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As Molly turned the last bend she could barely contain her excitement: it had been too long between 

visits.  Moving off the sun-baked road, Molly went over to the misshapen Allocasuarina that marked the 

entrance to her destination; a secret place, frequented by only a few.  Placing her hand on the old tree, 

Molly took a deep swig from her water bottle.  Wiping her chin, she returned the bottle to her backpack 

and leaned a shoulder on the tree, feeling it’s roughness through her thin dress.  After a moment she 

straightened and quickly ducked between two sentry bushes that were laden with yellow fluff-ball 

flowers that clung to her clothes.  On the other side Molly stood still, taking in her favourite view.  She 

let her eyes skim across the summer-brown paddocks that swept gently towards her, resting at the scrap 

of scrub at her feet.  It wasn’t much of a scrub; the low bushes didn't give any shelter from the hot 

afternoon and the haphazard cluster of thin eucalyptus at the bottom of the hill provided little protection 

from harsh northerly winds.  The real reason that Molly liked to come to this spot was not the trees or 

the shrubs but the waterhole; which promised temporary coolness in summer. 

The man who owned this property called the waterhole a dam but Molly knew it was much more than 

an ordinary dam.  The waterhole was always full, even during the last couple of years of mild winters 

with little rain, followed by harsh summers that had nearly dried up all the dams and waterholes in the 

area.  Her mother had told Molly that the waters that fed this pool came from a deep underground 

spring.  This is why the water was always cool, even in summer, and it didn’t smell stagnant like some 

pools. When Nana came to stay, sometimes they came here to picnic under the trees.  Nana could feel 

places and, like Molly, she knew that this place was special.  Nana had told her that this spring sent up 

ancient waters and that Molly should respect this place, as it was a sacred place. 

Molly liked it when Nana came with her to the waterhole, as she always had a story to share.  Around 

the waterhole grew thick reeds and water grasses that waved in the wind.  At certain times of the year, 

Nana would show Molly how to push these plants aside; to find a certain sedge grass that they would 

collect in large bunches.  Days later, when the sedges were dry, Nana would weave all sorts of baskets, 

fish-traps and mats.  She liked to watch her Nana weave and, as Molly grew older, she had learnt how to 

do it too.  Nana had told Molly that her grandmother had shown her how to weave when she was a 

young girl; and her grandmother had learnt it from her own grandmother.  Molly knew to treasure this 

passing on of weaving skills, like the passing of stories, from generation to generation.  She liked to 

imagine that each basket contained a story of its own, which very few could hear.  When she held them, 

Molly imagined that she could hear the stories through her fingers, especially in the ancient baskets that 

had been passed down to her Nana. 
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Now was not the time for harvesting the sedge grass, though.  Now was swimming season and Molly 

was looking forward to sliding into the cool water.  Walking the short distance to the scraggly 

eucalyptus trees, Molly hung her towel on a low-hanging branch and took off her sandals.  She was just 

about to walk towards the pool when she noticed a slight movement to her side.  Turning her head she 

saw him, and froze.  He was on the thin dirt track that led down the hill to the water’s edge.  Black, 

hairless and, despite being quite small, intimidating in appearance.  Under the harsh sun, his skin was 

the blackest of blacks she had ever seen.  Her mind raced, trying to remember what she had been told to 

do in this sort of situation.  When she was younger her mother had told her to stay away from them; 

scared that her daughter might be harmed.  Molly wished that her mother was with her right now, 

telling her what to do. 

Suddenly, he turned his head in her direction.  He had noticed her.  Molly tried not to show any fear 

but she could not stop her heart from racing.  She had never been this close to one before.  After 

considering her for a moment, with his head awkwardly raised, he turned away and continued along the 

track.  Molly felt relieved, until she realised that he was heading straight for the waterhole.  When he 

slipped into the water, Molly knew that she could not go in, not when he was there.  So she put her 

shoes back on and, picking up her towel, gave the water a parting glance before walking back home, 

along the hot road. 

Steaming that she did not get to go swimming, she kicked up a cloud of dirt, muttering to herself, ‘If 

Sonny was here, it would have been different.’ 

Her brother used to go swimming every summer with her.  This year was different though.  Sonny had 

got a job and, having recently passed his driver’s test, had brought an old car.  So when he wasn’t 

working, Sonny was off doing things with his friends.  Molly had tried to get her brother to come with 

her, but he would just laugh at her and said he wasn’t a little kid anymore.  Now he went to the beach 

with his friends.  Molly had gone with him a few times but she didn’t like the way his friends mucked 

around, sometimes they even teased her. 

During the Christmas break her parents had taken Molly to the waterhole a few times, but they 

couldn’t anymore.  Summer holidays were over for them and they had more important things on their 

mind.  So Molly had begged them to let her go on her own.  Earlier today, the hours of pleading and 

promises had finally led to permission.  Wasting no time, Molly had set out in the afternoon, determined 

to spend the last few days of the school holidays at the waterhole. 

Remembering how hard it was to convince them to let her go on her own, Molly knew that most of 

their concerns were that she might get hurt and no-one would be there to help.  Molly had promised that 

she would be careful; assuring them that she was old enough to be allowed to do some things on her 

own.  Now, after what had just happened at the waterhole, Molly wasn’t so sure.  Perhaps her parents 

had been right after all. 
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Molly entered the house through the back door, letting the screen door slam behind her.  She threw her 

towel over a chair and sat down, letting out a purposeful sigh.  Her mother was kneading flour at the 

kitchen table. 

‘What’s wrong?’ her Mother asked, looking up from what she was doing. 

Molly told her the whole story and through the re-telling, she realised how much danger she had 

potentially been in.  Her mother listened closely, nodding her head in approval of Molly’s reaction to the 

situation.  Small tears threatened to escape from Molly’s eyes, which she knew would ruin her attempts 

to appear as if she hadn’t been frightened, that she wasn’t a little girl anymore.  Wanting to change the 

conversation, Molly got up and poured a glass of cold water from the jug in the fridge.  Sitting back 

down, Molly noticed that her mother was adding seeds to the flour mix. 

‘Are they wattle-seeds?’ 

Her mother nodded, ‘I’m making scones just the way you like them, the way Nana makes them.’ 

The scones were soon ready for the oven and as a familiar smell started to fill the room Molly was 

reminded of her Nana and wished that she was here.  Nana’s hugs always made her feel better.  Her 

mother’s hugs used to feel good, before things had changed. 

Molly was startled by a short knock at the backdoor.  Her mother went over to the door and opened it. 

A loud voice drifted in, ‘Hey sister-girl, you going to let me in or just stand there with your mouth 

wide open?’ 

Her mother laughed, ‘Of course.  Come in, come on.’ 

A tall woman, with crazy curly hair held back with a red scarf and wearing a copious amount of 

jewellery, stepped into the room.  Molly was glad to see her mother’s best friend, Nina. 

Nina stopped suddenly and exclaimed, ‘Oh, look at you. When are you due?’ 

Mother grimaced, ‘Any day now, thank goodness.  Carrying this bub hasn’t been easy, what with the 

heat we’ve been having.  My other pregnancies were not like this.’ 

‘By the looks of you, this one is going to be big,’ remarked Nina, as she went to hug her friend. 

Over Mother’s shoulder, Nina noticed Molly and put out her arms.  Molly tolerated a big squishy hug 

for a few seconds and then struggled free. 

‘Hey, look at you,’ Nina said.  ‘What’s happened to my little porli?’ 

Turning to Molly’s mother, Nina teased, ‘Molly’s going to be a real pretty mimini.  Better watch out; 

soon you’ll need a big stick to beat them boys off.’ 

‘Oh Auntie,’ Molly exclaimed behind a reddening face. 

‘You’ve been gone for a while, Nina; little girls don’t stay little forever,’ replied her mother.  ‘So, what 

are you doing back?  I thought you were going to stay in the city?’ 

‘You know, the usual: the job wasn’t for me, and neither was the fella.  So, I thought I might as well 

come home.’ 
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Molly’s mother walked over to the kitchen counter.  ‘Well, sit down.  I’ll put the kettle on and there 

will be some scones ready in a bit.’ 

Soon they were all sitting at the table, enjoying warm wattle-seed scones with melted butter.  There 

was a lot to catch up on, so the two women talked, leaving Molly to her thoughts.  Until Molly’s father 

joined them. 

After helping himself to a scone, he turned to Molly, ‘How was your day?  Did you get a swim in?’ 

Molly shook her head, reluctant to repeat the story of her encounter. 

Her mother said, ‘She saw one of them blacks there.  He went in the water before her, so she didn’t 

even get to dip her feet in’. 

Molly’s father leant closer to her, ‘Did he try to hurt you?’ 

She put down her half-eaten scone, ‘He didn’t come near me.  And I left straight away.’ 

Nina said, ‘They give me the shivers.  Can’t blame the girl for getting out of there; I would have done 

the same.  I wish they would all stay away.’ 

‘They live here too.  This country is theirs as much as it is ours,’ protested Molly’s mother.  ‘Now, I had 

better clear away these dishes and think about what to make for tea.  I assume you are staying the night, 

sis? 

Nina nodded, ‘If it’s no trouble.’ 

Molly’s father got up, ‘Come on Molly, let’s leave these two to natter.  The horses need feeding.’ 

 

After a restless night, due to the heat and lack of night breezes, Molly woke up to a quiet house.  Being a 

Saturday, the quietness puzzled her.  Still in her nightie, she got out of bed and went in search of her 

mother.  After looking through the house, Molly went out to the garage, where she found her father. 

‘Hey, I was wondering when my sleeping beauty was going to get up,’ her father teased. 

‘Where is everyone?’ 

‘Your brother is off with his friends; Nina and your mum are out shopping.’ 

Molly looked around the garage, not sure what to do with her day. 

Her father said, ‘I’ve got a few things to do in here, then I need to go into town.  Go and get changed if 

you want to come too.’ 

She nodded and ran inside.  A trip to town with her father usually meant a chance for a talk on the 

way, and perhaps an ice-cream for the return trip.  It was only a short drive from the Flats into the Vale.  

The Vale had changed over the past years, although it still wasn’t a big town.  In a wine and food 

produce region, it was a popular tourist destination.  When in town, Molly liked to look at the week-end 

strangers, imagining their everyday lives.  It was even more interesting this time of year, as harvest 

season attracted backpackers looking for work in the vineyards.  Molly liked to listen to their accents 

and guess what part of the world they were from: France, Germany, Italy or Sweden, or just interstate? 
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A short while later, Molly was sitting in the family ute while her dad finished tying down a load of 

fencing wire and horse feed.  She was intently watching three young people crossing the road, carrying 

large and dusty packs on their backs, so she didn’t notice a man approach the car until she heard his 

voice. 

‘They’re back,’ the man said gruffly.  ‘Dirty and noisy, the whole pack of them.’ 

Molly’s dad tightened the last knot, ‘Most vineyards wouldn’t be able to finish the harvest without 

them, Bob.  Anyway, they spend money at the local shops.’ 

Molly looked in the rear view mirror and saw a chubby red face.  She sunk down in the seat a little bit, 

as she never felt comfortable around their neighbour. 

Wiping the sweat off his face with an old hankie, Bob grunted ‘I’m always finding them in my 

paddocks; thinking they can just put up their tents anywhere to save a couple of bucks.’ 

Her father said nothing, and Molly hoped that the man would wander off.   

‘Is that girl of yours still swimming in my dam?’ 

Molly’s father nodded as he moved towards the driver’s door, ready to leave. 

‘Well, tell her to watch out.  There’s a black hanging around the dam.  I should just take the gun to him 

and be done with.’ 

‘You can’t do that,’ said Molly’s father. 

The girl shivered at the thought of the grumpy neighbour with a gun in his hand.  Even if she was 

scared of the newest visitor to the waterhole, she still didn’t think it was nice for him to be frightened off 

with a gun or, even worse, be hurt by a bullet. 

The neighbour wiped his forehead again and mumbled, ‘Well that’s how they dealt with them in the 

old days; just shot them if they got in the way.’ 

Her father opened the car door, ‘Times have changed, thank goodness.  See you Bob, I’ve got to get this 

unloaded before it gets too much hotter.’ 

Bob yelled out, over the sound of the car motor, ‘Just tell your girl to keep an eye out.  I don’t want any 

trouble on my place!’ 

‘Dad’, Molly asked as they drove out of town, ‘Would he really get his gun out?’ 

‘No, he’s all talk.  Besides, it’s not only cruel, it’s now illegal.’ 

They drove on in silence for a while.  As Molly watched the fruit-burdened vines flash past the car, she 

thought about how scared she had been yesterday; perhaps she wasn’t really old enough to go to the 

waterhole on her own. 

Her father must have been thinking the same, as he broke the silence, ‘Perhaps your mother and me 

were a bit hasty in letting you go swimming alone.’ 

‘No Dad, it’s ok.  I knew what to do yesterday.  I can look after myself.  I want to go swimming this 

afternoon.  Please, can I?’ 

 Her father was quiet for a while, a deep frown burrowing into his forehead.   
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As he pulled into their driveway, he finally answered, ‘Ok but take extra care.  Look around before 

you get in the water and be ready to leave if he turns up again.’ 

Molly nodded, even though she felt slightly anxious about going back there, alone.  Regardless of her 

fear, she knew she had to.  She had to show her parents, and prove to herself, that she was no longer a 

little kid. 

  

Later that day, Molly was on the dirt road again.  It was hotter than yesterday and there was no sign of 

an afternoon change.  As she walked, her mind drifted.  With only a day and a bit left of the summer 

holidays, Molly was dreading the return to school.  It wasn’t as if she hated school, normally she liked it.  

She liked hanging out with her friends and she enjoyed some of the classes.  She just wasn’t looking 

forward to being in grade seven.  Molly was unsure of what the teachers would be expecting of the 

senior class.   

After Molly walked between the two shrubs, she stopped and took a long look around.  There was no 

sign of him.  Not on the track, not near the water and not under the trees.  Molly walked slowly to the 

trees and, before she took off her shoes, she looked again at the water.  There was no wind so the water’s 

surface was still.  It looked very inviting, especially after the walk, and Molly couldn’t wait to slide into 

the spring-cooled water. 

Suddenly she saw little ripples on the surface.  The ripples expanded as a head broke through the 

water’s surface.  This time she did not feel fear, instead she felt frustrated: so close but still no swim.  She 

certainly wasn’t going to share the water with him.  No-one could blame her for not wanting to go in 

when he was there.  Molly noticed that he was moving towards the edge of the water.  She watched him 

move through the water and, despite her annoyance towards him, admired his effortless motion.  The 

way he swam had a certain gracefulness about it. 

He was soon at the edge of the waterhole and he quickly moved up on the bank.  Molly stood 

transfixed, watching the water dripping off his almost-glistening black skin.  As he lifted his head, Molly 

got a better look at him.  Now stretched out, enjoying the sun on his body, he appeared bigger than 

yesterday.  Strangely, his tummy was covered in scaly reddish-pink skin.  More than a little fascinated, 

Molly continued to stare.  He looked around and noticed her.   

‘Hi,’ she said, feeling a little bit silly and a lot scared.   

He just stayed where he was, eyeing her with his dark eyes. 

Molly said in a shaky voice, ‘I want my turn.  Can you leave now, so I can go in? 

Getting no reaction from him, Molly added, ‘It’s only fair.’  

He just stayed where he was, blocking the only entrance to the water.  Instead, he settled himself on 

the ground, looking like he would take a nap, as he curled up under the clear, sunny sky.  Not even 

caring that she was there.  Fear and fascination turned to anger when Molly realised that she wasn’t 
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going swimming today.  She couldn’t safely get past him, to get to the water, and he looked like he had 

no intention of moving anytime soon.  So, once again, she stormed off home. 

 

On Saturday the family usually had dinner early, so when Molly got home she quickly put her towel 

away and joined her father at the kitchen table.  Her mother had just finished cooking the meal as 

Sonny’s car pulled in the driveway.  He came in the backdoor and, walking behind Molly’s chair, 

stopped briefly to mess up her hair. 

‘Hey sis, what you been up to?’ 

She beat his hands away, ‘Like you care!  You’re always out with your stupid friends.’ 

‘You’re such a baby, Molly dolly’. 

‘Don’t call me that.’ 

‘You used to like it.’ 

‘Well I don’t anymore, so just stop it.’ 

Joining them at the table, their mother sighed, ‘Cut it out you two.  Can’t we eat dinner without all this 

nonsense?’ 

‘What’s got you so wound up, anyway?’ said Sonny as he reached for a piece of bread. 

Molly looked down at her plate, ‘I couldn’t go swimming; he was there again.’ 

Sonny laughed, ‘Little scaredy-cat.’ 

Molly pouted, fighting back tears. 

‘Sonny, it’s not just little kids that are wary of them blacks,’ their father said, as he reached for the 

salad.  ‘I’m not ashamed to say they give me the willies.’ 

Molly was grateful for her father’s support.  Although, she had begun to feel a bit sorry for the visitor 

at the waterhole.  

She mused out loud, ‘It must be hard for them, you know, being hated and feared by everyone.  Nana 

said they are related to us; they just look and act a bit different.  She once told me a story about how they 

came to be here, in this country, and how we’ve all got to get along.’ 

‘Huh those silly stories again.  Only a kid would still believe in them stories,’ mocked her brother. 

‘Well I believe in the old stories and I am not a kid,’ said their mother.  ‘It’s true what your Nana says, 

about being connected to them.  Sure they can be scary sometimes, but just give them some space and 

we can all live in peace.’ 

As Molly piled up her plate with salad, she thought about her mother’s words, and the stories that 

Nana had told her.  Molly decided that people should accept them as equals, to share the land with 

them; even if they were a bit different.  As she ate her dinner, Molly was determined to try again 

tomorrow.  And to remember what she has in common with the stranger. 
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The next day, Molly left for the waterhole shortly after lunch.  Even though it was the last day of the 

holidays, Molly was in a particular good mood.  Sonny had unexpectedly been nice to her during 

breakfast; more like the big brother that she used to hang around with.  He had even given her some tips 

on what to expect in year seven.  And her mother had taken her shopping, to get the last few items for 

school, and a pair of red sandals that Molly really liked.  Before going home, Molly and her mother had 

eaten lunch at a cafe.  Molly had been quiet all morning, so her mother had asked her what was on her 

mind.  So they talked about the baby; which had lately been worrying Molly a bit.  It felt good to be able 

to share her concerns with her mother, about feeling as if she wasn’t sure about having a baby around.  

Her mother had assured her that the baby wouldn’t change things too much, and that she knew Molly 

would be a good big sister.  She had then praised Molly for the way she had dealt with the problems at 

the waterhole, how she had been able to make the right decision on her own.  Her mother had also said 

that Molly would be comfortable sharing her bedroom, toys and parents once the baby was born; just 

like Molly had accepted that she had to now share the pond.  Although, as Molly walked towards the 

waterhole, she hoped that the visitor wouldn’t be there today. 

Molly thought she had got her wish, for when she got to the waterhole there was no sign of him.  Just 

to make sure, she looked up the track he liked to use, scanned the top of the water for air bubbles or 

ripples, and even walked around the pond’s edge.  She then realised that it was her turn to swim, to be 

finally alone in the water.  Not wanting to waste any more time, Molly threw off her shoes and raced to 

the water.  The instant coolness was wonderful and, after days of disappointment, she was sure that it 

had never been better.  She stretched out her arms in front of her and, with a new sense of confidence, 

swam straight to the middle of the pond.  She normally only swam around the edges, as the middle was 

quite deep and she had never felt safe there.  Today was different. 

Molly floated on her back, enjoying the sun on her skin.  She thought of her recent worries about 

school and getting a new sibling, and she felt sure that everything would be ok.  Even her sense of loss 

over not spending time with Sonny had disappeared, as she understood his need to be with his friends.  

One day, she might feel the same with her new little brother or sister.    

After an hour of blissful floating interspersed with more active swimming, Molly remembered that she 

still had to pack her schoolbag, ready for tomorrow.  Reluctantly, she swam back to the edge of the pond 

and got out of the water.  She grabbed the towel that she had left by the water’s edge and started to dry 

herself.  Then she saw him a few metres away.  Standing very still, Molly kept her eyes on him, ready to 

move quickly if needed.  He was already looking at her, not moving any closer; nor away from her.  

Molly’s mind raced as she tried to guess what he would do, and what she should do. 

Breaking the silence, she stammered, ‘I’m finished, you can have your turn now.’  

He just continued to look at her in a most unfriendly manner, but Molly was unperturbed; she was in 

too good a mood to let anything bother her. 
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‘School goes back tomorrow, so you will get the waterhole to yourself.  I might still come on weekends, 

but I am sure we can share,’ Molly said. 

Still he did not respond.  Ignoring him, Molly shook her curly black hair, sending water droplets 

flying.  Some of the water landed on her dark brown skin and the little drops glistened like shiny 

bubbles in the sun.  She walked towards her shoes and dress, and put them on.  Turning around, she 

noticed that he was still in the same spot, with his head turned towards her. 

‘I hope you enjoy your swim, the water is really nice today.  Oh, and watch out for that grumpy 

farmer; he has a gun,’ she called out to him. 

He looked at her, obviously listening.  Then he out poked out his pointy forked tongue, flicking it 

repetitively as if lapping up air.  Releasing a quiet hissing sound, the Red-belly Black snake turned 

around and slithered slowly towards the water. 

Molly laughed, ‘Nukkan ya little uncle.’ 

With one last look at the waterhole, Molly returned home along that dusty road. 
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