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The Morning Belongs to Us 
by Siobhan Kavanagh 

We lay on the deck at the beach house, reading newspapers, drinking tea, casting 
glances at each other’s bared limbs, coveting the longest, the leanest, the most 
tanned. 

Midday. We have read all the good parts of the papers.  
A car drives up the gravel driveway and stops just in front of the deck. We’re not 

expecting anyone. Three guys. A couple of years older than us. They look at us with 
half smiles, words out of the corner of their mouths, narrow. The passenger guy 
opens the car door and puts one leg out. The guy in the back has his arm out his 
window, drumming his fingertips on the roof of the car.  

We do not like them. We want them to go away but don’t know how this can be 
achieved. We realise that we don’t really know what to do. The one with the longest, 
leanest, most tanned legs, the one who always knows what to say – she knows we 
are counting on her to do something.  

She puts her UNO cards down on the deck and gets up. She brushes sand off her 
singlet, as if to say, I have time to brush sand off my singlet because I’m not afraid 
of you. She drinks slowly from her water bottle, as if to say, I have time to drink 
slowly because I’m not afraid of you.  

She walks over to the car. ‘Hey, guys.’ 
‘Hey,’ the driver says. ‘What are you ladies up to?’ 
‘Nothing much, just chilling,’ she says, gesturing languidly back at us. We are 

looking through them, through their faces.  
‘What are you guys up to?’ she asks back. What do you intend to do how can we 

work out if you’re here to hurt us or not if you get out of the car what does that 
mean who could help us why do you have half smiles and narrow mouths why do 
you think you can come here and make us feel this way does anyone ever make you 
feel this way? 
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‘Nothin’,’ the driver replies. ‘Nothin’ really.’  
Silence endures until a cockatoo squawks, brash and grating, observing from 

high above in a majestic gum tree. 
The passenger’s leg goes in and the door closes.  
‘Catch youse,’ the driver says.  
He drives around the circular driveway and out. In the backseat, fingers are 

drum, drum, drumming on the roof. 
 


