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Adrienne flicked absent-mindedly through the channels in search for something worth 

watching. Infomercials pushed the latest gadgets and gizmos in a monotonous cycle of prices, 

deals and 1800 phone numbers. Busty blondes lured impressionable viewers into their 

fantasies for $4.50 a minute. The actual programs were pulled from the archives. Television 

had truly been forsaken at this late hour. 

Adrienne had never used to stay up late. She and Jonathon had made a point of going to 

bed at the same time. In their busy lives, it was their time to reconnect at the end of the day. 

Now, there was a gaping hole in the bed without him. There was nothing for Adrienne to go 

to, so she sought solace in the abyss of late night television, anything to fill in the time for just 

a little while longer. Yet it never filled the void that Jonathon’s embrace once had.  

Theirs had been a chance meeting on a night out with friends. Jonathon was a police 

officer, and Adrienne a personal assistant at an advertising agency in Brisbane City. It hadn’t 

taken long for her to realize Jonathon was someone to whom she could see herself 

committing. She felt a connection with him that she hadn’t felt with anyone else before. His 

kisses were softer and more beautiful. When she hugged him, she melted into his embrace. 

Jonathon had proposed to Adrienne after two years together. She’d known from very early 

on in their relationship what her answer was going to be, and had just been waiting for him to 

ask her the question. They had married eight months later. 

They’d bought a small three-bedroom house in Keperra on the outskirts of the city, one 

suburb away from the police station where Jonathon was based. Because of the house’s 

location on a busy main road, the price was a bargain. The carpet was new and the bathroom 

renovated. It was their little piece of heaven. 
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Sam the German Shepherd sat on the floor in front of the couch. Jonathon had rarely let 

him inside in the evenings, but now Adrienne liked having him close by.  

She knew it was late when she stopped hearing the howl of the trains in the distance. 

Between midnight and 3am, the flow of cars on the main road eased to almost nothing. The 

world outside was deserted, and Adrienne felt alone in the nothingness. There was no one out 

walking, no one to witness suspicious activity. 

She switched off the TV, and the house fell silent. Sam stirred and lifted his head. 

Adrienne stood up from the couch and coaxed him through the kitchen to the back landing, 

unlocking the barred iron gate and letting him down the back steps.  

A loud rustling shook the bushes outside, and Adrienne froze. She reached over and 

switched on the spotlight, which shone over the back steps. Sam stood alert by the fence, his 

nose pressed to the diamond mesh wire. A chill ran through her body, and Adrienne tightly 

folded her arms. 

There was a vacant block of land next door, where twisted eucalyptus trees stood tall and 

the ground was overrun with shrubbery. The densely vegetated area took on a gloomy 

presence at night.  

Anyone could hide there, Adrienne thought. 

On the other side of the block stood an old abandoned post-war weatherboard house. 

Adrienne had taken a walk over there once. The worn back steps had creaked loudly 

underfoot. Police caution tape had been loosely wound around the banisters, blowing gently in 

the breeze. The windows were wide open, and leaves and twigs had blown all the way 

through.  

The elderly owner had been murdered during the night. The home nurse had found him in 

the morning, his fingers cut off and missing along with the expensive rings he had worn. 
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Jonathon and his team of detectives had been placed in charge of investigating the murder-

robbery. They suspected a local crime gang were responsible. The thugs had not appreciated 

the police attention, but to his detriment, Jonathon had persisted fearlessly.  

BANG! 

Adrienne jumped, and a possum scampered across the corrugated iron roof of the detached 

garage shed. She relaxed again, shaking her head as the fright released from her body. She 

double checked the padlock on the gate and locked the kitchen door behind her. It was time to 

start her nightly checks.  

She entered the dining room, approaching the windows that looked out over the back steps. 

She left a tall lamp on next to the dining table, in the hope its light would deter a prowler.  

She went along each window, push-pulling on the handles. The night was drawing to a 

close for her, and the time was fast approaching when she would give up watch over her 

home. With the turn of the key in the deadlock on the front door, her nightly security routine 

was complete.  

Crossing the living room to the hallway, she stepped over the spot where Jonathon had 

bled to death. The blood had been scrubbed out, but there was still a dark haze to the carpet.  

Adrienne had tried to find peace over her husband’s violent death. Jonathon’s murderer 

had been caught, along with his accomplices from the night. They had been found guilty of 

the murder of the old man with the rings as well. They were locked up in prison, where they 

couldn’t harm Adrienne again. 

Her family suggested she sell the house, but even after what had happened there, she still 

could not let it go. 

She closed the bedroom door and pushed a wooden wedge into the gap between it and the 

floor. Her chest tightened as she lay down in bed. Every night the same niggling thoughts 

whispered quietly but distinctly in her mind, prodding at her fear. She tried to block them out, 

but the unsettling suggestions they made were impossible to ignore. 
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She had stayed awake for as long as she possibly could, and in the morning the daylight 

would come and miraculously dissolve the threat of danger. 

Every morning she woke safe and sound, but it was not enough to calm her nerves at night. 

It didn’t matter that it hadn’t happened last night; it had happened once before, and that was 

all that mattered.  

Sam was barking intermittently. It was likely that the possum was the subject of his 

excitement, but there was always the chance it was something more sinister. The night 

Adrienne grew complacent would be the night something would happen. She lifted her head 

and looked out the window. Her ears were pricked, and she didn’t lie down again until she 

was satisfied that she was safe.  

No longer able to fight the desperate need to sleep, a heavy stillness came over Adrienne’s 

body. Her sleeping pill had sedated her for the next six hours, freeing her from the grip of her 

anxiety. 

BANG! 

Adrienne sat bolt upright, her eyes fixed on the bedroom door. She didn’t move, didn’t 

blink, and didn’t breathe.  

BANG! BANG! 

She kept completely still. Her heart was beating in her ears. Her breath was shallow and 

short, making a faint whistling noise as it travelled back and forth over her lips.  

SMASH! Glass shattered. 

Heavy footsteps pounded up the hallway. The bedroom door was forcefully pushed ajar, 

stopped short by the wooden wedge. Adrienne cried out shrilly as the intruder forced his arm 

through the gap. He made it through, stumbling into the room. Adrienne shielded her face 

with her arms as he grabbed her shoulders. 

“Adrienne!” 

She stopped fighting. She peered through the darkness, her body trembling in his grasp.  
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“Adrienne, it’s me!” 

It was impossible. It did not make sense. It was Jonathon; he was there.  

For so long she had yearned for him, and now he had returned to her.  

She closed her eyes, resting her head against his chest. Her panic dissolved into his 

embrace, and she felt overcome by relief. 

The firefighter scooped her up and hoisted her over his shoulder, carrying her down along 

the smoke-filled hallway to the dining room windows. 

Flames billowed from the kitchen, and smoke spewed into the night. Onlookers waited 

anxiously on the ground, and Adrienne was rushed to a waiting ambulance.  

ENDS
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