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Chapter 1
Snow had dusted the roads and trees; carols filled the air and Susan
smiled as she drove by the houses dressed up with eccentric displays. Wherever she’d spent her holidays, it had always been the one time she relaxed.
She whistled as she strolled into the institution but then stopped as she
reached the wing. A lot of sad ladies, all staring at empty boxes.
Llys shook her head, squeezing Nora who burst into tears.
“What’s happened?” Susan hurried over, her stomach knotting with tension.
“Decorations have disappeared,” Llys said, sounding miserable.
“Maybe they just moved them?” Susan asked as Nora buried her head in
Tiz’s shoulder, sobbing.
“Maybe.” Llys sighed. “Either way, mentally, this is no good for anyone.”
She rubbed the bridge of her nose. “They’ve been looking forward to some
cheer.”
Susan nodded, staring at the boxes, she had too.
“Who took it?” Val stomped out of her office. “Who?”
“The decorations?” Llys asked.
“What? No, my radio.” Val snapped. “Don’t think I won’t hear you when
you stick my radio on.” She looked at the empty boxes. “Wait, the decorations
have been swiped too?”
Susan nodded.
“They are missing, let’s not assume too much,” Llys said, squeezing Aeron’s shoulder as her big brown eyes filled with sadness.
“Told you she would do it,” Val said, folding her arms. “I told you that she
was just playing you.” She scowled at Tiz. “Come on, where you stashed the tinsel.”
Tiz shook her head. “I haven’t taken it.”
Val wagged her finger. “Don’t think I can’t see you’re faking it. I’ll prove
you still got itchy fingers.” She jangled her bunch of keys in front of Tiz’s face.
Susan put her hands behind her back not to cover her eyes. Memories of
just how intense Tiz could be flashed through her mind. Shiny objects—Susan
shuddered.
Tiz looked at the keys and shook her head. “It wasn’t me.”
Val scowled deeper and rattled her keys so hard that they flew off her
stubby finger and clattered to the table top.
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Tiz reached down and picked them up, then held them out to Val. “I’m
okay now thanks to Doctor Gossett.”
“It’s Susan,” she mumbled trying to hide the wobble in her voice. Well
done, Tiz. Well done.
Llys looked at Tiz, a smile in her eyes. “As you can see, she’s not the culprit.”
Val took the keys and stared at them, her mouth more droopy than usual.
“Yeah, who’d have figured.”
“So, we need to find them,” Llys said, clearing her throat. Was she moved
too? “I’ll ask the other wings.”
Susan smiled. “And I’ll ask Tracy, if anyone knows, she will.”
“I’ll go butt some heads,” Val muttered. “I paid good money for that radio.”
Susan looked up at the middle window in the canteen. It was arched at
the top, almost a picture window if it wasn’t for the bars. Perfect for the Christmas tree… When they found it.
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Chapter 2
Flu season had hit so Susan placed her usual pile of files to one side until
after the holidays. She spent her morning battling sneezing inmates scared of
examination and then two doctors called in sick in the main prison. She’d
sprinted from one wing to the next, half-inclined to wear a surgical mask, in the
kind of crazed manner she hadn’t experienced since her rookie days as a doctor.
By the time she got back to her ward, she had been coughed at, sneezed
over, proposed to, cried at, heckled, flattered, sneezed at some more and was
ready to collapse onto her own desk and stick up her white flag.
“Doctor,” Tracy said the second she stepped through the door. “There are
two more wheezers waiting for you.”
Ever the kind compassionate nurse.
Susan pulled her stethoscope from around her neck with heavy arms.
“Lead the way.”
“It’s Lorelei and Tiz,” Tracy said, smiling at Aeron. “Lorelei has been entertaining us with carols.”
Aeron turned, spoon in her hand and an array of beakers in front with
different levels of water in them. “Oh, hey, doc. You look beat.”
Susan nodded and dragged her feet to the desk. Would they notice if she
snored? “You’re spluttering too?”
Hmm… not quite the opening line of a doctor but they’d get the idea.
Aeron and Tiz exchanged a glance.
“Kinda just made it up so we can ask on the missing decorations,” Aeron
said with a bashful shrug. “Nora ain’t stopped crying yet and now Aimee is
getting all melancholy.”
“It’s not pretty, doc,” Tiz said, shaking her head. “Think of the snot.”
“I’d rather snot—I mean not.” She decontaminated her hands and studied her desk. She could just lay her head on the nice cool surface and snooze. “I
haven’t had chance to ask yet…” She smiled, her eyelids drooping enough she
could see her own eyelashes. “Tracy!”
Tracy poked her head around the door.
“You have a minute?” If she held her head up with her hand, maybe it
wouldn’t feel so heavy? The weight of a bowling bowl perched on her vertebrae
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didn’t seem like such a wonderful idea with tense muscles. Why didn’t people have
thicker necks?
“Depends if it involves tongue depressors…” Tracy chewed on her lip. “Don’t want
that bug again.”
“We need your brains…” Ugh, now her lumber region was aching.
“Um… why?” Tracy eyed Tiz who had taken the spoon and was attempting Jingle
Bells, ish.
“Stop being a baby,” Susan said, rubbing at her back. Aeron stretched out her own
back. Susan cocked her head. Had she been running around too? “We have missing
Christmas decorations.”
Tracy scrunched up her mouth and sighed. “Yeah, I looked everywhere for them
but every bauble, every light, every piece of tinsel was gone.”
“Gone?” Susan frowned.
“Yeah, I asked around but everyone else said they have the same problem.” She
poked out her bottom lip. “Can only mean—”
“Mainz,” Susan spat.
Tracy nodded. “Assume so. Hope he’s just getting replacements.”
Susan, Aeron and Tiz all raised their eyebrows.
Tracy held up her hands. “He could have a heart in there… somewhere.”
They all folded their arms.
“Hey, I didn’t take them,” Tracy mumbled with a shrug. “He’s never nicked them
before.”
Susan got to her feet, aching much? “He’s not going to now either.”
Aeron and Tiz cheered, then Aeron winced and started to fiddle with her shoes.
Susan eyed her. “Yes, well… you two need to go and console Nora and Aimee.”
They high-fived each other and hurried out. Tracy shook her head, an exasperated
smile on her face. “You really think you can get Mainz to give them back?”
“I’ll try. If I happen to throttle him while I’m there…” Susan muttered.
“I’ll keep your dinner warm and get the girls covering up,” Tracy said with a wink.
Susan steadied herself. Thaw out Mainz…? She’d need more than a stethoscope
then.
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Chapter 3
Susan walked past Mainz’s secretary and stormed into his office, leaning
against the door.
Mainz looked up from his desk. He had bags ready at the side and his car keys
in his hand. “Susan?”
“Decorations.” She folded her arms. Like he was getting by without handing
them over.
He gave her a sly smile. “I’m about to go on leave. I don’t have time for this
conversation.”
She set her jaw. “Shame you made sure I worked all Christmas then because I
have plenty of time to stand here.”
His smile faded. “Get to the point.”
“I want our decorations back.” Which he knew. He did it just to irritate her,
she was sure of it.
“No.” He sat back and crossed his legs. “Next question.”
“How late are you planning to be for your flight?” She smiled, she’d stand in
front of the door until he listened.
“Susan, I will just move you.” He scowled.
“And then I’ll press charges for assault… or maybe sexual harassment too.
That would look good in the conference.” She was not moving.
“Typical woman.” He folded his arms. “Every year they play that blaring nonsense, cover themselves in decorations, and turn up looking like something off my
shoe.” He wagged is bony finger. “Not this year.”
“The inmates?”
“The staff, Susan.” He leaned onto the desk. “The inmates are worse. This is
not a holiday camp.”
“No, but isn’t Christmas about goodwill and peace?” Where had this guy
come from?
“I don’t celebrate it. I get on a plane and find a beach.” He glared at her. “And
now I am running late.”
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“Then we’ll put them up after you leave. It is Christmas.” She was hoping that
would appeal to any sense of goodness in him.
“I sold them all.” He smiled again.
“You what?”
His eyes glinted. “You’d be amazed how many other institutions are in need of
cheap decorations.” He got up and glared down at her. “Please move.”
She did so, stunned. He walked out of his office and she wandered after him.
How could he do such a thing?
“Before you have any bright ideas,” he shot at her, wheeling his suitcases alongside. “I’ve entrusted senior staff to remove any decorations that creep their way into
the institution.”
Susan glared at him and he walked off, waving to his secretary who looked ready
to punch him too.
“Not if I find sedatives,” Susan shot under her breath.
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Chapter 4
Susan seemed to find herself outside Llys’ office more often than not. It
was so much of a habit that Llys’ secretary grinned at her the second she
turned to walk toward the door.
“Doctor Llys has a free session,” she chimed, Christmas jumper on show.
Susan cocked her head. “How did you get that through security?”
“Oh, they don’t do strip searches, Doctor.” She tittered, hiding her
mouth with her hand. “And they can’t make me take a top off when that’s all I
have on.”
Susan nodded. “Well done, good to see someone standing by their feelings.”
The secretary raised her eyebrows. “I’d like to take that compliment but
I didn’t know it wasn’t allowed.”
Susan smiled. “Either way, well done.”
“Doctor Gossett is enthused about the holidays,” Llys said, amusement
in her voice.
Susan looked to her and beamed. “I am.”
Llys chuckled. “Then, how may I help you?”
She glanced at the secretary. “I have… um… a patient with bauble-itis?”
The secretary winced and went back to her work. Susan looked to Llys
who motioned to her office.
“Please tell me someone doesn’t actually have bauble-itis?” She glanced
back over her shoulder as Llys shut the door.
“No idea, you are the one with the diagnosis.” Llys grinned and walked
over to her chair.
“Hey, you made up Jell-O-Phobia,” she mumbled. “What was with the
wincing?”
“You’re a doctor,” Llys took a seat and relaxed into it. “It sounded very
serious.”
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“Ah.” Susan perched on the squishy couch. Her back ached, her feet
ached, her head ached. “I talked to Mainz.”
“Yes?” Llys sighed. “If it went anything like my conversation, you learned
he dislikes the holidays and even though he’s not here, he doesn’t want any of
the inmates, or staff to enjoy it.”
“You too?”
Llys nodded. “Intolerable man.”
Susan had to agree. “So what do we do. I’m not having the girls go without some Christmas cheer.”
“I’m not sure what we can do… he’s sent out an email ordering that any
decorations be confiscated.” Llys fiddled with her pen. She always seemed to be
playing with it. “No one is happy but there’s always one or two ready to spoil it
for everyone.”
Susan glanced at the door. “Actually, I have an idea…”
“Sounds dangerous.” Llys’ eyes twinkled.
“Says the psychiatrist,” Susan winked at her. “But it’ll need to be word of
mouth…”

12

The Whistleblower - Christmas Special: Guiding Star

Jody KLAIRE

Chapter 5
Susan waved as Frei pulled to a stop outside her house. Tracy hadn’t long
left for work. Frei must have been waiting and slid her passenger side window
down.
“You look like you’re up to something,” Frei said, eyes tracking over Susan, a small smile breaking out.
“Sometimes you have to defend your beliefs,” she grinned.
“And snowmen with flashing noses are something you’re unmovable
on?” Frei’s tone was bored, flat but her eyes were twinkling.
“Yes, because it represents the innocence of childhood, of hope and joy
and playing in the snow until you can’t feel your fingers.” Susan squeezed the
nose which played White Christmas.
“It does?” Frei cocked her head. “You learn something new every day.”
“Says you with the Christmas tree on the dash.”
Frei reached out and tapped the tree, it lit up and did a jiggle, singing
Hark! The Herald Angels.
“Would have thought Oh Christmas Tree would have been more fitting.”
Susan reached in and leaned on the door, flicking at the tinsel around the gear
stick. Frei used the same weird British English name for it as Tracy.
“It does, it has a few numbers in its repertoire.” Frei thumbed to her back
seat. “You think you’ll smuggle all this inside?”
Susan looked at the boxes of decorations and smiled. “Yup, only the tree
is trickier.”
Frei smiled a cheeky smile.
“What?”
“Maybe I could fire it over the wall?” Frei smiled wider. “Or you could
place the pieces along your spine.”
“Funny,” Susan said, leaning in and poking her. “You’re the only one of us
who stands straight enough to do that.”
Frei got out of the car and pulled out the first box. “So, I’ll help you get
your plan into action and get on with some work.”
“You’re not going home for Christmas?” Susan picked up her own box
and fumbled in her pocket for her car keys.
“Christmas is inside,” she said with a twinkle in her eyes. “In the trunk?”
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Susan nodded, unlocking the car. “I didn’t think you were the type to get
so into it.” She even had snowflakes in spray foam on her back windows.
“I love it, it made the difference growing up.” She sighed to herself as if
shaking off some memory. “And a friend of mine makes it compulsory to be festive.”
“Friend?” Susan clambered out of her back seat, stowing the rest of the
boxes.
“The one who I was worried about before.” Frei let out a long sigh.
“Turns out you’re just as festively-inclined.”
Susan grinned. “Oh yes.”
Frei strode back to her car, then stopped. She turned, strode back and
pulled Susan into a hug, squeezing once and letting go. “Merry Christmas.”
Susan raised her eyebrows. “Did you drink all the eggnog?”
Frei smiled and tapped her nose.
Susan watched her go, then smiled to herself as Frei roared off. Mysterious, cool and a big lover of Christmas, what a woman.
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Chapter 6
Inside the institution, a guard sat at the security gate. A deep scowl on his
ragged features, gray hair receding and a stomach big enough he rested his
coffee on it. He would rather be home, feet up, beer in hand. Working on
Christmas Eve. Ugh. Would have helped if Mainz hadn’t confiscated the TV.
Mainz was a jerk.
“Morning,” one of the cleaners chimed as she tottered in through the
main door. “You look happy as always.”
He grunted. Why was the woman wearing such a huge coat? She always
did odd things. Who didn’t in this place. “Cold out?”
“Bitter. Been snowing.” She said, stepping through the scanner.
It dinged.
“You got metal on?” He couldn’t be bothered to get up. Mainz could run
the gate himself if he wasn’t happy.
“Yeah, like always.” The cleaner eyed the gate. “Don’t normally ding.”
“What metal you got?” He stretched out his legs, knee crunching and
scratched his chin.
“Wedding ring, earrings, necklace…” She scowled up at him. “I’m a woman, take your pick.”
He held up his hands. Sounded like the wife. “Forget it, just head on
through.”
“But it went off.”
He shrugged and pressed the gate release. “If you bust out inmates, you
owe me a beer.”
The cleaner tutted at him and tottered off. She looked like a snowman
the way she was puffed up. Weird.
“Huck, you got cobwebs on you again,” Val snapped as she stomped in.
Must have been cold. Val was wrapped up in a huge quilted looking coat. “You
want me to stick you on the yard?”
He shook his head. If it was so bitter, he was staying in the warm. “New
coat?”
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She stared at him. “Huck, I ain’t interested. Quit drooling or I’ll give you
something better to do.”
He sat up straight. She was no looker.
Ding.
The gate beeped and Val sighed. “Forgot to take my keys off.” She went
back and stuck her keys in the tray, sending them through and went back to the
gate.
Ding.
She stared up at it. “I ain’t got no more metal.”
He weren’t frisking her neither. “What you want me to do ‘bout it?”
Val eyed him. “Guess, use what brain you ain’t pickled. I got enough to
do.”
He pressed the gate release button.
Val picked up her keys and stomped off into the institution.
A long line of staff filtered in and he leaned on his fist, half a sleepy eye
on the scanner as they started taking metal off and sliding the tray through.
Ding.
Ding.
Ding.
He groaned. Guards, cleaners, nurses. They all set off the stupid machine.
He wasn’t meant to press the gate to clear them when they did that. He sighed.
Mainz’s stupid rules demanded he go frisking each one of them.
He hit the door release. Mainz could go jump.
Ding.
Ding.
Ding.
He glared at the line of staff all looking to him for answers. “I ain’t got a
clue why it’s doing it.” He held the gate release button. “It’s as crazy as the rest
of the place.”
Doctor Llys and Doctor Gossett joined the line, whispering about something. He straightened up. Now they were worth frisking.
Ding.
Ding.
Ding.
He hit the gate release then blew into his hand, winced. Coffee breath.
Ah well.
Doctor Llys reached the scanner.
Ding.
She raised her eyebrows. “Perhaps it’s trying for a tune?”
He smiled. “I got to check you out.”
Llys looked him up and down. “You’ve let everyone else through.”
“Yeah but… er… spot checks.” He nodded. Yeah, spot checks.
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“Huck, what you doin’?” Val pushed open the door to the office. “You
ain’t searchin’ nobody.”
He huffed. “She beeped.”
Val glared at him.
He sighed and hit the gate release. “She could have metal on her.”
“An’ unless you want metal inserted some place, you’ll quit drooling.” Val
stuck her key in the lock and twisted it. The gate opened fully. Llys, Gossett and
the others filed through.
“How cold is it?” He shivered at the thought. He hadn’t seen everybody
wrapped up this warm in a while.
“Unless you want to find out, you just use the gate and the scanner for
the visitors.” Val turned and stomped away, slamming the door behind her.
He sighed and stuck his feet back up on the desk. No visiting today. He
smiled. Time for a nap.
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Chapter 7
Susan smiled as she pulled the top of the tree from under her jumper and
handed it to Val, who lifted it up to Nora who was on Aeron’s shoulders.
“You got it?” Val muttered, on her tip-toes.
“Nora, quit wrigglin’, you’re gonna take a dive,” Aeron said, adjusting her
stance.
“I’m excited,” Nora shot. “We got Christmas back.”
Aeron chuckled. “Yeah we do.”
Val smiled, actually smiled and danced about on the balls of her feet as
Nora placed the top section in place.
Val’s radio crackled and she groaned. “If that’s Huck again, I’m gonna
knock out what teeth he got left.” She hurried into her office then “ooh’d,” and a
few seconds later she poked her head out, shock in her eyes. “I got a present.”
Susan put on her best ignorant face. “You have? Wonder who that’s
from?”
Val shook it. “It’s heavy.” She chewed on her lip, reading the label. “Says I
can open it after the carols.”
When better to break in her new radio? Susan turned to Llys who was on
the balcony, radio in hand, running the decorating operation for the entire institution. Llys gave her a thumbs up.
Doris had a handful of fake snow and was throwing it over the nativity scene in the corner. “I ain’t sure if there was snow in Bethlehem but hopefully He
don’t mind the touch.”
Peggy hoisted a box of baubles to Aimee who had Tiz on her shoulders and
didn’t look half as steady as Aeron. “You got them?”
Tiz stared down at the silver one in her hand. “It’s pretty.”
Everyone stopped and stared at her.
A grin broke out on her face. “Just kidding.”
Inmates from all over the wing decorated and laughed and sang to each
other in such a way Susan was hard pushed to remember where they were. She
went to the canteen counter and picked up a freshly made mince pie. She wandered down to solitary and over to the door where Uma was being kept, nodding
to the guard.
“It’s Susan. I don’t know if you can understand me or if you are really able
to hear me at all…” She sighed. “But it’s Christmas and I don’t want you to think
18

The Whistleblower - Christmas Special: Guiding Star

Jody KLAIRE

you’re alone.” She pulled down the flap and held the pie in the gap, hoping
Uma wouldn’t rip her hand off. “You like them?”
She heard movement and braced, the guard dropped her hand to her
belt, ready.
Uma slid her hand around Susan’s, gripped it.
Susan held her breath.
Uma gave her a squeeze, took the pie and dropped her hand away.
“Merry Christmas,” she whispered and put the flap back in place. She
wandered back into the room, seeing the inmates all huddled around the now
decorated tree, song sheets in hand.
“Hey, we ain’t got nothing to stick on top,” Nora muttered. “You got anything?”
Peggy and Aimee shook their heads.
Llys walked down the stairs, calling the staff over who were all in Christmas jumpers and switched on the tree lights.
Cue “oohs,” even Susan caught herself doing it. Llys stood next to the
tree, and nodded to Aeron. “We were trying to think of whether an angel or a
star would be the best option but Aeron told me that you get something better
than anything we could buy.
Llys nodded to Val who shut off the lights making the night sky outside
fade into view.
Susan put her hands over her mouth as the clear sky complete with stars
filled the window and one bright star twinkled at the top of the tree.
“Christmas ain’t about what you don’t have but about what shines
brighter than anything else,” Aeron whispered.
“Hope,” Llys mumbled as if to herself.
“Joy,” Nora called out, cuddling Tiz.
“Peace,” Aimee yelled, tucking into a mince pie.
“Love,” Susan found herself saying as the inmates started to sing Silent
Night and she scanned over the nativity scene.
Hay, a manger and a whole lot of love.
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