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THE GAME 
 

She sits in her cheap, two-room St Kilda flat.  Blinds up, sea-breeze sneaking through the 
window.  There used to be more of a sea-breeze but that was before the council took the 
housing from the people who needed it and gave it to those who only wanted to grow 
images.  They belong in fairyland.  She belongs here. 
 
She used to have a place overlooking the Esplanade.  That was when she could sit on the 
balcony and watch the yachts float by.  Now there was no balcony.  No water.  And the 
closest thing was a drunk pissing against the back fence.  Once, she could have afforded 
something better.  But not now.  Not since Daryl, the bloke who sometimes lived with 
her, sometimes screwed her, beat her, had been put inside for smashing in some 
pensioner's head with a steel bar.  He didn't know the old bloke would be home when he 
dived his hand into the Arnott's tin after the life's savings.  The cops said that didn't 
matter.  They said he was just a real bastard.  Sometimes she agreed, but at least he could 
always find a few dollars. 
 
Now she has to do it alone.  But she'll survive.  She keeps telling herself that.  She's had 
to keep telling herself that.  Ever since she cleared out from home.  Leaving behind a 
mum, two brothers and three sisters.  And a stepfather.  She had to go.  Her mum never 
believed what "He's your father now, give him a bit of bloody respect," did when the sun 
went down.  She ran and never looked back.  She reckoned they wouldn't miss her.  She 
doesn't miss them.  But she does miss the teddy that her real Dad had given her one 
birthday. 
 
Some days she sits by the window, lazing on the recliner she found on the footpath, 
dreaming of that teddy; and the doll's house he always promised to build.  A house of her 
own.  Pretty, with pretty things inside.  She always cries after. 
 
She always cries a lot.  Whenever she sits, looking at the only pretty thing she owns—a  
print of a little girl holding a red rose.  Everything's in black and white except for the 
rose.  And depending on what sort of a day it is, she can see either a tear running down 
the girl's cheek, or a smile on her face.  She would have liked one of those 3D things but 
they didn't have any at South Melbourne Market, and the ones on the Esplanade were 
thirty bucks more than her little girl.  That was thirty bucks her stomach and veins 
couldn't afford to lose.  But she loves that picture now.  Her own pretty little girl.  The 3D 
images are only for the people who live in fairyland.  The people who sit there, staring at 
the things as they snort their real shit from a mirror. 
 
It was two days since she'd had her last hit.  Her arms scream to be pricked again.  The 
rhoey she'd scored from Jo-Jo had tied her over for a short time.  But she needs more.  
She needs to feel the rush through her veins.  She needs to taste the chewed rubber tubing 
in her mouth. 
 
She nibbles a carrot and stares at a moth clinging to the waving, cotton curtain.  A bogey 
moth.  That’s what her Dad had called them.  He said they only lived for a day but in that 
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short time they did a hell of a lot.  She couldn't understand why he'd left them.  A five-
year-old kid can never understand things like that.  Twenty year old grown-up kids can't 
understand either. 
 
The carrot tastes like shit.  Not even enough to fill her.  It tastes nothing like the rubber 
tubing. 
 
There's only four dollars thirty-five in the cracked jar below the kitchen sink.  Not even 
enough for a pack of fags.  And she can't put the bite on Jo-Jo for any more. 
 
She goes to the drawer and takes out the lime-green mini and white tank-top that moulds 
itself around her tits.  She hates those clothes.  Herself.  The game.  Smack.  But she is 
never going back.  She pulls the mini over her under-nourished thighs and smooths it into 
place.  It barely covers the crudely etched "Daryl" at the top of her leg.  It had hurt like 
hell when he'd scratched his name into her flesh.  But he said he loved her.  And she was 
only seventeen at the time.  She thinks. 
 
Make-up is spread across her face.  In the dark it looks not too bad.  But she doesn't know 
why she bothers.  A gutter crawler with a stiff dick and fifty bucks in his wallet couldn't 
give a shit what she looked like once her head was in his lap.  But she needs it.  She 
doesn't want to be twenty looking forty.  She remembers she used to be pretty.  Her Dad 
had told her that.  The bastard her mum later shacked up with only told her she was pretty 
when the lights went out. 
 
She needs a fix.  She needs it bad.  She wants to taste that rubber.  She wants to feel alive. 
 
She never goes straight to her corner in Grey Street.  Her guts need time to settle.  She 
always grabs a coffee from Maccas.  It tastes like plastic but it's cheap.  And if she goes 
to the cafe first, Nick will be there and he'll want either his money or a freebie.  Usually 
he wants, demands, both.  With the four-sugared coffee in hand she strolls down Acland 
Street. 
 
Fairyland.  The place of dreams.  She loves looking at the continental cakes and the rich 
bastards with their mobile phones, sipping the beer of the month or straight long blacks.  
They're the bastards who'd taken away her view.  Their flashy cars, expensive clothes.  
She looks at the reflection staring from the cream filled cakes.  Layers and layers of mock 
cream.  Not much under three dollars in there.  But she doesn't mind the pineapple 
doughnuts at 7-11.  She doesn't have to pretend to go to 7-11. 
 
She sees the reflection of some fairyland girl strut by.  Wearing a mini, tank-top, make-up 
and tan.  Hanging from her arm is a man old enough to be her father.  He has a receding 
hairline and silk tie. 
 
She knows he's staring at her arse.  She knows he wants what he can't have. 
 
‘Fifty bucks for a blow,’ she smiles, ‘and for another twenty, I'll let the bitch watch.’ 
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He turns red.  The bitch takes him by the arm.  Clinging. 
 
The cops cruise by. 
 
She walks back to her end of St Kilda.  Out of fairyland.  Back to where she belongs. 
 
As she reaches her spot near the corner of Grey and Dalgety a Skyline with a loud 
exhaust and fat tyres pulls up.  Jo-Jo leaps out.  Wearing her borrowed stilettos and op-
shop fake fox. 
 
‘Another Greek boy who reckons it's his first root.  Arseholes.  Reckon they deserve a 
fuckin’ discount or somethin’!’ says Jo-Jo. 
 
The friends laugh. 
 
She thinks they are arseholes too.  They are all arseholes.  Out for a quick blow while the 
missus and kids are sitting at home watching a video of The Little Mermaid. Half of them 
have office jobs, pretty wives or girlfriends and a home in the suburbs.  The others are 
generally pissed and have missed out on picking up at the night-club or are too randy and 
useless to toss themselves off. 
 
She is there for them all. 
 
She looks at Jo-Jo.  Jo-Jo is her best friend.  Jo-Jo looked after her when she first hit the 
streets.  Found her a place to stay.  Got her pissed.  Got her laid by someone other than 
her step-father.  Cares about her.  Loves her.  Filled her veins with their first shot of 
smack.  Told her about the game. 
 
Jo-Jo is the one who told her to be choosey who she got into a car with.  “Always check 
around the car first.  Never get in if there's more than one of them.  Watch their eyes, if 
they're fair dinkum they'll never look you straight in the face.  They either look out the 
window, at their balls, or at your tits.  Remember, always use a rubber.  And always, 
always get the money first – no cheques.” 
 
She could have discovered those things for herself.  But that would have hurt. 
 
She can see what hurt has done to Jo-Jo.  Jo-Jo is twenty-nine, on a cap and a half a day, 
has done her stint inside, and can't find the time to send her two kids a Christmas card 
ever since the Government took them away. 
 
A blue Magna drives by.  New, clean, sparkling under the lights.  It belongs in fairy-land. 
 
The friends stand away from the brick fence they'd been resting their butts on like a 
couple of school kids sneaking a fag before going home for TV and tea. 
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The car doesn't stop. 
 
It comes by again.  Slower. 
 
It doesn't stop. 
 
‘Arseholes.  What the fuck do they reckon this is, a fuckin' supermarket!’ says Jo-Jo. 
 
The third time he stops.  Jo-Jo gets to him first.  ‘He's mine.  You finish your fag and if 
he's any good, well I might give ya some.’ 
 
Jo-Jo hops in straight away.  It's been a bit of a slow night.  She's happy.  Smiling.  Kind 
of.  She gives her friend the finger.  It's all in fun. 
 
Jo-Jo leaves in the Magna.  She'll be back in fifteen.  Fifty bucks richer.  One rubber 
shorter. 
 
A red Holden comes past.  Jo-Jo isn't back yet.  She'll have to return to an empty corner. 
 
He said it was his first head-job ever.  That was bullshit.  But he did give her an extra ten 
bucks. 
 
Jo-Jo still isn't back. 
 
Jo-Jo's not at the cafe.  Nick hasn't seen her.  He's been saving a foil for her too.  He'll 
find another customer. 
 
She has the extra ten bucks.  She buys it.  He sells good smack.  When the veins haven't 
tasted it for two days, any smack is good. 
 
The bogey moth flaps around the uncovered ceiling light, banging its head like a drunk in 
a dodgem.  She pulls tight on the rubber tubing.  She hardly feels the prick in her arm.  
The sudden rush through her system is good.  Too good. 
 
Fairyland. 
 
The sun has been up for hours when she hears the banging.  Her Dad is building a doll's 
house.  It's a pretty pink.  With white windows and real curtains and a red roof and a 
chimney.  He's hammering the roof on.  Making everything secure.  Bang.  Bang.  Bang. 
 
Thump!  Thump!  Thump! 
 
‘Theresa!  You in there!  Get outta bed and answer the door!  It's the police!’ 
 
She opens her eyes . . . 
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There's no doll's house.  No hammer.  No . . . There's only a dream . . .  and . . .  the cops . 
. .  at . . .  the door. 
 
The sergeant who always smiles.  At least he won't care about the blackened spoon and 
needle on the table. 
 
He stands.  He's not smiling today. 
 
Her eyes are still focusing.  Her mind is trying to catch up. 
 
`Were you with Jo-Jo last night?' 
 
‘Why . . . ?  What's . . . ?’ 
 
‘She was found down a laneway in Elwood earlier this morning.  Hidden amongst the 
trash.  Looks like she's been murdered.’ 
 
She doesn't say anything.  She sits in the reclining chair.  The chair she found with the 
rubbish.  Some mongrel bastard had killed Jo-Jo.  Some mongrel bastard arsehole from 
fairyland.  She hugs her knees and starts to cry.  She wants her teddy. 
 
She can still taste the rubber in her mouth.  She needs to taste it again.  There's a tear 
running down the cheeks of the pretty girl.  
 
The curtains flap.  The breeze smells like stale piss.  She stares at the bogey moth, dead 
amongst the dust on the windowsill.  It has done its hell of a lot.  But her Dad said 
another would always come and take its place. 


