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Chapter One

ALICE SPRINGS 
AIRPORT - 1988

T he events of two weeks ago still dominated Mike Thompson’s 
thoughts. Kept him awake at night. The yearning almost tan-

gible.
But he still had a job to do. A visit to the air-trac, ,ontroller to 

make. And while his old friend would never understandx perhaps a 
,hat would lighten Mike’s mood.

But a movement in the ,loudless eHpanse ,aught his eye. Oe 
stoppedx melan,holy lifting as two wedge-tailed eagles swoopedx 
,hasedx tou,hedx teasedx dodged and returned to ea,h other in an aerial 
mating dan,e. As ,aptivating as any ballet performan,e. 

At least they have a partner. 
Ine Rnally banked to the rightx the other in ,lose pursuit as they 

sought the shelter of the Dlparpa zange. Beyond it the Ma,2onnell 
zange dominated the town and stret,hed hundreds of kilometres in 
ea,h dire,tion. Dts ,rimson and o,hre glow bleeding to a mauve blue as 
it rea,hed the hori1onx that harsh delineation between ,obalt sky and 



5

0at red plain that eHtended some “x”qq kilometres before rea,hing an 
o,ean.

UOixS he ,alled on rea,hing the top stepx surprised that two men 
had already sFuee1ed into the tiny ,ontrol room. Men that two weeks 
ago had been part of the teamx the three risking their lives. 

Ine a fellow poli,eman. The other awaiting the weekly CG Air 
Por,e ?-” NalaHy transport air,raft with its top-se,ret ,onsignment 
for to the sprawling ;ine Nap intelligen,e fa,ility.

UNot an arrival time for me yet3S 
U6ot another bloody one.S The ,ontroller grinnedJ earphones ,a-

sually draped around his ne,k. UThird to ask.S
Mike ga1ed out the largex ELq-degree windows as his friend ,on-

sulted his radio logx 0ight s,hedules and began ,al,ulating. A gaggle 
of parked planes sat in the general aviation area below. Purther along 
the various maintenan,ex storage and operational hangarsx in,luding 
the zoyal Plying 2o,tor Gervi,e. Then the main passenger terminal 
and the Yennair ,ompleH.

6ow an important part of Mike’s lifex he was freFuently at the 
airportx 0ying in and out to the various Aboriginal ,ommunities s,at-
tered over an area of a million sFuare kilometres. UDf you’d been 0ying 
Ansettx you’d be a ;latinum PreFuent Plyer by nowxS his boss had 
joked. UBut there’s no free points when you 0y with us.S

Dt was the taHiway that held a spe,ial pla,e in Mike’s heartx memo-
ries of that fateful arrival so long ago. A memory even more poignant 
after he and ;am Nricths had sei1ed ea,h other in that desperate 
embra,e. A desperate embra,e for survival. A desperate embra,e that 
both hoped would last forever.

But there was always a barrier. A barrier that would always keep 
them apart.
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U…our 0ight’ll arrive in about an hour.S 4ike a blunt aHex the ,on-
troller’s voi,e severed Mike’s daydream. 

WWW

;am Nricths was rostered o". 6eeded a distra,tion. Anything to erase 
the re,urring vision of those desperate minutes when her and Mike’s 
lives were held in the balan,e. 6ot the terrifying moment itself. More 
importantlyx its impli,ations.

?at,hing up with her old Plying 2o,tor mates might dull the 
memoryx she thought. But heading towards their hanger she noti,ed 
Mike walking along the apron. Oer pulse ra,ed as her eyes followed 
his path to the ,ontrol towerx determined to on,e again breathe in his 
presen,e. Ghe also knew the ,ontroller from her 0ying days and to an 
observerx a ,ontrol tower visit would be as natural as visiting her 0ying 
nurse friends. 

;am was also surprised to Rnd the ,ontrol spa,e ,rampedx the men’s 
banter relaHedx ,onvivial. 

UDf we’ve all got an hour to Rll inx how about a ,uppa3S Mike spoke 
before anyone noti,ed ;am’s presen,e.

U6o way you’ll get one here. …ou know there’s only one ,up.S
Gtill unaware of ;amx the others ,hu,kled.
UYust like you. Gtingy to the lastx you old buggerxS said Mike with a 

grinx turning to a,knowledge the others’ smiles.
U;am3S Ois gut sunk as a sheepish look swept away the smile. ze-

pla,ed by ,onfusion. By hidden elation. An awkward silen,e des,end-
ed as everyone noted ;am’s mask mat,hed that of Mike’s. A silen,e 
shattered by a loudspeaker bursting into life with a loudx ,ra,klyx hard 
to understand transmission.
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The ,ontroller  sei1ed  his  mi,rophonex  his  fa,e  now earnest. 
UCnidentiRed ,aller. This is Ali,e Gprings tower. Gay again. Iver.S 

*ars strained as the message repeated.
UDt’s better to die with honour E ,ra,kle E ,ra,kle E than live 

without itJ *,ho E ,ra,kle E ,ra,kle E Alpha.S
Ois fa,e a miH of intriguex annoyan,e and ,on,ernx the ,ontroller 

demanded the mystery voi,e identify himself.  
UGounds like a ,rank. But you guys had better bugger o" so D ,an 

tra,k down what it’s all about.S
They nodded goodbye and with understanding smilesx slipped 

away.
UGtrange messagexS said ;am as they des,ended to the ground.

WWW

UDf we wait at Yennair Airwaysx at least they’ll have more than one ,upxS 
said Mike. 

;am joined the others and gossip ,ontinued as they strolled to 
Yenner Airways ,ompleHx the strange radio message all but forgotten. 

A high-pit,hed roar drowned their ,onversation. 
They turned their heads in unison. 
A twin-engine plane approa,hedx well beyondx but parallel with the 

runway. Fhile a mu,h later modelx Mike’s body warmed at the sight. 
Dt was a Baronx the same model that had taken him to hospital after 
the 4ake ;eters a,,ident. 

Lake Peters. So much has happened since that fateful day.
But he was ,onfused by the plane’s 0ightpath.
*ven more ,onfused when it made a sharpx ninety-degree turn.
GFhat the hell’s he doing3G 
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The in,oming s,ream of engines.
The four stopped and stared.
GGomething’s wrong.S
GOe’s ,rossing the runwayHG
G2ownHG yelled Mike. GOeading straight at us.G
They threw themselves to the unyielding tarma,. 
Dn a shallow dive and at maHimum speedx the air,raft 0ew just a 

metre above their heads. 



Chapter Two

FINKE RIVER 
DOWNS CATTLE 
STATION, 
CENTRAL 
AUSTRALIA - 1956

T hirty years earlier, to all on the vast cattle operation, the Three 
Finkateers appeared the best of mates. But appearances were 

deceiving. Friction always bubbled below the surface.
Mike Thompson and Allan Jenner were as if joined at the hip. Kurt 

Amsburg not so.
The broad-brimmed hats of two hid dishevelled nests of blonde. 

Allan’s the product of Viking genes, the conquerors who settled the 
Irish town of Waterford. Kurt’s was Aryan German.



OUTBACK DANGER SAMPLE 7

Mike led the group up a slight rise, both he and Allan riding with 
the liquid grace of natural horsemen, as if they and their animals were 
one. Kurt was in constant battle with his mount.

Adrenaline surged through the two close friends’ veins as they 
breathed in the challenge, eyes scanning the ground ahead.

Never keen on horses or adventure, Kurt trailed behind. His eyes 
lighting at a xock of pelicans. While fascinated by anything that xew, 
he found it hard to believe that pelicans would be so far inland. But 
Allan’s father had ezplained that whenever the normally dry inland 
lakes !nally xood, they provide a feeding fren“y for all manner of 
aquatic birds. 

Planes” Flight” Birds” Kurt’s only interests. His only dreams. 
Bugger these peasants with their stinking horses and stupid cattle.
Mike’s eyes narrowed on reaching the crest, !ghting the distant 

glare of the water ahead. After the recent deluge, it was the !rst time 
in a generation that the rain over Lake Peters had overcome the sun’s 
constant desiccation. 

YThere it is”; A grin of achievement slashed across his face as he 
turned back in Kurt’s direction. YHurry up” Taking forever.;

The shout shook Kurt out of his daydream and he urged his mount 
forward.

Mike waved his hat as Kurt neared. No longer masking his face’s 
copper glow, a sprinkling of red follicles glinted amongst the tangle of 
black. YBeat ya to it”;

Y8ou’re on”; cried Allan, the station owner’s son.
YHooshta”; cried Mike. Leaning forward, he dug his heels into his 

brumby’s xanks, the beast’s coarse mane scratching his cheek. YCome 
on, boy,; he purred as he roused his mount to a gallop.

The challenge accepted* twelve hooves pounded the sun crusted red 
earth now reforming over the recent, gluggy mud. 
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They weaved and lurched, avoiding spiky spinifez clusters as Allan 
revelled in his mount’s potential, his chestnut mare’s breeding clear 
from the elegance of her stride.

YBastards”; The blood of Kurt’s Na“i grandfather swirled through 
his body as he grimaced at the self-assured way the others raced for-
ward. Dust xew from his animal’s rump as he xogged it with the ends 
of his reins. Vicious. Harder.

Allan gained ground, three lengths ahead on reaching a water-
course. A raging torrent two days ago, it was now just a series of 
waterholes linked by a slimy, clay-walled creek.

Kurt saw his chance as the bitterness burned his throat. From a 
family of counts, generals and bishops, he felt trapped here in the 
middle of nowhere. 

Dust, heat, flies and peasants like Jenner. And then there’s bloody 
Thompson! The murdering, sub-human bastard and his Abo mates just 
scum!

He could only take his frustrations out on his horse.
Whack” Whack” Whack” 
Yes! 
He stopped attacking the animal and delved into his pocket. Ez-

tracting a clasp knife, his thumb fought its way between the handle 
and its folded marlin spike. 

The round, sharp-pointed tool clicked open.
This’ll teach you for killing my father.

???



OUTBACK DANGER SAMPLE 1

Birds had begun their morning chorus and the pastel  was colouring 
the nearby range as the aroma of frying steak and eggs !red Mike’s 
appetite. He and his grandfather approached the homestead.

YWhat’s ye matter0; Gramps Trevor asked, his Scottish accent un-
changed since his arrival in Australia forty years before. Y8e looking 
down in the dumps.;

YIt’s nothing.;
YDon’t be try’n to pull the wool over my old eyes. What’s it be0;
YJust Kurt. Always trying to start a !ght. Calling me Abo” Sub-hu-

man.;
YAye. A right little shite. Not only a Na“i like one of his grandfa-

thers, but he’s up himself too. Struts round like he’s got a poker up 
his bum. Desperate to convince himself he’ll inherit his other grand-
father’s title and their Lower Sazony estate in Krautland.;

YBut what can I do0;
YGet used to the fact that life’s bloody hard. I had a lousy boyhood 

in Linlithgow, between Scotland’s Glasgow and Edinburgh, and look-
ing for a better life brought me here. But while we Scots are scattered 
over the world, we’re never forget’n our roots, our clan. Never let’n 
anyone else de!ne us. Never do’n anything half-hearted. An’ neither 
should you. Put ye heart and soul into everything and good people’ll 
judge you by what ye do. Not by ye origins.;

YIgnore Kurt, you mean0;
YCouldn’a have said it better.;
YBut how0;
YE’s not worth worrying about, laddie. Just enjoy everyone else’s 

company. Forget the present. Think of the future.;
They entered the homestead kitchen, its massive table the heart of 

the station. Mike wrapped his arms around mother Betty, her familiar 
comfort swamping the smell of grilled steak and eggs. While Mike lived 
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with Gramps Trevor in the Head Stockman’s cottage, as the Jenners’ 
housekeeper, Betty’s quarters were a small alcove o" the kitchen. 

He grabbed an over!lled plate, fetched his cutlery from the side-
board and took his seat amongst the other key sta". There he rotated 
his plate to ensure the two eggs lay parallel to the table edge and 
adjusted the position of the steak to ensure it aesthetically balanced the 
baked bean pile. His knife and fork set at ezact right angles, equidistant 
from the plate.

As usual, Kurt and his mother sat opposite, Kurt’s constantly di-
verting his eyes from the others around the table.

YLove you, Gramps.; Mike gave his grandfather a farewell hug as 
the old man and the others !led out at the end of the meal. Keen to 
commence their duties on the seven hundred square mile Finke River 
Downs Station owned by Allan Jenner’s parents. 

Mike stayed to help his mother prepare for the day.
As Betty washed each item, Mike’s tea towel was close behind. Once 

dried, every plate, bowl, mug, pot and frypan was accurately aligned in 
place. Finally wiping her hands she caressed Mike’s shoulder, pleased 
with his meticulous attention to detail. YAs they taught at the mission, 
there’s a place for everything and everything in its place.; 

It was an ezpression Betty drummed into him time and again. But 
never as frequently as Gramp’s mantra that Mike was the equal of any 
man. That he should never shy away from whatever he wanted. 

The three greatest lessons Mike would take through life.
An ezciting life. 
A life where Mike learned to ride and herd cattle, fascinated that the 

station was also a mini aviation operation. Allan’s dad Lenny was both 
a cattle baron and an aviation entrepreneur, he and his airline’s sta" 
constantly xying back and forth from its Alice Springs headquarters.
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With Mum’s help !nished, Mike gave a !nal hug and stepped out-
side, sucking in the rapidly warming air. 

YMorning, Mista Mike.; The mostly Aboriginal station hands, 
some from up to a thousand miles away, greeted him as they saddled 
their horses. Mike’s silent smile returned the stockmen’s greetings as 
he sni"ed the sweet scent of wazy saddle soap.

Unlike Kurt who loathed them, Mike relished every moment with 
the Aboriginal ringers, lapping up every word of their dreamtime 
stories. But he not only learned the stockmen’s stories. Betty’s own 
Arrernte dreamtime became part of his very being. YBut remember 
that away from the station, us mized-blood people !nd it hard. Many 
whites like Kurt look down on us. And most full-blood Aboriginal 
people spurn us. But be proud of the cultures and beliefs of our three 
noble races. 8our Arrernte, your Afghan and your Scottish ancestors. 
Always keep one foot !rmly in the white man’s world, and the other 
among the stories and songlines of your Arrernte lands, laws and 
customs.; 

???

Mike and Allan laughed their way to the small station school where 
Kurt Amsburg and his mother Selma stood waiting. The station’s 
governess, Selma soon had the children busy despite the distraction of 
horses, cattle and planes, her job assisted by teachers from the School 
of the Air.

With great precision, Mike placed his ezercise book and ruler at 
ezact right angles to the wall and his two pencils precisely parallel with 
the edge of his book.  Used to Mike’s pedantic habits, Allan smiled 
inwardly at Mike’s neatly arranged implements.
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The voice of the School of the Air teacher came through the speaker 
from her own console eighty miles away in Alice Springs* welcoming 
children from cattle stations, mines, small hamlets, police stations, 
Aboriginal communities and roadhouses over a nine-hundred-mile 
radius. Both teacher and children asked questions as the arithmetic 
lesson progressed. 

After the radio Fsign o"’, the day dragged on, claustrophobic hour 
following claustrophobic hour as the sun continued radiating the red 
earth outside.

YTwo o’clock,; Selma announced. The students rushed outside, 
sucking in the now hot, pure air. The wide-open spaces beckoning. 

YRained cats and dogs last week.; Allan’s face lit with an adventur-
ous grin, YDad says it’s the !rst time he’s seen Lake Peters full of water. 
Pelicans and other birds all over the place. Reck’n we should take a 
peek.;

GGreat,G Mike replied. 
The invitation wasn’t necessarily intended for Kurt, but as the only 

other boy their age, Mike and Allan tolerated his company. 
YGod, they’re hopeless,; Kurt muttered, careful the others didn’t 

hear. YThinking a lake full of water is something ezciting. My German 
cousins use their private lake right through summer.; But the idea of 
the birdlife sparked his interest as the others raced to their steeds. His 
own boots raised dust as he shuHed to his horse, his mind swirling at 
Selma’s tales of his father’s grand family, its vast estates, its castle and 
forests.

Everyone should envy me. Be jealous of my noble family. But one day 
they’ll grovel when I’m rich and famous. 

Mike ignored Kurt’s scowl, but despite his determination to 
ezplore the normally dry lake, in his usual pedantic manner he 
triple-checked his saddle before mounting.
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YHooshta”; He took the lead.
YWhat the heck’s this Hooshta about0; asked Allan on catching up.
YGrandad’s  old  call.  Cameleer  from  a  far-away  place  called 

Afghanistan.; 



Chapter Three

LAKE PETERS, 
CENTRAL 
AUSTRALIA

“C ome on, girl.” Allan stoked his mare’s right cank as the 
ureek’s r-stwuolo-red Yater raued uloser. “!o- uan do itW”

yith a mightp leaf, thep uleared the stream and uontin-ed MorYard.
vike galjanised his oYn animal Mor the K-mf.
b-rt saY his offort-nitp and Yhiffed his mo-nt ejen harder. 

“Come on, po- Nituh. Closer to that Nloodp Matherwkiller.”
Eeuk to neuk, thep affroauhed the Yateruo-rse. 
“Closer, po- N-ggerW” b-rt panked on one rein, t-rning his horse 

to vike’s. 
qO-ine thigh r-NNed eO-ine thigh, saddle almost to-uhing saddle. 
UNlijio-s to b-rt’s autions, vike -rged his oYn horse on. v-sules 

and tendons tightened. A uomfressed sfring, readp to leaf. 
b-rt then Kerked his other rein and t-rned Mrom the oNstaule. A gaf 

affeared as the animals disengaged.
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“Bake this, po- m-rdering Nastard.” yith a NaukYard sYing, b-rt 
KaNNed the fointed marlin sfike into the r-mf oM his rijal’s horse. ;t 
NelloYed, m-sules O-ijering as their foYer ejaforated. 1eaf aNortedF 
it l-ruhed MorYard. Hront hoojes u-t thro-gh the red ur-st, skidding 
thro-gh the Yet, soMt ulap Neneath.

vike uartwYheeled thro-gh the air.
A siukening urauk.
“PhitW” zis Maue uontorted. “vp Nloodp legW”
ze reauhed doYn to injestigate, Yinuing at his thigh angled to 

the leMt. Bhen he Melt itF a hard, Nonp foint froKeuting Mrom the skin. 
Pfasms Yrenuhed his Nodp as he sliffed deefer into the O-agmire, 
-naYare oM b-rt’s maliuio-s grin.

Get a gripW 
ze uommanded his ?ngers to dig into the m-ddp emNankment, his 

one good leg -naNle to halt his slide into the m-ddp ooxe.
A c-rrp oM legs and neighs N-t Yitho-t Nroken Nones, vike’s horse 

str-ggled to stand. ;t faYed itselM -fright, t-rned and Nolted Mor the 
homestead. 

“Gon’t Yorrp, ;’ll get helf,” pelled b-rt, ajoiding the other’s epes. 
“Eot that po- deserje it. !o- uan’t do anpthing right, uan po-, 
Bhomfson6 ;t’s l-ukp po- didn’t Nreak its leg. D-t ; nejer eJfeut 
anpthing Mrom a mongrel like po-.”

As b-rt t-rned his horse and uas-allp rode Nauk to the homestead, 
vike’s Nodp slithered deefer and deefer into the slime. 

“Can’t get a hold.” 
zorror sYeft Allan’s Maue at vike’s fleading epes.
ze ceY o* his saddle, raued to the ureek Nank and in near faniu, 

graNNed vike’s hand. D-t desfite straining his po-ng m-sules to their 
limit, he uo-ldn’t stof the inejitaNle slide. 

“L-ll harderW” vike’s joiue fleaded. 
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“'-st Nloodp hold onW”
vike do-Nled his e*orts and together thep Mo-ght the -nrelenting 

f-ll oM the ooxe. Lain rajaged vike’s Nodp, N-t desfite their e*orts he 
co-ndered loYer and loYer, his Maue sinking ejer uloser to the Yater’s 
s-rMaue.

Allan realised the M-tilitp oM trping to ha-l vike Mrom the sl-dge. 
ze raued to his saddleNag and graNNed a rofe. 

“Ro’n -nderW” vike’s g-rgled urp Yas m-8ed Np Yater laffing his 
lifs.

“Une more seu.” Allan tied the rofe to his saddle’s fommel and ran 
Nauk to the ureek.

vike str-ggled to sho-t N-t his mo-th Yas noY -nder the s-rMaue. 
yith onlp his nose ulear, he sfl-ttered to eJfel the Metid Yater.

“;’m hereW” Allan knelt ojer the edge, Moruing his oYn Maue into the 
Mo-l liO-id. 

ze deljed into the f-trid Yater, grofing Mor the armfit oM the 
grad-allp sinking Nodp. Heeding the rofe NetYeen vike’s arm and 
Nodp, he M-mNled M-rther, Moruing it Nehind vike’s Nauk and -nder 
his other arm. 

P-rMauing, he sfat o-t the m-ddp ?lth, tied o* the line and -rged 
his horse NaukYards.

vike Negan to moje, dragged against the ejerwgriffing sl-dge. zis 
epes, lifs and teeth Yelded together as rofe u-t into cesh. Bhe ?re 
that had raged thro-gh vike’s thigh noY eng-lMed his entire torso. ze 
fassed o-t Mrom the fain. 

Hinallp on ?rm gro-nd, Allan dragged vike’s -nuonsuio-s Nodp 
to the shade oM a desert oak. HeeNle and Yheexing Mor Nreath, he too 
uollafsed neJt to his Mriend.

BBB
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Peeing the riderless horse gallofing toYards the airstrif, Rramfs 
Brejor raued Mor a ?rst aid kit and Yas in the Nattered 'eef NeMore 
b-rt reauhed the homestead. ze Morued the auuelerator to the coor 
and the old jehiule Nashed, l-ruhed and No-nued along the almost 
nonweJistent trauk.

vojement Mrom -nder a tree ua-ght his epe. Allan Mrantiuallp Yajw
ing. Bhen more mojementF vike raising his head.

SelieM Yashed ojer Rramfs as he assessed the shalloYest foint. 
Rrating the lejers into loYwrange and Mo-rwYheelwdrije, he auuelerated 
-f the other Nank. Hirst aid kit in hand, he Yas o-t oM the jehiule NeMore 
it stoffed. 

“zold on, laddie.” Brejor’s reass-ring joiue uontrasted Yith the 
Mear caming his epes. ze uheuked vike’s Nreathing and f-lse. “B’Yill 
soon Ne ojer.”

ze afflied a fress-re Nandage to sloY the Nlood and f-lled vike’s 
thighNone, straightening the distorted limN. Bhen a sflint. ;t Yas the 
Nest Rramfs uo-ld do to limit the grating oM None on None d-ring the 
tort-ro-s drije Nauk to the airstrif.

Bhe fain -nNearaNle, vike again fassed o-t again. 
At the homestead, Anne 'enner inKeuted morfhine Mrom the medw

iual uhest frojided to all remote uomm-nities. As its silkwlike tentaules 
eng-lMed vike’s Nodp, she ualled the Sopal Hlping Goutor Perjiue, 
rewdressed and rewsflinted his Yo-nd. 

An ho-r later the distinutije drone oM a 'enner AirYap’s DeeuhuraMt 
Daron fenetrated vike’s groggp, dr-g ?lled fspuhe. Un uharter to the 
Hlping Goutor, s-n glinted o* its Ying as it Nanked to the leMt and 
landed Mrom the east. 

yilling hands helfed the cight n-rse seu-re vikeDs stretuher. 
“1ap Nauk and enKop the cight.” Phe rested her hand on his sho-lw

der. “yeDll haje po- right as rain in no time.” 
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D-t vike neither laid Nauk nor enKoped the cight. 
No way Kurt’ll ever get the better of me again.



Chapter Four

OLYMPIC 
GAMES, 
MELBOURNE, 
VICTORIA - 1956

T welve hundred miles away, Pam Forbes’ bandicoot squealed. 
Working in her home-based animal hospital she nodded in sat-

isfaction. Its leg was healing. Rescued from a rabbit trap on an uncle’s 
farm, with Mum’s guidance she was guiding it back to health. 

“Almost ”nished.N 
xeDt an inspection of a magpie’s once broken wing. A laugh of 

delight as the bird took tentative Vight. !espite his own a2iction, 
father 0al had built an aviary.

Treatments ”nished, she ran to her dad, an infectious smile lighting 
her always inquisitive face. “ReadyON 
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0al followed her down the street with a calculated gait, a gait only 
noticeable to a careful observer. jut of sight in his Yladstone bag, his 
folding white cane was only brought out on the rarest occasions. Be 
strove to live as if fully able.

Pam Uumped into the tram and leant forward. “Eour hand, !ad. I’ll 
help.N

0al gave an indulgent smile. “Fine, thanks dear.N Yetting on and o? 
the tram was a daily occurrence as he travelled to and from work at the 
Royal 0ictorian Institute for the Llind.

Today was no workday but their third visit to the jlympic Yames. 
Snable to see the events, 0al still revelled in the eDperience, breath-
ing in the atmosphere as his daughter stared in wonder. It was a 
once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. 

Pummelled, pushed and shoved by the good-natured occupants, 
they weaved their way through the crowded green and cream tram to 
a slatted timber seat. 

“CnUoying the YamesKN 
“1oved the athletics yesterday. Ylad I missed my ballet class.N
A change of trams brought them to the new jlympic pool on the 

grassy banks of the Earra River which meanders through the city. 
“We’ve been lucky. The Institute received free tickets to the water 

polo ”nals, Bungary against the Joviet Snion.N
;loseted in a remote training camp a month ago, the Bungarian 

team were unaware of their fellow countrymen’s uprising. jf their 
battle with only a few riVes against the tanks of a fully equipped Joviet 
Army. 1earning of the Joviet invasion after their arrival in Australia, 
they were outraged.

The atmosphere was electric, animosity surging through the largely 
Bungarian immigrant crowd.  Pam gripped her father’s arm, terri”ed 
at each team’s abuse and the crowd’s barrage of insults.
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Bungary led throughout the match. 
Pam gasped towards the end as a Russian punched the eyebrow of 

an unsuspecting Bungarian. Ber stomach churned at the sight of the 
victim’s blood trail as he stroked to the edge of the pool.

The abuse was deafening.
Pam’s heart went out to the inUured swimmer, as if the wounded 

player’s pain was her own. Apart from her bandicoot and magpie, 
she’d never seen an inUury.

Cngulfed in an innate, uncontrollable need, she Uumped from her 
seat. With a windmill of gangly arms, she charged down the aisle to 
give solace to the bleeding athlete. 

Mayhem erupted as Pam reached the last step, the crowd surging 
onto the concourse.

Jwept up into the amoebic mass of incensed spectators, Pam 
lurched from yelling body to yelling body, her tiny frame unnoticed 
beneath the shoulders of the angry mob. Terri”ed, her cries went 
unheard as she was inadvertently shoved and elbowed by the abusing 
pack. 

While the crowd was oblivious to Pam’s cries,  0al heard her 
screams. 

“I’m comingON Bis voice tried to compete with the crowd as his 
”ngers felt the line of seatbacks and stepped into the aisle. Feeling 
forward with his feet, he navigated step by step to the rioting mass.

“PamON he screamed as he weaved his way towards her shrieks, his 
slim, sightless body making slow headway through the agitated horde.

“BereON Pam shouted even louder as she was accidentally pushed to 
the ground. Above her, a sea of legs, torsos and agitated ”sts.

0al forced his way deeper into the fracas until he too was knocked 
to the Voor.
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Police charged into the arena to subdue the uproar, but the Bun-
garians were not easily quietened. More police swarmed into the mass, 
”nally separating the opposing groups.

With a minute remaining, the match was abandoned, Bungary 
declared winners. Immediately the mood changed, 0al’s cries unable 
to compete with the cheers eDploding through the stadium. Jpectators 
Uumped, danced and shouted at the Bungarian xational Anthem.

Of the past and of the future! You brought our ancestors up over the 
Carpathians' holy peaks. By you was won a beautiful homeland

@oyous cries continued, drowning out those of the father and 
daughter now cringing in foetal positions at their feet.

Jomeone ”nally noticed them both. Lruised and battered, they 
were helped to the ”rst aid station, a screaming siren then racing them 
to the Royal Melbourne Bospital. While 0al was found to be only 
bruised and sore, it took morphine to relieve Pam’s agony. 

Beavy boots had unknowingly stamped on Pam’s left hand, crush-
ing her two smallest ”ngers. Taken to theatre, the surgeons only option 
was to amputate the two mangled digits. 

Ready for discharge, Pam looked up to her father, her forehead 
creased, confusion in her eyes. “Why were the Russians so nasty to the 
people of BungaryKN The Joviet swimmer’s action had o?ended her 
youthful sense of black and white. Ber sense of fairness. Ber innate 
understanding of right and wrong.

0al’s face winced. Snable to eDplain geopolitics in a way compre-
hensible to his daughter, he changed the subUect. “Eou were such a 
brave girlA I’ll pop down to the kiosk to buy an ice cream.N 

Pam sat quietly, twisting a lock of hair with her one good hand, 
determined that like her father’s blindness, her missing ”ngers would 
never be a hindrance to whatever she wished to do. 
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0al’s return interrupted her thoughts and Pam began devouring her 
icy treat. Rotating the cone in her one good hand, she concentrated to 
prevent the melting treat dripping down to her ”ngers.

Llissfully unaware of what lay ahead.



Chapter Five

ALICE SPRINGS, 
CENTRAL 
AUSTRALIA - 
1960

F our years later, torsion-bar tension froze Kurt’s shoulders, his 
gnpernails buryinp deem onto his malcs as he entered the hiph 

s.hool mrin.imal’s oD.eA Sesmite his aristo.rati. heritape and his .on-
tecmt that wli.e kmrinps’ Rhites beinp little core than measants, fear 
alRays stru.v in the mresen.e of any authority gpureA w fear born 
beyond his tice at Finve Bi“er SoRnsA !y the conster Rho’d for.ed 
his menis doRn his couth, Kurt .hovinp as the ammendape mushed 
deemer and deemerA ”ku.vTx the brute had shouted, his prim on Kurt’s 
ears alcost mullinp thec froc his headA ”ku.v harder, you miss-Reav 
little .untTx Ohen e“en preater horror as Kurt’s shorts Rere rimmed oUA 
!uc eCmosed, he Ras for.ed o“er the edpe of a tableA
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jhile there Ras no sicilarity betReen the vindly mrin.imal and the 
brute of his boyhood, Kurt’s mhobia recainedA

”H Rant to be a Rorld-facous test milot,x Kurt canaped to blurt 
outA

”qou’ll need uni“ersity caths and mhysi.s for that, but you’re cav-
inp little mropressA qou need to try harderAx 

”!ut cy carvs Rill icmro“e,x Kurt Rould .laicA Ohey ne“er did, 
.on“in.ed his tea.hers Rere ?ealous of his aristo.rati. facily and .on-
smired to loRer his resultsA

!ut his delusions of prandeur noRhere near cat.hed his abilityA
wlthouph 6ounderinp in cost sub?e.ts, he thri“ed on anythinp 

PercanA LC.ellinp in Percan lanpuape .lasses and smendinp endless 
hours studyinp Percan historyA !ut it Ras in the beliefs of his prand-
father that he toov marti.ular interest, morinp o“er e“ery boov in the 
s.hool and toRn library about Jitler and his Mazi mhilosomhyA

Bastards want me to fail but that won’t stop me being top of the heap. 
FolloRinp Jitler’s ammroa.h, he built a panp to terrorise the “ul-

nerable vids, basvinp in beinp the s.hool bullyA Jis loyal papple ne“er 
*uestioned an orderA

”Oorcent the scaller vids Rho .an’t gpht ba.vA 5i.v on the Preevs, 
Htalians, 5ocs, wsians and wbosAx

Jis cother pot Rind of his bullyinpA
”Kurt, this is a scall toRnA L“eryone cust pet on topether, repard-

less of ra.eAx 
”!ut Rhy are Re here at the end of the earth7 jhy didn’t Re stay 

on the facily estates7x
”qour father mrea.hed mea.e and poodRill to all, his “o.ation to 

smread the Rord of the WordAx
”2y father cipht’“e been a mastor, but your farther Ras a MaziAx
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”Ht’s Rhy H stayed here Rhen he returned to Percany to ?oin the kk 
at wus.hRitzA !ut Re don’t talv of that noRA Ohe Rar, the Mazis and 
the kk are lonp poneAx

”@ust be.ause H Ras born here doesn’t cean H ha“e to thinv live 
e“eryone elseA Ohat H .an’t belie“e in the Mazi idealsA Ohe wsians and 
wbos are all Gntercens.hA wll sub-hucanA Hf Jitler Ras in moRer 
here, he’d eCtercinate the lotAx

”KurtT Liphty cillion meomle died be.ause of that cadcan’s fanat-
i.al ideasA Forpet cy fatherA @ust rececber your oRn father’s tea.hinps 
of mea.e and lo“eAx

AAA

kelca sRemt to the mri“a.y of her bedrooc, tears .as.adinp, desmairinp 
that her oRn father’s lepa.y had massed doRn to her sonA Beli“inp the 
hearta.he of husband Earl’s .ruel heart atta.v so early in life, half-Ray 
throuph 2ive Ohocmson’s .hristeninpA Jer fa.e softened as she re-
.alled the hammy years they’d Rorved topetherA Wonp but satisfyinp 
hours at the Jercannsburp 2ission brinpinp health.are, edu.ation 
and the Rord of the Word to a 6o.v costly smurned by their traditional 
faciliesA 

Ohen ecmtiness returned, the “a.uuc of a life Rithout EarlA Prief 
that soured, .hurninp her put at the niphtcare that folloRedA jorvinp 
for the al.oholi. .attle station oRner Rho terrorised his Rife, abused 
kelca and Rorst of all, she found attecmtinp to rame KurtA khe’d heard 
his s.reacs and runninp to helm, she’d prabbed the can’s ri6e and 
found Kurt bent o“er a tableA MavedA Ohe brute had his mants around 
his anvles, about to for.e his Ray into her sonA wll reason lost, she 
loRered the ri6e, .hacbered a round and shot at the can’s enporped 
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menisA !lood smurted as he s.reaced in apony, his cecber half-bloRn 
aRayA

jithout an oun.e of sycmathy, she left hic Rrithinp on the 
pround, prabbed Kurt, shot out his tru.v’s tyres and dro“e his only 
other “ehi.le to the refupe of the Jercannsburp 2issionA

ws 2ission neiphbours, the @enners be.ace aRare of the situation 
and mro“ided Finve Bi“er SoRns as their san.tuaryA

wnd noR Rith the helm of eC.ellent referen.es froc Wenny @enner, 
she rented a scall house in the wli.e kmrinp suburb of Pillen and 
obtained a tea.her’s aide ?ob at the k.hool of the wirA 

Stability at last.
Kurt stocmed into her bedroocA ”Ht’s not fairA wllan’s at s.hool 

Rith wdelaide’s ri.h vidsA H should be at a s.hool live that near our 
facily estate in PercanyA wnd anyRay, Rhy do H ha“e to mut um Rith 
that wbo all the tice7x ws usual, Kurt a“oided eye .onta.t, 2ive 
Ohocmson recaininp his bitter enecyA

”Son’t smeav live that, KurtA qour father’s sa.rig.e icmro“ed the 
li“es of the oripinal inhabitants of this landA qour Rords insult all he 
held dearAx

”wn insult to cy father7 H cipht be core live hic if he’d li“ed 
lonper but that bloody Ohocmson villed hicA wnd you eCme.t ce to 
be his friend7x

”Son’t be ridi.ulous, 2ive had nothinp to do Rith your father’s 
deathA

”Hf it Rasn’t for Sad’s heart atta.v durinp Ohocmson’s .hristeninp, 
he’d still be ali“eA je .ould all be li“inp in the facily .astleA Je’s the 
reason Re’re stu.v here in the ciddle of noRhereAx 

”qou’“e been told tice and apain that your un.le inherited the title 
and the “on wcsburp estateA Hn turn, so Rill your .ousinA Hf you e“er 
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po to Percany, you’ll be ?ust an ecbarrassinp relati“e froc the other 
side of the RorldA Mo .laic on the facily or the estateAx

”@ust RaitA Nne day H’ll be live thecA Bi.h and moRerfulA ko re-
sme.ted by the “on wcsburp facily, they’ll Rel.oce ce Rith omen 
arcsAx



Chapter Six

ALICE SPRINGS

O n ANZAC Day, four years after the Lake Peters incident, Mike 
Thompson marched down Todd Street. Pride in every step, his 

father’s war medals pinned to his right chest. 
A father he never met. A father he would never see. 
His Scouts troop followed World War 2 veterans in civilian dress, 

uniformed Army Reservists and airmen from the US Air Force’s De-
tachment 421, one of Alice Springs two US intelligence facilities. He 
smiled at Gramps Trevor and Betty as he passed, and despite their 
red-sore hands, their clapping reached a crescendo. 

Neither saw Kurt standing 200 yards away, his mocking sneer at 
Mike’s small collection of medals. Contemptuous that Mike’s father 
had been a mere private.

“’E’s becoming a ”ne laddie,J said Gramps Trevor, the delight in his 
grandson obvious to all.

“Certainly is.J Betty’s face beamed at the compliment.
But as proud as she was of Mike, the annual day of remembrance 

brought back the nightmare of that fateful telegram. That Roy had 
died in New Guinea, ”ghting a potential 3apanese invasion. 

We spent so little time together. Never saw your son. 
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For months she’d collapsed into the depths of denial, anger and 
depression over her husband’s death. 

III

“x won’t have you stay in the church-run boarding house. x’ll move 
into town too.J Betty insisted when Mike also moved to high school 
in Alice Springs. And like Selma, Lenny 3enner helped with their move 
to the small outback town.

“x’ve given you an ejcellent reference Betty. Normally the Na-
tive A;airs Branch would house you to Rainbow Town for the 
mijed blood, Afghan and Asian families. But x’ve pulled a few strings 
and they’ve given you a modern, cement-sheet house in Warburton 
Street.J  

“x know the area well.J Betty’s face lit with ejcitement, pleased at 
a house in the leafy suburb of Old Eastside. “When x returned from 
Port Augusta during the war, that area was one vast, tented camp for 
troops on their way to defend the north.J

“Alice’s certainly changed since those days,J Lenny replied. “Our 
old shantytown of a few hundred people has long gone.J

“Not many of the old, corrugated iron buildings left. Modern 
houses are springing up everywhere between the ranges. But x think 
x’d rather have the old days.J 

“Over ”ve thousand living here now.J Lenny coughed in prepara-
tion to changing the sub!ect. “x’ve also organised an interview for the 
housekeeper’s !ob at The Residency, the District OYcer’s home.J

Betty’s generous bust almost burst on being given the position and 
soon she was cooking, cleaning and washing' her workload varying 
according to the number of visiting oYcials. Each day she strode across 
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the footbridge to the town centre, an honour to work in the town’s 
most important building.

While Betty easily settled into her new town life, Mike found the 
change far more challenging.

III
He’d been ba‘ed on arriving in Alice Springs. 
As long as they pitched in, everyone was respected at Finke River 

Downs. So why do some look down on me here in town? 
He shuddered at the memory of his ”rst school day, cringing from 

taunts, insults and foul play. Kurt’s gang constantly conniving to make 
his life a misery.

“Stay strong?J Betty warned. “Stay proud of your past. zour three 
noble families. zour heart is buried in this country. The stars, the 
spirits, the rocks, the rivers and trees all embrace you. Will always 
protect you.J 

While grateful for his mother’s support, he missed Gramps and his 
many stories, Trevor’s advice echoing over and over. “ze’ll be good as 
any man and better than most. And while there’ll always be challenges, 
always remember people will ultimately !udge ye by what you do, not 
by the circumstances of ye birth.J

He pined for his old cattle station world, convinced he’d never ”t 
into town life or adhere to the rules set by Betty’s circle of cousins. 
“Keep busy or you’ll get inta5 trouble. DN’if you do, we’ll make sure ya 
regret it. Do ya best. Keep ya self busy. Stay out’a trouble.J

Determined to not disappoint his ejtended family, Mike strove to 
ejcel in all that lay ahead, to become as good as any man and better 
than most. He played football, !oined the Scouts, took up bojing at the 
Wills Terrace zouth Centre and played basketball with the US airmen 
from their seismic intelligence facility. 
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The compulsory swimming program began two weeks after start-
ing school. His heart raced as he lined up with his classmates, his face a 
mask of fear. The nightmare of the ever-constricting Lake Peters’ mud 
never went away.

His legs refused to move.
“What’s the matter, BlackieEJ Kurt’s !eer was loud enough for the 

kids to hear, but not the teachers. “Afraid of a little waterEJ
xt was all Mike needed. He’d rather relive the muddy waterhole 

nightmare than pander to Kurt’s taunts. He took a deep breath. And 
!umped. 

Engulfed. No control.
Then air again. 
The pool didn’t trap him. No vice-like sludge.
He searched for Kurt’s eyes, his with their own tale. A tale of 

success. Of renewed contempt.
xn years to come, he came third and then second in the school’s 

swimming championships.

III

Tired of Kurt’s bullying towards the end of his last school year, Mike 
sought help from his bojing coach.

“Don’t worry about it, boy,J the instructor said. “x’ll soon have 
you ready for anything.J Mike took in every one of his instructor’s 
instructions.

Weeks later, Mike heard a cry from behind the blockhouse-style 
school building. “Stop? Please stop?J 
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Racing to help, he found Kurt and his henchmen bullying a 
”rst-year student from an xtalian family. The younger brother of 
Mike’s best friend.

“Abo lover? Abo lover? Bloody bastard Abo lover.J
“God, you’re a prick Amsburg? Leave the poor kid alone.J 
“What’s it to you, you mongrelEJ
“3ust like you to hide behind your pack of goons. Haven’t the guts 

to torment someone your own age.J
“Such as youEJ 
“xf necessary.J
“We could mash you to pulp.J A sneer swept Kurt’s face as he spat 

at the ground.
“zou and your thugs probably could. But too gutless to do it your-

self.J 
“MeE Too gutless to ”ght an , a subhuman like youEJ 
“Gutless.J
Two teachers appeared and the kids scattered.
“xt doesn’t end here,J Kurt taunted. “x’ll slaughter you after school. 

Bet you won’t turn up.J
Mike’s !aw muscles strained all afternoon as boring lesson followed 

boring lesson. 
What the hell have I got myself into? 
But Gramps Trevor’s words swamped his fears. “As good as any 

man, better than most.J
Then it was time.
No time to back down now?

III
Towering red boulders of ANZAC Hill stood on one side of the 

school’s road to Wills Terrace, stately gums lining the dry Todd River 
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on the other. Between lay an ejpansive oval, its irrigation system in a 
constant battle with the parching sun.

Word spread like wild”re,  and pushing and shoving,  crowds 
swarmed to the confrontation. The mood electric.

xgnoring his adversary, Mike removed his !umper, folded it neatly 
and placed it nejt to his backpack. Both edges straight in line.

Kurt stepped forward, two inches taller and heavier than Mike. But 
much was fat.

Mike danced closer. Nimble. Wiry. 
“Not hiding behind your thugsEJ
Kurt’s eyes Fared. “x don’t need help to take on a nobody like you.J 
“Come then. What’re you waiting forEJ
“zou’re on? x’ll beat you to pulp,J Kurt blustered, ejpecting Mike 

to make his escape. 
But Mike stood his ground. 
“Show me?J
xt was too much. Kurt’s eyes blaGed, his face fury red as he put his 

entire weight into the swing that targeted Mike’s nose. An unstop-
pable punch.

But Mike weaved aside, no longer where the blow was directed. 
Kurt staggered o; balance. His arm Few wide, his side ejposed.
Mike turned in an instant and a series of short, sharp !abs pounded 

into Amsburg’s ribs. His last an uppercut to Kurt’s !aw. 
Kurt’s head reverberated like the Hermannsburg church bell. 

DaGed, confused, disoriented to his very core. Felt as if there was a 
gaping hole in his ribs. Knees like !elly, he crumpled to the ground.

A cheer erupted as Kurt’s mob stood sullen. Leaderless. xn shock.
Mike waited.
Still no movement. 
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His face alight, he picked up his things and ambled away, desperate 
to hide the pain pulsating up his arm.

“Don’t !ust stand there?J Kurt shrieked. “Flatten the bastard?J Fi-
nally galvanised into action, Kurt’s eight thugs attacked Mike from 
behind. Obscenities echoed o; the hillside as punches and kicks rained 
into Mike’s ribs and face.

The crowd roared in disgust, surging forward and pulled the at-
tackers from their victim.

Fearing their growing anger, Kurt’s mob stumbled an escape.
Mike winced as the crowd helped him up, praising his stance.
Despite a limp arm, his ”st a”re and his ribs screaming, a grin 

stretched from ear to ear. 
He’d ”nally Foored Kurt.
More importantly, everyone had cheered.



Chapter Seven

ROYAL 
MELBOURNE 
HOSPITAL, 
VICTORIA - 1963

T hree years after the Alice Springs ,ghtP maF obrues fb’ght the 
stench bf a patientds faeces as she Fawe her .ay tb the pan rbbFH 

ker face liIe th’nwerH
‘nspirew uy her FbtherP she .as in the secbnw year bf her n’rse 

training anw uet.een peribws bf fbrFal lect’res .as a vwbgsubwydP 
ser6ing the .arwds t.el6e patientsH 

Shedw ueen frantic since her 0H““ aHFH start anw ’npleasant bwb’rs 
.ere part bf waily lifeH 

G!bwP this hangb6erds shit”- she grb.lew tb her fellb. .brIerP cbFx
Fanwing her ubwy tb hblw wb.n the uile that weFanwew tb er’pt frbF 
her tbOinx,llew stbFachH
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Eb. a trainee n’rseP maF li6ew in the n’rsesd hbFe bf the Mbyal 
Lelub’rne kbspital .here she ubnwew .ith ,6e bther n’rse traineesH 
obllb.ing their f’n in2’enceP her bnce shelterew life .as a thing bf the 
pastH 

The night uefbre haw startew siFply enb’ghH
G1elcbFeP girlsH- The p’ulican at the KriFean kbtel ga6e his 

.ellxrehearsew sFileP f’lly a.are they .ere uelb. the z?xyearxblw 
wrinIing ageH C’t the engagingP aniFatew girls .ere an assetP a Fagnet 
fbr his ueerxg’;;ling Fale patrbnsH G1hatdll it ueJ-

GCeers all rb’nwH- maF t’rnew tb her FatesH GUnly half an hb’rH 
TiFe fbr sbFe serib’s SiO UdclbcI S.ill wrinIingH-

All .ere in a happyP alcbhblxf’ellew fraFe bf Finw uy clbsingH 
GT.b rb’gh rewsH- keather brwerew a cb’ple bf ubttles frbF the 

ubttle cb’nter anw light bf step8 they ca6brtew their .ay tb 3ygbn 
StreetH 

G1hatdre .e feeling liIeJ- *ban .as alreawy sbFe.hat ineuriatewH
G‘talianJ- maF .a6ew her hanw in the wirectibn bf AngelinbsP a 

cbn6ertew uaIeryH
1ith the 2bbw bf pbstx.ar R’rbpean FigrantsP Lelub’rneds eating 

hauits haw changewH A sea bf ne.P ineOpensi6e uistrbsP cb9ee shbpsP 
cafesP pi;;a shbpsP ‘talian anw !reeI resta’rants .ere b6ertaIing the 
Karltbn areaH 

A c’teP accentew .aiter eOplainew the Fen’P maFds face rewwening 
as he tbbI in her clea6ageH  

So what!
GThe lasagne al fbrnbH- Accepting she .asndt a st’nning uea’ty8 

maF .as cbFfbrtaule that her nbt ’nattracti6e face .as al.ays wbFx
inatew uy an engaging sFileH She 2’tterew her eyelashesH G‘d6e ne6er 
triew it uefbreH- 
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They ate a 6ariety bf pasta wishes8 all .ashew wb.n .ith their .ineH 
oeeling in a cbsFbpblitan FbbwP they ,nishew .ith tiraFis’ anw capx
p’ccinbsP ubth the rageH

GThereds a party at Cill *acIsbnds in oit;rbyP- saiw LargaretH GR6eryx
bne inJ-

GTry anw Ieep Fe a.ayP- saiw maFP her uallet training e6iwent uy her 
elegantP p’rpbsef’l stanceH

There .as a sawness in the r’nxwb.n terrace hb’ses in oit;rbyds 
Cr’ns.icI Street anw there .ere bnly a wb;en pebple at Cillds bn their 
arri6alH C’t the crb.w sbbn gre. tb b6er ,fty nbisyP intbOicatew g’ys 
anw girlsH 1ith a9brwaule recreatibnal wr’gs still ’ncbFFbnP they gbt 
high bn alcbhbl anw 3m recbrwsH The Ceatles anw Mblling Stbnes playew 
nbnxstbpH SbFe cb’ples sl’nI b9 tb eOplbre their F’t’al attractibn 
.hile the rest wranI tb eOcessP gyratew anw wancew ’ntil eOha’stew8 
their larynOes hbarse frbF talIing b6er the incessant nbiseH 

Kbncealing her waFagew left hanwP maF chattew tb t.b recent 
Lelub’rne Bni6ersity engineering graw’atesH G1edll .brI fbr a year 
tb raise sbFe cashP- saiw bneP Gthen ‘dF b9 tb tra6el anw .brI arb’nw 
A’straliaH Tewds b9 tb the BD uy ship fbr a t.bxyear .brIing hbliwayH-

3i6ing in the Karltbn areaP maF thb’ght herself ubth cbsFbpblitan 
anw aw6ent’rb’sP u’t hearing bf the g’yds plansP she realisew .hat a 
shelterew life shedw lewH Gmerhaps thereds a .iwe .brlw b’t there fbr Fe 
tbbH-

GClbbwy bath” S’re isP- agreew the lawsH Go’n anw aw6ent’re e6eryx
.hereH All fbr the taIingH-

Liwnight caFe anw .entP anw the n’rsesd hbFe .as lbcIewH The 
!rey UgreP the hbFeds s’per6isbrP .b’lw ue l’rIing the cbrriwbrs 
seeIing latecbFers tb wisciplineH 

The partying cbntin’ewH 
qqq
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At 4H7“P the girls sl’nI intb the Fain hbspital fbyer anw heawew 
fbr the uaseFent Fechanical ser6ices areaP .here a cbrriwbr lew tb the 
n’rsesd hbFeH 

3iIe a sF’aw bf sblwiersP they crept wb.n the warI passage.ay as if 
thrb’gh an eneFyxinfestew G’ngleH  As fbr.arw scb’tP maF pbIew her 
heaw arb’nw each cbrnerH Largaret fbllb.ew as vrear enw KharliedH All 
fearf’l bf an Ugrexla’nchew aFu’shH

Their heaws thrbuuewP th’nwerb’s Fachinery Fagnifying the alx
cbhblic pb’nwings in their sI’llsH Step uy stepP they sn’cI fbr.arwH 

‘ntb a trapJ
Ryes scannew fbr anything b’t bf placeH Rars fbr any ’neOpectew 

sb’nwsH
Then sbFething aheawH 
Lb6eFent in a shawb.y cbrnerH
R6erybne frb;eH The enw bf their n’rsing careers 2ashew thrb’gh 

their FinwsH
A ,g’re appearew frbF uehinw a piece bf FachineryH
Ka’ghtJ
GkiP girlsH- ‘t .as a Fands 6biceH Gkaw a gbbw nightJ-
maF sniggerewH
Gkaw an early callxb’t fbr the ubilerH 3’cIy itds Fe that fb’nw yb’P 

nbt that n’rsesd hbFe tyrantH kbpe the hangb6ers .bndt ue tbb uawH-
Rach girl tb’chew the Fands arF as they passewP a silent thanIsH
maF crept ’p the ,re stairsP still fearf’l bf an aFu’shH
She peerew intb the fbyerH 
RFptyH 
She signallew the bthers tb stbp ’ntil she recbnnbiterew the hall.ayH
The cbast .as clearH 



H“

!iggling liIe a u’nch bf ,6exyearxblwsP they ran tb their rbbFsH Une 
slippew bn the shinyP 6inyl 2bbrP u’rsting intb la’ghterH GSh’sh”- they 
criewP their 6bices e6en lb’wer than the la’ghterH

qqq

maFds F’icI shb.er wiw little tb settle the haFFering in her heaw the 
neOt FbrningP the t’rFbil in her stbFachH GA nice greasy ureaIfastJ- 
a fellb. n’rse asIewH

GEbt bn yb’r Eellie” *’st an AlIaxSelt;erH-
The shift .as u’syP Fawe alFbst enwless uy her selfxin2ictew 

.b’nws anw at the enw bf the shiftP she cbllapsew liIe a sbwwen rag wbllH 
C’t wespite her .earinessP her Finw .anwerewP the yb’ng engineerds 
plans s.irling rb’nw anw rb’nwH 

She en6isagew her b.n .brlw bf tra6elH Aw6ent’re ueybnw the sex
wate city bf Lelub’rneH

She cb’lwndt .ait tb ,nish her trainingH
And then where?
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