
summer STORIES
sela caldwell



SUMMER STORIES

Sela Caldwell



Dedicated to my mum, Tess Lyons, and grandparents,
Maureen & Blake Lyons, who have inspired and helped my love for reading.

"Does not wisdom call out? Does not understanding raise her voice?"
Proverbs 8:1



SUMMER Stories

The Summer Lovers ... 5

A Big Choice ... 13

Mum Knows Best ... 19

Dealing With It ... 31

Swan Lake ... 43

Picture locations: Camp Wamego is a cottage located on Tonches Island at Pointe au Baril on Georgian
Bay, Ontario, Canada. Idabel is a cottage resort located on Idabel Lake outside Kelowna, BC, Canada.

Cover: Sebastian jumping o the Camp Wamego dock at dusk.
Inside cover: through the door from inside Camp Wamego.



Clockwise from top left: Jasper, Sebastian, Mandy, Sela and Carys in the abandoned cabin at Idabel.
Jasper, Sela, Emma, Carys and Sebastian at The Throne on Tonches Island.
Sebastian, Carys, Jasper and Sela with Mandy at a waterpark in Edmonton.

Galen, Carys, Jasper, Sela and Sebastian after picking blueberries on
Tonches Island between The Edge and Camp Wamego.



The Summer Lovers

I yawned, and then I groaned.

It was Monday. Monday always comes too quickly, way too quickly. I sighed and got out of bed, but then I remembered
something! Summer vacation was starting! I could not contain myself, or stop myself, I screamed at the top of my
lungs, 'SUMMER VACATION IS STARTING!'

'Oh for goodness sakes, Gemma!' Aunty Heather cried, running down the stairs, still in her dressing gown.

'Sorry' I replied sheepishly.

'Fight, Fight, Fight!'

We were interrupted by my 10 year old brother Michael who loved it whenever I got in the slightest bit of trouble. We
were not fighting. We were having a shouting competition, I informed him with an icy glare.

'Geeze OK, easy tiger, easy,' he said as I glared at him again.

Why are older brothers always so annoying? I am so glad I am not a sissy girl with long wavy curls to my hips and who
shows o all the time, like my arch enemy, ****. I am going to use foul language here but her name is Claire. I know I
just said the most horrible swear word of all time. Do not, and I mean do not tell anybody. It's time I tell you about
myself. I am Gemma Malta and I have long black hair to my elbows.
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My mum is having a baby right now so she is not going to be here at the moment. My dad is at the hospital, too, so my
aunt is coming to stay over for the time being until my mum comes back. Until my dad comes back, too. Suddenly I
remembered something, my friends and me are fixing up the old summer house today at 9 o'clock. I glanced at the
clock... 15 minutes to 9!

'Got to get ready, sorry,' I said and dashed to my wardrobe. I selected a pair of ripped jeans and a blue T- shirt, grabbed
a piece of toast, ran to the new bike stand, grabbed my bike and cycled to the dusty path that led to the beach house.

The beach house was unwanted, so it was legal to use. We are going to use it for a place to practice our new band, the
summer lovers. We are going to perform at the school talent show which is three months away. There, I can just see
the beach house now.

I parked my bike and ran to join my friends. Miranda was just arriving, too. We went inside. There we found the other
two players, Amy and Samantha, just getting out the equipment.

The beach house, I realised, wasn't that hard to clean up as I set to work wiping the walls, floor and then the ceiling
once we got the really big ladder out. We weren't finished by lunch time so I ran to my bag and got out a coin for a
coin flip. First me and Samantha, then Miranda and Amy. I won the first coin flip, and the second coin flip Miranda won
so we paired up and did a coin flip. I won the coin flip, too, so I got to choose who was going to buy lunch.

I chose Miranda.

The Summer Lovers
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'What! Why is it always me, me out of all people, me!' She sighed dramatically and we all burst out in helpless laughter.

Once I recovered we managed to convince her to buy lunch. But she was still regretful when she brought the bags
back.

'You guys are lucky I have such strong muscles because these bags are heavy,' she said.

This time we giggled, but not so much, because we were starved.

Once we finished lunch we went down to work again, and before we knew it we were putting the instruments in place.

'There we are.' I leaned on Miranda outside the beach house in satisfaction. I really was satisfied. We had done a really
good job on the outside as well as the inside.

'I have to go now. My mum is waiting for me to help make dinner,' I heard Samantha's voice say.

'So do I,' I remembered. 'Mum is coming home tonight and we want to have a really good dinner for her and the baby
because the hospital food is awful,' I said pulling a face. I really did have proof. I had once broke my leg and had to stay
in the hospital for a week and I was starving because I would not eat any hospital food. Mum obviously came home
tonight because she couldn't stand not being with us. She's fine and so is the baby.

The Summer Lovers

7



The weeks and months seemed to fly after that but it slowed down a little when school came. It was really exciting
because we were getting really good at this song called Destiny that we made up. It is just a week until the talent show
now. It is just about time we were signed up so I went to the signing board and just managed to get to the last space
available. I typed up the name of the band and our four players me, Amy, Samantha, and Miranda.

We were really good now but then I remembered something, what were we going to wear? We can't just wear our
school uniform, can we? My troubles were interrupted by the phone. I managed to get to the phone before Michael
and Aunty Caroline.

'Hello?' I said into the phone, It's Gemma here.'

'Oh, hi Gemma!' I heard the voice at the end reply. It was Samantha, probably going to ask about the band, but instead
she said, 'Can you come over to my house?'

I was a bit surprised but I accepted the invitation. Once I arrived at her house Amy and Miranda were already there.

'Sorry, but was I meant to arrive earlier?' I asked.

'No,' replied Amy in a sti voice.

'What?' I asked as they glared at me like I did to Michael a few months ago.

The Summer Lovers
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'Remember this?' asked Amy, holding out a piece of paper for me to read. I took it and read it. It had stu about how I
didn't want to be in the band which was entirely not true.

'I didn't write this!' I cried, throwing it at Amy. 'Why would I write this?' I carried on absolutely furious. 'Do you think I
would write this? Of course I want to be in this band!'

I stormed out of the room, still absolutely furious and raced downstairs. I burst through their front door and raced to
my house. I rushed up to my bedroom and threw myself on my bed.

Once I had calmed down I set to work with some black fabric and made ourselves some really rad clothes to wear.
They were black skirts to just above our knees, (a bit tight) black leggings, and a black t-shirt with spaghetti straps. It
took me ages and it was all worth it because it would really look good on all of us.

My heart fell as I realised I might not be playing with the band but I decided to give it a shot. I carefully packed the
clothes in a plastic bag and walked the block to Samantha's. My hands were shaking as I rang the doorbell of the
Harrison's house. I expected the doorbell to sound all shaky as well but of course it sounded just normal. Samantha
and the others answered the doorbell.

'Look,' I began, 'I feel really bad about shouting at you and I really want to be in the band so just give me another
chance, please?'

The Summer Lovers
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The others were hesitating.

'OK, but we're really sorry, too, because now I realise it was probably Michael who did it. After all, it is in print,'
Samantha added with a laugh! I laughed, too.

'Wait,' I cried. 'What about the talent show?' I shouted.

'Let's go already!' cried Amy.

'I got the costumes. We can change while we're there,' I gabbled as we all rushed to our bikes! We arrived just in time to
get changed.

Thankfully the others fit into the clothes I made and fit into them perfectly. We were nervous when we got on but
when we started it was just like I wanted it to be: absolutely perfect. When Miranda sang I just never felt better. "You
are my destiny," Miranda's sweet voice sang out into the crowd. The crowd really did go wild at the end.

Once we were on back stage again we screamed. 'Oh my gosh, I thought they were going to send us o!' I squealed in
satisfaction. We ended up winning!!!!

They loved our costumes and they absolutely loved Miranda's voice, and they really very much loved the new song
that we made up.

The Summer Lovers
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Clockwise from bottom right: Jasper, Sela and Sebastian at The Rocks, Georgian Bay.
Carys at Camp Wamego, Georgian Bay.



Top: Team Caldwell family at Wedding Rehearsal Dinner, Edmonton.
Bottom: Lyons' extended family and friends at Pre-Wedding Gathering, Edmonton.



A Big Choice

'I guess I'll go to bed now, mum,' I said with a yawn.

It was New Year's Eve and I had stayed up to midnight. I could not be awake any longer after this. It was okay for Mum,
Dad, and James. They were used to staying up so late, but me, I had to stick to my bed time 9:30. It was so unfair: Dad
and Mum say that the other kids are getting to bed at that time, too. Okay, I and my friends all go to bed at the same
time but we all lay awake for ages wondering when we will ever get to sleep. We do get to sleep, eventually though.
But as I was getting into bed I felt a strange feeling that passed over my body in one big wave, from head to toe. It felt
very strange, but what ever it was I knew it had made a dierence to me because I heard my name being called over
and over again in a strange eager voice.

'Sapphire, Sapphire, Sapphire,' over and over again. Whatever it was, it was pulling me, tempting me to go wherever it
wanted me. It couldn't be any harm. It was such a soft gentle voice that I just had to follow it. I made my bed to look
like I was sleeping so if Mum or Dad came in to check on me they would think I was sleeping. I grabbed an apple, got
changed into comfy clothes and crept out the back door. The voice was louder now. It was stronger, too. Finally, I
reached the point when the voice was so loud that it was booming into my ears. All of a sudden it stopped. But I could
still hear it inside my head. I looked around and realised that I was on a beach. Not any old beach. A beach with sand
so yellow it was white. The sea stretched out before me and even in the night I could make out a small tree that had
lots of leaves on it. But the most peculiar thing was that right there on the tree, the moon was shining right onto it. I
gasped because a warm tingling feeling was flowing through my feet. I looked down and sighed. It was just the water.

'Hey, you, over there!' I heard a voice and I spun around in amazement and horror. I scanned the beach.
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Then I saw a shape on the rocks a few meters away from me. It looked like a boy, but he only had one leg. Wait! There
were two feet sticking out from the same leg! But that's impossible! I had to check it out. Before I knew it I was
swimming in the warm water. I reached the rock in no time easy peasy. I was a really good swimmer. The best in the
whole entire grade in fact. I climbed up and gazed at the creature in front of me. It was no boy! It was a mermaid! No
really, it was actually a mermaid that you could see only in story books!

'H... H... Hi, Im Sapphire,' I stammered.

'Oh, good, you can see me,' he said with an amazing grin.

'What? What do you mean I can see you?' I asked, utterly confused.

He sighed and shook his head as if it was so simple.

'Only people who believe enough in me can see me,' he said.

'So why were you calling my name?' I asked him.

'Because I want you to check out under the sea,' he said with a dramatic wave of his hand. 'Okay? So just don't think
about breathing,' he said with a smile.

A Big Choice
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'Sure,' I said.

Then we dove down. It was awesome. It was so dierent from looking down with goggles. The coral was all dierent
colours, red, orange, blue, purple, green, yellow, all sorts of dierent colours that were even better than any comic strip
or a film I had ever seen.

'Since you're so calm do you want to try breathing on your own?' asked the merman.

I nodded, and then I asked, 'What's your name?'

'Faro,' he replied. 'Want to try breathing on your own now?' Faro asked.

'Course,' I replied with a smile. I tried. It was a bit harder to breathe without holding onto Faro's hand to give me some
oxygen to breathe with, but I soon got into the flow.

'Ooh there's a current, let's go ride it,' said Faro heading towards a twisting white thing. So we tried to ride it. Well I
tried. Faro didn't need to try. He was just a natural, curving through it like a professional surfer shredding a seriously
big wave that was almost too big to ride. I found it actually very hard but Faro said that I was good, for a beginner. I
considered this as a compliment, judging that it looked like a very big current. We had an awesome time, asking
endless questions and laughing when Faro's questions were so simple like 'What is a house?' and 'What is paper?'

A Big Choice
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Before I knew it Faro said that I had to go home now or else my family would be worried sick about me and where I
had gone to. I sighed and had to trail out of the water after Faro promised me to be ready and waiting if I came back
tomorrow.

I did come back the next night, and the next, and the next, I had gotten my way round the place to the beach pretty
quickly.

One day, I trailed round to the beach for the last time. Faro was not waiting for me. I decided to go into the water
myself.

I entered under the sea and Faro was standing by the entrance with an unreadable expression on his face.

'What?' I asked him.

'The Queen of Under the Sea has died,' he said, still an unreadable expression on his face.

'Will you be the new queen?' he asked me. The question took me by shock. All of a sudden I realised people
surrounding me. No, merman and mermaids were surrounding me. I became nervous but I considered the question. It
was getting hard at home with everyone shouting, but I said one word...

The word was...Yes!

A Big Choice
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Symmetry, as distinguished by Carys.
Georgian Bay, July 2013



Some, but not all, of the mums. Clockwise from top left: Tess at The Rocks on Georgian Bay.
Penny with daughter, Emma, at The Rocks. Tess as a bridesmaid at Pam and Edd's

wedding in Edmonton. Carolyn at the Harris cottage, Camp Wamego.



Mum Knows Best
I was walking down the aisle, but then I tripped, and fell and landed head first into the Pastor. Everybody started
laughing as I displayed my underwear while waving my legs in the air helplessly.

'Grace! Grace!' I heard.

I woke up to find my mum over me.

'It's the summer holiday today!' she said. 'More time to plan for the future!' she said with a smile.

My mum was the person who started these nightmares. She told me that now that I was almost a teenager I had to
start to plan for the future.

'So, I think we have to start you up for a supermarket job. It would give you a feeling about what working and payment
is like,' she said.

I groaned. 'What, you want me to work at a supermarket? I'd rather work at a publishing oice,' I said.

I really meant it. Publishing and typing things up on a computer would actually be great fun compared to stacking
shelves. And I'll get paid a lot of money, too.

'OK then, we'll get you a job there then,' replied Mum.
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'You would probably have to wear a suit to work though,' said Mum.

'You probably want me to go shopping now then!' I replied with a smile.

'You know me, honey,' Mum replied with a twinkle in her eye.

I got out of bed and pulled on my favourite jeans and t-shirt. I clattered down the stairs just as Dad put my plate down
at my place on the table. Breakfast was scrambled eggs, toast, and bacon. We all sat down and tucked in.

'So I heard you got a job at the publishing company,' Dad said. I stared at him in amazement. 'How do you know?' I
asked, glancing at Mum.

'I knew you would want to work at the publishing company so I signed you up there and they said it would be fine if
you took the job. Oh, and here is your suit,' Dad explained. Mom held the suit out with a smile.

The suit was beautiful. It was a black skort, a black shirt, a black jacket, and black shoes with weenie heels on them. I
gasped in amazement. The outfit looked awesome.

'Your job starts tomorrow,' said Mum

'Great!' I replied.

Mum Knows Best
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That night as I got ready for bed I began to get very nervous about my first job. I managed to eventually get to sleep
but it wasn't such a good one. I tossed and turned all night and in the morning I had to drench my hair to do the
hairdo that mum required for me. That meant that I just had to twist my hair and pin it up into place.

I was so nervous when we drew up outside the company that I almost wet myself. But it was all fine. My boss
introduced me to the people next to my small cubicle like oice. I didn't get a real oice because I was just here for the
summer but I didn't really mind at all.

First, he just asked me to type up a paragraph about myself. But then he asked me to type up part of 'The Wizard of
Oz' script. It was a bit diicult for a bit but I soon got used to the scrawny handwriting on the lined page. It took quite a
while but I printed it out with the printer beside me and went to give it to the boss. He was busy, so I was kept waiting
for a while. Once he was done I gave him the script. He was impressed. I had made it all through the script without
spelling a word wrong.

'Can I talk to you for a second?' the boss asked me. 'Sure,' I replied uncertainly.

'Could you type up the whole script for me?' he asked.

'Of course I can,' I said with a smile.

'I will e-mail it to you if that's OK,' he explained with a smile.

Mum Knows Best
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'Fine with me if it is with you,' I said (which meant yes).

So I went to my Box Like oice to receive my e-mail and type the text. When I arrived there was a tray with some lunch
on it. I was surprised but I enjoyed the lunch thoroughly. I just got the piece of text finished when the boss came in.

'Hello, Grace,' he said, startling me. I jumped.

'Oh Hi,' I said with a smile.

'So you all done?' he asked.

'Yep, I just sent the script to you,' I told him with a smile.

'OK, it better be good!'

He was joking but I still was a bit nervous the next morning when he poked his head round the door and said, 'Perfect,
absolutely perfect.' I smiled in relief.

'Anything else I need to do now? I asked him.

'Nope,' he replied. 'Oh, what do you want me to do next?' I asked.

Mum Knows Best
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'I need to check and see the progress of your other work,' he said with a smile.

'OK,' I said. I leaned back and he checked my work.

'So now you need to prove that you know how to print out a document so I know that you know how to,' he said with a
grin. 'Even if it is very simple,' he said.

'Wait, I am meant to know how to print out a document?' I asked him in shock.

'Oh my goodness. The look on your face!' he chuckled.

'Hey, that is so not funny. If you are a boss you are not supposed to joke around so much, for your info!' I hissed at him
forgetting completely that he was my boss.

'Oy, are you forgetting that I am your boss?' he hissed back. 'Apparently I think you did, and I can fire you right now if I
want to,' he continued, 'and I won't because I am so generous. But may I have a have a word with you, if you please?'

He asked this while leading me to his oice. Wait this was not his oice. This was a room half the size of his oice with
a fabulous sea view out of the window. The size of his oice was very, very big.

So this oice was relatively big.

Mum Knows Best
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Anyway, he went into the oice and he asked me, 'Would you like to have a Saturday job here?'

I was astounded. He just asked me if I could take a job here for Saturdays?

'Well?' he asked waiting for an answer.

'Sure!' I said, hoarse with excitement.

'This can be your new oice,' he said, gesturing his hand around the room.

'I will go move my stu now,' I gasped and ran o to my old oice, blinded with excitement. I was so blinded that I got
lost and had to ask for directions to my oice. I was so happy that I almost ruined my brand new suit by spilling my
water all over myself.

I managed to come back to the oice looking like I was surprised and thankful but not that over excited. It seemed to
work. He did not ask me to calm down or anything like my mum needs to do with me when I am in a very excited
mode. Mums knows best about how to calm me down!

Plus, I think that he is a very good boss.

Well, never mind that right now I have some work to do.

Mum Knows Best
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Clockwise from top left: Sela, Maureen and Carys' last visit to Fintry, Lake Okanagan.
Jasper Go-Karting in Kelowna. Sela and Carys with Mitch at Camp Wamego.

Sebastian Go-Karting in Kelowna.



Clockwise from top left: Marnie and Sebastian celebrate the salvage of Marnie's ring from
the bottom of the lake. Dave at the wheel of the whaler during tubing.
Galen and Jasper jumping o the Camp Wamego dock in the evening.

Charles about to catch a ball mid-air at Idabel.



Clockwise from top left: Emma and Jasper returning from The Rocks, Georgian Bay.
Grand Dad Doug Caldwell with his grandchildren.

Dave and Charles during birthday celebrations, Camp Wamego, Georgian Bay.
Graeme and Tess embrace during their last visit to Fintry, Lake Okanagan.



Top: Extended Caldwell family and friends at Camp Wamego.
Bottom: Grand Dad Doug Caldwell with his grandchildren.



The end of one thing is the beginning of another.
Like the end of the year is the beginning of the summer.

Sela Caldwell



Pictures from Pam and Edd's wedding, Edmonton, July 2013.



Dealing With It
'Aw, mum, do I have to, I am so tired from school already,' I complained as I put my bag down with a thump.

'Of course you have to do your chores, unless you don't want your weekly allowance,' she said.

It was so annoying. Mum said that we have to start doing chores so we can get our allowance. Of course I want
allowance. It's just that chores seem the worst way to earn it.

'OK, I'll do it, but I still dont want to,' I grumbled.

'Oh, I know that already, believe me,' she said with a sigh, 'You'll just have to deal with it.'

All of a sudden I heard the mail-box bang.

'Oh, the post is here!' I cried, running outside. 'There's a letter from Dad!' I panted handing the envelope to Mum.

'Oh, really!' cried Jasmine clattering down the stairs in her graduation dress. Jasmine is in year 13. I am in year 6. We
both have graduation dances coming up very close and we both have our dresses ready for the big day. Mine is sky
blue with crossover straps. It is all cool and slinky from the waist downwards.

'Is he alright?' asked Jasmine, eagerly leaning forward. Dad was a policeman so we were always worried about him
being in danger.
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'He's fine, and he can't wait to see us on Friday,' said Mum happily.

'Isn't it great, Julia?' cried Jasmine swooping me up and throwing me up in the air. I squealed in delight. I was a year 6
student but I still like being a child.

I was so excited as I got into bed that night. The school dance was tomorrow and I already had a dance partner to
dance with, my sort-of boyfriend, Robert. I also had polished up my dance moves a lot and I was actually getting quite
good at dancing. I sighed and snuggled into the duvets. It was so exciting when you are one day away from a
graduation dance. I was so fidgety the next morning at school. We all were. We just couldn't wait for the dance to
come. When it finally did come we were all struggling to get into our outfits, except me and my friend, Alexandra. We
had already agreed to help each other get into our outfits, so we were all fine and good on there, and I just put on my
blue shoes with heels which were about 3 centimeters high.

I gazed at Robert in awe. He normally wore regular jackets and pants, but now, he was so handsome, he was wearing a
tuxedo! His dark brown hair was brushed without a stray hair. He looked wonderful. I didn't know he would put such
eort into his appearance. Anyway, I was glad he did because I could already see girls walking away in disgust when
they found out their dates were wearing jeans and a t-shirt and not the most expensive tuxedo in the most expensive
store in the most expensive town in the most expensive city in the most expensive country in the most expensive
continent.

'You look good,' Robert said with a smile. He held out his hand.

Dealing With It
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'May I have this dance?' Robert asked me.

'Oh, of course,' I said gratefully as I took his hand and we danced our way to the center of the dance floor.

The master of ceremonies said, 'Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the Junior High Dance! We are going to choose
one lucky pair to be the winner of the talent show. Now here are the rules. 1 have fun. 2 when I tap your shoulder you
must leave the dance floor with your partner.'

So we danced on and on and on, while judges started tapping people on the shoulder, sending them o the dance
floor in a disgrace. Pretty soon it was just one other pair and us on the dance floor. We were all dancing really hard and
at last the judge came out to tap the last pair. We all held our breath and danced harder than ever. It was a tense
moment. The judge tapped the other pair! They both stormed o in a hu. Anyway, we won!

'The lucky pair is here!' declared the judge while everyone else clapped and cheered. I had one word to say right into
my arch enemy's face. The word was 'Victory!'

But that victory didnt last long. We were all waiting eagerly for Dad at the airport and he didn't come.

'Maybe he thought that we were not going to wait for him when he came out of the airplane and he went back home?'
suggested Jasmine.

Dealing With It
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'Yeah, that's probably it,' I agreed not letting my mind tell me that something happened to Dad.

So we trudged home in the rain since we couldn't get a taxi. When we finally got there I was so eager to see Dad I
didn't care that we had to walk home in the rain to see him again. We were greeted by an empty house with no Dad in
it. A dull silence swept over us, and then I couldn't hold it in. I collapsed on the floor in a soggy heap, sobbing so my
tears made me double wet.

'He isn't here. Something has happened to him. He might even be dead!' I gasped.

Now that I said it, it seemed so real, so scary, so convincing. I got up and slowly got changed out of my wet clothes
once I was in my bedroom and changed into my dry ones. Then I trudged downstairs just as slowly. Mum and Jasmine
were already there silently sipping some hot cocoa.

'Yours is in the kitchen,' whispered Mum. Both of their eyes were red. They had both been crying. But I was daddy's
girl. I missed him so much that I could die without him. He was such a big part of our life, always strong, comforting. He
was just our dad, but he isn't even here with us. He was somewhere else, probably even dying. I slowly walked to our
kitchen to get my cocoa. All of a sudden the phone rang.

'I'll get it!' I shouted and raced to the phone. 'Dad?' I whispered into the receiver.

'No, this is not your father but this is the police, little girl,' said a soft gentle voice at the other end of the phone.

Dealing With It
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The voice sounded sad.

'Oh, why are you calling? We didn't do anything wrong, did we?' I asked anxiously, nibbling my lip.

'I am calling to give you some devastating news, actually,' he said. My stomach lurched. I knew what was going to
happen now. He would tell me that Dad was poorly in hospital. Then he would call again sometime later to say that
Dad was dead and we would be cast out onto the street, homeless.

'It's about Dad, isn't it? Either he is poorly in hospital or he is dead,' I sobbed, devastated at my own words.

'I am sorry to say this but it is the second one. Your dad was killed when he tried to stop someone stealing all the
crowns and jewels in a bank. I am very sorry,' he said.

I didn't say anything. I slammed down the receiver and ran to the dining room.

'Dad is dead,' I whispered to them.

They immediately burst into tears. But I was so sad that I couldn't cry. I was beyond crying. I didn't say anything. I ran
up to my room. I slowly searched through my jewelry box and pulled out the locket that Dad had given me when I was
a baby. I didn't wear any jewelry, seeing as I was a tomboy but I made a silent vow to wear the locket forever after this.
You can't blame me because my dad died and he was the one who gave it to me. I sat in my room for a long time.

Dealing With It
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'Dinner time, Julia,' Mum said softly.

'I'm not hungry,' I growled.

'Are you sure? We are having pizza tonight,' Mum said, trying to get me to eat.

'I said I'm not hungry!' I said.

'Well, OK then,' she replied. Then she walked over to Jasmine's room to see if she wanted any dinner. I went down to
the kitchen late that night to raid the refrigerator. Mum and Jasmine caught me red handed in mid raid.

'Ah, got you now,' said a voice. I spun around, startled. Mum had caught me stuing a cookie in my mouth. Uh Oh, I'm
in for it now. Mum is going to tell me to go straight to bed in disgrace and I will be grounded forever. The end. But
instead she comes to me and we raid the refrigerator together.

'I didn't eat any dinner either,' said Jasmine and we stued our faces into cookies, cakes, jam tarts, and eventually
candy.

'Woah, well that was a mistake! said Mum.

'What was the mistake?' I asked her.

Dealing With It
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'I am trying to find a job tomorrow and I don't want them to think I am fat,' she said.

'You're not fat!' me and Jasmine said in unison.

'Oh, if you say so,' she laughed and hugged us. Just then the phone rang and made us all jump.

'I'll get it,' said Mum with a sigh.

'Hello?' Mum said into the receiver. 'Oh, very well, thank you,' she said. When she turned to us her eyes were wide.

'They found your dad's body, girls,' she explained.

'Let's go and see his body then,' Jasmine replied and we all went to get dressed. We hailed a cab, got in, but then we
were stuck. What address was it?

'Universal Bank, please,' Mum said and we were o. When we arrived Mum paid and we tramped to the big crowd.

'Dad!' I cried running toward the crowd. Several people turned to stare at me, but I didn't care, I had to see Dad. I had
caught a lot of people's attention so they made a pathway for me so I could see him. But when I did, it broke my heart.
The laughter from his eyes was gone. The permanent goofy grin on his face was gone. I wanted him to be alive.
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'Oh Dad, please come alive again, please!' I sobbed as I rushed towards him. 'Oh please Dad! You have to be with us!
You can't die now, not now! We need you Dad, we need you!' I sobbed, not caring that everyone was staring.

How would they feel if their dad had died when they were 10 years old? I asked myself.

'Oh please, Daddy, please come alive and stay with us!' I begged. But he stayed motionless on the ground, not even
fluttering an eyelash. It broke my heart. I couldn't stand seeing him like that. I just couldn't get over that it was real, that
he was actually dead. My dad. Dead. I flung myself at him and all of a sudden everything went black.

Then everything went brighter and brighter and all of a sudden there was Dad right in front of me. Not the dad that
was laying on the ground, the real Dad, my Daddy, with a goofy grin on his face, and laughter in his eyes. He was all set
to play, wearing his shorts and t-shirt. I looked around and saw a familiar setting. It wasn't the house, but it was in a big
field, me and Dad's favourite picture! We played for ages, but all of a sudden everything started to get black again, and
it dawned on me, this wasn't all real. I had fainted and had a dream. Dad was still dead.

'Wait, Dad! Before we have to go forever, every night let's pretend that we are here, and we can still play every night,' I
said desperately.

'OK Julia,' Dad said with a wild grin.

'I love you, Dad,' I said, and I gave him one last hug before everything all went black again.
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'Julia, Julia, please don't be dead like Dad! How would we deal with it?' I heard Mum say.

I opened my eyes. I was in a white room and Mum and Julia were leaning over me.

'Oh Julia, you are alive!' said Mum, hugging me.

'Where am I?' I asked.

'You went into a coma for 4 days,' said Mum.

'Oh, I see, and you thought I would die like Dad?' I asked... I whispered the last line, like it was the most precious word of
all.

'Well, I'm fine now,' I said and I swung out of bed. I was wearing a hospital dress so I changed once the nurse brought
my clothes back.

Later that night back at home Mum called to me, 'Are you in bed, Julia?'

'Yep,' I said. I fell asleep instantly. Everything went black, but then it started to get brighter and brighter. All of a sudden
I could see Dad right in front of me, all ready to play.
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Clockwise from top left in Edmonton: Pam with her bridesmaids.
Father of the Bride, Blake Lyons. Pam with her sisters, Tess and Mandy.

The Groom, Edd Makarus.



Clockwise from top left: Charles, Mandy and Team Caldwell kids at Idabel.
Charles caught o guard. Sebastian with his Uncle Graeme.

Sela and Carys with their cousin Alex at Idabel.



The extended Lyons Family last visit to Fintry, Lake Okanagan, July 2013.



SWAN LAKE
'And one, two, three, four, five, plie!' cried Madam Black, our ballet teacher. I take dancing lessons every week on Friday
afternoon. I am the best in the class, so I really hope I am going to be Odett in the 'Swan Lake' ballet recital next week.
Oh, Madam Black is giving out roles now.

'Settle down everyone,' said Madam Black in her soft gentle voice.' And that lucky person is...!'

We all held our breath.

'Lucy!' Madam Black exclaimed.

'Yes!' I cried out in delight. 'I did it. I really did it. I am Odett!' I shouted.

'Well done, Lucy!' cried Amanda slapping me on the back. I beamed with pride.

'The understudy for Odett will be Anna,' said Madam Black. I stopped. Anna? My understudy? Now I know I can't be
sick. Anna is my deadly enemy. It would be awful if I was sick with Anna taking my place. That was too much.

'Amanda?' I asked, as we walked home that evening.

'What?' Amanda replied.
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'Oh, I was wondering how you prevent yourself from being sick?' I asked her.

'Hmmm, that's a hard one,' she said. 'You could just eat fruit, exercise and have a lot of sleep. I guess that's all there is
to it,' she answered thoughtfully.

'Wow, a lot of sleep, fruit, exercise?' I asked her. Amanda nodded. 'But doesn't that make you sick? I mean fruit, exercise
and sleep just give me a cold thinking about them,' I said. 'What would happen if I actually did them?'

Amanda laughed. I did, too.

'What if I am sick for the recital?' I asked myself as I climbed into bed that night. 'What would happen then?' I thought.
'Well, I guess that would be answered if I am sick,' I thought as I snuggled under the duvet and fell asleep.

'Breakfast!' called Mum.

'Coming!' I shouted as I clattered down the stairs. 'Any mail, Mum?' I asked.

'Yes, there's one for you here,' Mum said as she handed me an envelope.

'Oh," I replied surprised, 'I never had much mail.' I opened the email and read it. This is what it said:
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__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Dear Lucy

The whole class at our academy is going to skip a day at school for practice lessons, run throughs, dress rehearsals,
etc. etc. We would love it if you would join us in this wonderful practice if it is okay with you and your parents, of
course. But we must take this seriously. We need to rehearse everything until it is perfect from top to bottom.

Sincerely,

Madam Black
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

'Wow,' was the only thing I said before handing the letter to Dad and Mum. 'You missing a whole entire day of school?'
asked Mum. 'This isn't a fake letter you wrote yourself?' she questioned.

'No, I would never do that!' I said.

'Are you sure, Lucy?' asked Mum, not convinced.

'I'm sure, Mum. Don't worry, I didn't write it,' I told her.
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'I think you're up to missing a day of school!' said Dad, ruling my hair.

'Oh thanks, Dad!' I cried rushing after him and giving him a hug.

'Can I call Amanda?' I asked Mum.

'Sure!' she replied. At that moment the phone rang.

'I'll get it!' I shouted as I ran to the phone. 'Hello?' I said into the phone.

'Oh, Hi Lucy," said Amanda.

'Oh, I was going to call you!' I said.

'Well, too bad, I called you first,' she laughed. We both laughed.

'Did you receive the letter from Madam Black,' I asked Amanda, changing the subject.

'Yep, asking us to miss a day of school!' she exclaimed in delight.

'No adult has asked me to miss a day of school before, ever!' I reported.
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'Hey, meet you in the park this afternoon after dancing lessons?' Amanda asked me.

'Of course, what could be better?' I asked her. We laughed again.

'OK, we just need one more run through of the new dance and then Lucy can try out her new solo,' said Madam Black
in the dance studio later on. Madam Black had taught us the main dance and she had taught me my solo. 'OK, let us
start,' said Madam Black as she turned the music on.

We danced the dance and once we were done I moved into the position of my solo. Madam Black started the music
and I was o. I floated in the music, twirling, leaping, my arms and legs in total control of the music. I love to dance,
especially in front of people. But the people weren't there. I was alone but not completely alone because I was with the
music. It was just me and the music. Once I was done there was silence. Everyone had their mouths hanging open like
they were catching flies. All of a sudden there was applause everywhere. I blushed. 'That was fabulous, Lucy,' cried
Madam Black, 'I am very glad that you are our Odett!' I smiled and blushed again. Once the applause died down we all
left.

Me and Amanda walked together until the paths split and then we went two dierent ways to our homes. Once I was
home I ran upstairs to change. Once that was done, I grabbed two apples, two Pretz packets and two candy bars. Then
I set o for the park. When I arrived at the park I saw our favourite spot where I sat down. A few minutes later Amanda
arrived. She sat down and we chatted about the play for a while. Then I asked her something.
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'Why was there a pause before the applause?' I asked Amanda.

'It is because you were so good. There was this moment of everyone gaping at you and then they realised that they
had to applaud you,' she answered.

'Oh, I thought they slept all through it and didn't realise what was happening. Then they saw me on stage and started
to randomly clap,' I said. We both burst into peals of laughter.

'I know, you don't have to admit it, I am such a comedian!' I said striking a pose. We laughed even more until I
remembered the snack.

'You hungry at all?' I asked Amanda, bringing out the snack.

'You bet,' she said with a grin.

'Well, you're in luck,' I said. 'I brought snacks!' Amanda laughed.

'I can see that!' she said staring at the snacks. Once we had finished the snacks I admitted something.

'I'm really nervous for the play on Friday,' I told her.
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'So am I, but you will be fine,' Amanda said then paused. 'The way you danced out there, it was amazing. Like, I had
never seen anything like it before. It was as if you were the music, just always you and the music,' she said. I smiled and
thanked her.

'Oh fudge,' she cried leaping up. 'Dad said he wants me to take out the garbage before he comes home tonight and
he's coming home in three minutes!' Amanda rushed out of the park to the bicycle stand, grabbed her bicycle and
started pedalling like crazy along the road to the direction of her house. Her short black hair was waving crazily. I
sighed and looked at my long black curls.

'Riiiiiinng!' It was the bell.

A crowd of students burst out of the school doors. School was over. Summer vacation was starting.

'So, what are you going to do on the summer vacation?' Amanda asked me.

'Practice as much as possible for the recital,' I answered.

'But that's on Friday. You only have three days,' she said in disbelief.

'I know. I meant before the play. After, well, I'll just relax, chill, read, jump, dance, stu like that,' I said carelessly. 'What
about you,' I asked Amanda.
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'Oh, around the same as you, I guess,' Amanda replied. That was one of the best things about us. We are both very
alike to one another. But being diererent from your best friend is good, too.

'And, one, two, three, four, five, plie!' I muttered under my breath.

Okay, that was the warm-up done. Now I just have to try to do the dance and maybe I could try the solo. Once I did
everything beautifully I walked towards the iPod and turned the music on. I raced to my starting position and began.

I closed my eyes as I danced and imagined myself dancing in front of the two rows of dancers behind me. I could hear
the occasional thud when a dancer landed heavily. I could see the audience sucking their breath in, in a hush.

In my mind I was there, dancing with the music.
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Top: Team Caldwell kids hanging out with their friends at Surf Camp Hong Kong.
Bottom: Sela & Danielle at Surf Camp Hong Kong at the start of the 2013 summer.



Top: Team Caldwell on their last visit to Fintry, Lake Okanagan, July 2013.
Bottom: Charles and Sela, Edmonton, July 2013.



Pointe au Baril Lighthouse at left while returning from The Rocks, Georgian Bay.



Camp Wamego as seen from the water.



The Fireplace, Camp Wamego
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