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LISA PORTOLAN & 
SAMANTHA MCDONALD










This story is based on true events, however, some parts 
have been fictionalised and names, identities and locations 
changed to protect the privacy of individuals.









This book is for all women.






Women who have felt like theyve lost their story, and their voice.






That it has been claimed by someone else.






This one's for you.






We want to create a movement. Not to empower women: 
because we never ceded our power.






A movement of sharing our stories, embracing our past and 
moving forward, fully embodied. Stronger than ever before.












We would like to thank: Tania Stiles.


The bird story in this book is yours - and we thank you for sharing it.


We encourage every woman out there to do the same.


The character Evie is based on Samantha McDonald, however there is part of every woman in Evie's struggle and triumph.


Use the hashtag #iamevie and let no woman suffer in silence again.


This book is set in Redfern: a beautiful place with a rich and colourful history.


We acknowledge First Nations sovereignty of this land, and that it was never ceded.


Always was, always will be.


50 percent of the profits from this book are destined for the Mudgin-Gal "women's place" in the inner city. An Aboriginal women's meeting place in South Sydney.


Together we are stronger.






“I’ve known you for years. Everyone says you were beautiful when you were young, but I want to tell you I think you’re more beautiful now than then. Rather than your face as a young woman, I prefer your face as it is now. Ravaged.”


“Suddenly, all at once, she knows, knows that he doesn’t understand her, that he never will, that he lacks the power to understand such perverseness. And that he can never most fast enough to catch her.”


“I know it’s not clothes that make women beautiful or otherwise, not beauty care, nor expensive creams, nor the distinction of costliness of their finery. I know the problem lies elsewhere. I don’t know where. I only know it isn’t where women think.”


“Very early in my life it was too late.”


– Marguerite Duras, The Lover
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Returning 
(2017, Redfern)





Elizabeth Street was bright and busy. A pastel blue sky arched overhead. She scooped a box out of the boot of her tiny red Hyundai. There was a dint in the rear bumper. Someone had hit it in a Melbourne car park during the frenetic lead up to Christmas last year. They hadn’t left a note, she hadn’t bothered getting it fixed. She carried the box over the steel-grey fence of their new home and lowered it slowly to the ground, as though it contained something breakable, something precious. The box was labelled misc. Most of the boxes were labelled misc. Packed tightly in that beaten-up Hyundai (cheery in colour and dire in upkeep), were the remnants of their lives. A series of well-used cardboard crates and plastic tubs purchased at the $2 shop.


She had driven from Melbourne to Sydney overnight with Tilley. Twelve hours of solid driving with a few coffee and toilet breaks in-between. Tilley had slept the majority of the drive, snoring softly, her mouth drooping open, her face smooth and lineless, a look of absolute calm on her face. Evie had kept the radio off during the drive, unwilling to disturb the perfect slumber of her babe. Instead she was kept awake by the noise in her head and the sound of the boxes as they jostled against each other, clamouring for attention. A strange symphony of tight, squeaking sounds, as they reminded her of their existence. Recollections of her life, snapshots of moments flooded her mind. Trapped within the fabric of her clothes, and heaviness of her dishes were recollections. Interwoven and carefully scattered. Sometimes she wished she could leave it all behind, but then who would she be without it all? A blank slate. An empty vessel. She didn’t quite know how she would fill that up.


Those memories defined her. They brought her back to this place, to this very street. Familiar, rich with the memories of her childhood. They flashed before her eyes in a kaleidoscope of terrifying forms. Brash, violent in colour and in delivery. They belonged to her, like the skin covering her flesh did. Impossible to erase.


“Mum!” she heard Tilley’s angry voice from the gate.


“What?” she responded more tersely than she had intended.


“I’m hungry. It’s past lunch. Can we go get something to eat?” Tilley’s blonde hair curled in an impressive matted mess around her cherubic face. She was a pretty girl like Evie had been. Evie knew she shouldn’t feel proud, that her daughter’s appearance was a product of a genetic lottery, but she felt it. Was being a pretty girl worth what came with it? She wasn’t sure.


“I’m almost finished and then we can go to lunch,” she gathered the final box from the boot. “Start setting up in your room.”


“Which one’s my room?” Tilley scrunched up her face endearingly.


“The one I showed you upstairs.”


“The roof slopes.”


“It’s an old house,” Evie said, as though this were enough to describe its dilapidation. "The front door was painted a vivid blue, and the grey gate was new, but this place was an 1896 terrace with a 1970s kitchen. A grotesque clash of styles. Art deco fireplaces set against a linoleum floor, and lemon-yellow kitchen.


“I hate it,” Tilley said unhelpfully.


“Go inside and start unpacking,” Evie ignored the comment. In the distance she spotted a group of what she could tell were Aboriginal women heading in their direction. Instantly she felt uncomfortable. It was an irrational sentiment, but one that was tucked within her memories like the other relics that had come to define her. This was Aboriginal country after all, smack bang in the middle of Redfern, the blackest part of Sydney.


The older woman approached first, she pushed a pram with a toddler in it, her quick steps resounding against the pavement. A rhythmic clap-clapping of thongs against soles. Two younger girls walked behind her, talking.


“Just moved in then have you?” the older woman said, flashing her a pair of white teeth.


“Yeah,” Evie continued uneasily.


“Where you from then?” the woman had a friendly manner. The girls behind her eyed Evie off in a way that made her feel uneasy - she couldn’t help but feel they knew she didn’t belong, she didn’t - this wasn’t her land, this wasn’t her place.


“Melbourne  but I used to live here. I grew up in Redfern,” she added, stating her claim, as superficial as it might be.


“It’s changed a bit,” the woman laughed.


“I’m counting on it,” Evie winced with pain, the heavy box weighing on her slender arms.


“Aren’t we all?” The woman continued past her. “See you round then,” she called over her shoulder. The girls moved past Evie slowly, watching her. Their eyes shifted over her blonde hair and fair complexion — taking stock of everything that wasn’t black, Evie thought. Nothing had changed here at all.


She dropped the final box and closed it behind her swiftly as though that might keep Redfern out.


She glanced up at that blue sky again, waiting for its reassurance. A black magpie flew overhead.
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The bird 
(1996, Redfern)





“ He likes you,” Mirela said to her. Evie blushed as she glanced toward the boys kicking the footie around on Phillip Street. They were still wearing their school uniforms, and they darted in and out of the intermittent traffic with leisurely prowess. The old terraces framed their graceful movements and thin limbs - on the verge of adulthood, their bodies stretched awkwardly, as though pulled by external forces. Not his though, he was perfect even in this gangly teenage stage - his blonde hair fell just so, and his sun-kissed skin glinted like he had been touched by the hand of God. Adam. The name suited him.


He kicked the ball now out of the other boys’ reach, and the others cheered as though he had scored a goal. He glanced in her direction quickly, a split second, just enough time for her to know he had been looking to impress her.


“No, he doesn’t,” Evie said, knowing he probably did. She adjusted her grey school uniform ever so slightly so it revealed more of her thin and tanned legs, then turned her face toward the sunshine with a coquettish smile on her face. She knew the role she had to play, just as he knew his. He was the coolest kid in school, and she was the prettiest girl - they belonged together. It was only a matter of time. But she couldn’t let on that she liked him, she had to continue appearing indolent, bored, dispassionate and eventually he would make the first move. She had to prove herself to be not just the pretty girl, but the cool one too.


“Good one!” one of the boys yelled.


“What?” she heard Adam respond.


“We can’t get the ball back now.”


“Why not?” Adam challenged.


“You kicked it over the fucking fence.”


Boys liked to swear, Evie had noticed. It was a symbol, a verbal signal that they were making their way into manhood.


“So? Go get it," he responded coolly.


“No way mate - it’s an Abo house.” The racial slur fell out of the boy’s mouth smoothly, as though it meant nothing at all. But it meant everything. In Redfern the lines were drawn, you were either an Aboriginal kid, or a housing commission kid. There wasn’t anything else.


“You afraid of them?” Adam antagonised.


“Yeah  they’re crazy, like cut snakes mate.”


“You fag.”


“You go in and get it then!”


Evie shifted uncomfortably. She didn’t like Adam being challenged. He had looked at her a few times at school in the tuck-shop line and a couple more times in English and that had been enough for her to construct a future with him in her mind. An imagined love affair. Like Scarlett and Rhett - she had watched Gone with the Wind with her mother weeks ago - she knew what love was about. An epic love that is, not an ordinary one. They were destined for an exceptional love affair because he was cool and she was pretty, and that was all that mattered.


“Hey check out that bird,” she heard him cleverly change tack. She smiled again, he wasn’t book smart, but he was street smart. He knew not to mess around with the Aboriginal families — in these parts they meant business, they didn’t like the whitefellas. The battle lines had been drawn way back in 1788 but here in Redfern they were sealed in blood, today. A distraction, that’s what he needed.


“It’s lost a foot,” one of the other boys yelled.


“Look at it - it can’t even walk properly!”


They laughed raucously as though it was the funniest thing that had ever been uttered. It was a welcome distraction for all of them. Nobody challenged the Alpha. Ever.


“I don’t like him,” Mirela said suddenly, cutting through the sound of the afternoon traffic, and the boys’ words.


“Why not?” Evie glanced across to her friend. Mirela’s face was squished into a grimace, her large Italian nose toppled over her thick lips obscenely and her greasy forehead was marked with acne. Mirela would never be a pretty girl. She had been assigned a face and figure which didn’t fit the stereotype of conventional beauty. She was short and heavy-set, with large breasts and rounded thighs that rubbed together when she walked. She didn’t have to worry about acting cool, because she was ugly and was expected to be grateful to whoever was interested in her.


“He’s mean. Look, they’re going to kill that bird,” her voice was filled with disgust.


Evie briefly looked in the boys’ direction, they were throwing stones at the injured bird. She quickly averted her eyes again. Boys did things like that, it turned her stomach — she didn’t want anyone to know that.


“So what? It’s just a bird,” she muttered.


“It’s gross. Do they get off killing something that is small and injured? Makes them big, tough men or something?”


“They just think it’s funny,” she said uneasily, as she heard voices raised in the background and the violence in their tone. There was a blood-letting sound to it which made her feel sick.


“Whatever. I heard him say that he broke up with Lucy because she wouldn’t shag him," Mirealla continued.


“Where did you hear that?”


“Amy told me.”


“Amy makes shit up all the time.”


“No, she doesn’t. He only likes you because you’re pretty.”


So what? Evie thought. She was pretty - and that was important. It was the only thing that was important. The highest value. Mirela just didn’t understand it because she wasn’t pretty. Evie didn’t respond.


“All I’m saying is, be careful. He’s not a nice guy,” Mirela continued in a softer tone.


But none of them were. At fifteen years old, Evie knew none of them were nice guys. She knew what Adam wanted, and she knew why he had broken up with Lucy. Things would be different with her. She understood how things worked. The rules. He would lend her his popularity, his infamy in the schoolyard, his protection, and she would lend him something else in return.


That’s how things were. She was the pretty girl, that’s all she had to offer.


That was enough.


The boys had gone conspicuously quiet. She looked over to them now, they were breaking up, heading to their respective homes. The sky was turning a burnt amber colour and there was a chill in the air.


Adam caught Evie’s eye and headed in their direction. Hands in pockets, school boy swagger.


He leant over to her, and his green eyes gleamed. Perfection. He smiled.


“You wanna go for a walk?” he asked casually.


“Sure,” she responded, getting to her feet. She brushed grass off her skirt and caught him staring at her legs. There was a dark look in his eyes, and suddenly she felt sick again.


She tossed the thought aside and took his hand. He was the cool kid, she was the pretty girl. This is how things worked.


“See ya,” she called to Mirela, who shot her a warning look.


She ignored it.


Behind Adam Evie caught sight of the dead bird. Its black wings were spread eagled comically on the footpath, its tiny belly slashed open.
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So very pretty 
(2017, Redfern)





“ Are you almost done, Til?” Evie asked, casting her eyes towards the kitchen table where Tilley sat, kitted up in her new school uniform, her blonde hair tied smartly into two braids, eating breakfast at a snail’s pace. The bowl of rice-bubbles and milk looked visibly similar to how it had appeared ten minutes ago when it had first been poured. Tilley pushed the food around, lack-luster.


“I’m not hungry,” she finally muttered.


“Do you want something else then?” Evie asked approaching the table, hands on hips. She wore a suit she had purchased at the weekend in one of the warehouses in Redfern. Grey and plain -straight-legged pants and a slightly ill-fitting blazer. It made her uncomfortable like new clothes always did, they needed to be worn in.


“No,” Tilley responded sullenly, crossing her arms across her chest.


Evie sighed. “Well it won’t make a difference, we still have to go,” she said.


“Why?”


“Because you need to go to school, and I need to go to work so we can have a roof over our head and food on the table,” she plucked the bowl away from Tilley and headed back to the kitchen to tip it out in the bin. The irony didn’t escape her.


“I don’t want to go.”


“You have to,” Evie busied herself rinsing the plate and drying the lemon-yellow linoleum benchtop with a tea towel.


“It’s awful. They all stare at you like you’re an idiot. Nobody talks to you - and by the time it’s recess someone has started some rumour about you,” Tilley said, her tone resigned.


Evie collected the cheerful pink school bag that she had hidden behind the lounge last night in an attempt to avoid Tilley spotting it in advance and having a melt-down about yet another first day at a new school.


“Kids are tough,” she admitted, handing Tilley the bag. Their eyes met over the plastic handle, Tilley’s were obstinate.


“I know – especially when you keep changing schools.” Tilley responded curtly.


“This will be the last time,” Evie said, as she picked up her own black handbag and started switching off the lights in the terrace.


“You say that every time and it never is.”


“This will be the last time,” she repeated, even though she wasn’t quite sure if it was true. Repeating the statement made it feel more substantial, less ephemeral.


“I don’t even know why we had to come here in the first place,” Tilley continued complaining but followed Evie down the corridor towards the front door, her heavy footsteps resonating against the timber floorboards.


“You know why. Grandad’s sick,” she said. The word clung to the inside of her mouth awkwardly. She rarely used the word Grandad and when she managed to, she felt like a fraud.


“You don’t like him anyway!” Tilley yelled as Evie threw open the heavy blue door. The noise and traffic from Elizabeth Street, only a few metres away from them, rushed in.


She didn’t respond.


“Come on, you’ll be late for the bus.”


The bus stop was only a short walk away from their home and Evie couldn’t figure out if it was a blessing or a curse. It meant that they could get anywhere quickly, without her having to wedge her car out of the tiny carpark she had secured last night on the street behind the terrace. It also meant the constant screech of brakes and revving of engines as buses spluttered along the street  and voices. People queued for the bus at all times of the day and night and their conversations drifted through the paper-thin walls of the terrace, providing a soundtrack they couldn’t turn off. People who caught the bus in the middle of the day, or late at night, were a curious mix – and so, she discovered, were their conversations.


It was almost summer, mid-November, but still a cool day. A harsh wind stung her cheeks, and an oppressive grey sky clung to the morning despairingly. Evie wondered for the umpteenth time if she had made the right decision, and then closed the thought down, focusing instead on making sure Tilley got on the right bus.


“Evie! Evie!” she heard someone calling her name. It took her a moment to register - who would know her here? She had been gone for so long. Who would remember her? But the voice was familiar.


She turned, keeping a hand firmly fastened on Tilley’s shoulder.


A large woman with dark hair and a face the colour of clay was waving at her. Her nose was familiar, and she was clinging to a girl who looked a similar age to Tilley and wearing the same uniform.


“Evie, it’s Mirela,” the woman declared, reaching out and pressing her closely to her large bosom in an unwelcome embrace.


Mirela. The nose was unforgettable. She smelt of cigarettes and sweat. It wasn’t even 8am - too early for both.


“What are you doing here?” Mirela said, thankfully pulling away. “I never thought you would come back to Redfern,” she added.


No, Evie thought, neither did I.


“My dad’s sick.” The word stuck in her throat, like the word Grandad had.


“That old bastard. Is he still around?” she said jovially with a grin on her face. Like it was a joke.


Yes, that old bastard still was around.


“Yeah, on his last legs though. He’s in a hospice. Lung cancer,” the words seemed strangely disconnected. Like she was in a school play and had been rehearsing the statement for weeks, but still the delivery was abysmal.


“He smoked like a chimney, didn’t he? Poor old thing.”


Evie didn’t think him a poor old thing at all, but it was strange what people erased in their memories. Recollections were often imperfect, never filled with that odd thing called certainty.


“Of course, with your mother gone, and your brother ” Mirela continued.


“And how old is your little one?” Evie suddenly said, changing the subject. Where was Mirela going with that sentence? She had no business talking about Evie’s family. She wouldn’t let her finish those words, not now – not ever.


Mirela looked at her strangely but managed a response. “Seven.”


“Just like Tilley! Grade two, right?” Evie continued brightly, ignoring the stung look on Mirela’s face — she had never been one to conceal emotions.


“Yeah, that’s right.”


“Well, they’ll be in the same class then. There you go Tilley – instant friend!” Her voice was too high, and too happy, it sounded fabricated, ridiculous, but she continued nonetheless.


Tilley stared at the girl suspiciously, as though her sudden appearance was not at all an assurance that they would be bestbuddies.


“Just like we were,” Mirela said swinging a thick arm over Evie’s shoulder. Evie felt its weight like an anchor, rooting her to the spot. To this old, awful place. Why had she come back here in the first place?


“Should we get a coffee and catch-up before work?” Mirela continued, as the girls talked quietly in the background. Furtive eyes downcast, as they tried to figure out whether they liked each other legitimately.


“I can’t. First day on the new job. I wouldn’t want to be late.” Nice save Evie, nice save.


“No worries. Well, I’m still in the old place on Phillip Street. My parents’ place — you know the one. Come past this evening or another night for a cuppa. It’s just me, Mum and Steph,” she gestured towards the small girl. “Steve ran out on me a while back, haven’t seen him in a long time.”


Evie wasn’t sure who Steve was.


“Mum will love to see you again. She used to always talk about how pretty you were, thought you were going to turn into some famous actress  a star! We all did.”


Evie didn’t respond, instead she felt the puncture of those words.


“She looks just like you did back then,” Mirela continued gesturing towards the girls, who were getting on the bus now together.


Momentarily Evie panicked. They were too young to be catching the bus alone in this place. They were too young, full stop. And Tilley was too pretty. Evie knew what that meant and being pretty was both a blessing and a curse.


She swallowed, it was an irrational fear. Tilley would be fine, just like she had been. Eventually.


“She’s pretty, isn’t she,” she found herself saying listlessly. The words were bitter in her mouth.


“So very pretty.”
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Unremarkable people 
(2017, Redfern)





Evie sat in her grey cubicle and started to log in. She clutched the yellow post-it note the weary IT officer had given her this morning with her username and password scrawled in black hand-writing on it. His eyes had been rheumy and his chin, completely absent. She had tried to make a joke with him about him needing a truckload of post-it notes given people’s propensity for forgetting their passwords. He had grimaced in return, as though he couldn’t possibly manage a response and her cheeriness was wasted on him. She hadn’t felt cheery at all. Like Tilley with school, starting a new job wasn’t exactly something she was clicking her heels about. Another location, another job in a grey, sterile office. Only this suburb was familiar. Overly.


Her computer powered to life and she clicked on the email symbol. A welcome email from her new director, a team lunch invite, and an IT security email. She felt like turfing them all. Straight into the bin icon which hovered at the bottom of her screen. It was a fleeting thought. Lacking in substance or conviction. She couldn’t do any of those things. She belonged here, in this grey cubicle, stenciled amongst these equally grey people, wishing things were different.


She was sure they wished the same. Even the IT officer with the rheumy eyes.


They had all been promised something more. Maybe her more than others  Mirela’s words about what they thought she would become sat heavily in her mind, reminding her of unearned and unused potential. What an awful word – potential. It smacked of an understated and bland future, littered with suburban lives, office buildings and Netflix.


She craned her neck slightly to see over the partition. Beside her was an empty desk. A screen, hard drive and keyboard idled alongside a long-forgotten cactus. The remnants of someone’s time in this place.


Eight hours a day. Five days a week. She would be beholden to this workplace. It made her want to scream, but she knew that she couldn’t manage even that simple act of rebellion. These workplaces relied on people like her – haunted by unreachable potential. Unremarkable people. They thrived on souls like her own.


Evie belonged here. In a nondescript government job, filing emails, and taking phone calls. It meant nothing, to any of them.


“Evie?” She snapped to attention, finding a grey-haired woman behind her wearing thick glasses and a floral cardigan.


“Yes.”


“I’m Margaret. Welcome.” The word came out flat, the semiimplied enthusiasm squeezed out of it.


“Thank you.”


“Now, I know we’re having sausage rolls and the like for morning tea on Friday to welcome you. Garry’s organised that. He does that sort of thing – you know, the social events,” she continued, leaning a hand on the partition. Her nails were painted a particularly obnoxious mauve. Garry was the social guy. Noted.


Evie didn’t respond.


“But listen, I just came around to let you know that someone’s been calling your line. You may not have noticed because we have this voice over the internet thing here, not your normal telephone. You have to put this headset on,” she prodded the headset which had been smartly positioned on Evie’s keyboard upon her arrival. It was still covered in its plastic wrapper. Evie had immediately set it aside.


“It’s a nightmare,” Margaret widened her heavy-lidded eyes. “So, apologies, but I’ve answered your line a few times today, it’s diverting to mine – there’s a hospice calling, something about your father. I’m sorry to take such a personal call.” her voice trailed off, but she looked at Evie expectantly, clearly waiting for further information.


Margaret struck Evie as an office gossip. She tried not to let it bother her, but it did. Again, she didn’t respond.


Margaret clasped her hands together in an effort to fill the silence. Finally she said, “Well, I just thought I would let you know.”


“Thank you,” Evie said, with a clipped tone.


Margaret looked sour, her face was pinched. Clearly, she didn’t appreciate Evie’s need for discretion when it came to her dying bastard of a father. Evie turned her back on her, and searched for her mobile in her black handbag. Three missed calls from the hospice there too. She’d had her phone on silent, but if she was honest, she had felt the vibration and chosen to ignore it.


It was un-ignorable now, thanks to Margaret.


She hit the call back button and felt her throat constricting, which was a sensation she often experienced now when considering her father.


“Clare Leaver Hospice, Sara speaking,” responded a young perky voice.


Evie paused, unable to speak.


“Hello?” the voice said again.


“Hello ” Evie rasped as though she hadn’t spoken for days.


“Yes hello, it’s Clare Leaver Hospice. Can I help you?”


Here was her moment to talk, she had to find her voice.


“My name’s Evie King. My father’s in the hospice at the moment. Greg King. I have a missed call from you,” she managed.


“Oh yes, Evie. We tried calling you a few times this morning. Your father’s been asking after you, wondering if you arrived safely in Sydney - said you were driving up from Melbourne. We thought we would give you a buzz and check to give him some peace of mind.” The girl had a smile in her tone, as though she were sure this were the right thing to do, and that the call would be well-received on her end.


She tried to keep the grimace out of her voice, “Yes, I’ve arrived.”


“Wonderful – he’ll be so pleased to see you then!” Jovial. Evie couldn’t imagine her father being pleased about anything, and certainly not to see her.


“Yes, of course.”


“He’s been talking about your arrival for days now.” Stop.


Now. Evie thought.


“I see.”


Another lengthy pause. Evie pictured Margaret’s hands clasping in front of her. Her new image for expectation.


“Well, I’ll see you soon,” Sara closed with more sunshine in her voice.


“Yes, of course.”


The phone went dead. Evie kept it clutched to her ear for a moment.


When she replaced it on her desk she realised her hands were shaking.
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Old habits die hard 
(1997, Redfern)





“ Open the fucking door!”


Evie startled awake, the words ringing in her ears.


The room was pitch black, for a moment she couldn’t quite remember where she was. Panicked, she desperately tried to re-orientate herself. She was in the terrace on Elizabeth Street. In the front room, the one which faced the street. Tilley was sleeping in the room upstairs. Where had the words come from? Had they been part of a dream? They had seemed so real, so tangible, so 


Bang! Bang! Bang!


She jumped. Someone was knocking at the door. Furiously.


She could hear her heart pounding in her chest. So loud, it eclipsed almost every other sound. Tilley . where was she?


She grabbed the mobile off her nightstand. It was just after 2am. She kicked the blankets off her. She was sweaty, clammy, stressed.


She threw the door open and headed into the oppressively tiny corridor.


There was someone outside, she knew that much. Trying to get in. She ran her hand along the corridor in the darkness, trying to find her way to the flight of stairs which led to Tilley’s room. A teeny attic where an adult could barely stand vertical. The ceiling sloped for a reason 


Christ! Why had she brought that sweet child back to this place?


More banging on the door. She jumped. The jolt pushed her into fight or flight mode, she was more fight than flight she knew that much. Violence was in her blood.


Violence was part of this fucking place.


“Tilley!” she hissed up the stairs. Then more urgently, “Tilley!”


“Mummy,” came her tiny child’s voice in return. “There’s someone at the door.”


Her eyes had adjusted to the darkness now and she could make out Tilley’s small form at the top of the stairs, rubbing her eyes sleepily.


“I know. Mummy will sort it out. You stay up there,” Evie said sternly.


More knocking. Aggressive. Belligerent. Destructive.


Then came the voice, “Open the fucking door, bitch!”


Slurred, probably intoxicated, looking for sex and blood and violence no doubt. She knew the type . too well. This place was filled with them.


You couldn’t be passive when presented with violence. You had to meet it head-on. You had to accost violence with . violence.
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