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They first met when she was sweet sixteen, never been kissed. He said he was a mechanic. She never 

saw him fix a car. She only saw him drink, smoke and spend his money—then hers. But she loved him. 

 He loved her body. 

 She’d had no love since that christmas when her old man left her mother crying, bleeding from 

the mouth. He’d slammed her brother's head through the plaster wall and left, swinging half-a-dozen 

cans from his hand. 

 The mechanic gave her the love she’d never had. He also gave her his seed—their baby. He got 

drunk with the boys. She sat at home by herself. But she was happy. 

 

‘We should get a flat,’ she said. 

 Muscles flexing beneath his singlet. Sweat swimming on his brow. He squeezed his large hand 

around his Vic Bitter can. He wanted another smoke, another can. In two months he'd be a father. 

 ‘Okay,’ he answered. 

 

The flat was small—one bedroom. And in summer it was hot. It was always summer. But she was doing 

her best.  Her fat stomach pushed hard against her sister's old frock. Food spat in the pan. Sweat dripped 

from her forehead. Beer flowed down his throat as he kicked his feet onto the coffee table and flicked to 

Channel 7. 

 

She screamed. He was at her side. Six hours later, so was her son. 

 

Toby was a roly-poly. And for four months, Toby was fun. But he cried. He shit his nappies. 

 ‘Fuck! I can't handle this. Why can't you shut your bloody kid up?’ 

 ‘He's your child too.’ 

 She didn't see the right hand. Cracking against her cheek. Blood rushing to the surface, trickling 
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from the split where teeth met lip. Tears rushed to her eyes just as quick. But she said nothing, Toby said 

it for her. 

 He stopped when she held him, hugging tightly, bouncing him with sweet words. They found 

his father holding a can, hugging the fridge. Burning cigarette in his mouth, flaccid dick between his 

legs. It was hot. They stared. He crushed the can and got another. He wouldn't look back. 

 

Toby was one, she was nineteen. She was pregnant. He was drunk. They'd left the flat, now in a rented 

house. He'd left his job, now in a state of nowhere. He didn't tell her. He wouldn't look at her. He 

bounced his baby on his knee. He bounced the girl from the pub on his dick. 

 ‘I'm sorry. I got pissed and she egged me on. You know I love you. I promise I won't ever do it 

again.’ 

 She smiled. It hurt. She rubbed at her stomach, feeling his seed swelling. Her anger wanted to 

swell with it but it wouldn't. 

 ‘I believe you,’ she mumbled. 

 He stepped towards her and took her thin body. His mechanic's hands rubbed hard into her. He 

ran his alcohol stained tongue down the side of her unmade face. Her nipple hardened as he roughly 

rolled it between his fingers. He pulled her closer, he wanted her to feel him. 

 She moaned. She craned her head, long hair down her neck. She ran her hands through his dark 

curls as he slobbered at her navel, fingers fumbling for the brass button of her jeans. 

 ‘You know you're going to be a father again.’ 

 Momentarily, the tongue stopped. 

 ‘Would you like a girl this time?’ 

 He mumbled a response. 

 ‘Make love to me,’ she pleaded as she clawed at the shirt on his back. 

 He had sex with her. 
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The pot on the stove had long boiled dry. The plate on top was holding a meal of two chops, mashed 

potatoes and peas. Held together with a crust formed through time. It takes several hours to get like that. 

Several hours ago, when she ate hers, there had been no crust. 

 She heard the rough muffler of his car. She sat forward on the couch and rubbed at her eyes. 

Tears clung to the soft Kleenex. Their anniversary. They only came once a year. He was coming home 

late, drunk, more than once a week. 

 ‘How's my sweet chicken?’ he slurred as he clutched at her. 

 His grip hurt as she turned her head from his kiss. He didn't see the tissues. He didn't see the red, 

puffed eyes. 

 ‘What's for tea?’ he said as he let her go. 

 She followed him to the kitchen, finger-marks beginning to appear on her arms. She ignored 

them. She was used to them. 

 ‘Is this it?’ Spat out like a dragon’s flame. It had been one of the hottest days that summer. The 

water cooler was on the blink. He'd promised to fix it two months ago. 

 ‘Where have you been?’ she said. Slowly, hardly audible. She was four months pregnant. The 

heat was killing her. Toby was giving her the shits. The phone got cut off last week. Someone tried to 

take away the TV today. 

 He pulled open the door to the fridge. Clean plates sat in the drip-tray on the sink, washing was 

piled on the lounge-room floor, second hand toys were jumbled in a corner. There were only three cans 

left. There was less than a quarter carton of milk. 

 ‘I'm not eating this shit!’ he said as he pushed her out of his way. 

 ‘I said, where have you been? It's the second time this week?’ She was louder, braver. She 

rubbed at their four month growth. 

 He stopped, swung around. 



"LOST IN SUBURBIA" 4 
 
 

 	   	  

	  
Lost	  in	  Suburbia	  

©	  2011	  Jim	  Mulholland	   	  

 She sprang back with shock. Her heart was racing. The doctor had said she was doing too much. 

 ‘Out!’ he fired back. 

 ‘It's our anniversary,’ she said. ‘Doesn't that mean anything?’ 

 ‘Doesn't that mean anything,’ he mimicked. ‘Fuck, woman! I'm out all day, busting my arse 

trying to earn some fucking money, and all you do all day is sit around and watch the fucking soapies.’ 

 She had no reply. A tear jerked itself clear and ran beside her nose. She tasted its saltiness as it 

hit her dry mouth. Her insides were hurting. She wished they weren't there. She wished she'd never let 

him there. 

 She watched him light a cigarette. She watched him pace. Back and forth like the ducks at a 

shooting gallery. But she was the one in danger of being hit with the slug. She stood defiantly and 

watched it come. Crack — one more for the cupie doll. 

 Another direct hit — roll up, roll up, everyone's a winner. Blood danced with her tears. He took 

his prize of the last two cans and left for the night. The slamming door shook her heart. Her tooth had 

already been shook loose. Toby shook from his sleep. 

 She cried. Toby cried. No-one went to either. 

 

He only came back when her sister found him three days later and told him she was in hospital. Their 

second child. The one that was playing havoc with her insides. 

 He brought flowers with him. She needed love. She smiled. Less than five months later, they 

both smiled at the baby. 

 Jake looked just like his father but cried like his mother — quietly, alone. 

 

She felt loved for a month. She thought another child might have kept it there. She'd forgotten what it 

used to be like in the steaming heat when the first was born. She'd forgotten how much he liked to 

celebrate, to drink, to beat her. 
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 She forgot how to duck. 

 ‘You want me to go, don't you?’ 

 She tried looking at him. ‘I don't know what I want.’ 

 ‘Maybe I have been a bit of a prick lately but the boss has been giving me the shits.’ 

 No-one cared who gave her the shits. 

 She was sitting on the couch. He sat on the edge beside her, draping his arm around her. She 

looked up and broke a smile across her lips. The smile got bigger when he leant over and kissed her on 

the head. 

 ‘Do you want to go to bed?’ she asked, whispering to his ear, trying to find his heart. 

 He screwed her on the couch.  

 

He'd been drinking again. He smelt of some foreign woman again. Tea wasn't good enough, again. 

 The spaghetti flew across the room, hitting the wall, dribbling like a modern masterpiece. 

 Toby was standing at the door, screaming. She moved to hug their child. Toby's father stopped 

her. He yanked back on her hair; her face, in full view of his left fist. Her blood splattered with the 

spaghetti. 

 ‘See that son …’ he said to Toby. 

 Toby was screaming. She was whimpering. 

 He kicked her like his father had kicked his pet dog. 

 ‘ …  that's how you treat women. Especially when they give you the fucking shits all the time!’ 

 She reached for Toby. 

 Jake woke with the yells. 

 The mercury broke the barometer only seconds before the police broke the front door. 

 He hit one of them. They hit him back. They threw him to the ground, she held onto Toby.  

 Toby's father whimpered when the police cracked his rib with a right boot, a solid baton sent the 
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nerves of his shoulder blades into a jittering frenzy. Two more police roared through the door. 

 ‘Fucking maggots!’ he yelled. 

 ‘Fucking scum-bag!’ the policeman yelled as he shut his mouth with a right fist. 

 ‘Don't hurt him,’ she said as she moved towards them. She tried to get past to the whimpering, 

swearing, bleeding father of her children. Her de-facto. Her first love. Her only love. 

 And like a rag-doll, she was hurled away by a burly policeman, fire in his eyes, adrenalin 

rushing through his body. 

 They dragged the father away. She watched, hugging Toby, sitting cross-legged on the floor. 

Her mouth still bleeding. Her eye still swollen. 

 ‘It's alright now,’ said a puffing policeman. His hands were shaking. 

 She saw the blood on his shirt. She wondered? 

 

The Magistrate's Order still had two months to go when she let him back. Her kids needed a father, she 

needed a lover. They needed the money. 

 ‘I've stopped drinking,’ he said. 

 She looked at his face. She'd seen that same look in the pet-shop window. She bought Toby and 

Jake that puppy. This time, she bought them back their father. 

 ‘I'm sorry about all the shit I caused. I've sorted myself out now.’ 

 She let him screw her on the lounge-room floor. She wanted to believe they were making love. 

 

Kate was born ten months later. 

 

Another month after that and he lost his job. The company closed down and he got retrenched. The 

landlord sold out and they got the papers. 

 They found another house. He didn't bother finding another job. 
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 There wasn't much food in the cupboard. There was no milk in the fridge. There was half a loaf 

of bread on the bench. There was a slab of beer in the fridge. 

 It was hot outside. It was hotter inside. 

 Smokes had just gone up five cents a pack. The water cooler still didn't work. The picture tube 

was on the blink. 

 Candy from the pub had knocked him back. 

 ‘Why don't you sit down for a while?’ she said. Nervous. 

 His blue singlet was damp from sweat. That not soaking into the cotton sat glistening on his 

muscles. Whenever he put the beer can to his lips, his biceps flexed with a solid tightness. Every 

swallow, his neck did the same. 

 She watched. Butterflies going up and down the rollercoaster of her insides. Sweat sank down 

her cleavage and gathered under her arms, staining the edges of her op-shop frock. 

 ‘Daddy, can we have chippies?’ Toby was on the floor. A plastic car in his hands, an empty 

stomach inside. 

 ‘Have you got any fucking money?’ he hissed. 

 ‘I gave it to you yesterday.’ 

 ‘What, enough to buy some smokes and piss?’ 

 ‘That was all we had. You were supposed to buy some milk.’ The butterflies were now on the 

twister. 

 ‘Daddy, chippies?’ 

 ‘Fuck!’ He crushed his can and threw it across the room. It pinged against the wall. 

 The noise echoed in her insides. The butterflies were on the chocolate wheel — round and 

round and round she goes, where she stops, nobody knows. 

 He snatched her purse from the mantelpiece. It was empty. He made the mantle the same with a 

sweep of his hand. 
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 Toby started to cry. 

 ‘Shutup! Shut the fuck up, I said!’ 

 She edged towards her screaming child. 

 ‘If you don't shut that fucking kid up.’ 

 He stormed into the kitchen. Jake started crying. She heard the kitchen being upturned. She 

pulled Toby in tight. 

 He stormed back out, waving half-a-dozen cans and the twenty dollars she'd put away for the 

rent. She could feel his heat. 

 ‘Fucking bitch! Fucking lying slut!’ 

 His right foot connected with her kidney. 

 Toby screamed for her. 

 ‘I'm getting out of here!’ 

 When he slammed the door, she knew he wouldn't be back with any chips. 

 She put Toby on her hip. Pain ringing from her kidney. Jake was standing in his cot. She gave 

him his bottle from beneath the blanket where the one-eyed, blue and white teddy had been keeping 

guard. 

 Toby quietened, his empty stomach rumbling. She put him down to empty her stomach into the 

toilet. 

 She rubbed the back of her hand against her mouth. The vomit clung to the sweat on her still 

shaking limb. Her moist hair hung from her head like over-boiled spaghetti. 

 She cut a slice from the loaf on the upturned bench. Her thin knuckles whitened as she held the 

bread-knife. She didn't want him to come back. She knew he would. 

 Toby gobbled his peanut butter sandwich. She couldn't eat. 

 ‘Where's daddy?’ 

 She couldn't answer. 
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 ‘Are you alright, mummy?’ 

 She couldn't answer. 

 She kissed Toby goodnight and pulled the blankets up tight. 

 She picked up her photo from the lounge-room floor. A new crack ran through the glass, across 

her face. The vase her girlfriend gave her one Christmas was in four pieces. She held the photos of her 

three children to her chest. Tears ran freely down her cheek. A salty drop landed on the blade of the 

bread-knife beside her. She put the photos back on the mantle. She put the knife on the coffee table. She 

looked at its ridged edge. Her tear was still visible. 

 She knew he'd come home. She sat on the couch and hugged her knees. She waited, watching 

the TV picture jump up and down as the vertical hold kept pace with her heart. 

 He staggered in. He was drunk. He tripped on a plastic car. 

 ‘Fuck!’ he yelled. 

 ‘Stay away from me.’ 

 His eyes were glazed. His pupils like pin-heads. 

 ‘Come here!’ 

 She tried to shrink into the couch. She wanted to be one of those things that always got lost 

under the cushions. But all she could manage was to be one of those things that got lost in suburbia. 

 ‘Don't touch me.’ 

 ‘I'll fucking touch whoever I fucking want!’ 

 She screamed when he dragged at her spaghetti hair. It was the first time she'd ever screamed. It 

wasn't the first time she'd caught a back-hander, followed by a right jab. 

 She fell to the floor. Like a boulder, he landed on top of her, pinning her to the ground. He held 

her pipe-cleaner like arms as he mauled at her mouth and neck. She tried shunning. The harder she 

shunned, the harder he mauled. 

 He punched her again. She almost choked on her tooth as it fell into the back of her throat. She 
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couldn't resist. He stunk of grog. He stunk of anger. 

 She lay there as he ripped off her pants. She bit into her bleeding lip as he forced his way inside. 

She closed her eyes and counted the thrusts. She knew it wouldn't be many. She could hear the clock 

ticking in the back-ground. The kids were still asleep. She hoped they wouldn't wake. 

 He rolled off her. She lay motionless as he fell asleep. 

 She picked up the bread-knife as he snored on the floor. She hurt. Her dress, half connected to 

her frame. Her arms bruised. She watched his chest as it moved up and down. She wiped at the tears. 

She drove the knife hard into his chest. Again and again and again. 

 She fell back on her knees, still clutching the bloodied bread-knife. He gurgled a last breath. She 

heaved an on-going sob. Her hands were dripping with his blood. Her frock was soaked with his blood. 

Her mouth was full of her blood. 

 

She sits in her prison cell. Two years the judge said. It could have been longer but she'd already done 

life. 

 



 


