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For my mother.



[’'ve always been good at playing a part: the mysterious
seductress for the sleazebag, the doe-eyed innocent for
the protector. I had tried both on the security guard and
neither seemed to be working.

I’d been so close. The supermarket doors had already
slid open for me when his wide hand clamped on my
shoulder. The main road was only fifteen paces away. A
quiet street lined with yellow-and-orange-leaved trees.

His grip tightened.

He brought me into the back office. A small cement
box with no windows, barely big enough to fit the old
filing cabinet, desk and printer. He took the bread roll,
cheese and apple out of my bag and laid them on the table
between us. Seeing them spread out like that gave me a
jolt of shame, but I tried my best to hold his eye. He said

[ wasn’t going anywhere until I gave him some identi-
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fication. Luckily, I had no wallet. Who needs a wallet
when you don’t have any money?

[ attempted all my routines on him, letting tears flow
when my insinuations fell flat. It wasn’t my best perfor-
mance; | couldn’t stop looking at the bread. My stom-
ach was beginning to cramp. I've never felt hunger like
this before.

[ can hear him now, talking to the police on the other
side of the locked door. I stare up at the notice board
above the desk. This week’s staff roster is there, along-
side a memo about credit card procedures with a smiley
face drawn on the bottom and a few photographs from
a work night out.

I have never wanted to work in a supermarket. I've
never wanted to work anywhere, but all of a sudden, I'm
painfully jealous.

“Sorry to bother you with this. Little skank won’t give
me any ID.”

I wonder if he knows I can hear him.

“It’s all right—we’ll take it from here.” Another voice.

The door opens and two cops look in at me. It’s a fe-
male and a male, both probably about my age. She has
her dark hair pulled back in a neat ponytail. The guy is
pasty and thin. I can tell straightaway that he’s going to be
an asshole. They sit down on the other side of the table.

“My name is Constable Thompson and this is Consta-
ble Seirs. We understand that you were caught shoplifting
from this store,” the male cop says, not even bothering

to hide the boredom in his tone.
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“No, actually, I wasn’t,” I say, imitating my stepmom’s
perfect breeding. “I was on my way to the register when
he grabbed me. That man has a problem with women.”

They look at me doubtfully, their eyes sliding over my
unwashed clothes and greasy hair. I wonder if I smell.
My bruised and swollen face isn’t doing me any favours.
It was probably why I got caught in the first place.

“He was calling me foul names when he brought me
back here—" I lower my voice “—like skank and whore.
Disgusting. My father is a lawyer and I expect he’ll want
to sue for misconduct when I tell him what went on here
today.”

They look at each other and I can immediately tell
they don’t buy it. I should have cried.

“Listen, honey, it’s going to be fine. Just give us your
name and address. You’ll be back home by the end of the
day,” the girl cop says.

She is my age and she’s calling me pet names like I'm
just a kid.

“The other option is that we book you now and take
you back to the station. You’ll have to wait in a cell while
we sort out who you are. It will be a lot easier if you just
give us your name now.”

They’re trying to scare me and it’s working, but not
for the reason they think. Once they have my finger-
prints it won’t take them long to identify me. They’ll
tind out what I did.

“I was so hungry,” I say, and the tremor in my tone
isn’t fake.
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It’s the look in their eyes that does it. A mix of pity
and disgust. Like I'm worth nothing, just another stray
for them to clean up. A memory slowly opens and I real-
ize I know exactly how to get myself out of this.

The power of what I'm about to say is huge. It courses
through my body like a shot of vodka, removing the
tightness in my throat and sending tingles to the tips of
my fingers. I don’t feel helpless anymore; I know I can
pull this off. Staring at her, then him, I let myself savor
the moment. Watching them carefully to enjoy the exact
instant their faces change.

“My name is Rebecca Winter. Eleven years ago, I was

abducted.”



2014

[ sit in an interview room with my face down, hold-
ing my coat tightly around myself. It’s cold in here. I've
been waiting for almost an hour, but 'm not worried. I
imagine what a stir I've caused on the other side of that
mirror. They’re probably calling in the missing persons
unit, looking up photographs of Rebecca and painstak-
ingly comparing them to me. That should be enough to
convince them; the likeness is uncanny.

[ saw it months ago. I was wrapped up with Peter, a
little bundle of warmth. Usually I got teary when I was
hungover and just spent the day hiding in my room lis-
tening to sad music. It was different with him. We woke
up at noon and sat on the couch all day eating pizza and

smoking cigarettes until we started feeling better. That
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was back when I thought my parents’ money didn’t mat-
ter and all I needed was love.

We were watching some stupid show called Wanted.
They were talking about a string of grisly murders at
a place called Holden Valley Aged Care in Melbourne
and I started looking for the remote. Butchered grannies
were definitely a mood killer. Just as I went to change
the channel, the next story began and a photograph came
up on the screen. She had my nose, my eyes, my copper-
coloured hair. Even my freckles.

“Rebecca Winter finished her late shift at McDon-
ald’s, in the inner south Canberra suburb of Manuka, on
the seventeenth of January 2003,” a man said in a dra-
matic voice over the photograph, “but somewhere be-
tween her bus stop and home she disappeared, never to
be seen again.”

“Holy shit, is that you?” Peter said.

The girl’s parents appeared, saying their daughter had
been missing for over a decade but they still had hope.
The mother looked like she was about to cry. Another
photograph: Rebecca Winter wearing a bright green
dress, her arm slung around another teenage girl, this
one with blonde hair. For a foolish moment, I tried to
remember if I had ever owned a dress like that.

A family portrait: the parents looking thirty years
younger, two grinning brothers and Rebecca in the mid-
dle. Idyllic. They may as well have had a white picket

fence in the background.
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“Fuck, do you think that’s your long-lost twin or
what?”

“Yeah, you wish!”

We’d started joking about Peter’s gross twin fantasies
and he forgot about it pretty soon. Nothing stuck around
long in Peter’s mind.

[ try to remember every detail I can from the show. She
was from Canberra, a teenager, maybe fifteen or sixteen
at the time she went missing. In some ways, I was lucky
the side of my face was bruised and swollen. It masked the
subtle differences that distinguished us. I'll be well and
truly gone by the time the bruising fades. I only need to
buy myself enough time to get me out of the station, to
the airport maybe. For a moment my mind wanders to
what I would do after that. Call Dad? I hadn’t spoken to
him since I left. I had picked up a pay phone a few times,
even punched in his mobile number. But then the sick-
ening sound of soft weight crashing against metal would
fill my head and I’d hang up with shaking hands. He
wouldn’t want to talk to me.

The door opens and the female cop peeks in and smiles
at me.

“This won't take too much longer. Can I get you some-
thing to eat?”

“Yes, please.”

The slight embarrassment in her voice, the way she

looks at me and then quickly averts her eyes.
I had them.
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She brings me a box of piping-hot noodles from the
takeaway next door. They’re oily and a bit slimy, but
[’'ve never enjoyed a meal so much. Eventually, a detec-
tive comes into the room. He puts a file on the table and
pulls out a chair. He looks brutish, with a thick neck and
small eyes. I can tell by the way he sits down that my
best chance with him is ego. He seems to be trying to
take up as much space as possible, his arm resting on the
chair next to him, his legs wide open. He smiles across
the table.

“I'm sorry this is taking so long.”

“That’s okay,” I say, wide eyes, small voice. I turn my
face slightly, to make sure he’s looking at the bruised side.

“We’re going to bring you to the hospital soon, okay?”

“I’'m not hurt. I just want to go home.”

“It’s procedure. We've been calling your parents, but
so far there’s been no answer.”

I imagine the phone ringing in Rebecca Winter’s
empty house. That was probably for the best; her par-
ents would just complicate things. The detective takes
my silence as disappointment.

“Don’t worry, I'm sure we’ll get a hold of them soon.
They’ll need to come here to make the identification.
Then you can go home together.”

That’s the last thing I need, to be called out as a fraud
in front of a room full of cops. My confidence starts to

slip. I need to turn this around.
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[ speak into my lap. “I want to go home more than
anything.”

“I know. It won’t be too much longer.” His voice 1s
like a pat on the head. “Did you enjoy those?” He looks
at the empty noodle box.

“They were really nice. Everyone has been so amaz-
ing,” I say, keeping with the timid-victim act.

He opens the manila folder. It’s Rebecca Winter’s file.
Interview time. My eyes scan the first page.

“Can you tell me your name?”

“Rebecca.” I keep my eyes down.

“And where have you been all this time, Rebecca?”
he says, leaning in to hear me.

“I don’t know,” I whisper. “I was so scared.”

“Was there anyone else there? Anyone else held with
you?”

“No. Only me.”

He leans in closer, until his face is only inches from
mine.

“You saved me,” I say, looking him right in the eyes.
“Thank you.”

I can see his chest swell. Canberra is only three hours
from here. I just need to push a little harder. Now that
he’s feeling like the big man, he won’t be able to say no.
It’s my only chance to get out of here.

“Please, will you let me go home?”

“We really need to interview you and take you to the
hospital to be examined. It’s important.”

“Can we do that in Canberra?”
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[ let the tears start falling then. Men hate seeing girls
cry. It makes them uncomfortable for some reason.
“You’ll be transported back to Canberra soon, but
there is a procedure we need to follow first, okay?”
“But you're the boss here, aren’t you? If you say I can
go they have to do what you say. I just want to see my
mom.”
“Okay,” he says, jumping out of his seat. “Don’t cry.

Let me see what I can do.”





