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Blobby	Shadows
‘Score!’

‘What?’

‘Just	found	a	stash	of	muesli	bars.’

‘Chuck	us	one,’	said	a	voice	from	the	shadows	in	the	corner	of	the	Year	Six	classroom.
For	a	warm	summer	night,	it	sure	was	dark.

‘Incoming!’

A	shadow	separated	itself	from	chairs,	desks	and	computer	monitors	at	the	other	end	of
the	room.	A	muesli	bar	hurtled	across	the	room,	bounced	off	a	wall	chart	and	thudded	into
thick	skull.

‘Hey!	That	really	caned.’

‘I	said	in-coming.’

‘Come	on,	let’s	get	this	junk	in	the	car.’



Shadows	merged.	A	 door	 opened.	 It	was	 black	 in	 the	 corridor.	 Two	men	 crossed	 the
Amity	Primary	School’s	undercover	area	and	crept	outside.	One	wore	a	beanie	and	was
carrying	a	TV.	The	other	had	a	computer	tower	under	one	arm,	a	stack	of	iPads	hugged	to
his	chest	and	a	keyboard	stuffed	down	his	 footy	shorts.	He	was	 taller	 than	 the	first	man
and	built	like	a	gorilla.

‘All	clear?’

‘Yeah.’

They	lugged	the	gear	to	a	station	wagon	hidden	in	a	garden	bed	of	bottlebrushes.	It	was
cloudy	but	there	was	enough	moonlight	to	cast	big	blobby	shadows.

‘Right,’	said	the	bigger	blob	in	a	deep,	snarling	voice.	He	pulled	the	keyboard	out	of	his
shorts	 and	 stashed	 it	 in	 the	 car.	 ‘Two	 more	 trips	 and	 I	 reckon	 we’ve	 cleaned	 out	 this



dump.’

‘Keep	your	voice	down,	Tank.	Might	be	someone	snoopin’	around.’

Tank	 took	 a	 swipe	 at	 the	 smaller	 man’s	 beanie.	 ‘I’m	 callin’	 the	 shots	 on	 this	 raid,
Doopa.	Get	inside	and	keep	loadin’.’

Doopa	went	back	to	the	Year	Six	classroom	and	Tank	went	looking	for	the	library.

‘One	day	I’ll	show	that	Tank,’	said	Doopa.	No-one	heard	him.	He	made	two	more	trips
to	 the	 station	 wagon	 and	 headed	 back	 for	 a	 CD	 player	 and	 the	 last	 of	 the	 computer
monitors.	 ‘If	 it	wasn’t	 for	me	breaking	 into	 the	principal’s	office	and	finding	 the	master
key…’

‘What?’

Doopa’s	head	swung	around	so	fast	it	nearly	fell	off.	Tank	stood	in	the	doorway.

‘Nothin’.’

‘Come	on,	let’s	get	out	of	here.’

‘Right.’

Doopa	stumbled	forward	with	his	load	just	as	Tank	let	 the	door	swing	back.	His	head
slammed	into	the	closing	door	and	he	dropped	everything.

‘Aiiii-ee!’	He	 sounded	 like	a	dog	 that	had	been	 locked	outside	 the	house	 for	 the	 first
time	in	six	months.	‘I	can’t	see-ee-ee,’	he	yelped.	‘Tank!’

Tank	was	standing	in	the	corridor.

‘Ha	ha	ha.	Useless	idiot.’

Doopa	heard	Tank’s	laughter	and	picked	up	the	CD	player.	His	head	was	pounding	like
a	drum	at	the	Big	Day	Out.	He	opened	the	door	and	saw	the	shape	of	a	gorilla.

The	CD	player	flew	through	the	air	and	hit	Tank’s	hand,	making	him	lose	his	grip	on
the	library’s	empty	aquarium.

Glass	shattered.

The	CD	player	clattered.



Tank	swore.

He	kicked	in	a	locker,	lifted	it	over	his	head	and	heaved	it	at	Doopa.

Doopa	retreated	to	the	Year	Six	room	and	slammed	the	door.

Tank	went	after	him.

All	hell	was	breaking	loose	at	Amity	Primary	School	and	there	wasn’t	a	kid	in	sight.



2

Bad,	Bad	Move
‘One	of	the	ropes	is	loose,’	said	Reuben.	He	slid	out	of	his	sleeping	bag	and	poked	at	the
tent’s	sagging	roof.

Truong	scoffed.	 ‘I	swear	you’re	full-on	obsessed.	Anyhow,	 listen.	Hear	 that?	I	 reckon
it’s	coming	from	the	school.’

Reuben	 couldn’t	 be	 bothered	 listening.	Truong	was	 hearing	 things.	He’d	 been	 jumpy
ever	since	it	went	dark.	Truong,	of	all	people…	Reuben	always	thought	there	was	nothing
that	scared	Truong.	And	this	was	Truong’s	own	backyard!

Reuben	had	been	going	camping	since	he	was	‘knee	high	to	a	grasshopper’.	That	was	one
of	his	granddad’s	sayings	–	and	it	was	his	granddad	who	took	him	way	out	into	the	bush	to
teach	him	about	bush	tucker.	Truong’s	backyard	wasn’t	the	same,	but	it	was	still	heaps	of
fun.	Reuben	picked	up	his	hammer	and	stepped	through	the	tent	flap	into	the	night.



Truong	stopped	him	in	his	tracks.	‘Shhh…	What’s	that?’

Reuben	 popped	 his	 head	 back	 into	 the	 tent.	 ‘What	 now?	You	 reckon	 I’m	 obsessed?
You’re	paranoid!’

Truong	sat	up,	listening	intently.	Now	all	he	could	hear	was	Reuben	knocking	a	tent	peg
into	the	ground.	The	roof	went	taut	as	Reuben	tightened	the	rope	again.

‘Tight	as	a	drum,’	said	Reuben	as	he	dived	back	 into	 the	 tent.	 ‘That’s	what	Granddad
always	says.’

‘So,’	 said	Truong,	 ‘you	 still	haven’t	 told	me	how	you	got	my	mum	and	dad	 to	 let	us
sleep	outside.’

‘I	 just	 told	 ’em	 it’s	 an	old	Aussie	 tradition	–	kind	of	 special.	Being	 in	nature	 and	all
that.’

‘And	I	bet	 they	told	you	how	it	wasn’t	 too	special	for	 them	when	they	were	trying	to
escape	from	Vietnam,	and	how	they	always	wanted	their	son	to	have	a	nice	roof	over	his
head,	and	how…’

‘Shh…	what’s	that?’	Reuben’s	eyes	were	as	wide	as	saucers.

‘Don’t	tell	me	you’ve	finally	heard	something,	deaf	guy.’

There	was	something	going	on	over	at	the	school.	It	sounded	like	a	dog	yelping	–	but
then	 came	 men’s	 voices,	 one	 shouting	 and	 the	 other	 laughing.	 Reuben	 remembered
hearing	about	another	school,	far	away,	that	was	burned	down	by	vandals.	He	looked	over
at	Truong.

‘What	if	someone’s	wrecking	the	school?’

‘Let’s	call	the	police.’

‘Nah,	we’ll	take	a	look	first…’

‘No	 way!	 What	 if	 they’ve	 got	 guns,	 and	 knives,	 and	 machetes,	 and	 grenades,	 and
nunchukas,	and…’

‘Nunchukas?	What	are	they?	Do	they	chuck	nuns?’

Before	Truong	could	even	begin	to	answer,	Reuben	started	pulling	on	a	jumper	and	his
shoes.

‘Come	on,	let’s	go!’

They	ran	across	the	backyard	to	a	gate	that	opened	on	to	Hope	Street.	Reuben	had	his
hand	on	the	latch	when	there	was	a	loud	crash.

‘That	was	glass,’	said	Truong.	‘Someone’s	trashing	our	school.’

Reuben	 stormed	 through	 the	 gate,	 across	 the	 road	 and	 into	 the	 schoolyard.	 Truong
bolted	after	him.	Big	marri	trees	blocked	out	the	streetlights,	casting	long,	deep	shadows.
The	murky	night	air	was	filled	with	banging	and	crashing	noises.	It	sounded	like	someone
was	pushing	over	lockers.

A	window	shattered	and	a	chair	flew	out.



The	boys	looked	at	each	other.

‘What	the	hell?’

‘These	guys	are	going	 to	wreck	 the	place,	Truong.	Better	go	 tell	your	dad	 to	call	 the
cops.	Hurry!’

‘What	are	you	going	to	do?’

‘Some	serious	detective	work.’

‘Reuben,	you’re	mental.’

But	Reuben	was	off	like	a	bungarra,	only	stopping	when	his	body	was	hard	against	the
wall	 outside	 the	 Year	 Six	 classroom.	 Broken	 glass	 crunched	 loudly	 under	 his	 feet,	 but
Reuben	 knew	 the	 vandals	 wouldn’t	 hear	 because	 of	 the	 racket	 they	 were	 making
themselves.

‘Where	are	ya,	Doopa,	ya	moron?’

The	voice	was	throaty	and	menacing.	For	a	second	Reuben	wished	he’d	gone	back	to
the	house	with	Truong.	He	lifted	himself	slowly	to	the	window’s	edge	and	peered	inside.
All	he	could	see	were	shadows.

‘Doopa,	I’m	burnin’	rubber	and	I’m	not	gonna	wait	for	ya.’

They’ve	got	a	car,	thought	Reuben.	I’ve	got	to	get	the	number	plate.

He	ran	around	to	the	undercover	area,	keeping	low.

Nothing.

Reuben	was	shaking	like	a	leaf.	His	eyes	were	used	to	the	dark	but	there	wasn’t	a	car	to
be	 seen	 –	 not	 even	 on	 the	 street.	 Finally	 something	 caught	 his	 eye	 in	 the	 school’s
bottlebrush	garden.	He	stepped	between	some	shrubs	and	saw	a	station	wagon	open	at	the
back.	He	looked	inside	and	gasped.

These	guys	weren’t	just	vandals.	They	were	thieves!



Reuben	was	leaning	over	to	read	the	car’s	number	plate	when	he	heard	heavy	footsteps	in
the	undercover	area.	He	turned,	saw	a	gorilla	heading	towards	him,	and	panicked.

Before	he	knew	it,	Reuben	was	huddling	among	computers,	monitors,	 televisions	and
CD	players,	all	jumbled	together	in	the	back	of	the	station	wagon.

Bad	move,	he	thought.	Bad,	bad	move.	Now	I’m	stuffed!

There	was	 no	way	out.	The	 gorilla	 slammed	 the	 hatch	 and	 climbed	 into	 the	 car.	The
engine	started	and	 the	car	 snapped	a	 few	bushes	before	knocking	over	a	bench	near	 the
basketball	court.	Reuben	tried	not	to	breathe,	but	his	heart	was	pumping	like	crazy.

Where’s	Truong’s	dad?	What	about	the	police?

Just	then,	a	stick	insect	wearing	a	beanie	threw	itself	on	to	the	bonnet	and	screamed.

‘Tank,	ya	loony!	Ya	bloody	nearly	killed	me	in	there!’

The	driver	laughed	the	nastiest	laugh	Reuben	had	ever	heard.

‘Get	in,	Doopa,	before	ya	kill	yourself.’
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