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For Willow – who finally decided to keep it ‘real’.

For Elle – who had so much trouble with being ‘normal’.

For Sarah – who navigated the path between with barely a snag.

And for my family:

Flick, the funny fairy in my garden of delights.

Patrick, the boy who survived me.

Jason, the man who manages us all...somehow.

And for you the reader:

Stop. Look around you. Of all that exists in the universe, all there is for you to be, is yourself.







Glass House Books
Willow Farrington Bites Back

Rebecca Bloomer is an English/Biology teacher by trade. Following thirteen years of teaching in Australian and international schools, across all levels of primary, secondary and tertiary education, wherein texts were analysed, deconstructed and critiqued, she's decided to take part in the creation process instead!

Rebecca began her foray into writing with a pseudonym (Rebecca Williams) and a romance. Five romances, excellent reviews, a couple of milestones and awards dinners later, she decided to try a different audience.

Teens!

Mae-be Roses was born with great diffculty via the selfpublishing process, as many people worried about appearing to ‘promote’ teen parenthood. Mae-be is now in schools across Australia, being promoted by the Core Of Life. According to AWE (Australian Women Educators), she is now “a welcome addition to young adult bookshelves...”

Now, with Willow Farrington Bites Back, Rebecca continues to challenge current social paradigms. It is the first book in a series about ‘redefining normal’. Rebecca hopes you'll. join her on the journey.
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Libraries and Aliens

PEOPLE  ASK    ME   LOTS  OF  QUESTIONS  LATELY.

“Willow, are you nuts?”

“Did you want to die, Willow?”

“What made you do that to yourself, Willow? What made you start?”

“Willow, why didn't you just stop?”


Nuts Anyone?

The use of the word ‘nuts’ in reference to someone being crazy was first noted in 1821. This may have started because the nut has a hard outer casing and a soft inner portion, much like a head!



Surprisingly, no-one asks, “Willow, would you like us all to just shut up and go away?” That is a question I could answer. The answer would be ‘Yes!’ Yes because I wish they'd all stop asking the same questions. Yes because I wish just one person would ask and then report back to all the others. After a while, questions become quite monotonous you know.

My name is Willow. There's another thing I can't figure out. How come I got a name like Willow? A name that implies a long, lean, willowy figure, when I'm five foot one and a half tall and not the least bit long. Seems unjust doesn't it? And maybe that's how it all started. Maybe misnaming someone can have unknowable results.

Today I am at school. I've been in hospital for four months, so school is a good thing for me.

Anorexia.

That's right, I stopped eating. And I do know why. I just don't feel like broadcasting. Besides, most of my reasons, all the answers to all their questions, are things people don't want to hear.

So now I'm done ‘getting better’, as my mother puts it. I'm back at school. I have an eating schedule and a school counsellor to sit with me when I eat. Not exactly the way to make friends and influence people, but it's a start and I will do anything not to go back to hospital.

Better than being out of hospital is that my teacher, Miss D, is taking us on an excursion to the library. I love libraries. I love books even. All those stories, all those worlds, all those words, just waiting to be discovered, read and known. Of course there are bad books, just like there are bad people. I like fantasy and science fiction novels. I like to get away from reality when I read. I have enough reality of my own, I don't need to read somebody else's. Real life is so boring and heavy, you know?

Miss D, our teacher, stands in the doorway to the library and talks to us. We're supposed to be in two straight lines but we're not. We're more of a cluster than a line but Miss D continues anyway.

“You can speak, but only quietly. You will not jump, yell or throw yourselves around. You will respect people's right to peace and quiet, and you will perform in a manner that makes me proud. Are we all clear?”

Of course she isn't arching her eyebrow at me. I'm a good student. Excellent even. Two times recipient of the School Spirit Award. Yep, that's me. Clever and nuts. So in true nerd fashion, I nod at Miss D to let her know that I understand her completely.

Miss D steps back and allows us in. As I walk past her, I feel her hand squeeze my shoulder gently. She winks at me quickly and too soon, I am past her.

When we get inside the library, there is a collective gasp of appreciation. Miss D has a habit of pulling off miracles. And turning Bicton's town library into a party location takes a serious miracle. There are streamers and balloons and people everywhere. In fact there are more people inside the library than I believed Bicton actually housed. They've obviously been imported as guests for this book party. In addition to the people, there is also the mandatory table of food. Iced biscuits gleaming pink. Chocolate cake with icing that has just started to soften, even in the air-conditioning. Sausage rolls and party pies. Buckets of cordial and thermos flasks of coffee.

I swallow. More of a worried gulp, actually.

My best friend Milly appears beside me. Her red hair and freckles are extra bright under the fluorescent light.

“Don't worry.” She smiles like she's read my mind.

Of course, she has pretty much read my mind. Milly's face is almost permanently set on ‘happy’ and she has big wide eyes that lead unwitting victims to believe she's as vacant as the school church on Friday night. But Milly is everyone's favourite surprise package. She has heaps more going on inside her red head than even I can believe. For one thing, she is always thinking.

“They never really want students to eat. We're supposed to be polite and let the grown-ups eat first. Manners and all. Most of these oldies look half starved.” She motions to all the people milling about in the library chatting. They're not all old, in fact they're not all adults, but she makes a good point and feels the need to continue with it. “So unless you want to fight for your crumbs, there's nothing for you to worry about.”

“I know. I'm not worried. I'm all good.” Good but a bit thick, I hadn't thought of any of that stuff. I was so busy panicking I hadn't stopped to think that no-one would force feed me in a library. Only in hospitals can a person be force fed. Food can still do that to me. It freaks me out and turns me into an idiot and stops me from thinking clearly. I need my schedule. It keeps me normal, kind of…

Milly nods. “Good. I'm glad you're good.”

Meanwhile, poor Miss D is trying to explain the rules. I wouldn't be a teacher for anything. Nobody ever listens. But Miss D keeps trying and eventually enough students are looking at her that she thinks we're paying attention.


All About Me!

A memoir and an autobiography are both stories written by people about themselves. A memoir is slightly different because it places more emphasis on events that happened around the character and their memory of those events. In an autobiography the story is all about the person; surrounding events are less important.



“The people in the library today are all people about whom books have been written. Miss Kitson, who is the librarian, the local council and the school decided that this would be a fun way to bring books to life for readers. Books are often about real people's lives. Everyone has a story to tell. On the reading tables, there is a selection of books. Every single book on the tables represents one person in the library. Your job is to choose a book from the tables, then find the person about whom the book was written.”

Blah blah, blah blah blah blah. I stop listening after the first explanation. Miss D generally explains everything at least twice. I've got the gist. Pick a book find the person. I scan the crowd of people, looking for someone who might make an interesting book. An alien would be good, that would give me some hope of a science fiction novel.

Milly nudges me and kind of points toward Miss D with her forehead. Miss D is saying something important.

“In two weeks' time I want you to tell the class about the person and the book. We'll. want to know as much as possible, so you'll. have to ask a lot of questions and read carefully.”

Two weeks. I make a mental note and start scanning again. There are the usuals, lots of understated make-up, suits with double creases in the trousers and sensible shoes for all. Women who smell of powder and have brooches and bobs. A guy, kind of cute, wearing army pants and docs. Interesting but not for me. A girl in a wheelchair, also interesting but I've had enough of hospitals and their accessories lately. Any more sick people will do my head in. There's a hippie-looking woman with a long thick plait and a flowing skirt. I consider her a possibility, but that's when I spot him: an old man wearing a funny skull cap thing. I want him. I like people who stand out. In amongst all the pastel colours and pearl jewellery, this guy is wearing a black overcoat and a knit skull cap. I like him already. He's not an obvious alien, but he might be the next best thing. That's when I decide to stuff the whole ‘book first’ thing and go for the guy. Otherwise I can't be sure I'll. get him. I might be breaking the rules, but Miss D will let me. I'm ‘sick’ after all.

Miss D lets us go. I try to look casual while hurrying toward the old guy. Halfway to him I have a bit of a ‘moment’. The kind of moment where you wonder what you'll. say when you get there, where you check to see there's no toilet paper stuck to your shoe and that there's none of your underwear showing anywhere. Where every public humiliation you've ever experienced replays in your head. That kind of moment.

The moment passes when the old man turns his head and our eyes meet. He has very young eyes for someone with such a white beard. He nods and smiles in my general direction.

“Hi,” I say, “I'm Willow.”

He shakes my hand. “Pleased to meet you, Willow. Are you named for the tree or the china pattern?”

[image: Image]

I feel my jaw drop. Everyone comments on my name. Nobody has ever asked why I got such an unsuitable name. I think most people are afraid of upsetting me. Even if he's not an alien, there is something seriously weird about this old guy.

“I don't know. My mum does collect china though, bits and pieces of it anyway. Even if it is the china, everyone still expects me to be like, all tall and willowy.” I speak too fast with no punctuation.

The old man chuckles. “My wife also collects china. My name is Isaac but you can call me Izzy. And I sometimes think it is best never to be what people expect.”

Izzy is barely taller than me, which I guess is kind of unexpected on a full-grown man. I'm only a hundred and fifty-six centimetres tall. I reckon Izzy can't be much more than a hundred and sixty. I wonder if, in failing to find an alien, I have stumbled upon someone who is part dwarf, or even part of a secret gnome clan.

A very polite gnome, I decide, as he holds out a chair and motions for me to sit before he seats himself. I get comfy and pull out my notebook, which contains my list of questions. I'm a very orderly person. I like lists. Izzy folds his hands in his lap and waits for me to start quizzing him. Yes, I'm aware of the irony; the girl who hates people asking her questions is about to ask a pack of her own. Honestly, I had no choice, we all wrote these questions out in class. Well some of us did, anyway.

“So my first question is already answered. Your name is Isaac.”

“Silberstein,” he supplies without my having to ask.

“Isaac Silberstein.” I nod and write carefully, fully expecting to spell his name wrong. I'm good at English but not so great at spelling. “And we know you live here in Bicton.”

Izzy has white fuzzy hair that fluffs around his little skull cap thingy and crinkles around his eyes like the crowsfeet my mum is forever obsessing about. She'd freak if she were Izzy. His crowsfeet stretch to run all the way down the sides of his face. He would make a perfect gnome.

Izzy nods his head. “Yes, yes. Forty-two Menorah Place. We picked the street for the name you know. A person can't have too many blessings.”

For half a second my mind seizes up while it panics over what to do now. Do I ask him what's so special about Menorah, or do I stick with my questions? My brain unclogs and I stick with my questions.

“Um…So you live here now, but where were you born?”

Izzy smiles at me like I'm some kind of wounded animal. “Germany, but I'm Jewish you know.”

Duh! Sometimes I'm such an idiot. The hat thingy, the coat in Bicton's hot summer. He even has a bit of an accent. Good one Willow, excellent research skills.

“So you were like, a prisoner then?” As soon as I ask the question, I realise that I could be accidentally insulting him. Maybe he's not old enough to have been alive during the war. Maybe he just looks older than he is. Izzy's face grows very still and I think I must have done exactly that. Two and a half minutes and I've already upset the man.

“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I was a prisoner.”

Totally cool. Not an alien or a dwarf, but a prisoner!

“So is that what your book's about?”

Izzy looks surprised. “No. I would never want to write about something so terrible. Psht! I am alive and I want to enjoy my happy life. I write about good things.”

Hmmmm. “So what is your book about, Izzy?”

At my question, his face explodes into a mass of smiley wrinkles. “I have written a gardening book.”

My heart sinks. I've chosen the most interesting person in the room, who's written the worst book.

Not to say Izzy's gardening book is bad for everyone; just for me. I'm not a gardener. Still, I try to remain positive. “Nothing illegal growing in that garden I don't suppose?”

Izzy laughs and slaps his knees with his hands. “Ha! Young people! Such hope!” Then he brings his face back to order, which smoothes out some of the creases. He leans close as if he's about to tell me a secret. “I tell you, Willow of the china pattern, there is nothing bad in my garden. Only everything good.”

A little alarm twitters in his pocket and he leans back. “That is to remind me it's time to go. I'm sorry there has been no time for a real talk, but I tell you what I'll. do. I will give you my card. You have a question, you ring me. Maybe we can introduce the china collectors. What do you think?”

He doesn't wait for me to answer. He's already walking toward the library door. I'm left holding a business card with some funny candlestick twined with vine leaves.


Ignore a Menorah?

Not likely! A menorah is a seven-branched candelabrum that is one of the oldest symbols of the Jewish people.
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End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   
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