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Chapter Five
‘ The wings of a sand sprite will only come alive
when she dances with all her heart.’
The Sands of Time

‘NEXT!’ The bossy voice from the audition room
summoned Cassie as Aunt Euphorbia strode towards
her.
‘How many times do I have to tell you that dancing
will only lead to heartbreak?’
‘I’m sorry,’ Cassie said softly.
‘And you’ve taken your mother’s dancing slippers!’
Euphorbia’s face was purple with fury.
‘Yes, I did. I’m sorry.’ Cassie felt that it was no time
for any more lies.
‘I see,’ Euphorbia said as she slowly raised her hand.
‘I am sorry. Truly I am.’ Tears came into Cassie’s eyes.
‘I’m really sorry to be such a disappointment to you.’
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‘Is that what you think?’ Euphorbia’s voice cracked.
‘Oh, Cassie.’
‘Please let me at least audition!’ Cassie pleaded.
‘Excuse me.’ A voice cut into their conversation and
Cassie felt a sharp dig in her ribs. ‘Do you mind if I go
in front of you, only I have been waiting an awfully long
time.’ Shell performed the curtsey of respect.
Instinctively Euphorbia curtseyed in reply. That gave
Shell the time to grab Cassie and push her towards the
door of the audition room.
‘Go on,’ Shell hissed as she spun round on her heel
and pretended to trip up, blocking Euphorbia’s way and
catapulting Cassie through the door.
The bossy voice belonged to a small, flushed sand
sprite who prodded at Cassie and said, ‘Hurry up. They
don’t like to be kept waiting.’
At the other end of the room was a table where two
judges were sitting. One of them had a kind face and
violet eyes. She smiled at Cassie. ‘I am Madame Rosa
Rugosa, the Principal of Sandringham Dance School. I
want you to do your best and try not to be nervous.’
Cassie tried to smile back at her but found her face was
frozen. She glanced at the other judge. She had six white
braids that glistened on each side of her head. Cassie’s
heart thumped as she recognised her immediately. It
was Sandrine, the Supreme Sand Sprite. It was said
that her braids had turned pure white on the Night of
the Great Sandstorm. Cassie felt her legs begin to

wobble. She hadn’t expected to find herself face to face
with the Supreme Sand Sprite! Cassie immediately
thought of Shell and the trouble she’d be in when
Sandrine recognised her.
Sandrine pointed a long elegant finger at Cassie.
‘Come along! Step forward. What is your name?’
Cassie bowed low and stretched her arm out as her
aunt had taught her to do in front of royalty. She was
aware of eyes watching her all the time.
‘Cassandra,’ she said.
‘It has been a long day, and we have seen a lot of really
good dancers, even more terrible ones and some that are
an absolute disgrace!’ Sandrine said crossly.
Madame Rosa continued. ‘Tell me the names of the
basic steps.’
Cassie nodded. ‘The Sand Stretch, the Sand Plié, the
Sunrise, the Dune Bug Jump, the Sand Glide, the Dart
and T–T–Tap . . . ’
Sandrine sighed impatiently and tapped her nails on
the table.
‘Surely you mean the Dart and Turn?’ Madame Rosa
corrected her.
‘Oh yes, the Dart and Turn,’ Cassie answered. ‘And
the seventh step is the Dune Arabe!’
‘Dune Arabesque! Really if you can’t be bothered to
learn the names properly . . .’ Sandrine tutted.
‘I tried, but the exercises book that I had was ripped
so I had to try and fill in the gaps as best I could,’ Cassie
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explained. ‘The instructions that I had only said The
dancer must stand on one leg while . . . So I thought about
all the things I could do with my body.’ Cassie realised
what a feeble excuse it sounded even as she said it. Every
other sand sprite would have had someone they could
ask.
‘Put on your dance shoes and show us how you did
that,’ Madame Rosa said.
Cassie’s hands shook as she tied on the slippers. She
went through the seven steps, adding the bits that she and
Rubus had created to fill in the missing gaps, imagining
that she was back on the beach with Rubus and that they
were dancing together. She went through each of the
steps in turn, from the Sand Stretch to what she now
knew was called the Dune Arabesque. She stood firmly
on one leg and waggled her other arm and leg about.
Sandrine snorted as Cassie performed the step. ‘Well,
I must say I have never seen anything like that before!’
‘It shows imagination and initiative,’ Madame Rosa
said. ‘Now we have seen the seven basic steps – albeit
interesting versions – it is time for the free interpretation
using the shell head-dress.’
‘I think I’ve seen enough free interpretation already,’
Sandrine said sourly.
The little sand sprite handed Cassie the shell headdress. It was heavy, made up of rows of tiny shells with
two large shells that fitted around the ears.
‘You have three minutes to respond to the sounds and
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vibrations you can pick up from the head-dress. Do you
have any questions?’ Madame Rosa asked, her voice
sounding muffled through the head-dress.
Cassie shook her head.
‘Then begin,’ Madame Rosa commanded, turning
over a small sand timer on the table.
Cassie took a deep breath and concentrated.
At first, she couldn’t hear anything apart from the
beating of her heart as she moved into the centre of the
room. And then slowly, first of all in her right ear and
then her left, came sounds like whispers which created
feelings in her . . . As the feelings came upon her she
translated them into dance steps.
Her mother smiling and promising to teach her to dance.
The pain of her mother’s disappearance during the Great
Sandstorm.
Waiting, waiting endlessly waiting. The loss of her
father, the brave sand farer, disappearing into the eye of the
storm, sacrificing his life in order to save other sand sprites
from the storm.
Her Aunt Euphorbia and their life together at Mite Cove.
Then her thoughts turned to the future.
To a possible future at the sand factory. Sifting and
resifting sand for the rest of her life.
Back to the pain and darkness of being alone.
But the strongest feeling inside her was the need to
find out what had happened to her mother.
Then a surprising feeling entered her body. Suddenly,
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more important than anything else, was the desire to be
a sand dancer.
To be the finest dancer. The one chosen above all others to
perform the Triple Silica Jump!
To become the best dancer.
To be a force of nature.
To one day become the prima dune dancer!
Cassie felt her wings vibrate when Madame Rosa
clapped her hands as the last grains of sand slipped from
the timer. The small sand sprite helped Cassie take the
head-dress off and signalled for her to sit down on a
nearby stool.
Cassie bowed to the judges.
Madame Rosa looked up at her. ‘You have potential.’
‘There is something wild and strong-willed about
her. Something Marramgrass!’ Sandrine considered.
Cassie couldn’t help herself. She replied proudly,
‘That is because I am Cassandra Marramgrass, daughter
of Marina.’
There was a stunned silence. Cassie couldn’t believe
what she’d done. There was no way that she would get to
the dance school now! Sandrine, who had been jealous of
her mother, who had sent her away . . . Why had she been
so stupid?
Suddenly Sandrine banged her fist on the table. ‘I knew
it. From the moment you walked in there was something
about you. Walk over there, turn round and spin.’
Cassie, confused, did as she was told.
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Madame Rosa wrote something and then she looked
up at her and said, ‘Tell me, which Rule in The Sands of
Time is the most important one to you?’
Cassie chewed her lip and said, ‘There are so many
Rules it’s hard to decide.’
‘Six hundred and twenty-two Rules to be exact,’
Sandrine said.
‘My favourite Rule is, Honour and care for the dunes as
a mother would for her child.’
A smile softened Sandrine’s expression. ‘That is my
favourite too,’ she murmured. ‘And which Rule do you
find hardest to keep?’
‘A sand dancer should behave with decorum at all times,
remain in the background and wait to be given her due,’
Cassie quickly answered.
Sandrine sighed. ‘There are reasons for Rules, you
know. Good reasons.’
Cassie felt her face go hot.
‘The material is raw, but offer a place if you think you
can make something of her,’ Sandrine said with a wave
of her hand.
Madame Rosa Rugosa said in a serious voice,
‘Cassandra Marramgrass, you have been awarded a place
at Sandringham Dance School. Term to commence by
the next lunar quarter.’
Cassie bowed again and left the room by a different
door, indicated by the small sand sprite. As it closed, she
took off the dance slippers, exhausted – emotionally and
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physically. She could hardly take in the fact that she had
a place at the dance school and a chance to find out about
her mother. Surely Euphorbia would not be so cruel as
to refuse to let her go. A smile slipped across her face.
But then, even Euphorbia wouldn’t be able to refuse an
order from the Supreme Sand Sprite herself!
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www.thesanddancers.com
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