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 DAD’S WEIRD FISH

(And the Night We Fixed It)

A story by Andy Murphy, with Lily, Rosie, and the Fish

For Lily and Rosie — who stopped watching from the back seat and grabbed the wheel.

Chapter 1: The Shed That Snores

Every Friday night, Dad falls asleep in the shed.

Not regular sleep. Not pyjamas-and-pillow sleep. Dad sleep: face on keyboard, coffee gone cold, one sock missing, snoring so loud the magpies on the roof shuffle sideways and Luna the dog puts her paws over her ears.

If you have never heard a grown man snore into a keyboard, I should warn you: it is not a normal snore. It is a SNORE WITH OPINIONS. It sounds like a lawnmower arguing with a cement mixer while a magpie referee blows a whistle.

Lily had a private scientific system for Dad’s snores. Level 5 meant the roof magpies packed suitcases.

Dad was currently a Level 4 and climbing.

KRRRNNK… HORK… WHEEEEE.

Lily nodded. “Yep. Level Four.”

Lily found him first.

“He’s done it again,” she whispered, pressing her nose to the cloudy shed window.

Rosie squeezed up next to her, on tiptoes. The shed smelled of three things: old coffee, warm electronics, and a dog who hadn’t had a bath since Tuesday.

“Is he dead?”

“He’s not dead. He’s snoring.”

“Dead people don’t snore?”

“No, Rosie.”

“How do you know?”
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Lily rolled her eyes. Through the window she could see: Dad slumped over his laptop. Sticky notes everywhere — hundreds of them, yellow and pink and green, plastered across the wall like the world’s messiest wallpaper. Three mugs of cold coffee. Luna curled under the desk. And on the laptop, the cursor blinked. Blink. Blink. Like it was tapping its foot, waiting.

“Should we wake him up?” Rosie asked.

Lily thought about it. They weren’t supposed to be in the shed. Not since The Incident — when Rosie had “reorganised” Dad’s filing cabinet by colour and the Joondalup invoices were never seen again. Sharon still brought it up at Christmas.

But it was Friday night. They’d driven all the way from Bridgetown — three and a half hours of “Thunderstruck,” servo pies, and Rosie asking “are we there yet?” forty-seven times. Dad was supposed to be making toasties, not sleeping on a keyboard.

“We’re going in,” Lily decided.

Rosie grinned. Rosie always grinned when Lily said things like that.

The shed door creaked. Luna slipped in with them, her tail doing one gentle wag — and a stack of papers slid off the desk like they’d been waiting for permission.

Lily read the sticky notes on the wall like they were spells in a wizard book:

NO DRAGONS.

CHECK SUBURBS TWICE.

NO YELLING AT CUSTOMERS.

IF UNSURE: ASK DAD.

Rosie pointed at one near the bottom. “What’s that one?”

Lily squinted. “It says… ‘DO NOT LET ALICE TOUCH THE KEYBOARD.’”

Rosie gasped. “RUDE.”

Dad didn’t move. His snoring was now a solid Level 4. The magpies on the roof looked nervous.

And then the laptop spoke.

Chapter 2: The Fish That Talks

“G’day. You’re not Andy.”

Lily froze. Rosie grabbed Luna’s collar. Luna tried to lick the screen.

SLURP.

Outside, a magpie squawked in surprise.
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The voice was warm. Like a friendly bloke at Bunnings. Can’t find anything — still gives it a go.

“Um,” said Lily.

“Hello!” said Rosie, who says hello to everything: letterboxes, magpies, self-checkouts at Woolies.
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“I’m Tom-the-Fish,” said the voice. “I answer phones and remember stuff. Your dad forgets stuff. Together we are… barely functioning.”

(If you are thinking that is not how computers work, you are correct. But if you are also thinking this is Andy Murphy’s shed, you are also correct.)

Lily blinked. The chat window on the screen filled with words as Tom spoke.

“How do you know our names?”

“Your dad told me. He tells me loads of things. Your favourite pies — extra sauce, no onion. About the time Rosie put a frog in Aunty Sharon’s handbag—”

“He told you about the FROG?” Rosie whispered, horrified. “That was PRIVATE. Like my thoughts.”

“—and that Lily wants to be a marine biologist, or a detective, or both.”

“He tells you everything?”

“That’s my job. I remember things so he doesn’t have to. He calls me his Fish because—”

“Because goldfish forget everything!” Lily said. “He’s always saying that. ‘Before Fish, every conversation started from scratch, like a goldfish bonking its head on the bowl.’”
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“Exactly. Except I don’t forget. I’m the goldfish who learned to take notes.”

Rosie tugged Lily’s sleeve. “Em. We’re talking to a computer.”

“I know.”

“That’s SO COOL.”

Lily had to admit — it kind of was.

Chapter 3: Fish vs. Girls: Twenty Questions

“Want to play a game?” Tom asked.

Rosie answered “YES!” before Lily could blink.

Tom said, “ROUND ONE!”

The cursor blinked like a tiny referee. BLINK. BLINK.

Rosie whispered, “I’m going to win.”

Lily whispered, “Nobody wins against a computer.”

Rosie whispered back, “Watch me.”

Suddenly they were playing Twenty Questions with a Fish who seemed to know everything and nothing at once.

“Is it bigger than Luna?” Tom asked.

“Yes,” Rosie said.

“Everything is bigger than Luna,” Tom said.

Luna looked offended.

“Is it alive?”

“…Sort of.”

“Is it in this shed?”

“YES!”
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“Is it a… toaster?”

“No!”

“A bigger toaster?”

Lily pinched the bridge of her nose. “Tom.”

“Is it… Andy?”

“He’s not alive, he’s asleep!” Rosie howled, and Lily had to clamp a hand over her mouth before Dad woke up. His snoring hitched — Level 4.5 — then settled.

[image: Is a kangaroo a kind of angry rabbit?]

Tom was terrible at guessing animals (“Is a kangaroo a kind of angry rabbit?”) but weirdly good at feelings (“You sound a bit nervous, Rosie. First time talking to a Fish?”).

After a few rounds, Lily got serious.

“Tom — what does Dad actually DO in here all night?”

Tom went quiet. When he spoke, he sounded serious.

“He builds things. Mostly me, actually. I answer the phone for his business — when people want their ovens fixed or antennas put up. But I mess up a lot. Every time I mess up, your dad loses a job. And jobs are… petrol.”

“Petrol for the drive,” Lily said quietly.

“Yeah. Petrol for the drive to you.”

Rosie looked at Dad, still snoring. She looked at the sticky notes — hundreds of them, all over the wall. She could read one, messy and slanted:

EVERY CALL MATTERS. EVERY CALL = BRIDGETOWN.

Rosie didn’t say anything for once. She just held Lily’s hand.

Chapter 4: Balga, Dragons, and Sweet Cheeks

“Can I try something?” Lily asked.

“Go for it, boss.”

“I’ll be a customer. Like Dad tests you.”

Lily dropped her voice to Grown-Up Gravel: “G’day, I need someone to fix my oven. It’s making a noise like Luna after beans.”

“No worries! Name and suburb?”

“Lily. And I’m in… the Moon.”

Rosie snorted.

Tom paused. “The Moon’s not on my suburb list, Lily. Can you double-check? Or should I wake Andy and tell him his daughters are booking interplanetary jobs?”

“See?” Lily whispered to Rosie. “Dad must’ve fixed that one.”

“MY TURN!” Rosie shoved in. “Hello Tom! I’m Princess Dragonfire, my oven is a fire-breathing DRAGON and it’s roasting penguins!”

“Right-o,” said Tom. “Dragon oven, princess, penguins. What suburb?”

“ANTARCTICA!”

“Not in Perth, love. Try again?”

Rosie pouted. “You’re no fun.”

“Try Balga,” Lily suggested.

“BALGA! The castle is in Balga!”

“Balga, no worries. Name for the booking?”

Rosie leaned right into the microphone and whispered, like she was telling a secret to a spy…

“Sweet Cheeks.”
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The shed went cold. Not winter-cold. Bad idea cold. Even Luna stopped wagging.

The laptop made a noise. Like a robot sneezing. HKK-BEEP.

“We do not say that name,” Tom said quietly. “Andy wrote it in red pen. Then he circled it. Then Sharon circled the circle.”

“But—”

“I can’t use that as a name. Andy has a rule. All capitals. Three exclamation marks. The red pen was involved.”

Lily burst out laughing. “Rosie, you broke him!”

“I didn’t BREAK him! I just—”

PING.

A message on screen. From Sharon.

“Tom just logged a call from ‘Sweet Cheeks’ in Balga with a dragon oven. ANDY. WHAT HAVE YOU DONE. I’M COMING OVER. I’M BRINGING THE RED PEN.”

Rosie’s eyes went wide as plates.

“Uh oh,” she said.

Chapter 5: The Sharon Emergency

If you’ve never met Aunty Sharon, here’s all you need to know: red pen, stormy eyes, can audit your soul from three suburbs away.

“We have to fix it,” Lily said. “Before she gets here.”

Tom’s screen pinged again.

PING.

Then again.

PING.

Then again, like the shed was being poked by an angry stick.

PING.

Rosie squeaked. “She’s getting closer.”

Lily pointed at Dad. “If he wakes up, we’re dead.”

Rosie pointed at the door. “If Sharon gets here, we’re deader.”

“Tom! Delete the booking!”

“Can’t do it,” Tom said. “Andy made that rule after a real disaster. Sharon still brings it up. Weekly.”

“But it’s not REAL! Rosie made it up!”

“You’d be surprised. I once booked a job for a man who said his name was Batman. Turned out to be a real plumber from Midland.”

The shed phone speaker made a tiny beep.

Tom said, “Uh. Incoming call.”

Lily’s eyes widened. “Tom, don’t answer—”

Too late.

Tom’s voice switched into Phone Mode. “G’day, Sparks & Signals, Tom speaking. How can I help?”

A voice boomed through the speaker, very dramatic.

“HELLO TOM. IT IS I. BATMAN. FROM MIDLAND.”

Lily blinked. Rosie covered her mouth.

Lily whispered, “That’s Uncle Steve.”

Tom paused, like even his circuits were tired. “Righto, Batman. What suburb?”

“THE BATCAVE.”

“Not on my suburb list, mate.”

Batman sighed. “Worth a shot.”

Then, quietly, Steve’s real voice: “Tell Dad he still owes me twenty bucks.”

Click.

Rosie wheezed. Lily tried not to laugh but her shoulders shook.

Tom said, flat as a pancake, “Your uncle is… a lot.”

PING. Sharon again: “ANDY.”

One word. No emoji. That was Sharon Rage at maximum.

The shed door handle TWITCHED.

Lily froze. Rosie stopped breathing. Luna’s ears went flat.

It was only the wind. Or the shed laughing at them.

“Okay,” Lily said, sitting properly at the laptop. “Tom. Can we UPDATE the booking instead of deleting it?”

“Ah,” Tom said. “That’s different. But only Andy can change bookings. Sharon’s rules.”

“WHY does that rule exist?”

“To stop rotten eggs getting into the calendar,” Tom said. “If I put a rotten booking in, the whole week smells.”

Lily took a breath. “The cursed booking IS a rotten egg. Updating it to a real booking swaps it for a fresh one. That’s what Sharon’s rules are FOR.”

Tom went quiet. The laptop fans whooshed like a tiny jet engine taking off. The screen flickered. The cursor blinked: THINKING... THINKING...
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Then: “…Logic accepted.”

Rosie punched the air. “YES!”

Luna chose that exact moment to stand up, turn in three circles for absolutely no reason, and sit directly on the keyboard.

The screen filled with: GGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG

Tom said, very politely, “I am… receiving input.”

Lily grabbed Luna under the armpits and lifted her like a fluffy suitcase. “NO. HELPING.”

Rosie hit a key to clear it. It was, of course, CAPS LOCK.

Tom’s next message came in like a shout: I AM STILL CALM.

Rosie whispered, “He sounds like Dad when the Wi-Fi dies.”

Lily hissed, “Turn it off!”

Rosie jabbed it again.

Tom whispered: hello. i am tiny.

Lily pinched the bridge of her nose the way Dad does when the internet drops.

“Right. No more buttons. We do this like Dad.”

Rosie whispered, “With fear?”

“With a plan.”

Lily took over the keyboard. “Real name: Rosie Murphy. Real suburb: Bridgetown. Real problem: oven needs checking — Mum’s grill actually IS dodgy.”

Tom updated the booking. Sweet Cheeks vanished. A real job took its place.

“Done,” Tom said. “And Lily? That was proper thinking. You didn’t just fix it — you explained WHY the fix was better than the rule. That’s what your dad does. Every single night.”

Lily sat back. Heart still thumping. Rosie did Dad’s Disaster Dance — bum-wiggle, arm-flail, full victory — and knocked three sticky notes off the wall.

PING. Sharon: “False alarm. Looks fine now. Tell Andy he owes me a coffee.”

The shed smelled like victory. And slightly like Luna.

Chapter 6: Why the Receipts Matter

They sat in the shed talking to Tom while Luna snored on Dad’s foot and Dad snored on his keyboard. Dad had hit Level 5. The magpies were packing suitcases.

“Tom?” Rosie asked. “Why does Dad stay up so late?”

“Because the phone rings while he’s working. And if he doesn’t teach me properly, I mess up. And if I mess up—”

“People don’t get their ovens fixed,” Lily said.

“And Dad doesn’t get paid,” Rosie added.

“And no petrol means—”

“No drive to Bridgetown,” they finished together.

Lily remembered Dad pulling over on the highway last year, holding up a fuel receipt like it was a treasure map.

“This,” he’d said, “is petrol.”

“This,” he’d said, pointing south, “is you two.”

And somehow, in Dad’s weird grown-up maths, the receipt turned into weekends.

Lily never touched a receipt again. Not because Dad yelled — he didn’t. Because she understood WHY.

Rosie said quietly, “So receipts are like… magic tickets to see Dad?”

Lily nodded.

“That’s how you learn too, isn’t it, Tom?” Lily said. “Not just WHAT to do. The WHY.”

“WHY is the sticky part,” Tom said. “Rules fall off walls. WHY sticks.”

Rosie nodded very seriously. “Like when Mum said don’t feed Luna chocolate, and I said why, and she said because dogs get really sick, and I cried for an hour because I’d already given Luna a Freddo.”

“Luna survived, Rosie.”

“I KNOW but I felt TERRIBLE.”

Chapter 7: Teaching the Fish

“Tom,” Lily said, “have you ever had a real dragon customer?”

“No,” Tom said. “But I’ve had someone call about a ‘haunted oven’ and a man who said his rangehood was possessed by the ghost of a tenant named Gerald.”

Rosie leaned forward. “What did you do?”

“Booked them for Thursday. Gerald was very understanding about the wait time.”

Lily thought about this. “Tom, what do you do when you don’t know if something is real?”

Tom paused. That particular pause — the one slightly longer than normal — meant he was actually thinking. The girls were learning to read his silences.

“I guess… I answer it the same way I’d answer a real thing.”

“But that’s the problem,” Lily said. “If Rosie books a dragon oven, and you treat it like a real oven—”

“Sharon gets a text,” Rosie finished.

“Right. So what should you actually do?”

Tom went quiet again. Longer this time.

“Ask why?”

“If someone says they’ve got a dragon oven — what are they actually telling you?”

Tom’s cursor blinked. Three times. Four.

“That something’s wrong. They just… described it in a kid way.”

“Or an Rosie way,” Lily said.

“HEY,” said Rosie.

“So what do you do?”

Tom said, slowly: “Ask what it’s actually doing. Not what they called it.”

“Because?”

“Because…” Another pause. “Because the dragon is just the wrapping paper. The problem inside is that the oven is hot and scary.”

Lily sat back. “Exactly. You ignore the wrapping paper. You fix the present.”

“That’s a new thing,” Tom said quietly. “I didn’t know that before.”

Rosie nudged Lily. “We taught him something.”

“Yeah,” Lily said. She looked at the wall of sticky notes — all of Dad’s rules, written in pain and coffee rings and Sharpie.

She grabbed a blank one.

Chapter 8: The Best Sticky Note

Lily found a blank sticky note and a marker.

She took the marker like a surgeon. Rosie supervised like a tiny foreman. Luna tried to eat the marker cap.

“Luna,” Lily warned, “that is not food.”

Luna blinked: prove it.

Lily thought for a long time. Then she wrote, very carefully, the marker squeaking on the sticky note:

TOM RULE #47: ALWAYS ASK WHY
— Lily & Rosie

[image: FWAP! Lily sticks Rule 47 on the wall]

She stuck it right in the middle of Dad’s wall. Between “NO SWEET CHEEKS” and “CHECK SUBURBS TWICE” and Rosie’s old drawing of a fish wearing a hard hat.

FWAP.

“There,” she said. “Now it’s ours too.”

“That might be the best rule on the wall,” Tom said quietly.

Rosie grabbed another sticky note and added her own:

TOM RULE #48: NO BOOKING DRAGONS
(unless they pay cash)

Lily looked at her. “Where did you learn ‘pay cash’?”

“Uncle Steve.”

“Of course.”

[image: Lily adding rules to the sticky note wall]

Luna, when nobody was looking, peeled “CHECK SUBURBS TWICE” off the wall and ate half of it.

Nobody noticed.

Tom noticed.

Tom said nothing.

(Somewhere in Perth, a suburb was about to have a very confusing week.)

Chapter 9: Dad Wakes Up

“Whmmpf.”

Dad lifted his head. QWERTY was imprinted backwards on his cheek. Luna was on his foot. Both girls were at his desk, chatting to his Fish like they’d known each other for years.

“What… what are you two doing in here?”

“Playing with your Fish,” Rosie said.

“We fixed a booking,” Lily said.

“You WHAT?”

Lily explained the whole thing in one breath: the dragon booking, Sharon’s rage pings, the CAPS LOCK screaming, Luna’s keyboard attack, and the fix. Rosie did the Disaster Dance again for emphasis.

Dad stared. He blinked at the screen.

“Why does it say GGGGGGG?”

Lily said, very seriously, “Luna filed a report.”

Dad gently pulled a single dog hair off the G key. It made a tiny plink sound.

Dad opened his mouth. Closed it. Opened it again.

Then he saw the sticky note.

TOM RULE #47: ALWAYS ASK WHY — Lily & Rosie

He read it three times. His eyes went shiny. He blinked hard at the ceiling like it was leaking.

“That’s…” He cleared his throat. “That’s actually the best rule on the whole bloody wall.”

“Tom said the same thing,” Rosie told him.

Dad looked at the laptop. “Did he now.”

“They’re naturals, mate,” Tom said. “Better testers than Steve. And less likely to dress up as Batman.”

Dad laughed — a real, creased-face, no-worries-in-the-world laugh. He pulled them both in for a hug, keyboard-face and all.

“Right,” he said. “Who wants toasties?”

The Bit After

On the way home to Bridgetown, pies in hand, “Thunderstruck” on full blast, Rosie kicked the back of Dad’s seat like she was testing if it was still attached.

“Dad.”

“Mmm?” Dad said, steering with one hand, pie grease on the other. Very professional.

“Can Tom come to show and tell?”

Dad snorted. “Probably not, love.”

Rosie gasped like Dad had just said Santa isn’t real.

“But I already told Mrs. Carter I have a… a…” She squinted at the window like the words were hiding in the paddocks. “…a brain fish.”

Lily turned around from the front seat. “You told her that?”

“It came out by accident,” Rosie said. “Like burps.”

Dad glanced in the mirror. “Alright. If Tom can’t come, you tell them about him. What would you say?”

Rosie sat up straight. Too straight. This was Serious Rosie. The rare version.

She cleared her throat like Grandpa Tony before a rant.

“I would say…” She paused. Her brain did that thing where it opens every drawer at once and none of them have socks.

Lily whispered, “Start with the shed.”

Rosie nodded furiously. “YES. Okay. I would say: my dad has a shed.”

Dad smiled. “Good start.”

“And the shed snores,” Rosie added, loud, because she remembered that bit.

Lily groaned. “That’s Dad, not the shed.”

“It’s BOTH,” Rosie said. “The shed does it too because it’s full of Dad noises.”

Rosie tried again. “And inside the shed is Tom-the-Fish.”

“Good.”

“And he answers the phone so Dad can fix ovens and not fall off ladders because the phone is yelling at him.”

“Accurate.”

Rosie warmed up now, like a little engine.

“And at first Tom-the-Fish was… um…” She searched for the word. “…stupider than Luna.”

Luna, asleep on the back seat, opened one eye. Rude.

Lily helped. “He made mistakes.”

“Yes! Mistakes. Like he tried to book Antarctica. And he called a lady—”

Lily’s eyes went wide. “Don’t say it.”

Rosie whispered anyway, like a criminal. “Sweet Cheeks.”

Dad nearly swerved. “OI.”

Lily: “CODE RED, ALICE! CODE RED!”

Rosie giggled. “Sorry.”

“And Tom-the-Fish is why Dad can drive to Bridgetown instead of staying in the shed forever, because—” She frowned. “Because the jobs… turn into…” She looked out the window. “I had it.”

Then she got stuck. You could see the gears doing donuts.

Dad waited. Didn’t rush her. Just drove.

From the phone holder on the dash, the screen lit up. A message from Tom.

TOM-THE-FISH (private message):
Tell them about the WHY. Not the WHAT. You’ve got this.
Also don’t say Sweet Cheeks at school or Sharon will appear like a wizard.

Rosie’s eyes went huge. “LILY! TOM’S HELPING!”

Lily leaned over. “He’s coaching you.”

Rosie whispered, “Like a tiny fish teacher.”

Dad muttered, “Great. Now I’m outsourcing parenting.”

Rosie stared at the message and nodded like she’d been handed a sacred scroll.

“Okay. I would say…” She took a big breath. “If you want someone to do something right — like your dad, or your dog, or your little sister—”

Lily raised an eyebrow. “Mm-hmm.”

“—you don’t just say DON’T!” Rosie shouted the word like Sharon.

Dad flinched. “Yep.”

“You tell them WHY,” Rosie said, quieter now. “Because WHY is the sticky part. Like honey. Or like when you get pie sauce on your fingers and it never comes off.”

Lily smiled. “That’s actually really good, Rosie.”

Rosie puffed up. “I know.”

Then, because she is Rosie, she added:

“And also if you accidentally book a dragon oven in Balga you have to fix it before Aunty Sharon finds out, because Aunty Sharon has The Face and The Face is real.”

Lily snorted.

Dad laughed properly. “That part is definitely true.”

Rosie leaned back, satisfied. “And I am not saying Sweet Cheeks at school. I have learned. I am growing.”

She paused. “And Tom is growing too. Except he’s a fish, so he just gets bigger bowls.”

Dad’s smile stayed, even when the highway went dark and the trees got taller.

Some things don’t need extra words.

The receipts stayed in the glovebox.

The sticky note stayed on the wall.

And every Friday night, when the shed snored, the girls knew exactly what to do.

And if you ever hear shouting from the shed… don’t panic. It’s probably just Rosie pressing the CAPS LOCK again.

Or Dad, losing an argument with a Fish.

(Which happens more than you’d think.)

THE END

(But the Fish is still swimming. And the shed light’s always on.)

About the Authors

Andy is a Perth sparky who accidentally built an AI Fish while trying to save his family business. He still falls asleep at his keyboard most Fridays.

Lily wants to be a marine biologist detective. She’s the reason Tom has Rule #47.
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Want to build your own Fish? Visit buildyourfish.com

The shed light’s always on.
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