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    This one's for you, Shirl. For your ever patient tour-guiding around Australia. No matter where I find myself, you've been there first and can tell me where to park my rig.

      

    


Nameless

––––––––
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A TOWN IN THE MIDDLE of nowhere 

with a reputation built on forgetting why you’re there in the first place

A Rio town bought and paid for in another century,

a place where deals are done, and hands are shaken in the far-off city of Perth.

Where blokes cram close in company-issue dongas

to earn their lot and get the fuck out 

before their missus runs off with a suit while their backs are turned.

Nameless, where bad things happen to good people

and there is no such thing as karma.

An unmarked grave, a hand-carved cross, an unclaimed fortune.

A moonless night during a summer storm 

An accident on the mountain, a witness nobody suspects. 

Things begin to unravel when a woman arrives in town 

to claim what’s rightfully hers.

Prologue - 1993

––––––––
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WHERE DO STORIES BEGIN, Rosie wonders. She has always liked stories—with her as the heroine of course. 

She sits, arms wrapped around her knees, and stares into the night, mesmerised by the flickering lights down in the valley.

A moth to a lamp.

Suddenly, she stands and twirls her skirts. Freedom. She tests the word with a moue of her lips and spreads her arms wide. Accidentally, she tilts her head too far back and stumbles a little, laughing up to the night sky as she regains her balance. 

The kaleidoscope of stars laughs back at the woman who is crazy-mad to dance so close to the edge of the mountain, with nothing but air to break her fall.

“Dance with me.” She reaches down and pulls her friends to their feet. 

Together they twirl, their skirts a rainbow of colours billowing around them. There is no wind but that’s okay. They create their own as they jitterbug and do the swim and rock around the clock.

They giggle as only new best friends can as they stumble on the rocky ground and hold out steadying hands to each other. Rosie marvels at her new friends, the coiffure-haired woman with her complicated braids and bobby pins, and the quiet woman beside her with her shell-framed glasses and neatly buttoned shirt tucked into her skirt. 

Rosie, who is tall and dark and exotic with loose hair and languid movements, twirls her glitter-crocheted shawl around her head while her new friends try to emulate her but instead tangle themselves in ungainly limbs and fall down laughing. 

She tosses the shawl into the night and watches it flutter effortless into the valley below. 

The feeling is heady. 

And so is the drug of a starlit night under an outback sky while their men are busy with their important meeting somewhere in the lights of the valley below. On the mountain, the women celebrate their freedom: to laugh and drink green vermouth with lemonade, and to dance and twirl and sing. 

Rosie claps her heels together, Mexican-style, as her red skirt billows around her and her hair spins free of its gold daisy-chain headband. She laughs and throws herself backwards onto the hard earth and makes a snow angel in the red dirt with her bare feet moving out and in and out and in, while her arms above her head make the same movements. 

Her new friends place their vermouths to one side and join her.

Angels in the moonlight.

Rosie extends her hands to them. “Let’s count the stars,” she says.

Trusting fingers entwine with hers. “I am such a bad influence, aren’t I?”

Her new friends laugh. “You are an influence, that’s for sure,” the coiffured one says. “But one we need around here.” 

Rosie stills. “Is it really that bad?”

“Look around you. Our men do deals while we cook their meals and wash their clothes and iron neat creases into the shoulders of their shirts.”

“Well, we’re here now.” Rosie jumps to her feet. She stretches down her hands and pulls her friends up with her, and together they jump out of the angel shapes they have made. 

“Wicked,” Rosie says. “We’re angels in the dust.”

She walks over to the edge of the outcrop and looks out. In this moment, in this place, she is heroine of a story she has been writing forever.

She feels a tug at her skirt as the button-down one pulls her back from the edge. “More drink, please. I think I like it.”  

Rosie smiles. She has made her new friends, who are already heady from dancing on a mountain in the dark, drunk. On green vermouth and a little something extra. 

She makes more drinks, stirs them with her finger—the white powder dissolving like it’s never been—and passes them to her friends. “Have you ever wondered if you can fly?”

The coiffured woman snorts. “If I could fly, I'd be out of this fucking dog-hole for sure.” She seems shocked at the admission and Rosie wonders if she knows she has said the F word aloud. She wonders what it would take to get her to say that other word, the word men sling around in pubs like an insult, don’t waste your time on her mate she’s a tight arsed cunt, while they hope they’ll get lucky anyway. 

Rosie learned long ago a woman’s power is centred in her cunt. Hold out long enough and you hit the happily-ever-after jackpot.

“Do you think they’re wondering what we’re up to tonight, our husbands?” the button-down one asks.

“Not on your life.’ The coiffured one sips her drink and grimaces. “All they’re interested in is the occasional fuck and a feed on the table at night.”

Rosie drops between her new friends and slings an arm over each of their shoulders. “So young to be so cynical. Shall we get naked?”

The women stiffen.

Rosie realises she has gone too far. She urges more drink, and they sip, the moment forgotten.

“How are we going to get home?” the button-down one asks eventually. “We came to watch the sunset. And now it’s too dark to climb back down.”

“This is our kingdom.” Rosie throws her arms out expansively. “Why would we want to leave?”

The coiffured-haired one’s hand is still on her vermouth. “Because if we’re not home in the morning our blokes will kill us. And if word gets out what we’re doing up here there’ll be hell to pay.”

Rosie eyes her curiously. “Have you ever done anything you wanted to do, you know, just for you?”

“For me?” The woman cocks her head. “No one has ever asked me that.”

Rosie drops her head onto her shoulder. “You know what I want?” she says. “I want to fly off this mountain to the other side of the desert where the sea is gentle, the sand is white and a rainforest with soft ferns drips cool water onto our dusty lips.” 

She knows she is being poetic, but it is a night for poetry as the hum of her blood courses through her veins. She closes her eyes and lets the feeling carry her over the red hills and across the desert to the other side of the country where women wear pearls over Mohair twinsets and dine in a city with harbour views and an opera house. 

She is a heroine on the stage—she feels the spotlight on her face. She smiles. The audience applauds and she takes a bow.  

She hands her drink to her new friends. “Watch me.” 

She rises from the dirt between them. And stands, listening to the silence. The crowd erupts as she holds out her skirts and takes a curtsy, deep and low. She hears the cheers as they begin to throw bunches of flowers—Damascus Roses—at her feet. 

She gathers them in her arms. Makes kissing shapes with her mouth and flings the kisses to her audience with dramatic hands. “Thank you, thank you.” 

The spotlight is starting to overheat, and she feels her make-up drip, but still she stands and still the crowd cheers. 

After the applause, she drops the roses into her friends’ open laps and walks towards her audience. 

They cheer as she launches herself into their waiting arms.

She falls slowly forward, heroine in her own story.

The Present
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Chapter 1
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IT’S forty-five degrees and she’s sweating a bitch.

“Wait here, Trouble.” She loops the dog’s leash around an outdoor table leg and gives him a quick scratch. Blessed aircon smacks her in the face as she enters the bakery.

“Coffee to go, luv?”

It’s like she’s been here forever, not just pulled into the local Tourist Park and flipped open the roof-top of her van.

“Thanks, Ray,” she says. 

The baker passes her a scalding two-heaped-teaspoons no-brand coffee in a Styrofoam cup. Start a fuckin’ four-by with the shit, they tell her back at the Tourist Park. Ain’t nothin’ better this side of the Hammersley.

Coffee in hand, she unties her dog, and they set off down the concourse, past a café named Karijini, a chemist with pretty things displayed in the windows and a brand-name supermarket alongside a regulation bottle shop where a licence is needed to procure alcohol. Trouble growls at a sculpted kangaroo that stands two heads taller than her, and she gives him a quick pat for protecting her from the steel-clawed beast.

They cross the street at the crosswalk, giving way to a mine vehicle, its fluoro insignia covered in red dirt. It’s too hot yet for tourists, and woman and dog are glad to rest in the shade of the hot pink bougainvillea, beside a dirt-orange Welcome to Ashburton sign with its big I for Information. 

Karin gazes at the Information Centre, with its Karijini Gorge tours and souvenirs boasting deep russet-coloured escarpments, highlighting the ore the Pilbara is famous for. 

She settles for a visit to the library. “Sorry, mate,” she says, tying Trouble’s leash to a bench leg. “You need to wait outside. I won’t be long.” 

“Bring him in,” the library assistant, Tammy says with a smile. “It’s too bloody hot out there for the poor mongrel.”

Karin smiles and unties the dog, who shoots a droopy-eyed thank you at the library assistant and drools his appreciation onto the white tiles at her feet.

“Cute.” Tammy offers her hand for a lick. “He can stay here with me while you wander if you like.”

“Thanks.”

“We get forty new books every month. Let me know if we haven’t got what you want, and we can get it in for you.”

Karin hesitates. “Thanks, but I’m just in town for my friend’s wedding.”

“Jess Maskell’s? Everyone’s been talking about it. Wedding of the century around these parts.”

“I thought I might see if I can find some pictures from when we were growing up. Do you have any old local gazettes, school year books or anything?”

Tammy frowns. She is twenty if she is a day, and anything prior to the last couple years is beyond her living memory. “We have a local history section,” she says. “But most of what you’d be looking for will be in the old Pilbara newspapers.”

“You have old newspapers?” Karin tries to keep the interest from her voice.

“Sure,” Tammy says. “Going back to the seventies. We’re in the process of scanning and uploading them onto our Library Management System. I can show you where we’re up to if you like.” 

“That would be great,” Karin says. “Is there anywhere private I can look at them?”

“Sure. Let me get permission from my boss. You’ll probably have to join the library. Then you can come out the back and use my computer. Bring the dog.”

Karin nods and goes to browse the Local History section while Tammy sets up.

She wanders past the Fiction section, noting crime writers. Chris Hammer, Christian White and Gary Disher adorn the shelves alongside popular women’s fiction by the likes of Rachel Johns and Tricia Stringer. There’s some horror and sci-fi, but clearly crime and romance win the day in the outback.

She keeps walking and squats down in front of a single shelf labelled Local History. There is a photographic book of the Pilbara with stunning images, alongside a few local mining histories and several new-looking books about the First Nations people of the Hammersley. 

She pulls a mining history off the shelf that notes the irony of the name Mt Nameless, where iron ore man, Lang Hancock, claims discovery of the second highest mountain in Western Australia but fails to give it a name. 

She tucks the book under her arm and heads back to the desk, where Tammy tells her she needs to join the library to be able to access the newspapers. 

“Come with me,” she says, after she hands Karin a laminated Shire of Ashburton library card. “We’ll get you settled. I can print out any pictures you want for the wedding if you save them to a file.” 

With Trouble settled at her feet, Karin waits until Tammy is busy serving other customers before turning her attention to the computer and searching for the Hammersley News. She scans the dates until she reaches the year she wants.

Soon she is lost in the headlines of June 2009, a narrative of the town framed in terms of tonnes of iron ore and market prices, what the Pilbara is known for, and the people making billions selling it to the highest bidder. There’s mention of new technologies at a shareholder meeting but the article is general in nature and the words cutting edge are liberally sprinkled throughout.

Karin snaps a couple of photos on her phone and continues to scan. The Death of a Railway Man. It is what she has been looking for but now it is in front of her she finds she can’t look past the headline and the picture that accompanies it. 

She stares at her father’s face. 

Our father, who art in heaven. 

Who threw her in air and caught her when she came giggling down. 

Hallowed be thy name. Who brushed her hair and tied rough ribbons and kissed her off to school. 

Thy kingdom come. Who promised his princess she could be anything she wanted to be when she grew up. 

Now and forever. Whose happily-ever-after promises stopped when she was sixteen and old enough to know he had been lying to her all along. 

Amen.

She emails the article to herself. A Tribute to a Mining Legend. She’ll read it later when she is alone.

Trouble nudges her knee.

She scratches his head. “Time to go, hey mate.” 

Karin closes the computer, hooks the dog on his leash, and returns to the desk to check out the book. Rio and the Pilbara: A Mining History.

Tammy looks at her curiously. “You interested in the mine? There’s a mine tour you might enjoy. I’ve heard it's really good.”

Karin smiles vaguely as she exits. She knows all she needs to about the mine, and her father’s job driving the trains that pull 250 wagons of ore 800 kilometres through the winding hills of the Pilbara to the sea. 

What she doesn’t know is the details of his death or the reason for it. A Tribute to a Mining Legend may not give her the closure she craves, but it will hopefully give her a place to start. 

Because one thing is for certain: she’s not leaving without solving the mystery surrounding her father’s death and holding those accountable who saw fit to leave her father for dead on a lonely railway siding in the dark of night all those years ago.

Karin does not believe in karma. 

Nor does she believe those who killed her father got their just desserts. 

She believes in facts. 

And the facts show that thirty million dollars was deposited into her mother’s savings account after her father’s death. 

“Follow the money,” she murmurs to the dog as hot air blasts them outside the library. “The answer always lies with the money.”
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Chapter 2
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THEY walk down Central Road, past the Anzac memorial, to the High School. Karin smiles at the memory of a teacher who couldn’t remember her name in English class, while Trouble sniffs at a dead corella struck by a car and squashed into the bitumen like a tattoo. 

“No hope for him, sorry, mate. Beak and feather disease. Not a good way to go.”

They follow the road till it ends and turn left across an open paddock towards the railway line. The line’s journey through the town is secured by six-foot wire-mesh fencing. There are two tracks that appear from a long sweeping curve on the right, and a single track from the left. The tracks converge and disappear through a concrete overpass that frames Mt Nameless in the distance. There is a footpath beside a road across the overpass that provides a safe traverse from one side to the railway tracks to the other.

Karin climbs up onto the road and stands on the overpass, Trouble at her side. Ahead, the railway tracks are arrow-straight until a junction where the tracks split, one curving left at the foot of the mountain and one continuing its journey into distant hills. 

On her left are railway office dongas, coupled with the detritus of mining equipment needed to support a 24/7 autonomous railway. Sodexo, the company charged with supplying staff and crew for the mining operation, is on one corner with its No Entry Without Authorisation signs. On another corner begins a variety of truck hires, an auto-repairer, a straggle of Go West tour buses, and a Pilbara Food Services warehouse. At the end of the cul-de-sac, with an unobstructed view of the mountain, is J&J Construction, the engineering company run by Jess and her father.

Karin turns her attention to the tracks below her, imagining a train lumbering through on its way to the coast with its wagons of ore. Braking at a red light, slowing, as only a two hundred and fifty wagon train can, a kilometre down the track at the foot of the mountain. 

Karin closes her eyes. Recalls the words from the article she found in the library. The body of James Baxter found underneath the wheels of a train. Like it is an accident. Karin’s fist tightens on the dog’s leash.

Trouble leans against her like he senses her distress. She loosens her grip and gives him an apologetic scratch, but her eyes are wet and her vision is blurred. 

“How long does an ore train take to pass, Trouble? Two hundred and fifty wagons at seventy-five kilometres an hour... Two minutes? Five?” 

Surely someone would have noticed the ore-hauling beast grinding to a halt in the night. Or at least noted the absence of the usual roar of its passing. An obstacle on the track would fire off the emergency brakes and set off a signal. The mine would send someone out to investigate.   

“What are we missing, Trouble?”

The dog sits patiently at her feet, as if he knows his mistress is doing important work and that they will not leave this place until she is ready.

She frowns. 

The article this morning had referred to her father’s contribution to the introduction of automated trains to the Pilbara. At least in the early stages. Before his untimely demise. A man of vision who did not live to see his ideas come to fruition. 

“That’s it.” She swipes a hand across her eyes, and her gaze narrows in on the point where the track curves towards the mountain. “The trains weren’t automated back then, Trouble. Someone would have had to manually stop the train. The train would have had a driver in charge of the emergency braking system.” 

A driver who would have had to file a report. Someone who knew what happened that night. All Karin has to do is find out who it was and ask them. How did my father end up dead under the wheels of one of his own fucking trains? 

Yeah, sure. Like they will tell her after all this time. Don’t worry your pretty little head about it, they will say. And they will smile like they are protecting her from a gruesome truth. Like they did when she was sixteen. Only she is no longer sixteen. And she refuses to be treated like someone who needs protecting. Her pretty little head contains a laser-sharp brain honed by the rigours of old school investigative journalism. The days are long gone that her pretty little head is not up for the job. She sees their platitudes with the clarity of a journalist with two Walkleys to her name. And she will not be swayed by their condescension.

She turns away from the railway tracks and follows the path off the overpass, Trouble pressed close at her side.

She looks down. Trouble’s tongue is hanging out. She shouldn’t have walked this far in the heat, she knows, and Trouble is thirsty. In front of her is the mine site with its No Entry sign in bold capital letters. She glances around and comes to a decision. It is not her fault that she is ignoring the No Entry sign. She is doing it for her dog. 

She pushes open the chain-mesh gates, which are bolted, but unlocked. She strides towards the railway donga as if she has a right to be there.

The mine’s office receptionist stares up at her, startled, as she pushes open the door.

“Water,” Karin explains. “For the dog.”

Trouble knows he has a role to play. He sits back on his haunches and stares at the receptionist, his tongue hanging out, saliva dripping in a puddle onto the tiled floors.

“Outside,” the receptionist starts, then closes her mouth firmly. One look at Karin and the receptionist knows she isn’t going to get anywhere with her demand. “I’ll get a bowl,” she says, tightlipped.

Karin nods, but her gaze has moved beyond the receptionist to the wall behind her. A picture of a mining crew in front of a train. She steps around the reception desk for a closer look. 

She stands, her arms crossed, and stares at the picture, scanning the faces till she finds the one she is looking for. She’d recognise those eyes anywhere, even in black and white. 

The train is an old AR 63. Her father is sporting a train driver’s hat, worn backwards, a cocky grin on his face. He is in his element, leaning into the photo, his gaze confident. His mates jostle either side of him, oozing blokey camaraderie—but it is her father who owns the photo. A man among men. Confident of his own worth. The same worth that dominates their loungeroom mantelpiece back home in the city. Except there, he isn’t surrounded by his mates. 

She leans into the photograph and stares at her father’s image. Blistered eyes juxtaposed onto a handsome face. When had she stopped loving him and started doubting? Followed by several years of angry crying. Until finally, all that is left is an empty feeling in her heart where her hero Daddy had once resided. 

The receptionist returns and Karin swings around. “When did the trains become automated?”

The receptionist frowns. “Before my time,” she says shortly. She has no intention of thawing to the deranged girl or her equally deranged dog. She holds out the bowl. Karin takes the hint. She moves away from the reception desk to the water cooler near the door and helps herself to a plastic cup of icy cold water. And another one. When she finishes draining the second cup, she turns back to the receptionist.

She softens her smile. “Apologies for barging in,” she says. “But we walked into town from the Tourist Park not realising it would get hot so quickly.” She offers a shrug that says hapless tourist, but neither she nor the receptionist are fooled. 

The receptionist nods. “The heat out this way is a killer.”

Karin wonders if there is a slight emphasis on the word killer. She thinks she has been discreet with her enquiries. But it is clear the receptionist has heard things, and she is wary. 

“My Dad used to work for the mine,” Karin says. “He drove trains back in the day.” She nods at the wall behind the receptionist’s head. “Mind if I take another look at the photo?”

The receptionist’s lips purse. “I'm going on lunch break. Close the door on your way out.” 

Karin waits till the door slams before she steps around the desk once more and stares at the photo. Her father with his mining mates, and she doesn’t know any of them. But why would she? Her father had never been forthcoming about his work. He was just Dad. While Mum waited on him and spent the rest of her time doing crosswords at the kitchen table. 

There was supposed to be a happily ever after to reward them for their sacrifice. But with her father’s death, they were just another family who had lived in a mining town once. 

And now Karin is back, ostensibly for her friend’s wedding, staring at the picture of a man who left his wife a widow and his children fatherless. Marlene Baxter: the sole beneficiary of a thirty-million-dollar payout—which she used to buy a non-descript house in a non-descript suburb in the city. A pale washed out mouse of a woman, who seemed confused about the idea that life was for living, waiting out her days for God know what, while her children attended private schools and wore fancy uniforms with boater hats and striped blazers. 

During school holidays, with the small house bursting at the seams, Karin and her brothers would laugh and play board games and drink milkshakes out of metal tins and blow bubbles in the bottom. And there was no one to punch the sides of their heads for making a noise out of turn. 

They agreed Dad had been a mean bastard. They also agreed that Mum brought it on herself by not standing up to him. It was hard to respect a woman who had no respect for herself.

Karin’s brothers had gotten out as soon as they graduated university. But Karin stayed in Perth. For Mum. Although she wasn’t sure why she bothered. If her mother couldn’t help herself, why should she try to do it for her? 

Karin followed her brothers to university and gotten an arts degree. Useless for anything except for storytelling. Journalism, maybe? Poking around in people’s lives for a story to sell to some rag for a few bucks, if she was lucky. 

It had been her dream forever, and if there was one thing watching her mother had taught her, it was that dreams mattered.

Her father had laughed at her in the early days. “Get real, darlin’. No one’s going to bother with anything a girl like you can write. The real stories happen in places you can’t imagine.” And he laughed like he had said something funny.

Karin had looked at him, veiling the contempt she felt for the man she called her father, her disdain tempered by what she felt for her mouse of a mother who never fought back.

And then he was dead. 

Uncle Bernie, one-time union boss for the mines, and who had been living rich in the city for years, had come to see them. 

There’s money, he said. Thirty million. But Karin’s mother had pushed the news away like she didn’t want to know. 

Uncle Bernie had left, shrugging his shoulders like she was batshit crazy. The money was never mentioned again.

Karin sometimes wondered if she imagined that day. The unspoken words between her mother and her uncle. 

It wasn’t until she was away at university that she heard the rumours. Her best friends, Jessalyn Maskell and Rebecca Stanton, had cornered her and dragged her out into the marble pillared quadrangle one night and asked her if it was true. Had her father double-crossed his mates and sold out to the brass? Is that what had gotten him killed?

Now Karin stares at the picture hanging in the mine’s office as if she can fathom the answer. Her eyes smart, but there is no way she will let the tears fall. 

Is it possible his mates in the picture had decided to take justice into their own hands and that the fortune left to her mother in a fibro house in a non-descript suburb in the city was actually blood money? She doesn’t want to think about it. But she cannot look away.

Karin feels the dog press against her jeans. She feels sick to the stomach that one of the men in the photo had gotten away with her father’s murder. “You're right, Trouble. This place has bad vibes. Let’s get out of here.” 

She shoves her phone into her pocket and clips the dog’s leash as he follows her obediently out the door. 

The fresh air, mingled with the dry burning heat, smacks her in the face and she pulls the collar of her shirt high to cover her neck. She needs to buy a wide-brimmed hat before the damn heat kills her.

“Come on, boy. It’s time to get out of the sun for a while.” 
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Chapter 3
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KARIN looks towards the mountain with the Tourist Park at its base. It isn’t far back to their van if they walk in a straight line. But it is mining land and off limits to the public. She and Trouble have no choice but to follow the road around the mine and she isn’t sure Trouble’s paws will cope with the heat of the bitumen.

“Wanna lift, luv?”

Her head snaps around and she finds herself staring at an old bloke with filthy leather gloves shoved in the waistband of his jeans, his thumbs hooked over the buckle of his belt. His eyes are mean even though he is smiling. 

“Nev Shultz. Knew yer old man.”

Trouble growls deep in his throat and Karin calms him with her hand. “Thanks. We’re okay to walk,” she replies, ignoring the relationship he proffers as introduction. Then she looks closer and stops. “I saw you in the photo in the office. You were standing next him. You were his friend.”

The old man says nothing, merely looks at her through bloodshot eyes.

“What made you all turn on him?”

“Your old man thought he was the big shot. Started hobnobbin’ it with the brass. The blokes didn’t like it.”

“And you?”

Nev shrugs. “I was used to his highfalutin’ ideas. He was always travelling about the place. Measuring this. Timing that. He thought he’d save the brass money. Keeping the trains 24/7 was his big fuckin’ brainwave.”

“Was he right? How long does it take to stop a train and get it going again?”

“Don’t matter. The boys didn’t like it. It was their livelihoods he was screwing with. And they told him so. Gave him the choice.”

“Someone would have come up with the idea eventually. Why not my father?”

“They would’ve been better bringing someone in from the outside. Instead, they sent yer old man to America. There was no stoppin’ him after that. They even gave him a fuckin’ promotion. The union tried to stop him. His own fuckin’ brother. They came to blows, brother against brother, worker against brass.” Nev spits in the dirt, and the dog gives another low growl.

Karin eyes the man silently. She knows how this town works. Management living in an enclave, backs circled, protecting each other. She thinks of the overpass. How close it is to where the bosses lived. Is that where her father had been the night he died? Had he fallen off the overpass and onto the tracks in front of a train?

“Then there was a downturn in the market. Layoffs. By the time things started to pick up, plans were underway to automate and there was no stoppin’ yer old man then. Oh, it was all hush-hush. If word had gotten out the stock market would’ve gone crazy.” 

“And by the time it was announced, my father was dead.”

“Funny thing that. Yer old man did all the hard yakka, but he wasn't around for the big payday.”

Karin thinks of the thirty million dollars in her mother’s bank account. “People got rich out of my father’s technology.”

“Rich.” There is a bitter tone to Nev’s laugh. “Darlin’, they're all fuckin’ billionaires.”

“Billionaires? As in retired with the billions?”

“No fuckin’ way. Once you get to that level of reach it's not about the money anymore. It's about the power. Look at Gina Rinehart. Makes money every second the clock ticks over from Pilbara ore. Doesn’t have to lift a finger and she’s a fuckin’ hero. Follow the money and you’ll find the power,” Nev says, a mean gleam in his eye. “Didn’t your fancy fuckin’ university education teach yer anything?”

Karin makes a mental note to find out how the old man knows so much about her.

“Besides, it’s not yer old man's death that started it,” Nev says cryptically. “It goes back a whole lot further than that.”

The old man is talking in circles and Karin’s brain is on overload. She is not sure if he is a little crazy.

She meets his yellow-eyed gaze. “Thank you for your offer of a lift,” she says. “But me and my dog would rather walk.” 

“Suit yerself. Long walk back to the Tourist Park. An’ I suggest ya take care. Trucks go mighty fast around here, and some might not be happy that yer back askin’ yer damn fool questions.”

She doesn’t bother asking how he knows where she is staying, just like she doesn’t ask how he knows she has been on the overpass. 

She turns to leave, then hesitates. “Just one thing.” 

He turns as he climbs into his mine vehicle and looks at her.

“When did the automated trains start running?”

“A smart girl like you could Google stuff like that.”

She nods. “I could.”

“Which makes me think yer asking for another reason.” He pulls himself into the vehicle and slams the door. She thinks that is the end of their conversation, until he lowers the window. “Be careful wearing red when yer out and about,” he says. “Trains shut down for red.” 

The window closes and he backs the vehicle out with a loud revving sound. The wheels spin in the dirt as he drives off in the opposite direction to the town.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 4
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BACK at the Tourist Park, she turns the aircon in the van to twenty-two degrees and pours herself icy water from the fridge. Trouble pushes past her and helps himself to gulps of water from his bowl, before flopping at the foot of the bed and closing his eyes.

Karin piles a couple of pillows high on the bed, kicks off her shoes and props herself against the headboard, the cold blast of the aircon slowly bringing down her core body temperature. Note to self: forty-five degrees is too fucking hot to be playing detective. Which reminds her of the old man’s comment about brother against brother.
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