
“Does your position in the convoy mean anything, Lynda?” asked Jess.

“Not officially. The closer you are to the leader, the more likely you are to be senior, or one of 
the leader’s friends, but it doesn’t mean much. On our previous trip I was at the back because I had 
a new crew, you lot, and I’d be teaching you the ropes.”

“What happened to your previous crew?”

“Ah, Aggie wanted to see her mother who lives in the Camp at Baklaw City. Aggie’s mum had 
been ill. She and her husband Toto will probably grab another ride in a month or so.”

“What is we hadn’t turned up? Would you have had an empty cab?”

“No, the Chief would have assigned someone. That’s not usually a particularly nice situation, 
because if they’d wanted to join the convoy, they would have already been assigned. Anyway, does 
anyone fancy making some coffee?”

“So that’s what the Chief meant when she signed us up,” mused Jess.

They rolled on, following the rig in front. Julie’s rig, Jess remembered.

“Time to change drivers,” said Lynda, but she didn’t slow down.

They were travelling down a long, straight part of the highway.

“Right, Jess, I’ll put her in cruise control.”

She pressed a switch on a lever by the wheel, and took her foot off the pedal. The rig continued 
as before.

“Right, Jess, stand by the wheel and steer. I’ll have a hand on the wheel too.”

Holding the wheel, Lynda undid her seat belt and shifted to the side.

“Right, when I say ‘Swap’ slide into the seat. Don’t touch the pedals. Say ‘OK’ when you’re 
happy to take control. There’s no rush.”

“OK.”

“Swap!”

Jess slid into the seat, and at the same time Lynda slid out. Both of them had their hands on the 
wheel,

“OK, got her,” said Jess, and the swap was done.

Lynda squeezed past her.

“One more step. Pass your seatbelt across.”

Jess did so, and Lynda clicked it into place.

“Touch the pedal and she will come out of cruise control. That light will go off. Fine!”

“Wow!” said Jess. “Do you often swap like that?”

“Not often. But you need to know how to do it. Usually driver swaps are done at stops, like the 
midday stop, so one driver does the morning part, and another does the afternoon part. But if the 



driver feels unwell, you might want to swap without stopping, so that you don’t slow everyone 
down.”

She thought for a bit.

“I’ll swap with Liz this afternoon. You can take the rig to the midday stop, can’t you, Jess? I’ll 
teach you guys how to back her, both with a trailer and without at the overnight stop if we have 
time.”

Then she spent most of the rest of the morning teaching them about all the other controls that she
hadn’t mentioned before. Jess noticed that Pet was listening with concentration. He moved to the 
seat next to the driver’s seat. She put her hand on his knee and he smiled at her. As usual, she 
wondered how much he understood.

***
The attack was a surprise, as there were no known dangers in this area. The convoy had spread out a
little, and Jess only occasionally glimpsed Julie’s tail lights. She couldn’t see Joanie in her rear view
mirror, but Lynda didn’t seem concerned when she mentioned it.

They topped a rise, and at the bottom of the hill the road was blocked by a tree. Jess brought the 
rig to a stop.

“Jess, Chief,” said Jess over the radio. “There’s a tree across the road. We’re stopping and Lynda 
is investigating.”

“Chief, Jess. Be careful,”

“Jess, Chief, OK.”

Pet went to the passenger door and followed Lynda down the ladder.

“Pet, no!” said Jess, but he was gone.

She watched anxiously as Pet and Lynda walked up to the tree. It wasn’t a very big tree, Jess 
thought. If they had hit it at speed, she wondered, would they have blasted straight through it?

Lynda pushed it experimentally and suddenly a rock came flying out of the shrubbery at the side 
of the road and hit the rig. She spun round, and a rock hit her on the head and she went down.

“Jess, Chief. We are under attack! Lynda is down.”

“Chief, Jess. We hear you. Is Joanie with you?”

“Jess, Chief. Not yet.”

“Chief, Jess. Sound your horn. Don’t leave the rig. Deploy the shotgun.”

“Jess, Chief. OK. Pet is out there too.”

“Chief, Jess. Don’t leave the rig!”

“Jess, Chief. Roger.”

She pushed the passenger seats forward and tapped the code into the lock. The locker popped 
open and she took out the shotgun. The Chief was talking to others in the convoy, including Joanie.

“What now?” said Liz.



“Pet?” said Jess, and rushed to the passenger side of the rig.

Rocks were still raining down, and Pet was dragging Lynda towards the rig.

“Pet!” said Jess.

Think! Think!

“He needs to get her under the rig,” said Liz.

Right! Jess wound down the window.

“Pet! Pet! Under the rig. Go on! Under the rig!”

Joanie’s rig appeared over the hill and sped down towards them and Joanie sounded her horn. 
She slowed as she approached them.

Jess tried to work out where the rocks were coming from. She raised the shotgun, aimed it, and 
fired. Rocks still kept coming and one hit Pet on the leg. He staggered but kept dragging Lynda. 
Jess fired the other barrel and this time the barrage stopped.

Jess heard another shotgun fire. She hoped it was Joanie.

Liz said “I have to help Pet” and slipped out of the driver’s side door.

“Liz!” shouted Jess, as she reloaded.

Liz reached Pet and Lynda, and Pet and Liz started to half carry Lynda towards the rig. A few 
stones came from a different direction, but they bounced off the trailer, and Liz and Pet pulled 
Lynda to safety under the rig. Jess fired again and this time the rocks stopped instantly.

Joanie’s rig pulled alongside the driver’s side of Lynda’s rig. Alice, the woman on the passenger 
side grinned at them. She had a shotgun.

“Is anyone hurt?” she asked.

“Yeah, Liz caught a rock in the head. Pet got hit on the leg. Have they gone?”

“I think so. They were trying to get into your trailer, but they disappeared when I shot at them.”

“Jess, Chief. The attackers seem to have gone. Joanie’s here. We will carefully check on Lynda 
and Pet.”

“Chief, Jess. OK. We’ll be there in ten minutes.”

Jess slipped down the ladder and found Liz and Pet tending to Lynda partly under the rig behind 
the rear drive wheels of the motor unit. She gave Pet a quick hug then turned her attention to Lynda.

“She’s still unconscious, Jess.”

“The Chief will be here in ten minutes.”

Liz nodded. “Let’s get her out from here. Between the two rigs, I think.”

The Chief arrived, driving the motor unit from her rig, and she brought an older woman with her.

“What do you think, Doc?” asked the Chief.

“Best get her to the hospital and quickly,” said the Doc.



“Doc, can you take a look at Pet? He got hit on the leg.”

“Sure. Hmm, his skin is scraped, but no bones broken. I’ll patch him up in the rig. Let’s get 
Lynda into the rig.”

The Chief looked at Doc. “Doc, I’ll leave you here, We’ll move the tree using my rig, then you, 
Jess and Liz, can follow me. OK?”

They manhandled Lynda up the ladder into the rig and the doctor settled her into a bunk. She 
seemed to be coming round a little. Jess made sure that the shotgun was unloaded and stowed it 
back in the safe, then she watched as the doctor bandaged Pet’s leg. She couldn’t stop hugging him, 
and he kept patting her back.

“Road’s clear,” said Liz. “I’ll drive.”

***
“Chief, to all. We are on our way to rejoin you. We have Lynda with a serious head injury and Pet 
with a moderate leg injury. They encountered a pack of ferals, I think. I’ll report that to Central 
Police, and they will investigate. I’ll put out a warning to other rigs using this route.

“We’ll reform the convoy. I will still lead, but Jess and Liz on Lynda’s rig will move to number 
two. When we reach the lunch break, Lynda’s crew and I will continue without stopping to our 
night stop, and then on to Sandra Bay. Joanie will be Tail End Charlie again. Rose will lead the 
convoy on the last leg to Sandra Bay. Any questions?”

There were none.

“Chief, to all. This is a warning to us all to keep the convoy a little tighter. Got it? Respond.”

She got responses from all crews.

“What are ‘ferals’, Doc?” asked Jess.

“People who can’t fit in anywhere and live wild in the Wild. From what you say, that lot had a 
primitive catapult or something. Unlike the bandits, who are more organized, they are relatively 
easy to handle. They were after your cargo.”

***
Lynda was more aware now, and chatting a little, though she seemed a little confused. Eventually 
she fell asleep and the Doc took a turn at the wheel.

“It’s a good sign that she dropped off. She’ll maybe sleep all the way now. Yeah, I’m a real 
medical Doctor. I took a trip on a rig soon after I completed my training. I’ve been on them since.”

“How bad is Lynda, Doc?”

“Pretty shook up, I’d say. As long as she hasn’t suffered any bleeding on the brain, she should be 
OK. There not much we can do until we get her to a hospital.”

“So we’re going straight through to Sandra Bay? That’s a long haul.”

“Yeah,” said the Doc. “We’ll have two awake at all times, OK? Liz, you’ve been driving, so are 
you OK with sleeping now? Oh, sorry, are you OK with me taking charge? You’re Lynda’s crew, 
after all.”

Liz and Jess looked at each other.



“Yeah, we’re still newbies, after all. Glad you’re here, Doc,” said Liz.

***
The convoy was waiting for them a couple of kilometres past the tree. Joanie dropped back to last, 
and Doc took them up alongside the current number two, while the Chief hooked up her trailer.

“Are you guys OK?” asked the driver of the number two rig.

“We’re fine, Rose. I’m pleased with Lynda,” said Doc. “She’s asleep at the moment, thank 
goodness.”

“Good luck with the long haul. It’ll be an epic.”

“Sure will,” said Doc, with a laugh. “Oh, the Chief’s almost ready to go. See you in Sandra Bay, 
Rose.”

The Chief came over the radio.

“Chief. All rigs ready? Respond, starting with Doc on Lynda’s rig.”

“Doc, Chief. We’re ready.”

All rigs reported in and the Chief sounded her horn, and they started off, with Lynda’s rig in 
second place. After about twenty minutes they reached the midday stop and the Chief and Doc 
carried on. Rose gave them three blasts on the horn and the rest of the rigs turned off into the 
midday stop. Liz went to the pods and lay down. She was soon asleep.

“Chief, Doc. How’s your fuel? I can radio ahead for priority, if you need?”

Jess and Doc discussed it.

“Doc, Chief. We think that we are OK. How about asking them for some food boxes, Chief?”

“Chief, Doc. Yeah, I was going to do that. Over and out.”

They settled in for the long run.

***
The two rigs turned into the night stop. Of course, they were several hours early, but the locals were
ready for them. The two crews took the opportunity to stretch their legs, and take advantage of the 
facilities, while the locals loaded the food boxes into the rigs.

There were three drivers on the Chief’s rig. She had apparently “borrowed” a driver from Rose’s 
rig, so that they also could have two awake at all times. The Chief’s husband was also on her crew. 
Jess reflected that the rest of the convoy might be operating with only two drivers in some rigs. 
Still, that was the standard minimum for a normal run.

After a ten-minute break they all climbed back into their rigs and set off again. This time Jess 
was driving, while Doc and Pet sat alongside her. Jess pressed on, into the afternoon, while 
snacking on the goodies that the locals had loaded into the boxes for them. Doc kept her topped up 
with coffee, while trying to teach Pet how to make it in the little galley. The results were variable, 
but Pet had fun trying.

After a five-hour driving stint, Jess followed the Chief into the last midday stop on the road to 
Sandra Bay. It was a little past ten o’clock at night and for the last few hours she had been driving 



with the lights on. She was a little tired as the Chief set a fast pace. They all took a break, and the 
Chief came over.

“How’s the patient, Doc?” she asked.

“She seems to be doing fine, Chief,” said the medic cautiously. “She’s been awake a few times. 
Mostly making sense. A little dizzy, she says. I’d like her to walk around a little before we leave on 
the last leg.”

Jess and the Doc carefully help Lynda down from the rig.

“How are you feeling, Lynda?”

“OK, Chief. What’s going on? Oh, yeah. I got hit on the head. I don’t remember that. Where are 
we?”

“Just out of Sandra Bay.”

“Are we? The last thing I remember, I think, we were two days out!”

“Don’t worry about it,” said the Doc. “Your memory should come back. Maybe not the bit when 
you got hit on the head, though.”

“Why is it dark? This looks like a midday stop. I remember. I got hit on the head.”

“It’s OK. Let’s get back in your rig. You can have a sleep.”

“OK Doc. Who’s driving? I don’t think I should, you know after a knock on the head.”

The Doc took her off, and she and Jess helped helped her into her rig.

“Are you OK, Liz. It’s a night drive, but we are only three or four hours out.”

“Yeah, thanks, Chief. I had a bit of a sleep. I’ll be OK.”

***
The two trucks descended the hill towards Sandra Bay. They were travelling slowly because they 
were not allowed to use the engine brakes at night in urban areas. Liz was feeling tired but not too 
bad. She had an ache over her shoulders, but that was usual these days. She’d develop the muscles, 
she’d been told by experienced drivers. Her leg was a bit stiff, in spite of the cruise control, but they
had done it! One and a half day’s drive in less than one day! What is more Lynda was improving all 
the time.

She could see the ambulance waiting. To her newly acquired trucker’s eye, it seemed that it was 
in the wrong place, but she followed the Chief round in the usual loop and came to a halt close to 
the ambulance. Jess, Pet and the Doc were all awake, and Pet put his hand on her shoulder.

“Thanks, pal,” said Liz.

“Yes, well done, guys,” said the Doc. “Now Lynda and I have an appointment with some 
medics.”

***
Lynda looked at her rig.

“Those bastards!!! Look what they did to my beautiful rig!”



She was freshly out of hospital, and they’d been told that there was no significant damage to her 
brain. The same could not be said of the rig. There were numerous dents where the rocks had hit the
motor unit and the trailer.

“That can be fixed, Lynda,” said Liz.

“Yeah, I know,” she said, with resignation in her voice. “I know. You two will have to be my 
drivers. I’m not allowed to drive for a month, and the Chief leaves at the end of the week!”

“What? Yeah, of course, pal! No problem.”

Lynda sighed.

“What I mean is, guys, would you please be my drivers for a while? I’m still a bit sore and, don’t
tell the Doc, I still have the occasional headache.”

“We’d love to, Lynda. Really. We want to go on with you. Where’s the Chief headed next?”

“Oh, along the coast. Ravensea.”

“On the island? Ravensea Island?”

“Yeah. By ferry.”

“Hey! That’ll be interesting. What do you think, Pet?”

Pet gave them all a high five.

“I think he approves, though I don’t know how much he understood!”

Pet mimed driving the rig.

“Oh, he understands enough,” laughed Liz.

***


