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How the heck was Granger doing it?  He had the same lead-time I did.  He had the same sources 
within the ambulance crews, and the police that I did.  Yet every time there was a grisly crime 
scene, a fatal fire, or some other situation resulting in dead bodies, there he was, taking pictures for 
The Argus.

I had no idea how he did it, but he’d have time to shoot, go home, develop his shots, and get 
back to The Argus while I was still in The Herald’s lab with wet stills.

The next morning, I’d race in to my editor with my shots as fast as I could, but old Grouch 
Malone would just yell at me.  He couldn’t understand why Granger got ahead of me either, and he 
didn’t much care.  All he cared about was that if my shots got scooped by someone else, he didn’t 
have to pay me.  He wanted exclusives, not yesterday’s news.

It was driving me mad.  I was losing sleep, and what little money I did manage to glean from 
Grouch, I guzzled at the pub.

Then, one night as I lay in by tiny flat, staring at the fan on the ceiling, it came to me.  I wasn’t 
just a photographer.  I’d earned my stripes as a journo.  I was no gumshoe, but I knew the job.  All I 
had to do was follow the bastard.

It didn’t help that I was near broke, but by that stage, I was desperate.  If Granger kept scooping 
me, I wouldn’t have a job at any rag in the state.

Grouch didn’t care.  He paid me for the pictures, and if I wasn’t around, there were plenty of 
other shutterbugs keen enough to take advantage of my taking a couple of weeks off.  So, I took to 
following him.

As it turned out, I really shouldn’t have done that.

I started by staking out his place.  Easy enough, or so I thought.  The guy sure kept odd hours.  
But then, so did I.  Murders and other nasty newsworthy stuff doesn’t always happen from nine to 
five.

Granger’s pad was a lot nicer than mine, but then, he was getting paid twice… three times what I
was, easy.  The jerk even had his own lab.

Lucky for me, the guy wasn’t exactly hard to follow.  Always wondered about that, actually.  He 
was a bone-thin fellow, and always looked as though he’d not slept a wink.  He was pale, and 
seemed to move with a kind of reluctant, but steady motion.  It was almost as if he was following 
someone, but I couldn’t see anyone ahead of him.

What I did notice, was the smell.  At first I thought he and I had just passed a dead cat or 
something, and that we’d soon be breathing fresh air.  Nope.  Wherever he went, there was a 
lingering odour of a dead animal.  Creepy.  I was glad I was tailing the guy instead of walking next 
to him.

The first few scenes to which I trailed him were fairly mundane.  There was a scaffolding 
collapse where an old lady bought it when all the construction materials fell on her.  Another was a 
drowning at a local beach.  Things like that.  Always a fatality, and he was always the first press on 
the scene.  Most of the time he even beat Mister Plod.



Me?  I hung back.  Shot after shot, I took of him and the scenes.  Nobody gave a hoot about me, 
not even the kids running about trying to get a glimpse of the stiff.

Another good thing about being a nobody photographer, is the lack of questions asked of me 
when I came in to The Herald after hours to use the dark-room.  I couldn’t linger there however.  
Just long enough get everything dry and take the sheets home to examine.

Then, everything changed.  At first I thought it was some sort of error with my focusing.  But 
that’s thing about being driven bonkers by something.  You become obsessive.  I don’t know how 
many meals I missed, and I didn’t count the whisky bottles.

At first I thought maybe I was drunk, but I checked each morning when I was sober.  Every shot. 
Multiple scenes.  There he… it?  Whatever he was, he was there, looking on.
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