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A note from the publisher

Dear Reader,

If you enjoy riveting stories with engaging characters and strong writing, as I
do, you’ll love Killing Richard Dawson. A dark yet redeeming, funny thriller
about love and death. It’s Robin Baker’s debut novel. It had me hooked from
the very first chapter, and I couldn’t put it down. It’s a real Story for Story
LoversTM.

If you haven’t picked up a Pantera Press book before, you should know that
simply by enjoying our books, you’ll also be contributing to our unique
approach: good books doing good thingsTM.

We’re passionate about discovering the next generation of well-loved
Australian authors, and nurturing their writing careers. We’ve also given our
business a strong ‘profits for philanthropy’ foundation, focussed on literacy,
quality writing, the joys of reading and fostering debate.

Let me mention one program we’re thrilled to support: Let’s Read. It’s already
helping 100,000 pre-schoolers across Australia with the building blocks of
learning how to read and write. We’re excited that Let’s Read now also operates
in remote Indigenous communities in Far North Queensland, Cape York, and
Torres Strait. Let’s Read was developed by the Centre for Community Child
Health and is being implemented in partnership with The Smith Family.

Simply buying this book will help us support these kids.  Thank you. 

Want to do more? If you visit www.PanteraPress.com/Donate you can
personally donate to help The Smith Family expand Let’s Read, find out more
about this great program, and also more on the other programs Pantera Press
supports.

Please enjoy Killing Richard Dawson. And for news about our other books, sample
chapters, author interviews and much more, please visit our website:
www.PanteraPress.com

Happy reading,

Alison Green
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For Lilian Little
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“One faces the future with one’s past.”
Pearl S. Buck

“Friendship often ends in love;
but love in friendship – never.”

Charles Caleb Colton

“I am scared that nothing is real.”
Jostein Gaarder
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One

Let me tell you something.
Don’t get excited, it’s nothing earth shattering. It just came to

me and I thought I’d like to share it before I go.
I’ve been thinking about it a lot lately and I’ve come to this

conclusion: the guy who said, ‘It’s better to have loved and lost
than never to have loved at all’, well, he really didn’t have the
slightest idea what the fuck he was talking about.

I know that sounds jaded and cynical, but it’s true. How can it
be better to have experienced the most wondrous joy you can
imagine then have it torn away from you? How is it better to
constantly feel hollow and empty, regularly finding yourself alone
and sobbing, curled in a ball on the floor? Wouldn’t it just be
better to never experience love in the first place? That way, when
you find yourself alone, you never knew what you missed out on
so it doesn’t seem quite as bad.

Because, believe me, you’ll find yourself alone.
Is it really worth it? All the shit we go through, all the

heartache and the suffering?
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I’m sitting here wondering what happened. I’m trying to piece
the whole thing together. I’m trying to figure where it all went
wrong. Everything is just sailing along, then the slightest ripple
and the whole thing capsizes. The smallest action and the world
changes.

George is lying on the floor in front of me, doubled over with
his hands clamped over his stomach. He is very pale and his lips
are a strange bluish-purple colour that really doesn’t suit him. I
can see he is moving so he’s not all the way dead yet. I should be
happy that my best friend is still alive but really I can’t feel
anything. I am completely numb, in every way a person can be. I
simply can’t feel a thing. I just sit on this expensive grey blood-
soaked couch and watch my best friend die.

George twitches again and his hands on his belly slip and
blood squirts out and mixes with the already considerable pool
spreading around him. He tries to close the hole in his belly with
his fingers, pinching it between his thumb and forefinger, but it
doesn’t stop the blood pumping out.

He tries to roll onto his back and he almost makes it, but then
utters a sharp barking cry and he falls back onto his side. I listen
to him cry and can barely feel the tears rolling down my own
face.

Funny how these little things bring up a whole storm of
emotions. You can be dead to the world yet still cry over a cat
lying on the side of the road. Funny how the mind works.

But I am glad George isn’t dead. We’ve been through a lot
together.

He tries again to roll onto his back and this time he is more
successful. With one big push he makes it and crashes onto his
back, panting. More blood erupts from his belly and he clasps his
hands, red and wet and shiny and dripping, tighter over the hole
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between his sternum and his bellybutton. The blood is still
pumping out of him with every beat of his heart. His shirt is
soaked through and clings to his chest, which moves up and down
as he breathes heavily through his mouth, up and down, and I can
barely hear him over my own harsh gasps.

He swallows and a trickle of blood runs down his cheek. My
own mouth is dry and when I run my tongue across my palate it’s
like licking sandpaper.

‘What the fuck happened?’ he asks me.
I’ve been wondering the same thing.
George groans again. His eyes are closed tight, his jaw is

clenched and I can see the sweat running down his forehead.
Judging by the pool of blood I’d say he didn’t have much longer
to live, which is not always a bad thing – being shot in the
stomach isn’t the nicest way to go.

Richard Dawson is dead. I know that now. I guess I’ve known
it for a while but I’ve only just come to accept it. I had been
hoping it wasn’t so but now I see it’s the truth and there’s nothing
I can do about it.

I guess it could have been worse. At least I wasn’t there when
it happened.

Actually, I haven’t been there in quite a while.
All the memories of the people we’ve loved, the places we’ve

been, the things that once meant something. We move along
through this life and they fade away like stars in the dawn.

George’s breath is coming in short little pants. He swallows
again and I hear his throat click. I watch blood running down his
cheek. This must mean that something inside him has ruptured
and the blood is working its way up his throat and out his mouth.

‘They’re not coming back, are they?’ he asks me.
I shake my head. ‘I don’t think so. Would you?’
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George tries to laugh but coughs instead. The coughing tears
through his chest and is replaced by sobs.

‘Your guts aren’t going to, like, fall out or anything, are they?’
I ask.

George snorts and says, ‘Dude.’
I tell him I’m sorry. For everything. I know that’s not the best

thing to say to someone who’s just been shot in the stomach but
it’s all I can think of.

He speaks in a rush, holding his breath against the pain. ‘Have
you called an ambulance?’ he asks.

I shake my head, no.
‘Are you going to?’
‘No.’
‘Why not?’
‘Because I think it’s better this way.’
George licks his lips and leaves a red smear around the edge of

his mouth. His face is a mix of colours: white skin, purple lips, red
blood. His breathing slows and he seems to relax.

‘Are you sure that’s what you want?’ he asks me.
‘I think so, yes.’
He says, ‘I can’t remember much of what happened – it’s all,

like, a blur.’
I nod. ‘Maybe you’ve lost too much blood and can’t think

properly.’ I don’t know how scientific this explanation is; I don’t
know the first thing about blood and brains and thinking.

He laughs again, just a single breath this time. It clearly hurts
him to do this and his face bunches up and he inhales through
clenched teeth. ‘That might be it,’ he says, but I don’t know if
he’s joking or serious. After a moment, he asks, ‘Can you help
me?’

‘What?’

10 ROBIN BAKER
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‘Help me remember. Fill in the blanks.’
‘I’ll try.’
‘Tell me everything that happened.’
‘Okay.’
I know this is going to hurt, going over the whole thing again.

But hopefully it will convince George that dying really is the best
solution.

I’m going to start at the start. Begin at the beginning.
I look down at George, his life running out of him through

the hole in his stomach, and I try to think back to how it all
started.

I think back to how it all went wrong.
It starts slowly but things speed up, so bear with me.
Ready.
Starting at the start.
Set.
Beginning at the beginning.
Go.
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If you like Killing Richard Dawson
then look out for

Robin Baker’s next novel (coming in 2011)

Chasing the Sun

A dark coming-of-age comedy about
Feng Shui, vampires, exorcism,
pet psychiatry, genocide, belief

and mortality.

For more information, please visit:
www.PanteraPress.com
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ABOUT ROBIN BAKER:
A young former English teacher, turned

funeral director. Knows death.
Lives in Perth, Australia.
This is his debut novel.
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What they’re saying about 
Killing Richard Dawson

‘…somehow doesn’t miss a beat, all the way to an
ending that’ll knock you sideways.’

Nick Earls, award-winning author

‘Killing Richard Dawson takes the reader on an
unsettling journey…A truly gripping read.’

Bookseller + Publisher magazine

‘Catcher in the Rye meets Dexter…a coming-of-age
tale injected with black humour.’

Reader’s comment
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