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1. Golem

A tall thin man in his thirties sat in a small Japanese car. He crushed 
two small white tablets, carefully opened a carton of chocolate 
milk and mixed the powdered tablets into the drink. He closed the 
carton and secured it with a thick red rubber band.

Two heavy blankets rested on the back seat.
His hands shook as he got out. He opened the back doors and 

located the child-proof locking devices. He set them on ‘lock’. He 
tested the locks on both sides. Neither opened. He pressed a but-
ton on the console that disabled the rear window switches. Then he 
sat in the back and tried to operate the windows. Neither budged. 

The man stepped from the car slapping his pockets. Everything 
was there: his smokes, his lighter, wallet, cash. He checked again. 
He carried no credit cards: No bloody bank would issue a card to an 
ex-con. Anyway, too easy to trace. 

The tank was full and he had two jerry cans of spare fuel in the 
boot. He wouldn’t need to fill up until Mildura, which would be late 
at night. From there he’d get to Burra in the early hours. He’d fill 
up again, buy bread from the bakery. No more stops until Copley. 
Then he’d take the back road to Greta’s shack, near the settlement.

His hands trembled as he checked his pockets again – wallet, 
keys, smokes, lighter – all there, all right. The man stood for a mo-
ment, made to walk to the kerb, stopped, rechecked the windows 
and the doors. They remained childproof.

The old girl will be glad to see me again. It’ll be good to see her. 
And the family. It’s been a long time. That old lady loves kids. She’ll 
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welcome these two, she’ll take them in, same as everyone else’s.
That old lady never says no. She never stops thinking about her 

own boys, stolen from her. She torments herself thinking about them, 
two little fellas without a mother’s care. Greta raised her other two 
boys, then she mothered most of her kids’ little ones, lots of great 
nephews and nieces too. 

I’ve seen it: she never says no. She’ll take these two, no problem. 
I’ll spend a week with that old lady, I’ll see the happiness in the 

old girl’s face. That will make up for anything – anything the white-
fella people back in Melbourne might be feeling. I’ll drive back, bring 
the car to Mum, give her a kiss, tell her I’ve got my head right. 

It’ll be dark soon. Those two kids will be playing in their front 
yard. This is the right time.

`

The man drove the car around the corner, slowing as he passed 
the house. Now he saw them. They were kicking a soccer ball. 
It was always soccer; Australian footy wasn’t good enough for 
their mother, some sort of foreigner. Fifteen metres further on he 
parked. He unfolded his thin frame and stepped away from the car. 
The man opened the near-side back door and waited. He chewed 
at his fingernails as he watched in the gloom.

He didn’t have to wait long. One of the two boys kicked the 
ball out of the yard onto the quiet street. Both of them chased it, 
pushing and pulling each other as they raced to take possession.

He stepped onto the roadway, scooped up the ball and strode 
towards his car. He threw the ball onto the back seat.

The boys ran towards him, shouting indignantly. He stood 
and waited by the back of the car. They ran past the man to the 
open door. One grabbed the ball, and they made to run home, but 
the man blocked their way. He grabbed the wrist of the first boy 
and secured a grip on the collar of the other’s shirt. With sudden 
violence, he dragged the two to the car, throwing the first boy into 
the interior. The second boy pulled away, wrenching his shirt free. 
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He ran a few steps towards the house. Abruptly, the child stopped, 
screamed one word – once, twice.

The screaming boy’s hands tore at his hair.
He turned and looked to the car’s interior, his body taut, 

stretched between escape and rescue. The man slammed the car 
door shut and advanced a pace towards the escapee. He closed on 
the boy, his face empty. He said nothing, moving implacably closer. 
The child’s face worked in rage and terror; his legs were stone. The 
man was almost upon him. The child turned again and ran for 
home.

From the gateway came that same word, an obscure cry: ‘Jaffas!’
The man hesitated a moment. The boy’s cry tore the air. The 

man threw his head back. He hurried to the car and drove away.


