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Me and Shane moved to Perth about two months back. In 
Melbourne before that. Pretty much taking caps and drink
ing goon all the time, until we blacked out or puked or scored 
women more wasted than us. Waking up in random hostels in 
St Kilda or in Aussie houses cramped with Irish immigrants 
to keep the rent down. Young ones like ourselves. Younger 
even. Was turning out to be worse than the way we were back 
in Ireland. Off our faces all the time and running too low on 
dollars. I didn’t want to go robbing. It was supposed to be a 
fresh start here.

Shane’s mam bailed him out once with a grand but we 
blew it in a weekend with Thai girls and a twoday session in 
a plastic Irish pub run by the biggest scumbags you could ever 
expect to find in Northside Dublin. They were legal and stuff 
in Australia but I got the sniff of fugitives off them, that they 
could never go back home or they’d be arrested on landing. 
Should have tattooed Crimewatch on their shoulders instead 
of the big tricolour flags and Fighting Irish leprechauns.

We drank it all away there with them.
I couldn’t ask my parents because we hadn’t a bean with 

the recession. Auld lad went bankrupt. Builder who got greedy 
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and thought he could develop a site that was way beyond him. 
What a cliché. One of the main reasons I left Ireland was to 
get away from the small town cunts who kept on about us, 
sneering at my folks. Me auld lady crying every day, verging 
on a breakdown. 

Couldn’t be dealing with that. 
Anyway, we were down to our last bobs and heard Western 

Australia was how to go, get into the mines as machine 
operators or truck drivers and be laughing all the way to the 
bank with our twograndaweek wages. And it really was. 
The mining boys would be back from threeweek swings 
telling us about how soft the job was for the amount of cash 
they were earning. 

This skinny Corkman engineer who had a stammer got  
me and Shane interviews for an iron ore mine in the Pilbara. 
Even for us having no college we could still get in up there.  
But we’d to do an alcohol and drug test after the interview,  
and I have to say, we failed it magnificently. The Aussie 
interviewer asked me if I was ‘fucking serious?’ when he 
looked at the results. 

‘You’ve wasted my time, mate. Out,’ he said and opened the 
door of his office. I reckon we’d have failed the medical and 
fitness tests the same way if we had gotten to do them.

We gooned ourselves silly that night. Eleven dollars for  
four litres of wine in a silver piss bag. Pure depressed. Sitting 
out in the smoking area of the hostel. Loads of Frenchies 
and Germans at the next table. Goddesses with brown eyes 
and long, tanned legs, talking gibberish and laughing. At us 
probably. Then we met Hopper, real name Derek Finnegan, 
from Dundalk, with a thick broad accent who pronounced 
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TH like D. Dem and dere and dose and dat. He joined us 
drinking and told us the craic. He’d ‘taken a long way over 
here’ from Adelaide. But back in Ireland he was a major fuck 
up. Borderline junkie. Skipped court.

‘What ya do?’ Shane asked him, his eyes wide and a smile 
creeping in the corners of his mouth.

‘Set fire to a playground.’
‘What? Why would ya fucking do that?’
‘Ah, it’s all in the past, lads. D’ya know when you’d be out 

of your box and you’d kind of lose the run of yourself.’
‘But a playground?’ Shane asked.
Hopper looked at his hands and took a deep breath. ‘It was 

an awful abused playground where we’d hang around, tinning, 
shagging, shooting up – a total shitehole. I was on lighter 
fluid and I had visions of all these kids syringing themselves 
and being worse off than us. I remember being a kid myself 
and I’d a bad auld time of it. Parents. School. Social workers. 
Everyone hated the Hopper. Always out to get me. Bastards. 
I was only a child.’

He paused so me and Shane nodded fair enough at him.
Hopper went on. ‘So there I was, getting upset, kneeling 

in front of a slide. A dirty, yellow, plastic thing. I punched it 
hard and cut my knuckles. A bit was sticking out of it. How 
could a kid slide down that? He’d tear open his arse. I got so 
mad. I threw a bit of juice on it and sparked her. But ya see, it 
somehow kind of spread. The fire. I suppose with the rubbish 
thrown on the ground and that. I’m not sure. Sirens and smoke. 
Me only half with it. I didn’t run. I let them arrest me. I ran 
later when my head cleared.’ 

‘To here?’ I asked.
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Hopper shrugged. ‘Look. It’s all in the past now. Ye want 
to try some acid? I can get it off this Kiwi chick I know. Crazy 
wan with piercings everywhere. Will I put in for ye?’

I didn’t even have to look at Shane.
‘Yes, sir.’ 

*
‘You get homesick?’ I asked Shane.

He was flicking through the Quokka classifieds. Someone 
had told him that’s where we’d find work. Every so often 
his eyes would go bigger and he’d circle an advert with his 
pencil. I was lying on my top bunk, thinking about the new 
Irish that had moved into the dorm the night before. She was 
above Shane’s bed. Milkbottle skinned, Qantassmelling, 
sadeyed cailín. She could have been a million Irish girls with 
her splash of freckles and highlighted hair. Her new Penneys 
summer clothes unpacked and put away neat into a locker. 
Cheap and hopeful.

I heard her crying when the lights were out. I wanted to get 
out of bed and comfort her, rub her back, tell her that we’re all 
better off being here but her snuffles in the bunk across from 
mine set me off.

I missed it too.
Small things. How the young and auld fellas would be out the 

back of the church on a Sunday morning with cheery bloodshot 
eyes talking about football and pints. The smell of turf burning. 
The taste of McCambridges dosed in real butter, Purple Snacks, 
Supermac’s chicken burgers, Club Orange. 

The rain. 
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The awful bollocking rain that soaked us and quenched us. 
Shane put the newspaper down and bowed his head.  

‘Home sick. Yeah, I do be bad. Miss me sister’s kids the 
most. They won’t know me. I’d be like our long lost uncle 
in America from years ago. Only now it’s Australia. I’m the 
one none of them will know. I’ll send them packages though 
once I get work. With nice bits and pieces. Like the Americans 
used to. With clothes and Tim Tams and Ugg boots and 
that kind of shite. After I get set up. They’ll like me even 
if they don’t remember me.’ He smiled and paused. ‘I miss 
it all the time really. When I think about it. But what can 
I do? Have to just say fuck it to homesickness. This is it. 
This is where I am. This is what was forced onto me.’ He  
picked up the paper again.

‘Yeah,’ I whispered. ‘Fuck it.’ 

*
John Anthony came to the hostel on the Thursday and imme
diately threw his bulk around. He’d a strong Donegal accent, 
a buzz cut and two sleeves of tattoos. Mostly Republican or 
Catholic shit: on his left bicep – a man in a balaclava holding 
a rifle; on his shoulder – a huge green shamrock; and on his 
wrist – red rosary beads with a cross that fell onto the front 
of his hand. He’d names, skeletons and Celtic designs inked 
everywhere else. 

I noticed a big dented scar on his shoulder blade, like some
thing had taken a bite out of him. 

He caught me looking. 
‘You want a piece of this?’ he asked, his eyebrow raised. 
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‘What?’ My face started burning. 
‘You like the fellas, do you? A lads’ lad?’ 
‘No, Jesus. Fuck off. Not at all. It was just – just – the mark 

you have, I was wondering where you got it?’ 
He looked down at himself, pointed at the dent. ‘This one?’ 
I nodded. 
‘Let’s just say, we gatecrashed a wee march. And let’s just 

say, if you think this is bad, you should have seen the Huns.’ 
He looked away and laughed. ‘No more quickstepping or 
drumbanging for them.’ 

Two Japanese girls came to the doorway of the kitchen and 
posed for an iPhone photo. They were doing peace sign fingers 
to the camera.

‘So what’s the story with the bitches here? Are they all chinks, 
hey?’ 

I tried not to roll my eyes in front of him but I’d no time 
for racists. My auld fella had loads of Polskis and Brazilians 
working for him back in 2007. Before he went bust. They were 
as sound as the local fellas. Sounder even. They put up with 
the shite off us and kept at their job. Rose above it. All the 
shite we’ve to put up with here. Green-niggers. Lowest of the 
Whites. No Irish Wanted.

‘Here, I heard a rumour that you and your boy couldn’t 
get in the mines. I’ve got another job. Can ye drive?’ John 
Anthony asked. He opened the fridge and poked through 
the different reusable bags with name tags on them until he 
pulled out a steak.

I knew it didn’t belong to me or Shane. We shared a 
bag and the only thing in it was a halftub of butter and 
some goneoff ham. Rooting through the other guests’ stuff 
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was an automatic expulsion from the hostel so we didn’t 
bother and anyway we found that if you hung around 
looking starved when the Irish girls were cooking, they’d 
give you a bowl. Irish girls will never see one of their own  
go hungry. 

‘I don’t think you’re allowed—’
‘I don’t think you’re allowed,’ he copied me with a high voice 

and did this mincing dance with his arms. ‘I’m not allowed 
what?’ 

The blood dripped off the steak onto his palm and the floor 
as he held it high in front of me. I thought he was getting ready 
to smash me with it. 

‘The food. It’s not yours,’ I said and took a step back. ‘Or 
ours. If it was ours, you could have it.’ 

John Anthony looked around the kitchen and then wiped 
his nose with the inside of his arm. ‘Who’s gonna stop me?’ 

I shrugged. Checked around too. Didn’t recognise anyone. 
‘No one, I suppose.’

‘Exactly.’ 
He picked a pan from the shelf above the sink and greased 

it with someone else’s sunflower oil. ‘So can ye? Drive tractors 
and that?’ 

‘Yeah, course we can. What’s the job?’ 
‘Be working for the harvest. Mangos. Driving around the 

farms. That kind of bull. Fourteenhour shifts. Twentyfive 
bucks an hour. It’ll be cuntish enough but it’s only for a month 
or so, it counts as regional work and when we’ve finished we’ll 
all have enough saved for a good Christmas dinner in Bali or 
Sydney or New Zealand.’

John Anthony was a bollocks but we really had no money 
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left. The hostel rent ran out on the Saturday. I looked at the 
oil sizzling and coughing splats around the pan as he pounded 
the steak into the middle of it. 

We’d go.
What was a month of tractor driving? Nothing in the grand 

scheme of things.

*
Hopper wanted in as soon as he heard about it and it was 
agreed he’d take the fourth seat in the car. We were all drunk 
at the time but I thought I saw his eyes well up a bit when we 
told him he could have it.

We’d a going away party in the hostel on the Friday night, a 
big sesh and I slept with a girl from London who was beyond 
sexy. She’d a navy polkadot dress on her and a way of say
ing my name. I could feel the letters on her tongue before she 
sprung it out in her Cockney accent. So I was with her and I 
didn’t know if anything went down between Hopper and John 
Anthony. Maybe nothing had.

As we gathered our crap from the room at 5 a.m., I whis
pered to Shane, ‘What was the craic after I left?’

‘Did you not get enough crack off yer wan?’
‘Piss off,’ I said and launched my shoe at him. ‘Did I miss 

anything?’
‘I can’t remember nothing after the vodka and the spliffs.’
He was happy. He was whistling and shuffling as he packed 

his rucksack, leaving clothes that were torn or stinking in a 
pile between the bunks.

‘You’ll need them for the farm,’ I said.
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‘Nah. Got my hivis for that.’
Shane had splashed out fifteen bucks on the fluorescent 

orange and navy construction top back in Melbourne and 
hadn’t got to wear it. I smiled. I was feeling happy as well. 
Maybe the farming would be another fresh start for us. Out in 
the countryside. Clean air. Healthy food. Could be some nice 
girls too. The London one said she’d be texting me but I knew 
that I wasn’t the only one who’d have her attention. A girl like 
that was spread between many fools.

We checked out and met John Anthony in the car park to 
fill up the boot. He was wearing mirror sunglasses and a white 
tshirt that had ‘I’m drunk but you’re still ugly,’ written across
the front in black letters. His car was a twelveyearold maroon
Holden Berlina Wagon. Decent motor for travelling.

Hopper was ten minutes late and Shane convinced John 
Anthony to wait for him.

‘Here, ye listen, it’s my fucking car so it’s my way or the 
highway. Understand?’

‘Yeah.’
Hopper came out with a ragged bag about half the size of 

ours. He wore an old Celtic away shirt, the NTL black and 
green one from seasons ago. It was too stretched at the collar 
and fell loose and wrong on his neck. 

John Anthony muttered, ‘State of this fella.’
‘Travel light?’ Shane asked.
‘Don’t need much more than my jocks and a couple of 

tshirts,’ Hopper said and scratched his head.
I took a look at him and realised how filthy he was. He’d

stamps from nightclubs fading on his wrists and his nails  
were blackened. On his chin was a smatter of yellow spots, raw 
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and angry. His moustache was wiry, like dark pubes. I imagined 
his bin juice breath and stood in front of the passenger side so 
Shane would be in the back beside him.

John Anthony rubbed his hands together. ‘Alright, let’s do 
this bitch.’

*
We were almost out of the city, the handful of Perth skyscrapers 
shrinking in the wing mirrors when Shane piped up.

‘Eh, John Anthony, you’re taking the wrong road.’
John Anthony looked at me, frowned and looked in the 

mirror to Shane. ‘Eh, Shane, no I’m not.’
‘You’re supposed to be on the North West Coastal High

way,’ Shane said.
I checked the signs. I hadn’t a fucking clue which road we 

were taking.
‘No, I’m going on the Great Northern Highway, can  

you not read?’ John Anthony’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he 
swallowed.

Shane jumped forward. ‘Are you messing?’
John Anthony didn’t react.
‘But there’s nothing that way. That’s into the outback. If we 

go the coast, we’ll see the coast. We’ll see the Indian Ocean. 
The beaches. Whales and dolphins. Hot women in bikinis.’

‘Who gives a fuck?’ John Anthony said. 
‘But we could see the Pinnacles and later on, Monkey Mia. 

They’re famous.’
John Anthony didn’t reply. He pouted and sniffed and turned 

the radio louder.
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I looked back at Shane. He nudged his head forward and 
nodded at John Anthony. I shrugged. Hopper was staring out 
the window with his hands in his pockets. The sun was rising, 
white light blazing the sky around it.

Shane took a breath, leant forward and was about to protest 
again when John Anthony snapped the radio off and pulled 
sharply across the lane to the hard shoulder. A big van behind 
us swerved right and honked. 

‘Here, is there something wrong with you? We’re going 
the shortest cunting way and that’s it. Do you want to add 
another five hours to a day and night’s driving to see some 
fucking sand?’

Shane’s face went a bit pink.
‘Well, do you?’
Shane folded his arms. He started and stopped himself twice 

before saying, ‘It’s just ’cause we’re going north anyway. Be 
cool to see some sights on the road trip, like.’

‘It’s not a road trip. It’s a fucking commute. Now wise up.’ 
Shane liked doing tourist shite. He made me go with him to 

loads of things before. Old Melbourne Gaol where they hung 
Ned Kelly, the dodge. The place was smelly and expensive  
but the death masks were cool. In Perth, Shane dragged  
me with him to the Fremantle Markets and to St. Mary’s 
Cathedral. A fucking cathedral. If we’d had enough cash, 
he’d have made me go out to Penguin Island. He liked telling 
his auld lady the things he’d seen down here so she could 
tell the neighbours and sisters and inlaws about it. I heard 
him on the phone to her. He was babyish, pure mammy’s  
boy. If she only knew.

John Anthony pulled back onto the road, the indicators 
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briskly ticking. ‘We’re going through the inside. It’s the  
shortest way.’

He turned the radio on again.

*
Sometimes I could see Hopper in my wing mirror without him 
seeing me. Something about him gripped me. He was pathetic 
with his weaselly arms and dirty skin but he had some security 
in himself that I couldn’t understand. I wanted to know where 
it came from. I wanted to know how to get it. If he could have 
it, I definitely should, the fucking cut of him.

He hadn’t said much on the drive except ask John Anthony 
for a piss stop which he begrudgingly got. We pulled in at a 
dusty roadhouse and Hopper ran around the back of the cabin 
that said toilet. John Anthony had a smoke and me and Shane 
got out to stretch our legs.

‘Why’s he gone behind it?’ I asked.
‘The poor bastard,’ Shane said and creased one side of his 

face.
John Anthony shook his head and blew smoke at us.  

‘He’s a donkey, sure. We might as well swap for a while, 
Shane? Sound?’ 

Shane agreed to take over. I was tempted to get a few beers 
but then I’d have to battle John Anthony to stop again when 
the liquid went through me.

Hopper came bounding back to the car with a plastic bag. 
He opened it and offered us multicoloured ice lollies.

‘Cheers, Hopper. When did ya sneak into the shop?’ I  
asked and tore the wrapper off. It was odd I hadn’t seen him 
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pass. The ice pop was melting already. ‘And why did ya go 
round the back of the jacks?’

Hopper slurped at his lolly. Sticky orange drops fell onto his 
hands and he wiped them off his jersey. ‘Didn’t want to go in 
it. D’ya know when a place is too small and ya don’t want to 
be getting your mickey out in case ya’d keel over inside from 
breathing too fast? Someone would find you with your lad in 
your hand and be talking about you to everyone and bring 
them out for the laugh at you?’

I gave Shane a face and looked back at Hopper. ‘No?’
He raised his shoulders. 
John Anthony bit down on his ice pop three times and it 

was done. I had a big grin, watching him, praying to fuck he 
had brain freeze but he just slapped the car and told us to get 
back in.

*
We were about nine hours from Perth. John Anthony was 
resting in the back and didn’t notice Shane pulling in until he 
had done it.

‘Ah come on, what now?’ John Anthony said. 
‘It’s the Tropic of Capricorn,’ Shane said, his eyes bright. 

‘Class.’
‘The what?’
‘It’s like the Equator. But lower. Just give us two minutes, 

John Anthony,’ Shane said and got out.
I laughed and followed him and we went to the sign. Hopper 

came behind us. John Anthony got out and banged the door 
shut. He walked over to the sign and examined it.
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‘Where is it?’ John Anthony asked.
‘It’s an imaginary line of latitude,’ Shane said.
‘Imaginary? Give me strength.’
‘Can we get a photo?’ Shane asked.
I had the camera but I couldn’t remember where I put 

it because I was too steamed when we packed up in the  
hostel.

‘I can take a photo,’ Hopper said and whipped out a flip
top silver phone.

Shane laughed. ‘Is that from the eighties? What level in 
Snake can you get to?’

‘Not sure. It’s an indestructible mobile. Swear. Got no  
cover age out here but it does have a timer. Give me a minute.’

We stood around the sign. Shane read some of the graffiti 
and John Anthony kicked the rusty coloured sand and grit 
on the ground. Hopper went to the car and set the phone up 
on the roof of it, facing us. He ran back quickly, laughing. 
He jumped in between us and wrapped his arms behind 
our backs, pulling us closer together. ‘Quick, we’ve only  
ten seconds.’

His excitement even made John Anthony smile. We waited 
for Hopper to check the photo. He gave a thumbs up and we 
went back to the car.

*
Late in the afternoon, John Anthony and Shane switched  
again. We were sweaty and stone cold bored from the travel
ling. No one was talking anymore. It felt like the awful flight 
from Dublin to Melbourne. Only worse. We weren’t being 
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fed by beautiful air hostesses every two hours, didn’t have  
a supply of free booze and no new movies to watch. Only 
thing to see was grey road, gigantic desert and a withering 
evening sun.

In the distance, a road train came over the horizon. A big 
fuckoff truck carrying three huge trailers behind it. We’d heard 
about them and knew we were definitely in mining country 
now – the Pilbara.

‘I’d hate to try reverse her,’ Hopper said.
‘It wouldn’t be too bad except the blind spots,’ I said.
‘But I can’t even drive.’
John Anthony pressed on the steering wheel and twisted 

around. ‘You can’t even drive?’
Hopper shook his head. ‘Nah.’
‘What? Why in the name of Christ are you coming up here 

with us?’ John Anthony turned to me. ‘Did you know?’
‘I never asked.’
John Anthony hit the car door with his palm but kept his 

eye on the road. ‘So what exactly were you going to do during 
your tractor driving job, Hopper?’

Hopper’s face didn’t change. ‘I didn’t know what job it  
was.’

‘For crying out loud,’ John Anthony said. ‘What sort of 
merry band of gimps are ye?’ 

‘It’s only a fucking farm. He’ll be able to pick fruit or carry 
pallets or something,’ Shane said.

‘Aye, aye, only a fucking farm—’
‘John Anthony,’ I interrupted him. The road train was a 

lot closer now. ‘Don’t think the road is big enough for that 
and us.’
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The truck was coming at a good speed. I sensed the vibra
tions from it underneath me. 

‘Plenty of room,’ John Anthony said.
‘No,’ I said, more solid this time. ‘Pull in. Let it pass us. I 

don’t think there’s enough space. This is a single lane.’ I could 
picture the exact gap between our vehicles when they met. It 
was too tight for comfort. 

John Anthony sneered and sped up the car. The truck got 
louder as we advanced towards it, it towards us.

‘Pull in,’ I repeated.
John Anthony kept going. The truck gave us a warning  

honk.
‘Pull in, for fuck’s sake.’
The other driver flashed his lights and honked again. His 

front cab was yellow with neonblue splashes.
It was too close. The sky was dusky pink. 
It was too close. My body went hot. 
‘John Anthony,’ I shouted, ‘give him some space, if he swerves 

he’ll jackknife the load.’ 
The lads agreed from the back and I checked my seat belt.
The lorry’s headlights were on us now. I could nearly smell 

the diesel off its engine. 
‘Pull the fuck in!’ I screamed at John Anthony.
He waited till the truck was less than fifty metres in front 

of us, its engine and cargo booming before he veered into the 
dirt track beside the road, losing control of the wheel, the car 
spinning and shuddering till it stopped, dust rising. And then 
there was a loud thump. 

‘Yehaw,’ John Anthony said and clapped his hands.
‘What was that?’ I asked.
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‘That was living, boyo. Fuck. I’m throbbing with adrenal
ine,’ John Anthony said. He hollered again.

‘No, John Anthony, what was the noise? The bang?’
The sand was settling. I got out of the car and walked around 

the front and covered my mouth.
John Anthony leaned out his window and shouted ‘What?’ 

over at me.
‘You hit it,’ I said. I bent down. It was panting and breath ing 

shallowly. There was blood.
The car doors shut and the lads walked over to me. We 

peered down at it. A small kangaroo. Its side bloody and its 
paw twisted funny.

‘You’re a fucking asshole, John Anthony,’ Shane said.
John Anthony had his hands on his hips.
‘What were you playing at?’ I asked.
‘Back off. Look, I didn’t mean to hit it. I didn’t even see it.’
‘Too busy being Mad Max.’
The kangaroo’s breathing had a whistle in it. He purred 

every so often.
Hopper knelt down and checked its pouch. He rubbed its 

head. ‘Can’t leave him this way.’ He looked at us.
Shane had his hands up. I stepped backwards. I wasn’t going 

to mercy kill a kangaroo. Not a fucking hope.
‘What do we do?’ Hopper asked.
No one answered. The sky was melting to navy. I scratched 

my stubble.
‘Since ye’re all pussies,’ John Anthony started.
Shane interrupted, ‘You’re the one who hit it.’
‘I always keep a knife on me. In case things get out of  

hand.’ John Anthony reached down into his right pocket and 
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pulled out a black rectangular shape. He clicked a switch. A 
blade shot up and shone.

‘Where are you going to get him? The temple? Would that 
go to his brain?’ I asked.

‘I’ll go for his gullet. Best place,’ John Anthony said.
‘Fuck. I’m not watching this. Give me the keys. I’ll drive 

for the next while,’ Shane said. John Anthony threw the keys 
at him and Shane walked back to the car with his shoulders 
tensed. Hopper’s eyes looked watery again.

‘Don’t be a bunch of fucking bleeding hearts. They shoot 
thousands of kangaroos every night here. Scourge. I’ll be doing 
the Aussies a turn.’

John Anthony took a deep breath. He stood over the kanga
roo’s head and tried to measure where the blade would have to 
go. The evening was silent except for some birds in the distance 
cackling and the click of the cooling engine.

‘On three,’ John Anthony said and raised his knife. ‘One.’
Hopper winced. He put his hand on his shoulder, his elbow 

jutting out.
‘Two.’
Hopper did the same thing with his other hand, bracing 

himself. The little kangaroo was shivering.
John Anthony roared and upped his arm, ready to thrust his 

knife down but in that moment, the kangaroo’s paws scratched 
at the ground and the pads of his feet found a grip. He moved 
out of the way of the knife and shuffled on the ground as John 
Anthony speared at nothing.

‘Jesus,’ Hopper said.
‘Instinct,’ I said.
‘The wee gobshite,’ John Anthony said.
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The kangaroo was using its feet to propel itself further  
away from us. He staggered upwards off the ground, leaning  
to one side, limping. He took unsteady small steps for a  
moment before scampering off, hopping lopsided in the  
fading light.

*
We were an eternity in the car. The city, normal people, decent 
radio stations and streetlights seemed distant memories. This 
was deep outback with nothing but brush. The straightest 
road to nowhere that didn’t twist or turn for hours. The  
odd railway track. The odd small village with buildings 
unchanged from the time the Brits ruled the Aussies and tried 
to ‘culture’ the indigenous. 

I didn’t know if we were friends anymore. Or what friends 
were. Or what fun was. I couldn’t even replay riding yer 
one from the hostel. It was too long ago. I tried to conjure 
her face up, her mouth and body but I only saw the wonky  
kangaroo.

John Anthony slept. His snores sounded like a broken 
chain saw. Shane had driven all the way nonchalantly, at 
a consistent speed, getting off the road if we met trucks. 
At Newman, we stopped at a petrol station and ate some 
fried chicken with salty chips. Tomatosauced the shite 
out of them. It was the middle of the night when the lads  
switched again.

‘I’m done, John Anthony,’ Shane said. ‘Not swapping back. 
We’ll need to stop somewhere and sleep properly if you want 
me to drive again.’
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‘No. I’m good to do the last leg. Only a few hours in it,’ 
John Anthony said and supped on his energy drink. The sickly 
sweet smell of it wafted.

Then Hopper brought it up. I don’t know why the fuck he 
left it so late.

‘I have that acid ye know.’
‘What?’ I said and woke out of the snooze I was going and 

coming from.
‘Will we take it? There’s another six hours in the car, like,’ 

Hopper said.
John Anthony looked at me and sighed.
‘Is it alright if we do?’ I asked him. Anticipation had me 

wide awake now.
He stared at the road ahead, the night bursting with stars. 

‘How long does that shit last?’
I turned around. Shane was grinning as Hopper used the 

light from his phone to unwrap some tin foil.
Hopper wiped his nose with his sleeve. ‘I don’t have any 

liquid, just tabs. Should be mild enough. Three hours maybe. 
Five max.’

Shane dropped his straight away. ‘Been driving all fucking 
day. I deserve this.’

I reached back to Hopper for mine. He was holding an edge 
of it by his fingernails.

John Anthony didn’t try to stop us or go mental. He said in 
a calm voice, ‘Do what ye want but be fit for when we get to 
that farm or I’ll fucking kill yis.’

I put it under my tongue.



23

*
Stars bursting out of the night like spores from a flower like 
cum onto a London girl’s stomach like joy out of that perfect 
moment of ecstasy like colours everywhere even in the black 
sky of colours and stars and the stars about to explode about 
to spread their silver onto us and paint us silver and we’d be 
silver in the colours of life and night time and sex would be 
colours green and white and gold of home and love would 
be a colour and it is a colour like Ireland ’cause it’s all the 
one sky so we’re really at home still we’ll always be at home 
and I feel joy right now bursting out of the stars they are  
bursting out of me.

Farm work. In this beautiful, big, beautiful, massive  
country side. Under these same stars. The same ones as back 
home.

No worries, mate.

*
The waves of the trip washed over me but they drowned 
Hopper. John Anthony was enjoying it more than any of us.

‘It’s Wolf Creek land here in Western Australia,’ he said and 
chuckled. ‘Wolfy, Wolfy with his shotgun and his laugh. Out 
to eat Little Red Riding Hood and backpackers. Or Dundalk 
gobshites.’

I looked back at Hopper. He had lost his face with the 
acid. His jaw was distorted and his eyes bulgy. The sweat was 
glisten ing on him.
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‘Why ye changing colours so bad? Why ye echoing at me? 
Yer on my side though, aren’t ye? For when he comes. Ye won’t 
give him to me. I mean me to him. Ye won’t save yerselves by 
giving me to him?’

‘Jesus, Hopper, calm down. Breathe like,’ Shane said. ‘This 
LSD is a bad batch I reckon.’

‘I think Wolfy is coming straight for you, Hopper,’ John 
Anthony said and screeched laughing.

His laugh cackled and groaned in my ears, going up and 
down in pitches. Stop. Sounds like the Lord of the Flies. Lord 
of the Fleas. The bed bugs. Chewing at us while we slept. Stop 
it. Munching on our white skin. John Anthony with antennae 
and eight mottled legs. A thick shelled body. Eggs hatching 
underneath him. More fleas.

I didn’t know if I was talking out loud or not. I didn’t want 
to panic. John Anthony stopped laughing. I looked out at the 
stars again. They were bringing me home. Not listening to the 
teasing in the car. Like my mam crying when they snubbed her 
at mass. When they snubbed her in Centra. In the golf club. 
On the street. 

Mam, I’m sorry. I’m sorry for leaving you.
I’ll come back to you in the sky, I’ll bring you over here with 

me. We’ll look after each other. You can make me dinners and 
I’ll bring home money from farming to buy some nice clothes 
and face creams for you.

My head was roasting and the wave washed over me. I took 
a deep breath and tuned back in to the others.

John Anthony was talking about when the psychopath  
killer from the movie tricked the backpackers at the petrol 
station. He talked about the petrol station we had stopped 
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at earlier in Newman. ‘Aye, d’ya remember when that bit 
of petrol spilt onto me legs? When I got the paper towel to 
wipe it, there was this wee weird Aussie with a Crocodile 
Dundee hat watching us. I wonder if he’s got a Crocodile 
Dundee knife?’

Hopper was looking out the back window and scratch
ing his ears. ‘Ye wouldn’t give me away though?’ He chanted 
it. Yewongehmawaydoh. Yewongehmawaydoh. Yewongeh
mawaydoh.

His chant reminded me of a show I’d seen with these two 
American chicks pretending to send psychic connections to 
each other. They were absolute fucking liars. Fooled no one. I 
started to laugh remembering them and Shane joined in though 
I don’t know what he was laughing at. Maybe we had psychic 
connections? 

Hopper looked even more terrified. ‘Not you two as well?’ 
He tapped the door handle, there was a sound of it open

ing, a dull thud and the wind from outside as we drove. John 
Anthony braked hard, skidding, tyres squealing. It took me 
a second to realise what Hopper’d done because I thought I’d 
imagined it. I looked into the backseat. He was definitely gone. 

‘Did he just…?’ I asked, my heart began raving against my 
chest. 

‘Fucking header,’ John Anthony said and turned the car 
around. 

*
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