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Chapter 1 

‘You’re beautiful,’ Evie said and ran her fingers through Michael’s hair, the 

sounds of the beach making their tender moment special. 

Michael smiled back at a woman in love.  

‘Can ya believe we’re having a kid?’ she said, cupping his face. He 

continued to smile while she did all the talking. ‘We’re gunna raise our 

baby in the country, you’ll get work in town...’ Evie smiled and hugged 

him tightly. ‘It’s gunna be great.’ 

She felt coldness in his touch, an emptiness. ‘What’s wrong Mick? Did 

I say...?’ She studied Michael’s silence, his blank eyes. ‘That’s right,’ she 

said as her smile slowly faded, ‘you’re dead… aren’t you?’ 

‘What!’ Evie jumped in her seat, awake and confused. 

‘It’s alright dear.’ 

Evie turned and looked at the woman sitting next to her. 

‘We’ll be landing in less than an hour.’ 

Jesus! She looked up and down the aisle trying to get her bearings. Was 

it just a dream? Her heart raced cold, still thinking it was part of the 

nightmare. ‘Christ...’ she panted. 

‘You were having a lovely dream there for a while.’ 

Evie ignored the curious woman. 

‘You kept saying the name, “Mick”... is he someone special?’ 

‘He’s... he’s no one anymore.’ Evie turned to the window and 

pretended to go back to sleep. A solitary tear found its way to the surface. 

He’s no one anymore. 



Chapter 2 

‘Anything to declare Ma’am?’ asked the clean-cut customs officer with a 

perfect smile. 

Evie stared at the man, his Texan accent almost too difficult for the girl 

from the bush to understand. 

‘Ma’am... anything to declare?’  

If only he knew, I’m on the run and... and now I’m carrying Mick’s kid. 

Her eyes welled up, she shook her tired head. 

The man acknowledged Evie’s nod and stamped her passport. 

‘Welcome to Texas, Ma’am.’ 

Evie took her passport and made her way through the busy terminal. 

The further she went the busier it became. Tall Texan men wearing their 

four gallon hats strode like giants. Immaculately dressed women in glorious 

1970s fashions gracefully walked through the modern airport. 

Crowds shoved left and right. Get a grip girl, Evie thought. You can get 

through this... you gotta. She struggled with her heavy red suitcase. ‘Sorry.’ 

She bumped and pushed through the crowds. Ya made your bed and now 

you’re sleeping in it. She rubbed her hand over her teary eyes and nose. 

‘Sorry Ma’am,’ said a man when he rammed into Evie as she walked 

into the entrance of the arrivals’ lounge. 

Evie made a face and pulled out a small colour photograph of her Aunt 

Jess taken ten years-ago. I’ve just gotta spot her then I can figure out what 

I’ve gotta do. She touched her stomach and swallowed. I’ve got Mick’s and 

my kid to think… She shook her head. How do I get myself in this much 

shit? I just have to spot Aunty Jess and – 

Evie froze. Thousands of people flowed in a current of humanity 

through the arrivals’ lounge. They moved like migrating birds coming and 

going. Everyone seemed to know their place – except for one. Oh shit! Evie 

dropped her suitcase and studied the photo. 



I’ll never find her in this place. A memory of her Pop’s stories filtered 

into her thoughts. ‘My little Jess took off with her Yank husband after the 

war, with all those other sheilas looking for love.’ 

Evie watched in secret from the hallway a week before leaving. Why’s 

Pop got that photo of Mick and me at Surfers? Her grey-blue eyes glazed 

over with tears when she heard Pop whisper, ‘I’ll miss ya Lassie… with all 

my stubborn heart.’ The old farmer cut the photo in half and sealed Evie’s 

half in a letter to his sister. 

* 

Evie became disorientated as people went about their lives in the hectic 

airport. She spotted a small café amongst a line of shops dotted along the 

terminal’s wall. That’ll do. She lifted her suitcase and dodged her way 

through the crowd towards the café. ‘There!’ She heaved her red suitcase 

up onto a chair and plonked it down. 

‘Coffee Ma’am?’ 

‘Huh?’ Evie looked up at a large African-American woman staring 

back with a note pad and pen in hand. 

‘Do ya’ll want a coffee Ma’am?’ 

‘A cuppa would be good.’ 

‘Say what Ma’am?’ 

‘Evelyn?’ 

Evie spun round to find a smiling face looking back at hers. It took 

another second to realise the large woman’s accent was Australian. 

‘Aunty Jess?’ 

‘Hell yeah!’ A brightly dressed Jess held out her arms. ‘Aren’t you just 

a pretty little doll. You look just like your sweet mother.’ Jess engulfed 

Evie in a loving hug. ‘If you don’t mind me saying so, you look like 

something the cat dragged in.’ 

‘Ma’am, do you want that coffee,’ asked the waitress, putting a 

clenched hand on her hip. 

‘No thank you dear,’ Jess answered and put her arm around Evie’s 

shoulder and lead her away. ‘Are you alright darlin’? You look a…’ Jess 

felt Evie convulse.  

‘Jesus! I’m gunna spew.’ 



‘Over here sweetheart.’ Jess weaved through the crowd holding Evie’s 

hand.  

Evie pushed past the beautifully dressed women. ‘Outta my way… I’m 

gunna chuck.’  

The women made faces at the sounds from the cubicle. 

‘Ah shit!’ Evie said before vomiting again, ‘Jesus Christ, enough 

already.’ 

Evie vomited again. 

‘Don’t worry sweetheart, I’ll get you home and settled.’ Jess patted her 

on the back and picked up her suitcase. ‘I’ll get you sorted.’ 

Evie managed a wry smile and nodded. 

Jess drove along the newly constructed interstate highway. She glanced 

at Evie sitting silently, staring out the window at her strange new home. 

Having her here reminds me so much of home... ‘Home?’ Jess whispered. 

She remembered the midnight phone call ten years ago from her brother 

when her husband passed away. ‘I’ve made a life for myself here, Pauli.’  

‘Ya should be home. Where ya belong.’ 

‘This is my home, Paul. This is where I belong now.’ 

Jess shook her head, sending her thoughts of the past away. ‘Tell me 

about your Pah and Mah Meg.’ 

‘What?’ Evie turned around, snapped from her thoughts. 

‘Home, the farm. Is that brother of mine still a cranky old thing?’ 

Evie nodded and let Jess do all the talking. She placed her hand on her 

stomach. 

‘Still not feeling well? You know what makes me sick... it’s that 

horrendous thing.’ Jess looked out the window. 

Evie glanced at the newly built Daytona velodrome. 

‘All that money for that concrete coliseum, just for those NASCAR 

fellas to do their racing day and night. What an ugly thing, the money could 

have helped hospitals and schools, but instead that thing sits here, waste of 

money, I reckon.’ 

Evie smiled at hearing her Aunt say the word ‘reckon’ with a slight 

American twang.  

‘That brought a smile to you now, didn’t it?’ 



Her smile quickly disappeared. Mick, what am I gunna do? She felt her 

stomach and turned her head away from her Aunt’s caring gaze.  I gotta be 

tough like Pop. He’d never cry.  

* 

It’s been a week and she’s been so quiet, Jess thought. She’ll start crying as 

soon as I’m out of the room. Jess shook her head. Maybe she’s still jet-

lagged? 

‘Are you alright dear?’ Jess asked through the bathroom door. She’s 

been vomiting for three days now. ‘Sweetheart.’ Jess tapped on the door 

when Evie vomited again. Maybe she’s not use to my cooking. Maybe… 

Jess’ eyes widened, or she could be… no?   

Jess watched Evie more closely. Evie keeps looking at all my old 

photographs on the side table. I wonder why she likes that one in 

particular. 

Look how happy they were. Evie stared at the black and white wedding 

photo of her Aunt and her soldier husband. Jess’ youthful face beamed with 

love, her husband was handsome and tall, his uniform pressed and filled 

with a proud man’s physique. 

‘He was a catch, wasn’t he?’ 

Evie spun around surprised; she nodded then gazed back at the 

photograph.   

‘Can’t tell can you?’ Jess said with a cheeky grin. 

‘Can’t tell what?’ 

‘That I was three months pregnant.’ 

Evie’s eyes widened. 

‘We couldn’t keep our hands of each other, and at that time life was so 

precious.’ Jess smiled as she thought back. ‘You could be dead in a week’s 

time, and,’ Jess picked up the old framed photograph and gently ran her 

finger across her husband’s face, ‘I loved him so.’ 

Evie stared into her Aunt’s emerald eyes. The old girl isn’t sad… she 

looks happy. 

Evie’s heart thumped. She’s being honest with me, I can trust her… I 

don’t have a choice. 

‘Aunty Jess?’ 



‘Yes dear.’ 

‘I’m,’ Evie swallowed and closed her eyes for one more breath of 

courage, ‘I’m… I’m pregnant.’ 

Evie looked up expecting judgement. 

‘Of course you are my dear.’ Jess engulfed her with a motherly hug. 

Evie hugged her back hard. 

I didn’t want — I wanted to keep… But she’s just like Nan. ‘I’m about 

two months pregnant.’ Evie blurted out. 

‘Tell me everything, love.’ Jess moved a strand of blonde hair from 

Evie’s eyes. ‘I’ll take it to the grave, cross my big old heart and hope to 

die.’ 

Evie told the entire truth about her relationship with Michael. ‘I 

betrayed him Aunty… in the worst of ways.’ She rubbed her forehead. ‘I 

did it to set-up Ratcaj, and to give Nan and Pop back their farm.’  

‘He was so beautiful, Aunty.’ Evie started to cry. ‘I know he died 

because I came into his life. I’m nothin’ but bad news —’ 

‘Nonsense! War is war and your love would have given him happiness 

to his last breath.’ Jess held Evie’s hand. 

‘It was horrible when I found out,’ Evie sobbed, ‘and then... and then 

the doctor tells me I’m pregnant.’  

Jess shook her head and cried with her niece. You poor little angel, she 

thought and stroked Evie’s hair. She felt her loss with every slowing breath. 

Evie drifted off to sleep in Jess’ caring arms. 

   ‘Poor little thing,’ Jess whispered, ‘don’t you worry about a thing.’ 

I’ve got just the mental medicine to get you through this. It’s what got me 

through when my dear Henry went away.  

* 

‘Good morning Sunshine,’ Jess said, flinging open the bedroom door. 

Evie blinked and rubbed her eyes. ‘What time is it?’ 

‘It’s 6.30, up you get lazy bones.’ 

Jess marched back down the hallway wearing a yellow dress and ready 

for the busy day. 

Evie squinted at the mantle clock perched above the fireplace and fell 

back into bed. Shit. 



‘We’ve got a big day ahead of us,’ Jess announced and flipped a 

pancake.  

‘Yeah?’ Evie yawned and stumbled into the kitchen in her pyjamas. 

‘People to help.’ 

‘What?’ Evie yawned again. 

‘You don’t think I sit around on my big arse all day do you? On 

Wednesdays I volunteer at the local hospital, in the kiddies ward.’ 

‘I don’t think I can —’ 

‘Nonsense, there’s little kiddies that need some loving,’ Jess placed a 

stack of pancakes in front of Evie, ‘and I think we’re just the right kind 

medicine.’ 

Evie looked up at her Aunt before looking back at her stack of 

pancakes. 

 

* 

 

‘And then before Snugglepot could return to the tree a large snake slithered 

its way along Snugglepot’s path.’ Jess read from her favourite fairytale 

book to the eager group of young children gathered in the Hospital’s 

sunroom. 

The young faces were filled with imagination, momentarily transported 

away from their illnesses, some minor, others life threatening. Evie sat 

amongst the cross-legged children on the carpeted floor, with seven year-

old Daisy sitting comfortably on her lap. 

Blonde-haired Daisy reached down and held Evie’s hand. ‘I love this 

part Ma’am, it makes me really nervous.’ 

Evie felt the little girl pushing back into her chest. Aunty was right. 

These kids have got it worse off than me. 

Daisy fiddled with the newly placed wedding ring on Evie’s finger. 

‘And then they planned their next adventure, the end.’ Jess finished her 

story to the smiles of the children. 

‘Did you like the story Miss Evie?’ 

‘Yeah, it was okay,’ Evie forced a smile. 

Daisy studied Evie’s face. ‘Then how come you’re sad?’ 



‘Why do you say that?’ Evie gave a truthful smile. 

‘Cause I know sad people, I see them all the time.’ She flicked a piece 

of blonde hair from her eyes. ‘In the cancer ward all the parents try to smile 

when they visit us, but we know they’re really sad on the inside.’ 

Evie nodded and tried to smile. 

‘My friend Tucker always played tricks on me when I was asleep after 

my treatment. He used to draw daisies on my cheek, because of my name. 

He drew them in texta! Boy it was so hard to scrub off, my mum would 

always be really mad.’ The little girl giggled at the happy memory, ‘and 

now...’ the little girl’s smile slowly faded, ‘well now his mum is sad.’ 

Shit… Evie swallowed and hid her eyes. 

‘I can’t play with him anymore but sometimes when I see daisies I 

think of him. Do you think I won’t forget him?’ 

Two tears escaped Evie’s eyes. Bloody hell… these… She looked 

around the room of children. The poor buggers are doin’ it that tough and 

I’m… I’m — ‘I don’t think… you’ll ever forget him.’ Evie managed. 

Daisy smiled. ‘So why are you sad then... do you have the cancer too?’ 

Evie hugged Daisy and tickled her on the ribs. 

‘No. I’m okay but my husband,’ Evie blinked at naming Michael as her 

husband, ‘my husband died in a war and now... and now I’m having his 

baby.’ 

‘A baby?’ Daisy smirked behind her hand. ‘My friend Sarah told me 

how babies are made.’ She touched Evie on the stomach. ‘Now listen 

baby.’ Daisy rubbed Evie’s stomach. ‘You look after your mummy because 

I like her.’ 

Evie smiled through her tears. I’m not the only one up shit creek. At 

least my kid will be healthy. I’ve got a choice, I’ve gotta be strong. It’s a 

shit deal but I’ll be a good mum, a mum that Mick would’ve been proud of.  

Evie smiled and gave Daisy a warm hug. 

‘Miss Evie…’ 

‘Yeah?’ 

‘You’ve got the strangest of accents I ever did hear.’  

* 



‘Careful love, it’s heavy,’ Jess said and passed a large glass salad bowl 

across the dinner table. ‘Do you want any bread with your dinner?’ Jess 

watched Evie set the table in a daze. ‘Evie?’ 

‘Huh?’ 

‘You’re miles away. Is everything alright?’ 

‘I was just thinking about a letter I was writing to Nan. I’ll just be a 

minute.’ Evie disappeared into her room and started writing the letter she 

had wanted to write. 

 

Dear Nan, 

I learnt some terrible news, Mick died. I found out when I 

went to Sydney. 

I know it was dangerous but I had to do it. I had to know 

and now I’ve lost him for good.  

 

Evie wiped her tears with her finger tips. I can’t tell ‘em about being 

pregnant. 

 

I’ll hold up here for a year like we said, and then everything 

should blow over. I’ll write again soon. 

Love Evie. 

 

 ‘Hey Aunty,’ Evie said and walked back into the kitchen. ‘Do you 

know of anyone hiring?’ 

‘Hiring what dear?’ Jess said and drained a large saucepan of pasta. 

‘You know... for a job. I can’t keep bludging off ya.’ 

Jess smiled. She’s thinking outside her problem. ‘I don’t need your 

money sweetheart. My dear Henry made sure of that.’ She placed the large 

bowl of spaghetti on the table. ‘What can you do?’ 

Evie pulled a thinking face. ‘I’m good with cars and farming.’ 

Jess momentarily imagined a pregnant Evie in overalls or riding horses. 

‘Anything... less physical?’ 

‘Yeah, I see what you mean.’  Hang on. I did that takeaway thing when 

I met… ‘I’ve worked as a waitress... well sort of.’ 



‘That’s good. That Frenchman who runs a restaurant, Frankie’s diner is 

always looking for staff,’ Jess scooped a serving of spaghetti onto Evie’s 

plate, ‘I’ll take you over tomorrow.’ 

Evie glanced at her aunt. Jess is such a top old bird. She’s nothin’ like 

Pop.  



Chapter 3 

Traffic Headquarters Sydney, NSW, Australia 

‘Sir. There’s a Detective Harrison waiting in your office,’ said the 

constable, opening the door for newly appointed Senior Detective Pearson 

of Traffic Squad. 

‘What?’ Pearson snapped. 

‘He just marched right in.’ 

‘How long’s he been in there?’ 

‘Ten minutes.’ 

Shit, Pearson thought. I’ve heard of that Vice detective before. 

‘Good morning Detective Pearson,’ Angel said, standing up and 

extending his hand. ‘I’m Mark Harrison, from Vice.’ 

‘What can I do for you Detective?’ Pearson said and felt a respectful 

handshake. 

‘Please… call me Mark,’ Angel sat back down. ‘We’re investigating a 

link between stolen vehicles and the transportation of narcotics.’ 

Pearson nodded and pretended to listen. He glanced sideways at his 

filing cabinet. What the? Pearson’s blood boiled. This prick’s tampered 

with my filing cabinet. I can tell he’s opened one of my drawers. Pearson 

listened to Angel’s fabricated investigation. He’s making all this up just to 

look at my files. 

‘I hope we might be able to work together in the future,’ Angel said and 

stood up before shaking Pearson’s hand. Angel winced when the detective 

squeezed hard.  

‘Yes detective, I hope so too.’ Pearson smiled. ‘You never know how 

we can help each other out.’ 

Angel returned the smile, There right about this bloke. He’s as straight 

as the Pope. 



Pearson watched Angel leave the room then immediately went straight 

for his filing cabinet. What was he after? He opened the draw labelled ‘R-

S’ and scanned the tops of the manila folders. He ran his fingers across the 

neatly stacked edges realising one was out of place. ‘Ratcaj!... You 

bastard.’ Pearson looked up.  Why would a detective from Vice care about a 

convicted car thief?  A shiver ran down his spine at not knowing why. 

* 

Angel strode across the road from the Traffic Squad headquarters armed 

with a memory full of information. He looked over his shoulder and 

disappeared around a corner. He pulled out his notebook and began 

scanning his shorthand notes. Shit this is good stuff. He smiled and 

continued adding names, dates and addresses. Silver Charger rego RFT349, 

Michael Halias from Bankstown. Angel nodded, realising he had a further 

lead. Gotcha now, bitch. 

After five minutes of detailed rewriting Angel went over everything 

twice: names, places, every little detail that would lead him to his prize. 

‘Jeez I’m good.’ He smiled and looked around before jumping in his car. 

This is gunna set me up for years. 



Chapter 4 

What a shithole, Angel thought as he drove through the quiet country town 

of Cessnock in NSW. If it wasn’t for the money, I wouldn’t be caught dead 

in this place. No wonder the bitch left. 

Fucken dirt roads. Angel’s car bumped and clunked along the twenty 

kilometre pot-holed road to Evie’s home. 

Meg watched silently when the late model car pulled right up to the 

door. Oh my… he’s a policeman… I’m sure of it. 

Angel knocked on the door aware he was being watched. Come on you 

morons, open the door — 

‘Good morning Mrs Rose, I’m Detective Harrison from Sydney. It’s 

alright, I understand you can’t speak so please feel free to take your time to 

write down your answers.’ Angel smiled sincerely. 

I can’t not let him in, he already looks suspicious. Meg opened the door 

to the grinning detective. She looked at his badge and brown suit, right 

down to his polished shoes. She gestured to Angel to follow her inside. 

‘Lovely Home Mrs Rose.’ Angel followed Meg inside and scanned the 

room ....what a fuckin’ dump. 

Meg pointed to the kitchen table and began writing. Angel watched the 

perfect penmanship of a life without a voice. Wait here and I’ll get Mr 

Rose, he read. ‘Not a problem Mrs Rose, you go get your husband and I’ll 

sit —’ Angel stopped when Meg left the room. That was fuckin’ rude. He 

watched the old lady shuffle to the veranda. He immediately began 

searching the room. 

Come on, come on. He pulled out drawers and looked behind 

photographs, all the time keeping a watchful eye-out for the older lady. 

What the fuck — He barely began his search when a loud air-raid siren 

wailed from the veranda. 

Meg walked back in the kitchen noticing Angel quickly returning to his 

seat.  

‘Wouldn’t mind a cuppa...’ Angel smiled and pulled at his collar, ‘The 

dust is clogging up the old throat.’ 



Meg nodded and narrowed her stare. I know what you were up to young 

man. She picked up the kettle and clanged it down on the stove. 

Pop took off his dusty gloves and slapped them against his trousers. 

The old farmer marched up his back steps. This better be important — 

‘Who are you?’ Pop demanded as Angel sipped a cup of tea. 

‘Good morning, Paul, I’m —’ 

‘What’s good about it? And the name’s Mr Rose to you.’ 

Angel laughed pretending not to be annoyed. ‘Mr Rose. I’m Detective 

Harrison from Sydney. I’m just here to help.’ 

‘Help who? I don’t need any help.’ 

‘I have some information regarding your granddaughter, Evelyn.’ 

Angel looked for a reaction in the couples’ faces. 

Pop studied the man with perfect teeth. He looks like a cop, drives a 

cop’s car... he even sounds like one. ‘I haven’t seen her in months. She just 

took off in the dead of night and we haven’t heard boo.’ 

Angel hesitated. This old prick’s good. ‘It’s odd Mr Rose. The reports 

I’ve read indicate your granddaughter was a respectable young woman, 

desperate to protect her fiancé. Other witness’s statements I’ve read reveal 

she was in the company of some questionable characters on the Gold 

Coast.’ Angel checked his note book before continuing. ‘And there’s a 

question regarding a relationship between a... Michael Halias and Evelyn.’ 

Angel looked up to study the farmer’s reaction. 

Bastard, Pop thought. The young fella’s dead and you’re trying to use it 

against us.  He gritted his teeth. Now ya showin’ ya colours. You’re as 

crooked as my back. The only way ya would’ve known about the Gold 

Coast is if Ratcaj’s goons had told ya. 

‘Young people these days,’ Pop answered. ‘In my day you’d go to 

church on a Sunday not protesting in the streets like hooligans.’ 

Angel studied Paul’s face. I can’t figure this old prick out. This should 

do the trick. ‘While I’m here, why don’t I have a look around for something 

that might… you know, give me clue where she’s run off to. Just by 

looking at some old letters might point me in the right direction.’ 



‘Better still,’ Pop walked between the detective and the side drawer. 

‘Why don’t you give me your phone number and I’ll call your headquarters 

if I hear anything... or what’s his name... Detective Pearson.’ 

Angel studied Paul’s face. I don’t need to search for clues… the old 

bugger’s just given me one. 

‘That’s a good idea.’ Angel smiled on the inside. ‘Thanks for the cuppa 

Mrs Rose. Please give me a call if you hear anything.’ Angel placed his 

hand written phone number on the sideboard. I wonder what’s inside these 

drawers?  ‘I’m heading up north to see a...’ He hesitated and looked into 

his notebook, ‘A sergeant Mason who compiled a stolen vehicle report 

regarding the description of a young woman that strikes a remarkable 

resemblance to your granddaughter.’ Angel studied Pop’s face, but there 

was nothing, not even a blink. 

Pop felt the need for his shotgun. Fucken copper. This up-start’s as 

cunning as a shit-house rat. 

‘Well I better be off,’ Angel said and stood up. 

Pop watched the detective’s wandering eyes. 

‘I’ll see you out.’ Pop led Angel towards the door. If I was twenty years 

younger I’d put you on ya arse.  

The old farmer watched as Angel strode towards his car. Bloody hell, he 

thought and returned inside the house. 

‘Did ya hear that woman?’ he asked already seeing the answer in her 

eyes. ‘He’s as crooked as they come — fucken up-start. See I told ya to 

destroy the letters...’ Pop paced around the small kitchen.  

Meg began scribbling a message. She held it up for him to read. 

Evie can’t come back yet. It’s still too dangerous. I’ve seen that other 

man in town, the thin one from before, and don’t forget that car that was 

parked in front of the Henderson’s place.  

Damn woman’s spot on. The postmaster told me someone was trying to 

get into me post box. He shared a worried stare with Meg. ‘We’re gunna 

have to be extra careful.’ 

Meg looked into her husband’s worried eyes, she moved forward and 

hugged him tightly. You’re a good man Paul Rose, even if I can’t say it. 



‘Enough of that old girl. I know what’s going on in that head of yours.’ 

Pop kissed his wife on the forehead and returned to his fields. I’ll die before 

I let any harm come to my family. He looked around then dragged his 

sleeve over his teary eyes and returned to the fields. 

* 

Fuck I hate the country. Can’t see shit on these roads. Angel stared down 

the pitch-black road. ‘Thank fuck!’ He smiled at the approaching truck 

stop. Good, a twenty-four-hour restaurant. ‘This’ll do.’  

A service station worker looked at Angel as he walked towards the 

petrol bowsers. 

‘Fill it up,’ Angel ordered and looked around the town. What’s this 

bloke looking at?  ‘Anywhere decent to spend the night?’ 

‘The pubs alright —’ 

‘Anywhere else?’ Angel rubbed his crotch. 

‘The motel down the road isn’t bad.’ 

‘Probably shit as well.’ He yawned and looked around the petrol 

station. ‘What a dump.’  

The attendant listened to Angel mumble his disapproval. 

‘How much with the discount?’ Angel flashed his police badge. 

‘Arr… $14.00?’ 

‘How much?’ 

‘Umm… $10.00?’ 

‘That’s more like it.’ Angel shoved a $10 note into the man’s overall 

pocket. 

‘See ya later —’ 

‘Yeah, yeah.’ Angel ignored the man and jumped into his car and speed 

off down the road.  Shit I need a hit. He pulled into the motel and looked 

up. I was wrong… this place is worse than a shithole. 

* 

‘I’m telling ya Bill,’ the attendant said into the phone. ‘This fella’s 

spending the night... yeah, he asked where the motel was.’ 

The man smiled when the country sergeant thanked him for the 

information. Bill Mason liked to be kept informed. He didn’t like surprises, 

especially if a ‘suit’ was in his town. 



* 

Angel walked across the wide street sensing every eye in town. This was 

supposed to be on the sly, I fucked that one up. 

Two locals watched the detective step onto the footpath. Angel 

appeared as calm as the morning breeze, but it was a lie. Shit… where did I 

put my coke. He scratched his arm. Let’s see what this dickhead sergeant 

knows and get outta this fuckin’ dump. 

He marched into the police station and straight up to the constable 

behind the counter. ‘Where’s Sergeant Mason?’ Angel demanded and 

flashed his badge. 

The probationary constable balked at the sudden request. 

‘Are ya deaf as well as ugly? Where’s Mason?’ 

‘Won’t be a minute Sir... I’ll... I’ll go and get him.’ 

Angel watched the tall, fresh-faced man disappear around the corner. 

* 

‘Bill?’ the constable said, poking his head into the sergeant’s small office. 

‘There’s a ‘D’ here to see you.’ 

Bill Mason looked up from his small desk. Despite sitting down his 

powerful build looked threatening, ‘Aren’t you forgetting something?’ 

Shit! I forgot to knock, that’ll go on my probation report. ‘What do I 

do?’ 

‘Jesus Keith!’ Bill said and threw his pen on the desk. ‘What do you 

do? What the fuck are you talking about?’ Bill pointed to a number of 

framed quotes on the wall. ‘What’s the top one say?’ 

Keith focused on the first one. ‘Make sure mind is in gear before mouth 

is engaged.’ 

‘Right. So what are you trying to explain?’ 

‘The detective is waiting for you to come out and see him.’ 

‘Is he now?’ Bill answered sarcastically, ‘What’s this suit’s name?’ 

Keith’s blank stare answered the question. 

‘For fuck-sake Keith, you are literally fucken hopeless.’ 

‘I’ll go an ask... and then I’ll...’ 

‘Just bring him in... Jesus Christ you’re hopeless.’ Bill shook his head 

and shuffled some papers on his desk. 



Keith returned to the front counter to find the detective helping himself 

to the sergeant’s biscuits. Shit! Bill‘ll have a fit. 

‘Bill... I mean the sergeant will see you now.’ Keith suddenly 

remembered something, ‘Sir, I didn’t get your name.’ 

‘That’s because I didn’t give it to you, dickhead,’ Angel snapped. 

Keith swallowed. 

‘What?...’ Angel smirked, ‘Ya gunna have a cry? Fuck me you country 

boys must be soft.’ 

Keith looked down. This isn’t how I expected my first week on the job 

to end. 

Bill looked up as a figure entered the room. He didn’t knock... strike 

one. The sergeant’s eyes narrowed when he noticed the detective finish one 

of his biscuits. Strike two.  In less than five seconds Bill had summed-up 

the detective with the bright white smile. 

‘G’day. I’m detective Mark Harrison, from Vice Squad.’ Angel 

extended his hand as the sergeant rose. Fuck me dead. Look at the size of 

this cunt. I won’t be able to lean on this mountain. 

‘Harrison? Any relation to Ted Harrison?’ 

Angel nodded. ‘Inspector Harrison’s my father.’ He studied Bill’s face. 

‘How’s Ted? I haven’t had a beer with him in years.’ 

Angel smiled. — Fuck me! I’ve just remembered where my coke is. 

‘He’s good. Doing very well’ — I haven’t spoken to the prick in years — 

‘He’s actually retiring next year.’ 

‘Jesus! Doesn’t time fly?’ Bill smiled. ‘So how can I help you?’ 

Angel relaxed. ‘The reason I’m here is that I’m currently investigating 

the relationship between a suspected car thief and narcotics.’ 

Bill listened to the detective outline his case. I must’ve got him wrong. 

‘Three months ago you filed a stolen vehicle report on a 1971 silver 

Valiant Charger.’ 

Bill nodded, I remember those two poor bastards. No insurance and a 

Greek kid with a broken heart. ‘I remember it.’ Bill paused also 

remembering his fear for the young man about to go to war. 

‘I wonder if you recognise this girl.’ Angel pulled a small photograph 

from his top pocket. The photo showed Evie with her old boyfriend, Lance.  



The sergeant gripped the small photo and grinned. ‘That’s her. I’d 

know that good sort anywhere. She took off after a night of rootin’ —’ 

‘With a...’ Angel checked his notes, ‘with a Michael Halias you mean?’ 

‘That’s him.’ Bill smiled remembering the young man in his prime. 

‘He’s over in Vietnam by now. Good looking young bloke,’ Bill continued 

to smile, ‘makes ya proud to know a young bloke’s doin’ his part for his 

country.’ 

‘Not anymore he isn’t.’ Angel had visited an unconscious Michael in 

hospital a week ago and was told by the doctor, He’s a strong one, he’ll 

make it. ‘I’m afraid that’s a dead lead... get it?’ 

‘What?’ Bill looked confused. 

Angel studied the sergeant’s face, looking for a chink in the big man’s 

armour to exploit.  ‘The kid didn’t make it. Got himself shot to pieces. 

They got him back home just to die on the operating table with his mum 

and dad by his side.’ Angel stared at Bill’s shocked face. 

Fuck it. Bill thought. The poor lad was only twenty.  He felt his chest 

tighten at the terrible news. A deep kindred sadness washed over his broad 

shoulders. The poor... the young bloke was just... He turned and ran his 

hand over his nose to disguise his emotions. 

Fuck me! Angel thought. Ya nothen but a soft cock. Makin’ out you’re 

made of stone. Some little wog gets shot and you give a shit.  Angel fought 

the temptation not to smile. ‘Terrible set of circumstances,’ he said, digging 

the knife deeper into the sergeant’s heart. ‘The only son of a lovely Greek 

family,’ Angel shook his head pretending to care. ‘Met the mother, truly, 

truly devastated the poor woman.’ 

‘Yeah, righto!’ Bill said, clearing his throat and turned back around. ‘I 

suppose that’s what happens in war, the good ones go first,’ he said, 

pushing the sadness away. 

Angel smiled at his cold-hearted victory. Who’s tougher now ya big 

sook.  

‘So what’s this girl got to do with narcotics?’ Bill asked, pretending to 

care. He shook his head clear when an image of Michael appeared, the big 

man cleared his throat again. 



‘We’re desperate to find her. We think her life is in danger from the 

criminals that she’s involved with.’ 

‘Is that bloke one of  'em?’ 

‘Yeah, he is.’ Angel nodded, making the story up as he went along. 

‘That’s why I’m here. Dad said… I mean Inspector Harrison.’ Bill smiled 

at the apparent affection. ‘He said I could trust you with confidence.’ 

‘You can Mark, but there isn’t much I can add.’ 

‘You’ve already helped with the investigation by identifying Miss Rose 

as the car thief, it’ll give me plenty to go on.’ 

‘Well if anything happens in my town I know about it.’ 

‘Just like you knew I was coming?’ 

 ‘Exactly,’ Bill said and smiled. 

Angel smiled back pretending the sergeant’s grip didn’t hurt. Hope my 

bloody fingers work again. 

‘I hope to hear from you Bill.’ 

‘I’ll be in touch if I hear anything.’ 

Angel left the room satisfied he had laid the foundation for the sergeant 

to feed him information. He strode across the road and immediately felt for 

his stash of cocaine under the driver’s seat. Angel looked left and right then 

placed a small amount of the drug on his little fingernail. Snifff! He leant 

back in his seat. ‘Oh yeah!’ 

 


