They left the Kakadu and called the last, dilapidated two-door Nissan taxi from the rank.  Evans held open the single door and pushed forward the front seat for the girls to squeeze in behind.  He joked with Malachi: “Lucky me gets in the back with both girls and you share the front with the driver.”  

Then he saw the gun in the driver’s hand. “Your friend can walk!”

The taxi screeched away, the open door swinging shut with the impetus and the driver shouting at the top of his voice.  “You move and I crash the car. He waved the gun across his shoulder at Evans.  “I let the girls out in a minute.  You, bookboy, I got plans for.”

They sat uncomfortably rigid on the back seat.  Mercy said: “I nursed you back to health all those years ago.  You can drive a car now.  What have you got against us?”

He ignored her. “You had dis nurse yet, bookboy?”

“No. She is not my lover, just a friend.”

The driver continued in silence, while Evans wondered whether an opportunity might arise to tackle him.  Perhaps if they ran into traffic and he had to stop.  On an open stretch of road, the driver turned to look at them, the car wandering across the lanes.

“Keep your eye on the road man.”

“Maybe you have her tonight, eh?  I watch you.  Den I cut you and you know what you missing for rest of life. Like me wid de fingers.”

He pulled the car off the road, along a muddy track. And brought it to a shuddering halt, leaping out of the door with the gun still waving at them.  “Get out!”

They extricated themselves from the tiny car through the passenger door. “Go over there!”  They followed his instruction.  

“OK.  Now you,” he indicated Mercy, “lie down and take off knickers.”

“No!”  

He fired a shot at her feet.  Both girls screamed.  

“Man, this is inhuman!” shouted Evans.

“You rather have the other one? “  He turned to Grace.  “You want bookboy?  He yours if I say so.”

Grace’s mouth opened but no words escaped. 

“Shut up, you swine!” Evans was incensed. “Have you no humanity left? All because of a silly accident years ago?”

The driver’s response was another shot into the ground, close to Mercy’s feet.  “One of you get down for him!  I give you five...  Five, four, three...

In a sudden overwhelming rage Mercy leapt forward to attack their tormenter.  “Let us go, let us go...”

He tried to push her away and saw Evans converging on him too.  There was another, curiously muffled, shot and Mercy collapsed at his feet.

The driver stepped back.  “I warned you!” he screamed at Evans.    “Get back!” 

“But she is wounded, you fool!” 

“I no fool, bookboy, I am the foreman here.”

But Grace was already crouching over the inert Mercy.  

“She is not just wounded,” she said in a quiet voice.  “Mercy is dead.”  She looked up at the driver.  “You have murdered her, you ungrateful bully!” And with that she flew at him, pounding at his face and pushing him off balance.

As he fell, Evans launched himself on top, smashing his wrist against the ground so that the gun fell free.  Evans kicked it away.  “Grace, get the gun!”

She retrieved it and handed it to him.  

“Are you quite certain Mercy is dead?”

“Certain.”  The tears streamed down her face and her body shook with grief.  “My good friend is dead.  She saved his hand and he took her life.”

Evans put his free arm around her.  “Sshh..  Try to keep calm, Grace.  Go for the police and an ambulance.  I will keep this beast here until you come back.”

