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Chapter One
“Are you our new housekeeper?”
Arlene spun round to see two identical faces glaring at
her. The girl had her hands on her hips, and her legs apart;
she was the more aggressive of the pair.
“I don’t think so, but let me check my schedule.” Arlene
made a great show of rummaging in her bag, bringing out a
Filofax and slowing turning its pages. The teenagers were
fidgeting and rolling their eyes by now. “No, nothing in here
about me being a housekeeper so I guess I’m not the person
you’re looking for.”
“Smart arse bitch,” sneered the boy.
“Foul-mouthed ignoramus. If that’s the only comment
you can make to cover the mistake you made about me, you
don’t take any notice of your English teacher. Good day. I’m
glad I’m not the person you were looking for. I like good
conversationalists to hang around with and you two don’t fit
into that category.” Arlene smiled sweetly and walked off.
Even in this small outback town, the teenagers thought
they were cool and hip when it came to attitude. Considering the crowd she had been working they knew nothing. But
they would probably learn fast. Television made sure of that.
Adam and Claire gave her the finger. To their way of
thinking, it was a pity she wasn’t the woman their father had
hired. They would have gotten rid of her fast. They were experts at humiliating and scaring housekeepers and then getting them fired with no pay.
Arlene found a cafe next to the supermarket. It had several
umbrella shaded tables under some trees. The coffee was soso but the lemon tarts were scrumptious. She had never had
anything like them anywhere and she had been in most countries. That thought brought back the reason why she was sitting here, jobless and alone for the first time in twenty years.
Not that she minded being in that situation. It was far nicer
than having to put up with Helena’s tantrums and viciousness twenty-four hours a day.
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A car pulled up with a great screeching of brakes. The
woman used two marked parking sections. In stupidly high
heels for such an uneven footpath, she almost ran towards
the supermarket. A little girl was in front of the door with a
small scruffy dog on a leash. Without slowing down or sidestepping, the woman kicked the dog out of her way. There
was a screamed “No!” and a frantic yelping. The woman
didn’t stop.
Arlene bent over the dog as the little girl begged “Wubbles” to get up. One of Wubbles’ legs was bent at an acute
angle. “Now that woman had no right to do what she did. Is
there a vet in this town? Wubbles will be as good as new afterwards.” Arlene wiped the little girl’s eyes. “What’s your
name, sweetie?”
“Leave our sister alone,” demanded a rude voice. “Whatdidja do to her?”
It was the two teenagers. A few anxious shoppers gathered.
“I didn’t do anything to your sister. The bully who drives
that car did.” Arlene indicated the car at the kerb.
“That’s Aunt Mavis’ car.”
“Are you accusing my mother of doing something? How
would you know what happened?” A swaggering youth
about seventeen was standing over the little girl. “This moron probably fell over her own feet and hurt that stinking
fleabag. Isn’t that it, missy?” The little girl cowered away
from him and bit her lip.
“No, it isn’t,” said Arlene. “That woman deliberately
kicked the dog.”
The woman came marching out of the supermarket, followed by a boy carrying a box of groceries “That smelly
mutt tried to bite me. Who are you to accuse me of deliberately kicking it? I’m the mayor of this town. She’s been told
many times to control it. But this time, it will have to be put
down.”
There was another screamed “No!” from the little girl as
she tried to cover her dog.
“Mayor or no mayor, you deliberately kicked it. It did not
try to bite you. I don’t know who you are, only what you are.
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And that’s a bully who likes being to cruel to animals and
young children. If you do anything against this dog, I shall
have the RSPCA onto you.”
“How dare you threaten me,” gasped the woman. “If you
don’t leave this town right now, Ill have our police find some
ordinance or law you’ve broken. We don’t like troublemakers here. No one talks to me like that.”
“If this town has laws against troublemakers, how come
they elected you mayor? Now get out of my way. This dog
needs a vet because you broke its leg.”
A grinning man pointed to a side street. “The vet’s down
there. Good onya. I’ve never seen that witch gob-smacked
before. But she’ll take it out on these kids after you leave.”
The vet was a middle-aged woman. On recognising Wubbles she shook her head and tut tutted. “Megan Stackpole
shouldn’t be allowed to have a dog if she can’t look after it
properly. Bring it in. I’ll call her father to see if he wants to
go the expense of fixing it.”
“I’ll pay for Wubbles to be fixed. Megan did nothing wrong
except walk along a footpath with Wubbles on a leash. The
mayor, who apparently is her aunt, parked illegally in front
of the supermarket, and was rushing into it when Megan and
Wubbles were passing. That woman deliberately kicked the
dog out of her way. Wubbles did not go near her, he didn’t
growl or bare his teeth. She kicked him for no reason. I want
a copy of your notes when you finish. And that woman came
out of the supermarket and yelled at Megan that Wubbles
should be destroyed.”
“I am under no obligation to give you my notes. How do I
know you have the money to pay for treatment? And how dare
you malign Mavis. She has done a lot for this town. In fact get
out of my surgery and take this smelly dog with you.”
Arlene narrowed her eyes, then put her hand in her pocket.
“Are you refusing to treat a badly injured animal? I have
offered to pay. Legally you can’t refuse. You are bound by
your training to do your best.”
“How dare you tell me what I can and can’t do. I can have
you arrested for trespassing.” The vet gave a triumphant smile.

4

Janette Lawler

“In fact here’s the police sergeant now. I want this woman arrested for trespass and threats. And while you’re here, I’ll put
this dog to sleep. Has Mavis filled in the paperwork?”
“Eh . . . no. I just came to see how bad the dog was. A
tourist who was coming out of the supermarket backs up this
person’s story. He wants Mavis charged with animal cruelty.
I have to have a report on how bad Wubbles is. The man is a
retired news reporter.”
The vet’s face dropped and whitened. “I can’t possibly
operate on it. It will cost around $7,000. It will be kinder to
put it down. It won’t have the use of its leg for at least three
months. It won’t be able move around.” There was a smug
smile on her face and a slight nod as if to say, “Take that.”
“Nonsense,” snapped Arlene. “Veterinary hospitals would
charge around $4,000 tops. You only have to move the bones
back into place, put a plaster on it, incorporating a wheel on
a peg into it and Wubbles will be able to move around. So
you won’t be out any more expense, I shall go out and buy a
suitable wheel.”
The vet tried another tack. “I don’t have a proper anaesthetist.”
The sergeant said, “I thought Sally was a trained veterinary nurse. She administered your anaesthetics before.”
“I still say the price is $7,000.”
“If you insist,” said Arlene, “but I will want a full accounting of every thing you do and use, because I will then send it
to the State Ombudsman and the Better Business Bureau to
have you investigated. You do have an Eftpos machine that
will take credit cards?”
The sergeant gave her a shrewd look. Then he said, “Your
pricing is on the wall. Let’s see.
Simple broken leg, mmmm, I say $2,500 should cover
everything. Sally make out the bill.” He turned to Arlene,
“Is that acceptable to you? I’ll make sure you get a fully
itemised receipt when it’s done.”
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Arlene handed over her card. Sally stared at it. She had
never seen an unlimited platinum one before. “Huh. How do
I do this? It doesn’t have a name on it.”
“I enter a code. I travel a lot and with all the identity theft
and duplication of cards, a computer wizard gave this to me.
Not many people have them.”
“A likely story. It’s a fake,” sniffed the vet.
“No, it’s not,” said Sally. “It’s gone through. Fancy that.
What a marvellous thing to have. Can I get one? I’ve had my
card cancelled and filled out a fraud report because someone
used a fake card of mine and ran up thousands of dollars. I
won’t have to get a new card reader will I?”
“No. It’s a bit like a phone sim card. A gadgets guy
thought of it for a futuristic film and I’m trying it out for him.
It’s connected to his accounts and if I don’t put in my code,
it doesn’t work. I just hope I don’t forget the number. Sergeant, could you tell me where I can find a hardware store?”
“I’ll drive you,” he offered. It wasn’t correct procedure,
but it would be worth finding out more about this disrupting
female with her experimental card, who knew about veterinary prices and procedures, and would stand up to anyone.
His job had been getting boring.
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