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C H A P T E R 

1

Calla Maloney just wanted it to stop.
Not the ferry, although that would be good too, but the swirl-

ing, simmering seasickness. Her gut was treacherously pitching and 
rolling in perfect rhythm with the swell of the ocean. There was a 
dull ache behind her eyes and the nausea was crashing through her 
like the waves pounding and spraying against the hull of the boat.

This trip had seemed like such a good idea two weeks earlier.
Calla wrangled her glasses off her nose, pushed her auburn curls 

off her forehead and squeezed her eyes closed. She tried to sit still, 
sucking in and releasing her breath slowly and rhythmically. Deep 
and complete breaths. The kind she’d learnt at yoga in her first and 
only lesson. She’d quite liked the breathing part, the way it had 
relaxed her and made her feel calm and serene. It was the twist-
ing her body into impossible pretzel shapes that she’d hated. She 
waited a few moments, then tentatively pried one eye open to see 
if it would make her feel any better. The answer was a big nope. 
She sighed a swear word with the next exhale. She was wearing her 
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pathetic sea legs so obviously that she might as well have been wav-
ing around a sign on a stick that said, About to hurl.

Calla planted her palms flat on the table in front of her, hoping 
the breathing and the attempt at relaxing would settle the sickness. 
One minute at a time, she told herself. She simply needed to make it 
through the next sixty seconds, then another sixty and then another. 
Ten more lots of sixty and the boat would be pulling into the dock 
at Penneshaw on Kangaroo Island. She’d been told that the sixteen-
kilometre journey from South Australia’s south coast in a straight 
line across Backstairs Passage — and yes, she’d snorted at the name 
of the waterway — was only supposed to take forty-five minutes. It 
felt as though she’d been on the ferry for three or so years.

Calla pressed a palm to her stomach. She could feel sweat beading 
on her forehead. Now her heartbeat had picked up and was thudding 
loud in her chest and in her ears. Wasn’t sitting upstairs supposed to 
help? She’d heard once that keeping your eyes on the horizon was a 
good way to ward off seasickness. But looking out the rain-splattered 
windows and seeing the sea rise and fall was only making things worse.

She chided herself for her cowardice but had to acknowledge the 
obvious: this wasn’t just seasickness. The truth was she’d felt uneasy 
since planting her first nervous step on the gangplank back on the 
mainland and, by the time the terminal and the rounded green hills 
of Cape Jervis had faded behind them, she was borderline hyper-
ventilating and entirely wishing she were comatose.

No one else in the cabin of the ferry seemed bothered by the 
rollicking of the boat. An old couple sat a few metres away from 
her, across from each other at a fixed table. He was reading a detec-
tive novel, blood dripping from the steely knife on the cover. She 
was quietly feeding crackers to a perfectly behaved little white dog 
nestled on her lap, half hidden inside the folds of her jacket. At 
the next booth to Calla, a group of young people sat laughing and 
joking with each other, smatterings of German and maybe Italian 
falling from their lips as they shared a packet of potato chips and 
snapped photos of each other on their phones. The thought of eat-
ing sent another wave through Calla. She averted her eyes and tried 
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to keep breathing. In front of her, a young woman sat with a baby 
strapped to her chest, snuggling peacefully in its sling. The mother 
gently stroked her baby’s head and shared a smile with Calla.

Two tables up, a man was sitting alone at a table. Dark brown 
hair, cut short. He looked as relaxed as if he were reading his book 
in a city café, enjoying a strong coffee. Calla watched distractedly 
as he shifted, straightened his back, and lifted his arms high above his 
head, stretching as if he’d stiffened up sitting there for so long. When 
he glanced around the cabin, she turned her eyes back to the window.

She might have been able to relax a little more if this were a holi-
day, but there was nothing whatsoever recreational about the trip. 
She was on a mission, and one her little sister, for one, had thought 
ill-fated from the start. Rose was a high-school English teacher: 
being overly dramatic came with the territory.

She tried to distract herself by wondering about the passengers 
and their stories, these strangers on the boat. Who were they? Why 
were they making the crossing to Kangaroo Island? Were the old 
couple locals? Or visitors travelling across the water with a cara-
van to see the island’s famed wildlife and rugged coasts? Maybe the 
young woman was taking her new baby home for the first time? 
Calla huffed at the realisation that the baby was coping with the 
journey better than she was. And, at that moment, swallowing back 
the vomit that was rising in her throat like the tide, she wished she’d 
let Rose talk her out of it. God knows she had tried hard enough, 
but Calla wasn’t the older sister for nothing.

When the boat suddenly pitched to one side like a seesaw, Calla 
gripped the edge of the table until her knuckles went white. She 
pinned her desperate gaze across the cabin to a window to try and 
find the horizon but all she could see were waves. Then grey sky. 
Then waves again.

She had to get out of there fast.

Sam Hunter saw a flash of red-gold out of the corner of his eye.
He looked up from his book. A tall woman, dressed like a back-

packer, was standing at the end of his table. Masses of wild red hair, 
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a face as pale as white smoke, faint freckles on a straight nose. She 
was looking frantically around the cabin, one hand clamped firmly 
over her mouth. When she squeezed her eyes shut, Sam knew there 
wasn’t a second to lose.

This was no time for polite conversation with a retching tourist 
who probably didn’t speak English. He stood up and tugged at the 
loose arm of the denim jacket she’d knotted around her waist and 
she opened her eyes and stared right at him. Pale green. Her shoul-
ders heaved and she swallowed.

He took her firmly by her shoulders and turned her towards the 
door to the viewing deck, five metres away across the cabin. ‘Over 
there,’ he said with a gentle push in the right direction. She got the 
clue and bolted; she jerked the cabin door open against the wind 
and then flew outside. Sam stood for a moment, wondering if she’d 
made it to the side before losing her lunch. He hoped she was sen-
sible enough not to puke into the wind.

He checked his watch. Only a few minutes more and the boat 
would be docking. Then he could head down to the hold, start his 
car and drive off onto the island. He turned back to the table. His 
book had flipped closed. He grabbed it, flicked through the pages, 
trying to remember what he’d been reading before the redhead had 
appeared. It didn’t matter. The words had been a jumble before his 
eyes. He tossed it back on the table with a frustrated flick of his 
wrist and it slid across and bumped into his rucksack.

Sam glanced over to the door. He could see her through the port-
hole. Puking Girl’s hair was whipping around her face and she was 
trying to pull it to one side as she leant over the rail. He knew she’d 
feel better once they hit dry land.

People struggled more with seasickness on the crossing in win-
ter when the seas were pounding and the swell was huge — even 
seasoned travellers had been known to lose it. It was a dangerous 
stretch along that part of the South Australia coast, where the shal-
low waters of Gulf St Vincent met the ocean-deep Backstairs Pas-
sage. The large swells were constricted by a narrow channel as they 
swept up from the south, creating a hell storm for boats when the 
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weather was bad. He’d been sick a handful of times when he was 
a kid, making the crossing with his family to visit the big smoke, 
but he’d grown out of it years back. And anyway, in recent years 
he’d mostly flown over instead of taking the boat. It saved hours of 
travelling time — and his time was short.

Sam shoved his book into his small rucksack and looped it over 
his shoulder. The familiar views of Penneshaw, homes and holiday 
houses built into the rise above the beach, told him that they were 
about to dock at Hog Bay. Curiosity and sympathy — maybe even 
duty of care — got the better of him and he took one last look out 
the window to see if the redhead was still leaning over the side. 
He crossed the cabin and opened the door. The strong wind hit 
him, forced him to suck in a breath, and it was spitting with rain. 
The horizon to the west was indistinct in the distance, sheets of 
rain smearing it into a blur. It was so familiar to him, the big grey 
pulsing sea and the mirage of the island appearing ahead in the dis-
tance, but it may as well have been a postcard on the fridge at the 
fire station. He’d stopped looking at it twenty years before.

Sam walked outside. He looked all around the walkway that 
lined the deck and then down into the open hold, where cars and 
trucks were parked tightly against each other.

The redhead was gone. Maybe she’d found her way back inside 
the cabin through the door on the other side. He shrugged his coat 
tighter against the wind. As he turned to head back into the cabin 
something caught his eye. On the deck, almost under his feet, was 
a crumpled piece of clothing. He picked it up and shook it out. It 
was a denim jacket. The redhead’s. He took another look around 
but there was still no sign of her. As he draped it over an elbow, he 
noticed something pinned to the flap of the breast pocket. It was a 
brooch, or badge, or whatever: a white ceramic disc with tiny brush 
marks creating an intricate peacock feather. It looked one of a kind. 
Precious, maybe.

Sam knew better than anyone that Kangaroo Island was a small 
place. Maybe he’d run into her as they were disembarking and he 
could return it then. That hair wouldn’t be hard to find in a crowd.
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Ten minutes later, Sam pulled up in the main street of Penneshaw. 
The orphaned denim jacket lay on the passenger seat next to him, 
bedraggled and damp. Despite his best efforts to find her, the red-
head had been lost in the crowd of people disembarking the boat. 
By the time he’d driven his car out and up onto the roadway, she 
was gone. He wondered if she’d hopped onto one of the buses 
that took tourists to all the island’s most famous spots: Seal Bay, 
Remarkable Rocks and Vivonne Bay, which was judged by some to 
be the most beautiful beach in the world. Not that he’d seen any of 
those sights in years.

He picked up the denim jacket. It was damp, cool and worn, like 
the favourite pair of jeans he was wearing. He could have turned it 
in to the ferry’s ticketing office back at the dock, but he was pretty 
sure if he did it would get lost in the bottom of some lost-property 
bin. What if the redhead didn’t know such a thing existed, or didn’t 
believe that a Good Samaritan would hand it in and so would never 
think to ask? And if she didn’t speak any English it could all get 
lost in translation anyway. So he held on to it. He had custody of 



 O N L Y  W E  K N O W  7

a denim jacket and the burden of tracking down its owner. Some-
times it was a pain in the arse being such a nice guy.

Sam got out of his car and slammed the door closed, checked his 
wallet and phone were in his pocket, and pointed his keys at the car. 
Only when the lights flashed to indicate he’d locked it did he realise 
what he’d done. He’d been in the city way too long.

The sea air was crisp and cool and he took it in, tried to let the 
island seep through him again. The town hadn’t changed much, 
although ‘town’ was probably too grandiose a word to describe it. 
It was a couple of intersections of bitumen roads, old stone build-
ings on both sides of a wide country-style main street, meeting the 
blue of the ocean at one end and the green of sloping hills and 
sparse gums at the other. There were new shops across a few blocks, 
interspersed with vacant ones and homes, both regular and holiday; 
the newish supermarket; a café; and the business centre. Less than 
a kilometre away was the footy oval, home of his greatest sporting 
triumph: eight goals one time against the Kingscote Hounds. And 
there, at the end of the street, sandstone and red-roofed, with a 
veranda all around, was the old pub, which had kept watch over the 
ocean for more than a century.

Sam didn’t want to count the number of beers he’d downed in 
that front bar. For him and his mates, it had been either the pub 
or the footy club on the weekends, whether sweaty after a game or 
freshly shaved and showered and on the pull. He rubbed a hand 
over his chin, the growth scratching at his palm while he debated 
if he should stop by for a beer now or later. Maybe he would, later. 
For just the one, before he hit the road to make his way to the old 
man’s place. He’d need a drink before he tackled that one: he knew 
that for sure.

He’d stopped at the supermarket to buy supplies for his father. 
This was the closest shop to the family property, Roo’s Rest, and 
Sam always stopped by and loaded up with supplies. He bought 
biscuits, teabags, tins of various kinds. Toilet paper, detergent, shav-
ing cream, washing liquid. The basics, to keep old Charlie Hunter 
going between visits. His father was always grumpy about the stuff 
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when Sam delivered it, complaining he wasn’t old and decrepit and 
could bloody well look after himself. Sam argued with him about it 
every time but loaded it all into the cupboards anyway. It gave them 
something to talk about besides the bleeding obvious: that Charlie 
was getting too old to live alone. It had been a long four years since 
Sam’s mother had died, and the old man had gone steadily down-
hill. Sam had tried to get Charlie to see it but he would have none 
of it. Sam feared he might have inherited the stubborn-bastard gene 
from his old man.

He found a trolley by the sliding doors of the supermarket and 
pushed it inside. He glanced over to the cashier, wondering if he’d 
know her. The girl gave him a shy smile as she flicked her hair over 
her shoulder. She was a kid, maybe only sixteen or so. He was pretty 
sure she was no one he knew or was related to. Sam remembered 
with a jolt that he’d lived off the island more years than the girl had 
had on the planet. To her, he was probably just another tourist. 
She wouldn’t be wrong to think it. That’s how he felt these days. 
He checked his watch. It was four p.m. There was about an hour’s 
worth of daylight left and he wanted to get this done in a hurry.

Sam pushed the trolley into the first aisle and as he considered 
the teabag choices something flickered in the corner of his eye.

Something — or rather someone — with curly red hair.
He slowed to a saunter as he manoeuvred down the aisle towards 

her. Sam had many skills and remembering the face of an attractive 
woman was one of them. There was no mistaking it. It was the red-
head from the boat. The second thing he noticed, after the hair, obvi-
ously, was that she was wearing different clothes. She’d changed into 
what looked like a pair of old jeans, judging by the rainbow of paint 
splatters on the thighs, and a long-sleeved black T-shirt, pushed up 
her arms and bunching at her elbows. He heard bells as she moved, 
and saw multiple thin leather bracelets jangling around her right 
wrist. She was tall for a woman, which led him to her long legs and 
the sturdy work boots she was wearing. He slowed to watch her. 
She’d stopped just ahead of him and was staring intently at some-
thing on the shelf by the tinned vegetables. She reached down to 
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pick up a tin, then held it close to her eyes, as if she’d never seen these 
particular brands or products before. A stranded tourist. Sometimes 
it was a pain in the arse being such a nice guy.

His boots echoed on the floor and his trolley wheel squeaked as 
he approached her. The redhead glanced up in his direction when 
she heard the noise but casually looked away.

Sam stopped a trolley length away from her, cleared his throat. 
‘Hello.’ He’d decided to go with simple, given English clearly wasn’t 
her first language. The redhead tossed the tin in her trolley, grabbed 
the handle, and pushed it forward while still staring at the shelves. He 
was about to repeat the greeting when her trolley shoved into his with 
a metallic scrape. The clatter echoed throughout the supermarket.

‘Whoa,’ he called out.
She startled and looked up at him with narrowed eyes. ‘Oh, shit, 

sorry.’
Sam smiled. Definitely not a tourist. Thank god she was as Aus-

tralian as he was, which would make explaining about the jacket a 
hell of a lot easier.

‘This trolley is a shocker.’ Calla winced. She took a couple of steps 
backwards and yanked the contraption out of its entanglement. She 
looked up, tried to focus on the face of the person she’d hit. All she 
was getting was a blurry haze of tall, dark hair and maybe navy blue 
where his jacket might be. Her glasses had of course been safely 
tucked inside the pocket of her denim jacket while she was hurling 
over the side of the ferry and now both precious items, as well as 
most of her dignity, were lost.

‘Don’t worry about it,’ the man said. ‘No injuries to report from 
this end.’ His voice was deep and kind of rough round the edges. 
Something pinged in her head.

‘Good to know.’ Calla was curious now and took a few steps 
towards him to try and get his face into focus, narrowing her eyes 
and leaning in close. His features became clearer about two inches 
from his face — at exactly the same time she felt the heat rise in 
her cheeks.
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Damn it. She couldn’t be entirely certain, but she was pretty sure 
it was the guy from the boat. The tall, rugged, rude one with the 
short, dark hair and the eyes to match. The one who’d gripped her 
shoulders and shot her a look of disgust before spinning her around 
and pushing her towards the cabin door to avoid being puked on. 
Calla felt the flush deepen and explode on her cheeks. Seasickness 
had been bad enough without having a stranger as a witness. Thank 
god she’d changed out of her vomit-splattered clothes in the car 
before she came into the shop.

‘You were on the boat just now,’ he said.
‘Yeah, that was me,’ Calla said, rolling her eyes in the sure knowl-

edge of what was going to come next.
She could hear the smile in his voice and then he chuckled. ‘Puk-

ing Girl.’
Calla’s embarrassment warred with indignation in her throat. 

‘Excuse me?’
He held a hand to his heart. ‘Apologies. Puking Woman.’
She pulled and shoved the trolley hard to the right so she could 

move around him. ‘Oh, that’s hilarious. If you’ll excuse me, I really 
must get going.’

Before she could get around him, the man had angled his trolley 
to block her path down the aisle.

‘Wait,’ he said.
She pulled in a deep breath and tried to focus on his face in an 

attempt at righteous indignation. So what if he’d helped her on the 
boat? That didn’t give him the right to be an arsehole. ‘Can I get 
past? I’m actually in a hurry.’

‘Are you feeling any better now you’re on dry land?’ The tease in 
his voice had gone. She wished she could see his face properly to see 
if it had disappeared from his eyes as well.

Was she feeling better? She had been, until just then when he’d 
mentioned it. She held her stomach, swallowed. ‘Sort of. Yes. No.’

‘It goes away, the seasickness. You might want to pick up some 
water crackers while you’re in here. They’ll help settle your stomach.’

Damn it. Now he was being nice.
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‘Thanks for the medical advice. Now, if you wouldn’t mind 
moving your trolley, I’ve really got to go.’ She found a smile to 
flash in his general direction and moved off. She wasn’t lying 
about being in a hurry. She’d been warned about driving around 
the island at night; apparently, at dusk, the kangaroos emerged 
and enjoyed waiting by the side of the road to bound across just 
in time to be hit by any passing car. She’d read all sorts of stories 
about the damage a 90-kilogram kangaroo could cause to a regu-
lar car, not to mention to itself, much less to the old bomb she 
got around in.

‘Listen,’ he called after her, ‘I was actually hoping to run into 
you.’

Calla sighed. ‘Got some more vomit jokes up your sleeve, have 
you?’

When he laughed, deep and heartily, she turned back.
‘Sorry about that. I didn’t mean to have a go. I actually went 

looking for you on the deck after you went outside to —’
‘Yes, I get it. Why?’
‘To see if you were all right.’
‘Still alive and kicking, as you can see.’
‘And while I didn’t find you, I did find something that I think 

belongs to you. A denim jacket. With some kind of jewellery 
pinned to it?’

Calla gasped. All her annoyance disappeared. He had it. Her 
beaten-up denim jacket. More importantly, he might have her 
glasses too, as well as her mother’s precious brooch. She started to 
shake. ‘That’s … that’s great news.’

‘The jacket’s in my car and I’m parked out front.’
Her sheer relief bubbled out in a nervous scatter of words. ‘I 

didn’t realise I’d left it behind until I drove my car off the boat and 
then I figured it was too late to go back and look for it. My glasses 
are in the pocket. I can barely see without them. So thank you. 
You’ve saved my life.’

The man smiled at her and, even though he was fuzzy, it seemed 
like a nice smile.
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‘I’ve got a few more things to pick up. Why don’t I meet you 
outside when we’re done?’

Calla nodded frantically. ‘Sure. I won’t be long.’
‘No rush.’ He shrugged.
She breathed a huge sigh of relief. She was back on track. She 

tried not to skip like a loon as she headed for the confectionary 
aisle.



C H A P T E R 

3

Step away from the Nice Guy.
And also, step away from the chocolate.
Calla urged her trolley round the end of the aisle with a frus-

trated shove and then stopped and glanced down at the display 
before her.

The first was easy. The second? Not so much. Even without her 
glasses, she recognised the distinctive red wrapper of her favourite 
bar and snuck one into the trolley. Okay, maybe she’d put two in 
there. She’d been advised to pick up food supplies when she hit the 
island, instead of lugging everything from Adelaide, and it didn’t 
take her long to pick up the things she needed for dinner for a 
few nights and the extras: milk, a loaf of bread, some apples. She’d 
booked a Penneshaw cabin with sea views, but four nights was all 
she could afford. She hoped that would be enough time.

She was there to find her brother, Jem, the sibling she and Rose 
hadn’t seen in two years.

The brother who had fallen off the map.
The brother they’d thought was dead until two weeks earlier.
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Calla felt a shiver across her shoulders and knew it wasn’t from 
the icy gust of winter wind sneaking in through the supermarket 
sliding doors. It was fear, plain and simple. What if this sudden trip 
to Kangaroo Island turned out to be a huge mistake? What if Rosie 
was right, and this was a fool’s errand that would only break their 
hearts all over again?

Calla reached the checkout and the young cashier began tallying 
up her items with a broad smile.

‘Hi there. You here for a holiday?’
Telling the truth to a total stranger was way too complicated. 

‘Yes, here for a few days. It’s my first time here on the island, actu-
ally. Anything you recommend I should do?’

Cashier girl rolled her eyes and lowered her voice. ‘To be honest? 
Get back on the boat. I’ve been stuck here my whole life and I can’t 
wait to get out.’

Calla realised there was no point in telling a teenage girl who’d 
grown up on an island with a population of just under four and a 
half thousand people that life wouldn’t be more exciting somewhere 
else. Anywhere else. Calla looked at the wide-eyed hope in the 
girl’s eyes and recognised herself. She’d been that girl, once upon 
a time, harbouring big dreams and fantasies about what the world 
might have in store for her. She’d gone out into the world and been 
as disappointed and crushed by it as anyone else. She was now a 
woman who’d learnt the hard way that big dreams and fantasies 
rarely came true.

But she didn’t want to be the one to crush anyone else’s hope. 
‘Where do you want to go?’

‘Adelaide. Maybe Melbourne.’
‘You should go, then. There’s a big wide world out there across 

the water. There are lots of places you could see.’
The kid’s eyes brightened. ‘I hope so.’ She handed Calla the receipt 

with a friendly smile. ‘Thanks. Well. Have a nice time on KI.’
‘Thank you.’ Calla gave the girl a wave and picked up her card-

board box of groceries. After she’d negotiated the electric doors, 
she loaded it into the hatchback of her little red car, slamming the 
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tailgate twice because the first time the dodgy catch didn’t connect. 
One day, maybe, she would spend money on a new car instead of 
renovating her house. Then again, maybe not. It had been faithful 
to her since she’d bought it second-hand a decade before. It got her 
where she needed to be and that was all she needed it to do. Her 
house, however, was far more precious to her than any four wheels 
and a chassis could ever be.

‘Need a hand?’ It was Mr Nice Guy from the boat.
‘No, I’m good. Sorry if I kept you waiting.’
‘You didn’t. Here’s your jacket.’
He held it between them and she lifted it from his hand with a 

restrained smile. Her fingers flew immediately to the breast pocket. 
Bingo.

‘Thank god they’re still there. My glasses.’ Calla dug them out, 
unfolded the arms and slipped them on. ‘Can’t see much without 
them,’ she admitted with a rueful laugh.

‘Glad to be of service,’ the man said.
Now Calla was restored to 20/20 vision, she made sure the 

brooch was still there too. She’d come so close to losing almost 
the dearest possession she had. She ran her fingers over the cool of 
the ceramic, marvelling once again at its smoothness, the precision 
of her mother’s beautiful strokes and the delicate swirls of blue. Rest 
in peace, Mum. It had been five years since her mother’s death and 
she still had to fight the tears when she remembered her. God! The 
last thing she wanted to do was embarrass herself by looking like 
a big girly sook in front of a total stranger who’d already seen her 
puking. She tried to regain some dignity.

She looked up past said stranger and for the first time saw Kanga-
roo Island in focus. At the end of the street, which dipped down to 
the cliff overlooking the ferry landing, there was ocean — miles and 
miles of it, a deep sapphire blue, and in the distance the mainland 
shimmered. The colours were vivid and dramatic, as if painted by 
an eighteenth-century landscape artist. Calla propped her elbows 
on her car door and simply stared at the sky. She’d never seen any-
thing like it.
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‘What a stunning view. Don’t you think?’
‘Sure.’ Mr Nice Guy didn’t sound that convinced.
‘Thank you for finding me. That was very … nice … of you.’ 

Calla turned her full attention to him. Whoa. Handsome guy. Like 
oh wow kind of handsome. He was a little older than she’d thought 
at first, late thirties maybe. His dark, almost black hair was very 
short over his ears and collar, a little longer on top, and there were 
touches of grey at his temples. His stubbled chin shadowed his jaw 
and highlighted the dips under his cheekbones. His full lips were 
lifted in the corners in a smile and the move creased his forehead 
and the corners of his eyes. His dark-chocolate eyes.

Calla could appreciate handsome without going all wobbly at 
the knees. She, in fact, wasn’t going wobbly over a man ever again. 
She had sworn off them entirely. That knowledge came with a cer-
tain confidence: she could check him out and be totally unaffected 
by the chocolate eyes or the shoulders or those little eye crinkles 
that only came from laughing a lot. So he looked like a man in a 
magazine. She could easily turn the page.

‘You don’t need to thank me. It was nothing. And you weren’t 
hard to find. You do stand out in a crowd, you know.’ His eyes 
drifted to the top of her head.

‘I get that a lot,’ she said.
‘Well,’ he said, apparently distracted for a moment. He glanced 

down the street and back again to her face. ‘Safe travels. Watch out 
for the kangaroos.’

‘I’ve been warned not to drive at dusk.’
He took two steps back and opened his car door. ‘That’s good 

advice.’
‘Thanks again for keeping my jacket safe.’
‘No worries.’ He lifted his hand in a casual wave.
‘Safe travels to you, too,’ Calla called.
Mr Nice Guy grinned at her again and walked back to his car. 

Instead of getting in, he leant in and reached across for something 
in his shopping before turning and walking back to her.

‘Here. This is for you.’ He held out a small, round lollipop on a 
stick.
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Calla regarded it mock seriously, crossed her arms and narrowed 
her eyes. ‘I don’t know. I’ve been warned about taking lollies from 
strangers.’

He laughed. ‘It’s for your return trip on the ferry. Suck it and it’ll 
help with the seasickness.’

She took it from him and twirled it around and around on its 
white stick, the bright colours of the cellophane wrap whirring 
around like a kaleidoscope in her hand. ‘Thanks,’ was all she could 
manage.

The man dipped his head and shot her another smile, his teeth 
bright against his tanned face. Calla sighed. He looked like a freak-
ing toothpaste commercial.

As his big car roared to life with a gruff throb, Calla got in her 
little one, wistfully wishing she’d had the heater fixed, and reversed 
out of her park. Ahead of her, the handsome man’s silver beast had 
driven off towards the green hills at the end of the road. When he 
lifted a hand to wave to her in his rear-vision mirror, she waved 
back with a smile all to herself.

‘Goodbye, Nice Handsome Man,’ she said out loud. ‘Here’s hop-
ing I never see you again.’
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