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I had repeated interviews with the cops. I was the Prime Suspect. I had told my two best mates I 

was going to steal the pearl pendant; I’d taken them to the pearl shop window on purpose to 

show it to them. Worse than that was the hoity toity pearl shop woman telling the cops of my 

interest in the pendant and my attempts to ‘case the joint’. They had no other leads. No 

witnesses had come forward and there was not much solid evidence. There was only a smashed 

window, a missing pearl pendant and my suspicious behaviour. 

 

It didn’t help that I had no alibi for my whereabouts at the time of the theft. No one else had 

been with me. No one knew where I had been: not my mother or family, not the neighbours, or 

any of my friends. No one could give me an alibi. The cops questioned everyone they could 

think of who might know where I had been, but no one could tell them. 

 

With nowhere else to turn, the cops kept the questions coming at me. It wasn’t easy responding 

to them because my stupid fantasy about pleasing Auntie Gracie seemed out of place in the cold 

reality of the police station. I was very careful not to mention it was Auntie who had triggered 

the whole idea on a window-shopping spree. I’d do anything for Auntie Gracie; I wanted to keep 

the cops away from her. 

 

It was all down to me sitting there in the interview room as they asked me the same questions 

again and again. Sometimes they acted almost friendly, as if they were having a chat, sometimes 

they got tough. They let me know in grim terms how my life would be if I was convicted of the 

theft of the pearl pendant. With all the repeated questions I began to feel like an answering 

machine. 

No, I wasn’t anywhere near the pearl shop at the time of the theft. 

No, I didn’t break the pearl shop window. 

No, I don’t have the pearl pendant. 

No, I don’t want to get locked away. 
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Every now and then, when I was fed up, I would ask the cops questions. 

Why would I be dumb enough to tell my mates? 

Why would I be bothered stealing a pearl pendant? 

What do you think I would do with a flash piece of jewellery? 

Don’t you think I would tell you if I did know anything? 

 

They had no real evidence to link me to the crime, so they had to keep letting me go. Home to 

my mother, who was chain-smoking with worry, and crying, and angry. Her questions were more 

hysterical and a bit self-focussed. 

What have you got yourself into? 

How could you do this to me? 

What will people say? 

What if they lock you up? 

How will I get by without you? 

Why aren’t you telling me the truth?  I’ve got a right to know — I’m your mother. 

 

Mostly I said nothing at all, to anybody. My life had changed. I was the Prime Suspect. I felt on 

edge at home. I certainly didn’t want to go anywhere near Chinatown. I had already seen enough 

of how people were looking at me these days. I had no wish to see Pete and Jane; they didn’t 

seem to be my best mates any more. But more disturbing than everything, I found myself unable 

to make any contact with Auntie Gracie. I missed her a lot; I was in need of one of her special 

hugs. I wanted to feel like I did when I was small, when Auntie Gracie would hold me tight and 

keep me safe. Instead, it felt like I was one of the bad guys in a cop show on TV, which was no 

help to me at all. 

 

I took to spending hours killing time in a secret spot I discovered when I was just a kid. Over the 

years I’d go there any time I wanted to get away and think my own thoughts. This was definitely 
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one of those times. I needed to be on my own more than ever before. There were so many 

questions going around in my head. 

Why would someone like me steal anything? 

Who would have thought my best mates would tell on me? 

Why did they do that? 

What would they say the next time I saw them? 

 

I wondered if anybody believed what I was saying. The thing is, Auntie Gracie always made me 

feel she believed in me. That’s one of the reasons I love her so much. I spent ages wondering 

about her.  

What did she say to the cops when they questioned her? 

Has she said anything, to anyone, about our window-shopping spree? 

What was it about that pearl pendant that made Auntie Gracie want it so much when she saw it? 

What made it ‘a little treasure’ for her? 

Did she still want it as much as she did then? 

Had she really wanted someone to steal it for her? 

What about what Jane said, about not being able to wear it as people would know it had been stolen? 

Had Auntie Gracie realised she couldn’t openly wear stolen jewellery out and about? 

How does Auntie Gracie feel about what has happened? 

What does she think about what might happen to me? 

How does she feel about me now; does she still believe in me? 

 

The questions kept on spinning around and around. I never would have thought Auntie Gracie’s 

liking for window shopping — so she could imagine what she’d do with all the things she 
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admired (but couldn’t afford), and make jokes about ‘daggy’ dresses — would have led to me 

hiding from everyone and very unsure about what was going to happen next. I was even unsure 

about my lifelong gut feeling I would do anything for Auntie Gracie. 
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