Chapter One

Salty Blood

This is sick!

 “Slates! Slates! Slates!” 

The crowd is going off!

“Slates! Slates! Slates!

Man, I feel like I’m deep in the green room!

“Slates! Slates! Slates!”

Or making a frenzy attack on the line up!

“Slates! Slates! Slates!”

 “Over here!” a rep shouts out from Surfing Life.  

Flashes of light from thousands of iPhones momentarily blind me, but I finally see him in the front of the crowd.

“So how does it…” he begins when a Tracks rep cuts him off. 
“Slates, now that you’re number one…”

He gets cut off by a Waves rep. 

“Slates, what’s next for you after…”

“You’re a ripper Slates!” 

The crowd eats his question. 

“Ripper! Ripper! Ripper!”

Man they’re wild! 
Just the way I like them!

Now where’s my crew at? 

There they are! Behind the surf mag reps!

I can see my best mate Takeshi ‘the Samurai/Sam’ Matsumoto, Celsius ‘Flyboy’ Arthur, his twin brother, Jarom ‘The Slasher/Slash’ Arthur, Aidan ‘Red’ O’Sullivan, and Anderson ‘The Chilled Assassin/ Chill’ da Silva. Behind them are my sponsors; Volcom for clothing, Billabong for watches, Rip Curl for wetsuits, Arnette for eyewear, Sanuk’s for footwear, Skullcandy Crusher headphones, Monster energy drinks, Future Fins, and Mt Woodgee surf shop. They’re all here in force and going off too. 

They’re gonna pay me to surf the world cause I’m the best!
 “So how does it feel to be the Australian Junior Surfing Champion?” the rep from Surfing Life gets his question out louder and faster this time.

Man, he only wants my words cause he knows I’ll sell out his mag! 

I grin at him, you can wait bro; just chill for a mo’. Then I see Lane to the left of the podium that I’m standing on. Man she’s hot with her wavy black hair and ocean blue eyes. No wonder she’s a Roxy model.

“You tore it up today,” she says with a smile

 “You know it,” I reply. 

Then I look down to my right.

Way, way down.

I mean a billion meters down to my destroyed opponent. 

 “Right, Koa?” I ask. 

He nods. “You’re alley-oops was gnarly, bra,” he says. 

“Sure was,” I reply. “It was heaps higher than John John’s in Keramas.” 

“Course,” Koa says.

Then I look at the massive surf board trophy in my hand and the enormous gold medal around my neck.

“So how does it feel to be the Australian Junior Surfing Champion?” the rep from Surfing Life yells at me again.

This time I don’t let him wait.

He can print my words and sell a million copies.

Just as long as I get the money.
“I feel stoked!” I shout out. 

The crowd goes wild again.
“So what’s next for you Slates?” the Waves rep then yells out.

I glance at him. “Two words,” I reply.

Everyone waits for those two words from me; Kelly ‘Slates’ Jenkins, born and bred to surf, a salty blood through and through. 

 “World domination!” I finally shout out. 

 Everyone goes off.

“Slates! Slates! Slates!” they chant.

I grin at them and at Lane. She grins back. 

 “Yeah!” I shout out and raise my massive surf board trophy high in the air. Then the crowd blurs and I wake up to my alarm on my iPhone blasting out P.O.D’S ‘Alive’. 

I sit up and look around. 

There’s no crowd. 

No surf mag reps.

No massive surfboard trophy.

No enormous gold medal.

No sponsors.

 No Lane.

It was a dream!

Course it was! 

But, soon that dream will become real. 

The crowd.

The surf mag reps.

 The massive surfboard trophy.

The enormous gold medal.

The sponsors. 

Lane.
They will all be mine!

World domination!

 ASP ranking baby!

I then look at my surf cam app on my iPhone.

SWEEETTTTTT! 

The waves are pumping at the spot! 

Finally, after weeks of mushy waves!

I turn up ‘Alive’ louder.

Man, I can see the waves pumping at the spot. I can smell the salt in the air. I can feel the wind in my hair. I can hear surfers calling out for waves.

It’s the kai - the ocean and I’m in need of a good shredding!

“Kelly!” Mum yells out from outside my room. “Turn that racket down!”

Mum’s not a surfer but because my Dad, my older bro TB and I are, she’s up at 5 am everyday and she loves it – Not!

“Come on Mum, you know this is my song,” I call back as I look around for my ‘Annihilator’ dark blue and black Volcom boardies. I always wear them when the waves are pumping.  Yeah! I’m gonna shred! I’m gonna…Mum then opens my door, wearing her work clothes. She’s the boss at one of the biggest resorts along ‘The Esplanade’ - a long strip of high rises, hotels, apartment buildings, motels and resorts where tourists stay. It’s right across from the beach. Then again everything is right across from the beach in Burleigh. How prime is that!

“Oi, you didn’t knock!” I snap, like my best mate Sam’s board did a few months ago. 

Really! I’m not kidding. How freaky is that? I’ve never seen a board snap like that and I’ve been surfing for about 7 years!

“Don’t ‘oi’ me!” Mum replies and turns down my music on my iPhone.

I go to ‘oi’ her again when she glares at me with ‘red eyes’.

Great! The return of the Mumernator!

 “Sup Slates,” Dad then says as he strolls into my room in his Schade boardies. Aunty Izzy bought him a few pairs for Christmas.  He’s eating his usual massive bowl of Wheet Bix. He eats ten a day, that’s more than Uncle Skip who eats 8 and TB who eats 6. They’re always in competition to see who can eat the most Wheet Bix. They call it the ‘Wheet Bix Challenge.’

As for me, I eat Nutri- Grain - The breakfast cereal for champion groms!

“Sup Dad,” I reply. 

Everyone reckons Dad looks like Mick ‘White Lightning’ Fanning cause they both have blonde hair and blue eyes. My bro TB looks the same, but as for me, I have Mum’s wild green eyes as Dad’s call them and this spiky black hair that won’t stay down. It’s from Mum’s side of the family. Dad gives the ‘Mumernator’ his iPhone. 

 “Thanks, babe,” he says and they kiss.

How gross are they! Yuck, they’re too old to kiss! And what about Dad calling Mum ‘babe’? That’s just wrong! But they’re always like that. The worst is when they kiss in public!  Anyway, Dad then strolls out of my room with his massive bowl of Wheet Bix. He’s gonna look through his quiver. That’s why he gave Mum his iPhone – no interruptions. That’s his routine. I watch him go and shake my head. Man’s he’s so chilled, he could turn fire into ice! He’s always chilled, but how can he be this morn? He has the surf cam app on his iPhone too! He’s looked at it. After two weeks of mushy waves, I thought seeing heavy waves would thaw him out, but that’s Dad, chilled and never in a hurry. He was born and bred in the waves too by Grandpa ‘the Silver Surfer’ Jenkins, but he doesn’t shred the waves to pieces like I do. He just flows with them and does turn ups and turn downs with the occasional cut backs when he gets speed. Dad always says that his rush comes from being one with the kai. Not me.  I’m a shredder. Nothing compares to a good shredding. And I need to shred now! I’m wave-starved.  Yeah, I surfed and destroyed the spot just yesterday, but that was yesterday. It’s been ages since then. 
“You know where I’ll be,” Dad calls back from down the hallway. 

“Yeah, I know,” Mum says, “homem louco” 

That means ‘crazy man’ in Portuguese. Mum was born in Cascais, Portugal, which is on the ASP WCT. How sick is that? We’ve even been there a few times. It reminds me of Burleigh, the best part the Goldy! The ‘Mumernator’ then turns back to me. 

“Don’t forget…” she begins when TB blasts out ‘Riptide’ at the same time.

Good, he’s up! Yesterday I had to wake him cause he was on Face Time with Mandy til 1 in the morn. What a kook! I don’t know what a hot chick like Mandy is doing with him! Yeah, he’s one of the best groms in his grade, but he also plays with Lego, watches iCarly on the tube and I know for a fact he still sleeps with Mr. Jiggles, his teddy bear. PLUS there’s ‘The Incident’ that happened to TB after Carve It Up Day last year. I took ‘The Oath’ so I haven’t told anyone; not even Sam! I still laugh about what happened to TB! It was really my fault, but he should have…no I took ‘The Oath’. I’ve been sworn to secrecy or else I receive the ‘TB nipple cripple’. Everyone’s heard of a nipple cripple, well, the ‘TB nipple cripple’ is a hundred times worse. I’ve only experienced it once when I listened in on a conversation he had with Mandy. I wish I hadn’t now!

“TB!” the ‘Mumernator roars out, “turn that racket down!”

The song stops. 

“Sorry, Mum,” he calls back through the wall.

The Mumernator turns back to me now there’s no ‘Riptide’ blasting out.

 “Don’t forget that school’s back today,” she snaps like a great white.

Really, Mum? How could I forget that today marks the start of being wave starved for 10 WEEKS until first terms over! 10 WEEKS! Not, 8 or 9 but 10 weeks! Man, why can’t Principle Fartly (o.k his real name is Principle Martly) just make school from 10 – 2. That’s the hottest time of the day anyway and then us groms can have from 5am  – 8am and 3pm – 5pm! Maybe I should get on the student council just to make it happen. Hey, there’s an idea, but I’ll never get elected. At my school, the teachers choose the students council, not the students. That’s why gamers and nerds are always on the council.  Still, I’ll make the student council ask Principle Fartley to change our times. Yeah, I know I have mornings before school and the weekends, but come on! I’m no poser. I don’t just play Kelly Slater’s Pro Surfer and think I’m a grom! I need to surf!

I roll my eyes at Mum, “Yeah, I know school’s back,” I reply.

Mum then gets a text on Dad’s iPhone.

“And so it begins,” she says and reads the text.

“Um, Mum, you can go now,” I say.
She ignores me.

“Sup fam,” TB then calls out as he strolls passed my room in his crazy mambo boardies. He’s also wearing the Manaia jade necklace that Aunty Moana bought him for Christmas. I have one a bone one. Manaia is a protector of the ocean. That’s why Aunty Moana gave them to us. How sick is that!

“Sup bro,” I reply.

Man, he’s just as chilled as Dad is, but I’m not. I look at my surfing clock. I need to shred!

 “Its 5:15 Mum,” I point out. 

 She ignores me again and continues to text someone; it’s probably one of Dad’s crew. It’s cool that his mates’ sons are in my crew! 

“Mum!” I yell to get her attention.

“What!” she says.

“Its 5:15!” I reply.”I need to get changed!”

“Oh right,” she says and walks out. I hear the ‘click, click’ sound her high heels make as she walks down the hallway. I hate that sound and slam the door behind her.

“Hey!” she calls back, but I ignore her and look around my room. 

Now where are my Volcom boardies? I’ve seen my Billabong Platinum X Invent’s, my Oakley Blade III’s, my O’Neil Hyperfreak’s and my Hurley P60 Fuse’s but no ‘Annihilator’ Volcom boardies!  I need them! I look around my room, but I can’t find them and I can’t be stuffed anymore to look for them.  I’m done!

“Mum, I can’t find my Volcoms!” I call out.

Silence.  

“Mum, did ya hear me? I can’t find my Volcoms!” I call out again.

Still nothing! Has she been abducted by alien groms? Where is she? Why hasn’t she called back? This is her job now to find my Volcoms, not mine and anyway, when I’ve made it, I won’t have to look for boardies! I’ll have fans to do that for 
Chapter Two

The National Emergency

I open my door and run out.

“Mum!” I call out a third time.

She comes rushing out from the study.

Click, click, click!

Why can’t she just wear thongs?

She lays a hand on my shoulder. “What? Have you hurt yourself? Are you alright?” she asks.

“I can’t find my Volcoms!” I explain.

Mum looks at me like I’ve dropped in on her wave. Not that she’s knows the feeling. She has tried surfing once when she first met Dad but got owned! She hasn’t been since.How funny! I wish I had been there. 

“You can’t find your Volsums,” she then repeats like a zombie as she replies to another text.

“Um, yeah, that’s what I said, I can’t find my Volcoms, not Volsums,” I reply.

She looks back up at me with those ‘red’ Mumernator’ eyes.

“That’s all? I thought you had hurt yourself,” she replies and walks back out of my room. “Menino loucos.”  I hear her say and with a click, click, click, she disappears back into the study.

I shake my head at her. I’m not a crazy boy! She’s…whoa, wait a minute. Did she just say ‘that’s all’? How can she say ‘that’s all’? Do I say ‘that’s all’ when she’s freaking out about her hair or her nails or a million other things she freaks out about? Hmmm, I usually just ignore her, but that’s not the point. The waves are pumping and I can’t find my Volcoms! This is the biggest emergency the Jenkins family has ever faced! Bigger than when Grandma Maria stayed for an entire week! (She’s scary). Bigger than when Grandpa ‘the Silver Surfer’ Jenkins lost his dentures in the surf! Bigger than when we ran out of surf wax! I CAN’T FIND MY VOLCOMS! Call the president! Or do we have a prime minster? Who cares! Just call the most powerful person in Australia. And the FBI! These are all the things I want to yell at Mum, but instead, I let out a groan of frustration and hurry into the study.

“Mum, did ya hear me? I can’t find…”I begin to say when she interrupts me.
“I know Kelly, but…” she begins to say when I interrupt her.
“Its Slates,” I remind her.
She glares at me. “I heard you the first time Kelly, but I don’t see how you not finding your board shorts is my problem,” she says.

She looks back at her iPad when she gets another text.

“It’s your problem Mum, cause…”

“Because,” she corrects me while still texting.

“Cause it’s your job to help me find my Volcoms!” I yell at her.

Man, has she lost it? Is she gonna go outside on the patio to sunbathe next or for a swim in the pool or to chill in the spa? She stands up from the sofa. 

“Kelly Ricardo Fernando Andres Luis Jenkins I’m not your slave!” she yells back.

Yip. I know. I have an epic long name! But it’s a family tradition. You see I’m named after my grandfather who died before I was born and my three uncles. They all live in Melbourne with their families and scary Grandma Maria. We don’t see them very much, except on ‘Vespers de Natal’ A.K.A Christmas Eve where Grandma Maria, Mum and my aunties make this traditional Portuguese dinner I forget the name of.  

“Please Mum,” I say. “Please, please, please help me.”

She looks at me and I do my best, ‘cute, helpless, little boy’ face.

She lets out a sigh and ‘clicks, clicks, clicks’ pass me towards my bedroom.   Yes! That ‘cute, helpless, little boy’ face works every time. I’m a legend at persuading my parents to do anything. Dad is a piece of cake while Mum takes all of my awesome skills.

 “I’ve already looked in my bedroom,” I say.

“I’m not looking for your Volsum board shorts,” she says, “I …

“Volcom boardies!” I cry out.
She glares at me. “I want to show you how many other board shorts…”

“Boardies,” I cut in again.

“…you have and…”
She stops just inside my bedroom and I almost knock into her. The ‘Mumernator then looks up at my skylight, takes a deep breath and looks back at me.

“Didn’t I tell you to clean your room last night?” she asks.

 What! Now she notices how messy it is?  I grin; it’s a pretty good mess, one of my best. There are empty chip packets, apple cores, chewing gum wrappers, lolly wrappers and other stuff covering my desk and lap top. There are surfing video games and surfing DVDs, a few cans of LYNX deodorant, an empty gel container (which reminds me I need to get Mum to get me some more) and my DS in a pile in front of my flat screen TV and PSP. My iPad, surf wax containers, Rip Curl board bags, my Cobian thongs (Uncle Reed brought them back for me when he went to England) and Rip Curl wetsuits are in the middle of my room and there are dirty clothes hanging over my foosball table, out of my drawers and over my Volcom bean bag cushion and foot rest. I know. My room is cool. See how committed I am! I never bail out of anything! Unlike one of Koa’s crew who bailed out on this mushy wave the other day. Kook!

 “It looks like a bomb’s gone off!” Mum then continues. 
I’m busted now! What an epic fail! The face didn’t work! 
 “Hey, why can you use grom slang?” I then ask.”You always tell me and TB not to!”
She shakes her head. “I meant it looks like an actual bomb has hit your room, not a wave,” she explains.

 “An actual bomb?” I ask. “I don’t understand what you are on about.”

“Look, you’re room is disgusting,” she replies. “Why didn’t you clean it up like I asked you to?”

“When?” I reply.

“Last night, Kelly!” she snaps like my mate Red on this mushy wave, last week. It was a cool move! He was committed and destroyed it. That’s why my crew are better at surfing than Koa’s kooks!
“Really?” I ask and think back over last night’s events. 

Grandpa ‘the Silver Surfer’ Jenkins came over for dinner. It was some weird yellow rice stuff that I pretended to eat, but instead I stashed it in the pockets of my Rusty boardies and flushed the gross stuff down the toilet before I went to bed (I know, I’m a genius! They should build a statue of me in the middle of Burleigh). During our gross dinner, Dad talked about the Breaka Burleigh Pro coming up next month. Mum went on about some rude tourists staying in the resort she works at. Uncle Skip stopped by with Aunty Moana and Manu (they always come for a free feed). Aunty Izzy called and spoke to Dad for ages. Uncle Andres called and spoke to Mum. Scary Grandma Maria called and spoke to Mum. She calls every day. After dinner, Mrs. Lee from next door dropped off some Korean rainbow rice cakes for dessert. Mum invited her in but she had to go somewhere to see someone. Then we all went for a swim because Manu’s poo stanked the house out but nothing about cleaning my room. 
 “You didn’t tell me too,” I finally say. 

 “Yes, I did,” Mum replies.

 “Nah, you didn’t,” I say. 

 Mum takes a step towards me. “I did tell you, but you didn’t listen to me as usual, so I’m telling you again, clean this mess up or else.” 

Man, I hate that word!Do mums learn to use it during ‘how to torture your kids’ classes? 

I shake my head, “But I don’t have time,” I tell her. 

 “You will clean up this mess!” she then explodes, “and that’s final!”

That’s final

Man, I hate that word as well! Mum then gives me the ‘death stare,’ Double whammy!  ‘Or else’, the ‘death stare’ and ‘that’s final’ used to work when I was a kid, but I’m not a kid anymore. I’m in Grade 7! Her days of bossing me around are OVER! So I shake my head.

“Nup!” I reply. “I’m not gonna do it! I don’t care what you say! You can’t make me!”

‘Mumernator’ takes a step towards me, her red eyes blazing. I’ve gone too far, but what’s the worse she can do? She can’t ground me. I’m in training for the Queensland Junior Surfing Titles in September. It’s the first time I can actually compete. There’s no way she can stop me from competing. No way! I’ll move in with Uncle Skip and Aunty Moana, then again, they have Manu who stinks out their house. I guess I’ll have to move in with Aunty Izzy and Uncle Reed. But now that Aunty Izzy’s pregnant, she does nothing but eat weird stuff, cry and puke! And as for Uncle Reed, yeah, he’s loaded. I mean, he bought me my DS, foosball table, iPod and Cobian thongs BUT he’s a poser! Still what choice do I have?

“Kelly Ricardo Fernando Andres Luis Jenkins…” the ‘Mumernator’ begins.

Here it comes, the attack.
“You will…”

“Honey, what’s the report?”  Dad then interrupts as he strolls into my room. He has his dark red and yellow striped semi gun ‘magic stick’.  Good choice, Dad, perfect for today’s surf.
“Tana will be late, Clayton and Lucas are on their way and Skip can’t make it cause Moana needs his help this morning,” Mum replies, “but the Silver Surfer is already there and tearing it up, and so is Reed.”
Dad grins. “I bet Reed’s tearing it up too,” he says and looks at me.

We both laugh. 
Mum then glares at us. “Don’t be surf snobs!” she replies. 

Surf snobs! What does that mean? 

“He wasn’t born and bred in the waves like you guys,” Mum continues. “He’s from a small country town in the UK!”

“Yeah, we know,” Dad says, “but he’s been here for a few years now and he hasn’t once tried to surf! He just hangs out at the beach in his brands and brags to tourists how he tears it up without tearing it up! He’s a poser!”

 “Are you talking about the legend that is Uncle Reed?” TB asks with a grin.

He’s standing in my door way with his “Amazing Grace” Retro fish. It has a multicolored nose, and a thruster set up so he can do those wicked airs like his idol pro surfer Taj ‘TB’ Burrow. He has the same first name and nickname.

Mum then lets out a sigh. “Here’s your iPhone,” she says and gives it back to Dad. “I’m going to the study.” 

“Hey Dad, I beat you’re record,” TB then says.

“What! How many?” he asks.

“11,” he replies, “Yeah, I’m…”

 “By the way Taj,” Mum interrupts, “unless you want Mandy to find out what a grot you are, you might want to…”

“Too late for that Mum,” I cut in and she glares at me.

O.k., backing off now.

 “As I was saying,” Mum continues, “unless you want to show Mandy what a grot you really are, you might want to wipe the Wheet Bix from around your mouth and pull those board shorts up because no one wants to see your bum crack!”

I burst out laughing. HUGE mistake as Mum turns on me!

“And as for you Kelly, clean this room up now!” she orders.
“But what about my Volcoms?” I ask and try to the face again.
“You’re old enough to find them yourself,” she replies, “Remember you’re not a kid anymore, right?”

Another epic fail!

Now it’s my turn to glare at her as she finally walks out of my bedroom.

“But Dad,” I say to him. 

“You heard your mum,” he replies and I look up at my skylight. 

“We’ll be walking down the hill, bro,” TB says.

They stroll out; both chilled and ready to flow with the waves! Kooks!

Chapter Three

Then Sam Happens!

I close my door and look at my surfing clock.

Its 5: 30 am!

We’re late! 

Stuff it! 

I’m not cleaning my room! 

So I quickly shove everything under my bed, slip on a pair of Hurley P60 Fuse boardies, put on my Cobian Beach Boy thongs, my bone Manaia necklace, my ‘Heavy Hitter’ Arnettes and throw my iPhone, some surf wax, and a towel in my Volcom bag. Then I pay homage to some of the ASP. They form a single row under the massive painting of the beach Aunty Moana did for me. There’s Kelly ‘Slates’ Slater who I’m named after, Mick ‘White lightning’ Fanning, Joel ‘Parko’ Parkinson, Jordy ‘J-Dog’ Smith and of course Taj ‘TB’ Burrow who my bro idolizes. I then grab my magic stick from off the wall rack. It’s a retro fish surfboard, twin fins with a red nose, black and white stripes and head out my door.

“Did you clean your room?” Mum asks as I pass the study. 

“Yip,” I lie, but I haven’t really lied, right? I mean, I put the mess under my bed. That’s cleaning isn’t it?

 “Oh really?” she asks.

“Yip,” I reply as I hurry into the kitchen and grab two Nutri- grain breakfast bars from out of the pantry. 

“Well, don’t be late,” she calls back. 

I let out a sigh of relief and hurry out of the front door when my iPhone rings out San Cisco’s Awkward. That’s Sam’s ring tone! I get my iPhone out of my bag. Man, this better be good. 

“I’m 5 minutes away from the spot, bro,” I say as I run down our street. 

“You know there’s healing properties in the waves,” Dad’s saying to TB as I pass them.

I roll my eyes. What is he talking about? Healing prop…prop…whatever!

 “But I’m waiting for youse at my house,” Sam replies.

“What! Why are ya waiting for us?” I ask.

“Cause you said youse will pick me up.” He says.

Nooooo!

“When?” I ask.

“When my bike got a flat yesterday,” he reminds me.

“I didn’t…” I begin. 

Then I remember! But I don’t wanna tell Dad. I mean, Sam’s my best mate, but come on, the spot is pumping! It takes ages to get to his house! 

“Hey, bro, we can’t…”

“Bro, I’m wave starved,” Sam cuts in. “Mum’s been on my back. I need to surf the spot now!” 
“But you just spend most of your time getting owned,” I say.

“Oi, that wave was a sleeper,” he replies.

“It was a mushy wave you kook!” I say and eat one of my breakfast bars.

Man, I’m starved! I down another one. Dad then catches up with me.
“Who is it?” he asks. 

 “Sam” I say.

“Is he at the spot?” he asks.

I look at my stick. “Not exactly,” I reply.

“Well, where is he?” Dad asks.

“He’s… at home,” I finally admit.

Man, I can’t believe I said that! Why didn’t I lie!

 “Why is he still there?” Dad asks.

What’s with the questions? He’s not a lawyer! He works for Surfing Queensland!

“Well I kinda of forgot to tell ya that he needs a lift this morn,” I explain.

“You kinda of forgot?” Dad asks.

I nod.

He lets out a sigh and takes my iPhone from me.

“We’ll be there in 5, Sam,” he says and gives me back my iPhone.

I hang up and glance at Dad. 

 “We can’t pick the bro up!” I cry out. “You know it takes hours to get to his house!” 

“Just chill out Slates,” he replies and strolls back up the hill.

“See ya there,” TB says and keeps on strolling down our street. I look after him! Man I wish I was TB! Then I look up the street at Dad. I begin to run after him when I stop and turn back around. What if Mum has already been in my room? She’ll know that lied to her! She’ll tell Dad and…but I did clean my room! I didn’t really lie to her. The mess is under my bed! How good is that? There’s no problem here.

“Get a move on Slates,” Dad calls back to me.

I run after him. But what if Mum checks under my bed? I’ll be terminated!  I’ll be…Nah! Mum’s always busy in the morn. She’ll just open my door, look in and think it’s clean! I run passed Dad.

 “Come on old man,” I say.

He laughs and runs after me, but I beat him to the Chero’, A.K.A the jeep Cherokee. I put my stick on the surf rack and Dad puts his on top of mine. He fastens them at a really slow pace as I look around for Mum. Where’s she? Is she looking in my room? Is she looking under my bed? Am I busted? The front door opens! No!vIt’s the ‘Mumernator’!

“I can explain,” I blurt out.

She looks at me.

“About what?” she asks.

Good one Slates!

“Ummm, nothing,” I say and hop into the Chero’.

Man, I’m a kook! Why didn’t I wait for her to speak first?

“I have to pick up Sam, Slates forgot to say anything,” I hear Dad say.

“Typical,” Mum replies.

I wait. What is Dad doing? I look in the side mirror. They’re kissing again! What’s wrong with them? Do they wanna give me nightmares? Then I see TB’s iPod in here (Man, he’s always leaving his stuff around) and I play the Walking Who’s Rita to chill out. But I can’t chill out. I’ve stuffed up by not cleaning my room properly. Mum’s gonna look under my bed and I’m be busted for sure! While I’m listening to the song, I look at the surf cam on my iPhone. Man, look at those waves! Who cares that I lied! I live to shred!

 “Let’s go,” Dad says as he hops into the Chero’.
“’Bout time,” I say.

“Hey chill,” he replies.

 “Its 5:45,” I point out.

He smiles. “We’re all good, Slates,” he replies, “We can still have a feed at the spot,”

We better!  I’m starved! Dad then turns up Rita and we’re driving up our street, then down West Street, passed Red’s house. BTW, its way tiny with no pool! That’s why he hangs at my house. Everyone does cause my house is the place to be.  From West Street we drive down along Burleigh Street, past the church with the white cross and past heaps of holiday apartments and resorts. I then see some groms riding up the street. They’re in grade 8. I can’t remember any of their names, but I’ve seen them tear it up. Man, that’s my competition! Even though I’m younger than they are, we’re still in the same under 14s age division because I turn 13 this year, not 12. You have to be turning 12 to compete in the Under 12 division. How unfair is that? But, whatever, they’ve got nothing on me. I’m a Jenkins. Surfing is in my blood. Remember? I’m gonna annihilate them! I’m going to…that’s Flyboy and Slash. They don’t see me as they ride along. They tear it up as well, but at least they’re not competition.  They’re both in the under 12 division. Lucky them! Dad then turns into Acanthus Avenue and we leave Burleigh behind. I can’t smell the salt in the air anymore. I wonder how long I can last without seeing the kai. Man, no one understands the kai, like a grom. We’re the ones who spend so much time in her. We’re the ones who know how to read her to score the best rides. Posers, kooks, haters and non- surfers don’t understand anything! Posers are the worst! They quote surfing stats and wear the right brands, but they will never understand the kai because they’re…posers!  They don’t rip. They don’t shred. They don’t slash. They just talk about it, like Uncle Reed does. I look at my Volcom watch again. 5: 55 am! It’s taken about 10 minutes to get to Sam’s suburb! 10 minutes of my surfing time! 10 minutes!10 minutes could cost me a place on the Queensland Junior Surfing Team!Man, I’m a kook! Why did I agree to take Sam? It’s not my fault his bike got a flat yesterday. I look out the window at a massive canal. Burleigh Waters is full of them. Sam’s house overlooks one. He goes down to the canal all the time. I don’t know why. I mean, at least there’s sand around the canal but a canal isn’t a beach. There are no waves. The water is flat. Flat! And don’t people’s crap flow into canals? And what about bull sharks? I’ve heard they swim around in them. That’s why me and Sam NEVER swim in there. Plus, Sam has a pool; it’s way smaller than my pool, but good enough to swim in. I look away from the canal and at boring house, after boring house Man I’m dying here! There’s no salt in the air! I can’t hear the waves crashing onto the sand! I can’t hear any seagulls! I can’t see any groms tearing it up! How could anyone want to live this far from the beach? Seriously, 10 minutes by car? I can walk to the beach from my house in that time, less even. That’s Burleigh for ya. It’s the best place to live! Everyone says so. That’s why it’s in the centre of Australia and everything else revolves around it (Burleigh is not really the centre of Australia, but we like to think it is!). Dad then pulls up in front of Sam’s house. It’s pretty big, but ours is way bigger and we can see the beach from the front patio, even through all those high rises along the Esplanade. All Sam can see is a canal with bull sharks swimming around in people’s crap. 

“Where is he?” I ask and pull out my iPhone.

“Slates just knock on his door,” Dad says.

“But…”

Dad leans across and opens my door.

“Its better this way,” he says. 

I unbuckle my belt, jump out and sprint towards Sam’s house. That’s when I see him close his front door and stroll towards me. Is he serious? What a kook!  Why is he just strolling towards me? He should be running! Sprinting! Come on!

“Sup Slates,” he says. 

He has his Mt Woodgee custom made grom stick tucked under his arms and he’s wearing some old rashie, a pair of bright orange boardies and matching thongs. Man, haven’t I told him fifty billion times before what boardies to wear? And why does he have his surf lease tied around his ankle already? It’s a no brand as well. At least he has an Mt Woodgee stick; then again, that’s one of Chill’s old ones.

“Come, on Sam, we’re late,” I say and we run back towards the Chero’ when Sam trips over his surf lease and falls over.

“Whatcha doing!” I snap at him. 

He stands back up. “Sorry, Slates, I…I…” 

That’s when he sees blood from the grazes on his knees and hands. Crap! I know what he does when he sees blood. 

“Hey, bro, just look…”

Too late as my best friend pukes onto the footpath in front of me! 

Chapter Four

F.B.A.T.S, Puke and Bull Sharks
I look down at the puke. Did he have carrots and corn for breakfast? How weird is that? Then Dad quickly hops out of the Chero’. 

“It’s alright, mate,” he says to Sam and takes off his surf lease from around his ankles. He then   takes the board away from him and leans it up against the nearby fence. 

 “Takeshi!”

I look to see Sam’s Mum, Mrs. Matsumoto (us groms call her Mrs. M) running towards him like he’s just been owned by a wave! Takeshi ‘The Samurai/Sam’ Matsumoto came with his parents from Tokyo, Japan to the Goldie when he was a few years old. Sam reckons Takeshi means ‘warrior’ in Japanese but I reckon he’s lying, I mean, does a warrior puke at the sight of blood? 

No! 

And does a warrior have what I like to call the F.B.A.T.S disease, A.K.A the ‘freakishly bad at teams sports’ disease? 

No! 

That’s why I reckon Takeshi means ‘wimp’ in Japanese.

Sometimes I even wonder how we ended up being best mates when I’m the best grom in my grade (and in Burleigh, o.k., o.k., in my grade!) while he can’t surf. He’s definitely not a salty blood but he’s earned the respect from the surfing community because he never gives up.

 He should. 

Everyone I know is better than him, even Lane, and she’s a girl! Anyway, Sam’s idol is Mick Fanning. He even tries to do cut backs like Mick, but he always ends up wiping out. It’s actually really funny to watch.  Then again, Sam is funny. I mean, last year alone he had heaps of funny moments. For example, he lost the Japanese speech contest to Amy Adamson and he’s Japanese! At the swimming carnival he lost his boardies in the pool (that’d because his mum buys him cheap crap). During the sports carnival, he crossed his running lane and knocked into Andy Thomas in the 100m’s race. They both ended up falling into this group of parents. He almost drowned during water polo, he got concussion during a game of rugby league, and he ate one of Alicia Kearns Smiggle cupcake erasers before he realized it wasn’t a real cupcake…like I said, he’s funny. I laugh a lot when we hang out.  That’s probably why he’s my best mate since the rest of my crew are just too hardcore at times because they want to become pro-surfers!  It gets a bit intense. I then shake my head and look back at Sam with his Mum. She’s talking to him in Japanese. 

 “I’m sorry Mrs. Matsumoto,” Dad says. 

What does he have to say sorry for? It’s not his fault that my best mate is a freak! 

“That’s o.k. Mr. Jenkins,” she replies back in her usual soft voice. 

 Dad smiles, “I’m MR, my dad is Mr. Jenkins,” he replies back.

I roll my eyes, lame Dad!

Mrs. M just nods and continues to speak to Sam in Japanese. Sam shakes his head and looks at me.

“Sup’ bro,” he says again, trying to not look embarrassed.

“Sup’ bro,” I reply, “You feeling better now?” I ask. 

Wrong question as Sam pukes again. This time, some of it goes onto his mum and my dad. I burst out laughing. I can’t help it. Dad doesn’t find it funny. Neither does Mrs. M.

“Please excuse us,” she says and turns Sam back towards their way smaller house.

“No, I don’t wanna go back inside,” I can hear him saying, but Mrs. M is now going rank at him as she hurries him back into their house and closes the door behind them.How rude is she? Then again, she doesn’t really like me. She thinks I’m a bad influence because all Sam wants to do is surf every day. What’s wrong with that? There’s actually a skill to surfing. Why don’t his parents understand that? Man, they’re surf stupid! I mean they can’t read waves, they can’t analyze wave shapes, they don’t know about tides, they can’t tell the difference between a hollow wave and a peeling wave and they don’t know about peaks, lulls, sets and swells and stuff like that.  They’re surf stupid! But who cares cause in a few years time I’ll be getting paid millions of dollars to surf Goldie, Pipeline, Bali, Bells…That’s my goal! Not to become a lawyer like the Mumernator wants me to be! Dad then goes back to the Chero’ to clean the puke off him when his iPhone rings out some Portuguese song.  I jump over the puke and hurry back to the Chero’.

 “Don’t answer that!” I say, knowing its Mum’s ringtone. She’s found the mess under my bed! I’m busted! I’m dead and buried! Owned! Wiped out!

“Why not?” Dad asks and picks up his iPhone.

 “Because you’ve wave starved,” I remind him.
Dad stops. He lets it go to message bank. He then looks at his Billabong watch.

“We still have about an hour,” he says.

“Then come on,” I reply and jump in the Chero’ while Dad uses a bottle of water to wash the puke off his shoulder. He then closes his door and drives away.

“You know, we probably should have offered to clean up the vomit,” he says.

“Are you louco?”I ask. 

I look at his iPhone while he suddenly chucks a U-e.

“Whatcha doing?” I ask, still looking at his iPhone. 

I’m freaking out in case Mum calls back.  He stops the Chero’ outside of Sam’s house.
“Come on,” he says, but I don’t move. 

“Nup,” I reply.

He turns off the Walking Who’s EP from TB’s iPod and we sit there. He’s angry. He doesn’t say anything, but I know he’s angry. Dad’s been angry at me only a few times; when I waged school last year to go to the Breaka Burleigh Pro, then to the Quicksilver Pro and some other events. Hey, when you’re a salty blood, school is the last place you wanna be. I then slowly open the car door and walk towards Sam’s house.

“Take off your Arnettes,” Dad calls out.

I take them off and knock on the front door. There’s some bamboo and paper thingy hanging nearby. I wonder if that’s to celebrate New Year’s in Japanese style. I think it is. Then I remember a few weeks ago, Sam coming to my house with heaps of raw Japanese food wrapped in some blanket thing. His Dad came with him. We went to a nearby park that day and flew these kites. Then I went back to their house and ate more raw food (mine ended up in my pockets) and played some Japanese game I forgot the name of. Sam’s Dad’s alright, I guess. He actually comes and watches Sam try and surf. The problem is, Sam hardly sees his Dad. He works for some company in the city. 

 Mrs. M then opens the door. “Yes?” she asks. 

She’s not happy to see me. Man, doesn’t she have a sense of humor?

 “I’m here to help clean up the puke,” I say. 

Sam appears behind her. His face is the same color as the white wash at the beach.

“Sup’ Slates,” he says.

He then makes a face before puking all over his Mum’s back! I burst out laughing again. Mrs. M slams the door in my face. I laugh even harder as I walk back to the Chero.
“What happened now?” Dad asks.

 “Sam puked again,” I reply and hop into the Chero’.

Dad shakes his head and gets out of the Chero’. I see him knock on the door and Mrs. M opens the door. I don’t hear what he says, but the next minute he’s calling to me once Mrs. M has closed the door. 

I get out and hurry over.

“Yeah?”  I ask.

“You need to get the hose and wash the puke away,” he says.

“No way! I’m not…”

“Look, Slates, do you wanna surf the spot or not?” he asks.

I hurry to the side gate, open it up and bend down to grab the hose. I then turn on the tap, press down on the nozzle and end up squirting Dad in the face. I laugh again. I can’t help myself, but Dad doesn’t think it’s funny. He wipes the water away from his face and shakes his head.

“Give the hose to me,” he says.

I stop laughing, let go of the nozzle and hand the hose to Dad. He then unwinds the hose and pulls it towards the puke. Once at the spot, he washes it away into a nearby street drain. I wonder if it will flow into the lake and mix with the crap already there. I bet the bull sharks will think   it’s Christmas again! Poo, pee and puke! Yum for them! Anyway, once the puke has gone, Dad releases the nozzle.

“Put it away,” he says.

I can tell he’s angrier now. Man, he’s mutating into Mum. Who’s got my back now? TB? Yeah, but he has no real power in the house. I might have to suck up to Mum, but my skills aren’t good anymore with her. I guess I will just have to get back into Dad’s good books. How do I do that? I could call up his boss Troy to ask if he can have some time off work to surf. I could…

“Hurry up, Slates,” Dad says.

Oh, right, the hose. I attempt to wind it back up, but it ends up looking like a jumbled mess, so Dad does it for me, closing the gate behind him.

“Let’s go home,” he says. 

“What!” I cry out. “But we haven’t surfed the spot yet!”

He looks at his Billabong watch that I got him for Christmas with some of my pocket money! Never again! 

“It’s too late, Slates,” he replies and walks towards the Chero’.

I walk slowly back, knowing that Mum might have found my mess under my bed by now.
“See ya at school, Slates!” Sam calls out.

I look up at his bedroom window.

“Later, Sam,” I reply. Then I see his Mum close the window, but even with it close, I can hear her going rank at him in Japanese. Hmm, maybe I should have paid better attention to my Japanese teacher last year. I just know ‘konbanwa’ which I think means good morning? Or does it mean good evening? I forget, but does it really matter when I’m going to become a pro surfer? Japan isn’t on the ASP world champion surfing tour. Portugal is, but I already know some Portuguese, thanks to Mum. I get in the Chero’ and close the door. Dad shakes his head and we drive past boring house after boring house with no beach! How can these crazy people live with no beach nearby! Then again, they’re probably happy living near a lake with bull sharks eating their crap!

Chapter Five

Busted!

I close my eyes during the drive back. 

“So Slates, how does it feel to be the World Junior Surfing Champion?” a Surfing Life rep asks. I look at my massive gold medals and enormous surf board trophy. 

“Stoked,” I reply and look around at my crew, sponsors, surf mag reps and Lane.

 They’re chanting my name over again.

Slates! Slates! Slates! S…

“We’re here,” Dad says.

I open my eyes and breathe in the salt air. Yes, back in Burleigh! Then I get out of the Chero’ and Dad gives me my board.

“Take it inside,” he says, “then get changed for school and meet me in the living room. We need to talk.”

“What about?” I ask, taking my stick from him.

He shakes his head at me. “For laughing at Mrs. Matsumoto when Sam puked on her and me,” he replies.

I shrug. “o.k., we’ve talked now, are we good?”

He raises his eyebrows.

“No, we’re not good,” he replies, “I’ll see you in the living room.”

Is he serious? Come on, he has a sense of humor! It was funny! But he doesn’t look at me as he gets some stuff from the Chero’. I don’t care! Parents suck! They rank almost worst than teachers! So I don’t say anymore and open the front door. Mum is sitting on the sofa talking to someone on her iPhone. 
“I know he’s growing up but…” she’s saying.

She better not be taking about me! Then she turns and glares at me with her ‘red’ eyes. Busted!

“I can’t talk now. They’re home. I’ll call you later Andres, adeus,” she says. She then puts her iPhone down on the glass coffee table next to the bowl of shells, TB and I collected when we were kids.

 “How dare you lie to me!” she yells out.

Ha, I’m not scared!

“I didn’t lie…,” I begin to yell back her when Dad walks in and closes the door behind us.

“I said go to your room and get changed for school,” he says.

I roll my eyes and storm off down the hallway. 

“Why didn’t you pick up your iPhone?” I hear Mum asking as I hurry into my bedroom and slam the door behind me.

Mum better not ground me! She can’t!  I’m untouchable, at least until after the competition in September, not that I did anything wrong! I did clean up my room, maybe not to her standards, but still I cleaned it! She just expects perfection! I look around for my uniform. There it is, under one of my Rip Curl wetsuits in the corner of my room. I throw off the Rip Curl wet suit and pick up my maroon shorts and polo shirt. They smell beachie, but I don’t care. I love the beach. I put them on and hunt around for my Sanuk’s vagabonds and find them under some surf mags on the floor. I then put back on my Arnettes, throw open my door and walk slowly down the hallway and into the living room.

“Get those sunglasses off and sit down,” Mum orders.

 I sit on the other sofa, away from my enemies!

“I can’t believe you lied to us, Kelly,” she says and looks at me with those ‘red’ eyes.

“About what?” I ask.

I’m not gonna mention my room until she does, after all, she could have found out that I was the one that ate all the chocolates that she got for Christmas. Instead, I look away from her and Dad and at the fish tank across the room.

 “I’ve seen where you put your mess,” she replies.

I look back at her, “You mean, most of my mess,” I point out. “I forgot about the garbage on my desk and the wetsuit on the floor and the surf mags.”

Mum’s red eyes grow ‘sleeper wave’ large. 

“How can you joke at a time like this!” she then explodes. 

“I was actually being sarcastic,” I reply.

Mum’s face turns red! I see her veins about to pop out of her skin! She’s sweaty! She’s…

“That’s enough Slates,” Dad says.

I roll my eyes, “She asked me to clean my room this morn’ Dad!” I complain.

 “I asked you last night Kelly!” Mum yells at me.

She’s clearly lost the plot!

“No you didn’t!” I yell back.

“Yes I…” she begins when Dad lays a hand on her shoulder.

“Catarina,” he says in a low voice.

She takes a few deep breathes while I look at the picture of the surfer deep ‘in the green room’ on the wall.  That’s all I want to do with my life. I don’t need school! I don’t need parents! I don’t need to clean my room! I just need to feel my board under my feet, the water spraying around me, the wind through my hair. Why doesn’t anyone understand that?

“Don’t you know by now how wrong it is to lie?” Mum then asks.

“But I…” I begin when Dad shakes his head at me. 

I don’t say anymore, but this is so unfair! I didn’t do anything wrong! Its Mum’s fault for asking me to clean my room before surfing! Its Sam’s fault for puking! Its Mrs. M’s fault for being a hater AND surf stupid! I don’t need this! I ignore Dad.

“But I didn’t lie to you!” I cry out. “I cleaned my room!”

“You threw your disgusting mess underneath your bed,” Mum yells at me, “That’s not cleaning up your room!”

“It’s still cleaning my…”

“And don’t get me started on how you laughed at Mrs. Matsumoto when Sam vomited on her!” Mum cuts in.

“It was funny,” I reply.

Mum stands up. Man, I have never seen her so angry! Dad again, reaches up and touches her shoulder and she sits back down. She doesn’t say anything at first. Nor does Dad.I can hear the clock ticking. Man, I wonder which surfer has landed the highest alley-oop? I read in Surfing Life that it was John John in…

“Don’t you know how much trouble you’re in?” Mum then asks

“For what?” I ask back. “It wasn’t my fault that Sam puked! And anyway, it’s his fault and his mum’s fault that I missed out on surfing Burleigh this morn’! They cost me practice time! The Queensland Surfing Junior Titles are in September! I need all the practice time I can get!”

Mum shakes her head at me. “The way your acting, young man, you’re won’t be entering at all,” she replies.I’m too shocked to speak. So is Dad. He shakes his head. 

“Wait a minute, Cat’.” He says, “Sure, Slates…”

“Kelly,” Mum cuts in.

“Sure Kelly stuffed up this morning, but you can’t…,”

Mum raises her eyebrows, “He did more than stuff up, MR! He lied to you and to me!” she says.

Dad glances at me. I just shake my head and look at the tropical fish.

“Look Cat, we can ground Slates…”

“Kelly,” she corrects him.

“We can ground Kelly for lying…”

“But I didn’t…” I begin when Dad looks over at me and this time I shut up cause I know what I have to lose.

“…and misbehaving outside the Matsumoto’s home,” he continues. “But I think he needs to try out for the Queensland Junior Surfing Team,” he says. “He’s been practicing for the last two years. I think he could even…” 

“Become a pro surfer one day?” Mum asks.

I glare at her. Why is she so angry at me all the time?  She never used to be. We used to get on a few years ago. But then she got all funny when she had to buy me some LYNX deodorant last year. I don’t know why. All my mates use it. You almost choke when you go into the boy’s bathroom from all the spray in the air these days, but we’re not kids anymore. We have to use it.

 “I was going to say make the team, but sure why not,” he says.

“Because there’re hundreds of other young surfers…” Mum begins when I cut in. 

“Groms, Mum, we’re called groms,” I say.

How can she be so surf stupid? I’m a third generation surfer! She should know the slang!

“That’s it! Go to your bedroom and stay there until it’s time to go to school!” she yells at me.

I look at Dad. He just nods and I shake my head and hurry back down the hallway and into my bedroom where I slam the door, again. Then I drop into my bean bag chair, put my Arnettes back on, put on my Skullcandy ear phones and turn up the cool tunes of Mayan Fox. I put my feet on the foot rest and close my eyes.

 “How does it feel to be the Universe Junior Surfing Champion,” a Surfing Life rep asks.

I smile. “I feel stoked,” I reply and look at the gold medals around my neck. I can barley hold up the humongous surfing trophy in my hands as the crowd, my sponsors, Lane and some alien groms chant my name.

Slates, Slates, S…

“Hey!” I cry out as TB pulls my ear phones out.

“Causing trouble again little bro,” he says with a smile on his face. He closes the door behind him.

 “You know it,” I say. “Is the coast clear?” I ask.

“Nope,” he replies and sits next to me on my bean bag chair. “Dad’s gone to work but Mum is outside on the patio still angry. She even went rank at me for calling out that I was home.”

I look at my floor. “Sorry about that bro,” I reply as TB goes through my playlist on my iPod.

 “Nah, it’s cool,” he says, “but if I was you I’d be keeping a low profile around here,” he says.

I just nod.

“At least you didn’t see the Silver Surfer, lose his dentures in the surf,” he says.

“Again?” I ask.

“Yip,” he replies. 

I shake my head. “What else happened?” I ask. 

 “Uncle Reed got owned,” he replies.

“You mean, he finally tried to surf?” I ask.

“Yip ,” he replies and laughs.

I laugh too. 

“Hey, you know your mate, Chill,” he says.

“Yeah, what about him?” I ask.

“He jagged this…” TB begins but I take back my iPod and put in my earphones. 

I don’t wanna hear about Chill’s sweet ride. He’s in my crew and a good mate but still, he’s competition. TB then takes my ear phones out again.

“O.k., I get it,” he says.

“You sure bro?” I ask.

He just shakes his head. “Hey, I couldn’t see New Navy’s album in your playlist,” he says.

“It’s there,” I reply and show him the album. 

I’m glad that he didn’t go on about Chill. I know Chill tears it up. He’s almost better than me. Almost.

“What about Bearhug?” TB asks. 

“Yip,” I reply. 

“Palms?” he asks.

“Yip,” I reply, “and Loon Lake and The Cairos,” I reply quickly. 

“Hmm, not bad little bro,” he says and stands up. I roll my eyes and put my ear phones in again while he goes and gets ready for school. TB loves his music. When he’s not surfing (or playing Lego, or watching iCarly…shhh it’s our secret) he’s goes to gigs like the Big Day Out, Soundwave, Groovin’ the Moo, Splendor in the Grass, Summafielddayze and Bluesfest.  He even flies down to Sydney for Homebake. Maybe he should become a music festival organizer since he can’t become a pro- surfer.  Anyway, I can’t believe that Mum went off at me! How unfair is that? Doesn’t’ she know how much pressure I’m under? For the first time, I’m trying out for the Queensland Junior Surfing Team!  THE QUEENSLAND JUNIOR SURFING TEAM! I’ll be up against the best in Queensland. I’ll be up against Koa! He moved here from Hawaii a few years ago. His dad works with my dad at Surfing Queensland. They’re good mates, but Koa is the leader of the North Burleigh surf crew, which makes us rivals AND he hates me because I annihilated him in a surf off at the start of Grade 5 AND Grade 6.

Surf offs.

They happen at the start of every year. A surf off is where us groms surf off against each other to take the number one spot of gnarliest grom in the grade you’re in. The gnarliest grom then gets to rule the playground along with his crew. You know like the LOTR – one grom to rule them all. I’ve been the gnarliest grom in my grade two years running. That’s why my crew ruled Grade 5 and Grade 6 and not Koa’s crew. He’ll challenge me on to rule grade 7 but I’ll just annihilate him…again! What can I say? I rip, I tear it up, I slash, I…Someone then pulls my ear phones out again. It’s the ‘Mumernator’.

Chapter Six

Grounded!
“Time for school, Kelly,” she orders. 
I quickly stand up and look up at her.

Here it comes…

“No surfing for two weeks for lying to me and your Pai and for misbehaving outside of the Matusmoto’s home,” she tells me. 

“But…” I begin when she glares at me. 

The red eyes are back! The Mumernator is on the attack!

“And you’ll come straight home after school and call Mrs. Matsumoto to apologize,” she continues. “Then you’ll tell her that you’re going to mow her lawn on Saturday since Mr. Matsumoto is away for work.”

“But Sam…,” 

TB appears in his high school uniform and shakes his head so I don’t say anything else.

“After you’ve called Mrs. Matsumoto, you’ll clean your room because this…,” she bends down and pulls some of the mess from under my bed, “is disgusting!” 

She looks back at me. “Then you can look for your Vol-whatever - board shorts because they cost a lot of...”

I’ve had enough!  She’s worse than a kook; no she’s worse than a poser!

“But that’s your job!” I blurt out.

TB shakes his head while Mum explodes.

“Three weeks!” she cries out. “And argue with me again and I’ll make it four weeks.”

“Then I’ll move in with Aunty Izzy and Uncle Reed!” I yell back, “They’re cool, unlike you!”

That’s another lie, I mean, yes, Aunty Izzy used to be cool before she got ‘up the duff’ as the Silver Surfer calls being pregnant, but now…you know, she eats weird stuff, cries…and as for Uncle Reed… do I need to explain?  I mean P…O…S…E…R! He’s a loaded poser, but still, a poser!

 “Four weeks!” Mum yells at me

4 weeks!

4 weeks!

4 weeks!

I have never gone without surfing for 4 weeks! One day, I haven’t surfed, but that was the day of Grandma ‘the crusher’ Jenkins funeral.

“I…”

TB gives me my Volcom school bag. 

“Gotta go Mum, you know, school, learning! Yay!” he says and pulls me away from the exploding volcano and down the hallway.

“But…”

The front door closes behind us.

 “Ahhh!” I yell out and kick the mail box while TB gets his bike. 

 “Come on bro, chill,” he says.

 “But its 4 weeks,” I reply and kick some rocks onto the road.

I can’t believe I’m grounded for 4 weeks!

4 weeks!

I need to talk to Mum and tell her that my whole life is surfing! I can’t survive without it! I mean, being 12 is stressful enough! Even more than being an adult! Yeah, adults have to worry about their jobs, mortgages and something called rates, but come on here! I have to worry about surf offs, girls, being prank’ed (more about that later), girls, shaving for the first time, girls, my voice breaking, girls, B.O, girls, being up with the latest stuff out there,…girls! That’s the stress I’m talking about! I turn back around towards the front door.

“Don’t do it, bro,” TB warns me.

“But its 4 weeks from surfing,” I say

“I know,” he replies,

“I could get knocked out in the first round because I was grounded!”I yell out.

“I know, bro, but you can’t talk to Mum, now!” he says, “Do it later when she’s chilled!”

“No I…” then I stop.

TB’s right. Mum’s an exploding volcano at the moment. If I go back in it could be 5 weeks!

“Come on let’s get something to eat,” he says and gets on his bike. I don’t ride to school since my school is only ten minutes away, but for TB it’s about twenty minutes. 

“With what money?”  I ask and get on the handle bars of his bike.  

“I’ve got paid last week,” he replies.

“Then its Subway,” I say.

“Whatever you want, bro,” he replies. 

You know, my brother is more like my mate than just a brother and I would never admit this to anybody, but I actually look up to him. Sure he has never been selected for the Queensland Junior Surfing Team, but he’s still he can tear it up with the best of them and he’s cool about it. Unlike Koa who brags about it and so does Chill. Nah, I shouldn’t say that about Chill. He’s a bro. Still sometimes I think he’d like to take challenge me. Good luck to him on the day he tries to do that! He’ll lose and I’ll kick him out of the crew! He’ll have to hang with the nerds!

“Hey, I forgot to tell ya. I saw your girlfriend this morn’,” TB says.

“I don’t…”

“Hi boys!”

It’s Mrs. Rickets in bright pink pajamas and bunny slippers. She’s even wearing matching pink bunny ears! Man, she’s lost it!

“Hi,” we reply and TB rides passed fast. 

“Come over anytime, boys,” Mrs. Rickets calls after us. “I have those biscuits you kids all like.”

Mrs. Rickets biscuits are deadly! Last year this grom, Bobby ‘J-Dog’ Simpson in our street actually ate one and spent the night in hospital chucking his guts up. 

“What were you saying about Lane?” TB  asks as we turn down Connor Street.

 “That she’s not my girlfriend,” I reply. 

“You mean, T-Rex’s little sister Lane, isn’t your girlfriend?” he asks as we ride past some shops.

“Nope,” I reply.

He just laughs and I ignore him. Lane, my girlfriend? Nah that would be weird, I mean, she’s hot with this long black hair and blue eyes, but, we’re mates, buddies, friends, amigoes…good we’re here! I’m starved! I get off TB’s bike and he parks it outside Subway.  Subway is the best! And we have it here in the best spot in Australia…no, in the world…universe…what’s after universe? I’ll have to ask one of the nerds at school to google it for me. Anyway, I know I’ve said it before but Burleigh is the best place to live and I’m not the only one who thinks so. Just ask any of the ASP; Slates, Parko, TB, Nat…they’ll tell ya that Burleigh is the best place to live. They should know! They surf the world!

“What do ya want?” TB asks me.

 “TB!”

We both turn around and who should ride up but Justin ‘T-Rex’ Allison, Lane’s older brother. He’s always at our house except when Mandy there’s! T-Rex’s pretty cool, but he better not tease me about Lane! Then he’ll definitely lose the cool factor.

“And here’s my future brother in law,” he says to me.

Too late! What a toser!

“Yeah, good one, kook!” I say back.

He just laughs, but I wasn’t being funny. 

 “TB! T-Rex!”

It’s X, another one of their crew. Jay ‘X’ Walters came close to being selected on the Queensland Junior Surfing Team last year, but he didn’t read this wave properly and got owned! It can happen to any surfer. That’s why you have to respect the kai and know that it’s never consistent, that each wave is different depending on the mood of the kai.
I walk into Subway. 

“How ya doin’ Slates?”

Its Red’s older brother Connor ‘Thunder’ O’ Sullivan. He works at Subway part time while studying something somewhere.

“Sup,” I reply and look around the store. There’s a bunch of high school kids calling TB over and his crew, some nerds from my school, a few hardcore gamers, that lady with the purple hair who works at the hairdresser where Mum goes. It’s just down the street. She’s sitting with this guy with dreddies and face piercings. I’ve seen him before, I just can’t remember where. There are few people in suits. They work at the real estate agency. No one else wears suits in Burleigh, except them. There’s also some other people who work at the supermarket and an old man staring at the ceiling. What a weirdo. I shake my head and look at the menu

 “Can I just get…?”

“Hey, I didn’t see ya …” Thunder cuts in when I cut in on him.

“I know, bro, long story, but no time now, I’m hungry!” I say.

“Oh right,” he replies, “Well, what do ya want?” he asks. 

“Give me one Sunrise Subway Melt and one Steak, Egg & Cheese plus a coke and two chocolate chip cookies.”

Thunder nods and makes my order.

I look to see TB laughing with his mates. He has his arms around Mandy. I didn’t see her come in; then again my eyes were on the menu. Mum doesn’t like Mandy. She’s thinks she bosses TB around too much, but who cares. She’s hot! Then again, she’s from Burleigh! All the hot chicks come from Burleigh!

“Here’s your food,” Thunder says.

“TB!” I call out.

He hurries over with Mandy.What? He can’t pay for my food without her now?

“Sup Slates,” she says.

“Sup,” I say when TB looks at all my food.

“This is for me as well, right?” he asks.

“As if,” I say.

TB just rolls his eyes and pays up.

“You gonna get something, TB?” Thunder asks.

“Yeah, can I get…” he says when I find an empty seat in the corner and tuck in. Man this is good, and but how to get out of being grounded from surfing for 4 weeks? 4 weeks! I’m in a horror movie! Maybe I can ask the lady with the purple hair to give Mum a discount! Then she’ll be happy and forget about grounding me, right? Nah! She won’t! But what can I do? I know. I’ll talk to Dad when I get back from school and ask if I can switch something else with being grounded from surfing for 4 weeks.  I’ll do anything! I’ll do the dishes for 4 weeks, clean the toilet for 4 weeks…hmmm, maybe not clean the toilet, but other chores! I can even talk to scary Grandma Maria when she calls. Dad will be down with that! He understands that I need to surf. He’s a salty blood. I can even argue that him and Mum really only grounded me for 2 weeks! It was Mum that grounded me for four weeks when she lost it! It’s Mum’s fault if I miss out on getting into the Queensland team! If this happens, I’ll lose it BIG time! Seriously, surfing is my life!

Chapter Seven

Posers and Kooks 

I’m not even two steps through the front gate at school when a heap of kooks and posers crowd around me.

“Sup Slates,” some nerd says louder than the others. 

Sup Slates? And who are you? 

“My name is Ben, remember?”

He must have X-Men powers to read my mind.

I shake my head and everyone laughs. Hmm, if I don’t make it as a pro-surfer, maybe I should become a comedian. Dan or Ben or whoever looks embarrassed, but he still tries to talk to me.

 “We’ve be…been in the…the same class since g…grade 3,” he stutters out.

“I can’t…”

“Amy Adamson has pink braces, ha-ha,” some gamer yells out as he runs past. 

Amy Adamson is the biggest loser in my grade. I mean, she actually asks for more homework!

“Hey Slates did ya tear it up his morn?” another kook then asks.

“I…

“Daniel Roberts just peed his shorts,” another gamer says.

Daniel Roberts, I have no idea who he is and don’t care!

 “Hey Slates, where were you this morn?” Chill then asks.

The posers and kooks part for one of my crew.

“Sup Chill,” I reply. 

Anderson ‘The Chilled Assassin/ Chill’ Da Silva, came here from Florianopolis, Brazil when he was six. He does wicked airs like his idol, Adriano De Souza, but mine are better.

“Sup Chill?” he asks, “Bro, where were you this morn? The comp is in September! Why weren’t ya at the spot? The waves were pumping and I jagged…”

I zone out.  I don’t wanna hear about his ride. I don’t care. He’s my competition! The biggest one I have since he’s been surfing for just as long as I have.

“Slates?” Chill asks.

“Sounds wicked,” I reply.

“Yeah, it was a sweet ride,” he says.

Phew, he didn’t realize that I just zoned out.

“So?” he asks.

“So what?” I ask back.

He rolls his eyes. “What happened this morn, bro?” he asks, “Cause you missed out…”

 “I know bro,” I cut in, “but Sam happened.”

“Huh?” Chill asks. 

“Sam asked me to pick him up this morn and then he trips over his surf leash, grazes his knees and hands, pukes, Dad makes me clean it up, then I squirt Dad in the face, he has to…”

“O.k., I get it,” Chill says.

“Are the others waiting at the spot?” I ask as we walk pass some nerd getting dacked by some of Koa’s  crew. 

“Yip,” Chill replies.

I just nod my head and as we continue to walk through the ‘war zone’ A.K.A Burleigh Heads Primary school’s playground. 

“Sup Slates,” someone calls out.

I ignore him.

 “Sup Slates,”

That’s a girl’s voice! It’s Lane with all her friends. Man, why do girls travel in packs? Is it for protection? Is it to catch up on stuff? I don’t get it. Then again, I travel around in a crew!

 “Sup Lane,” I reply.

Keep it cool, Slates, keep it cool, after all you’ve known her since prep!

“Missed out this morn,” Lane says.

“I know, but stuff happened,” I reply.

 “Must be pretty heavy stuff for you to miss out on surfing at the spot,” she says. “It was pumping, right Chill?”

“Yip,” he says and pulls out his iPhone.

“So what happened?” she asks.

“I was…”

“Hey Lane,” Wendy Swell then calls out.  Everyone, (except Chill whose looking at his surf cam) all turn to see her walking over like she rules the school. She doesn’t! She’s not even cool. She thinks she is because she has a boyfriend in grade 8(who’s a nerd. I know TB told me), her Dad owns half of Burleigh and she lives in this mansion in Burleigh hills. BUT her Dad really only owns a few really small shops and her mansion, isn’t really that big for a mansion, I mean, yeah there’s like a trillion rooms, but it only has one pool and it’s smaller than mine!

“Sup Wendy,” Lane says.

She doesn’t look excited to see her. I know why. She thinks Wendy’s fake!

“We gotta talk,” Wendy replies and pulls her away. I betcha, they’re going to the girls’ bathroom, A.K.A the ‘no go zone’. I don’t know what girls do in there, but once they’re in there, they stay in there for hours. The rest of Lane’s friends follow when Lane looks back at me and rolls her eyes. I laugh.

 “So do ya reckon she likes me?” I ask Chill once she’s gone. 

“Who?” he asks looking at his surf cam.

 I punch him on the shoulder.

“Hey!” he says and looks up.

“Lane, you kook,” I reply.

“I guess,” he says and looks back at his surf cam. 

I see that the waves are still pumping at the spot.  Man, how sick does that look? You can’t beat it! Look at those waves! Heavy and clean! 

“Hey, give me back my hat!” some boy yells out as he runs past us to chase some of Koa’s crew

“We should take off now,” Chill says and looks around. 

“Good idea! I’ll text the others,” I reply and then stop.

The ‘Mumernator!’

“Can’t do it,” I say.

“What? You’re crazy! This gives us…” Chill begins when I cut in on him.

“I’m grounded from surfing for 4 weeks,” I explain. 

“4 weeks!” he replies. “But…”

Then I see Brownie, A.K.A, Mrs. Brown. She’s the Deputy Principle of our school and the second dangerous person around.

“Brownie’s comin’” I warn him.

He quickly puts back his iPhone in his Volcom bag. All the crew have one, because I have one. 

“I saw that!” Brownie says. 

She’s looks like those witches in this movie we watched last year.  Seriously she has this massive pointy nose, massive black eyes, massive pointy ears and she smells.

“Saw what?” Chill asks.

Brownie puts her left hand out. Her fingers are long, bony and pointy!

“Don’t be cheeky, Anderson da Silva, I saw you put your iPhone in your bag,” she says, “so give it to me now!”

“Why would I have an iPhone in my bag, Brownie, I mean, Mrs. Brown when the school rules clearly say, and I quote, ‘there are to be no iPhones at school,” he replies.

I try not to laugh when Brownie glares at him.  Is she going to turn him into a mouse next? 

“Anderson da Silva, you will open your bag this instant,” she orders. 

“You can’t make me,” he replies. “That would be good against the law. I should know, my Dad is a lawyer!”

I burst out laughing because Chill’s Dad works at a fruit shop. Brownie then glares at me again and I look away.

“If you don’t open your bag right this instant Anderson, I will see that you’re given detention every day this week,” she warns him.  

“That’s not fair!” he says.

“Then stop lying, open your bag, give me the iPhone and I’ll make it one day detention!” she replies.  

He shakes his head, “Nao,” he says in Portuguese. 

“What did you say?” Brownie asks.

“I said no,” Chill replies.

Brownie’s face turns red. Her eyes get bigger. She clenches her hands together.

“How dare…” she begins when the bell rings.

“Gotta go,” I say before Chill can get detention.  He’s always in trouble, but then again so am I. I think between the two of us we set the record of 3 lunch time detentions in a single week last year. The only other boy who has ever had more detentions in a single week is Barry Vans A.K.A Voldermort, you know the bad guy from Harry Potter? Anyway, we call him Voldermort because he’s kind of creepy. For example, he has pet spiders, eats raw vegetables and hates surfing! How can anyone from Burleigh hate surfing! It’s in the air! The whole town surfs! Well, probably not the whole town, but most of the town, I mean how could they not surf? The beach is right on our doorstep.

“Anderson Da Silva and Kelly Jenkins you get back here right this instant!” Brownie cries out.

“Sorry, Brownie, we can’t hear you,” I reply as we race through the junior school, and then along the path that leads passed the library, the garden and finally to our prison, i.e. the year 7 block. The rest of the crew is waiting at the courts across from our prison. That’s what I call ‘the spot’, it’s where we meet every morn before the ‘fun’ starts.

“Hey, where have youse been?” asks Aidan ‘Red’ O’ Sullivan.  He’s this Irish bro in my crew. He has the small house near my bigger and better house. His idol is Josh ‘Kerrzy’ Kerr because Kerrzy likes to ride deep in the green room A.K.A riding through the inside of a barrel. That’s Red’s goal. We call him ‘Red’ cause his hair is this crazy red color while we all have black hair. 

“Long story,’” I reply

“He was talking to Lane,” Chill explains.

“Right, course’ Red says.

“Hey the kook of the decade is coming,” Celsius ‘Flyboy’ Arthur then says. 

“Yeah, what a tosser,” his twin bro, Jarom, ‘The Slasher/Slash’ Arthur adds.

The twin bros come from Raglan, which is near Manu Bay in New Zealand. Manu Bay has wicked surf. Aunty Moana comes from Raglan as well. She and the twin bros are whanau, that’s family in Maori, which makes us whanau as well since Aunty Moana is married to Dad’s younger bro, Skip. Anyway, Flyboy’s idol is Julian ‘J-Dub’ Wilson and the Slash’s idol is Kai ‘Otto’ Otton.

 “Slates!” Koa then calls out from the other side of the courts. 

All of the other Grade 7ers look over. Lane then hurries out of the girl’s bathroom and joins me and my crew. Man, she’s cool! I mean, she could be a member of my crew if she wasn’t a girl.

“Koa!” I call back and give him the death stare. He gives me the death stare back. It feels like we’re in one of those western movies that Dad likes to watch. Picture this: dusty town, townsfolk on both side, me at one end of the courts and Koa at the other. It’s a showdown as we reach for our…

“What’s going here?”Mr. Thompson, my new teacher asks. He surfs Burleigh as well. Him and Dad went to school together and still hang out now. He’s even been to my house for dinner a few times, with his wife, Cindy. Mum can’t stand her because she laughs at anything you say, even when it’s not funny. Everyone takes off to their classes, except my crew (including Lane) and Koa’s losers.

“Nothing’s going on,” I reply.

“Then get into class,” he says, but he knows better. He knows what’s going down. Some of Koa’s losers and most of my crew walk up the stairs to where the other Grade 7 classrooms are leaving me, Chill, Red, Koa and the rest his losers to walk into our class downstairs. Lane follows along with what’s her name and Wendy ‘too cool for school’. 

“You can find your name on the desks,” Mr. Thompson says once we’re all inside. Bad move as we all push and shove each other to find our names.

“Oh come on Grade 7, you’re acting like preps,” he calls out above the noise.

We ignore him and continue to push and shove. 

“Stop!” he yells out.

About half the class then stops while the rest of us still ignore him. I kind of feel bad, after all he is my Dad’s mate, but still, I don’t want to look like the teacher’s pet. I have a reputation to keep so I continue to lead the rest on until Mr. Thompson hurries over to us.

“I said stop,” he yells even louder.

 I can’t help but laugh when guess who walks in? 

Brownie!

Everyone quickly finds their names and sits at their desks. I’m sitting in a group of four with Chill across from me, some gamer next to him and that stuttering nerd who reckons we’d been in the same class since grade 3 next to me while Red is sitting next to Lane in front of us!Seriously, Mr. Thompson, do you want to start a war between bro’s?

“Mr. Thompson, I hope, I’m not interrupting,” she says and looks around until she finds me and Chill.

“No, of course, not,” Mr. Thompson replies.

 “Good, because I need to speak with two of your students,” she says.

Lane looks around at me and Chill. I nod and she shakes her head and smiles at me.
“Kelly Jenkins and Anderson Da Silva,” Brownie says.

Mr. Thompson looks at us. “Stand up boys,” he orders.

We stand up slowly. Chill even stretches! Brownie glares at us.

 “Come outside,” she says.

We slowly walk towards the front of the class. Here it comes, another lecture with big words we don’t understand! Oh, well, when I become a pro-surfer, I’ll just come back to Burleigh Heads Primary School and fire Brownie!

Chapter Eight

Pranked
So Chill and I have broken our record with four lunch time detentions this week!  Plus Chill got his iPhone taken off him until home time. How unfair is that! Mr. Thomson didn’t even defend us and he’s a bro! Not anymore. Now he’s a tosser for letting Brownie gives us detention! Man, we have to read some article about recycling during our detention at lunch time! What a waste! School is a waste! I don’t need it to become a pro surfer.  Why can’t I learn how to read waves better?  Or about tides and swells? Better yet, why can’t we learn about the world’s best surfers? Their techniques and maneuvers? That would be sick if say John John could come in and teach us about double grabs, front side airs, slobs, liens and stalefishes.We do have surfing for interschool schools, but that’s a given! Come on!

“Psst,” 

I look behind me to where Red is sitting. We’re at some special assembly now only for Grade 7ers. Mr. Martly Fartly has been going on for hours about being responsible and blah, blah, blah. I don’t care what he’s saying. I’m just wanna go for a surf! 

 “Here’s the surf report,” Red whispers from behind me.

I take his iPhone from behind my back and look at his surf cam with Chill, when all the girls start talking excitedly while the boys let out a unified groan. Whoa, what just happened? I glance at some nerd to the left of me, since I know Chilli wasn’t listening either. 

“What’s going on?”  I ask.

He looks shocked that I’ve talk to him for a moment and then he clears his throat.

“There’s gonna be a graduation dinner and dance at the end of the year,” he says.

Now I understand. I pass the iPhone back to Red when his iPhone rings out ‘I’m sexy and I know it.’ Everyone laughs, but not our teachers. And guess who will be joining us in detention? 
Back in the classroom, Mr. Tosser goes on about something. Some nerds answer him back, but I don’t care what he’s saying. That’s when I see Lane writing a note to someone. Why doesn’t she just text me? She probably doesn’t have her iPhone. She’s not like me and my crew. She keeps the school rules.

 “Slates,” I hear Chill whisper to me but I ignore him as I watch the note passed to what’s her name with the glasses. Seriously, doesn’t she care about her social life? What’s her name passes the note to Alicia Kearns who is taller than anyone else in the class. She passes the note to Red, and Red passes me the note.

“Koa’s gonna prank you today,” the note reads.

I shove it into my tidy tray. This is all I need! A prank usually comes before a surf-off. It’s an open declaration that a surf off is coming. I shake my head and look at Chilli who’s sitting across from me.

“Koa’s gonna…” I begin to whisper to him when Mr. Tosser clears his throat. 

“Is there something you would like to share with us, Kelly?” he asks me.

Yeah, I would like to share with the whole class that you’re a toser!

“Nup,” I reply.

He raises his eyebrows. 

“I think the word you are looking for Kelly is, no, Mr. Thompson,” he says.

Koa and a few of his mates laugh at me, but everyone else is too scared. Mr. Tosser glares at them. I can feel my face get hotter.  I can’t believe Koa is trying to challenge me even before the prank. Man he must really want to take me on something bad. Well bring it then! I’ll tear it up and leave him in my white wash!

“Kelly Jenkins!”

I look back at Mr. Tosser.

“What!” I snap 

I’m angry at Koa! I’m angry at my parents! I’m angry at Sam! I’m angry at Mrs. M! I’m angry at being here at prison! I’m angry that I’m in grade 7 and forced to study crap when I could be surfing! I’m angry that everyone wants to challenge me!

“You have just scored yourself another lunch time detention,” he replies.

“But…” Chill kicks me under the table. 

I don’t say anything after that. Man, a week of lunch time detention and 4 weeks of no surfing! Are all adults losers? I’m on a roll!

“Now, back to the topics for this year,” Mr. Tosser says. 

“You’re dead,” I whisper to Koa. He just looks around quickly.

Kook!

The rest of the morning passes slowly. We have to introduce ourselves, again even though we already know each other. Then we have to talk about stuff and do other lame activities. I’m glad the bell goes for morning tea break! We eat in this undercover area just for us Grade 7’ers. My crew watches Koa and his crew. They watch us back, but no prank.  Nothing! Instead, I learn in fifteen minutes that this poser Gary Owen got his stick from some second hand store, even though he reckons it was from Mt Woodgee in Burleigh; this kook James Williams, didn’t even get out to the lineup this morn, man someone should teach him how to duck dive; Voldermort was seen at the movies with his Mum during the holidays and some gamer was seen in some store for girls. So I get Red to put an ‘I’m wearing pink undies’ note on his back.

When we return to the classroom, I see Koa already sitting at his desk. Then I see the spitball on my desk. I look at Mr. Tosser but he’s busy talking to some nerds. He doesn’t see every one of my classmates, except for the nerds stop what they’re doing and look at me.  I glare at Koa. He smirks at me and says something to his loser crew. Then I look at the spitball. I can just read the words ‘surf -off’. 

“When?” I ask.

Everyone looks at Koa.

“After school,” he replies. 

Everyone looks back at me. I fold my arms across my chest.

“Not gonna happen bro,” I reply back.

Everyone looks back at Koa.

He stands up. “Scared, bra?” he asks.

Everyone looks back at me. 

I laugh. “You wish, bro,” I say.

“Then see you at the surf-off, this time at my spot, bra,” he says. 

“Nup, can’t do it bro,” I reply

“Then I become numero uno, bra,” he replies and looks at Chill.

“I speak Portuguese, not Spanish,” Chill says, “and you heard Slates, not gonna happen,”

“Then I win,” he says.

“In your dreams,” I say, starting to get angry. 

Man, what’s going on today? Puking
! Grounding! Detention! Koa thinking he rules the school! Have I let my guard down? Have I become lazy? How can I when it’s the first day back? Maybe Koa has been thinking about this more than I have? What a tool!

“Then if you can’t surf off after school what about the next day?” he asks.

“Can’t,” I say.

“What about the next day?” he asks.

“Nup,” I say.

“He’s grounded,” Lane then interrupts.

“How do you know?” I blurt out.

“Taryn, heard from Carol who heard from Janice,” she explains

“Huh?” I ask

“Janice was walking behind you and Chill,” she says.

“Right,” I reply. 

“You’re lying!” Koa yells out and finally gets Mr. Toser’s attention. 

“Hide the spitball,” I say to the gamer next to Chill. He puts it in his tidy tray just as Mr. Toser stands up.  The nerds part for him like he’s their god as he walks over.

“Is everything alright here?” he asks.

“Yeah, is it?” I ask Koa.

Mr. Toser shakes his head at me. “You’ve just scored yourself another lunch time detention next Monday,” he says and walks back to the front of the class

 I look at the gamer.

“Get the spitball and throw it on Koa’s desk,” I order. Of course he does! He has no choice! He’s a gamer! That’s almost worse than a nerd! Koa’s hand shoots up but Lane looks over at him and shakes her head.  He then puts down his hand. What the? What’s going on? What does Lane have over Koa? I’ve got to find out. 

“Now who can tell me some facts about…” 

Boring!

The rest of the day drags on; detention, more lame activities, I hear about Flyboy giving some nerd a nipple cripple, Voldermort talking to ants and Amy Adams getting teased about her pink braces. Lane tells me during the stupid afternoon activities that Amy was crying in the girls’ toilet all during lunch time. Seriously, do Amy’s parents understand what it’s like at all to be in grade 7? How school stupid are they? I mean, come on, they should never have gotten her pink braces! Not that I feel sorry for her. She’s a nerd! But still, parents are really clueless! If they don’t understand what it’s like to be 12 years old, google it! I mean, come on parents, it’s a war zone out there for anyone who goes to primary school, except for me and my crew. We’re untouchable. BUT everybody else is at risk of getting wedgies, being dacked, getting a ‘wet willie’, having food thrown at them, being sprayed with water or milk or soft drink or juice etc, being punched, kicked, or pinched, being farted on and snotted on, teased because they don’t have the right hairstyle, teased because they’re too smart or too dumb and it goes on. Anyway just before home time Mr. Fartly comes in and talks about student council and blah, blah. Then we get more lectures about how Grade 7 will be harder than Grade 6 and how it’s time to think about our future careers. That’s something I don’t need to think about. Pro surfer all the way, for me! FINALLY Mr. Toser ends the tortue saying something about swimming, student council elections and teacher – parent interviews coming up. Man, teacher – parent interviews are the funniest! Last year when I had Mrs. Swanson, who by the way is older than Grandpa Jenkins, Mum went ranked at her for being a crappy teacher because I had failed about half of my subjects and just passed the rest! What she didn’t know was I had spent my class time looking at my surf cam! Anyway, 3 pm is finally here! Yeah baby! I’m free!
Chapter Nine

Terminated!
I don’t even take one step out of the school gate when Koa and his crew approach me and my crew outside the front gates. 

“I don’t care if you’re grounded,” he says. “I’m going to my spot and if you’re not there, I win,”

Kooks, posers, nerds and gamers surround us.

“Didn’t ya hear Lane?” I ask him.

 I look around but I can’t see her. 

“Then someone from your crew can take your place cause I’m not waiting for 4 weeks amigo,” he replies.
What a tool!

I shake my head. “You can’t say that Koa!” I yell out. “I rule this school, not you!”

He takes a step towards me. “I don’t think so, bra! You forfeit a surf off and I rule this school!”

“Boys!” I hear Lane’s voice from behind. I turn around and she rolls her eyes.

“Just choose one of your crew to take his place, Slates” she says.

Both Chill and Red both step forward. Man, who do I choose? They’re both tear it up, but Red is the weaker of the two.

“Chill can take my place,” I say.

Red looks angry, but he knows he’s not as good as Chill.  He’ll lose against Koa. Then we’ll all lose. If one member of the crew goes down, we all do, that’s ‘crew law’.

“Yes!” Chill shouts and high fives the twin bros.

Red just shakes his head.  That’s when I get worried. When Chill wins, will he step aside and let me keep my position or will he take my place? Nah, this is Chill, we’re talking about. I’ve known him since prep! A teacher on duty then walk over and everyone takes off.

“Don’t be late,” Koa calls back at us

“Prepared to be annihilated,” Chill replies.

Hey, that’s my phrase.

“Tear it up, out there,” I say.

“Course bro,” Chill replies and takes off with the rest of the crew leaving me alone. Is this my future now? Crew-less? Nah, I’m Slates. I rule this school. I shred. I rip. I…

“Do you want me to FaceTime you?” Lane asks.

I didn’t think she was still here.

“Yeah, thanks,” I say.

“No, problem,” she replies.

 “Come on Lane,” one of her friend’s then calls out; it’s the one who reckons she looks like Taylor Swift. As if, she looks like a beached whale. 

“Well, see ya,” Lane says.

“Yeah, see ya,” I reply and she hurries away while I hurry down the street, cross at the lights. Then run up West Street and into Ewart Street. I open the door and see Aunty Moana feeding Mana in the living room. Gross!

“Kia-ora,” she greets me.

“Sup,” I reply when I hear someone in the pool.

“Is that TB?” I ask.

“Nope,” Moana replies, “It’s your Uncle Reed,”

 Man does he ever work?  I shake my head and walk into the kitchen.

 “Sup, Slates,” 

It’s Izzy with her head in the fridge.

“Sup,” I say. Then I look through the window to see Reed in the pool. 

 “What’s up nephew,” he says.

“Yip,” I say and glance back at Izzy.

“Can you make me something?” I ask.

“Nup,” she replies and walks past me to the kitchen table with the 4 liter container of chocolate chip ice-cream.

“Are you gonna eat all that?” I ask.

Izzy looks at me and then at the ice-cream and spoon in her hand. Then she bursts into tears.

“Aunty Moana!”  I call out.

She stands up and hurries into the kitchen.

“It’s alright girl,” she replies and sits down besides her.

Manu starts crying and she gives him to me.

“He’s needs to be changed,” she says. “I have some nappies and wipes in my bag in the living room,”

“Gross!” I say and go to hand him back, but Izzy cries even harder. Then Reed walks into the kitchen.

“I’m here honey,” he says to Izzy.

“Here’s Manu,” I say to Uncle Reed. I’m then about to get out of there when I turn around. 

 “Oh, by the way, heard you carved it up today,”

I laugh and take off down the hallway when the phone rings.

“Can someone get that?” I ask.

“Can you?” Reed asks back, “We’re all busy here,”

I let out a groan and pick up the phone.

“Yeah?” I ask.

“Kelly? Ola, como voce esta?”

It’s Grandma Maria.

“Ola, Avo Maria,” I say.

Then she says a whole of words I don’t understand.

“Um, Grand…Avo…” I try to get a word in but the woman is a word spitting out machine so I just hang up and hurry down the hallway to my bedroom to find Uncle Skip playing Kelly Slater’s Pro Surfer.

“Oi!” I say. “What are you doing in here?”

“Surfing,” he replies with his eyes on the screen.

“Can’t you play that game in TB’s room?” I ask and throw my bag down. Usually I wouldn’t care that Uncle Skip is in my room, I mean, he’s pretty cool for an old bro. He was the one who made my chest of drawers into waves for me and designed my bed, shelves and desk to look like surfboards. He used to live with us before he married Aunty Moana and became a dad to Manu. They named him after Manu Bay in New Zealand. That’s where Skip met Moana. It was his last leg on his surfing tour. Before Manu Bay, he’d surfed Mavericks, Oahu, J-Bay, Bali, Hossegor (where he hung out with Jack Johnson, Ben Harper and Matt Costa or so he says), North Male and I think it was Lima or was it Montanita? I can’t remember. Anyway, he’s the one who came up with Carve It Up Day before I was born. That’s what the Jenkins’ family call Boxing Day because we spend the entire day carving it up in the surf. Except for Reed, who talks about carving it up and Mum who looks at websites on her iPad.

“Why? Are you waiting for a call from your girl…” he begins when I cut him off.

“Seriously, Uncle Skip, get out!” I say.

He pauses the game.

“Bro, I haven’t surfed since Manu was born,” he replies.

Whoa! He must be dying of wave starvation!

 “Sweet as,” I then reply, “I’ll just be in TB’s room.”

Uncle Skip continues with his game while I hurry into TB’s room and close the door.Man, his room is even worse than mine. 

“You in there, Slates?”

It’s Aunty Moana.

“Busy,” I call back and begin to FaceTime Sam when she walks in with Manu.

“Hey! You could have knocked!” I say.

She rolls her eyes and gives me the phone.

“It’s your Grandma Maria,” she replies.

I take the phone and then hang up.

“It’s that easy,” I say.

Aunty Moana shakes her head at me. “If you were my son, I’d give you a hiding for disrespecting your elders like that,” she replies and gives me the phone, “now call her back.”

“Nup,” I say.

Aunty Moana steps towards me. “Call her back or else,” she replies.

This time ‘or else’ works because Aunty Moana is a lot scarier than Mum. She’s even scarier than Grandma Maria.
“Fine,” I reply. Then Aunty Moana gives me a note. 

“After you call back your Grandma Maria, you can complete each of those things on the list,” she says.

I look at her.

“Yip, I know about what happened this morning,” she says and leaves the room.

Of course she does! Nothing is a secret in my family, except what happened to TB! After she leaves I call back Grandma Maria. I can only understand something about the bus being late and eating bad meat. Then I hang up after our confusing conversation and look at the list. Apologize to Mrs. Matsumoto is number one on the list, tell Mrs. Matsumoto I’ll be coming to mow her lawn on Saturday is number two, cleaning my room is number three and finding my Volcoms is number four. Finding my Volcoms should be number one but whatever! I scrunch up the list and FaceTime Sam since the surf off doesn’t start for another one hour. 

“Sup,” he says.

“Sup,” I say.

Then Aunty Moana storms in and snatches my iPhone from me.

“Later,” she says and hangs up on Sam. No! Why did she do that for?

“Where is that list?” she asks angrily. 
“What list?” I ask when Uncle Skip walks in with Manu.

Man, that baby stinks!

“I can’t find the wipes,” he says.

“I told you, they’re in my bag,” Aunty Moana replies.

“Where in your bag?” he asks. “It’s massive”!

She glares at him and he takes off. Poor Uncle Skip! Aunty Moana then glares at me.

“Where is that list?” she asks again.

I roll my eyes and pick it up from off my floor.

“Call Mrs. Matsumoto,” she orders.

I’m about to say ‘no’ but she stands over me.

“Now!” she says.

That’s when I realize my life as I know is OVER! Grounded for 4 weeks! Detention for 6 days! Now terminated by the Aunty Moananator!  How sucky is my life!

Chapter Ten

The Chilled Assassin!

 “Chill! Chill! Chill! Chill!” 

The crowd is cheering for him!

“Chill! Chill! Chill!”

Man, I feel like I’m been owned!

“Chill! Chill! Chill!”

Or that a kook has jagged a sweeter ride than me!

“Chill! Chill! Chill!”

 “Over here!” a rep then shouts out from Surfing Life.  

Flashes of light from thousands of iPhones momentarily blind me, but I finally see him in front of the crowd.

“So how does it…” he begins when a Tracks rep cuts him off. 
“Chill, now that you’re number one here…”

Whoa, what is going on?

 “You’re a ripper Chill!” 

The crowd eats the rep’s question. 

“Ripper! Ripper! Ripper!”

No! I’m a ripper, not Chill! Then I see Sam, Red, Flyboy and Slash cheering him on! Behind them are his sponsors; Volcom for clothing, Billabong for watches, Rip Curl for wetsuits, Arnette for eyewear, Sanuk’s for footwear, Skullcandy Crusher headphones, Monster energy drinks, Future Fins, and Mt Woodgee surf shop. They’re all here in force and going off too. No! They’re gonna pay him to surf the world, cause he’s the best!
 “So how does it feel to be the Australian Junior Surfing Champion?” the rep from Surfing Life gets his question out louder and faster this time to Chill. Now, he only wants Chill’s words cause he knows Chill will sell out his mag! Chill grins at him from the podium he’s standing on! My podium! Then I see Lane, to the left of the podium that he’s standing on. My Lane!

“You tore it up today,” she says and smiles at Chill!

 “You know it,” he replies. 

Then he looks down to his right. Way, way down. I mean a billion meters down to where I’m standing; his destroyed opponent. 

 “Right, Slates?” he asks. 

I nod. “You’re alley-oops was gnarly, bro!” I exclaim. 

What! Why did I say that! My alley-oops is gnarly, not his!

“Sure was,” he replies. “It was heaps higher than John John’s in Keramas,” 

“Course,” I say.

No! What am I doing! Chill then looks at his massive surf board trophy in his hand and the enormous gold medal around his neck.

“So how does it feel to be the Australian Junior Surfing Champion?” the rep from Surfing Life yells at him again.

This time Chill doesn’t let him wait because I know Chill wants the money his words can make!
“I feel stoked!” Chill shouts out. 

My words! The crowd goes wild again. My crowd!
“So what’s next for you Chill?” the Waves rep yells out.

Chill glances at him. “Two words,” he replies.

Everyone waits for those two words from Chilli.

“World domination!” he finally shouts out. 

My two words! Everyone goes off.

“Chill! Chill! Chill!” they chant.

He grins at them and at Lane. She grins back. 

“No!” I cry out.

She laughs. Chill laughs. His sponsors laugh. His crew laughs! The surf mag reps laugh. They all laugh at me! Me! Kelly ‘Skates’ Jenkins, born and bred in the ocean, a salty blood through and through, right! Right! The image blurs and I wake up to TB standing by my bed.

 “You alright, bro?” he asks.

“Huh?” I ask and sit up.

“I said you alright bro?” he asks.

“Course,” I reply and get up.

That’s when I realize I’m covered in sweat.

“You had a nightmare, bro,” TB says.

I walk over to my wave drawers.

“No I didn’t,” I reply and open them up. Yes! My ‘Annihilator’ dark blue and black Volcom boardies! But I couldn’t find them yesterday. Then who did?
“They were in bathroom,” TB says.

“Thanks bro,” I reply when the ‘Mumernator’ walks in with Dad’s iPhone.

“Get changed into your school uniform and meet me in the kitchen,” she says, “I’ve got a list of chores for you to do,”

I look at my surf clock.

“At 5 in the morn, Mum?” I ask. 

“Sim,” she replies in Portuguese and walks out.  Yip, the school texted Mum yesterday. That’s why I’m still grounded for 4 weeks. After hearing about my behavior at school, she left my grounding for 4 weeks. 

 “You’re be right, bro,” TB says and walks out.

No I won’t and it’s all Mum’s fault! I can’t believe it! 4 weeks! Every single grom in my division will have 4 weeks more practice time than me! 4 weeks! Just because I shoved my mess under my bed, ran away from Brownie and talked back to Mr. Tosser!  How unfair is that! And I don’t even know who won the surf-off because Mum took away my iPhone for the night! AHHHH! If Koa won we’re screwed! But if Chill won…would he really take my place? Would he rule the school? Would he make me his number two? Nah! Why would he? We’re bros! But he’s super competitive! What if he decides to throw me out of the crew! He can do that! He can do anything he wants when he’s number one! Numero um! For the first time, I really want to get to school, but from 5 am until 8: 30 am drags slowly. In that time Mum gets me to dust, mop, vacuum and stack the dish washer. Now I have become Kelly ‘the Slave’ Jenkins! But finally its time and I race to school, kind of hoping that Chill lost. How bad is that? I can’t hope Chill lost! Koa’s crew would then be on top, but at least I would be number one still of my crew! I mean, who cares that Koa’s crew will be more popular than my crew! Groms rule my school anyway! We can still walk all over the nerds and gamers. We can still…

“Sup Slates,”

It’s Sam.

“Sup,” I reply when a heap of gamers, nerds, posers and kooks run passed us and through the school gates. What! Are they crazy! It’s me!

“I tried to tell ya,” Sam says.

“Yeah, I know but I wasn’t at the spot this morn because I’m grounded and Mum had my iPhone!” I snap.

He just shrugs and walks on ahead.

“Oi, where are you going?” I ask.

He ignores me and keeps on walking.

“Oi, Sam!” I yell out.

Has the whole world gone crazy?  What’s the deal with Sam ignoring me! Me! And why hasn’t anyone said anything to me this morn? I rule this school! I rip! I shred! I slash! I AM THE BEST! I am a salty blood! I…

“Chill won,”

I look around to see Lane standing there.

“That’s wicked!” I reply, 

Why didn’t Sam just tell me! I go to walk into the playground when Lane grabs my hand.I can’t speak!

“Slates, Chill let everyone know yesterday after the surf off that he’s the gnarliest grom in grade 7,”she tells me.

I let go of her hand.

“Nah, he wouldn’t do that,” I say and look as more kooks and posers hurry past.

“It’s true, Slates,” she says and I shake my head.

“Nup,” I say and hurry past all the losers until I come to the spot. That’s when I see everyone chanting.

“Chill! Chill! Chill!” 

No! My dream has come true! TBC….
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