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Prologue 

The day Kim Sullivan’s world ended was disguised as an ordinary Wednesday. She took the kids to school and did some 

shopping. She came home, put on the washing machine and went to make her bed. Scout poked his head out from behind the 

pillows. Kim picked up the old border terrier, and set him down on the carpet. 

He whined, stiff legs scrabbling to climb back up. On the third attempt he succeeded and nestled down on Connor’s jumper, 

the one Kim slept with when he was away. His smell was in the weave. Scout had always been more Connor’s than hers. ‘We 

won’t have to make do with his jumper for much longer.’ Kim sat down beside the dog. ‘We’ll have the real thing home on 

Sunday.’ 

Home on Sunday. After years of deployments in war-torn Afghanistan, Connor would be home – home for good. It was hard to 

believe, a prospect too sweet to be true. 

 ‘Daddy will be back from the army in four sleeps,’ Abbey had said on their way to school that morning, counting out the days 

on her fingers. ‘It’s going to be my show and tell. Mummy, do you think it will be good enough?’ 

‘The best ever.’ 

Jake had rolled his eyes. ‘What would preps know about the army? And Dad’s job is supposed to be a secret. You shouldn’t go 

telling everybody, Abbey. The Taliban might hear.’ 

‘I don’t think the Taliban will be listening to Abbey’s show and tell.’ 

Jake hadn’t looked convinced. He worried so much about his father. 

Well, he didn’t have to worry anymore. In four sleeps Connor would be home and their new life would begin. 

Her phone rang from the bedside table. Of course – that’s what she’d come in to find in the first place. ‘Daisy, what’s up?’ 

‘How about I pick your kids up from school this arvo, bring them back to my place for an early tea? Grace wants to show 

Abbey her new rabbit, Stuart’s been bugging me about having Jake over, and you’re always so tailspin busy before Connor gets 

back. What are you doing now? Cleaning behind the fridge?’ 

Kim laughed. She’d already done that. ‘Thanks. I want everything to be perfect. You know how it is when they come home.’ 

‘Steve’s lucky if I make the bed,’ said Daisy. ‘What’s the point, when the first thing we do is mess it up again? And I’m too scared 

to look behind our fridge. I think there’s a dead mouse.’ 

Kim shifted her feet as a flush of heat passed through her. Daisy was right. Nothing came close to come home sex, or waking 

up in Connor’s arms for the first time in months, or going to sleep knowing the man she loved was safe beside her. She sank 

down on the bed, dizzy with wanting. 

‘Are you lot still heading off to your bush block?’ Daisy asked. 



‘Just as soon as we can get away.’ 

‘Sounds like heaven,’ said Daisy. 

That’s exactly what it would be. 

Connor’s grandfather had left him two hundred hectares of land at Tingo, six hours north of Sydney, high on the Great 

Escarpment. Journey’s End. A property in his family for generations, although nobody had lived there for years. She could see it 

now. Stunning views across the mountains of Tarringtops National Park. Sharing a beer with Connor on the farmhouse porch, 

reconnecting. Watching the kids play on the old willow peppermint, its broad low branches just made for climbing. Talking 

about their future. 

They had grand plans to restore the rundown farm to its natural state. It had been a shared dream since their first visit there, 

though more hers, perhaps, than Connor’s. She was the botanist. He was more interested in the wildlife. 

But Kim had quickly fallen pregnant. Connor was promoted and went on the first of many overseas postings. And it had 

remained just that – a dream. When Jake was two, she started teaching horticulture at Campbelltown College, and then Abbey 

came along. Their lives were too full, too busy. ‘One day we’ll take off,’ Connor would say. ‘Use our saved leave and just go 

bush.’ That day was almost upon them. 

Kim wouldn’t have heard the knock if Scout hadn’t barked. She glanced in the dressing-table mirror, running her fingers through 

her blonde hair then smoothing her shirt. Good enough. She opened the front door and blinked in surprise. Captain Blake 

stood on the step. He looked different somehow: sallow and slump-shouldered. Scout appeared at her heels, yapping in short, 

angry bursts. 

‘Is Connor home early?’ she asked. ‘Should I pick him up from the airport?’ 

He shook his head. A cold stone formed in her chest and slipped down to her belly. ‘Is he all right?’ 

‘Let’s talk inside.’ He rubbed his forehead with his fingers, and she knew. The terrible truth showed in his swift breath, his 

guarded eyes, how he spoke – the fact he was there at all. 

Kim put a hand to her heart. Panic claimed her, like she was walking too close to a cliff’s edge. Pain too. Her legs gave way, 

while white noise drowned out the Captain’s voice. Not Connor. Not her brave, handsome, clever Connor. Her best friend, 

her lover, her soulmate. What about their life together, their future? What about Abbey and Jake? She swayed alarmingly as the 

ground lurched beneath her. What about her? How would she live? 

 


