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Lost and Found 

Marly was on her hands and knees on the kitchen floor, pretending to 

play Twister on a shower curtain patterned all over with big red and 

orange dots. 

'Get off, Marlin!' shouted her father, who was also crouched on the 

floor, trying to stick together the three plastic shower curtains with 

duct tape. Marly had got to pick the designs on the curtains when they 

went to K-Mart yesterday. She'd wanted to choose the see-through 

ones with tumbling coloured umbrellas, but her dad said that the 

curtains had to be dark. So she'd chosen navy ones printed with massive 

coloured dots. The silver duct tape made the curtains look like an enormous calculator – or even an Atari computer game, 

thought Marly. 

'Beep beep,' she giggled as she pressed the buttons. 

'Stop mucking around and help me hold one end of this,' said Marly's dad. 

They carried the three stuck-together shower curtains into the living room. There was a double bed at one end of the 

room, which her father had bought earlier that week from the St Vincent De Paul store. 

Marly started to bounce up and down on it until her mother slapped her lightly over the ankles with a cloth measuring 

tape. 'Ay, get off there,' she scolded, 'or they'll arrive to a saggy bed. The kids will sink to the middle of it and disappear.' 

Her mother winked at her. 

'Don't say such things!' said Marly's dad. 'You will bring them bad luck! They're not even here yet and already you are 

talking about disappearances. Aiyoh, this is very bad.' 

Marly's Uncle Beng had been lost for more than seven years, but a year ago they had received a letter from him. He'd 

written that not only was he alive, but he had a wife and two children. They lived in a place called Hong Kong, and they 

wanted to come and live with Marly's family in Australia. Now it was only one week until they arrived. 

Marly watched as her dad strung up a piece of rope from one end of the living room to the other, dividing the room down 

the middle. Then he hung up the taped shower curtains so that they made a wall separating the bed from the living area. 

'When your uncle's family arrive,' he told Marly, 'you are not to go past this wall. Understand?' 

'It's not a very good wall, Dad,' Marly said. 'If you bounce high enough on the sofa, you can see right over it.' She showed 

him. 

He shook his finger at her. 'This space behind the curtain belongs to your uncle and his family. You have to respect their 

privacy.' 
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Marly looked over at the small bed island that was going to be her uncle's new home. Her two new cousins, Tuyet and 

DaWei, would be here this time next week, living behind that curtain. She knew nothing about them except that Tuyet was 

a twelve-year-old girl and DaWei was a seven-year-old boy. 

'Those poor little kids,' her mother sighed, 'living in that refugee camp most of their lives, locked up behind a wire fence.' 

Marly was quite worried. She knew that only bad people were locked up. She imagined her cousins in white pyjama-like 

outfits patterned with arrows, like the ones she'd seen in a book about Australian convicts. She wondered if she would 

have to hide her toys from them. Also, she felt a little resentful that her cousins were getting the best part of the living 

room where the window was. Marly had always wanted her own room, but this would never happen now. Their house 

would be getting smaller. 

 


