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Miles Jordon stood at the front windows of the home he’d 
lived in for seventeen years and stared out into the street. 
He was waiting for his ex-wife Rebecca to reclaim the 

place. It was, after all, hers. Rebecca had bought the house all those 
years ago, paid the mortgage, left it when she left Miles. But she’d 
never stopped owning it. Now, on this moody Friday evening, the 
last day of winter, she was taking it back. 

Miles turned and walked slowly through the house. ' e bare 
bookcases in the study hit him the hardest. Of all the memories 
he’d tried to suppress, only the bookcases kept coming back. It 
hurt. ' ere’d been books everywhere. All gone now, thought Miles. 
Lost. Lent. Given away. Gone. 

He returned to the lounge room, looked at the box in the corner, 
glanced at his watch. Why not? he thought. She’s ten minutes away 
at least. He lifted the lid o.  the box, put the book aside, and took 
out the manilla envelope, studied the photos using the streetlights 
cast through the windows. Rebecca on the couch. Rebecca in a 
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chair. Rebecca with her legs spread. 
Miles remembered when they were taken, why. He remembered 

everything.
A door slammed in the street. Miles jumped. He selected a 

photo, folded it in half, slipped it into his pocket. ' e doorbell 
rang. Before he’d even let her in, in the dark hallway, through the 
doorway, he caught the oh-so-familiar tang of Rebecca’s perfume. 
Perfume Miles could no longer name. 

She was dressed in a business suit, looking more like a real estate 
agent than a publisher. ' en again, thought Miles, there’s not much 
di. erence between the two. ' ey both deal in dreams. 

‘Hi,’ he said.
Rebecca said nothing.
‘Come in.’
She followed him along the hallway and into the lounge room, 

/ icked the light switch up and down, up and down. ‘No power?’
‘No.’
‘Why am I not surprised?’ 
She stared at Miles, then away. Time’s been kind to her, he 

thought. But she works hard at it. ' e home gym, the personal-
trainer, the yoga, the creams. 

‘See you got rid of everything.’
‘Had a garage sale. ' e rest went into one of those big bins. 

' ere wasn’t much, as you know.’
‘It’s ironic,’ said Rebecca. ‘What’s happened here.’
‘Ironic? Or pathetic?’
‘A little of both. But writers like irony.’
‘Apparently.’
‘And pathos.’
‘I wouldn’t know.’
Rebecca gave him that look. ' at look that said she still believed 
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in him. Somewhere, deep down inside herself, despite seventeen 
years and no second novel, nothing really, not even a poem. Despite 
all this she still believed in him. She was probably, barring a few die-
hard readers, the last person alive who still did. 

‘Have you—’ Rebecca hesitated. She didn’t really want to ask, 
but she felt obliged to. ‘Have you got any new ideas?’

‘' ere’s a few things bubbling away,’ he lied.
' ere was nothing new. Just the same tired old bunch of stories 

he had held onto for years, hoping they might one day metamor-
phose into something worthwhile. 

Rebecca kneeled by the cardboard box. She took out the novel, 
and / ipped it open. She read the inscription – she didn’t need to, 
she knew it by heart – closed the book, put it down and picked up 
the envelope. 

‘' ese them?’
‘Yes.’
‘All of them?’
Miles nodded. 
‘Wouldn’t want them to turn up on the internet.’
‘' ey won’t.’
‘Have you looked at them? Lately?’
‘No.’
Rebecca searched his face.
‘Before,’ said Miles. ‘While I was waiting.’
‘I’d forgotten all about them,’ she said, and got to her feet. ‘I 

don’t want the rest of the stu. .’
‘What am I going to do with it?’ 
‘He was your son, too.’
Miles threw her the keys. He just wanted her gone, now. He fol-

lowed her down the hallway. She stopped at the front door, turned 
and faced him. 
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‘Any idea where you’re going?’ 
‘Queensland,’ he said. Queensland seemed as good a place as 

any. It was a destination at least.
‘What’s there?’ asked Rebecca, slightly intrigued.
‘Guess I’ll ! nd out when I get there.’
‘Why don’t you get a place somewhere? Northcote, or…Preston.’
‘I told you. I’m leaving.’
Rebecca stared out into the street. She liked Elwood. Maybe she 

wouldn’t sell, after all. Maybe she’d rent out the place for a while, 
think about it. Maybe she’d even move back. ‘Should’ve bought 
something. When you had the money.’

‘So many should’ves.’
His tone reminded her of the Miles who would never take 

advice, never listen, and she was glad now that she was moving him 
on. Should have done it years ago, she thought. For his own sake. 

‘Where’s Roley?’ she asked, suddenly realising she hadn’t seen 
the blue heeler.

‘Guarding the car.’
Rebecca’s eyes strayed to the panel van across the street, and for 

a moment she wished she was the one packing up and driving away, 
starting a new life somewhere. ‘Give him a pat for me.’

‘I will.’
‘Have you ! nished here?’
‘Almost.’
‘You’ll pull the door shut?’
‘Of course.’
‘Well…good luck, then.’ She got to the gate before she came 

back. ‘How much money do you have?’ 
‘A couple of hundred.’
‘Jesus, Miles.’ Rebecca couldn’t keep the despair from her voice. 

Why she still felt responsible for him she just didn’t know. She’d 
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talk to her psych about it next time she saw him. She tucked the 
envelope under her arm, opened her bag.

‘I don’t want anything,’ said Miles ! ercely.
‘Miles, you can’t—’
‘I don’t want anything from you. Nothing. Nothing at all.’
‘Oh, Miles…’

Roley was asleep on the front seat. He got up sti0  y when he heard 
Miles unlock the passenger door, looked at him expectantly. Miles 
pushed the dog aside, put his cardboard box in the footwell, went 
around and got in behind the wheel. He clipped on his seatbelt, 
scratched the blue heeler’s ears. 

‘Mum sends her regards.’
Roley licked his hand and settled in beside him. Fourteen years 

old now, they’d got him after Joshua died, and for a while he’d 
helped plug the awful hole in their lives. But as time went on, Roley 
had become his dog. He’d watched everything, the old hound, 
watched the decay set in, the gradual decline, watched everything 
with his yellow eyes.

‘What’cha reckon, old timer. Up for an adventure?’ 
Miles started the ’84 Ford panel van he’d bought the week 

before, took one last look at the house and drove slowly down the 
street. When he got to the corner he glanced at the little cafe where 
he’d drunk a latte every morning. Maybe if I hadn’t done that, he 
thought to himself, hadn’t got distracted with co. ee and headlines, 
I might have written something. 

Maybe.

1
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' e detective senior sergeant straightened up, careful not to touch 
anything, and looked up and down the street. Saturday morning 
in the suburbs. People just waking up. Some still slept. Others 
stumbled out to fetch newspapers, make co. ee, return to bed. Still 
others were setting o.  to work, or ! shing perhaps, or, like Hanson 
if he hadn’t been called out, to a special event like the Garden Expo 
that was opening in a few hours time. 

She sat slumped forward in the Mazda 323, her forehead resting 
on the steering wheel, her lifeless eyes staring at the / oor. ' ere was 
blood on her hands, her legs, on the carpet beneath her feet. Her 
skin was a ghastly waxy-white. Hanson noticed she was wearing a 
wedding ring. He also noticed the keys were in the ignition, the 
ignition switched on, the gear lever in drive. On the seat on the 
passenger side was a bloodied mobile.

Instinctively, Hanson squatted and looked beneath the car. 
' ere was a small pool of blood directly below the dead woman, 
but nothing like what you’d expect had she been killed where she 
sat. He got to his feet, wiped his hands, and looked at his partner 
of more than three years, Detective Gary Scho! eld. ‘Looks like she 
might have driven here.’

‘Looks like it,’ said Scho! eld. He snapped on a pair of latex 
gloves, leaned in and carefully lifted the woman’s top until he could 
see the ugly red wound, barely two centimetres wide. ‘Stabbed.’

‘Robbery?’ Hanson already knew the answer.
‘Handbag’s there. Wallet’s in it.’
‘Car-jacking?’
Scho! eld shook his head thoughtfully. ‘Doubt it.’ He reached 

in and pulled out the woman’s bag.
‘We really should leave it for the CSEs.’
‘Where are they?’ asked Scho! eld, looking around.
‘It is six am on a Saturday morning.’
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Scho! eld shrugged, and ri/ ed through the woman’s handbag, 
spreading everything out on the bonnet of the Commodore. He 
showed Hanson the driver’s licence. ‘Rosalie Mason. Twenty-eight 
years old.’ 

Another bag was on the back seat. A small vinyl zip-up, inside it 
was some lingerie, lubricant, sex-toys, and hundreds, indeed thou-
sands of dollars. ‘Well, well. We’ve got a working girl. Wouldn’t 
have picked that.’

Hanson said nothing. After thirteen years in Homicide he was 
past being surprised by people’s lives. ‘What about the fact there’s 
no tear through her top but there is through her bra?’ 

‘Well, somehow she’s been stabbed with her top o. . Or it was 
pulled up…Or maybe she put her top on after she was stabbed,’ 
said Scho! eld. 

‘You don’t get any better, do you?’ Hanson stared down the 
street. ' e local police had cordoned o.  the car and the area around 
it, and already a few people had gathered at the tape, watching with 
interest. He looked back at the dead woman. ‘Haven’t we got any-
thing we can cover her up with?’

‘Not a thing.’
Hanson went to unbutton his overcoat, thought better of it. 

Pure wool, it had cost over ! ve hundred dollars. He lived a modest, 
single life, but he had three indulgences: food, wine and clothes. 
Scho! eld, on the other hand…

‘Give us your coat.’
‘What?’
‘You heard me.’
‘It’s cold.’
‘Run on the spot, then.’
Scho! eld made a face, and peeled o.  his coat and draped it 

over the driver’s window. It slid o.  and fell to the ground. Hanson 
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picked it up, wiped it and held it in place while Scho! eld got a 
torch from the Commodore as a weight to stop the coat from slip-
ping. ' e junior detective shivered. It was the ! rst day of spring, 
but the morning was overcast and there was a cool wind blowing in 
o.  the bay, only a kilometre away. 

‘Fuck, it’s cold.’
‘I’m toasty as,’ said Hanson, grinning.
He left Scho! eld placing small numbered markers beside any-

thing that looked interesting and walked along the street as far 
as the cordoned-o.  line. ' e early-morning jogger who’d found 
the victim was sitting in a police car, a blanket over his shoulders, 
talking to a cop who was taking notes. 

Hanson kneeled and examined the road surface, conscious of 
the onlookers. He spotted a small pool of blood, walked to the 
Commodore, got a numbered marker and placed it beside the stain 
in the road. Scho! eld joined him.

‘Let’s go through it,’ said Hanson.
‘She’s stopped here, for whatever reason.’
‘To make a call.’
‘Passed out, taken her foot o.  the brake, rolled forward, 

mounted the kerb.’
‘Driven along the verge.’
‘And come to a halt.’
‘' at’d explain the pools of blood. One smaller than the other.’
Scho! eld got his overcoat back when the crime scene examiner 

arrived. Someone from the State Coroner’s o-  ce turned up not 
long after, followed by a journalist and photographer from ! e Age, 
and a crew from Channel Ten. When Cleveland and Jansen, two 
members of Hanson’s team, arrived, they started doorknocking, 
working their way down both sides of the street. No one had heard 
or seen anything. ' at didn’t surprise Hanson. Seaholme was a 
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quiet suburb, the residents mainly retired or young couples with 
children. 

By 9am they were starting to fade.
‘I’d kill for a co. ee,’ said Scho! eld. He’d had a late night and 

was starting to feel it. 
Hanson glanced at his watch. ' e two of them left Cleveland 

and Jansen cleaning up and drove back towards the city, looking for 
a cafe. ' ey found one in Yarraville, next to the Sun Cinema; a little 
trendy for Scho! eld’s taste but Hanson liked the look of it and the 
co. ee was generally good in places like that. 

‘What are you getting?’ asked Scho! eld.
‘Omelette. You?’
‘Toasted cheese and tomato sandwich. Tea?’
‘Co. ee.’
Scho! eld ordered for them. Generally Hanson wasn’t a co. ee 

drinker. Two cups a day max. Any more than that and he couldn’t 
sleep. Not after Jan. But this morning he needed it. Scho! eld was 
the same. He’d had eight beers the night before and no breakfast.

‘How’s Jenny?’ 
Scho! eld made a face. 
‘Have much planned for today?’ Hanson knew the answer, but 

he asked anyway.
‘Jenny was going shopping. I was going to the game.’
‘Which one?’
‘Richmond–St Kilda, of course.’
‘Battle of the wooden-spooners?’
‘Very funny. What about you? What did you have planned?’
‘I was going to go to a garden show. An Expo, to be exact.’
‘You’ve got to get a life, Geo" rey.’
‘I’ve got a life, Gary.’
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‘' at’s not a life.’
‘What’s a life then?’
‘A life?’ Scho! eld leaned back in his chair and thought about it. 

‘A life is…not having to answer to anyone. Working for yourself, or 
at least with lots of autonomy. Money in your pocket…’

‘I’ve got that. I’ve got all that. ' at’s my life.’
Scho! eld sighed. ‘You’re right. It is.’
' eir co. ees arrived. Scho! eld added sugar, stirred it in. ' e 

waitress brought his sandwich. Hanson reached over and took a 
quarter. His omelette arrived. Scho! eld ate quickly, ordered another 
co. ee, a serve of apple pie, then sat back and looked at Hanson. 

‘So? What do you think? Domestic?’
‘Perhaps.’
‘What else could it be?’
‘An accident?’
‘Domestic, for sure.’
‘' is is before you’ve even met the husband?’
‘Want to bet?’
‘Have some respect for the departed, Gary.’
Scho! eld grinned. ' e waitress brought his co. ee. Hanson 

ordered an orange juice. 
‘How are the girls?’
‘Cindy’s o.  to Spain for the weekend,’ said Hanson quickly. 

' at’d been two weeks ago, but he couldn’t bear to admit that he 
hadn’t heard from his youngest daughter in almost a month.

‘Oh la-de-da. Rachel?’
‘Still in Broome. Apparently she’ll be there until the season’s 

over, whenever that is.’ 
Hanson ! nished his omelette thinking about his daughters. He 

missed them like mad, wished they still lived at home, but they were 
grown women now, with partners and their own dreams. Hanson 
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had to let them go, he knew that, but what he really wanted was to 
hold them close, keep them safe, shield them from the wicked ways 
of the world he knew so well. But he hadn’t been able to shield Jan, 
he thought bitterly, so why would it be any di. erent with Cindy 
and Rachel?

Scho! eld dragged him back from his thoughts. ‘Not bad,’ he 
said, tucking into his pie. ‘We’ll have to remember this place.’

1

Miles was in Port Albert. He’d slept some of the night in a truck stop 
just out of Bass. Early morning he drove into Inverloch and sat by 
the fast-running river watching people ! sh before taking a back road 
through Venus Bay to Nooramunga Marine Park. Overwhelmed by 
the sea air, he’d parked in a cutting overlooking the ocean, slept again, 
woke refreshed, grabbed his map of East Gippsland and walked down 
onto the beach. While Roley chased seabirds Miles sat crosslegged on 
the sand eating a baked bean sandwich and studying the map. He 
saw that Ninety Mile Beach began a little further north, continuing 
past Seaspray and Lakes Entrance before petering out south of Marlo. 
From there a walking trail hugged the coast all the way to Mallacoota. 

Roley dropped a stick at his feet. Miles picked it up and threw it. 
Roley brought it back. Miles threw it again. Ninety Mile Beach…
wonder what it’d be like to walk it, he thought. Walk all the way to 
Marlo. Or Mallacoota for that matter.

‘What do you think, old son? Want to walk to Mallacoota?’ 
Roley looked at him. 
Miles put his arm around the dog’s neck. ‘Tell me something. 

How’d we stay in Melbourne so long? How’d we stay in that house 
in Elwood for so many years?’ He shook his head. ‘How the fuck 
did that happen?’ 

Wonder book.indd   13Wonder book.indd   13 11/04/11   10:43 AM11/04/11   10:43 AM



14

Roley whined. 
Miles waved his ! nger at him. ‘Never again,’ he said. ‘Never, 

ever again.’

1

Hanson and Scho! eld ! nished their meal and drove to a house in 
Altona where they interviewed Rosalie Mason’s distraught husband. 
It was obvious from his reaction that he had no idea about the items 
Scho! eld had found in her car. Dan Mason also had a rock-solid 
alibi. He worked night shift, and a quick call to his manager con-
! rmed he’d been at work from 10pm until six the next morning. 
' e detectives arranged for Mason to identify his wife, then drove 
to a video store in Footscray where Rosalie Mason worked but 
turned up nothing. By the time they got back to Headquarters in 
St Kilda Road it was late afternoon. An email from the morgue was 
waiting for them.

‘Autopsy’s in the morning,’ said Hanson. 
Scho! eld groaned. ‘Sunday morning…’
‘I’ll do it.’
‘I don’t mind.’
‘You hate autopsies.’
‘So do you.’
Hanson yawned. He wondered how the Expo had gone. 
‘Are we working this thing right through?’ 
‘I’d rather ! nd out what we’re dealing with ! rst. I know it looks 

like murder, but if the autopsy shows otherwise then we’re going to 
look pretty stupid.’

‘See the clothes? ' e toys? ' is is a working girl, for sure.’
‘Still doesn’t mean it’s a homicide.’ Hanson was used to his 

junior partner jumping to conclusions, but he had no intention of 
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assuming anything until he’d collected all the facts. 
‘Husband’s found out and done her in, for sure.’
‘What about his alibi?’ 
‘Paid someone.’
‘Hardly a professional hit,’ said Hanson dismissively. He was 

tired, and he’d had enough of speculations. 
Scho! eld yawned. He was tired, too, and he was hanging out 

for a beer. Or four.
‘Go home, Gary. We’ll start again tomorrow.’
‘I’ll wait.’
‘Why?’ Hanson was planning to write an email to his daughters, 

hoping that tomorrow, or the next day, he might even get one back. 
‘You picked me up. Remember?’

Hanson dropped Scho! eld o.  in Richmond and drove home to 
East Brunswick. He worked in the garden until dark, showered and 
put on his pyjamas, poured a glass of wine and plonked himself in 
front of the telly. He dreaded these hours. Jan had been dead ! ve 
years, but he still couldn’t get used to spending the evenings alone, 
and without Rachel and Cindy there were some nights when he 
wondered just where his life was leading. 

After Jan’s death Hanson had slowly retreated into an isolated 
existence and most of his friends had drifted away. Once, at his 
daughters’ insistence, he joined a ballroom dancing class, chal-
lenging himself to do something new, but the women there out-
numbered the men three to one and he was uncomfortable at the 
embarrassing rush to grab him as a partner. One night a woman 
! fteen years his senior secreted a piece of paper with her phone 
number on it into his coat pocket. He found it when he got home, 
and that was the end of it. 

Hanson sighed. He took a sip of wine, got up and went into 
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the kitchen and made himself a Jarlsberg and ham sandwich, then 
sat back in the armchair and began the nightly search to ! nd some-
thing on the box to take his mind o.  his lot. 

In Richmond, Scho! eld was doing some channel-sur! ng of his 
own. He sat in the lounge room of his terrace house waiting for his 
partner Jenny to come home. Hopefully, having missed Saturday 
together, she’d be up for a drink, dinner, sex. Scho! eld sure could 
use some sex. But these days there was no guarantee. Sex, like most 
of the more pleasurable aspects of their relationship, had fallen 
a long way behind work, the house, the cars, her friends. Her 
friends…' ey worked in the city, earned good money, wore expen-
sive clothes, owned nice houses. And talked shit. Boring, vacuous, 
yuppie shit. Who’d got a promotion, who was trying for a baby, real 
estate prices, the latest book Oprah was / ogging. Shit. All of it. 

Rosalie Mason wouldn’t have talked shit. She would’ve been 
stimulating, interesting, risqué. Why wasn’t Jenny like Rosalie 
Mason? he thought. Why was she so boring? Had she always been 
so boring? Was he as boring as her? Were they a pair of boring 
DINKS with everything but a deep and meaningful relationship? 

Scho! eld got up and pulled another beer from the fridge – his 
fourth – then channel-surfed until he heard Jenny drive in. 

‘Hi there,’ she said as she came through the door.
‘Hey,’ said Scho! eld. He didn’t get up. He would have, once. 
‘How was your day?’
‘Busy? Yours?’
‘Been shopping with the girls.’
Jenny took her bags into the bedroom and started unpacking. 

She was three years younger than Scho! eld, a brunette, still glammed 
up alright but at twenty-seven losing her looks now. She drank too 
much, but he could hardly talk. She rarely went to the gym, but 
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then again neither did he. She always seemed to wear black.
‘Eaten?’ she asked through the doorway.
‘Not yet. You?’
‘Might just nibble.’
Scho! eld watched TV while Jenny showered. He heard her get 

out, got another beer from the fridge and went into the bathroom. 
She was standing in front of the mirror, drying herself. 

‘Want a drink?’
‘In a minute.’
He turned to go.
‘Notice anything?’
‘Umm…’
‘My hair?’
‘Oh, yeah. Nice.’
She’d spent two hours in the hairdressers. ‘Don’t know why I 

bother,’ she said.
Scho! eld retreated, poured her a glass of wine then returned to 

the lounge room and watched the box. By the time he got to bed 
Jenny was asleep. He put his arm around her but she didn’t move. 
He rolled onto his back, closed his eyes and, just before sleeping, 
saw Rosalie Mason standing naked in front of him, a small stud in 
her bellybutton glinting like the wink of a diamond-toothed siren, 
like a lighthouse on a stormy night. 

1

Miles came rolling down the hill into Lakes Entrance around mid-
night. Across the river, through town, he followed the foreshore 
back to the breakwater, stopped near the boat ramp. Roley ran 
around pissing on things, barking at seagulls, sni-  ng the wind, 
while Miles stretched and stood listening to the night, the smell of 
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salt in the air, kelp, paint, diesel. 
He yawned and looked around for somewhere to camp. Where 

he’d parked was all lit up so he walked with Roley back towards the 
breakwater, looking for a place where no one would bother them. 
Fifty metres from the sea wall, Roley barked and took o. . Miles 
tried to call him in but the dog was ! xed on something up ahead. 
Miles could just make out a white blur, a four-wheel-drive of some 
kind, parked up against the rocks. Just a ! sherman, he thought. 
‘Roley,’ he shouted. ' e blue heeler wouldn’t stop barking. ‘Roley! ’

Miles heard a splash, a slamming of doors. ' e car started up 
and lurched forward, just missing the dog then heading straight for 
Miles. He had to jump aside to avoid being run over. ' e vehicle 
roared across the bumpy ground, and it wasn’t until it reached the 
carpark that the driver switched on the headlights. Miles couldn’t 
make out the plates from that distance, but he could see a small 
black-and-red sticker on the back right-hand door. Whoever owned 
the LandCruiser, whoever had taken o.  at high speed and nearly 
run them over, barracked for Essendon. 

‘Fucking Bomber supporters,’ he muttered.
Roley was twenty metres down the breakwater, crouched on a 

rock, barking at something in the water. At ! rst Miles couldn’t see 
a thing, then he spotted, or thought he spotted, the outline of a 
man. He couldn’t be sure, but the man seemed to be / oating on his 
back, as if he were relaxing in a pool. Miles shouted. He kicked o.  
his boots while trying to remember CPR. A swell lifted the man up 
and rolled him over. ' en Miles realised he wasn’t a man at all. He 
wasn’t a man, but a body. A corpse.

Roley barked. 
Miles struck him. ‘Shut up. Shut-the-fuck-up! ’ He stared at the 

awful thing in the water. It was on its back again, arms outstretched, 
like Jesus on the cross. Miles ran to his car, got the torch, but by 
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the time he’d returned the body was gone. ‘It was there,’ he said to 
Roley, pointing the light out over the water. ‘Just there. You saw it.’

Roley whined. 
Miles searched along the breakwater. No grotesque, Jesus-like 

! gure / oated in the channel. ‘I can’t understand it,’ he said. He 
considered ringing the police, but it was past one in the morning 
and already doubts were setting in. Had he really seen something? 
Or was he creating a story out of nothing? But what about the guy 
in the LandCruiser? Maybe he was just a ! sherman, thought Miles. 
Maybe Roley had frightened him. 

He decided to wait until morning, see how he felt about the 
whole thing then. Maybe he’d wake up and have a good laugh 
about it. Maybe he simply needed a good night’s sleep. 

But Miles couldn’t sleep. Every time he closed his eyes he saw 
the body in the water. An hour before dawn he got up and tramped 
across the bumpy ground to the breakwater, found nothing. He 
returned to the car, dropped the tailgate, got out the stove that’d 
come with the pale-blue panel van, and ! fteen minutes later he was 
drinking billy-tea from a big enamel mug. ‘Not exactly a latte,’ he 
told Roley, ‘but not too bad just the same.’

He was packing up when he noticed a runabout had slipped its 
moorings and started to drift out into the river. He ran down the 
boat ramp and grabbed the bow rope and held on until the owner 
backed his trailer into the water.

‘' anks,’ he said, when he realised Miles had stopped his boat 
from / oating away. ‘Saved me a swim.’

Miles helped him load the runabout onto the trailer. ' e ! sher-
man gave him a snapper weighing close to two kilos, which Miles 
put in his esky.

‘I’m Greg Sweeney, by the way.’
Miles introduced himself, and they shook hands.
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‘You live around here?’
‘Just passing through.’
‘Didn’t think you were a local. Sleep here last night?’
‘In the back of the van.’
‘Get hassled by the cops?’
‘No. But I was worried about them.’
Sweeney thanked Miles again, walked towards his ute, then 

came back. ‘Not looking for some work, are you?’ He told Miles 
he owned a caravan park on the foreshore and needed help get-
ting things ready for the school holidays. ‘Cleaning, gardening, 
mowing.’ Sweeney laughed. ‘' ere’s always lots of mowing.’

Miles considered the o. er. He seemed like an alright kind of 
bloke, and he sure could use the dough. ' ey were around the same 
age, but that’s where the similarities ended. Sweeney was stocky, 
muscular, ! t, with wavy brown hair and a neatly clipped mous-
tache. Even though it was the end of winter he was deeply tanned. 
Miles was tall, lean, pale, with collar-length black hair. He wore 
jeans, shirt and sneakers; Sweeney a polo shirt, cargo shorts, thongs.

‘I can o. er you a couple of weeks work,’ he said. ‘And you can 
stay in one of the vans until the holidays start.’

Miles thought about the body in the water. He really should 
report it, but reasoned that sometimes it’s better to let things slide. 
If there really was a body, then someone else will ! nd it. His main 
priority was a job. 

‘What about the dog?’ 
‘Dog’s ! ne.’

Miles followed Sweeney through town to a caravan park on the 
foreshore. As he drove in o.  the street he noticed a woman standing 
in the o-  ce watching him. Sweeney pulled up by the swimming 
pool. He washed down the runabout then moved it to a shed by the 
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waterfront, parking it beside a futuristic-looking speedboat, a long 
narrow dart-like thing with twin hulls and a high moulded tunnel 
behind the driver’s seat. Finished in gleaming blue and white, it 
looked more Formula One than watercraft. 

‘It’s a tunnel hull,’ explained Sweeney, a racing speedboat he 
took to meetings all over Victoria. ‘' rew a piston last week. ' at’s 
another reason why I need a hand around the park. Got a meet in 
a fortnight.’

He closed the shed doors, then showed Miles to a Corrimal 
caravan with a large green annexe parked right on the foreshore. 
‘' e power’s on. I’ll leave you to settle in.’

Miles put the snapper in the fridge. ' ere was a strong smell 
of disinfectant in the van and annexe. He opened all the windows 
and tied back the / aps of the annexe. He put the box of bits and 
pieces Rebecca had refused to take under the bed, and next to that 
a box of half-started manuscripts and scribblings he’d had for years. 
He unrolled his sleeping bag, laid it out, threw his bag of clothes 
in the wardrobe then went through the van, opening and closing 
cupboards, checking lights, the stove. 

Miles unfolded a director’s chair and sat in a corner of the 
annexe. Roley followed him, resting his head in Miles’s lap. He 
scratched the blue heeler’s ears. ‘Not too bad, old boy,’ he said, 
looking around. ‘Not too bad at all.’

Sweeney came to collect him for lunch two hours later. He pointed 
out things as they walked to the house. ' ere were over a hun-
dred van sites, forty permanent-resident sites, plus a whole row of 
hire-vans like Miles’s. Two ablution blocks, a camp kitchen, games 
room, machinery shed, and the family home close to the road. 

Miles tied Roley up outside and followed Sweeney through the 
o-  ce and into the house. ' e woman Miles had seen earlier was in 
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the kitchen, ! lling a jug at the sink. 
‘' is is my wife, Louise,’ said Sweeney.
' ey said hello and shook hands. She was younger than Sweeney, 

with blond hair and a sweet smile. She wore a simple / oral dress, 
belted at the waist, white sandals, white cardigan. 

' e men sat at the kitchen table. While Louise busied herself 
with lunch Sweeney told Miles about how they used to be farmers 
up in the High Country. Four years ago they’d sold their farm, 
bought the caravan park and moved to the coast. 

‘It’s better for the kids,’ said Sweeney, yawning.
' ey had three. A girl and two boys, aged twelve, eight and 

six.
Louise served lunch. Sandwiches. Homemade sausage rolls. A 

screen door slammed. 
‘Fuck,’ said Sweeney.
‘I’ll get it,’ said Louise, but Sweeney ignored her and went into 

the o-  ce, banging the door behind him. 
‘Sorry about that.’ Louise drew in a breath, seemed to relax. 

‘What do you do, Miles?’
‘I used to teach at RMIT. But I haven’t done anything for a 

while.’ 
Like…ten years, he thought.
‘What did you teach?’
‘Creative writing.’
Miles could tell Louise was intrigued.
‘And now?’
‘Now I’m on the road. Heading to Queensland. What about 

you? What do you do, Louise?’ 
Miles was being provocative. It was the writer in him, inviting 

her to reveal to a complete stranger something about herself other 
than the obvious.
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