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As the rain gurgled down the drain pipe
outside her bedroom window, Celeste lay
wide awake. She stared at the bare walls
where pictures of her favourite bands and
singers used to stare back at her. All of her
posters and other possessions had been
packed away in big cardboard boxes ready
for the move tomorrow. This would be her
last night in this bed, in this bedroom and
in this house.
Celeste wondered what her new house would look like and if it also had
a fish pond in the garden. When she thought about leaving her friends,
her stomach felt like she had butterflies fluttering inside. She called out
to her sister, “Renee, are you scared about moving?” No answer came back.
Renee was already fast asleep. It took a long time for Celeste to fall asleep
that night.

They got up very early to drive to Pacalville.
It was a long way away. Pacalville was more
of a city than the town where Celeste had
been living with her mother and sister. As the
wheat fields and the creeks and the forests
changed to rows of houses and busy streets,
they arrived at their new home.
School wasn’t starting for a couple of
weeks so Celeste and Renee had lots of free
time to play. Renee liked the big city. She rode her bike around the streets
and walked down to the local park, and she made friends with some of
the neighbourhood kids. Celeste, however, didn’t feel safe outside. The city
felt unwelcoming and dark, and it made her feel unhappy. She spent all
day in her bedroom playing with her toys and having cups of tea with her
imaginary friends.

After the first week Celeste became bored
with her tea parties. One day she decided
to venture outside. As she opened the back
door she heard a loud crashing noise from
a small shed at the bottom of the garden.
As she peered around the corner of the half
open door, a scruffy stray cat screeched past
her and disappeared over the back fence.
“That was strange,” she said out loud and
although she felt a little scared, she continued to investigate.
Celeste entered the shed and there on the floor was a broken ceramic pot.
“That mischievous cat must have knocked it over,” she thought to herself.
As Celeste looked around the bench tops covered in paint pots and tools,
she saw an interesting old radio.
“Now I won’t be so bored in my room because I will be able to listen to
music.” Celeste took the radio to her bedroom and plugged it in. She cheerfully sang to the music for hours. The days before school seemed to fly by.

The first day of school was an absolute disaster.
Celeste was teased by some girls, a big boy
pulled her hair and no one sat with her at lunch
time. The second day was just as bad. Celeste
retreated to her bedroom every evening and
cried. One day, Celeste was so upset that when
she got home from school she cried and cried
and cried. She didn’t want to be in this city,
this house or this bedroom. She wished she
was happy. Then she turned on the radio and closed her eyes.
Celeste kept her eyes shut tightly and she began to feel the music surround
her. She relaxed and breathed deeply, letting the music take over and move
her. Suddenly, she had the sensation of being lifted up from the floor and of
leaving her bedroom.
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