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About Wolfric Styler

Wolfric Styler was born in Brisbane, Australia, in 1976. 

Educated at James Cook University, Townsville.
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Looking forward to seeing where Zenobia’s journey leads her.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Glossary


[image: ]


	360s on the Weser

	A manoeuvre performed by M3 rigs where the pilot will spin the rig around in situ. Often a manoeuvre used when visitors are on board.


	ADFA

	Australian Defence Force Academy


	ASIO

	Australian Secret Intelligence Organisation


	ASIS

	Australian Secret Intelligence Service


	B&E

	Break and enter


	Barbie

	Slang for barbeque


	Basha buddy

	Someone with whom you share your basha, hootchie, or shelter


	Beanie

	Brimless woolly hat


	BFFs

	Best Friends Forever


	Binos

	Binoculars


	Biscuit brown

	Rhyming slang for down; i.e., collapse, usually through dehydration, hypothermia, or illness


	Brew

	Hot cup of coffee or tea


	Breacon Beacons

	British Army training area in Wales renowned for being mountainous and cold.


	Brummy

	Someone from Birmingham, England


	Cammed up

	Slang for camouflaged


	CCTV

	Closed Circuit Television


	CIA

	Central Intelligence Agency (USA)


	Civi street

	Discharge from the military and become a civilian


	Cops

	Slang for police


	CS/LS06

	Chinese-made submachine gun


	Digger

	Slang for Australian soldier


	Dole

	Unemployment benefits


	Doomben

	Horse racing track in Brisbane


	EMOM

	Every minute on the minute


	EOD

	Explosive Ordnance Disposal


	Fella

	A derogatory term for a sapper. Often, non-Royal Engineers don't understand the offensiveness of it to members of the RE.


	FIFO

	Fly in Fly out worker, usually in the mines


	Frag

	Fragmentation, usually from an explosion


	Gibraltar Barracks

	The home of 3 Royal School of Military Engineering, where combat engineering is taught.


	Gopping

	Horrible or disgusting 


	GPS

	Global Positioning System


	Headley Court

	British Army's rehabilitation centre for troops with catastrophic injuries


	Hoon

	Person, usually young male, who drives dangerously, often too fast, thinking they're a racing driver on normal roads


	IED

	Improvised Explosive Device


	IRA

	Irish Republican Army


	Jube

	Derogatory term for a new member of the army or unit. Also known as a crow, lid, or sprog, depending on the unit.


	Limey

	Derogatory term used by Australians to describe British people


	MI6

	Military Intelligence Section 6 - UK foreign intelligence service


	Nails

	In association with PT, hard.


	NGO

	Non-Government Organisation


	OCD

	Obsessive Compulsive Disorder


	ORs

	Other ranks


	Piss-taking

	Making a mockery of someone or something


	Pop smoke

	The act of popping smoke is used on the battlefield to hide movement. Used as slang for when you want to depart; i.e., I'm popping smoke to cover me leaving.


	Poms/ Pommy

	Australian slightly derogatory term for the British 


	PT

	Physical training


	QSZ-92

	Chinese-made pistol


	RATEL

	Radio and telephone procedure - set of rules designed to provide SECURITY, ACCURACY, and DISCIPLINE when speaking on the radio


	Rego

	Registration - slang for vehicle registration fees


	RPG

	Rocket-Propelled Grenade


	Schooner

	A 425 ml serving of beer in a glass


	Shrike

	The Shrike Mk V Exploder is a four-channel, high energy (12 Joule) 400V electronic exploder capable of firing single or multiple configurations of all standard military detonator


	Singleton

	Location of the Australian Army's School of Infantry


	SOPs

	Standard Operating Procedures


	Squaddie tan

	A tan typical of soldiers who wear T-shirts while in the sun. The lower section of the arms, neck, and face are tanned, but under the T-shirt is pale.


	Stubbie

	A beer bottle, usually 330 ml or 375 ml


	Subbie

	Subcontractor


	SUV

	Sports Utility Vehicle


	TLC

	Tender, loving care


	Tradies

	Tradesmen or tradeswomen; i.e., carpenter, plumber, etc.


	UGV

	Unmanned Ground Vehicle


	Uni

	University


	UXO

	Unexploded ordnance


	WAGS

	Wives and girlfriends


	Wildcat Mk 1

	AgustaWestland AW159 Wildcat; a helicopter used by the British Military.


	WW2

	World War 2



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 - England June 2016 
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The flashing red and blue lights indicated their destination. The lumbering truck's engine groaned as Zenobia changed down a gear.

“OK, Zen, here we go,” said Allan Walton, in his Yorkshire accent. The brakes squealed briefly as Zenobia brought the truck to a stop on the side of the road, thirty metres from the police car.

“Let’s see what the word is,” said Allan as he slipped out of the truck and walked towards the police car. An elderly constable approached Allan, and they greeted each other with a handshake.

Zenobia let the cool air from the air conditioner flow into her face, delaying the inevitable step outside. A fast-speaking Cockney accent echoed from the tinny-sounding truck’s speakers that this was one of the hottest British summers on record. 

“Stay nice ‘an hydrated, out there hey, ‘an make sure you cover up. It’s roastin’ innit?” 

Zenobia smirked as Nelly’s “Hot in Here” started playing.

She watched her work partner of three years interact with the policeman, his hands doing a lot of the talking. Allan was the number one on this job, and Zenobia, his number two. In typical Allan fashion, he’d told the rest of the Explosive Ordnance Device (EOD) disposal team to stay home after being hammered with work over the last few weeks. After a couple of minutes, Alan walked briskly back to the truck and sat inside the cool cab.

"So, as per our pre-brief, we have a single UXO, according to the Copper. A two-inch mortar partially buried in sand, down on the beach," he indicated the direction with his hand as he spoke. 
“Too easy. You want me to take a look with the ‘barrow?” said Zenobia.

“Yep, let’s get it out and take a gander at what we’ve got. The faster, the better, Zen; I don’t want to hang around here too long,” said Allan.

Zenobia took a large gulp of water from the bottle in the door and stepped outside the truck. She walked to the rear of the truck as she’d done at least 100 times before and unloaded the ‘barrow’.”

The Wheelbarrow Unmanned Ground Vehicle (UGV) was a godsend. It had been developed for use by bomb disposal squads in the UK in the 1970s and received several upgrades to increase its speed, operability, mobility, payload handling, and reach capabilities. Zenobia had the Mark 9 version, which she was very comfortable handling. Through multiple colour cameras linked back to her monitor, she could clearly see the sand and obstacles. Zenobia prepared the robot and used the remote to drive it out to the UXO. Allan stood in the shade beside her with his clipboard and pen, writing orders for the disposal.

“You know, about before, I shouldn’t have been so rough on you,” said Zenobia.

“That’s alright, Zen,” said Allan without looking up from writing.

“No, I went too far. I was being selfish. Sarah and the three, nearly four, kids need you more than I do. I reckon you know when your time is up in this job. It’s not like working at Wernham Hogg; this can be dangerous, and the hours are brutal at times.”

“No problem Zen,” said Allan.

“I’m serious. There aren’t many others I trust as much as you, but... I’ll just have to mould some other limey tosser into shape,” said Zenobia.

Allan briefly paused writing and suppressed a smile, “Don’t worry. You’ll always be my favourite Aussie. Except for Margot Robbie, of course.”

“I would have thought Kylie would have been more your era.”

Allan looked up from his clipboard and chewed on his pen, “Let me rephrase that. You’ll always be my third favourite Aussie but number one Aussie prick.”

“Glad I haven’t lost the top spot,” smiled Zenobia.

The wheelbarrow approached the UXO.

“Here we go,” said Zenobia.

“Great, the sooner we’re done here, the sooner we can get back to Amethyst’s birthday party,” said Allan.

“After we blow this, I reckon this site will be cleaner than your house will be, after the party full of 8-year-olds,” said Zenobia.

“Mmm, maybe this will take a little bit longer than I thought. Sarah will be fine with the cleanup,” said Allan.

“Si segura,” (Yeah, sure) said Zenobia.

“Venga vamos (Come on, let’s go), said Allan.

“Wow, look at you go with your Spanish. You’ll be briefing at the Cortes Generales in no time. Maybe that can be your new career?” said Zenobia with a smirk.

Alan stepped closer to Zenobia and looked at the screen over her shoulder.

"Almost looks like it was just placed there. I wonder where it's come from? Seems a long way from anywhere they've been used before," Zenobia uttered as she zoomed the camera in to see down the length of the drab olive-coloured device. The outer casing had some surface rust, but no holes in the device's body. All six fins remained intact but had minor dents.
No problem, it's the explosive end that's the trouble.

"Who knows? Stranger things have happened. It looks pretty rusty, so it may have been travelling the world via the ocean," Alan added. "Have a bit of a look around the wider area, and I'll give orders when you're done."
Zenobia made a slow loop around the area and found no obvious cables running out from the UXO. No secondaries connected adjacent to the device, possibly some underneath, but really?
Hard to place secondaries in this environment. The incoming tide is still hours away, so any digging or spoil will easily be noticeable. Won't matter anyway if we blow in situ - unless there's five hundred kilos of explosive below the surface.

A few minutes later, Zenobia and the police site commander, Sergeant Peter O'Sullivan, sat in some shade with their notepads out for Alan's orders.

Alan said, "We have a single UXO. A two-inch mortar partially buried in sand, approximately five hundred meters away, in that direction," he indicated with his hand as he spoke. "No secondary devices are evident, and the explosive charge inside is about one kilogram. The device appears to be a legacy munition but appears intact. It's expected to remain stationary until the tide comes back in at about seventeen hundred."
Alan paused while the others caught up on their notetaking, then continued. "We'll dig a hole about one hundred meters from its current location and use the wheelbarrow to pull it. After a two-minute soak period, we'll use the wheelbarrow to drop the UXO into the hole, set the charge, and blow in the hole. Sergeant O'Sullivan, please maintain the cordon; the distance you’ve established will be sufficient until we pull it. On my command, move the cordon behind the dunes. I'll radio it through to you when to move them," said Alan while looking at the police officer.
"Zen, you start digging the hole and attach the rope to pull the UXO. Use the wheelbarrow to pull the UXO, then lift it into the hole." 
Zenobia nodded. 

"I'll prep the charge. I'll use one PE-7 charge and place it out. We'll run out the firing cable and use the shrike to detonate. In your travels, have a look for a good spot as a firing point. I'll fill out the paperwork and contact HQ," briefed Alan to the small team. 

Both members nodded their heads.
"Time is fourteen-oh-seven. I'd like to be out of here by fifteen-thirty. Any questions?" Alan posed to the pair, receiving only head shakes.
"Right, as Tom Hanks says, I'll see you on the beach." Alan rarely missed an opportunity to trundle out an old movie quote. It helped lighten the mood on most occasions. 

The team split to complete their tasks, with smiles on their faces. As Zenobia moved out to the beach, she noticed a solid, old square-shaped rock wall, about 200m from the site where she'd dig the hole. It was a 20x20m square, with an opening facing away from the sea. It must have been an animal pen at some stage, or the lower wall of an old shed. It gave great observation of the detonation site and good cover from any fragments. In her mind, this seemed like the most obvious place to fire the device, so she recommended it to Alan.
By 14:55, the hole was dug, and the police had pushed the small crowd behind the dunes. The UXO had been pulled and had only 15 seconds remaining in its soak period. Zenobia grabbed the front of her undershirt to wring out the moisture, watching the liquid pool at her feet. She grabbed a bottle of water from her pocket and contemplated changing undershirts.

Best keep a dry one for the trip home. Only a few more minutes of discomfort.

Zenobia checked her watch, then picked up the remote control and manoeuvred the wheelbarrow to lift the UXO, carefully placing it in the bottom of the hole before bringing the UGV back to the truck. She watched Alan run out the firing cable as he walked out to place the charge. Concurrently, Zenobia looked across the idyllic beach, watching the small waves crash on the sand, and thought how refreshing it would be to go for a swim right now. Instead, she headed to the firing point while sipping from her water bottle. Alan entered the rock enclosure through the landside gap and secured the firing cable. He removed the shrike from his pocket and placed it on the wall. From his vantage point, he scanned the site from right to left, mentally ticking off the safety points listed in his paperwork. He'd done these hundreds of times, and even after the obligatory updates, the list came easily to him. No one in a boat or swimming on the seaside. The dunes were another 200m to the rear. No one in sight. The firing point looked solid and close enough but still safe. Less cable to run out, less work to do - the quicker they were out of there.
"Radio O'Sullivan to maintain the cordon, as we're about to blow. Should be out of here mucho pronto, as you say," instructed Alan. 
Zenobia moved about 10m away from him, along the safe side of the wall, and sat down with her back towards the blast area, waiting for O'Sullivan's reply. The all-clear came over the radio, and she gave Alan the thumbs up. Alan connected the shrike as he watched the target area for any last-minute incursions and positioned himself in the centre of the wall, lowering himself down to one knee, below the parapet.
"Should only be a wee pop, but you got your ear defence in, Zen?" Alan asked, looking over at Zenobia.
She flicked her head towards Alan, holding her open hand up behind her ear, and said, "What?"
Alan shook his head in mock disapproval.
After completing the test and prime sequence, Alan's thumb hovered over the “fire” button on the shrike as he shouted, "Firing, firing now."
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Chapter 2 - Brisbane June 2019 
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Why can't I see? Am I upright? Am I dead? Why are my ears ringing? Why’s my head pounding? What's happening? Smoke and dust. Right, get a grip. Focus on the task - I think I'm alive. Need to check. Breathing, good start.
It would help if I could see. Hands - working. Next - hands to eyes and feel. Liquid, warm, congealed, rub and flick.
One step at a time. There we go; it's clearing up. Blink, blink, blink - yep, it's coming good. What the...? Blood. Whose blood, mine? Someone else's? Hazy, but it's better than before. Look around - rock wall, dust, sand, bright flecks of red on the wall. What the fu...? 

Next task - what's left of my body? Hands to head - ahh, there's the source of blood, my forehead, fresh. Head throbbing but OK. I'm thinking, so that's another bonus.
Next - body check - move hands to torso. Look down - OK on the front.
Legs - right leg - still there, movement OK. Bonus.
Left leg - aaahh. Hands to leg - wet to touch. Yep, blood seen, lower leg. Shooting pain somewhere low, near the ankle. Feeling something is better than feeling nothing.
Sit up - let's take a look. Roll left - aaahh. Am I rolling onto razor blades?
Try rolling right - yep, better. Hands out, let's try to get to my knees. Look around. Sunshine, it's coming back to me. Norfolk, UXO, Alan - where's Alan? Why's he not here? Sirens, off in the distance.
Who's that? What's his name...cop...Peter, what's he doing here? Why's he kneeling? What's he looking at? No, no, no, no, no - where's Alan? That's where Alan was kneeling.
Hey? Hey? Why aren't words coming out? Just a rasp and cough. Peter's turned to look at me. His face - his eyes are as big as plates. He's running over to me. Shouting something. Is that blood on the front of his jacket? Tumbling, blackness.
BANG BANG BANG. 
The foreman's fist pounded onto the cab door and startled Zenobia awake. Condensation covered the inside of the windshield, and the back of her shirt stuck to the seat.
"You alright in there, sweetheart?" the foreman queried as he stepped back slightly from the tow truck's cab.
Zenobia recovered her bearings. "Yeah, yeah. You ready yet?" she hoarsely answered back before clearing her throat.
Strike 1 - sweetheart, it's twenty-nineteen, is this bloke from the seventies? Look at the fat prick out there, rugged up like he's in an Arctic winter. It's twelve degrees Celsius. This would be barmy in England. Maybe I can catch him with the door if I open it quick enough, inadvertently of course.
Through pure luck, the foreman took a further step back from the truck's door, safely out of range of Zenobia's door swing. She flicked on the ignition, rolled down the driver's side window, and rubbed the condensation off the windshield with her shirt sleeve.
"You ready yet, fella?" Zenobia snarled at the foreman.
"Missy, we're good to go. You nod off in there? You've only been waiting fifteen minutes," he said, with a churlish grin on his face. "I'm sure a bloke would have managed to stay awake that long," he mumbled under his breath.
"I didn't catch that last bit. What was that?"
The foreman mumbled another incomprehensible reply.
Zenobia continued. "Where do you want me?"
"Just back up to that shed over there," the foreman indicated with a nod of the head. "You need a hand backing up, or you gonna be alright?" the foreman asked sarcastically. 
The area was wide open, enough to turn the 6T heavy-lift tilt tray tow truck around in one go. Even a learner could do it. 

Zenobia ignored the foreman, shook her head, and clenched her teeth. She put the truck into gear and started to loop around.

Strike 2 - another day, another arsehole. Any money this bloke makes another sexist comment when I get this shed up in one go. My guess will be, ‘Not bad for a chick.’ If I don't get it up in one go, I'm sure there'll be a comment to the effect of, ‘Well, a bloke would've got it in one.’
Zenobia swung the vehicle around and expertly reversed to within two metres of the base of the 6x3m prefabricated site shed. She climbed out of the cab and stumbled a little on her first step. Zenobia lent down, slightly twisted her lower left leg to the right, and carried on with an ever so slight limp. Despite the apparent cold, the foreman remained to watch Zenobia load the shed, eyes leering at her athletic frame despite the oversized construction gear she wore. Zenobia ignored him as she checked the alignment and internal state of the shed and zip-locked the door shut. While walking to the truck's rear, she lowered the tray with the remote in her gloved hand, then walked up onto the tray to release the hooked tow rope from the slots, simultaneously manoeuvring the rear tray edge slightly under the steel skids of the shed. Zenobia hooked the couplings to the steel frame and smoothly dragged the shed up onto the tray. Once back horizontal, all four corners were chained down proficiently, followed by two straps over the roof, all under the glare of the foreman.
"Not bad for a sheila; you're better than most of the blokes I've seen. A lot prettier to look at, too," he said, his yellowed teeth showing as he wolfishly grinned at her while deliberately standing in her personal space, leering at her body.
That's it, strike 3.
"Wow, thanks for the compliment, Mister. I was just thinking, your face looks like a bag of smashed crabs, and your teeth look like a fighting patrol: cammed up, unevenly spaced, and acting aggressively," Zenobia said, with a fake grin on her face. 

The foreman retained a half-smile on his face as he processed the insult, unsure of how to respond. Zenobia walked to the offside of the vehicle, out of sight to the rest of the worksite, and turned towards where the foreman would approach from. She quickly contemplated how a harassment complaint would be dealt with by their employers. Probably with lots of hot air, maybe some paperwork, but she most certainly would be made to feel it was her fault. "She took it the wrong way" or "It was just a joke - you should take it as a compliment" would be the usual responses. She learned pretty quickly in the military that paperwork rarely removed the scum, but payback was certainly cleansing.
Zenobia's right hand tensed and released behind her right leg. Her breaths were steady. She handed the foreman the receipt paperwork with her left hand. He had a smug look on his face as he looked up to Zenobia's 5’10” height.
"Well, I'd have to say, I might get a few more sheds moved around the site, just to get you back here," the foreman said as he signed the paperwork and held out the folder while looking her up and down, eyes resting at her breast line.
Zenobia stepped in close, right fist fully tensed. The foreman looked up at her with a devious smile. Her heart rate was no more than 55 beats per minute, and a phony smile remained on her face as she took the paperwork with her left hand. She eyed a gap between his layers of clothes.
"How about I do you a favour and..." 
With lightning precision, Zenobia delivered a phoenix punch into the foreman's solar plexus. He gasped, hands clutching his chest as he doubled over. Zenobia's hands grabbed his shoulders as she powerfully thrust her right knee into his groin. He fell onto the dirt, gasping and whimpering as Zenobia stood over him.
"Whoa, mate, looks like you've taken a tumble. Are you OK?" Zenobia said as she crouched next to the foreman, watching him fight for breath.
"Seems to be some uneven ground there. You should do a risk assessment on it. Maybe get some cones or warning tape up for others?" 
The foreman continued to whimper and gag. 

Zenobia lent in further and whispered into his ear, "McSheedy's thanks you for your business. It's been a real pleasure. Don't get up. I'll see myself off site." 

She tapped him on the shoulder, turned, and climbed back into the cab, feeling content that justice had been served without the burden of paperwork. She started the truck and glanced back in the side mirror as the foreman tried to stand up. As she drove off, a smile crept across her face.
"Dickhead," she muttered to herself.
At 9:30 am, the drive across Brisbane took about 40 minutes. As had been happening more and more recently, Zenobia's mind drifted, scoping where her life was heading. The last few years had been hectic: discharge from the army, her father's death, move to Australia, and a couple of jobs in-between. Her eyes misted as the memories flooded back. She missed Alan, the regiment, and the rush of rendering safe devices, but there was no way she could go back to that now, not after Norfolk. She sniffed as the repercussions of the blast went deeper than Alan's death and the removal of her lower left leg. The Headley Court rehabilitation program had been rough, but the financial assistance from a medical discharge helped her survive and send some money to Sarah and the kids. Nothing had really stuck since discharge. A six-month stint working with troubled children at "Diggers for Youth" had surprisingly helped her heal mentally and brought some help to troubled teenagers. With the boss fiddling the books, though, it was never going to last, and Zenobia had done her best to help as many children as she could during her tenure. Despite that glow of satisfaction, nothing would bring back Alan. His kids would forever grow up without their dad. She pondered what to do next as McSheedy's yard came into view.
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Cupping her hands and blowing into her fingers did nothing to relieve the stinging sensation from the cold. A frost had settled on the lawn, and ice was caked onto the windshield of her 2005 Mazda 6. Zenobia opened the driver's side door and grabbed a pair of gloves to complement her beanie, orange hi-vis puffer jacket, and usual work uniform of dark blue heavy-duty cargo pants, yellow hi-vis long sleeve shirt, and capped steel-toed boots. She started the car to get some heat into the vehicle and used the ice scraper to remove enough ice from the windshield so she could drive. Nothing had come of the redress of justice Zenobia had delivered on the worksite three days before. A wry smile crossed her face as she remembered what she said to the foreman. On only a few sites did she feel uncomfortable. Most tradies were becoming accustomed to working with females; just a few dinosaurs remained.
At 5:30 am, the drive in to work was short, the temperature keeping the construction workers in bed for a few more minutes. Zenobia pulled into her usual parking spot and gave a brief sigh. Another day, another dollar. She slid out of the car and walked to the office, where she would wait to see what the day would bring.
Des Jennings, or Dezzy, the fleet coordination manager, was already in the break room, preparing his coffee. He looked older than dirt, and the rumour was that he'd been at the company when deliveries were made by horse and cart. He was still sharp as a razor and reasonably jovial for this time of the morning.
"Morning, Zen."
"Morning, Dezzy. It's right spanner cold today, Des."
"Yeah, real brass monkeys."
"Why is it that cold weather is always associated with nuts and balls?" quizzed Zenobia.
Des looked at Zenobia and pushed his glasses further up the bridge of his nose with his finger. "Sounds like you have a bit of penis envy there, Zen," he said, following up with a wink and grin.
"Nah, whenever I need to see something wrinkled that hangs about not doing much, I come in to work and talk to you," Zenobia said, with the hint of a grin on her face.
"My, you're a smart arse Pommy wanker." Des smiled and shook his head.
"Funny, I don't remember seeing that stamp in my Australian passport. Maybe I'll have another check tonight." 
Des pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose again, this time using his middle finger, ensuring Zenobia could see it. He smiled as he sipped his coffee.

Boom, one-to-zero, me.

"Got much on today, Dezzy?"
"Not too busy first up. There are a few jobs on towards lunchtime. You might as well do whatever maintenance your truck needs this morning."
"OK, too easy."
"Finish your brew first before heading out," offered Des.
"Cheers."
Des turned and headed towards his office, smiling after his regular morning verbal sparring session. Zenobia sipped her brew, while some of the other workers arrived for the day. Most nodded hello or passed fleeting pleasantries as they moved through the break room to start their days. Between conversations, Zenobia perused study opportunities on her phone. There was a lot on offer, but so expensive. She didn't think she could afford to study, work, and provide funds to Sarah. Even working full-time was a struggle. After Alan's death, Sarah and Zenobia had grown closer. Sarah and the kids frequently came to visit her in Headley Court, and post-rehab, she often stayed at her place for a week or so, to help out. 

Although she was grateful for the company and distraction of the kids, hearing Sarah cry most nights always made Zenobia feel guilty about the explosion. The feeling of helplessness was overpowering at times. She wanted to be there, but she constantly felt guilty about her involvement in the accident. Reminders of Alan were scattered all throughout the house: photos on the wall, his medals mounted above the fireplace, and his beret permanently hanging on a jacket peg by the front door. Not only was Sarah struggling emotionally, the payouts she received from the military and insurance didn't stretch far enough for four kids. Alan had been the family rock, and she felt she was the reason they were struggling now. Zenobia agonised over the decision to leave the UK to help her personal recovery. From Australia, she did her best to provide some financial support to Sarah and reduce at
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