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There are, in this world, a lot of people. Most are nice, and a few are nasty. Perhaps by 
circumstance or by luck, in my life I have not come across many nasty people. During my 
school days, for example, I never came across bullying. As far as I know, it just wasn’t there 
in my schools.  
 
And later, in my work, and in my personal life, the people I met were mostly kind, intelligent, 
understanding and helpful. And I’ve worked in a lot of different environments, from mining 
exploration camps, sawmills, factories, and mines, to offices run by corporations and 
governments. 
 
This story is about three incidents which relate to nasty people... and in all three incidents I 
never laid eyes on the person involved. Were they old or young? Male or female? And what 
were their motives?  I just don’t know. In all three cases it seemed that I was in danger. 
 
On the way home 
My family... my mum and dad, and my two sisters, and all our various pets, lived at 15 Linacre 
Road Hampton Melbourne Victoria Australia. By today’s urban standards, it was a big block, 
just under an acre in size. Our house was a large, old weatherboard place, built long ago with 
stables for horses and a servant’s accommodation. Every one of the eight main rooms had a 
fire place. The ceilings were way too tall at 14 foot, so the house, with no insulation, was 
impossible to heat properly in winter. Mum and dad seemed to adapt to the cold. I don’t think I 
ever did, in spite of layers of woollen jumpers. 
 

 
 
Amongst various castaways stored under the house were an old gramophone player, with its 
huge horn, and the glass jars from the wet cells used to power the servant’s bell system. 
Relics of a time gone by. We moved into the house in 1953, when I was six years old. Our car 
was a blue-black Buick, with a straight 8, side-valve engine, which my dad, a lecturer at 
Melbourne University, had bought second-hand. 
 
Hampton was a great place to grow up. The nearby beach back then had a back-drop of tea-
tree scrub behind it, which over the years has been slowly eroded away by various initiatives 
of the local Council. Our house was about seven minutes easy walking distance from a 
railway line. The station, Hampton Station, gave us access to the city through a train ride of 
about 35 minutes.  
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On the night in question, ten years after we moved to Hampton, I had gone with friends to 
watch a movie in the city. My parents had no qualms about letting their children do their own 
stuff, by day or by night. We were accustomed to come and go more or less as we pleased, 
as were my school friends. After the movie we stayed on for a while in the city, then caught 
the last train home. My friends left the train at Brighton Beach station. I left the train at 
Hampton, which was the next stop. It was late, the night was dark and the platform was 
deserted, as was the street outside, Hampton Street (by day the home to busy shops).  There 
was only one direct way home, south down Hampton Street, then left (east) into Linacre 
Road. I had walked this route countless times before.  
 
Only, this time, I noticed that I was being followed.  As I said, the street was deserted. That 
was the impression I had after leaving the station. But I had only walked 100 m when I noticed 
a car behind me, with its parker lights on, travelling at the same speed that I was walking. 
There was no other traffic. There were no other people in the street. I stopped and looked at 
the car. The car stopped too. It was only about 20m away. In the darkness, I couldn’t see into 
the car. I continued to walk, and the car continued again at my pace. I was immediately 
nervous.  
 
Who was in the car, and what did he want? Perhaps there was more than one person in the 
car?  I wasn’t going to stick around to find out. I walked on at the same pace until the car had 
crossed an intersection behind me. I knew there wasn’t room for the car to turn around easily, 
and it was too far from the intersection to make reversing feasible.   
 
I dashed across the road and ran back the way I had come, passing the car, but on the 
opposite footpath. As I expected, the car tried to turn around, but was forced into a three-point 
turn, which gave me a few seconds grace, and a few seconds was all I needed. Being on 
home ground, I knew that there was a narrow laneway only a few yards away on the western 
side of the intersection, which would give me cover. I ducked into the laneway, which was 
almost pitch dark. I stood still, with my back against the brick wall of one of the shops lining 
the laneway. My heart was beating fast.  I saw the car’s headlights, then the car itself. It 
slowed down as it passed the lane... presumably the driver was trying, unsuccessful, to see 
into the laneway. It then moved on. The laneway, as I knew, provided me with access to 
another street, Willis Street, just to the west of Hampton Street, running in the same direction. 
On reaching Willis Street I peered around. There was nothing to be seen, no car, no people. 
Not even a barking dog.  Just a dark and quiet night. 
 
I ran all the way to Linacre Road, then started to relax. By the time I reached home I had 
stopped puffing, and my heartbeat was returning to normal. It was clear the car had gone.  
 
The next morning, at breakfast, I told my family about the car. My sisters remarked that it was 
strange. My dad said, more or less to himself “why would anyone do that?”  The same 
question, of course, was in my head. I wondered if I should report the incident to the police, 
but I had nothing to give them. I had not read the car’s number plate, and in the darkness I did 
not even have a good description of the vehicle. 
 
 
The rope across the track. 
I was sixteen years old at the time of incident described above, and later that year I bought an 
old AJS motorbike. It was pretty run down, and I bought it as a project. It was not registered. 
Once I got it working, I was not in any particular hurry to register it for road use, as my driver’s 
licence (at age 18) was some time away.  
 
So I used to wheel my bike across the park which separated my home from the coastal 
reserve. There was a path, several hundred metres long, running parallel to the water, near 
the stone storm wall. This seemed a perfect place to practice with the bike. During week days 
this path was generally deserted, and it was sheltered by a steeply sloping bank from the 
adjacent residential homes, so that they could neither see me or (I thought hopefully) hear 
me. 
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To my surprise on the day in question I found a rope, tightly strung across my path. If I had hit 
the rope at any speed, it would have had serious consequences.  I took the rope down.  I 
continued to ride the track over the following months. Nothing similar happened again, and I 
never got any clue to explain the appearance of the rope on that day. 
 
Later, my elder sister told me about an incident near the small town of Hall, outside Canberra. 
A young girl was in the habit of riding her pony along a bush track just outside the town. 
Someone strung up, not a rope but a wire. The girl rode into the wire and died. The police 
never found out who did it, although they, and the citizens of Hall, had their suspicions. For 
the girls family, this was a tragedy which would forever haunt their memories. 
 
 
Being shot at. 
The third story is about a bullet.  
 
There is really not much to tell, although both Rosemary and I found the incident disturbing.  
 
It was 1968. Rosemary and I were spending a lot of time together. She was living at home 
with her mum, and working in the city as a secretary. I was studying at university. I had a 
small flat in Clayton. We had a VW Camper, with a bed in the back, and a stove, and storage 
for clothes, food, and snorkelling gear. 
 
We loved oceans, beaches, rocky headlands, and the dense banksia and leptospermum 
scrub which so often clothes these wild areas.  On this day we had been walking a long 
beach, towards a headland, at Phillip Island. This island is joined to the Victorian mainland 
with a road bridge.  
 
As was so often the case back then, we had the beach to ourselves. As the wind on the 
beach increased, we moved closer to the shelter of the primary dunes. We were relaxed, 
enjoying each other’s company, and enjoying our wild surrounds.  Suddenly there was a 
sound, a whistling sound, followed immediately by the sound of a gunshot.  That was a bullet, 
passing close enough so we heard the actual track of the bullet through the air. And, as the 
bullet travelled faster than the speed of sound, it slightly preceded the sound of the cartridge 
detonating in the rifle. 
 
Both Rosemary and I knew exactly what had happened. A bullet had been placed very close 
to us.  But by whom, and why?  We looked around. There was nothing unexpected or 
unremarkable. The beach, the dunes, in the distance the headland. The entire landscape 
seemed deserted. But suddenly we felt vulnerable. We were, indeed, completely alone, 
except for someone with a rifle.  
 
We turned around, and walked back the way we had come, taking shelter, where we could, 
from the dune system. An hour later we reached the car park: already the incident seemed a 
bit like a bad dream.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


