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SNAKE 

Honestly, I hate this trip. It’s always chaos. Always a fight. By the time we get to Auntie 

Eileen’s no one’s talking to anyone. I have to do everything. Get the boys ready. Stock up 

on drinks and Marlboro and chips. Hate it. Won’t it be great when we get the money? 

We’ll be happy. We might take over a service station. Dean can fool around with his 

engines. I’ll cook snacks and Pro can man the pumps. I’ll have to help him with the 

change. I’ll look back on all this and laugh. Hate it. All the people we end up taking along. 

Dean always collects someone. 

 

You must have been the first one ever to turn him down. He was that upset. He was 

driving like a maniac. He just drove over the median strip and back we came. Little turd. 

Know why he got chucked out of school? Mrs Tucker – guess what Dean called her – was 

wrapped in him. She used to beat shit out of him, for any reason, no reason, just so she 

could grab hold of him and whack his bum. One day he’d had enough and he told her to 

go and see one of the Abo stockmen and he’d fix her up. Poor woman grabbed all the 

rulers in the room and laid into Dean. He stood up, gave her a right hook and she went 

down like a ton of bricks. We all stood on the desks and cheered. I reckon Dean would 

win wars single-handed. The enemy would come to him on bended knees. People will do 

anything just to get a wink or a smile that says he likes you. Little turd. Foul temper. Lazy. 

But who cares when it’s Dean? 


