just stay out here in the corridor for a second?’ He tried to usher us to stand by the bag racks, but elbows jostled and heads bobbed up and down to see through the windows.

‘Ew!’

‘Can you see that?’

‘Yuck, that’s disgusting!’

Something wasn’t right. By now, my classmates should’ve been running to their desks and squealing with glee as they played with their balls of slime.

I snuck to the front of the queue. ‘Oh no.’

My stomach dropped down to my toes.
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There was green everywhere.

Puddles of green liquid had seeped all over the kids’ desks, and strings of green dripped onto the floor. There was even green gunk on the books and pencil cases everyone had stacked beside their desks.

It was like the time Max vomited after eating broccoli.

Green. All. Over. The. Place.

‘What is it?’ The girl standing next to me looked like she’d seen a ghost. A boy with spiky black hair shrieked.

‘I – I’m not sure.’ Mr Zhu patted his brow once more.

But I knew what it was: melted slime. I’d once accidentally left slime on the back deck at our old house, and it had ended up as a sticky, drippy mess by the afternoon.

I ran to my desk to inspect the pool of slime. How could it possibly have melted when it was inside the classroom? There was no sun inside . . . it wasn’t like the time on the deck at all.

Unless . . . I quickly scanned the room. Of course! The air conditioner – it had been off all lunchtime.

The hot room had turned my Surprise Slime into a sticky slime-tastrophe.

My classmates spilled into the classroom, gaping as they discovered their green-stained belongings.

‘It’s everywhere,’ said Annie B, her lower lip trembling as she picked up her slime-spotted maths book.


‘It’s disgusting!’ The boy with spiky black hair was on the verge of tears.

An ear-piercing squeal hit the air. ‘My trophy!’

Emily James stood at her desk, her jaw practically on the floor. She gingerly held the corner of her Science Fair trophy, which was dripping with green liquid.

My stomach twisted.

That wasn’t good. Not one bit.

But things got worse when I saw Mr Zhu’s desk.
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His big pile of slime, which I’d emptied onto the centre of his desk, had spread out, oozing all over his laptop.

‘Oh dear,’ he said, frowning and scratching his head. ‘How did this happen?’

‘Don’t worry, everyone!’ I sprang into action and grabbed a handful of paper towels from the sink. ‘I’ll fix it!’

As Mr Zhu comforted a girl in the front row, whose soccer ball had been an unfortunate victim of the slime, I hopped around the desks as quickly as I could.

‘Won’t take a minute,’ I said determinedly, swiping and wiping at the green goop.

The slime on the books and desks was wiping off okay, but the bits on the pencil cases, library bags and carpet wasn’t as easy to dislodge. In fact, as I scrubbed at a pool of slime on the carpet, I realised I was probably making it worse. Every time I tried to wipe it up, it would spread even further.

‘Who would do this?’ Emily James clutched her trophy to her chest, her brow furrowed and her mouth in a straight line. She didn’t look much like a physics buddy any more. More like a professional kickboxer, ready to unleash on whoever had slimed her precious trophy.

I ducked my head and concentrated on a stubborn piece of slime on the windowsill. (How it got there, I really had no idea.) I hoped nobody would notice the new kid casually cleaning up in the corner.

No such luck.

‘Do you know anything about this, Edie?’ Mr Zhu’s smile had completely disappeared. He no longer reminded me of a teddy bear; more like a mother bear woken up from hibernation.

The whole class looked at me.

I gulped. How did he know?

Then he pointed to my lab coat, which was covered in green splotches.

‘I can explain . . .’

Mr Zhu marched me straight to the principal’s office.
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When I saw the principal’s name on her office door, I breathed a sigh of relief: Ms Newton. Perhaps she was a descendant of the famous scientist, Isaac Newton? Maybe she loved science too, and would sympathise with my attempt to surprise my class with an experiment?

As I sat on the cold, uncomfortable bench outside her office, I imagined us joking about my failed experiment over mugs of hot chocolate, and bonding as fellow scientists.

‘Miss Baxter?’


The grimace on her face told me the hot chocolate was probably a bit of a stretch.

I didn’t give up hope. Not yet.

As I stepped into her office, I glanced around to see if there were any framed photos of apples falling from trees. She only had two pictures though: one of a chihuahua in a red raincoat, and the other of a chihuahua standing next to a ball. I could tell from the look in the chihuahua’s eye it had not been planning to play with the ball anytime soon.

‘So . . . vandalising the classroom on your first day at our school, Miss Baxter? Care to explain?’ Ms Newton peered down her nose at me. It wasn’t exactly the expression of someone on the verge of offering a hot beverage.

‘Yes, about that,’ I said. ‘It was an honest mistake, really. I was just trying to make a present for my classmates, that’s all. Surprise Slime . . .’

Ms Newton frowned. Her glasses slid to the bottom of her nose, and she pushed them up again. ‘Surprise Slime?’


[image: image]


‘Yes, that’s right.’

‘I see,’ she said, although the way she was glaring at me told me she didn’t really see at all. ‘The thing is, Edie, classrooms are strictly out of bounds at lunchtimes. You do remember this from your induction last week, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Miss,’ I said obediently, although really I didn’t. Once Ms Newton had answered my questions about the school’s science labs, I’d almost fallen asleep in that induction. And not just because I’d been unpacking boxes till late the night before. Mainly because it was dead boring.

Ms Newton raised her chin and blinked at me through her glasses. ‘I hope this isn’t the behaviour we’ll be expecting from you in the future, Miss Baxter.’ She paused. ‘Miss Baxter?’

‘Sorry,’ I said. ‘No, Miss.’ I’d gotten distracted by the mini chihuahuas on the corners of her glasses. Ms Newton’s earrings had chihuahuas dangling off them too. (Fake ones, I should add.) She even had a bracelet with tiny puppy pendants hanging off it. One thing was for sure – this lady either loved chihuahuas, or had recently been to a jewellery sale at a pet shop.

She leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table. ‘I’ll be ringing home to let your parents know, and I won’t be having any of this behaviour again, do you understand?’

A whole colony of butterflies took over my stomach, and started doing star jumps.

‘Ringing home?’ I squeaked. ‘Do you have to?’

‘Well, yes, I’m afraid I do.’ The chihuahuas dangling from her ears bobbed up and down as she nodded curtly. ‘We have high standards here at Cedar Road Primary.’

‘But . . . but . . .’ My heartbeat quickened. The words toppled out of my mouth before I had a chance to stop them. ‘It’s not my fault! There was no airflow in that room. Do you know how hot it gets during lunchtime, when the air conditioning’s off? It must take massive amounts of power to cool it back down in the afternoon. Have you even considered the power usage in this school? You really should look into passive cooling. If you cared even a tiny bit about the environment –’

I stopped. Ms Newton’s eyebrows had practically hit the ceiling.

‘And for that outburst, young lady, not only will I be calling home, but you can come for a detention tomorrow at lunchtime too.’

The butterflies switched from star jumps to kickboxing. Detention on my first day? It was not the start I’d been hoping for.
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Amazingly, Mum and Dad were pretty understanding.

‘Oh, Edie.’ Mum reached across the dinner table and squeezed my hand. ‘Not the best first day, was it?’

I shook my head. When I’d returned to class, nobody had said a word to me all afternoon. Not that I blamed them – I’d be annoyed too, if someone had covered my belongings in green gunk. Ling, the boy with spiky black hair whose belongings had ended up particularly well slimed, had been so traumatised by the ordeal that Mr Zhu had sent him to sick bay for the afternoon. And even Annie B, who’d been so friendly to me that morning, had barely looked at me.

I’d been thinking about Winnie all afternoon, wishing she was still my desk buddy. She would’ve seen the funny side of it. Actually, she probably would’ve been making the slime too, and getting into trouble alongside me. Still, it would’ve been an improvement.

‘It was an honest mistake,’ said Dad, stabbing a piece of pasta with his fork. ‘That new principal of yours doesn’t seem to have much of a sense of humour, does she?’

Mum glared at him. I stifled a giggle.

‘So does that mean I don’t lose screen time?’ I asked hopefully. Screen-time bans were my usual punishment for experiments-gone-wrong. I’d ended up with a month after the Hair-Fire incident.

‘Nice try,’ Mum replied, cocking an eyebrow. ‘One week screen-time ban?’ She looked at Dad.


He nodded. ‘Yep, sounds fair.’

Oh well, it was worth a shot.

I shuffled pasta across my plate. ‘I’ve never had a detention before.’ I didn’t like the idea of it breaking my perfect track record. Especially since it was only day one at my new school.

Mum patted my hand. ‘Oh, Edie – don’t worry, it’s just the one.’

‘Yeah, that’s not so bad,’ Dad agreed. ‘When I was your age, I’m pretty sure I’d had more than one detention.’ He grinned. ‘And your mum would’ve had at least twenty!’

‘Mark!’ Mum glared again. ‘Twenty is a bit of an exaggeration.’

I stifled a giggle. According to Aunt Evelyn (Mum’s twin sister), she and Mum used to get in their fair share of trouble at school. It was hard to imagine now, when Mum was all talk of early bedtimes and the five food groups.

Max banged his spoon against his tray table. ‘Twen-ty, twen-ty!’

‘See!’ Dad laughed. ‘Even Max agrees!’


Mum shook her head, but the corners of her mouth were turning up. ‘Look at it this way,’ she said to me. ‘At least it’ll be a new experience.’

‘I guess so.’

A new experience . . . perhaps Mum had a point. As Dad chopped up fruit salad and Max stole all the grapes (like always), I started to get another idea. And it was a good one.

Sure, a detention wasn’t the perfect start to my plan to make friends, but it would be a new and different experience. In fact, it would actually be an experiment of sorts . . .
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As soon as the lunch bell rang the next day, I bounded out of the classroom and sprinted down the corridor to Room 1B. A crumpled piece of A4 paper was stuck to the door, with DETENTION ROOM written in thick letters.

‘Come in, Miss Baxter.’ Ms Newton, sitting primly at the front wearing a chihuahua-printed blouse, didn’t even look up from her laptop. ‘Take a seat.’

I gingerly stepped into the room, wondering whether fake spiders were about to drop from the ceiling, or if some kind of torture device was hidden in a corner somewhere.

But the detention room wasn’t at all what I’d expected. I thought it would be a dark, lifeless, ‘torture-y’ kind of place with no windows, perhaps with some kind of spooky music playing in the background. But it was just a regular old classroom.
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‘Interesting,’ I said to myself, tapping my chin.

Ms Newton glanced up sharply. ‘What’s interesting, Miss Baxter?’

‘Oh, nothing, Miss.’ I took a seat at the front, eagerly waiting for the action to begin. Two other kids slouched in a few minutes later and sat right at the back. I guess they’d experienced detention before, so weren’t as excited as me.
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‘Right, here are our school rules. Copy them into your notepads, please.’ Ms Newton handed us each a sheet of paper.

What? Was that all? Copying notes? I turned to the other kids to see if they were as shocked as me, but they didn’t bat an eyelid. I shrugged, took out my notepad and got straight to work.

Ten minutes later, I raised my hand.

‘Finished already?’ Ms Newton frowned. ‘Are you sure you copied all thirty-eight rules down?’ She cocked her head to the side, and one of her chihuahua earrings brushed one of the printed chihuahuas on her shoulder. I almost expected them to start yapping at one another, like the chihuahuas at the dog park always did.

I snapped out of my daydream. ‘Yes, Miss.’

She peered at my notebook. ‘Hmm . . . very well then.’ She fished around in her folder and pulled out a maths worksheet. ‘This should keep you busy for a while.’

‘Thanks!’ I turned to the kids at the back. ‘Do you guys need one?’ I figured they’d be almost finished with the rules too.

But they just shook their heads and glared at me.

The worksheet was pretty easy and not very ‘torture-y’ at all, to be honest. I finished it in no time.

‘Have you got any more, Miss?’

Ms Newton stared at me over her glasses without saying anything. Then she glanced around the room, her gaze settling on the back wall. ‘Perhaps, Miss Baxter, you could assist with tidying the bookcase?’ The corners of her mouth lifted a little, and I could tell she thought she was giving me an unenjoyable task.

But she was wrong.

‘No problem.’ I hopped up right away. Bookcase ordering was my specialty. I had a great collection of books at home, and they were always beautifully organised. I skipped down the back, but paused halfway, turning to Ms Newton.

‘Will the army sergeant be coming soon?’ I was only too happy to help with the bookcase, but I didn’t want to be stuck at the back of the room and miss out on the main event.

‘Army sergeant?’ Ms Newton gave me a look that could freeze hot chocolate. ‘What do you mean?’

‘Oh, never mind, Miss.’ I closed my mouth and scurried up the back.

After the bookshelf was properly ordered – something that took five minutes at the most – Ms Newton searched on the classroom computer until she found a first-aid training program.

‘There you go, that’ll keep you entertained,’ she said dryly, as she started the video and plonked back in her seat.

I think she was trying to find something boring for me to watch, but in actual fact the video was very informative and entertaining. I learned all about venomous snakebites, compression bandages and even some basic CPR techniques.

Ms Newton didn’t seem to share my interest in first aid though. Every time I asked a question about one of the procedures, she’d sigh, glance at the monitor and give me a one-word answer before going straight back to her laptop.

The video finished at 1:50 pm, a full ten minutes before detention was meant to end. But before I could ask what to do next, Ms Newton cleared her throat.

‘You three are dismissed,’ she said. ‘Don’t let me see you back here again.’

The other two kids exclaimed, ‘Yes!’, and raced out the door.

I walked slowly behind them, doing a last-minute check for booby traps that might be hidden around the room. (I couldn’t see any. There were just regular classroom things like desks and whiteboard markers. Boring.)


As we collected our backpacks from outside the classroom, one of the kids turned to me and grinned. ‘You should come to detention more often.’

I smiled. It was nice of him to say so, but in actual fact, my Lunchtime Detention Experiment was one I was hoping not to repeat anytime soon.
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‘Nothing experimental today?’ Dad raised his eyebrows at my muesli bar and banana, at afternoon tea two days later. ‘Or are there some chilli flakes hiding under there?’

I sighed. ‘No, not today. I don’t feel like experimenting at the moment.’ It had been a long few days at school.

He cocked his head to the side, his shaggy fringe half covering one eye.

‘Everything all right, Edie?’

‘Okay, Dee-Dee?’ Max mimicked Dad by tilting his head to the side.


‘Yeah, I’m okay.’ I nibbled my muesli bar. ‘I’m just not really enjoying school at the moment.’

Dad frowned. It was the first time he’d heard me say those words. Ever.

‘Are you feeling okay?’ He planted a hand on my forehead. ‘You’re not sick, are you?’

‘No, I’m not sick.’

Butterflies seemed to have permanently moved into my stomach, but I didn’t think that would be classified as a medical problem.

The truth was, making friends at my new school was proving much harder than I’d hypothesised. I’d completed heaps of complicated experiments in the past (and plenty that hadn’t exactly gone to plan), but this project was the trickiest I’d attempted so far.

It had been three days since the failed slime experiment, but I was still getting the feeling that my classmates hadn’t forgiven me. For one thing, Emily James kept glaring at me in class, and muttering ‘Slimy Edie’ under her breath. And when I was paired up to read with Ling that morning, he’d stayed on the edge of his seat the whole time. He kept glancing at the door, in case he needed to make a run for it.

Even Annie B didn’t seem that interested when I tried to share the results of my Lunchtime Detention Experiment with her. She just nodded politely and said, ‘That’s interesting,’ before hiding behind her perfect plaits and finishing her maths problems.

Overall, things were not looking good. I was starting to feel like I’d be destined for solo experiments for the rest of my scientific career.

Dad reached across the table and patted my hand. ‘Would it help if you called Winnie? It might be nice to have a chat with a friend.’

My heart lifted. ‘That’d be great!’
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So that afternoon, I called Winnie. It turned out she was missing me as well!


‘You know,’ she said, after I’d explained all about the slime disaster, ‘I’m sure everyone will forget about it in a day or two. Remember the Exploding Crayons Experiment in Year One? That only took a week for everyone to forget about, and that one involved a fire truck.’

I giggled. ‘That’s true. Dad reckons they’ll forget about it in a few days too.’

‘There you go!’ Even though I couldn’t see her, I could tell she was smiling. ‘You should’ve seen the principal though,’ I continued. ‘She was really mad. I had to do a detention – can you believe it?’

Winnie gasped. ‘Detention? Wow. Even Mr Blair never put us on detention.’ Mr Blair was the principal at my old school. He was pretty strict. Rumour had it that he once kept an entire class of Year Ones at school for an entire weekend, just because one of them whispered during Friday afternoon assembly. (It had never been proven.)

‘I know, right? A bit over the top, if you ask me.’


‘Totally,’ Winnie agreed. ‘Although maybe Surprise Slime was a bit adventurous for your first day. Next time maybe you should try Surprise Baking Soda Volcanoes,’ she added, giggling.

I snorted. ‘Yeah, maybe!’

Talking to Winnie was so good. It felt like she was next door, like she used to be, and not twenty kilometres across the city.

By the end of our conversation, I felt much better.
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I was feeling so good, in fact, that I had a brainwave for my next experiment while I was helping Dad with dinner that night.

‘Mind chopping some vegetables, Edie?’ Dad passed me a chopping board. ‘Edie, Edie, will you ple-ease chop some veggies?’ He sang, using a carrot as a microphone.

‘Sure!’ I loved any opportunity to practise surgical techniques.


As I was carefully dissecting pieces of broccoli, my eyes fell upon Mum’s recipe book. It was one that we hadn’t used for a while – it had only recently resurfaced in the move.

I ran my fingers over the cover, a smile spreading from cheek to cheek. Dad and Winnie were probably right – my classmates would forget all about the slime eventually. But perhaps there was a way to accelerate the process? And what better way to my classmates’ hearts than through their stomachs?
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I arrived at school the next day with a spring in my step and a container full of cookies stowed in my backpack.

‘Bye, Max. Bye, Dad!’ I called, with a wave over my shoulder.

‘Bye, Edie!’ Dad said, grinning. ‘Good luck with your experiment!’

‘Cookie, yay! Go, Dee-Dee!’ Max waved excitedly from his pram.

The night before, Dad and Mum had both agreed that baking cookies for my class was a nice idea, as long as I wrote out the ingredients list for my classmates, so they could check for any allergies. Of course I was planning to do that – what kind of scientist would I be otherwise? I’d whipped up a batch straight after dinner, and had barely needed to look at the recipe, I knew it so well.

As I skipped past the handball courts and headed towards my classroom, my heart was as light as a feather. Everything was going to plan for my next experiment, but there was one more person I needed to run my idea past before I could put my awesome Apology Cookie Experiment into action.

I found Mr Zhu sitting at his desk at the front of the classroom. He was leaning back in his chair with a newspaper stretched out in front of him, and a stack of geography textbooks piled under his feet.

I rushed up to him.

‘Edie!’ he said, quickly putting his feet down. ‘You scared me.’


‘Would you like a cookie, Mr Zhu?’ I thrust the container towards him. ‘I made them myself. They’re really delicious! Well, I’m pretty sure they are. I didn’t get a chance to try one last night, but they always taste amaz–’

Mr Zhu smiled, stopping my verbal diarrhoea. ‘You baked these for our class?’

‘Yep, they’re chocolate chip,’ I said, nodding enthusiastically.

‘How lovely, my favourite!’ He chuckled, the corners of his eyes creasing. ‘Why don’t you wait until the end of the day, and you can hand them out then?’

My stomach dropped. ‘The end of the day?’ I was hoping to be back in my classmates’ good books well before then. I didn’t want to wait a whole day.

‘Well, we wouldn’t want to spoil your classmates’ lunches, would we?’

‘No, I guess not.’ I sighed. ‘Okay, I’ll wait.’

As I trudged back out the door, I couldn’t help but think that was exactly what Mum and Dad would’ve said too. I’d always wondered if adults had to go through some kind of secret training programme before they’re allowed to be parents or teachers. I suspect that’s where they learn phrases like:


	Don’t eat that, it’ll spoil your dinner.

	One day you’ll understand.

	If you keep making that face, it’ll freeze that way.
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After an extremely long school day, the final bell rang.

‘I have an announcement, everyone.’ Mr Zhu rocked back on his heels, his braces under his thumbs. ‘Edie has a special treat for you all. Please come up the front, Edie.’

I stood up.

‘I wonder if it’s more slime.’ A low voice stopped me in my tracks. It was Emily James. She was gripping her science trophy with both hands, her knuckles white.

Ling gasped, and covered his mouth with his hand.

‘No, it’s not slime,’ I said pointedly.

‘No, of course not,’ said Mr Zhu, frowning over his glasses. ‘No more talk of slime, thank you, Emily.’

I held my head high and fetched my container from my backpack. Then I skipped to the front of the classroom.

‘I have here some freshly baked, completely delicious, non-slimy –’ I paused and raised an eyebrow at Emily James ‘– cookies.’

A couple of boys near the window sat up straight. ‘I wanted to apologise about the slime the other day, and show you all how excited I am to be joining 5Z at Cedar Road Primary.’ I opened the container, revealing the rows of scrumptious cookies. They still had that delicious, freshly baked cookie smell, even though I’d baked them the night before. ‘I hope you enjoy them!’


Annie B smiled at me for the first time since Monday and even Emily James stopped scowling.

‘Thank you so much, Edie,’ Mr Zhu said warmly, then looked up at the class. ‘Isn’t that a lovely gesture, everyone?’

My classmates nodded. A few kids licked their lips.

‘Now,’ said Mr Zhu, his serious expression back. ‘Make sure to check Edie’s ingredients list if you have any allergies. And please wait until you’re outside before you eat them – preferably at home.’ He frowned over his glasses. ‘I don’t want to see any crumbs in the corridor, thanks.’

With chocolate on offer, he could’ve asked everyone to sing the alphabet song while doing backflips all the way home, and they would’ve agreed.

As my classmates lined up to collect their treats, glares turned to grins, and hushed whispers of ‘Slimy Edie’ turned to excited exclamations of ‘Cookies!’ and ‘Chocolate!’ Even Ling collected one, although he bolted out the door pretty quickly afterwards, I have to say.

‘Thanks, Edie.’ Annie B placed her cookie in her lunch box. ‘I’ll have it when I get home.’

‘You’re welcome,’ I said, beaming. ‘Take an extra one, there are plenty left!’ Annie B had ended up at the back of the cookie queue, so I figured she deserved it.

‘Really? Thank you.’ She took one more and packed it into her lunch box. ‘My little brother will love this.’

‘Oh, you have a brother?’ I stowed the remaining cookies in my backpack and swung it over my shoulder. ‘How old is he?’ I waved to Mr Zhu and walked down the corridor beside Annie B.

‘I have three brothers, actually.’ Annie B opened her eyes wide. ‘The twins are twelve, and Theo’s two. He’s the one with the sweet tooth.’

I grinned. ‘My brother Max loves sweets as well.’


We chatted all the way to the front gate, comparing our brothers’ weird appetites. (Just like Max, Theo could inhale a banana in record time, and refused to eat anything green.)

As I waved goodbye to Annie B at the front gate, my heart felt like it was on a jumping castle.

Things were looking up. At last.
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Dad and Max were waiting for me under the jacaranda tree.

‘You’re grinning like a magpie with a burrito!’ Dad said. ‘I take it you had a good day?’

‘It was the best!’ I gave Dad a hug. ‘My cookie project went exactly to plan.’ I leaned into the pram and planted sloppy kisses on Max’s chubby cheeks.

‘That’s fantastic, Edie!’ Dad pushed the pram along the footpath, and I skipped beside them.

‘Yay, Dee-Dee!’ Max said, clapping his hands together. I’m pretty good at interpreting toddler talk, so I knew that meant Max was proud of me.

‘Don’t suppose you have any leftovers, to give us energy for the long walk home?’ Dad raised his hand to his forehead, faking exhaustion.

I laughed. ‘Yes, of course!’ I’d saved some for us for afternoon tea, but I could tell from the look in Dad’s eye that they weren’t going to last until then. I popped open the container and offered one each to Dad and Max.

‘Awesome, thanks, Edie.’ Dad reached inside. ‘They look amazing!’

Dad’s eyes glimmered as he took a giant bite of cookie. But instead of the usual look of contentment he has when sampling my baking, his eyes bulged. His face screwed up a little, and he coughed twice before swallowing.

I frowned. ‘What’s wrong?’

‘Umm . . .’ Dad blinked. ‘Nothing, they just have a bit of an . . . unexpected flavour, I guess.’ He took a second (much smaller) bite and chewed slowly. ‘They’re good though,’ he added in a strained, high-pitched voice.

‘Unexpected flavour?’ I repeated, scratching my head. How could chocolate-chip cookies taste anything but amazing? Could Dad’s tastebuds be malfunctioning in his old age?

I shrugged it off and kept walking, pretending not to notice when he binned the rest of his cookie at the next bus stop.

It wasn’t until Max tasted his cookie that I started to worry.

‘No, no!’ Max’s cookie came flying out from the pram, almost hitting a woman walking her dog.

‘Max, no!’ Dad scolded, picking up the discarded cookie.

The lady shook her head as she overtook us. Even her dog gave us a dirty look.

‘Max, what’s wrong?’ I asked.

‘Yuck-yuck.’ He crossed his arms and gave me his grumpiest expression.

Something was definitely up. Dad’s reaction was a little unusual, but Max’s was plain weird. Max loves sweets – I’m pretty sure he’s never refused an opportunity to eat a cookie in his life.

‘What’s wrong with you two?’ I popped open the container and grabbed the last one. ‘Chocolate-chip cookies are the best!’

I took a bite to demonstrate its deliciousness. But, as soon as the cookie touched my tongue, a bitter taste flooded my mouth and I gagged, spluttering crumbs down the front of my school uniform.

‘Are you okay, Edie?’ Dad patted me on the back, his brow furrowed.

‘No, not really.’ Something was wrong. Very wrong. ‘Hang on a sec.’

I dropped my backpack on the footpath and rifled through my experiment notebook until I found the extra notes from my Apology Cookie Experiment.

Ingredients: 1 cup flour, 1 cup milk, 1 cup choc chips, 1 egg, 50 grams butter, 1 tablespoon sugar, 1 cup baking soda . . .


Wait, what? One cup of baking soda? That wasn’t right! I’d switched the baking soda and sugar quantities!

‘Oh, no.’ My stomach twisted as I realised the gravity of my mistake.

The cookies tasted terrible. Truly terrible.

My classmates were not going to be impressed.
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The next morning, I woke up with a lump in my throat like a giant piece of bitter biscuit. What if my classmates thought I did it on purpose? The thought made me feel sick.

Plus, it was Saturday, which meant I had two whole days of sweating to get through before I’d be able to clear things up with them. Two whole days! That was forty-eight hours of complete torture.

After breakfast that morning, I skulked around the house, feeling sorry for myself. As I passed Max’s room, Mum was standing in front of a bare-chested Max, crossing her arms. Max was wearing his favourite shorts – the red ones with the paint stains – as well as a pair of butterfly socks that used to be mine.

‘I just need you to stay still for ten seconds,’ Mum said, shaking her head. She attempted to pull his dinosaur T-shirt over his head, but his flailing arms got in the way.

‘No, no!’ he exclaimed. He tried to make a dash for the door, but I grabbed him before he could escape.

‘Come on, Max.’ I lugged him back to Mum, then poked funny faces to distract him while she slipped his T-shirt on.

‘So . . .’ Mum said, once we’d finally managed to clothe him. ‘What’s up, Edie?’ She glanced at her watch. ‘It’s eight-thirty – you’ve usually got some kind of experiment on the go by now. What’s happening today?’

I smiled. That was true. I usually had something planned for my Saturday experiment by the time I went to bed on a Friday night.

‘Oh, nothing,’ I replied. I didn’t feel like going into the cookie story right now. It still felt a little raw. Dad and I had talked about it after school yesterday, and decided I’d apologise to my class on Monday. Until then, there was nothing much I could do.

Mum frowned, but before she could quiz me further Dad poked his head into the room.

‘Anyone want to help me with the grocery shopping?’ He grinned and waved the shopping list around. ‘It’ll be fun!’

‘No!’ Not surprisingly, Max wasn’t keen. He screwed up his face and shook his head.

‘No, not me either,’ Mum said, sighing. ‘I have a mountain of work to get through today.’ Since starting her new job, Mum kept bringing stacks of paper home every evening. She’d spend hours poring over them, biting her nails. I’d snuck a peek at one of the documents the other night, but it was just boring plain text. No pictures or anything. Yawn.
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‘Edie?’ Dad wiggled his eyebrows.

I giggled. ‘Sure!’

Grocery shopping wasn’t exactly my favourite activity – I’d already conducted every experiment I could think of relating to supermarkets – but I was in need of distraction.

I skipped down the hallway behind Dad.


‘No Broccoli Bowling Ball Experiment this time, okay?’ Mum called behind me.

‘Okay!’ I called back.

Dad stopped short, his eyes round. ‘Broccoli Bowling Ball Experiment?’

‘Don’t worry,’ I assured him. ‘I’ll be on my best behaviour.’

At least, that’s what I fully intended.
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In my experience, shopping centres can be pretty interesting places. That is, until supermarket staff catch you experimenting with cereal box stacking structures, like what happened to me last year. (For the record, they were not appreciative of my diagrams showing efficient tower arrangements. They were more focused on the cereal pops and crunchy flakes that had managed to escape their packaging and scatter across the shiny floor.)

Either way, I still quite like shopping centres. Sometimes, they have those little coin-operated rides that you can play in (like mini aeroplanes or pretend buses), and sometimes they have chemists where you can try sunglasses on for free. And sometimes, just sometimes, they have people in the middle of the walkways handing out samples.

We were in luck that day. As soon as we stepped through the automatic doors, I spotted a smiley saleswoman in the middle of the aisle.

‘Yes!’ I fist-pumped. If there was anything that would distract me from my problems at school, it was a free sample.

‘Can I go get a sample?’ I turned to Dad. ‘Please?’

He glanced at the display. ‘Yeah, I suppose. I’ll take a look over here.’ He gestured to Kev’s Cameras. (Dad’s not as enthusiastic as me about free samples, but he’s quite enthusiastic about cameras.)

I left Dad drooling at the CLR-5000B, and headed straight for the stall.


The lady had the shiniest hair I’d ever seen, and a golden name badge that read Fiona.

I bounded up to her. ‘Hi, Fiona! Mind if I try a sample?’

She raised an eyebrow. ‘Sorry, this moisturiser is only for adults.’ She smiled a fake smile. ‘I don’t think you’d be interested.’

But Fiona was wrong. Of course I was interested! ‘Actually, I love moisturiser,’ I corrected her. ‘We always buy special moisturiser for my mum for Mother’s Day – Dad and I pick it out together. My brother Max tries to help, but he isn’t all that helpful. Did you know he once –’

‘Fine.’ Fiona cut me off with a roll of her eyes. ‘You can have some.’ She sighed as she held out the bottle and pumped a dot onto my palm.

‘Awesome, thanks!’ I rubbed it between my fingers – it felt almost as good as homemade slime, and it smelt nice and minty.

‘Can I try some more?’ Before she could answer, I grabbed the bottle, unscrewed the lid and poured it straight onto my palm. (I know from experience that those pump dispensers are not particularly effective for testing a product. You need to tip out a whole pile if you want to conduct a proper test.)

‘It feels great!’ I grinned at Fiona as I rubbed it all over my hands.

But she didn’t respond. She just stared at me, her jaw practically on the floor.

I sniffed my hands. ‘It smells nice, Fiona. I do like it. But I’d like to test it out on my face and arms as well.’ The tester bottle was empty, so I pointed to the glass cabinet behind her. ‘Mind if I grab another bottle? This one’s empty.’

But Fiona’s face went fiery red. ‘Yes, I do mind!’ she snapped, her hands on her hips. ‘You wasted that whole bottle!’ She pointed to the empty bottle I’d discarded on the counter.

At that point, Dad appeared. His brow furrowed as he took in Fiona’s crimson skin tone. ‘Everything okay, Edie?’

‘Yeah, everything’s great!’


I wasn’t sure about Fiona (she seemed to be frowning a lot), but I was having a fantastic time. ‘This moisturiser is awesome, Dad. It smells amazing.’ When we picked out moisturiser for Mum, I was always in charge of finding the one with the best smell.

An idea hit me like a bolt of lightning. I snapped my fingers. ‘You should try it on your feet! It might help with the, you know –’ I leaned over and whispered loudly ‘– terrible smell.’

Ever since he’d started playing tennis again, Dad’s feet had been particularly odorous. Fixing his smelly feet had been on my ‘experiment to-do list’ for a while, and I wondered whether a simple moisturiser could be just the solution I was looking for.

Fiona’s eyes bulged.

‘Err . . . No thanks, Edie.’ Dad cleared his throat, glancing sideways at Fiona. ‘They don’t smell that bad. Anyway, I’m pretty sure this type of moisturiser isn’t for feet.’


‘Really?’ I took a closer look at the label on the bottle.

He was right – it was called Miraculous Wrinkle Cream. The label had a picture of a woman with long, flowing hair. She was smoothing the wrinkle cream onto her cheeks, and smiling like she’d won the lottery.

‘No, it’s not for feet.’ Fiona glared daggers at me. ‘It’s face cream, and it’s not for playing with.’

I’d been conducting a scientific test, not playing with it, but I didn’t bother to correct Fiona. I was too busy checking my hands to see if they were any less wrinkly than before. (They weren’t.)

Dad grabbed my hand and tried to pull me away from the stall. ‘Sorry about that,’ he mumbled to Fiona. ‘We’ll get out of your hair now.’

But I wasn’t quite ready. I planted my feet. ‘Why’s it called miraculous?’ I asked Fiona.

It sounded pretty amazing. The lady on the bottle looked convinced that it was miraculous too.

Fiona sighed. She handed me a pamphlet. ‘Read it for yourself,’ she said through clenched teeth. Then she turned to the next customer, her shiny smile restored.
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The Miraculous Wrinkle Cream pamphlet gave me some excellent supermarket reading material. I pushed the trolley and read about the cream while Dad darted around fetching tomato sauce, tinned apricots and all the other items on the list.

‘It says here that it reduces wrinkles by up to eighty per cent,’ I commented, as he dropped a packet of rice into the trolley.

‘Hmm?’ He glanced up. ‘Oh, well – that’s advertising, you know. They can throw around all kinds of statistics. Doesn’t mean they’re true.’

‘I guess.’

But it wasn’t just the statistics that impressed me. There were also the ‘before’ and ‘after’ pictures of a lady who’d used it, which looked pretty convincing. The ‘before’ photo was a boring black-and-white picture (it must’ve been from the olden days), where her hair was all messy and she was frowning a lot. The ‘after’ photo was a sunny, colourful picture where the lady was at the beach. She was smiling with bright, white teeth and flicking her super shiny hair all over the place. To be honest, I couldn’t notice any difference in her wrinkles – her skin looked exactly the same in both pictures. But in the pamphlet she kept going on and on about how happy and relaxed she was feeling since using the cream.

That got me thinking . . . Mum had been pretty stressed since starting her new job. Not only with the piles of paper that she kept bringing home, but I’d noticed the level of coffee in her coffee jar was decreasing at a faster rate than usual.

‘Maybe I should buy some for Mum,’ I said to myself, tapping my chin.

I had no idea if Mum had wrinkles or not (I’d never noticed), but I figured it didn’t matter. I’d buy a bottle for Mum, as a special gift to help with her stress. It would be the perfect present.

But then I saw the price – way at the bottom of the pamphlet, underneath a million quotes about how amazing the cream was.

‘Ninety-nine dollars!’ I exclaimed.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. It was such a small bottle too! Fiona’s bottle had run out in no time.

A baby with spiky hair in the trolley next to ours looked at me, startled by my outburst, and exploded into tears.

‘Sorry,’ I said to the baby’s dad as he grabbed a squeaky toy for him. I tossed the pamphlet into the trolley, then hurriedly caught up with Dad in the next aisle.

So much for testing the moisturiser. Ninety-nine dollars was way too expensive. Even if I stopped buying Junior Scientist Magazine and saved up all my pocket money, it would still take more than a year before I had enough money to buy the cream.

Unless . . .
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As soon as we got home, I logged onto the computer to look up the fancy Miraculous Wrinkle Cream website, to find the ingredients list. But the ingredients were really complicated, with long names I’ve never heard of like ‘skin rejuvenator serum’ and ‘moisture enhancer’ and ‘oxygen-boosting enzymes’. I checked in the pantry, but I couldn’t find anything remotely similar.

I did find some sorbolene cream in the bathroom, however, which looked pretty much the same as the fancy wrinkle cream had. I grabbed some toothpaste (to give it the nice minty smell), and some empty jars from the craft box, then lugged everything up to my laboratory (aka my bedroom).

It wasn’t long before I’d bottled up the wrinkle cream into a bunch of jars, complete with their own handmade labels.

‘Dee-Dee!’ Max padded down the hallway and stuck his head into my room. ‘Oh, yum!’ He charged inside and grabbed one of the jars, then tried to unscrew the lid.

‘No, Max.’ I unwrapped his fingers from around the jar. ‘It’s not for eating – it’s moisturiser.’ I grinned. ‘And now it’s time to test it out.’

I was so excited to show Mum my creation – I couldn’t wait to see her smoothing it onto her skin and smiling joyously like the lady from the pamphlet.

Max and I searched all over the house, but we couldn’t see any sign of her.


‘Have you seen Mum?’ I asked Dad, who was reading the paper in the lounge room, with the same bleary-eyed expression Mr Zhu had the other day.

Dad glanced up. ‘She had to duck into work. Why’s that?’
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‘Tada!’

Dad nodded slowly, taking in the row of jars on my bedroom floor. ‘Very impressive,’ he said, although he looked confused. ‘What is it exactly?’

‘Wrinkle cream!’ I said, proudly showing him the labels. ‘For Mum!’

Dad’s jaw dropped. ‘For Mum?’ he squeaked.

‘Yes, as a present, seeing as she just started a new job.’ And so I can test it out, I thought to myself. I needed to find out if it could really transform ladies from being frowning and stressed to smiley and carefree.


‘Err . . .’ Dad opened his mouth, but no words came out. It wasn’t often that he had nothing to say. He scratched his head. ‘I’m not sure if it’s the best present for your mum, actually.’

I frowned. ‘Is it because I haven’t conducted clinical trials yet?’

‘No, that’s not it,’ he said slowly. ‘It’s certainly a thoughtful gift, Edie. But I’m wondering if perhaps she’d like a bunch of flowers from the garden instead?’

A bunch of flowers? It didn’t sound too exciting to me, but Dad had known Mum for a long time, so I figured he probably knew best.

So I reluctantly packed the jars of wrinkle cream under my bed, and collected some flowers from the backyard.

Even though it wasn’t a very scientific gift, Mum seemed pretty happy with the flowers when we presented them to her that evening.

‘They’re beautiful, Edie!’ she said as she enveloped me in a giant, lung-squishing Mum-hug.


‘You’re w-welcome,’ I managed to reply.

With my head squashed against her shoulder and the breath being squeezed out of my body (in a good way, of course), I had a thought . . .

Mum was clearly pretty impressed with the bouquet. Maybe an explanation and a nice bunch of flowers for the front of the classroom would be all I’d need to smooth things over with my classmates?

I planned my next experiment right away.
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On Monday, straight after breakfast, I skipped out the back to select a beautiful bouquet of flowers for my classmates.

‘Oh no.’ I stopped short.

Unfortunately, my flower picking on Saturday for Mum’s bunch had left our yard a little depleted. All we had left were a couple of straggly geraniums, which didn’t look like the greatest choice for a bouquet.

As I attempted to salvage the best of the geraniums by the side fence, I spotted some beautiful purple roses in my next door neighbour Joe’s yard. I peered through the timber slats to get a better look.

‘Jackpot!’ I dropped my geraniums in a flash.

Lining the fence were six beautiful rose bushes, filled with purple, pink and yellow roses. They were nice. Really nice, actually. Much better than the random bunch of flowers I’d picked for Mum yesterday – they looked like a handful of weeds in comparison.

I didn’t have time to check with Joe, but I figured he wouldn’t mind if I took a couple – he had plenty there. And he was always in the garden. I was sure he’d grow a bunch more in no time. He probably wouldn’t even notice they were gone.

So I grabbed some scissors and snipped a handful of flowers from Joe’s purple rose bush. I chose the bush that had the smallest roses, because I figured he’d be less likely to notice they were missing.

As I was stuffing the roses into my lunch box for safekeeping, I pictured my classmates smiling graciously as I explained the honest mistake with the cookie recipe. Then we’d all laugh about it over a casual game of handball at morning tea. It was a fail-safe experiment. Nothing surprising, nothing that relied on recipes – just a simple, beautiful bunch of flowers. What could go wrong? Nothing, absolutely nothing.
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Straight after rollcall, I raised my hand.

‘Can I make an announcement please, Mr Zhu?’

‘Sure, come on up, Edie,’ he said, beckoning me forward. ‘That’ll give me a chance to work out what page we’re up to,’ he added with a wink, as he flicked through his maths textbook. Even though Mr Zhu was a great teacher, it hadn’t taken me long to figure out his organisation skills left a lot to be desired.
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I skipped up the front with my Antarctic Animals lunch box and smiled at the class.

Most of my classmates didn’t look too angry, I was pleased to see. Annie B was smiling, Ling was looking only slightly suspicious, and Emily James was twirling a piece of hair around her finger while staring out the window. The rest of the class were either yawning or fiddling with their pencil cases. It wasn’t a great start, but it could’ve been worse. Nobody looked enraged about the cookies, which was a positive sign.

If I managed this without any accidents or malfunctions, then surely I’d be on my way to making friends.

‘I just wanted to set things straight about Friday,’ I said, opening the clasp on my lunch box. ‘About the cookies, you see . . . I made a tiny mistake with the recipe.’ I reached in and pulled out the flowers. ‘So I brought along a present for the class, to say how –’

I stopped.

Every single kid was staring at me, their eyes wide. It was like liquid nitrogen had been spilled across the room. The whole class was frozen solid. Even Mr Zhu looked like he’d seen a ghost.

What could it be this time? I hadn’t even managed to spit out my apology – surely I hadn’t offended everyone already?

I glanced down at the bouquet. ‘Yikes!’

Only a handful of headless stalks remained of my beautiful bunch of roses.

No wonder the whole class looked horrified. They looked like they belonged in a horror movie.

‘There were definitely heads on them this morning . . .’ I said, scratching my chin.

‘Heads?’ Ling gasped, his eyes wide.

‘Oh – rose heads, I mean – not real heads,’ I quickly clarified. ‘Where could they have gotten to?’

I peered into my lunch box, then groaned. The five purple rose heads were in the bottom.

That pesky lunch box! It did take quite a lot of squishing to get the roses in there – the heads must’ve been caught in the lid!

‘The heads are in here,’ I explained, holding up my lunch box to show the class. They toppled onto Samirah’s desk. She jumped, knocking her pencil case onto the floor.

‘Don’t worry, I’ll get it!’ I dropped the headless stalks onto her desk so I could bend down to pick up her pencils, but she screwed up her nose.

‘Ew – there are ants all over them!’ She pointed to the mangled stalks. Sure enough, a trail of ants was marching onto her desk.

‘Yuck, I hate ants!’ Riley, the tall boy sitting next to her, scooted his chair away. He shuffled a bit too far and landed his chair leg on his desk buddy’s foot.

‘Ow! Get off me!’ She pushed his chair off, then crossed her arms. ‘Mr Zhu, Riley squished my foot!’

‘Did not,’ Riley said. ‘Your foot got in the way of my chair!’


‘Oh dear.’ Mr Zhu’s eyes were looking bloodshot. He swept up the stalks. ‘I’ll get rid of these.’ He marched to the bin and dumped the mangled stalks inside, while I rescued what was left of the rose heads, popping them back into my lunch box.

Then Mr Zhu steered me back to my seat. ‘Why thank you, Edie, for that lovely gesture. Wasn’t it nice, everybody?’ He tried to smile, but it was looking more like a grimace. ‘Now, spelling books out, please.’ He hurried to the front and started writing up our vocab words.

‘It was a really nice bunch of roses,’ I whispered to Annie B, as I opened up my exercise book.

She nodded. ‘I do like roses,’ she said kindly.

My heart lifted a little.

But only for a second.

‘Careful, Annie B.’ Emily James scowled. ‘She might try to poison you, like she did with the cookies.’ She said it quietly, but I felt like I’d been punched in the stomach.


Annie B gasped.

‘Poison?’ I spluttered. ‘As if!’

‘Quiet, girls.’ Mr Zhu turned from the whiteboard and frowned at us. ‘Start your work, please, girls.’

As he faced the board again, I whispered, ‘It was a mistake with baking soda!’

Emily James shrugged, glaring at me through her blonde coils. ‘Maybe, maybe not.’

Annie B blinked at me, before moving her exercise book further away.

I sighed.

So much for laughing about bitter biscuits over handball. At this rate, I’d be lucky if I was allowed back to the handball court by the time I graduated high school.
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By lunchtime, the Year Five gossip chain had transformed my Apology Cookie Experiment into an attempt to poison the whole school, finished off with a headless roses prank.

At lunchtime, I couldn’t help noticing kids clutching their sandwiches to their chests and staring at me. And when I walked past a group of boys on my way to the water bubbler, I heard someone whisper, ‘Watch out, she might have poison!’

By the end of the day, my spirit was as wilted as the rose heads at the bottom of my schoolbag.
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At home that afternoon, I plonked down, resting my forehead on the dining table.

‘Fruit-and-nut slice?’ Dad set down a plate of delicious-looking sweets.

I straightened immediately. ‘Yes, please!’

‘Yay!’ cheered Max, ditching his blocks and bolting for his highchair.

If there’s one thing that will make my day much, much better, it’s one of Dad’s slices. His baking had improved 200 per cent since he’d left his old job. His choice of afternoon tea snack used to be Vegemite crackers, but recently he’d really stepped things up. Even Max agreed, and that was saying something, coming from someone whose diet primarily consisted of cheese sandwiches and bananas.

We were halfway through afternoon tea when a sharp rapping came from the front door. Dad hopped up.

‘Hello there, Joe!’ he said brightly. ‘Good to see you!’

Joe? Oh no. My stomach knotted. Could he have noticed the missing roses?

Nah, I thought to myself, taking an extra-large bite of slice. They were the littlest roses on the smallest bush – they weren’t very noticeable.

But when I overheard Joe’s gruff voice, and noticed Dad’s getting louder, I tiptoed out to the hallway to check. Joe’s face was as red as a beetroot.

‘That girl,’ he huffed, pointing at me. ‘She – she stole my prize roses from my miniature rose bush.’

My chest tightened. Prize roses? No way . . .

‘Edie? Stole your roses?’ Dad’s brow furrowed. ‘That can’t be right.’

‘Yes she did – I saw her with my own eyes!’ Joe glared at me, hands on hips. ‘And I was going to enter them in a flower show next week!’


Dad turned to me. ‘Do you know anything about this, Edie?’

Suddenly my stomach weighed a tonne. And not because of the fruit-and-nut slice I’d just eaten.

‘I can explain.’ I raced to my backpack and grabbed my Antarctic Animals lunch box. From what I could tell, Joe was a pretty great gardener – perhaps he’d be able to spruce them up for the competition somehow?

‘Here they are,’ I said, sheepishly handing over the rose heads. ‘Hopefully you can still enter them in the show . . .’

But Joe was not impressed with my suggestion. ‘Is that some kind of joke?’ he spluttered. ‘Of course I can’t enter those in the show.’

Even Dad was looking at the roses like they were diseased.

‘Sorry,’ I mumbled. ‘I just, well, borrowed them, I guess. I thought you wouldn’t mind if I took a few. You had plenty there . . .’

He shook his head. ‘I did have plenty,’ he said. ‘You took all my miniature lilacs. And it only flowers once every three years!’

I gulped. All the roses – had I really? I’d been so focused on creating the best bouquet, I hadn’t thought about what I was doing.

‘Sorry,’ I said again, blinking back tears. ‘I didn’t realise you were going to enter them in a flower show. If I’d known, I wouldn’t have taken them.’

‘She didn’t mean any harm,’ Dad said, gently putting his arm around my shoulders.

Joe turned to Dad, fixing him with a steely gaze.

‘Yes, well – I can’t solely blame her. It’s you who’ve brought up your daughter to be a careless thief.’

Dad’s face went just as red as Joe’s. The tears that had been prickling the backs of my eyes quickly dried as a thought struck me.

‘Actually,’ I said, my hands on my hips, ‘according to the site plan, your eastern garden bed encroaches on our land by fifty centimetres. So the rose bush is most likely located right on the boundary.’

Joe gaped at me.

‘Therefore,’ I continued, ‘not only were half of those purple roses ours, but half of all the roses on all the bushes are technically ours too.’

‘What?’ Joe looked back and forth from Dad to me, his mouth ajar. ‘What rubbish! That can’t be true!’

‘You know,’ said Dad, slowly stroking his chin, ‘she’s right. Our real estate agent mentioned it when we bought the place.’

‘So, should we call it even then?’ I cocked my head to the side – the way Mum does when she’s about to win a disagreement with Dad.

Joe huffed and puffed but eventually backed down the steps with a shake of his fist and a ‘Well, don’t do it again!’

Dad exhaled as he closed the door behind him. He turned to me, his eyes wide. ‘How did you remember that? I’d totally forgotten!’


I shrugged and tapped my forehead. ‘A scientist never forgets.’

Still, I felt pretty bad about the roses. I’d need to make it up to Joe somehow.

It was yet another item on my experiment to-do list. At this rate, I’d be busy for the rest of the year. Maybe even the rest of my life.

I headed to the whiteboard and grabbed the marker. ‘One extra week of screen-time ban?’ I suggested.

But Dad shook his head.

‘Don’t worry about it, Edie. A couple of roses weren’t worth Joe getting his “knickers in a knot” about.’ He rolled his eyes. Then his expression went serious. ‘Just try to stay out of trouble, okay?’

I nodded resolutely. ‘I will, Dad. I promise.’

And I really meant it.
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With rumours of me trying to poison my classmates circulating the school, I wasn’t too surprised when I was called in to speak to Ms Newton the next day. Apparently, one of the kids in my class had had to go to the doctor with food poisoning, and his mum had rung Ms Newton to complain. (I had noticed that one kid had taken three cookies as he skipped through the door, so that could explain it.)

However, this time I was prepared for visiting Ms Newton. I had a written note from Mum that clearly explained my mistake with the cookies and apologised for the error with the flowers.

Ms Newton was surprisingly understanding this time . . . at first, anyway.

‘I didn’t mean any harm,’ I explained, being careful to avoid eye contact with the chihuahuas on her earrings. ‘It was an honest mistake.’

Ms Newton raised an eyebrow. ‘Which one?’ But the corners of her mouth twitched a little.

‘Yes, well . . . both of them.’ I sighed. ‘The cookies tasted terrible because of an error with the ingredients list, and the headless flowers were a transportation issue. It won’t happen again.’

Ms Newton smiled for the first time since I’d met her. ‘It’s tough starting at a new school, isn’t it, Edie?’

‘Sure is.’ Making friends wasn’t rocket science. It was much, much harder.

‘You know what?’ She leaned forward, resting her elbows on her desk. ‘I believe you.’


My eyes almost popped out of my head. ‘You do?’

‘I do. I can see that your heart’s in the right place, even if sometimes it doesn’t come across like it.’

I exhaled. It was my lucky day!

‘Should I come to detention tomorrow?’ I offered. ‘I could do some more bookcase ordering, if you need it.’

Her shoulders stiffened. ‘No, no,’ she replied. ‘That won’t be necessary. Just stay out of trouble, okay?’ She straightened in her chair. ‘Now, back to class, thanks.’

‘Yes, Miss.’ I hopped up, my heart as light as a feather. Ms Newton wasn’t so bad after all – she was actually quite nice, underneath all that frowning. In fact, as I headed for the door, I had a thought, one good deed deserves another, right?

I turned around. ‘Have you ever tried wrinkle cream, Ms Newton?’

As soon as the words left my lips, Ms Newton froze.


Her eyes narrowed. ‘Wrinkle cream? What do you mean?’

There you go, I thought to myself, it turns out I’m not the only person in the world who hasn’t heard of wrinkle cream.

‘It’s a special type of moisturiser,’ I explained as I plonked back down in front of her.

Ms Newton’s mouth opened and closed, but nothing came out.

‘Wrinkle cream can have great results, apparently,’ I said, thinking of the pamphlet from the shops. ‘I thought you might be interested in trying some.’ With any luck, her happiness levels would skyrocket. I could picture her with her hair long and flowing like the lady’s on the wrinkle cream pamphlet, not pinned back in a tight bun like it was at the moment. I could imagine Ms Newton laughing and springing around the school, rather than power walking around looking like she was on her way to a convention on frowning.

Ms Newton still wasn’t speaking, so I quickly filled the silence.


‘I’ve tried making my own wrinkle cream,’ I told her. ‘You know what?’ I leaned forward, my elbows on the desk. ‘You could try some, if you like?’

Ms Newton gave a ghastly expression.

‘For free, of course,’ I clarified. ‘And don’t worry, I’ve had good results with my trials so far.’ I left out the fact that my main test subject, Max, didn’t have too many wrinkles to start with. The fact was – he hadn’t developed any since I’d been applying the cream as part of his night-time routine.

Ms Newton’s eyes widened and her face turned a fiery red. She sat up straight, like a cobra about to strike its prey. And she finally found her voice again. At a much louder volume than before.

‘HOW DARE YOU, YOUNG LADY!’

I have to say, principals must not like to be offered free moisturiser. The rant that Ms Newton launched into almost blew me off my chair.
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Bottom line was, I left Ms Newton’s office with litter duty for a whole week.
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‘She thought you were being rude,’ Winnie explained to me that afternoon, after I’d told her my whole sorry story. ‘She thought you were calling her old and wrinkly.’

‘Oh.’ I frowned down the phone line. ‘I wasn’t saying that at all. I was just trying to be helpful.’

‘I know,’ she said. ‘But sometimes adults don’t understand.’

‘Yeah, I guess so.’ I sighed.

At least I hadn’t offered Mum the wrinkle cream. Dad was right to suggest flowers instead. My stomach went all twisty. ‘I wouldn’t end up in so much trouble if you were around.’

Winnie laughed. ‘You mean – we’d both get in trouble if I was around?’

I giggled. ‘Yeah, that’s true. But Ms Newton’s office wouldn’t be quite as scary if you were there with me.’ With her red hair and equally fiery personality, Winnie brightened any situation.

‘I miss you too, you know,’ she said. ‘Science isn’t the same without you constantly correcting Mrs Tanaka.’

‘Well, someone had to do it.’ Mrs Tanaka was one of the nicest teachers at my old school, but I needed to correct her science facts pretty often. Luckily, I was happy to help out, even if the way she grimaced as she said, ‘Okay then, thank you, Edie,’ never seemed particularly appreciative.

We chatted for a few more minutes, Winnie catching me up on all the news at my old school. There were two new teachers since I’d left – one was really cranky and young, and one was really cranky and old. Plus, there was a new swing set for the junior playground.

My heart felt like it was still on the other side of the city. ‘Wish I still went to school with you.’

‘I know,’ said Winnie. ‘Me too. But it’ll get better, Edie.’

‘Not anytime soon,’ I grumbled. ‘And now I’m on litter duty for a whole week!’ How was I going to make friends when I kept getting stuck in detention and litter duty?

‘At least you’ll be cleaning up the environment,’ Winnie pointed out. ‘It’ll be like your very own Litter Brigade.’

I smiled. ‘That’s true.’

The year before, Winnie and I had spent one whole week hiding behind the rubbish bins and blowing our whistles at anyone who put their rubbish in the wrong bin. When Miss Firth tripped over and sprained her ankle after being startled one time, our Litter Brigade was stopped. We felt bad that Miss Firth had hurt herself, but it was kind of her fault – she was trying to put a plastic bottle into the regular rubbish bin.

Thinking of our Litter Brigade gave me an idea.

By the time we’d hung up, Winnie and I had come up with the perfect way to make the most of my litter duty . . . Not only that, it was bound to win over my classmates as well.
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As soon as the lunch bell rang, I sprinted out the door and bolted for the teacher on playground duty.

‘I’m ready for litter duty!’

He gave me a funny look as he held out the garbage bag and grabber stick, probably because I was smiling so widely my cheeks hurt.

‘Have fun,’ he said, but his good wishes didn’t extend to his eyes. I’ve noticed adults do that a lot – it’s like their mouths say things that their eyes don’t agree with. What’s with that?


Anyway, I didn’t have time to ponder the thought – I had a world record to set. I grabbed the equipment. ‘I will!’

The Guinness World Records didn’t specifically have a hand-picked litter collection record – but I was pretty sure they’d be open to the idea of creating a new category. All I had to do was impress them with how quickly I could collect rubbish, and the rest would be history.

I set my stopwatch, then raced around the playground, collecting as many pieces of rubbish as I could within one minute.

‘Seventeen,’ I said to myself as I finished counting the pieces of litter underneath the jacaranda tree. It wasn’t too bad, but it would have to be better if I was going to impress the Guinness World Records committee.

I did a couple of stretches to help me limber up, then set my stopwatch a second time, and ran around the playground again.

‘You can do it!’

‘Keep it up!’


‘Faster, faster, faster!’

A group of Prep kids had cottoned on to what I was doing, and started sprinting behind me, cheering.

Even though they were great motivation, I only managed to collect fifteen pieces in my second minute.

‘Bummer.’ I stamped my foot. ‘Even worse than before!’

‘You could try again?’ A little boy with curly red hair grinned up at me.

‘Yeah, you can do it!’ chimed in a girl with chubby cheeks.

I smiled. ‘Okay.’

I ran another three trials, but I still couldn’t beat seventeen pieces.

As I was doubled-over, catching my breath by the jacaranda tree, the teacher on duty strode over. ‘Everything okay?’ He looked from me to the group of Prep kids.

‘Y-yes, I’m okay,’ I panted.

‘She’s just setting a world record,’ the girl with chubby cheeks piped up.


The teacher’s brow furrowed. He opened his mouth to say something, but at that moment a tall boy sprinted past holding an empty juice bottle, his hat dripping wet.

‘Hey you, get back here!’ The teacher took off after him.

‘Sorry, guys,’ I said to the Prep kids. ‘I don’t think seventeen pieces is good enough.’

The records I’d looked up the night before were amazing. Things like doing seventy cartwheels in one minute, or drinking a bottle of mustard in fourteen seconds. Picking up seventeen pieces of litter in one minute didn’t sound too impressive in comparison.

‘You could try one more time?’

‘Try again! Try again!’

‘I believe in you!’

The kids were pretty supportive, but there wasn’t that much litter left in the playground.

‘I might try another time,’ I said. ‘I think I need to do some training first.’

Some training was an understatement. I’d need an Olympic sprinter as my coach if there was any chance of me setting a Guinness World Record.

So the Prep kids went back to the monkey bars, and I returned to collecting litter at a regular speed. It wasn’t as fun as trying to set a world record, but it was a lot less tiring.
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As I continued my rounds of the playground that lunchtime, I started to notice something. Some spots had much more rubbish than others. The handball courts and the Year One area had the most rubbish, with only stray bits and pieces around the rest of the playground. It wasn’t all that surprising, I guess: handball is a major craze at this school, and young kids are extremely messy (something I’ve noticed from spending time with Max).

The interesting thing was, however, that these particular spots had something in common: they didn’t have any rubbish bins close by.


This was something I knew exactly how to fix. And I didn’t need to be an incredibly fast sprinter to do it.

I ran to the maintenance shed by the back fence (at a non-record pace), and scavenged through the pile of broken chairs and gardening tools, until I found a few small drums.

‘Perfect!’ I said to myself.

I moved one drum next to the handball courts and another by a tree in the Year One playground. I also relocated a few bins that were a little hidden in their current positions – obscured by low-hanging tree branches or tucked around the corners of buildings – and made sure they were visible from all angles.

‘What are you up to, Edie?’ I turned around to find Mr Zhu approaching me, smiling quizzically.

‘Oh, Mr Zhu – check this out!’

I launched into a rapid explanation of my Guinness World Record attempt, followed by my Rubbish Bin Relocation Project.


Mr Zhu looked completely surprised. In a good way this time – not like when he discovered his laptop had been accidentally slimed.

‘Well done, Edie,’ he said. ‘You should be proud of yourself. You’ve taken great initiative today.’

‘Thanks, Mr Zhu.’ I smiled from cheek to cheek.

I had such a good time doing litter duty that day, I almost forgot it was meant to be a punishment.
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For the rest of the afternoon, you couldn’t wipe the smile off my face. Even though I was still no closer to making friends, at last I’d had a successful experiment. My scientific confidence was back.

I wasn’t even bothered when Emily James mumbled ‘cookie poisoner’ when I passed her desk on the way back from sharpening my pencils. I just rolled my eyes, sat back down and continued with my maths problems. (It was percentages, after all, which is one of my favourite maths topics.)


My day got even better when, after the final bell rang, Mr Zhu asked me to stay behind for a quick chat.

‘Am I in trouble?’ I asked automatically, searching my brain for any possible incidents that could have occurred.

‘Not at all,’ he said with a chuckle. His dark eyes twinkled, reminding me again of Max’s teddy bear, Mr Bots. ‘Quite the opposite. I told Ms Newton about your Rubbish Bin Relocation Project at lunchtime today.’

I gasped. ‘You did?’

He laughed again. ‘Don’t look so worried, Edie! She was very impressed with the initiative you showed for our school.’ He beamed. ‘So impressed, in fact, that she’s cancelled your litter duty for the rest of the week!’

‘Really?’ My heart lifted up like a helium balloon. ‘That’s awesome!’

Things were looking up.
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That night at dinner, I entertained the table with the story of my lunchtime success.

‘So even though I didn’t set a world record,’ I finished up, ‘it was still the best day ever.’ Mum squeezed my hand across the table. ‘I’m so proud of you, Edie! It sounds like a wonderful project.’

‘Yes, good on you, Edie,’ said Dad. ‘What an environmentalist!’

‘Go, Dee-Dee!’ Max threw his hands in the air, almost upending his stir-fry.
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‘Thanks,’ I said, swinging my legs under the table. ‘Anyway, it made me think . . .’

‘Yes?’ Mum raised an eyebrow.

‘Seeing as I did such a good job today –’

‘If you do say so yourself,’ Dad interjected with a wink.

I giggled. ‘Yes, well . . . maybe I could watch Ecowarriors tonight?’ I flashed them my best smile, and batted my eyelashes. ‘I know I still have five days without screen time, but I was hoping . . .’ It was a bit of a long shot, I knew. But Ecowarriors was the best TV show ever. It was worth a try.

But, to my surprise, Mum agreed straightaway. ‘I think that’s a fair suggestion, Edie,’ she said. ‘Maybe we can all watch it together? We could all do with a relax, I think.’ She nodded towards the pile of reports stacked by her handbag on the bench. ‘I’ll think about those tomorrow.’

‘Good plan,’ said Dad, jumping up to give Mum a shoulder rub. ‘We can have homemade brownies for dessert while we watch. I made some today when I got home from work.’ He grinned, wiggling his eyebrows.

‘Yay! This is going to be the best night ever!’ I hopped up and gave Mum and Dad a kiss on the cheek before racing to the lounge room. I wanted to make sure the cushions were in the best TV watching configuration. And I needed to beat Max to the remote, so he couldn’t demand to watch Whirly Whoo Hoo (it was his favourite show, and, take it from me, it was not great).

It was the perfect way to end the perfect day.
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I was so glad I got to watch Ecowarriors that night, because it was the best episode I’d ever seen. It was called ‘Rubbish Repurposed’, and they interviewed a man who’d built a house out of recycled bottles. A whole house!

It was almost as good as the episode where they made petrol out of compost juice, and it was just as inspirational. (Although, for future reference, the compost goes through a lot of processing before it’s ready to be used as petrol. Straight banana peels and apple cores do not have the same effect, and are quite expensive to remove from a car’s fuel tank.)

In fact, my newfound recycling knowledge came in handy the next day during science class.

It started when Mr Zhu strode around the room holding a funny-looking, upside-down metal bowl.

‘So, my young scientists,’ he said, his eyes twinkling. ‘Who can tell me what this is?’

The bowl had a whole bunch of odd-looking keys dangling from it, tied on to the edges with pieces of string. The keys jangled together as Mr Zhu carried it around the room.

Emily James, who has the quickest reaction time I’ve ever seen, shot her hand up in the air before I’d even had a chance to lift a finger off my desk.

‘Wind chimes, of course.’

‘That’s correct, Miss Emily.’ Mr Zhu beamed. I cocked my head to the side. Right, wind chimes. It made sense.

‘But what do you notice about these particular wind chimes?’ Mr Zhu continued, raising his eyebrows mysteriously.

‘They look weird?’ Riley suggested.

Mr Zhu chuckled. ‘Yes, that’s true. But something else, something to do with what they’re made of.’

I stared at the wind chimes – they did look pretty funny. I wasn’t sure why anyone would want to use rusty old keys and a tattered bowl rather than a nice new metal one you could get at the shops. Unless . . .

I raised my hand. ‘It’s recycled!’

Mr Zhu smiled his teddy-bear smile, just like Mr Bots. ‘That’s right, Edie. These wind chimes are made out of recycled materials.’

‘Nice one,’ whispered Annie B, making me feel all warm and fuzzy inside.

Mr Zhu set the wind chimes on his desk. ‘Who can name something else that’s made of recycled materials?’

This time my reaction time even beat Emily James’s. Luckily, my arm was stuck to my shoulder, otherwise I think I would’ve punched a hole through the ceiling.

‘Edie?’ Mr Zhu looked a little surprised. Probably because he’d never seen an arm move at the speed of light before.

‘Well . . .’ I launched into a detailed explanation of the episode of Ecowarriors, and the man with the recycled bottle house. I even remembered the number of bottles he’d used (60,102) as well as how long it took to build (1 year, 2 months, 4 days and 3.5 hours).

When I finished my story, Mr Zhu was smiling at me. Most of my classmates were too, including Ling. And the whole time I was talking, I didn’t even hear a whisper of ‘Slimy Edie’ or ‘cookie poisoner’, which was a definite bonus.

‘That’s fantastic, Edie,’ Mr Zhu said. ‘Thank you for sharing that with us.’

I grinned.

Mr Zhu rocked back on his heels. ‘Now, who wants to watch a video on recycling plants?’

‘Me!’ the class yelled.


As Mr Zhu fiddled with the remote control and scratched his head, the wheels in my brain started turning.

Slime, cookies and roses hadn’t been able to win over my classmates. But maybe, just maybe, a recycling project could.
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As soon as I’d eaten my lunch, I bounded up to the teacher on duty to grab a rubbish bag.

‘You’re not on litter duty any more, are you, Edie?’ she asked, her brow furrowed.

I startled – the teacher knew my name? I was pretty sure I’d never seen her before. She had long brown hair, and her dress was splattered with specks of paint. (She was a Prep teacher, most likely.) I guess that’s one advantage to ending up in trouble with the principal so often – all the teachers quickly learn your name.


‘No, I’m not on litter duty. I’m just keen to do my bit for the environment.’

‘Well, good on you.’ She held out the rubbish bag. ‘Our school could benefit from more eco-conscious students like you.’

I smiled to myself. She’d be super impressed once she saw my fort. I grabbed the bag and got straight to work.

However, after ten minutes of searching, I’d only managed to find three plastic bottles (including two I’d found in garbage bins). I guess it made sense – the tuckshop only sold juice in cardboard poppers and milk in cartons – but it was not helpful for my construction plans.

Luckily, a creative scientist like me will always come up with a solution. As I scouted around the fence and under the bench seats by the jacaranda trees, I had a brainwave. I didn’t have enough plastic bottles . . . but did I really need to use bottles? Surely, any old rubbish would do? I could still make an awesome recycled fort.


I searched the playground until I had a full bag of rubbish, then found the perfect construction spot behind the boys’ toilet block. This was the best location for two reasons:


	It was one of the least windy locations on the playground. (I’d had a chance to monitor wind-speed variations during my litter duty earlier that week.)

	Teachers tended to avoid it. (No surprises there.)


With the location and construction materials sorted, I emptied my litter bag and set to work categorising it into piles along the toilet block wall: cardboards (juice poppers, milk cartons), soft plastics (cling wrap, muesli bar wrappers), and food scraps (banana peels, apple cores and pretty much everything else).

Once I’d sorted the litter, I reached a standstill. The man on Ecowarriors had used cement to glue the bottles together, but I didn’t have any of that on hand. I had sticky tape in my science kit, but I didn’t think it would be very useful for binding together the variety of rubbish I’d collected. (Sticky tape doesn’t adhere particularly well to banana peels. This was something I’d learned in the past.)

However, I did have something else to assist me – unlimited dirt and an unsupervised tap behind the tuckshop.

My Rubbish Repurposed Experiment could be a combination litter and mud fort!

‘This is going to be amazing,’ I said to myself, as I set about levelling the ground with my maths textbook. (Mum was always saying maths has a use in everyday life – it turns out she’s right!) Then I started on my first layer of brickwork, using the heaviest cardboards on the bottom, and working upwards with the lighter pieces of litter.

I’d only completed about fifteen centimetres of the fort’s four walls when the bell rang.

‘Bummer!’ I frowned. Fort construction was very time-consuming. I’d really been hoping to have it all finished by the end of lunchtime, to show Annie B and the rest of my class.

Oh well. I ran off to rinse my hands (and textbook) before maths class. The fort would have to wait. I’d already waited two weeks to make friends at school, I guess I could last another twenty-four hours.
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That afternoon after school, I distracted myself from thinking about my unfinished fort project by testing swing levels in the backyard.

‘Look how high I am, Max!’ I called, as I kicked my feet up in line with the lowest branches of the jacaranda tree.

Max didn’t look up from his trucks. (I’ve noticed that Max has a high concentration span for things with wheels. It’s something I’m planning to investigate further one day.)


I’d reached the peak of my swing trajectory, in line with the middle jacaranda branches, when Joe’s back door slammed. He shuffled down the stairs wearing his raggedy-red gardening hat, his pruners in hand.

Perfect, I thought to myself, slowing down the swing. I’d been meaning to smooth things over with him after the roses incident, but hadn’t seen him around for a while.

I skipped over and leaned against the side fence for a neighbourly conversation.

‘How have you been feeling lately, Joe?’ I enquired.

He barely looked up from his pruning. ‘Hmm . . . fine.’ But he didn’t sound fine, that’s for sure.

‘Ah, yes,’ I sympathised. ‘Wrinkled clothing again?’ I nodded my head the way Mum did when Dad complained about people at work who left splotches of food in the microwave.

But Joe didn’t smile and sigh like Dad did. Instead he looked up sharply. ‘Wrinkled clothing?’ He glanced down at his shirt then glared back at me. ‘What do you mean?’

‘Oh, you know.’ I shifted from one foot to the other. ‘On Monday, when I borrowed your roses? Dad said your knickers were in a knot?’

I thought he’d appreciate an enquiry into his health, but his face turned beetroot red.

‘Young kids these days,’ he grumbled, shaking his head. ‘So rude.’ He turned back to his lavender bush and snipped at the heads with even more vigour.

So much for that idea.
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When I mentioned the incident to Dad later that evening, his face turned white. ‘Oh Edie, you didn’t!’ He slapped his hand against his forehead.

I tilted my head to the side. ‘What’s wrong? I was just trying to be nice.’


When Dad explained the meaning of ‘knickers in a knot’, I felt pretty silly. How was I supposed to know it meant someone was cranky?

On the plus side, I’m now collating a list of banned conversation topics, so I can avoid annoying any adults in the future.
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The next day in class, I set the second stage of my Rubbish Repurposed Experiment in motion.

‘Hey, Annie B,’ I whispered while Mr Zhu was writing on the whiteboard. Or rather, he was writing, scratching his head, writing a little more, glancing down at his textbook, then scrubbing a couple of words out again and starting over. Since joining Mr Zhu’s class, I’d learned the meaning of ‘two steps forward, one step back’, that’s for sure.


I leaned across the desk. ‘Do you want to see my recycling project at lunchtime?’

Annie B’s eyes lit up. ‘A recycling project? Cool!’ She smiled. ‘What is it?’

‘It’s a surprise.’ I grinned. ‘But I’m pretty sure you’re going to love it.’

Ollie, who sits on the other side of Annie B, looked up. ‘Can I see it too?’

‘Definitely!’ I said. ‘Everyone’s welcome. Meet me behind the boys’ toilet block at 1.30 pm.’

I couldn’t wait to impress everyone with my amazing fort. It was going to be epic.
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By the time it got to 1.20 pm, I’d managed to build up each of the four walls to a one-metre height.

‘Done!’ I said to myself, wiping my muddy hands on the grass.

The fort looked pretty awesome, if I did say so myself. Sure, it would’ve been even better if it were two metres high, complete with a roof and everything (which is what I’d originally planned), but the construction process was way more time-consuming than I’d expected. It had taken the best part of two lunchtimes to get to bellybutton height, so that would have to do. Even if it wasn’t as big as I’d imagined, the compacted mud walls with their patchwork of litter looked pretty cool.
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All in all, I was confident it would be the perfect playhouse for an eco-conscious Year Five class. And, more importantly, the perfect way to my classmates’ hearts.

I sprinted over to the swing set, where Annie B and a few other girls were playing, including Emily James.

‘Hi, Edie,’ Annie B said brightly. ‘Is your project ready?’
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‘Sure is!’ I beamed.

Emily James narrowed her eyes, twisting a blonde coil around her index finger. ‘What project?’

‘Edie has a recycling project to show us!’ Annie B skipped over.

‘Oh really?’ Emily James’s eyebrows shot up. ‘All right, let’s see it then.’

We ran towards the toilet block, collecting Ollie, Ling and a few more of my classmates as we went.

‘It’s behind here,’ I said breathlessly, as we made our way around the toilet block. ‘Our very own recycled for–’

I stopped, my legs suddenly turned to lead. ‘Oh no.’
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In the middle of my construction zone, where my amazing fort of recyclables had stood only a few minutes before, was a hive of small kids. They were tearing down my carefully built construction with their bare hands, then running around and slopping handfuls of mud onto one another.

‘Yee-haaa!’ cried a girl with long hair, as she ran towards a boy and smacked a pile of mud onto his back.

‘Hey! I’ll get you back!’ He grabbed two handfuls off my eastern wall and tore after her. He slopped one onto her hat and the other onto a boy’s leg.

‘I’m outta here.’ Ling, who I’ve come to realise is a very neat and tidy person, bolted back around the toilet block.

Ollie, on the other hand, was super excited. ‘Yippeeeee!’ he cried, running straight for the mud pit.

‘Duck!’ yelled Annie B, as a pile of mud came straight for us. We jumped out of the way and it splattered on the brick wall behind us.

‘Disgusting!’ Emily James stared in horror as the mud missile slid down the bricks. ‘What is that?’ She pointed at a piece of plastic wrap sticking out from the mud. ‘Is that rubbish? That’s so gross.’ She crossed her arms.

I didn’t have time to explain. ‘STOP!’ I shouted, running over to what was left of my fort. ‘This is an eco building!’

But the kids weren’t listening. They buzzed around the fort like flies at a barbecue. They laughed and shouted as they grabbed handfuls of mud and chased one another.

I positioned myself in front of what was left of the northern wall, and tried to shoo the children away. ‘Stop touching it! Go away!’

‘Aww, come on, Edie. Don’t be a party pooper. This is fun!’ Ollie had two streaks of mud across his cheeks, and was sitting on the ground, carefully sculpting a ball of mud.

‘Yeah, outta the way,’ said a small boy with bright green eyes, who seemed to be the ringleader of the mud fight. ‘If you’re not gonna play, get outta here.’ He turned back to the fort and grabbed two handfuls of mud, then pelted them towards two boys standing nearby. They jumped out of the way, just in time. He cackled, grabbed another two handfuls and hurled them at a couple of kids on the other side of the fort. The speed at which he was pulling down my project and transforming it into missiles would’ve been impressive, if it hadn’t taken me so long to build.


‘This is my fort!’ I marched up to him. ‘Stop it right now!’

‘Your fort? I don’t think so.’ He shook his head. ‘We found it, fair and square.’

He grabbed a handful of mud and planted it straight on my forearm. A piece of mandarin peel slid down my arm, landing at my feet.

‘Ew! Edie got hit!’ Emily James’s shrill voice rang through the air. She and Annie B were sheltering behind a jacaranda tree. Emily James was doubled-over laughing, and Annie B was watching with wide eyes. The rest of my classmates had disappeared, aside from Ollie. He was still rapidly sculpting balls of mud, which a group of Year Three girls were using as ammunition.

I looked down at my muddy arm, then back up at the green-eyed boy. My face went hot. ‘How dare you?’ I grabbed a pile of mud and slopped it onto the boy’s shirtsleeve. He laughed, scooped another handful off the fort and aimed it at my head.


And just like that, I was in on it too.

Mud and litter flew left, right and centre. Kids screamed, ran and slopped mud onto any available surface. My precious eco fort was rapidly transformed into a messy, mucky mud pit.

It was disgusting. It was infuriating!

But, as I ran around, slopping mud onto kids’ backs and dodging handfuls aimed my way, I discovered something . . .

It was fun! Really fun.

Until suddenly it wasn’t.

‘FREEEEEZE!’ a deep voice boomed from behind us.

We froze. Even the green-eyed ringleader stopped, just as he was about to drop a handful of mud and banana peels onto Ollie’s head.

It was Mr Zhu, and he wasn’t happy. He stormed to the centre of the war zone, looking left and right in disgust. My stomach twisted as I noticed his crisp white shirt was smattered with mud and what looked like remnants of apple cores. (Although I couldn’t be sure – they looked pretty rotten, whatever they were.)

He stood next to the muddy ruins, his hands on his hips. He did that thing adults do where their voice escalates to super-human levels, and fire practically blazes from their eyes. ‘WHO STARTED THIS?’

It was like he was a completely different person. The Mr Zhu who’d dismissed us for lunch with a conga line of high-fives had been replaced by a dragon.

Nobody moved.

He kicked a piece of cardboard with his shoe, shaking his head. ‘Where did all this . . . rubbish . . . come from?’

The kids looked at one another. The green-eyed ringleader shrugged. ‘It was here already.’

Ollie glanced at me, then quickly looked away.

I sighed, and slowly raised my hand.

Mr Zhu’s jaw dropped. ‘Edie?’ The disappointment in his voice sent my heart plummeting.
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‘Gross!’ squealed Emily James from her spot behind the jacaranda tree. ‘Edie is totally disgusting!’

‘I can explain –’ I started, but Mr Zhu shook his head.

‘Ms Newton’s office, now!’
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By the time Mr Zhu gave Ms Newton the rundown, her face was set in a deep frown. The offer to try out my moisturiser tingled at the tip of my tongue, but I clamped my mouth shut.

‘This is serious, Edie.’ Ms Newton tapped her chihuahua-tipped pen on the desk. ‘I’m very disappointed in your behaviour, young lady.’ The funny look on the chihuahua’s face would’ve made me smile if I hadn’t been facing yet another punishment. What would it be this time, I wondered. Litter duty for a year? Detention for a decade?

Jail?

‘It was an eco fort,’ I explained. ‘It wasn’t meant to be a mud fight.’

Ms Newton raised an eyebrow.

‘It’s not my fault!’ I insisted. ‘The other kids started it!’ Why was I always the one getting into trouble?

‘Those students will be dealt with, don’t you worry. It’s you I’m concerned with at the moment.’

She leaned back in her chair and crossed her arms. ‘This is your third time in my office, Edie. I’m afraid one of your parents will have to come to the school for a chat.’

I nodded sadly, and sat looking at my shoes while Ms Newton called home.

This time, both Mum and Dad were working. I was hoping that would mean I’d be let off the hook, but unfortunately that wasn’t the case.

‘Your mother is coming straight from work,’ said Ms Newton, after she put the phone down. ‘You can wait outside my office.’

As I sat outside on the hard bench again, I tried to distract myself from my impending doom.

‘Have you thought about putting some cushions here?’ I asked Ms Newton’s receptionist. I patted the bare seat. ‘It would make it much more comfortable, not to mention more pleasing to the eye.’

He just looked at me like I was a piece of chewing gum stuck to his shoe, then turned back to his computer.

Mum turned up twenty minutes later, and was ushered straight into Ms Newton’s office. She gave me a small smile and squeezed my hand on her way past, but I could see from the look in her eyes that she was disappointed.

My stomach sank.
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When I was called back in, Mum’s shoulders were tense and Ms Newton was frowning. Even the chihuahuas in the photographs on her wall looked like they were cross.

‘Sit down, please, Edie,’ said Ms Newton. ‘Your mother and I have had a discussion.’ She looked over her glasses at me. ‘We’ve agreed it’s time for you to start a Positive Behaviour Plan.’ She tapped a thick binder on her desk, which had ‘PBP’ on the front in thick letters.

I gulped. It didn’t sound too bad (it did have the word ‘positive’, after all), but the look on Mum’s face told me it wasn’t something to be happy about. And when Ms Newton showed me the school’s Behaviour Flow chart, from smiley face (level zero) to frowny face (level five), I realised ‘Positive Behaviour Plan’ was code for ‘You’re in Big Trouble’.
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Ms Newton explained that, after my failed Surprise Slime and Mud Fort projects, I was on level two. If I ended up in trouble again, I’d be bumped up to level three.

‘What happens at level three?’ I asked.

She pursed her lips. ‘Then we’ll start some positive behaviour strategies, like lunchtime teacher buddies and regular parent meetings.’

Oh no. Regular parent meetings – that couldn’t be good for Mum’s stress levels. And even though ‘teacher buddy’ had the word ‘buddy’ in it, I had a feeling it wouldn’t be fun and games.

I looked down at the flow chart. ‘And if I end up at level four?’

She grimaced. ‘Then you’ll be suspended.’

I gasped. I didn’t even bother to ask about level five. Whatever it was, it couldn’t be good.

Suspended? I looked at Mum. None of the stories I’d heard about her and Aunt Evelyn at school had ever involved suspension.

This was bad. Really bad.
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By the time we made it out of Ms Newton’s office, my stomach was pretty much in my shoes.

‘Sorry you had to leave work, Mum,’ I whispered as we headed out to the car park.

Mum sighed. ‘That’s okay, Edie.’ But it didn’t sound like it was okay.

We walked in silence to the car.

‘I didn’t start the mud fight. It was just an innocent eco fort,’ I said as we clipped our seat-belts and Mum set the car in reverse. ‘It wasn’t my fault!’ I’d only been defending my eco fort. Ms Newton was being so unfair.

But Mum shook her head. ‘It’s never your fault, is it, Edie?’ She frowned. ‘But you did mix up all that mud and litter, didn’t you?’

‘Yes, but –’

‘And you did take part in the mud fight, didn’t you?’

‘Yes, but –’

‘Well, then that’s that.’ She backed out of the car park and turned onto the street. ‘I don’t know what you were thinking.’


My cheeks burnt, and my stomach sank down to the bitumen, if that were possible.

We drove the rest of the way home without another word.
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That night after dinner, I plodded upstairs and flopped back on my bed.

‘What am I going to do?’ I said to myself, staring up at the ceiling.

At our old place, I had a set of glow-in-the-dark planet, star and moon stickers, which I used to gaze up at whenever I had a problem. (Mum and Dad gave them to me when I was five years old, and super-duper obsessed with the solar system.) We couldn’t bring them to our new house, because Dad said they’d peel the paint off.


I missed those stickers. Just like I missed Winnie and my old house and my old school. And just like I missed having Winnie as my experiment buddy.

And as my friend.

A tear rolled down my cheek.

Max padded into my room and stood next to my bed. ‘Dee-Dee, sad?’

I wiped my cheek with a tissue. ‘No, I’m not sad, Max.’

He blinked his big blue eyes at me. (Sometimes, he could be pretty wise for a two-year-old.)

‘Well,’ I admitted. ‘Maybe a little.’

‘Oh.’ Max patted my hand. Then he sprinted to my desk, picked up my safety goggles and ran back to me. ‘Dee-Dee, science?’ He held them out and nodded his head enthusiastically.

I shook my head. ‘No thanks. I don’t really feel like doing any experiments right now.’

Earlier that afternoon, I’d asked Mum if she wanted to conduct a pre-dinner Speedy Puzzle Experiment. But she’d sighed and said, ‘I think you’ve done enough experimenting for one day.’ Then she’d spent the rest of the afternoon hunched over her laptop, intermittently groaning and rubbing her eyes.

‘O-kay, Dee-Dee.’ Max pouted and dropped my safety glasses on the floor. Then he turned and raced down the hallway.

As I picked up my safety goggles and placed them back on my desk, a purple envelope sticking out from between my notepads caught my eye.

Edie’s Experiments and Projects was written on the front, in Mum’s handwriting.

My experiment photos! I’d totally forgotten about those. Two years ago, I’d decided to print pictures out of each experiment I conducted. (I hadn’t printed any for at least six months, so I was significantly behind. It was something I’d been meaning to catch up on.)

I grabbed the envelope and lay back on my bed.

There were heaps of great photos. There was one of Mum and me conducting a Chocolate Cake Experiment together a couple of years ago, using grated beetroot and carrot in an attempt to trick Dad into eating more vegetables. And there were some from the time last year when Mum, Max and I went for a walk through our old neighbourhood after school with a tape measure, to make sure the street signs were regulation height.

My favourite photo of all, though, was a picture of the four of us – Dad, Mum, Max and me – conducting a Block Tower Construction Experiment in the living room at our old place.

Dad is sitting on the floor with a six-month-old Max, and Mum is boosting me up to put the final block on the very top of the tower. I’m grinning like a scientist who’s won the Nobel Prize as I stretch out my fingertips to place the last block right on top.

It’s my absolute favourite picture.

Not just because it’s one with all of us; but because it reminds me of a time when Mum used to like doing experiments too.
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It felt like a really long time ago.

As I stared at the photo, a knot formed in my stomach.

I knew what I had to do.
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I rifled through my backpack until I found my science kit. I packed my safety goggles inside the kit, along with my lab coat and experiment book.

Then I dragged my memento box out from under my bed, where I keep all kinds of different things from when I was little. (Like cute outfits I used to wear when I was a toddler, and messy paintings I did when I could barely hold a paintbrush.)

With a heavy heart, I placed my science kit inside, next to my baby photo album. Then I placed my experiment photos on top. (Except for the Block Tower one; I tacked it up on my pin board instead. I figured one reminder of my ex-scientific life wouldn’t hurt.)

How many more classrooms would I slime, principals would I offend and cookies would I ruin before I finally learned?

Nope, enough was enough. It was time to retire.
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I was staring at the Block Tower Construction photo, daydreaming, when Mum knocked on my door.

‘Can I come in?’

‘Sure.’ I quickly wiped my eyes with the back of my hand.

‘Are you okay, Edie? It’s been a big day, hasn’t it?’ She sat down on the bed next to me.

‘Yeah.’

‘Big’ was an understatement. More like ‘gigantic’.


‘Sorry I got angry at you earlier,’ she said, wrapping an arm around my shoulders. ‘I know you didn’t mean any harm with your mud fort.’

‘Thanks, Mum.’ My heart lifted a little.

‘What were you looking at?’ She glanced at my pin board, and her eyes lit up. ‘The Block Tower Construction Experiment! Wasn’t that great fun?’

I smiled. ‘Yeah, it was great.’

‘Maybe we should try it again this weekend?’ She winked at me. ‘I’m sure we can make the tower even higher this time, now that Max is a bit older.’ The last time we tried it, Max kept crawling over and snatching the blocks from the base. (Not the greatest thing for block tower stability.) These days, he’s a much better engineer.

‘That sounds fun, Mum . . .’ I sighed. ‘But I don’t think I can.’

Her brow furrowed. ‘Why not?’

‘I’m quitting science.’ I fiddled with a piece of cotton fraying on the edge of my doona. ‘I’m not doing any more experiments. Ever,’ I added for emphasis.


Mum’s jaw practically hit the floor. ‘Why, Edie? You love science.’

‘I know,’ I said, my shoulders drooping. ‘But my experiments keep going wrong. I think I should take up something less dangerous, like ice hockey maybe.’ It had looked pretty cool when I watched a game on TV last month.

‘Oh, Edie.’ She opened her mouth to speak, but just then Max came speeding past my room, his shorts on his head.

‘Yippee!’ he cried as he pelted past, dragging Mum’s handbag along the floor behind him.

‘Sorry, sweetie, I’d better go.’ She stood up and squeezed my shoulder. ‘We’ll chat about everything later, okay?’ Then she raced down the hall after Max.

As I slid my memento box back under my bed, I tried to look on the bright side.

Seeing Max testing the slipperiness of handbag materials gave me hope. Perhaps he could take over as the family scientist some day, instead.
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The next week went by in a boring, non-experimental haze.

Instead of my usual post-school experiments and projects, I’d taken to watching Whirly Whoo Hoo with Max in the afternoon. I’d discovered it really wasn’t that bad, once you got used to all the bright colours and random noises. Dad raised his eyebrows every time he walked past, and kept asking if I was certain I didn’t want to find something experimental to do outside, but I politely declined each time. (Watching Whirly Whoo Hoo was safest – and it kept me a good distance from Joe’s garden.)

Mum kept trying to convince me to get back into experiments too. After dinner one night, she tried to entice me with one of my personal favourites – well, it used to be one of my favourites – experimenting with lunch box packing times. But I opted to do my homework instead. (Homework, of all things, over an experiment? Sounds crazy, I know.)

Even though I was incredibly bored, I had managed to avoid any trips to Ms Newton’s office, as well as any more threats of suspension. And, most importantly, I was confident I wasn’t contributing towards Mum’s stress levels. (Although I hadn’t noticed any significant changes to her coffee consumption rate . . . Not that I’d been testing it, of course, because that would be far too scientific.)

By the time it got to Friday morning, however, I was starting to get itchy feet. During maths class, I glanced longingly at Emily James’s Science Fair trophy, poking out from inside her pencil case. Could I really avoid science experiments for the rest of my life?

Mr Zhu must have read my mind.

‘That’ll be enough fractions,’ he said, closing his maths book.

The class whooped. (I didn’t. Fractions are one of my favourite maths topics, behind geometry and percentages.)

Mr Zhu had a twinkle in his eye, and I got the feeling he had something good planned.

I was right.

‘Today we’re doing a science project.’ He beamed. ‘Gather round my desk, please.’

‘Yes!’ I jumped up. I mean, sure, I’d retired from science – but if it was schoolwork, it didn’t really count.

I bounded up the front to secure the perfect viewing spot at Mr Zhu’s desk. A science project! I hopped from foot to foot. It was my lucky day.

The rest of the class was pretty excited too.

‘What are we doing?’ asked Ollie.


‘Is it something fun?’ Samirah asked. (Samirah was always asking to do something fun.)

‘I hope it’s not slime.’ Emily James glared at me from the other side of Mr Zhu’s table.

I ignored her, tapping my fingers on Mr Zhu’s desk impatiently.

He pulled out a cardboard box with a picture of a bright-red helicopter on the side. ‘We’re going to assemble a remote-controlled helicopter!’

‘Yay!’ we chorused.

I couldn’t believe it – it was the Heli-3000. I used to have one just like it, before it sank in the lake when I was experimenting with water landings last year. I’d loved that helicopter – it had been so much fun. And I was an expert at assembling it; I could pretty much put it together in my sleep.

Mr Zhu read out the instructions, and we set to work piecing it together bit by bit. It was a good thing I was there to help, because he kept putting pieces in the wrong spot. He’d scratch his head and say, ‘Oh dear, I must have that one round the wrong way,’ before I’d jump in and rescue him.

‘Done!’ he said eventually, holding up the completed helicopter with a flourish. ‘Shall we try it out?’

‘Yes!’ we cried.

As he placed it on the front desk, a chorus of voices started up.

‘Can I go first?’ Emily James, of course, was as fast as lightning.

‘No, it’s my turn!’ Samirah jumped up and down.

‘You always get to go first. I want to go first this time!’ Riley frowned.

Mr Zhu chuckled and shook his head. ‘Actually, I’ll decide who gets to go first. And I say, the first turn goes to . . .’ He glanced around our smiling faces. ‘Edie!’

My heart leaped. ‘Really?’

‘Sure,’ he said. ‘You were a big help with assembling it, so you deserve it.’

I grinned as he passed me the remote control.


‘I used to have one of these at home. My mum taught me how to do all kinds of tricks with it.’

‘Oh?’ Mr Zhu cocked his head to the side. ‘Maybe you can show us some?’

‘Definitely!’

I flicked the switch on the control, and the helicopter lifted slowly off the floor. I hovered it upwards, then pressed the joystick and dipped it down, almost touching the carpet, before zooming it back up again.
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‘Awesome!’ Ollie whooped.

‘Yeah, that was cool!’ Annie B agreed.

‘Can you do it again?’ Ling asked, with a shy smile.

‘Okay!’ I repeated my trick. My classmates gasped as it almost collided with a desk.

‘Where did you learn that?’ Ollie asked. ‘Are your parents helicopter pilots?’

I laughed. Before I could respond, Samirah pointed to the louvre above the far window. ‘Do you reckon you could fly it out the window?’

‘Nope, don’t even think about it,’ Mr Zhu warned.

‘Don’t worry, I wouldn’t do that.’ The louvre was probably only 10 centimetres high (a good 20 centimetres too short for helicopter passage). ‘I might make mistakes with mud and slime,’ I added, ‘but never glass.’

Mr Zhu chuckled, and my classmates giggled.

‘You can twirl it in circles too, like this!’ I flicked the joystick and showed the class how to spin the helicopter around in a tight circle.


‘Nice one, Edie,’ said Mr Zhu. ‘Do you mind landing it now so someone else can have a turn?’

‘Sure!’

I gently pressed down on the joystick, preparing for landing.

And that’s when it happened.

As I tapped the control, the helicopter continued hovering upwards.

‘What?’ I pressed the control again, harder this time, but still it didn’t respond. The helicopter kept moving towards the ceiling.

‘It’s stuck!’ I said, my heart thumping as loudly as a real helicopter’s blades. ‘It won’t land!’

I passed Mr Zhu the remote, and he hurriedly flicked the controls.

‘What’s wrong with it?’ Mr Zhu scratched his head. He pressed the power button again, then flicked the throttle back and forth.

But it was no use.

The helicopter kept going upwards, heading straight for the ceiling fan.


‘It’s going to crash!’ Samirah shrieked.

‘It’s going to break into a million pieces!’ Emily James covered her eyes.

‘It’s going to the Moon!’ Ollie did a fist pump.

‘No it’s not,’ I said, grabbing the control from Mr Zhu.

I’d suddenly remembered the trick I’d learned when my helicopter’s controls got stuck one time at the park. (Before the time it landed in the lake, that is.)

I pressed the power button and the throttle at the same time, really hard.

At last, the helicopter responded. It stopped midair and careened sharply downwards . . . connecting with a loud thump to Mr Zhu’s head.

He hit the floor like a sack of potatoes.
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‘What have you done now, Edie?’ Emily James gasped.

I ignored Emily James, and the rest of my gaping classmates, and rushed to where Mr Zhu was lying on the floor. ‘Mr Zhu, are you all right?’

He put his hand to his head. ‘Y-y-yes, I think so.’ But he was sounding more befuddled than usual. And when he took his hand away, it was covered in blood.

‘Oh no.’ His face went white.


‘Is Mr Zhu going to die?’ Ollie looked at me with round eyes.

Ling let out a high-pitched whimper.

‘Of course not,’ I assured them. ‘He’ll be absolutely fine. I’ve been to detention – I know just what to do.’

But before I could run for the first-aid kit, Samirah squealed. ‘Ew! I hate blood! I’m going to faint!’

Mr Zhu’s eyes widened. ‘Faint? Let me help you.’ He struggled to sit up.

‘No, not you, Mr Zhu,’ I reprimanded him.

I eyed Samirah. She was squirming and jumping a lot for someone who was supposedly about to faint, but I decided to play it safe.

‘Right,’ I said. ‘Emily James, can you please take Samirah to the reading corner? Elevate her feet on one of the cushions.’ Emily James nodded, and for once had nothing to say.

‘Now, everyone clear some space, please!’ I instructed, pulling the desks out of the way to give Mr Zhu some room. Then I ran for the first-aid kit in the back cupboard. (Even though it was only my third week at school, I’d memorised the floor plan and knew it was in the back right-hand cupboard. I also knew the location of every emergency exit in the school, but thankfully that wasn’t necessary.)

I grabbed a compression bandage from the kit, and ran back to Mr Zhu. I wound it around his head, making sure to keep it firm but not too tight.

‘How does that feel?’ I asked when I was done.

He put his hand up to the bandage, and smiled weakly. ‘Good, I think.’

‘I might add another one, just to be certain.’ I scratched my chin. ‘Annie B, can you grab another bandage, please?’

‘Sure.’ She sprinted to the cupboard and returned with a big pile of bandage. (Probably enough to bandage a whole house.)

I shrugged. ‘Better safe than sorry, I guess.’ I wound the bandage round and round Mr Zhu’s head, securing it at the nape of his neck.

‘Done!’ I said, sitting back.

‘Looks pretty good,’ Ollie said. He patted Mr Zhu’s shoulder. ‘Don’t worry, Mr Zhu, you’re not going to die.’

‘Wath bath?’ said Mr Zhu, whose mouth was partly covered by the bandage. (Like I said, it was a very long bandage.)

Samirah, who’d sat up from her resting spot in the reading corner, squealed and lay back down. His head did look a lot like an Egyptian mummy’s, I had to admit. Emily James fanned Samirah’s face with a picture book.

Mr Zhu’s shoulders tensed. ‘Froth broth?’ he said, struggling to locate the source of the squeal. (Truth be told, his eyes were partly covered as well.)

‘Don’t worry,’ I assured him, ‘Samirah’s fine. Everything’s under control.’

I turned to Riley. ‘Can you fetch Mr Zhu a glass of water, please?’
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‘Sure.’ He sprinted for the sink.

Then I raced for the phone and dialled through to Nurse Di in sick bay, asking her to come to Room 13B as soon as she could.

I was checking Mr Zhu’s pulse when a high-pitched voice came from behind me.

‘What on earth is going on here?’

Ms Newton power walked through the door.
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Ms Newton’s face was white. ‘Is everything okay? Mr Zhu – are you injured?’

‘Bith both.’ He tried to prise away the bandage that was covering his eyes and mouth.

‘Don’t worry, Ms Newton,’ I assured her. ‘Everything’s under control. I’ve been to detention, remember?’

But for some reason, her face went even paler.

By the time Nurse Di arrived from sick bay, I’d explained the situation to Ms Newton, and her face had resumed its normal colour. Ms Newton had dismissed the rest of the class for lunch, but I was keen to stay with my patient.

‘Will he need stitches?’ I asked, hovering nearby as Nurse Di inspected Mr Zhu’s cut.

‘Stitches? No, no.’ She peered through her glasses. ‘It’s just a minor cut.’

Ms Newton exhaled. ‘Thank goodness.’

I sighed as well. ‘So he won’t need an ambulance then?’ I was glad Mr Zhu didn’t need to go to hospital, but I’d really been hoping for a ride in an ambulance. Preferably with the flashing lights and siren.

‘No, I’m afraid not,’ she said, the corners of her mouth turning up a little. ‘A simple bandage will suffice.’

She glanced at the pile of bandages on the table, which she’d unwound from Mr Zhu’s head. ‘You probably didn’t need to use quite so much bandage.’

‘Yeah,’ I agreed, looking at my feet. I think I’d been getting confused with snakebites. I needed to go back to detention to brush up on my first-aid skills.


‘Although,’ Nurse Di continued, ‘that was one of the best compression bandages I’ve seen for a while.’

I looked up. Nurse Di was smiling at me. So was Mr Zhu.

And so was Ms Newton.

‘You did a fantastic job today, Edie.’ Mr Zhu’s eyes crinkled. He was looking much better now that he wasn’t covered in bandage. ‘I can’t thank you enough.’

My heart went all light and fluffy like fairy floss.

‘Yes, well done, Edie,’ agreed Ms Newton. ‘Your first-aid skills were somewhat . . .’ She raised an eyebrow ‘. . . overenthusiastic. But they were certainly commendable.’

I grinned. Overenthusiastic and commendable. That was a double compliment if ever I’d heard one.

‘Am I going to be moved up to level three?’ I asked, my chest tightening. A helicopter to the head couldn’t be good news for my Positive Behaviour Plan, that’s for sure.


But Ms Newton looked startled. ‘Level three? Oh no, Edie. That won’t be necessary. It was just an accident. And you did a fantastic job helping out.’

‘Thank goodness.’ I exhaled.

‘In fact,’ said Ms Newton, tapping her chin, ‘your initiative today was so impressive, I think we can move you back to level zero. How does that sound?’

I gasped. ‘Mrs N, are you serious? That’d be great!’

It was more than great – it felt like an elephant had been lifted off my shoulders.

‘Is there anything else I can help with?’ I asked Nurse Di, as I peered into the first-aid kit. ‘Are you sure he doesn’t need stitches? There might be a needle in here, I’m pretty sure I could do it myself –’

‘No!’ All three interrupted at the same time.

‘Okay, well, let me know if you change your mind!’

I skipped out the door.
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The adrenaline from my fast first aid lasted until the end of lunchtime. After that, I was exhausted. Saving the day was pretty tiring stuff! Akiyama Sensei’s Japanese lesson went in one ear and out the other.

When I arrived home that afternoon, I felt like I’d run a marathon while wearing flippers. I flopped back on the couch and groaned. ‘What a day,’ I said to myself.

I was sprawled on the couch, replaying my heroic morning in my head, when I heard keys jangling in the front door.


‘Dad!’ I jumped up. I couldn’t wait to tell him all about my day. ‘You’ll never guess –’ But Mum’s head poked through the doorway instead. ‘Mum?’ I blinked. ‘What are you doing back already?’ It was only 4 pm. Mum wasn’t usually back until at least 6 pm.

‘I wanted to start our weekend early.’ She smiled as she placed her handbag inside the door.

‘Oh.’ My heart lifted. ‘Awesome!’

‘And,’ she added, ‘I’ve got a surprise . . .’

‘A surprise?’

Mum opened the door fully. A girl with a mop of red hair and a grin as wide as an eagle’s wingspan bounded through the door.

‘Winnie!’ I raced over and enveloped her in a giant hug.

‘Stop!’ she giggled. ‘You’re squishing me!’ But she squished me right back, just as tight.

When I’d finally released her, I looked from her to Mum, and back again. ‘What’s going on?’

‘Well,’ Mum said, putting an arm around my shoulders, ‘I thought it might be nice to have a sleepover weekend.’ Hey eyes sparkled. ‘An experimental sleepover weekend, actually.’

‘Really? That’s awesome!’ My insides went all warm and fuzzy. ‘Thank you, Mum!’

‘Yeah, thanks, Maggie,’ Winnie chimed in.

‘You’re both very welcome,’ she replied. ‘It’s been a while since you two have done any experiments together.’

I squeezed Winnie’s hand. ‘A while’ was an understatement. It felt like it had been ten years.

‘And it’s been a while since we’ve done any projects together too,’ Mum added. ‘Sorry, Edie. The last few weeks have been tough, I know. For all of us.’ She sighed. ‘And when you said you were quitting science last week, well . . .’

Winnie’s brow furrowed. ‘Quitting science?’

‘Oh, that was ages ago,’ I said, shaking my head. ‘I’m not quitting science. Not ever. I don’t know what I was thinking.’ I couldn’t quit science, I just couldn’t. It would be much too dangerous.


I didn’t care if I was destined to a lifetime of solo experiments – I needed to be a scientist. I mean, what would’ve happened today if it weren’t for my scientific first-aid skills? (True, maybe the accident wouldn’t have happened in the first place if I hadn’t been flying the helicopter, but that was beside the point.)

‘You’re not?’ Winnie exhaled. ‘Thank goodness for that. I thought I might need to create another soap bomb to convince you.’ She opened her eyes wide.

I laughed. We’d made soap bombs as Christmas gifts for our whole street a few years ago. They were an exhilarating gift, to say the least.

‘Well, that’s good to hear,’ Mum said. ‘I don’t know what I’d do without my little scientist.’ She kissed the top of my head, and wrapped me in a super-duper Mum-hug.

‘Thanks, Mum.’ With my face pressed into her shoulder, my heart felt like it was going to burst. But in a good way this time; not like when I experimented with adding chilli flavouring to soda.
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‘All right, enough hugging!’ said Winnie, hopping from foot to foot. ‘We need to get started on an experiment!’ She pointed to my skipping rope in the corner of the room. ‘Should we do a skipping rope challenge?’

All of a sudden, the events of the day caught up with me.

I yawned as I sank onto the couch. ‘That sounds awesome. But how about we do it tomorrow? We could watch a movie tonight instead?’

Winnie’s jaw dropped. ‘A movie? Instead of a science experiment?’

Mum cocked her head to the side. ‘Big day at school, sweetie?’

I sighed. ‘You have no idea.’
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It turns out, that there’s one easy way to get your screen-time ban erased . . . perform first aid on your teacher. Not that I’d recommend it – I’m sure there are other ways. But Mum was so impressed with my quick thinking and fast first-aid skills, she said I could consider the ban cancelled.

To celebrate my return to screen time (and return from retirement), we spent Friday evening relaxing in front of a movie. It was the perfect end to a pretty crazy day.


On Saturday morning, we got straight into a jam-packed experimental weekend. We started by making breakfast pizzas with Mum, using bacon, eggs and sausages for the topping (which turned out much better than the time I used cereal and milk last year). Then we held a paper plane design competition in the park with Dad. Max’s plane flew the furthest – twenty metres in total! (Although he did have an advantage when a dog picked it up and carried it to the other side of the basketball court.)

Then, after lunch, we ran the Apology Cookie Experiment again. This time, I made sure to add exactly the right amount of each ingredient. I even triple-checked the measurements, just to be sure.

After the cookies were out of the oven and we’d given them a thorough taste-test, I was pleased to find that all quantities appeared to be in order.

They were so nice, in fact, I decided to take a plate over to Joe, to help smooth things over. I braced myself for the worst, but when he came to the door he accepted the plate with a smile and a, ‘why thank you, that’s lovely’. I was very proud of myself because we managed to carry out a conversation for at least two minutes, and I didn’t infuriate him once. Not even a little.

He even seemed pretty interested in the paper plane design competition we’d held. (It turned out he used to be an aeronautical engineer before he retired . . . what are the chances?) I told him we’d definitely let him know the next time we made paper planes, so he could join in.

All in all, it was a pretty great day.
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After an awesome weekend with Winnie and my family, I woke up on Monday feeling funny. I’d had such an amazing weekend but, when we’d dropped Winnie back to her house on Sunday afternoon, I felt like I was being split in two. I’d waved out the window all the way down our old street, until we turned the corner and she disappeared from sight. It felt like we were moving house all over again.

So as I sat in English class the next morning, listening to Mr Zhu drone on about punctuation, I felt this funny mixture of really sad, really happy and really thankful, all at the same time. I missed Winnie being at school with me and doing experiments together, that was for sure. But at least I had an awesome lab team of scientists at home: Mum, Dad and Max.

Besides, there were plenty of projects I could do all by myself, if I wanted to.

In fact, as I sat in class trying to look interested in Mr Zhu’s monotone explanation of apostrophes, I devised my next experiment.
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I’d completed a scale model of Stonehenge (aka ‘Pebble-henge’) and was about to make a start on Sydney Rockera House when a voice came from over my shoulder.

‘What are you doing, Edie?’


I whipped around to see Annie B scuffing her feet on the grass.

‘Oh, just making a pebble city,’ I explained. It wasn’t exactly an exciting experiment, but I do enjoy the opportunity to try my hand at city planning.

She cocked her head to the side. ‘Need an extra engineer?’

My eyebrows almost hit the jacaranda tree. ‘You want to help?’

‘Sure.’ She plonked down next to me. ‘I always make block cities at home with my brothers.’

My heart skipped a beat. ‘You do? That’s awesome!’ I pointed to a spare spot next to the row of pebble houses I’d constructed. ‘Do you want to make a hospital over there? Those houses could really do with some services and amenities.’

‘No problem!’

By the end of lunchtime, Annie B and I had managed to build a pretty awesome mini city. It turns out that Annie B has a great eye for pebble design – she managed to find the shiniest and smoothest rocks, which were great for our city’s aesthetics.

‘It looks amazing,’ I said, dusting my hands off. ‘Even if it’s a bit dirty.’

‘At least it’s not muddy,’ Annie B said, her eyes twinkling.

I laughed. ‘That’s true.’

As we sat back admiring our work, I noticed a couple of green splotches on the side of her glasses. I pointed to her frames. ‘Was that from the slime incident?’ I asked, feeling guilty.

‘Yeah,’ she said, taking them off and showing me the spots dotted along the rims. ‘I accidentally left this pair in the classroom that day.’

I gulped. ‘Sorry about that.’ I scratched my chin. ‘The best thing to clean it off with is vinegar and lemon juice.’ That had worked for me when I accidentally slimed Max’s dinosaurs the year before. (Some bits of slime had ended up stuck between the dinosaur’s claws, and were pretty tricky to dislodge.)


But Annie B’s eyes widened. ‘Clean it off? Why would I want to do that?’ She blinked at me. ‘These are much better than the ones the optometrist sells. Their glasses are plain and boring – nothing cool like this.’ She tapped her frames.

‘Oh.’ I didn’t expect that.

‘Actually . . .’ she said, cocking her head to the side. ‘Do you think you could teach me how to make slime one day? I’d really like to decorate my other set too.’

I grinned. ‘Definitely!’
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So, as it turned out, my Surprise Slime Experiment was successful . . . sort of. Sure, it landed me in the principal’s office and set in motion a chain of events that almost knocked out my teacher and got me suspended, but that’s beside the point. It also led to me getting to know Annie B, so I’d have to say it was a success, overall.

The whole thing did make me wonder though, maybe I could’ve avoided all those failed experiments (Slime-plosion, Bitter Biscuits, Freaky Flowers and Mud-tastrophe), if I’d skipped straight to Pebble-struction? That would’ve been a much simpler way to start my school year.

Oh well. I’ll make a note for next time.
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A couple of weeks later, Annie B came over to make slime. Mum had spoken to her dad, who said he didn’t mind if we decorated her glasses. In fact, we decided to make a whole family art class out of it.

‘This is great!’ said Annie B, as she dripped handfuls of slime onto her glasses.

‘I agree,’ said Dad, flicking slime onto a glass jar. ‘Who would’ve thought slime would be so artistic?’

‘Yes, I’m very impressed by your ingenuity, girls.’ Mum winked at me as she helped Max splatter some onto a timber photo frame.
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‘Slime fun!’ Max grinned.

I couldn’t say anything. I was smiling too much to talk at all.

Once we’d finished our slime projects, I turned to Annie B. ‘Want a tour of my lab?’

Her eyes widened. ‘Sure!’

We ran upstairs to my bedroom, so I could show her my latest experiments. She was pretty impressed with my Chilli Farming Experiment (four pots of chilli seeds, with different sunlight and watering regimes), and she really liked my Colourful Flowers Experiment (three white flowers in vases, each with water containing different-coloured food dye).

‘Awesome,’ said Annie B, looking at the blue dye that was slowly creeping up the flower stalk. (I should point out – these flowers were from our garden, not Joe’s.) She cocked her head to the side. ‘Maybe you should investigate food colouring strength too?’

‘Oh yeah?’ I hadn’t thought of that.


She nodded enthusiastically. ‘You could test some vases with one drop of dye and the others with five drops, and see what difference it makes.’

‘Great idea!’ I jotted the idea down in my experiment notepad.

‘What’s that?’ Annie B pointed to my box of wrinkle cream jars sticking out from under my bed. ‘Is that another experiment?’

‘Sort of . . .’ I told her all about my moisturiser creation attempt, and its unfortunate consequence in Ms Newton’s office.

‘I’m not convinced it works though,’ I said. ‘So it’s probably a good thing Ms Newton didn’t want any.’ There hadn’t been any noticeable changes in Max’s temperament or skin elasticity since he’d been using it. I was starting to think maybe I got the formula wrong. ‘I think I’ll tip these out and recycle them.’ I kicked the box with my foot.

Annie B smiled. ‘Should we give it one final test?’


So we smothered a handful of cream over our faces. We came to the conclusion that we didn’t feel any happier, more carefree or more likely to flick our hair around than prior to application.

Knock knock.

Mum poked her head through the door. She startled as she took in our gloopy white faces. ‘What on earth?’ She shook her head. ‘I won’t ask.’

Annie B and I looked at one another and dissolved into giggles.

‘Don’t worry, Mum,’ I said. ‘It’s just sorbolene cream and toothpaste.’

‘Right,’ she said, bewildered. ‘Well, once you’ve finished smoothing random products on your faces, would you like to help set up the water slide?’

The moisturiser was quickly forgotten.

We raced to the backyard and set to work assembling the tarp, attaching the hose and slopping sunscreen on our arms and legs.


‘What are you lot up to?’ Joe poked his head over the fence, his clippers in hand.

‘Water slides!’ Annie B and I cried.

‘Water, fun!’ said Max, jumping up and down.

Dad strode over to the fence. ‘Would you like to pop over for a cuppa?’

While the grown-ups chatted, Annie B, Max and I took turns running up to the tarp, then launching ourselves onto our bellies and sliding all the way to the end.

After a few rounds of sliding, I noticed that the sunscreen ending up on the tarps was having a fantastic effect upon the slipperiness of the slide. It was oozy and slimy, and helped shoot us along really quickly.

It gave me an idea.

‘I just need to duck upstairs!’

I didn’t notice any hair-flicking or wrinkle reduction after we used my homemade wrinkle cream as a ‘slip ‘n’ slide’ lubricant, but I did notice a lot of smiles and laughter.

So, maybe anti-wrinkle cream does make people happy, after all.
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‘What happened to the hot water?’

Dad stormed down the hallway, a towel wrapped around his hips. ‘Did you turn it off again, Edie?’ He thundered into the kitchen and stood next to the table, crossing his arms. A droplet of water from his elbow dripped onto my maths homework.

‘No, I didn’t do it,’ I said.

He cocked his head to the side. ‘Really?’ His scruffy blond hair, which typically sticks out in a million different directions (just like my brother Max’s hair), was wet and flat against his head. He looked a bit like a drenched seal.

I shook my head adamantly. ‘It wasn’t me, Dad.’ I’d turned off the hot water three times already that weekend (twice when Mum was in the shower and once when Dad was taking too long), but on this occasion I was innocent.

‘Well, what happened then?’ Dad said, raising an eyebrow. ‘All of a sudden the warm water stopped and I was blasted with ice-cold Arctic water! It gave me the biggest fright!’

‘I know,’ I said. I’d heard him shout. He’d sounded like a drenched seal too. ‘But it wasn’t me,’ I repeated. ‘It was Max.’

Dad’s eyes bulged. ‘Max? Max turned off the hot water? The one who’s trying to push a crayon up his nose?’

He pointed to where my brother Max was sitting on the floor, intent on fitting his purple crayon up his right nostril. When he heard his name, he dropped his crayon and grinned up at Dad. It was the same smile that Dad usually has. (When he hasn’t recently been blasted by an icy stream of water, that is.)

‘I did boost him up to reach the switch,’ I admitted. The hot water switch in the laundry was far too high for a two-year-old to reach on their own. Max is only about 87.2 centimetres tall, after all. (Maybe 87.4 centimetres by now, since it was last month that we measured him.)

Dad went to open his mouth, but before he could say anything Mum struggled through the front door, laden with grocery bags.

She stopped short when she saw Dad standing in a puddle of water, a towel around his waist. ‘Did Edie turn off the hot water again?’ She was trying not to smile, but the corners of her mouth were twitching.

‘No, apparently it was Max this time.’ Dad crossed his arms.

Max nodded his head, his shaggy blond hair shaking all over the place. He jumped up and sprinted to Mum. ‘It me! It me!’ He looked so excited to be the culprit.


Mum dropped her bags and scooped Max into her arms. ‘Oh, it was you, was it?’

‘Yay, yay,’ he said, still nodding enthusiastically.

‘See, I told you,’ I said to Dad.

‘Great. Another environmentalist in the house,’ he said tickling Max’s belly. Max shrieked with laughter as he dropped from Mum’s arms and sprinted back to his crayons.

‘Your shower was over four minutes,’ I said, gesturing to the magnetic timer on the front of the fridge. I’d stuck it there on Friday, when Mum and Dad agreed to take part in my Speedy Showers Experiment. It was a special weekend experiment I’d designed for the homework that my teacher Mr Zhu had set on Thursday. And so far, it was going great. (Although, I have to say, Dad wasn’t the biggest fan.)

Dad’s jaw dropped as he glanced at the screen. ‘Six minutes, thirty-three seconds? No way! That thing must be broken.’ He yanked the timer off the fridge and started pressing buttons. It was the second time he’d accused the timer of malfunctioning that weekend.

Mum tapped her chin. ‘I’ve got an idea,’ she said. ‘How about we go with a quick knock on the door, rather than turning the hot water off entirely?’ She raised an eyebrow. ‘It might be less . . . alarming.’

‘Hmm . . .’ I turned to Max. ‘What do you think?’ Seeing as he was my lab partner in this experiment, I figured he deserved a say.

But Max wasn’t listening – he was engrossed in his crayons again. This time he was trying to fit a green crayon between his toes.

‘All right, we’ll give it a go,’ I agreed. We could always revert to turning off the hot water switch, if need be.

‘Great.’ Dad exhaled. ‘Now, if you’ll excuse me,’ he continued, twirling on his heel. ‘I’m going to go have a nice hot, steamy, three-hour bubble bath.’

Mum and I looked at one another.

‘Da-ad, no!’ I called.


He poked his head back around the door. ‘Just joking,’ he said, his signature cheeky grin fully restored. ‘I wanted to see what you’d say.’

I sighed. Sometimes it was hard work being a scientist in this household.
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Detention Room Reality
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My heart playing happily on a Jjumping castle
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PEBBLE-STRUCTION
EXPERIMENT
NAAAAAAAAAS

AIM

To have fun ot Lunchtime
experimenting with pebbles
as a construction material.

EQUIPMENT
* Pebbles of various shapes and sizes
* Town-planner-in-training (me)

METHOD

1. Scoff down my vegemite sandwich,
then race ko the pebbliest spot in
the playground.

2. Collect a good stashk of pebbles
and rocks.

3. Stack them into various miniature
towers and buildings.
4. Create a whole mini city.
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4. Enjoy my classmates’ compliments
and admiration, and play together
happily for the rest of our primary
school years.
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Science Fair Trophy

Before Lunch After Lunch

..Oh. Dear.
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SURPRISE SLIME
EXPERIMENT
ANAANAAAAANAANAS

AIM
To impress my new classmates with
a cool science experiment.

EQUIPMENT

* Science-minded student (me)
wanting to make friends at my
new school

* Science kib, including: glue, baking
soda, food colouring, saline
solution

* Lab coat

= Safety goggles

METHOD

1. Waik until my classmates are
enthralled in an exciting game of
handball at Lunchtime, then sneak
back into the classroom.

2. Mix up two bakckes of thick, gooey,

green slime,
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LOUNCHTIME DETENTION
EXPERIMENT
NAANAAAAAAANAS

AIM
To experience a lunchtime detention.

EQUIPMENT
* Torture chamber (I'm guessing?)
* Slime-offending children Like me
* Army sergeant or ex—criminal
to scare us into good behaviour
(I think?)

METHOD

1. Get yelle& ok bj the army sergeant.

2. Do one thousand push-ups,
ckin—urs, ete,

3. Promise ko be perfectly behaved
for the rest of my Life.
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3. SCQQP a small ball onto each
student’s desk,

4.5coop an extra-large ball onto
Mr Zhu's desk (after all, he’s the
teacher).

5. Sneak back outside and wait to
see my classmates’ surprised faces
when they find a fun, springy ball
of slime to play with,

6. Become best friends forever with
everyohe in my class,
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MOISTURISER CREATION
EXPERIMENT

AIM
To create my own ‘Miraculous Wrinkle
Cream’,

EQUIPMENT

* Moisturiser ingredients (note to
self - find out what these are)

* Young scientist in need of
distraction (following unfortunate
cookie incident following
unfortunate slime incident)

METHOD

1. Create my own moisturiser, using
the same ingredients as the
far-too-expensive Miraculous
Wrinkle Cream.

2, Give a samrle to Mum, to test it
out for its happiness-improving
properties.

3. Sell my moisturiser around the

world, and become a millionaire.
4. Never have to go to school again.
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APOLOGY COOKIE
EXPERIMENT
SNANAAAAANAANAS

AIM

To bake delicious cookies as an
apology to my class, following the
slime disaster,

EQUIPMENT

* Mum recipe book

* Ingredients: bulter, sugar, flour,
milk, baking soda, chocolate chips

METHOD

1. Bake delicious cookies.

2. Distribute them to my classmates,
and watch their frowns turn to

smiles.

3. Instantly become friends with
everyone in the class.

4. Enjoy playing with my new friends
and doing experiments together
for the rest of the year. (Maybe

even the rest of our lives.)
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Swing Trajectory Experiment
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APOLOGY FOR APOLOGY
COOKIE EXPERIMENT
ANAAAAANAAAANANAAAA

AIM

To apologise to my classmates for the
bitter biscuit incident, with the help of
a freshly picked bunch of flowers.

EQUIPMENT

* Apologetic Biscuit Baker (me)

= Bunch of freshly picked flowers

= Still grumpy classmates (probably
even grumpier than before)

METHOD

1. Select another tasteful bunch of
flowers from the back garden.

2. Explain the error in my bitter
biscuits recipe, and apologise to
my classmabes with the keLF of a
delightful bouguet.

3. Win over my classmates, and spend

the rest of my primary school
years in a happy bliss of handball
and shared Lunches.

4.Become a florist,
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SPEEDY LITTER COLLECTION
EXPERIMENT
AAANAAAAANAAS

AIM

To set a Guinness World Record for

Litter collection.

EQUIPMENT

= Scientist being punished with Litter
duty (me)

= School playground in need of
tidying

* Litter ‘grabber stick’

* Rubbish bag

METHOD

1. Use my forced Litter duty to set a
Guinness World Record for Litter
collection.

2, Campaign the Guinness World
Records committee to add ‘speedy
Litker collection’ to their List of
categories.
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1. Antarctic Animals Lunch boxes
are not designed for rose
storage. Roses can get caught
tn bhe Lid, whick
can have disastrous
consequences for
trying to apologise to
your classmates.

2. Borrowing flowers from your
neighbour is not a good idea,
even if they're only small roses.

3. Knotted underwear has the
potential for huge impact on
someone’s anger levels, (I'lL be
exceptionally careful when I get
dressed in the moriing from now
on, ko make sure none of my
clothing is knotted or creased.

I wouldn't want to have an anger
explosion Like Joeks.)
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RUBBISH REPURPOSED
EXPERIMENT
NAANAAAAAAANAS

AIM

To create an environmentalls

friendly fort for the playground, and
to win over my classmates with my

ingenuity and recycling skills.

EQUIPMENT

*

*

*

*

Recjcbed bottles

Masking tape

Playground construction zone
Eco-conscious classmates in need
of a fun fort to play in

Engineer-in-training (me)

METHOD

1,

2,

3.

Scout around the playground for
bottles to recycle.

Create an awesome, eco-conscious
fort by taping together all the
bottles,

Play in the fort with Annie B and
all my classmates.
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3. Be interviewed on TV, and become
famous.,
4. Instantly become a celebrity in my

class, and enjoy my classmates’
affection and praise for the rest
of the year.
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/ NOTES

1. Future ideas for Max’ experiments:
(based on his skills and interests
ak the moment)

a. Handbag Slipperiness Testing

b. Cranky Facial Expression
Experimentation

<. Speedy Cheese Sandwich Eating.
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Coming soon . . .
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Mud Fort Vision
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