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“We meet the people we’re supposed to when the time is just right.” – Alyson Noel  



1  

Ari sat on her bed surveying the emerging bruises on her shin, her skin stinging from 

playing the first hockey match of the season on a chilly, late autumn night. Her socks 

were soaked from the unexpected downpour of rain in the last ten minutes of the game. 

 ‘It was a good win.’ Ari looked up to see her mum, Julia, leaning against the door 

frame.  

 ‘Did you see that flick I did to Roxi?’ 

 ‘Sure did. She’s a strong player; always finds a way through.’ 

 ‘I like winning the first game of the season, especially with a buzzer beater,’ Ari 

said, peeling off one of the long soggy socks and dropping it only the floor. 

‘It was exciting all right. Look, when you have a minute can you come 

downstairs? Your dad and I want to talk to you about something.’ 

 ‘Sure, I’ll just get changed.’ 

 Julia smiled at her daughter, paused for a moment then walked quietly away. 

 Ari changed out of her hockey gear. She felt better just being in dry clothes. A 

quick look in the mirror told her that she was going to need a shower to wash the 

specks of dirt out of her hair but not before finding out what her parents wanted. She 

pulled her hair up into a loose bun on the top of her head and wiped away a small piece 

of grass that had lodged itself near her ear. 

 As she headed downstairs, she could smell the cheese toasties her dad, Luke, 

always made for her after the game. She flopped onto the large armchair opposite the 

sofa her mum was already on and after handing her a plate of toasties, her dad sat on 

the sofa too. Ari pulled her feet up under her and took a bite. Like the house, she felt 

warm and cosy.  

 ‘Good game,’ her dad said. ‘That flick, saved the day.’ 

 Ari laughed. No matter what happened on the hockey field, her dad always 

thought she was the star. She liked it.  

 Julia looked at her husband, and he gave her a nod. 

‘Sweetheart,’ her mother said, ‘this isn’t easy for us…’ 



Julia paused, took in a deep breath then started again. 

‘We have decided…’ Julia lowered her head.  

‘What? What have you decided?’ Ari asked, as she took another bite of the toastie. 

Luke leant forward, ‘Ari, your mother and I have decided to get a divorce.’ 

Ari looked from one parent to the other. She pulled her feet out from underneath 

her and put the plate on small table beside the chair. She felt a chill flood over her.  

As her parents both began to talk at once and their voices faded away, she 

searched her mind for the clues, trying to piece together what she had missed that 

would have told her this was coming.  There weren’t any clues to be found. Her parents 

hadn’t been arguing or yelling. There was no major incident that she could point to and 

say ‘there, that’s when it happened’. This wasn’t like what her friend Myah had told her 

had happened when her parents were divorcing last year.  

Myah had been Ari’s best friend forever and had virtually lived at Ari’s house 

during the separation two years ago and then the worst of the divorce months last year.  

Myah had said that she was glad when it finally happened, however for Ari it had 

snuck up on her, a complete surprise. She couldn’t imagine ever being glad about it.   

Ari’s parents had been their usual happy selves when they celebrated her 

performance in the school play at the end of last year and attended her tennis games 

through the summer. They still put their arms around each other. She had heard them 

laughing together when they were cleaning out the garage at the end of the long 

summer. And only six months ago they both sat by her hospital bed, holding each 

other’s hands, holding her hand, while they all waited for an x-ray to see if her arm 

would need to be put in plaster after a fall from her mountain bike.  

‘I don’t understand,’ Ari finally said, her voice low, eyes blinking quickly. ‘I don’t 

get it. You’re happy together. We’re happy together.’ 

‘Well,’ her mum began, sitting forward on the edge of the sofa, looking intently at 

Ari, ‘we’ve made this decision because we believe that we would be better parents for 

you if we lived apart. Better for each other if we lived apart.’  

‘We think it’s better for us to live apart,’ her dad repeated. 



‘Don’t you love each other anymore?’ 

‘Yes, we do,’ her mother began, ‘though not in the way you probably think we 

should, in the way that we have. And we absolutely love you, don’t we?’  

‘Absolutely! Absolutely, without a doubt. No hesitation about that,’ her dad 

quickly said. 

‘Then I don’t get it. If you still sort of love each other and you absolutely love me 

then I don’t get why you have to divorce.’  

Her mum shifted in her seat, as if wanting to stand but wanting to sit all at the 

same time. ‘We’ve been talking about it for nearly a year, Ari. This isn’t something we 

thought about over breakfast this morning. No one is leaving straight away. Your Dad 

and I are both still here for now. We’re going to work this out together.’ Her mother’s 

voice was calm. Ari could tell she was working hard to keep it that way. 

Ari stood up from the chair. She looked at her parents who were still seated on 

the sofa.  

‘Does Trent know? Have you told him?’ 

‘Yes,’ her dad said. ‘We told him last weekend, we asked him not to tell you, we 

wanted to do that.’ 

‘I don’t want to talk about this now,’ she snapped back. 

‘Ari, please. Sit down. We need to talk about it,’ Luke, too, was now sitting 

forward on the sofa, almost as if he was about to stand up himself. 

Ari shook her head. ‘No.’  

‘Ariana. Sit down.’ Julia stood, her voice serious, commanding. 

‘No!’  

Ari stormed out of the lounge room, her mother’s voice was still talking to her 

however, it was all becoming a blur. When she got to the bottom of the staircase she 

halted, one hand on the wall and the other on the balustrade, as if to keep from falling. 

She took in a long, deep breath and shook her head.  

She looked up at the top of the flight of stairs and slowly began to walk up every 

step, her hand gently floated over the array of family photos that lined the staircase 



wall. Photos that showed their family story in pictures. Photos she hadn’t glanced at in 

years because they were always there. Photos that now meant the world to her. Images 

when things were actually normal, that would now be put in the before the divorce part 

of the family timeline.  

Reaching her bedroom, she stopped in the doorway and looked back. The house 

was silent. She couldn’t hear their voices and neither came up after her. 

She took hold of the door and slammed her door shut. 

Ari pictured her parents still sitting on the sofa softly discussing how the 

conversation had gone and what they should do next, maybe reviewing the strategy 

they had spent weeks developing to break up her family. Did it go to plan? Did they stick 

to the script? Ari picked up her phone and looked at the screen. She wanted to call her 

brother, Trent. She wanted to tell him to come home and fix this because they always 

listened to him. He always knew what to do. 

But she couldn’t. She looked at her clock. Trent would be just starting his 

Saturday morning soccer. He was living just outside of Munich on a student exchange 

and wouldn’t be back until Christmas. The time difference made communication 

difficult and when he did have time it was their mum he spoke to – she always had Trent 

updates for Ari and her dad. 

Trent and Ari had been close when they were younger. As they had grown up 

things between them had changed. For a couple of years, they just avoided each other. 

They disagreed on everything, music, television, movies, each other’s friends. 

 Yet in the months before he left, they had become closer again – she didn’t 

realise how much until he was gone, and she couldn’t just thump on his bedroom door 

to talk to him. At this moment, the distance between them seemed never-ending.  

‘Everyone,’ she thought, ‘knew except me.’ She glanced at the clock again and 

decided to message him anyway. 

How could you not tell me? 

She sat and stared at the small screen, waiting for it to light up. Nothing. She 

picked up her wet hockey gear and put it in her laundry basket – wet clothes on dry, an 

absolute no no which she knew her mum wouldn’t like.  



Did they just tell you?  

‘Trent,’ Ari gasped and picked up her phone. 

Yes 

U ok 

No 

It gets better 

Sure, easy for you to say 

Don’t know what to say can’t fix it this time 

Ari paused. After wanting desperately to talk with him she now realised that 

there really wasn’t anything to say. 

I know 

always here for you got to go – did you win? 

Smashed it 

Ari waited for a reply, but one didn’t come. She put her phone on silent, placed it 

face down on her desk and headed to the bathroom to take a shower, a place to think, to 

hide away.  

As the hot water from the shower streamed down through her hair and over her 

face, the conversation with her parents was on a repeat loop in her head. She heard the 

words her parents had said. The looks on their faces. It didn’t seem real and yet at the 

same time it was more than real. She closed her eyes and sat down on the floor of the 

shower, her tears tangled with the water, her small silent sobs absorbed by the steam.  
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Sunday night dinner was the usual Chinese takeaway. When Trent was at home, dinner 

conversations were usually rapid fire, sometimes loud and always, always, entertaining. 

Her dad said that their family didn’t argue, they just ‘talked loudly’. The four would 

replay the highlights; the weekend’s sporting triumphs, Ari’s hockey, Trent’s soccer. 

There would be bruises to talk about, strategic plays and questionable ref decisions.  

 Like her brother, Ari had inherited her athletic ability from her mum. They had 

the same tall build and quick reflexes. As Ari grew older, she also began to look more 

and more like her mother. Once, after she came off the hockey field, her grandma had 

told her that watching her play was reminding her of the time she stood next to the 

hockey pitch watching her mother play, years before. ‘Peas in a pod,’ was the phrase she 

had used.  

 If Ari was her mother, then Trent was their dad. Ari enjoyed watching her dad 

and brother exchange banter. They were similar; how they spoke, how they laughed, 

their ‘dad’ jokes. Sometimes, when they were hanging out, just the three of them, it was 

like she had two brothers, or two dads. 

At some point these Sunday night conversations would move from the weekend 

just gone to the week ahead. Busy schedules would be aligned, drop offs and pick-ups 

coordinated to fit in with school, sport, and work. Last minute checks about homework 

and assignments due. Groans about dental appointments or haircuts.  

That was when Trent was home. 

Since he had left, Sunday night dinners had gradually become quieter, not in a 

bad way just in a different way. There were still the sports games to talk about yet 

without Trent, there was no competition between the two siblings to tell the best story. 

Now that it was only one child to organise, it wasn’t such an ordeal to get it all worked 

out. 

Sunday night dinners had taken on a different tone.  

This weekend, after last night’s announcement, the Sunday night dinner table 

was silent.  



Ari hadn’t spoken a word to her parents all day; she had just avoided them. She 

had ignored their pleas to join them for Sunday morning breakfast. She had ignored her 

dad’s attempts to get her out of her room with the promise of a shopping trip. She had 

angrily ignored her mother’s demands to leave her room and help with the Sunday 

chores. She would probably have avoided dinner too if she hadn’t been unbearably 

hungry. 

The clinking of the cutlery on the plates cut through the air and grated on 

everyone’s ears. No one said a word. Ari didn’t look up from her plate. Her mum tried, 

once, to start a conversation. However, she soon gave up when the only answer Ari 

would give was an indifferent shrug.  

Her parents tried to have one of those conversations that parents like to have, 

about nothing in particular, when an awkward silence needed to be broken or an 

argument needed to be avoided. Much to Ari’s relief, it didn’t last long. There wasn’t 

much to say. 

Finally, Luke broke the silence. ‘Ari, I understand you’re angry, upset but…’ 

 ‘Well, which one is it Dad? Am I angry or upset?’ she responded sarcastically. 

 He took in a deep breath, ‘As I was saying, we understand…’ 

 ‘No, you don’t! You don’t understand.’ Ari was glaring at her dad. She was 

exhausted from the emotional rollercoaster she had been on all day. ‘It’s fine for you. 

For both of you. Even for Trent, but not me. No one cares about me. I’m the last to be 

told. The last to be cared about.’ Her chair fell backwards as she stood up. 

 ‘Hey, that’s not fair, Ari. Sit down. You’re not the last of anything. We can talk 

about this.’ Her mother said now standing too. She looked Ari directly in the eye. ‘Trent 

didn’t carry on like this. You need to be reasonable Ari.’ 

 Ari held her mother’s stare, shifted slightly forward and lowered her voice. ‘Don’t 

tell me, Mum, what’s fair and what I should do.’  

Her mother’s face couldn’t disguise the flicker of shock that swept over it. Ari 

would no longer be able to be contained by a stern word and expression. At that 

moment, both mother and daughter knew things had changed between them. 



 ‘Ari, Julia, please, both of you, sit down. Let’s just… let’s just try to get through 

this without destroying each other.’ 

 ‘Are you serious?’ Ari said, looking down at her dad, ‘I can’t believe that you said 

that. Are you serious? Don’t you get it, Dad!’ Her voice, almost shrill was wavering. She 

could feel the emotions heating up her face. ‘You and Mum have worked it all out. You 

said you’ve been talking about it for a whole year! A whole year! You’ve had time to 

work out all of this, but this is all new to me. And you want me to be okay with it in a 

couple of days.’ Tears began to well in her eyes.  She fought to hold them back.  

Pushing the table leg with deliberate force from her foot, sending glasses 

toppling and plates and cutlery jarring into each other, Ari ran out of the room and 

headed upstairs. From the silence of the dining room, her parents could hear the 

slamming of her bedroom door. 

The house fell silent. 

‘That didn’t go well.’ Luke said, placing his fork gently down on the side of the 

plate and picking up the toppled over soy sauce bottle.  

Lowering herself back into her chair Julia said, ‘Telling Ari has not been as 

straightforward as it was with Trent.’  

‘Well, we don’t really know about that do we – he put on a brave face from the 

other side of the planet.’ He ran his hands through his hair showing his frustration that 

this was how things were going. ‘I hate seeing her this upset.’ He paused then said, 

‘When are we going to tell her the real reason?’ 

‘Not tonight, that’s for sure. Let’s wait a bit longer.’ 

‘She needs to know.’ 

‘Not tonight, Luke. Not yet.’ Julia’s voice gave away her frustration, not with him, 

with the whole situation. ‘We have a plan. We should keep to it, or at least try.’ 

Getting up from the table, Luke began to clear the plates while Julia went to the 

kitchen sink. After years of being in this kitchen together, they had a rhythm to working 

side by side, in silence. The kitchen was soon tidy with no signs of the disastrous dinner 

left behind.  



‘She’s right, you know,’ Luke said, wiping his hands on the tea towel, ‘we are 

destroying her life.’ 

‘That’s just teenage melodrama. Lots of families go through this. Look at some of 

her friends. There have been some ugly divorces. We’re nothing like that.’ 

‘Yeah, yeah, I know, but Ari doesn’t see it like that. I don’t think because ours isn’t 

ugly that it makes it any easier, on any of us.’ Luke placed the tea towel on the bench and 

headed for the back door. ‘It wasn’t meant to be like this.’ He paused, as if waiting for 

something to change. ‘I’m going out for a while. I’ll take Sammy for a walk.’  

At the sound of his name, Sammy, a small energetic ball of black and white fluff, 

appeared. He understood a few words of the English language and Sammy and walk 

were two of his favourites. Sammy was quickly behind Luke’s heels as he headed out the 

back door. With the click of the side gate, they disappeared into the dull evening light. 

Julia stood alone in the kitchen. Above her, she could hear her daughter moving 

about. Her husband was out in the early evening walking the only member of the family 

who was still happy. She lowered her head, picking up the tea towel Luke had left 

behind and twisted it in her hands.  

Julia heard Ari’s heavy footsteps stomping back downstairs. Expecting her to 

appear in the kitchen, Julia waited. She leant back on the kitchen sink. She moved her 

hands behind her, holding on for extra support.   

Ari didn’t appear. 

Instead, Julia heard the front door open, and slam shut. She raced to it, opening it 

time to see Ari halfway down the driveway. She had her school backpack on her back 

and another bag in her hand. 

 ‘Ari! Wait! Ari! Where are your going?’ 

Ari didn’t wait. Turning her head slightly she called over her shoulder, ‘I’ll be at 

Myah’s.’  

The cold night air slapped Ari wide awake as soon as she had stepped through 

the front door. She turned left at the footpath and headed towards the bus stop, three 

blocks away. The streetlights flickered through the tall elm trees that lined her 

neighbourhood streets. She knew these paths so well, the rise and fall as the tree roots 



pushed up the concrete, the sound of the occasional car driving slowly towards its final 

destination. Her best friend Myah had always lived just around the corner – until a year 

ago. Now she was a bus ride away. Energised by her anger Ari was soon at the empty 

bus stop. She looked at her phone. Four missed calls. She shoved it into her pocket and 

shook her head. ‘Leave me alone,’ she said aloud. She dropped her backpack and bag 

and slumped down into the gutter. ‘Leave me alone.’ 
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‘I just can’t believe it Ari. Your parents. I would never have thought it would happen to 

your parents. I thought they could get through anything.’ 

Ari shrugged. ‘I’m sorry, Myah.’ 

 ‘Don’t be sorry, really it’s fine. You can’t control what your parents do.’ 

 ‘I mean, I’m sorry about how I behaved when your parents were divorcing. I 

didn’t really listen when you came over. Sometimes I didn’t want you to come over 

because I didn’t want to listen anymore. I get it now. Sorry.’ 

Ari looked at her friend through swollen, tear filled eyes. Myah smiled at her. ‘It’s 

fine. Really. It’s a bit ironic when you think about it.’ Nothing more needed to be said.  

When Myah’s parents divorced, they sold their family home. Myah’s dad moved 

into the city to a cramped apartment, to be closer to his work and further away from his 

life with Myah’s mother. Ari had sat with Myah on the front lawn watching the 

removalists load two trucks, one for her dad and one for her mum. Ari had helped Myah 

pack up her room in the days leading up to it and sort out what was to go into each 

truck. Ari did a lot of the packing, Myah did all of the crying. 

As they sat and watched the back and forward of boxes and trolleys Myah had 

told Ari that she suspected her dad was seeing someone else. She didn’t have any 

evidence, just a feeling. 

With the trucks loaded, they watched as each slowly pulled away from the empty 

house, each heading in a different direction. Myah went with her mum to a townhouse 

in the next suburb, away from the neighbourhood she had grown up in, away from Ari.  

At the time, it was decided, that Myah should stay at the same school, ‘We don’t 

want to interrupt your life’, her mother had told her. Myah laughed when she told Ari 

about it. Ari didn’t.  Now instead of walking to and from school with Myah, Ari had to 

wait for her bus to arrive at school.  

Ari knew Myah spent most of her time with her mum. She had told Ari about 

staying with her dad, how her parents had tried to make her do a fifty-fifty share and 

how it didn’t work - it was too hard to get to school from her dad’s. 



Throughout the year, whenever Myah came over and plonked herself on Ari’s 

bed she talked about the different arrangements, her parents’ constant arguing 

changing things almost daily. During the week, she and her mum pretended that they 

were happy in the townhouse, as if it was normal. On the weekends, she would travel 

into the city and spend time with her dad. But that interfered with her sport and 

hanging out with her friends.  The arguing between her parents didn’t stop, and no one 

was happy.  

One day, after trying fifty-fifty shared custody, then weekend visits with nothing 

satisfying anyone, she had sat on her bed in her small bedroom of her mum’s townhouse 

while her mum was in the kitchen, on the phone to her lawyer and her dad out in his car 

talking on his phone to his lawyer. Both were trying to work out how to get Myah to 

follow the latest custody agreement. Eventually one of the lawyers said, ‘You know, at 

some stage, kids vote with their feet. Just make sure you’re the parent she’s walking 

towards and not the one she’s walking away from.’ Her parents backed off. 

Despite their constant arguing over her, Myah didn’t think that they both really 

wanted her. It seemed to her that it was more about winning. That’s the thing that 

always stuck with her, through all the arguing and the bitterness. At the end of it all, 

Myah was just something else to score points about, and for that she didn’t think she 

would ever forgive either parent. 

However, after that final day of arguing and lawyers, everything seemed to calm 

down and Myah could do whatever she wanted. She went between her mum’s and her 

dad’s places not on a schedule anymore, just when she felt like it. And for some reason 

everyone got along a lot better. Ari had heard it all, the ups and down, the tears and the 

anger. 

When Ari finally arrived at Myah’s, calmer and colder, she had everything Myah 

had told her during the last year, swirling about in her head. She didn’t want to sit on 

her own front lawn and watch removalists pack up her life, she didn’t want to have her 

parents fighting over who should pay what and only have one at her games. She didn’t 

want to be Myah. 



They sat on the floor of Myah’s bedroom, Ari, leaning against the wardrobe door 

and Myah against her bed. Ari had gone from feeling angry to drained. She knew that 

right now Myah was the only person who really understood what was happening. 

Without needing any encouragement Ari blurted it all out, every word that had 

been spoken from Saturday evening to now. Ari’s parents were not Myah’s parents. Yet 

divorce is divorce. Myah listened carefully, as Ari’s emotions poured from her. 

‘I know how you feel,’ Myah had said when Ari had finally stopped speaking.  

‘I know you do. That’s why I’m here.’  

Ari’s phone, on silent, lay beside her, buzzing as her mum called, then her dad, 

then her mum, her dad. They left messages that were ignored. Eventually Myah’s mum 

knocked on the door. ‘Ari, your dad’s on the phone. He wants to talk to you.’ She held 

her mobile phone out in front of her for Ari to take. It was Myah who stood up to take it. 

She gave Ari a wink and flicked her long red hair back with a comical flair. Ari couldn’t 

help but smile. 

 ‘Hi Luke… Yeah, she’s here…. Nah…. I don’t think she does want to talk about it 

right now. She can stay here with me… Yeah, yeah, it’s not a problem… You know me, 

Luke, I’ll take care of her… Yep… Sure… No problem… What was that? Oh sure… Yep… 

Bye.’ 

She handed the phone back to her mother, who withdrew and shut the door. Ari, 

pleased someone was in control, just stared at her friend. 

 ‘He said you can call him anytime. He asked me to make sure you got to school 

tomorrow.’ 

Both friends chuckled. ‘That’s typical Dad. ‘We might be ruining your life but don’t 

forget to go to school tomorrow’. I’m surprised he didn’t remind me to brush my teeth.’ 

 ‘Well, actually, he did but….’ 

They laughed again. Sometimes making fun of your parents just makes things a little bit 
easier. 


