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An Aussie Glossary

bitumen: asphalt, tar 

bludger: a lazy person

bole: the spot on a tree where two branches meet

bonbons: Christmas crackers or party favors

bonnet: the hood of a car

bowsers: gas pumps

bunyip: an imaginary creature

chewie: gum

chook: a chicken

cockies: cockatoos

crims: criminals

dag: an annoying person

dinking: carrying a passenger on a bike

dobbing: tattling

dropkicks: losers

duckboaids: floorboards

dunny: a toilet

echidna: spiny anteater

eucalypt: a eucalyptus tree

fair dinkum: the truth, the real thing

fibro: a type of building material

flat chat: as fast as possible

footie: Australian rules football

fringe: bangs

goanna: an Australian lizard

goer: someone who gets things done

haka: a Maori war chant

header: a piece of farm machinery that harvests wheat and other crops

jumper: a sweater

k's: kilometers

killer: a sheep that's been designated as the one to be killed to provide the family with its next supply of meat

kookaburra: an Australian bird

maggie: a magpie

milk bar: a small corner store, a minimart

nicked: shoplifted

parkers: parking lights

Peispex: a hard clear plastic similar to Plexiglas

possie: position

postmortem: an inquiry into what went wrong

pressies: presents

rapt: delighted

tellies: relatives

revs: revolutions

rosella: an Australian bird


Rotorua: a town in New Zealand famous for its volcanic springs 

scabbed: stole

servo: a service station

snow gum: a kind of tree

soapie: a soap opera

spat chips: was angry

Stimorol: a brand of chewing gump

stuffed: exhaustedy

suss: suspicious

tackers: kids

Texta: a marker pen

toey: anxious to get started

torch: a flashlight

truckie: a truck driver

uni: a university

ute: a utility vehicle

whinger: a whiner

willy-willy: a dust storm

windscreen: a windshield




One

The noise of a helicopter at night fills the whole world. Your ears rattle with the sound. Your other senses haven't got a hope. Oh of course you can still see, and smell, and feel. You see the dark shape of the chopper dropping like a huge March fly, with just two thin white lights checking the ground below. You smell the fumes of the aviation fuel. They go straight to your head, making you dizzy, like you're a little drunk. You feel the blast of air, getting stronger and stronger, blowing your hair then buffeting your whole body. But you hardly notice any of that stuff. The noise takes over everything. It's like a turbo-charged cappuccino machine. You've got your hands over your ears but it doesn't matter; you still can't keep out the racket. 

All sounds are louder at night, and at three in the morning a helicopter is very, very loud.

When you're scared it sounds even louder.

In the middle of the bush you don't normally get loud 
noises. Cockatoos at dusk, tractors in the paddock, cattle bellowing: they're about as noisy as it gets. So the helicopter did kind of stand out. 

There wasn't much we could do about it. Lee and Homer and Kevin were at different points around the paddocks, on high spots overlooking gates and four-wheel-drive tracks. We'd scrapped our first plan, which was to leave Kevin and Fi in Hell to look after the little kids. We'd decided at the last minute that we needed everyone we could get. We were so nervous, not knowing what to expect. So Kevin came with us and Fi had to do the babysitting on her own.

I agonised over that decision. That's what this war seemed to be all about, agonising over decisions. We called it right more often than we called it wrong, but the consequences of mistakes were so terrible. It wasn't enough to score ninety-nine per cent in the tests of war; not if the other one per cent represented a human life.

If we'd called this one wrong we'd lose Fi, Casey, Natalie, Jack and Gavin. Pretty bad call. A few days ago we would have felt confident leaving Fi there. Not any more. Not after the gunfight of twenty-four hours earlier. Not after spending the morning burying the bullet-torn and chopped-up bodies of the eight soldiers we'd killed.

So, the boys were watching for more enemy soldiers, but at best they'd get only a few minutes warning of anyone approaching. There were too many different ways the soldiers could come. Plus, we didn't know exactly where the chopper would land. Last time it had been about a kilometre and a half from its target, which was pretty good, considering how hard the navigation 
must be, but if it was that far out again our sentries were useless. 

Actually the pilot did well. He didn't go where we landed last time. He came down where we should have landed last time. But that was OK, because it was still in the area we'd marked out. In the excitement of watching the great black shape dropping onto us, and with my ears deafened by the clatter of the blades and the roar of the engine, I forgot for a moment about the dangers of gatecrashers.

Through the dark perspex of the chopper I could see the glow of the dashboard lights and the green light on the navigation table. The storm of dust and leaves meant I couldn't see the people, only a few dark heads. I was hoping the pilot would be Sam, the guy who'd brought us over last time, because I liked him, and admired him. For a guy I'd met only once, and so briefly, he'd made a big impression. But there was no telling who was flying this helicopter.

It settled, like a pregnant cow sinking to the ground, and the side hatch dropped open straightaway. A figure in dark clothes leapt out, then he turned to help bring down a large container. I ran forward. Two other people, in uniform, jumped through the hatch, and the four of us, without a word, arranged ourselves in a line, passing out a heap of boxes and barrels. I found myself panting, like the effort of doing it was full-on exhausting; I guess it wasn't, but it felt that way.

Less than three minutes later, the first soldier, putting one hand on either side of the hatch, levered himself back up and disappeared inside; the next one followed, 
and at the same moment the helicopter lifted off. If Sam had been at the controls I'd have had no chance to see him, let alone say hello. 

Anyway there was no time for anything really, not even thinking. I'd registered that with two people back in the chopper we still had one on the ground, but we also had a heap of stuff. There'd been no warning from Colonel Finley of what to expect, just that we'd have a visitor for twenty-four hours. My curiosity was running at maximum revs.

There was no time to satisfy it. The man and I started carrying the boxes towards a pile of rocks a hundred metres to the west. It was the nearest cover. We wouldn't be able to get all this stuff into Hell in one trip, and there wouldn't be time to go there and back before dawn. I heard a slippage of stones and turned around in time to see Lee coming up the slope, out of the darkness. For a moment it seemed he wore the darkness, was dressed in it, but he was moving so quickly that he was with me before I had time to think about that.

"How'd it go?" he whispered, looking around all the time, like he was having a bad trip and thought spiders were crawling all over him.

"Is it safe?" I asked, more worried that he had left his lookout post than I was about answering his question.

"No, what do you bloody reckon?"

We were all on edge. But I didn't like the way he kept looking around.

"Well, is he here?" Lee asked.

"Yeah. With a heap of stuff." I nodded at the crate I was dragging along. "Grab the other end will you."


We carried it between us, then went back for another one. In the meantime Homer and Kevin had arrived, so by the time they took a couple of crates, and the man got a second load, Lee and I could take it easy. 

Suddenly the night was peaceful once more. The helicopter had long gone—the noise just a memory—and the air was clear and sweet. It was hard to believe in a war, or enemies, or danger. With the stuff safely stowed we found ourselves standing in a little group on the edge of the escarpment.

And we were all embarrassed. Well, I don't know about the others, but I was, and they looked it. It had been so long since we'd met any strangers. Apart from the feral kids—and I couldn't really count them—we'd been on our own a long time.

The man looked about thirty. He was dressed in camouflage gear, but without a cap. From what I could see in the moonlight he had black hair and quite a dark face; heavy eyebrows that met in the middle. Ears that stuck out a bit and an unshaven chin. He smelt like a smoker. That was all I had time to notice. We got engaged in a rapid-fire conversation that rattled along like an automatic rifle.

"How far's your hide-out?"

"Three hours."

"Will the stuff be safe here?"

"Should be."

"We could leave a sentry," said Lee.

"But a sentry couldn't do anything against a patrol," Homer said.

"We're a long way from anywhere," I said.


"If they tracked the chopper..." the man said. 

I realised what he meant. The helicopter might have been picked up by radar or something. If a patrol had been sent from Wirrawee, they could arrive in two or three hours, long after we'd left the area.

"Damn," I thought, "we've got some hard work ahead." But out loud I said: "We'll have to move the whole lot."

"Where to?"

"Towards Tailor's Stitch. We could get it halfway up the road tonight. That way we won't have so far to carry it tomorrow."

"Which way is Tailor's Stitch?" the man asked.

"North-east."

"You might want to take it in a different direction after I've talked to you," he said.

That brought me to a dead stop. Obviously these crates weren't just full of Mars bars.

"OK," I said, rethinking. "You tell us."

The man suddenly looked cautious. "Anywhere in the direction of Stratton would be OK," he said.

But from the way he said it, I knew Stratton wasn't the target.

I paused, mentally scanning possible places, like I was scrolling down on a computer, but rejecting each one. "I know," I said at last. "There is a safe place. But we'll have to move."

We loaded up. The New Zealander pulled out a couple of backpacks that he suggested we take to our hide-out. Everything else had to be carried away. With five of us we could do it in two trips, but we each had to take a fair bit of weight.


The place I had in mind was the wetlands; a swamp on the eastern boundary of our property. My grandfather drained the wetlands, paying for it with a government grant that they were handing out in those days. He turned it into pasture. Before I was born Dad brought in the bulldozers and dug it all out again. It was a radical thing to do. Most farmers wanted to turn every square centimetre into productive land, and to hell with the natural features or the natural vegetation. But trust my stubborn father: he was determined to bring back those wetlands. Grandpa spat chips in a big way and the neighbours thought we were mad. But Dad reckoned it'd give us a good source of permanent water, and it'd bring back birds that keep the insects down, plus it'd be a huge firebreak. 

He was right too, on all three counts. I remember how proud he was when the ibis started nesting on the islands in the middle of the swamp. The first season they came, there were eight or nine pairs, the next year twenty, and now we had a few hundred, returning every year.

It was quite good actually. Bit of a contribution to the environment.

The main reason I thought we should go there was that if a patrol brought dogs to chase us, the wetlands would stop them in their tracks. I didn't know what was in the boxes, but the way this guy was acting it must have been important. So I thought it was worth going the extra couple of k's to get the stuff onto the islands. The wetlands covered about eight hectares, so it'd take a few dogs a few days to search that little lot.

We got there pretty quickly. Grunting with relief I dropped the box I'd carried. In front of me, tied to a bolt 
in a tree stump, was an old yellow and green dinghy which I'd mucked around in when I was a kid. It only had one oar; I don't know where the other one went, but it had been missing for as long as I could remember. 

We all wanted to row the stuff to the island but Kevin and I got the job because I knew the best hiding place, and Homer had to navigate the others back to where the chopper landed.

We got into the boat with a bit of difficulty, mainly because Kevin tried to push off and jump in at the same time. But after some wild rocking, with me clutching both sides, we managed to get clear of the shore.

As the others went back along the shoreline they couldn't resist. Lee had to chuck a handful of mud, and Homer bombed us with a rock. It was a very bad idea. The soldier went off like a car backfiring. "What the hell do you think you're doing?" he snarled at them. "Mother of God. Show a bit of sense."

Kevin and I giggled at each other. But I didn't really blame the man. He was probably wondering why on earth he'd been sent all the way from New Zealand to talk to a bunch of teenage dropkicks. He followed the two boys, watching them as he made his way through the grass. He sure didn't pick up any mud or rocks.

Distracted by Lee and Homer playing silly buggers, Kevin and I had got into a 360, and by the time we re-covered and looked around at the bank they'd disappeared. I just got a glimpse of Lee's tall thin body disappearing like a shadow over the crest of the hill.

Suddenly it seemed awfully cold and dark and lonely, even with Kevin there.


We didn't talk much, just rowed in a clumsy zigzag way till we grounded on mud. We carried the boxes and packs into the bushes, causing a riot among the birds, who probably hadn't seen a human visitor since Homer and I stirred them up a few years ago. 

Yes, that first trip was OK. By the end of the second trip I was so tired that when Lee picked up a handful of mud, glancing around guiltily to make sure the New Zealander wasn't watching, I ripped off a string of words that convinced him to drop it back in the water.

"OK, mud-mouth," he said sulkily, "I wasn't going to throw it."

The trouble was, I was already thinking of the trek into Hell. We were heading for another late finish. After dealing with Gavin and the other kids all day, then hauling this stuff, I couldn't find my sense of humour at 4.45 in the morning. I tried to tie up the boat, but the rope was so thick and slippery that I kept losing one end, and then I couldn't get the knot to hold. The boys were bringing branches and brush to camouflage the boat and cover our tracks. Everyone was slipping in the mud and swearing.

The man from New Zealand was over at the point of the wetlands, gazing into the distance, but I think watching us at the same time. Again I thought he would be less than impressed. Something about the attitude of these professional soldiers got so far up my nostrils it reached my sinuses. Oh well. I was past caring what anyone thought.



Two

I'm not a big believer in instinct, but I felt weirdly anxious as we slogged our way up the spur in the last of the darkness. We didn't talk much. We were too tired and strung out. When we stopped for a breather the man did at least tell us his name. Ryan was twenty-eight, he lived just outside Dunedin, he was an engineer. He wouldn't say his last name. 

"Why won't you tell us?" I asked.

"You'd never be able to pronounce it," he answered.

"No, really, why not?"

"Security."

I stood there in the semi-darkness, leaning against a snow gum, wondering what he meant. I figured it out soon enough: if we were caught and forced to tell everything we knew—well, the less we knew, the better.

It scared me to realise he was thinking in those terms. It made me feel we were too casual sometimes.

Lost in my thoughts I'd stopped listening to the whispered conversation; when I paid attention again I found Homer was in the middle of firing a bunch of questions at Ryan. He got a few answers. Turned out Ryan was in a New Zealand Army group called the SAS, and he had the rank of captain, which I think might have been fairly impressive for a twenty-eight-year-old.

He had a growly sort of voice, very strong and firm, like a tractor engine. You felt he was reliable. He sounded 
the way I'd like to sound, always knowing what to do, never being flurried or flustered. "Flurry and fluster, they sound like a pair of puppies." That was in a book I'd read once. What was the name of it? I couldn't remember. A year out of school and my brain was peanut butter. 

Against Ryan's reliable voice was the way he'd snapped at Lee and Homer. He was entitled to be angry at them, sure, but what worried me was that maybe he would be like that whenever there was pressure. Fiery and unfriendly.

I got tired and stopped listening again. They were talking about conditions back in New Zealand. Ryan didn't want to say much about that either, but for a different reason. He just wasn't sure it was safe using our voices out here in the bush.

I wasn't sure either. We were well away from the drop zone, there was no sign of the enemy, and at this time of morning we should be the only people stupid enough to be out and about. And yet my tummy was rumbling like Rotorua and I was as nervous as I'd ever been.

So I listened to the music of the soft voices around me, but I didn't listen to the words.

We set off again. The hike up to Tailor's Stitch seemed endless. I couldn't remember it ever taking so long, even in the worst circumstances. The trouble was I hadn't had any real sleep since Colonel Finley told us we were getting a visitor. Not much more than twenty-four hours ago, but it felt like a fortnight. I knew every tree, every pothole, every bend of that track, but I could swear someone had taken the road and stretched it out like a piece of chewie, till it was a hundred per cent longer.

The light gradually got grey rather than black, then 
that sort of fuzzy grey before dawn. Shapes started to appear. Suddenly I could see trees a hundred metres up the track. We were nearly at the top, thank God. Everyone had stopped talking. I guess we were all tired, and a bit puffed by the last steep bit of the climb. I glanced at the crest that we were toiling towards. I felt like I was watching a black and white movie. And there were new actors in this movie. A line of them, three, then four, then five. 

I was so tired that for a moment I didn't believe what I was seeing. They were like a line of ghost soldiers. I stood still, in shock. My body tingled and burned. Ahead of me Kevin had seen them, and he stopped too. I guess that's what convinced me they were real. Homer and Lee and Ryan plodded on with heads down. To my amazement, the soldiers on the ridge were still walking past in profile. Then Homer, now at the front of our group, suddenly saw them. He stopped like he'd been snap-frozen. That at last made the other two realise something was wrong, and they froze too.

The five of us were perfect targets. If the patrol went into attack mode we'd have to dive off into the bushes and hope we could find cover. But incredibly, the soldiers just kept walking. They looked pretty tired themselves. They were actually better targets than us, lined across the horizon like ducks in the shooting gallery at the Wirrawee Show. Maybe they'd been out all night too.

The last one moved across my line of vision and was gone. The bush was still and peaceful as though no humans had ever trodden through it.

We stared at each other in shock, then, without anyone needing to suggest it, we sidled like spirits into a 
patch of scrub on our left. We sneaked in about twenty metres, then gathered in a group. We were all trembling a bit I think. It had been so unexpected. There was just nowhere safe for us any more. 

The first thing that was obvious was Ryan's anger. I didn't blame him. He'd put his life in our hands and almost lost it. I suppose we'd been too tired, not thinking things through enough. But in the middle of the night, so far from anywhere, with one patrol dead and buried just hours ago, and us certain no-one would come looking for them for days, we'd convinced ourselves that we'd be OK.

I always had the feeling that the New Zealanders weren't sure that we really knew what we were doing. I just got the sense from talking to them that they thought we were a bunch of kids who'd done some crazy, wacky stuff and by a few lucky flukes got away with it. The first time I felt Colonel Finley finally, really, completely took us seriously was when we told him over the radio that we'd wiped out an entire patrol of enemy soldiers without getting a scratch. And now, such a short time later, it looked like we'd blown our reputation again. It was very aggravating.

Ryan said to all of us, "Well, that was a great effort," then he said to me: "Good call, Ellie."

Steam was coming out of every opening in his body—well, the visible ones anyway. He was flurried and flustered now. First he'd gone off at Homer and Lee for chucking mud, now his blood pressure was off the scale a second time. I was scared his moustache would catch fire.


It was funny having an argument in whispers, but we didn't have much choice. And for once I didn't buckle at this attack. I'd always struggled to cope with these army guys. Major Harvey and even Colonel Finley sometimes too. But now I looked Ryan straight in the eye and said: "We know these mountains backwards. In fourteen months they're only the second group of soldiers who've been up here. It was totally unpredictable." 

All that was more or less true, although lately it seemed like the mountains had been swarming with as many enemy soldiers as a World War II movie.

OK maybe we had been careless. But they must have a lot more resources up here than we'd imagined. After all, not everything's foreseeable. Not everything that goes wrong has to be someone's fault. That's why I stood up to Ryan, and that's why I felt confident doing it.

He did gulp a bit. He literally swallowed his next words: I could see his Adam's apple go up and down. After a pause he said: "Well, it's no good having postmortems. Let's decide what we do from here."

"We have to go on into Hell," I said. "Fi and four kids are down there. Kids we're looking after. I don't want to leave them any longer, with enemy soldiers running around the mountains."

Ryan didn't look impressed by that either. "Four kids? How old are they? Mother of God, it's a daycare centre. Where did they come from?"

He didn't seem like he really wanted an answer, and this wasn't the time or place anyway.

After another pause he said: "Do you all need to go on to—what do you call it? Hell? Maybe some of us could 
stay out here. I could go through what I need to and catch the midnight special out again." 

"Is that the deal?" Homer asked. "You're only here for twenty-four hours?"

"Absolutely. Provided it's safe for the chopper to come in, I'm gone. I've got another hot appointment the next night, and I'm not missing that. If I judge it's not safe here I'll use the radio to arrange a new pickup point."

There was a sigh around the group. This was getting complicated.

Homer said: "I think we should go on into Hell. Once we're there we're safe. That's our base, it's where everything is, it's where we can organise ourselves for the job you want us to do. And it won't be hard to get in safely."

Ryan seemed about to disagree, but he looked around the group, at our faces, and whatever he saw seemed to persuade him. So in the end he just shrugged and said: "We're going to have to be bloody careful."

I thought that was one of the dumber comments of the whole war, but occasionally in my life I've been smart enough to hold my tongue, and this was one of those times.

As we set off again I was thinking of all the possible answers I could have given. "No, I've got a better idea: let's form a conga line and dance our way to the top." "Hey, Ryan, have I told you about my diploma in yodelling?" "By the way, guys, isn't it time for our morning haka?"

We did a bush-bash to the crest, stopping fifty metres short and sending Homer and Kevin to check it out. We could hardly hold Kevin back. I wondered if Ryan's presence made the difference. Maybe Kevin was so keen to 
make a good impression on a professional soldier that he didn't mind sticking his neck out. 

They were away half an hour. The first I saw of them coming back was a glimpse of Homer in among the rocks at the top of the track. Just a glimpse of his black hair, before he bobbed down again. My stomach did a slow roll, a full 360 degrees, then fell apart. I knew this was bad news. If he was staying in deep cover it must be for a reason. I glanced round at the others. At least they were awake, and watching. I waved them down, like "Get out of sight." A second later they'd all disappeared.

Ten minutes later I saw Homer much closer, then almost at the same time I saw Kevin coming down the hill on the other side. They were moving like daddy-long-legs, so delicately and carefully. I sneaked up the hill and met Homer behind a boulder. When I put my hand on his forearm I felt he had a thousand volts running through him. If we'd wired him up to the Wirrawee electricity grid they could have turned on the streetlights and still had enough left over to heat the pool.

"What?" I asked.

"They're spread out along Tailor's Stitch," he said. "Just looking down into Hell. I don't know what they're doing. They're bloody suspicious though."

"Maybe they've seen something from the air," I said.

"Yeah, maybe." He was panting, then he added: "God, I can't take much more of this."

There was a rattle of stones behind me and I turned around. It was Ryan.

"What's happening?" he asked.

Homer repeated his news. We both looked at Ryan, 
waiting for him to say something brilliant. Instead he seemed a bit embarrassed. He said, "I haven't actually had a lot of experience in this kind of situation. What do you guys think?" 

I felt my eyebrows go up, but got them under control again.

"We can't afford to let them start climbing down into Hell," I said. "Not with Fi and the ferals there."

"We're light on for weapons," Homer said.

"There's plenty of firepower in those crates," Ryan said.

"They're too far away now," I said. "How much ammo have you got for that thing?" I nodded at the rifle Ryan carried.

"Eighty rounds."

We all had automatic rifles, knocked off from the enemy, but with only thirty rounds between the four of us. It sounded a lot, but I knew the patrol up on Tailor's Stitch would have a couple of thousand.

"Are there only five of them?" I asked Homer.

"I think so."

Kevin arrived, then Lee, from his position out on the flank. We told Lee the news.

"Let's get up closer and see what we can do," I said.

Ryan cleared his throat, nervously.

"Er ... I don't quite know how to tell you this," he said.

We waited. I had no idea what he was about to say, but it was obviously important.

"I'm under strict orders," he said, getting redder with every word. "I'm not allowed to get involved in a combat 
situation. Not under any circumstances. Unless I'm being attacked, obviously." 

"Oh," I said.

"Well, OK," Homer said.

"Unbelievable," Kevin said, which I thought was a bit rich, considering some of the performances he'd put on during this war.

Lee just gazed into the distance, up at the ridge, without saying anything.

"Well," I said, echoing Homer. "OK. At least we know. Better to find out now I guess."

With a big mental effort I made myself concentrate, not get distracted by negative feelings.

"You wait here," I said to Ryan. "We'll come and get you after we've checked things out. Can we have your ammo? If we leave you with, say, a dozen rounds?"

"Sure," he said in his gruff voice. "Look, I'm really sorry about this, but they seem to think I'm needed for a few more jobs yet..."

"It's fine," I said. I just wanted to get moving. I was very conscious of the patrol sniffing around at the edge of Hell, and in my overactive imagination I could see them already halfway down the sides of the crater, closing in on Fi and the kids.

We did the business with the rifles and started the long slow sneak up to the ridge. As I left Ryan he slammed his fist into a tree and muttered, "Mother of God, this is so unfair."

I suppose he meant it; I wasn't altogether sure.

The last thing I wanted was to go slowly but we simply had to be ultra careful. By the time we got to the top 
and set out for Wombegonoo the first heat of the day was starting to settle on us. The clear daylight scared me. We didn't normally fight in these conditions. We were nocturnal killers. 

Five against four weren't good odds either.

We didn't see the first soldier until we were halfway to Wombegonoo. Homer, beside me, was really fretting. Anything to do with Fi had him on edge. "They were much closer than this," he muttered to me, meaning that the soldiers had moved further along the ridge since he saw them. Either that or they'd already gone over the side and into Hell.

Then I saw one. He was standing on top of Satan's Steps, looking down the cliffs. He was holding something, but I couldn't work out what. Homer and I scanned the length of Tailor's Stitch, looking for the others. I could see Lee and Kevin, to my right, doing the same. When I glanced back at Satan's Steps, the guy had disappeared. For a moment I thought he must have fallen over. But Lee, who was working his way along the side of the ridge quite quickly, waved Homer and me forward, and as I ran, crouched, to the safety of a tree, I got a glimpse of a rope trailing from a large eucalypt.

I realised then what was happening. They were abseiling over the edge.

After that things happened at a speed that allowed for no thought, no feeling, just the mad adrenalin rush to make the correct decisions, call the right shots, and stay alive. There was a commotion to my right, not a noise, just a sense of the air being disturbed. I snapped around to see what was happening. Lee and Kevin were doing 
something, under another tree. They had a body between them. I left Homer and sprinted over, rifle at the ready. But they didn't need me. They'd taken a prisoner. A young woman, in military uniform, was kneeling on the ground, her arms behind her head. Kevin had his rifle pointed at her face, from just three or four metres away. I was impressed, but then the problems hit me. Having a prisoner was a huge complication. But, like I said, no time for thought, we were in the middle of it now. Whatever happened in the next few minutes, we had to come out on top, we had to win. Second prizes in this war were handed out in the morgue. 

The woman had been supervising the unwinding of the rope. She didn't have to do much I'd say, just stand there and keep an eye on it. It ran around the trunk, with a leather strap to stop any fraying. Lee pulled out his knife, and looking at me, made a gesture of "I'll cut it."

I shook my head at him and tried to think. God it was hard. I was too tired, not just from the events of the last day and two nights, but from the whole long exhausting war. Homer arrived. I was so glad to see him. Somehow his just being there helped me to focus my mind, clarify my thinking. "Look," I said, keeping my voice low, "leave the rope for now." I couldn't put it in words, but I knew in my mind I was right. If we cut the rope, anyone who wasn't on it would know right away there was a problem. They would melt into the bush in Hell and we'd never find them.

"Homer and I'll go down the track," I added, "and try to surprise them at the bottom of the cliff."

"I'll come with you," Lee said at once. "Kevin can look after her."


I didn't argue. I was too grateful for his company. I was wearing Lee's watch, so I hit the start button and said to Kevin: "Cut the rope in eight minutes." 

I figured that if we moved fast enough we could get to the bottom of the cliffs in eight.

We went down that path like we had no fear. I guess the three of us were picturing Fi and the kids, those helpless kids who thought they were so tough. We ran silently, but we ran swiftly. Somehow I found myself in front. I hurdled logs, slipped on rocks, skidded round bends in the track, ducked under branches. I only looked behind me once. The boys were right there. That was all I needed to know.

Every time I hit another tree, or sharp edge of rock, I knew I'd collected another graze, or cut, or bruise. The sweat poured off me. It mingled with my blood. I ignored both the blood and the sweat, concentrating on the two important things, which were speed and silence. Nothing mattered beside them.

When I wasn't looking at the path, trying to dodge the ruts and bumps and huge mounds of wet leaves, I was checking the watch. In two minutes and forty-five seconds we reached the first bridge that the old Hermit had built. We made contact with Satan's Steps for the first time at three minutes fifty, again at four minutes forty, and again at five minutes twenty. We were cutting it awfully fine. Through the gap between the cliffs exactly one minute later. I guessed we'd need another minute and a half, which was horribly close to the deadline of eight minutes. We couldn't afford to be late. Surprise was worth lives in this race.

I heard Homer behind me cocking his rifle as he ran. I 
did the same. Kind of dangerous, running through bush at full speed with rifles cocked and loaded. I decided if I ever saw my dad again I wouldn't tell him about this. But it was good Homer did it. It made me remember that this wasn't just a race against the clock, a race against the bad guys, it was a battle, and I had to be in full combat mode, right now. No time for warm-ups or stretches or motivational speeches. I had to be ready to fire. To shoot. To kill. 

The last glance at the watch showed seven and a half minutes gone. I reckon it probably was thirty seconds later that we reached the bottom of the cliffs, where I knew they'd be. It was only in the last twenty metres that we slowed down. Only for that little bit did I drop to a walk, then a fast creep forwards. I was so intent that I had no room to feel nervous. Talk about focused. All my energy, physical and mental and emotional, was on the job we had to do.

I saw them at the same time they saw me. The difference was that I was expecting to see them and they weren't expecting to see me. That gave me a moment. But a moment wasn't going to be enough, as I realised at once, with a kind of sick terror. There were six of them and three of us. Homer had been wrong about the numbers. Our little time advantage wasn't worth much when it was six to three. No way could we wipe out six of them in a face-to-face battle.

Despite that a reflex was bringing my rifle up and making my finger curl around the trigger. I started feeling very weird, like all the air had left my lungs, left my body. It wasn't a desperate feeling exactly, just the sensation that I'd been emptied of air. I didn't think about it particularly; it was just a very strange aspect to the whole thing. 

Six against three. In fact that wasn't quite right. It was seven against four, only I didn't know it. Seven of them, four of us. The fourth for us was Kevin. The seventh for them was a woman soldier abseiling down the rock face, swinging out over the steepest cliff in Satan's Steps. As Kevin cut the rope.

I wonder how much warning she got. She must have known something was wrong, something was terribly wrong, as the rope began to ripple and shudder. The first I knew was the scream as she fell. God, that scream. Her voice filled Hell. It was a wail, it was a shriek, it was pure agony. Every time I think about it the skin on the back of my neck goes cold, like someone's put an ice block there. Time freezes over and I forget what I'm doing, I go a bit catatonic, reliving that scream.

Funny, that's what happens now when I think about it. At the time my mind worked a little better than that. Somewhere in my most primitive being I knew that the scream of the falling woman, a scream that would curdle milk and curdle blood, a scream that seemed to last half a minute, a scream that came from the deepest pit of hell itself, gave us our only chance.

While the enemy soldiers stood transfixed, as though a funnel-web spider had injected them with a paralysing venom, I squeezed the trigger with my right index finger.

The bang-bang-bang-bang of the automatic weapon, with the background of screams as the woman fell and fell, made the most horrible music I've ever heard.


It only lasted for a moment. The thump of the woman hitting the ground put an end to it. I hardly noticed that. Already other bodies were falling. They didn't have so far to go, but their destination was the same. Another noise joined in, as Homer and Lee began firing. I don't think they were more than a second behind me, but a lot of living and dying can happen in a second. 

We kept firing for a bit longer but there was no need. Where a moment before there had been half-a-dozen soldiers alive and alert, now there were bodies torn apart by the force of bullets. Blood and pieces of flesh and scraps of uniform were everywhere, and my beautiful Hell had been destroyed forever. There was nothing but death in front of us. It truly was hell now.

Oddly enough the most intact body was that of the woman who fell.

Homer hurried to her, the one whose death scream had saved our lives, and checked her pulse. It didn't take long. But it was Lee who caught my attention. He swapped his rifle, which had jammed, for one of the dead soldier's and straightening up said to me, "One of them got away."

"Oh no."

"Yeah, he ran off past the cliff there. But he left his rifle."

"What the hell do we do about him?"

Homer came over to join us. "Leave him," he said briskly. I was about to interrupt, to protest strongly, but Homer went straight on.

"He hasn't got a rifle. We could waste a week looking and still not find him. We'd be better off to get Fi and 
the ferals and join up with Kevin and Ryan again. In the long term that's the only way to go." 

As so often happened, Homer had seen the problem clearly and figured out the solution. Well, maybe not the solution, but the best plan.

I was very conscious that Fi and the little kids would have heard the shots and the screams and be in a state of panic. Even Gavin would have just about heard the noise, and that's saying something. It seemed pretty important to get to them fast, before they did anything stupid.

I hesitated another moment then followed the two boys. One thing was for sure, there was nothing I could do back there at the foot of Satan's Steps.

We were only ten metres from the track. As soon as I met up with it again I swerved right and set off towards the clearing. Suddenly I heard a clamour of voices. Not girls' voices and not little kids' voices, not Fi and the ferals, but Homer and Lee and some other guy. The other guy sounded unhappy. Like, majorly unhappy. Like, crying and groaning and pleading.

I cocked my rifle again and started jogging. But I didn't have to jog far. In this thick bush sound only travelled a short distance. Two more bends in the track and there they were.

If they ever run a show on TV called War's Funniest Home Videos, with lots of amusing film of people getting wounded, blown up and killed, they'd have to find room for this one.

I'd never given a thought to the mantraps that Jack and Gavin had worked on so busily. Fair dinkum, if 
Booby Traps was a school subject, those two should have given a presentation at Speech Night. 

To be honest, though, I'd never taken them seriously. Even though I'd nearly broken my ankle in Jack's corrugations myself, I never believed in them.

Well, that had to change now.

Gavin's main contribution had been a hole for people to fall in. He'd covered it with leaves and stuff. The trouble was, being Gavin, he'd thought it was a fantastic idea, and started on it with huge enthusiasm, but after a few hours digging, spread over a few days, he'd given up. Even with Lee's help it hadn't ever reached its potential. The original idea was to have it so deep that an enemy soldier would be impaled on sharp sticks at the bottom. But it was only a metre deep and there were no sharp sticks in it at all.

Perhaps that was just as well, because I don't think I could have stomached seeing someone impaled the way Gavin planned.

What had happened though was that the soldier, running frantically from the massacre at the back of the cliffs, had dropped into it so heavily that it looked like he'd broken his leg.

Gavin was always getting the last laugh in this war. It was quite aggravating.

I wasn't totally sure the man had broken his leg. He might have snapped a tendon or something. Whatever, he was in agony, twisting and turning around, and talking nonstop in his own language. I don't know what he was saying. Half the time he sounded like he was begging, half the time like he was really angry. He'd dragged 
himself up over the edge of the hole but had stopped trying to get any further. He was in too much pain. Pain's like that. No matter where it is on your body it still gets you in the gut. 

None of us could be bothered with him. God I can't believe how brutal we were getting, how callous. Homer just said: "Well, he isn't going to give us any more trouble for a while." Lee and Homer started off again but I stopped them and said: "Look, hold the phone a sec, I think we'd better have someone go up the top, make sure there're no more soldiers, and that Kevin's OK."

They stood there taking that in, thinking about it, then Lee said: "Yeah, you're right, I'll go."

"What about Ryan?" Homer asked.

"He'll have to wait."

It was getting so confusing, people everywhere, but we had to stay calm. We were all ready to faint with weariness, but somehow the energy had to be found, to keep on keeping on. We agreed with Lee on a signal, his green T-shirt tied to a tree on Wombegonoo if things were under control, Homer's brown one if there was trouble. Homer pulled off his shirt with a primeval grunt and gave it to Lee who slipped away up the track, a phantom of the bush.

Watching him go, I felt that there was nothing out there that he couldn't handle, no enemy too smart or too strong for him. I had at last learned to trust him again, completely.



Three

Homer said: "Let's take it slow and steady along the side of the ridge and watch out for the slightest sign of trouble." 

We were all packing it pretty heavily. Fi had been beside herself when she heard the gunshots, and the kids were hysterical with fear. Even Gavin was the most nervous I'd ever seen him. When we went past the guy with the wrecked leg they stared at him like he had three heads and a bright-blue bum.

Fifty metres up the track we met Kevin and Lee, who were bringing the prisoner down into Hell. Lee had suggested that the two soldiers should be together, so they could help each other, but I don't think this woman was going to be much help to anyone. She looked off her head. It was like she wasn't seeing anything. Her eyes didn't focus on us. She had slobber drooling out of her mouth, and she was talking to herself in this strange singsong voice. She was young and strong, but being caught by us might have done something funny to her mind. Or maybe she was like that normally. Maybe she was on drugs, I don't know.

I went back with Lee and we tied her to a tree, with constrictor knots. I had to harden my mind to do it, because there was always the chance that she wouldn't get out of them and I kept having images of her skeleton still tied to the tree, years after she'd starved to death. 
But I honestly believed that in a few hours she'd get them undone. That was all the time we'd need. She ranted and raved while we were doing it, and she was certainly aware of us then, because she hissed and growled at me like a feral cat in a corner. What with that and the bloke with the crook leg, moaning and crying and begging, it was an ugly scene all round, and I wasn't too unhappy about leaving them there and hurrying up to the top with the others. 

No sooner had we got there, puffing and panting, than Gavin paid his way again. He was taking a leak against a tree trunk, half-a-dozen metres off the track. Just as he finished, he started waving urgently to us. A glint of metal, further in the bush, had caught his eye.

We ran in there. In a neat circle were the soldiers' packs, along with two radio sets. There was no time to open anything. We carried the lot to a cliff and dropped them into the thickest patch of undergrowth we could see where they should be safe for a few hundred years.

We tiptoed along Tailor's Stitch, our nerves on edge and stomachs churning. There was just no telling what new treats this war might have in store: patrols, helicopters, snipers, who knows? I wouldn't have been surprised if a tank had come lumbering along the narrow track, blasting rocks and trees and wombats and us out of its way.

Every section of the track that we got through was a relief. To reach that gum tree. To reach that white rock. To make it around the next bend. To come at last to the turn-off, near Mt Martin, where the four-wheel-drive track started down to our property.

Ryan was waiting in there, not all that far from where 
we'd left him. He was holed up among a pile of rocks with a good view to the left and right of Tailor's Stitch. 

To give him his due, he was genuinely ecstatic to see us five. We must have bonded with him faster than we'd realised. He was about as ecstatic to see us as he was dismayed to see the feral kids. At least he had the good sense not to say anything, but every time he looked at them he shook his head like he was a deputy principal and they were on daily detention.

He had nothing to report though. He'd seen and heard nothing, not even our rifle fire. I was surprised that the walls of Hell sealed the place so well. It sure had been a perfect hiding place. Later, maybe, I'd have more time to feel sad about losing it.

I gave him a quick news bulletin.

"We need to get out of this area fast," I said. "If you're willing to trust my judgement, there's a part of our property that should be safe. We'll have to retrace our steps a bit."

"I have to trust your judgement," was all he said.

I found myself warming to him. Maybe it was the pressies. One of the backpacks he'd told us to bring was stuffed with goodies. Fresh bread, oh God, what a luxury that was. Avocados. Weet-Bix. Two bottles of Diet Pepsi. Kit-Kats. Iced Vo-Vos. Vegemite. We couldn't stand around having breakfast, but on the other hand we couldn't go any longer without food. We needed it for physical energy, and we needed it even more for emotional energy.

We grabbed whatever looked good, stuffing as much as we could into our pockets while looking around anxiously, then set off down the track, Homer and I leading, Lee and Ryan bringing up the rear, eating as we went. It was kind of messy. Every dozen or so steps I'd reach into my pocket for another smidgin of food, at the same time as I was keeping a lookout. 

So I was scooping into my pocket, bringing out a couple of fingers-full of mushed avocado, or the crumbs of a broken Kit-Kat, or a torn piece of bread. I've often tried to picture what my stomach would look like after a meal of, say, pasta, with ice-cream and chocolate sauce for dessert, plus a glass of wine if my father was feeling generous. I mean, if you could see what was in your tummy, it'd be so utterly disgusting you'd never want to eat again. But I reckon if I'd looked into my pocket of food that morning I'd have found a pretty fair approximation.

It wasn't long before I was stuffed full. Jack was the ultimate chocolate mouth, but this time Fi and I gave him a run for his money.

I wondered as I licked the Kit-Kat crumbs from my fingers who'd packed these goodies. I bet it wasn't Colonel Finley. I don't know whether he would have bothered, and I also wasn't too sure that he cared enough about us to bother with luxuries. At least though he'd taken the trouble to ask on the radio what we wanted. Maybe he had more imagination than I'd given him credit for.

The kids were totally in awe of Ryan, in spite of the pressies. They were so shy they wouldn't speak to him at all for the first couple of hours. It had been a long time since they'd met any adults who were on their side. Gavin went into one of his furious sulks, refusing to go near him, or even to accept any food directly. It had to 
be passed on by Homer. I guess it was fair enough in a way, because the kids had been very suspicious of the food adults gave them in Stratton. Seemed like maybe the soldiers had put poisoned stuff out for them. 

Casey hid behind me when she first met Ryan, and when we set off again stayed as close to me as I'd let her. Natalie shadowed Fi in the same kind of way. Jack was a real dickhead for a while, showing off and being stupid, prancing around trying to be smart. We shut him up fast. We couldn't afford any noise.

I was embarrassed about the kids being so rude to Ryan, and disappointed in them. He seemed decent enough, and I think he really did feel bad about not being allowed to come with us when we went after the patrol. He certainly tried to make up for it in every way possible, helping with packs, and tying straps and encouraging everyone to take food.

When we got down the track a good way he even showed a bit of a sense of humour. Well, too try-hard at times, but basically decent, and you couldn't help laughing at some of the things he said.

We belted along at a hell of a pace, as fast as we could go without the kids falling over. I led, heading for our back paddocks. At least with the food inside us we could push it a bit. The first couple of hours were really fast, then we had to slow down. But by then we had covered a lot of ground, and felt safer. We were out of the mountains now and into the flatter country, where you could see for miles. Our danger in this area was more likely to come from the air, so we kept turning 360s, and scanning the hazy horizon. There was no time for relaxation. 
If we were no longer safe in Hell, we weren't safe anywhere. 

When the ferals couldn't keep going any longer we stopped, in a dreary little patch of bush near the creek in one of our paddocks, Nellie's. At that point Ryan got very serious again. I'd hardly swallowed my last mouthful of Pepsi when he asked us to get rid of the kids. Homer and Kevin took them to a clearing a bit further along the bank, so we could still see them. In my pack I always had paper and pens, so I gave them those and told them to write a story or draw a picture.

"Or go to sleep," Homer said optimistically.

They seemed almost relieved to have something normal to do. They'd been so pleased to see us when we came trotting into the campsite in Hell—I'd been moved by how pleased they were. Fi had got them to hide in the undergrowth, but I think they were all sure they were going to be killed. When we arrived and they realised it was safe they threw themselves at me like I was a gum tree and they were koalas.

Led by Homer and Kevin they trudged off along the creek with their pens and paper. As soon as they were out of range Ryan said: "Well, they're a real complication."

"Tell us something we didn't know," I said. I guess I sounded a bit unfriendly, but I didn't mean to be. I was still so off-balance after the terrible encounters with two patrols in as many days, plus I was nervous at what Ryan might want.

Anyway it was no news to us that the kids were a complication. They'd been a complication ever since we first had anything to do with them.


Ryan continued: "We'll have a chat about them later and see what's to be done." 

I just shrugged and started picking up Kit-Kat wrappers. We didn't talk again until the boys were back.

"OK, let's get on with it," Homer said, as we sat down for the big conference. "Why are you here?"

By then we were busting with impatience.

"OK," Ryan began. "You want to know why I'm here? Basically, it's because Colonel Finley believes you can help us in the next phase of the war. Before I start though, I have to say that everything I tell you is absolutely top-secret. I can't emphasise that strongly enough. If any of this reaches the wrong ears..."

I sighed, closed my eyes, and leaned my head against a tree trunk. Seemed like I'd been here before. I didn't blame Ryan though. Some stuff you just have to say, you feel you can't go to the next stage until you've said it, like teachers, when we stopped for lunch on excursions, and they'd say, "Make sure you pick up all your rubbish; don't go to the toilet on your own; make sure you're back here by half past one..."

So Ryan made his speech, only he got into some very heavy stuff which we hadn't been put through before, not so specifically anyway.

"If you get caught," he said, "your first line of defence is that you don't know anything. 'I know nothing.' You're just kids acting on your own initiative. You've never seen me. You may have noticed that I didn't bring any newspapers or magazines, and if you look closely at the food you'll find all the processed stuff has got labels from Stratton, and use-by dates that suggest it was made before the invasion. That's so if, God forbid, you get 
caught, there's nothing to prove you've had a visit from New Zealand. You could have picked up all this stuff locally. 

"OK. Your second line, if they break that down, is that I dropped in here with the chopper, and I gave you certain tasks to carry out, without any explanation as to why you had to do them.

"Your third line, if you're getting desperate, is to change the details of what you're doing, and to change them in a way that will make them convincing. That needs a bit of imagination, but you could pull it off, and it might buy you time. If you've ever told a fib to your parents, and they tell me it's not unknown for teenagers to do that, you've probably used that technique already.

"And your last line..." He paused and looked at us meaningfully, like he was about to tell us where babies come from, or why we shouldn't use drugs, or the true reason Mrs Lance had to leave the school. "Your last line is to tell the truth. Obviously that's not something we'd welcome. But these people are tough and they're ruthless and the stakes are high. If they don't believe your other three stories they'll put extreme pressure on you. Mental and physical pressure. They're very good at doing that. So they might break you down."

I glanced at Fi who was white-faced, staring at him.

"If that happens, all we can ask is that you put it off as long as possible. If you know you're cracking up, try to hang on for another six hours. Or twelve. Or twenty-four. At this stage of the war every hour gained is critical."

He made us go through the four points, repeating them, to prove we'd absorbed what he said.

Only then did he get onto the big stuff.


"Have you had any news since you've been back here?" 

"Not really."

"Well, I'm not sure where to start. Seems like I've got to be the NZBC. And now, here is the news.' OK. In the time we've got I don't think I'll be able to give you a full history of what's happened. But in some ways things have been going a lot better. The biggest difference is the international pressure. Sweden in particular: they've led the way. And France, and Japan. America, and the IMF too. They've been working away in the United Nations and NATO, and with the ASEAN nations. Gradually it's had an effect.

"Unfortunately though that's not enough. We keep coming back to a military solution. For some time now we've been planting what the Intelligence people call 'disinformation.' In practice that means we've been conning them, getting them to think that we're weakening, losing our spirit, our heart, our resolve. Our Intelligence sources tell us that it's working. Mind you, if this information's up to the normal standards of our Intelligence Department it probably means that there's now a few thousand Scud missiles lined up along the coast pointing at us.

"Still ... this time it seems like they might have got it right. And of course as you can now guess, the reality is the complete opposite. What's about to break in the next couple of days is our big push. It's the most important phase of the war. This is it. Wliat happens in the next few weeks will decide the future history of this country. And ours. And theirs too for that matter. That's why you're being called into action. That's why we're using every resource we've got. That's why I'm here."


Ryan lit another cigarette. It was his third already since we'd stopped our mad rush away from Tailor's Stitch. 

"And it's where you come in. Have you heard of D-Day, from the Second World War?"

We'd all heard of it but no-one knew quite what it meant.

"It's when you launch a big attack, isn't it?" Kevin asked. "I saw that movie."

"Yes, exactly. Come to think of it, I don't know why they call it D-Day. Why not A or B or Z? Anyway, our D-Day has arrived. Every soldier we can call on, every weapon we have, will be thrown into this. It's the counterattack that we've been working on for nearly six months."

"Do you mean we're going for broke?" Kevin asked. "All or nothing?"

"Well, I wouldn't quite put it that way. But the consequences of our being defeated would be..."

Ryan searched for a word, but when I heard the one he chose, I wished he hadn't bothered.

"... it would be catastrophic."

He stubbed his cigarette out on a rock and looked at us, waiting to see our reaction. I think he was disappointed. None of us said anything, none of us showed anything.

Eventually Homer broke the silence. "So we're one of the resources, huh?"

"Essentially, yes. Sounds a bit cold-blooded, doesn't it?"

He lit another cigarette. Fi wrinkled her nose and moved away, so she was upwind of him. "Sorry," he said to her. "I'm giving up after the war."


He continued. "The stuff we stored on that island is basically to let you live off the land for a few weeks, and inflict a lot of damage while you're doing it." 

"Damage what exactly?" Lee asked.

For the first time Ryan looked a bit excited. He got a light in his eyes. I wondered if he really was a bit of a goer after all. It was hard to work out, after what had happened that morning. Did he really want to get involved, but was holding back because of orders, because his skills were too valuable to be risked? Or was he a wimp who used orders as an excuse to stay out of danger? I started to think it was probably the first, and the way he'd slammed his fist into the tree, up on Tailor's Stitch, was pretty fair dinkum.

Maybe now we were being asked to do the job he would have liked for himself.

"That's just it," he said. "You've got a record, and I don't know everything you've done, only what I've read in the papers basically, but Mother of God you've got a record and that's why Colonel Finley sent me. And after what you've told me about how you ambushed that patrol this morning, I'm getting an idea why.

"What he wants you guys to do now is go totally mobile. Guerillas on the run. Bombs to go. You travel light, you pick your own targets, you hit and disappear."

"But that's not going to make a difference," Fi said. "Not a major difference, not the kind of difference you're talking about. The five of us aren't going to win back a state or two in a couple of weeks."

Ryan waved that away with his cigarette.

"Of course, of course," he said. "But for want of a nail a war was lost."


I don't think any of us had a clue what he meant. 

He waved his cigarette again and said: "We'll be coming by land and sea and air. Like I said, we've led them to believe that we're too low on troops and equipment to do any more than hold our line. We're gambling that they've swallowed the disinformation. The truth is that we've been saving a lot of stuff for just this eventuality. I can't say any more about that.

"But your mission, should you choose to accept it..."

Lee laughed at that, and Ryan grinned at him, so I knew it was a line from a movie somewhere.

"Your mission is to spread chaos and confusion behind their lines, in every manner, shape and form that you can, so that while we're hitting them with heavy artillery from the front they have to keep turning round to see what's going on behind them. Not only that, but if you're effective, they'll have less hitting power. They'll be attacking us with softer punches. That's good news for us."

Now we did show some emotion. Ryan quickly added: "You don't have to win the war on your own. Even a few little attacks, like this morning, will help enormously."

"Little attacks," I thought furiously. "You should have been there." I couldn't believe he'd said something so patronising, especially after he'd just told us what a good job we'd done.

But he went on: "And you won't be a solo act. There'll be other groups doing the same thing in other areas. But you will be the only ones in the area I'll assign you. So you won't get in each other's way. And you're absolutely free to turn me down. Colonel Finley told me three times I had to make that clear."


Most of us laughed at that, me included. It was a sarcastic laugh. When was the last time we had a free choice, a really free choice, about anything? 

For a minute Ryan looked a bit offended at our laughing, then he shrugged his shoulders. "Well, as free as any choice in wartime can be," he said.

"So let me get this right," Homer said. "We'd be running all over the place, wrecking everything we can? What we've been doing all along, except you want us to step up the pace? Is that right?"

"We want you to go for it, twenty-four hours a day. We want you to be totally destructive. To do it on as big a scale as you can manage. But with one critical difference."

"What's that?"

"Those cases I brought. The ones we hid on the island. They contain a few bits and pieces that I think you'll find interesting."

"Bits and pieces?" I asked.

"Specifically, grenades, automatic weapons, ammunition and plastic explosives."

"No wonder they were so heavy," Kevin said.

"What's plastic explosive?" Fi asked.

"It's very efficient, very adaptable, and very safe—if you can use that word in connection with explosives—and it'll blow up anything quickly and easily."

"But we don't know how to use stuff like that," Fi said.

"Hey, give us some credit," Ryan said. "We chose it because it's so simple. I could teach you in half an hour. In fact I'm planning to teach you in half an hour."

Fi looked worried. "I don't want to carry explosives 
around with us," she said. "It doesn't sound very safe. What if we fall over or drop it?" 

"Wait a sec," Ryan said.

He went to one of the packs we'd brought. We'd already made quite a mess of it by digging into the food for our breakfast orgy. Ryan pulled out a cardboard box that had been pushed down the side. It must have gone the full depth of the pack. It had ORICA EXPLOSIVES in big blue and orange writing.

"This is it," he said.

The lid was taped down but Ryan ripped along the top and tipped out two big fat things that looked like salamis wrapped in plastic.

He picked one up and waved it in front of us.

"Plastic explosive," he said. "Powerpacks."

Suddenly he lost his grip. The salami seemed to slip from his hand. He made one grab at it, nearly got it, grabbed again, missed it, then threw himself backwards, as it dropped to the ground. I heard him yell: "Mother of God!" I didn't wait to see what the others did. I rolled across the rocks, covering my face as I went. There was a bit of a slope behind me, and that helped me roll. I went like a maniac, hoping to reach a tree I knew was there. I thought if I got behind it I might have a chance. I didn't know how long this stuff took to go off, but I'd seen Ryan's expression, so I knew this was serious.

About fifteen metres from the tree I stopped rolling, got up onto my hands and knees and scuttled towards the trunk, hoping to dive for it if I could get close enough. In fact I was almost into my dive when I heard the last sound I expected.


Laughter. 

Laughter? I rolled over in shock and looked back. Ryan was sitting on his haunches, having a good old giggle.

"Bloody moron," I thought furiously, getting up and dusting myself off. To my left Homer was doing the same, and Fi was emerging from behind a tree. Kevin had gone for a sprint across the clearing. He'd covered a lot of ground in a short time. Lee had jumped down a series of rocks and was standing by the creek looking up at Ryan. If looks could kill, Ryan might as well have kissed his wife and kids goodbye.

I walked slowly back. I've never been a big fan of practical jokes—they always seem kind of boy-y to me—and I sure wasn't a big fan of this one. We'd seen enough real explosions in this war—a lot more than Ryan had, I'd guarantee that—and I for one didn't need any fake ones. We had been through a terrible morning while Ryan sat under a tree getting a suntan. We were exhausted, stressed about the past and terrified about the future. I decided then that I didn't like Ryan much after all.

He wasn't too bothered though. He didn't apologise, just proceeded to scare the life out of me again by bashing the orangey-yellow explosive with his fist.

Again nothing happened. Ryan grinned at Fi. "Does that answer your question?" he asked.

Fi shrugged. "You could have just told me," she said. "I'd have believed you."

"Oh well," Ryan said. "Nothing like seeing it with your own eyes. It gets hot quickly is all."

"So does anything make it go off?" Kevin asked.


Of all of us Kevin was the one most into scientific stuff, and he was getting interested in Ryan's demonstration. 

"Of course something makes it go off," Homer said. "It's a bomb, isn't it?"

Ryan dived into the pack again and pulled out something I did recognise. It was a roll of fuse wire, fifty metres long at least, and with it came a box of what could have been fifty silver .303 shells, but weren't.

Plain detonators look a lot like .303 shells. I'd last seen plain detonators when Homer and I left some behind in the ship we destroyed in Cobbler's Bay.

Ryan also had new watches for all of us, and cigarette lighters that were like those trick candles for birthday cakes: the ones that don't blow out, no matter what you do. These lighters kept their flame even when we blew hard on them. We had a bit of fun playing with them and the watches.

His last little treasure was something I hadn't seen before, but as soon as I picked it up I knew what it was: a pair of special pliers for handling explosives. Metal on one side of the jaws and plastic on the other, so you couldn't accidentally strike a spark by having metal against metal.

They would have come in handy for our attack on Cobbler's Bay.

Those pliers reminded me again that even plastic explosive was still explosive. Maybe you could safely bash the daylights out of it with a baseball bat. But at the end of the day it was designed to blow big targets into shreds that looked like tissues after they'd been through a washing machine.


For the next hour Ryan gave us an intensive course in guerilla fighting. I have to admit, he knew his stuff. It wasn't just technical information about how to use plastic explosives and grenades. It was more general: tactics and camouflage, and overall cunning. He went on and on about something called the Pimlott Principles. The only problem with the Pimlott Principles was that the guy who invented them had been killed by a hand grenade he was playing around with in his own home, in 1997. I wish Ryan hadn't told us that. 

Anyway, the Pimlott Principles are that first you achieve surprise, then you build momentum and keep the enemy off-balance, and you always go for objectives that can be achieved. You have to concentrate on the enemy's centre of gravity.

"What is their centre of gravity?" Fi wanted to know.

"Cavendish."

"Cavendish?"

"Yes, and the transport system around Cavendish. It's the hub of a rail and road network, as well as being the biggest industrial centre in the state. We've bombed it but without a lot of success. Their air cover's too strong. We lose too many aircraft."

"I've never been to Cavendish," I said.

It turned out none of us had.

"Well, I believe it's a nice place," Ryan said. "I recommend you pay it a visit."

After the hours of instruction Ryan finally got around to asking the big question. I suppose by then it had been established that we'd do it. We were all taking it for granted. So I got up as soon as he popped the question. 
I couldn't be bothered getting into that discussion. "I'm going to check on the kids," I said. "They've been there a long time. If you're taking a vote you can put me down as a 'Yes'." 

As I walked away I could hear them start up. "How long do you think we'd have to do it for?" Fi asked. "Would you come and get us if we got hurt?" Kevin asked.

That was all I heard. I was pretty impressed by Kevin's question though, and wondered what the answer had been. Then I realised that if Ryan said "Yes," it still wouldn't mean anything. How could we trust them to come and get us in an emergency? They might be dealing with other, bigger emergencies of their own. They mightn't have any aircraft available. They mightn't think we were worth the trouble. Again.

All the same, I was curious to know his answer.

The kids were bored and restless and keen to come back. I gave them a bag of Jelly Bellies I'd brought from Ryan's supplies, admired their stories and drawings, and convinced them to stay a little longer.

I didn't hang around for long talking to them though, because I suddenly realised I had to change my vote.

"I'm voting 'No' after all," I said.

"What?" Ryan said, staring at me angrily. "What the hell are you on about?"

"I can make it 'Yes' again," I said. "No worries. There's just one little condition."

"What?" he said.

The others were listening with interest.

"You'll have to take the ferals with you."


"The ferals?" he asked. 

"The kids. Gavin and the other three."

"No way," he said, looking horrified. "I can't do that."

"Well, we can't go out and harass the enemy if we're baby-sitting a bunch of children," I said, glad that the kids weren't close enough to hear me describe them like that. "And we can't leave them behind."

"There must be something else you can do," he said. "Take them to a safe place somewhere."

"You don't know this area too well, do you?" I said. "There's nowhere safe any more. This morning proved that."

He sat there thinking. "I agree they're too young to leave alone," he said after a while. "But I can't possibly take them back."

"Why not?"

He didn't answer that, just sat there a bit longer. Suddenly he said: "Look, you're not going to like this, but how would it be if they surrendered to the authorities? If they waited a day or two until I was well gone and you were safely out of the area? I don't think it'd do any harm. They probably wouldn't get asked too many questions. People would assume they're just kids who've been living rough. And they won't be prisoners for very long, because the peace settlement'll come before they know it."

I couldn't believe my ears. Ask Gavin to surrender? I could just picture his face when we told him.

I searched for the words to explain to Ryan why they couldn't surrender. Not after all they'd been through. And they wouldn't obey us if we told them to anyway.


But I couldn't find the words, so in the end I just said: "Look, you take them in the chopper, or there are no deals. It's as simple as that." 

Before he could say anything else I added: "It'll be hard enough for us to get them into the helicopter, believe me. It'll take all the influence we've got, just to achieve that."

"That's exactly right," Homer said.

I was relieved when Homer spoke, because no-one else had said anything and I didn't know if they were going to support me.

Ryan just shook his head again. "There's got to be another solution," he said. "Taking them in the chopper is simply not on."

After a long silence from us he added: "Let's leave it for a while. We'll come back to it later."

"It's impossible for us to help you in any way unless you take them," I said firmly.

"I can't!" he said. He almost wailed it. "Sweet Mary! You don't know what you're asking."

I pressed my lips together, folded my arms, and refused to say any more.

He tried reason then.

"The helicopter takes me straight from here to a base behind enemy lines," he said. "I'm there fifteen hours and then off again, to meet another group like yours. Put yourself in my position. How can I do anything with a bunch of kids?"

"There must be people going backwards and forwards to New Zealand all the time," I guessed. "You can send them on one of those flights."


"Those flights are always packed to the gunwales." 

"They're only little kids. They don't take up much space."

Ryan's shoulders slumped and he said: "Colonel Finley's going to kill me."

Now no-one said anything, and I guess Ryan realised he was on his own. As a matter of fact I didn't envy him a trip in a helicopter with that bunch of monkeys. They'd probably hijack it and make him fly to Disneyland.

The meeting seemed to be over so I went back to get the kids. When I saw them sitting there with their drawing and colouring in, what I'd done suddenly hit me. I'd just arranged to send away these little ankle-biters, and what shocked me was that I'd gotten so fond of them I didn't know how I was going to survive without them. I stood staring at Jack and Gavin in amazement, till Casey looked up and said: "What's wrong, Ellie?"

"Nothing," I mumbled.

"Has that man finished yet?"

"Yes. Yes, you go back there. I'll be along in a minute. I'm just going to the toilet. Don't pig out on all the chocolate, OK?"

Before they went though they made me admire their artwork. Even the promise of chocolate wasn't enough to stop them wanting praise and attention. To make matters worse Casey kissed me and put her arm around my neck before running off to catch up with the others.

After she'd gone I sat there feeling like I'd been rammed in the guts by a boar with a blowtorch up his backside. How had this happened? How had I become so caught up in the lives of these little tackers? One 
minute they'd been a hopeless nuisance, marching off on their own, getting lost, causing Darina's death; the next they had wound fifty metres of baling twine around my heart and pulled it so tight that I wasn't sure I could survive the pain of losing them. I had an intense desire to rush back to Ryan and say, "Look, I've changed my mind again, sorry, but the kids'll have to stay, and we'll make other arrangements." 

I knew I couldn't do that though. A little bit of it was my pride, but most of it was knowing that the kids would be better off safe in New Zealand—safe for the first time in over a year. I knew for the sake of the war I had to do this.

Another bloody sacrifice. Sacrifices suck. But you don't achieve anything without a sacrifice. Nothing's gained unless you give something up. According to Ryan we were on the brink of bringing this horrible war to an end. If that meant letting go of the kids for a while, then I had to bite back my feelings and say goodbye.

And the cold harsh reality was that with Hell lost to us there was nowhere safe we could hide them.

I looked at the scrub without seeing it. My mind was a mess. If I'd sat in the middle of a room with speakers all around, one playing Power Without Glory, one playing Beethoven, one Slim Dusty, and one the Stratton Municipal Brass Band performing "Advance Australia Fair," then I couldn't have been more confused.

Sometimes looking at the bush, sensing its strength, knowing how little it cared about the stupid squabbles we humans got caught in, helped me cope with the chaos of this war. Not this time though. The speakers in 
my head were going at maximum decibels. They were playing the howl of the falling woman, the voices of the feral kids, the explosion that killed Robyn, the last words my parents said to me, Corrie's cry when she saw her house destroyed, the sounds of the gunshots when I pulled the trigger in the barracks at the airfield, the cellophane-crackling of the flames in the barn the night when Lee betrayed me. I couldn't sit still, couldn't get my mind to be peaceful. An enemy patrol could have marched past with guns ready, and I might have nodded "G'day," but I don't think I would have noticed them. 

It was all very well for Ryan to drop in on us for twenty-four hours and announce that we had to become full-time guerillas. It was easy for him. He'd get plucked out of here again early tomorrow morning. If the war did end in a matter of weeks you could be sure he'd be all right. He'd be safe. But us: we had every chance of being cold corpses in our graves by the time the last shot was fired. What Colonel Finley and Ryan were asking us to do was incredibly bloody dangerous.

If the war did end, Ryan'd be somewhere close to a fridge, and you could guarantee the fridge would be full of champagne. And Ryan would have a corkscrew. He might drink a toast to us, as our bodies rotted away somewhere in Cavendish, but that was about all we could expect.

Then I remembered you don't need corkscrews to open champagne. I gave up then. Seemed like my brain was rotting away already.
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