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1: Jailhouse Rock
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Did you ever have one of those mornings when you forget who you are and where the hell you are? I was having one of those mornings. I opened my eyes and was met by a soft grey, it was dawn. The air was warm and my bed was hard as nails. The room was small with a single, small window high up in the end wall, the window had iron bars on the outside.

It was a bit disconcerting until I remembered. To be honest I would have preferred to forget again.

A man walked down the corridor running a baton on the iron bars of each cell.

'Wake up ya bastards!' he shouted.

He was greeted with a chorus of polite abuse.

'Bugger off.'

'Fuck ya.'

'Piss off.'

'Go get fucked.'

Another day had begun.

I sat up as the door to my cell opened.

'Get out of bed!' yelled a guard in blue.

I did as I was told.

A small army of men, including me, all dressed in slime green overalls complimented by slime green plastic sandals, lined up outside our cells. Dirty jokes were passed around by the line of green men.

Two guards walked up and down the row, one was wielding a lethal looking baton the other dangled small chains in front of us.

'We don't want any trouble today,' said the one with the baton.

'Spread your legs and put these on,' said the other.

Everyone, that is every one of the men in green, did as they were told. I didn't. May as well start the day as you mean to go on.

The guards came and stood next to me. I received a crack across the back with the lethal looking baton.

'We don't want any trouble from you today,' said the baton guard.

'Spread your legs,' said the other.

I didn't move.

I received another crack across the back.

'You fucking hard of hearing?' said the baton guard.

I put my hand up to my ear.

'What?' I said.

'Smart arse.'

'Who me?'

He raised his arm to hit me again. I grabbed his baton and the other guard pulled a gun.

'Drop it smart arse!'

I dropped it. I may be a smart arse but I'm not stupid.

'Spread your legs,' he said.

The guard with the chains bent down and put the shackles around my ankles. I was tempted to let my knee connect with his face but figured I'd probably done enough for one day.

The shackles weren't actually heavy, they were quite flimsy, I could walk with them on but I sure as hell couldn't run.

Across the way was another line up of prisoners, all in matching slime green. One of them was a big guy, he wasn't tall but he was a tree stump of muscle. His head was square, he had short spikes of blonde hair and sticking out from the green prison garb I could see plenty of tattoos. I'd never met him but I knew who he was, his name was Hannibal Brown. He was a thief, a shyster, a conman, a murderer and a rapist, and those were his good points.

We all hobbled along the corridor and were herded into a room with long benches and long tables.

I sat down in front of a tray of food.

Two men in green sat down, one either side of me, made a joke, laughed and then concentrated on their food. We each had a tray with a plastic bowl and various bits of food in paper bags. There was also some supposedly cooked food. A splodge of off white, which looked like lumpy plaster of paris, accompanied by two short brown protrusions. My guess was that it was supposed to be scrambled eggs with sausages but those googs, that's eggs if you're not Australian, didn't come out of any chook's bum, that's chicken's bum, if you're not Australian.

We each had a small paper carton of long life milk, tiny paper packs of sugar, a plastic spoon, a plastic knife, not really a knife, we couldn't be trusted with anything that resembled a real knife, it was for spreading margarine. Margarine for god' sake, what's the world coming to, not a blob of butter to be found. There was a small sachet of honey and two pieces of wholemeal bread in a waxed paper bag. This was all sitting on top of a small bright red plastic plate.

I picked up the small bright red plastic plate and threw it across the room, frisbee style. It flew beautifully but then crashed into a wall. A guard walked over to where I sat and hit me on the back with his baton. Playing frisbee was obviously not allowed.

I pulled a slice of bread from the packet and smeared margarine and honey over it. There was a plastic cup with tepid water in it accompanied by a tea bag and a sachet of coffee. I couldn't face the tea so I tipped the coffee into the tepid water. Kashmere, the love of my life, doesn't like me drinking coffee but I figured under the present circumstances she'd understand. The tepid water turned brown. I then tore the top off the carton of long life milk and added a dollop to my coffee. It was now a muddy colour. I ate the piece of bread, it tasted like cardboard, and swallowed some of the muddy liquid.

Life doesn't get much better than this.

The tree stump of muscle came and sat opposite me. He looked over at each of my neighbours, made a movement with his head, they stood up, took their trays of food and went to sit elsewhere. He then smiled at me.

'Got a sore back?' he said.

I ignored him.

'You don't like the guards?'

'I don't like anybody.'

'You gotta get on with the guards if you want to get out of this place.'

I drank some more muddy liquid, it wasn't improving with age.

'What ya been locked up for anyway?' he said.

'That's my business.'

'They say ya killed a guy.'

'They can say what they like.'

'They say you got twenty five years with no parole.'

'They seem pretty talkative, whoever they are.'

'I plan on walking.'

'Exercise is good for you.'

'I could sure use a guy like you on my side.'

'I work alone.'

He looked around, there were no guards up close and personal and the inmates were more interested in their food than in what he had to say.

'You don't think I'm gonna stay locked up in this hole for the next ten years do you?'

'I don't actually think anything about you.'

'I'm getting out of this place.'

'Good for you.'

'I'm planning a break out.'

'Hope it goes well.'

'Ya interested?'

'In what?'

'Getting out of this hole.'

'Like I said, if I go I go alone.'

'Don't be an idiot, I've got a plan, I'm not saying anymore now, I'll talk to you another time, maybe.'

'You do that.'

'I'm Hannibal,' he said.

'Hamma, Jack Hamma.'

He moved away.

When the cardboard and polystyrene sustenance had been consumed we all lined up again.

'Get a move on ya mob of drongos!' shouted the baton guard.

We shuffled along the corridor and, when we reached the end, one of the guards opened a big metal door which revealed a bus. We shuffled up to the bus, shuffled in and shuffled to a seat. No one said much, we were all concentrating on our shuffling.

When we were seated the two guards got in, they were armed with tasers, handguns, which were located in their belts, and capsicum spray. The guard whose baton I'd liberated earlier made his way down the bus and sprayed me in the face with a shot of capsicum juice.

I didn't move.

'You'll keep,' I said.

He moved to hit me with his baton. I stared at him, not an easy thing to do when your eyes are burning with capsicum spray and all you want to do is scream and plunge your head into a bucket of ice cold water. He thought better of it and returned to his seat. The driver started up the bus and it roared into life.

Not for the first time I wished I were somewhere else, anywhere else.

We drove alongside a wire fence, with razor wire on top, and came to a big metal gate which was electronically opened before we moved out in a cloud of dust heading into the desert.

I looked at the sky. In the east were a few insignificant clouds but the sun, which was still below the horizon, grabbed them and painted them a beautiful pink which slowly turned deep red. The desert was orange and in the distance was a flat topped mountain, the sun grabbed that too and painted it pink and then red. I saw a kangaroo, a big red, it looked at the bus and then hopped away.

After about half an hour on a bumpy dirt track my eyes were calming down and the bus came to a halt before a great expanse of endless whiteness. It was amazing. A vast salt lake stretched out ahead of us and seemed to go on forever. I'd seen it before but it never failed to impress.

There were huge yellow machines parked nearby, graders, front end loaders and tipper trucks, and there were piles of off white, almost pink, salt.

We all shuffled out of the bus, we had a day's work in the blistering Australian heat in front of us harvesting salt.

This is the Territory, Australia's Northern Territory. Famous for a Japanese air raid on Darwin in World War II, sometimes referred to as Australia's Pearl Harbour, also famous for a big red rock called Uluru, and a film which created Crocodile Dundee.

Every day we're bussed into the outback where we're put to work, using the big yellow machines, to gather up salt from the salt lake for the production of potash, a highly sort after agricultural fertilizer. It's not slave labour, although we don't get an awful lot of choice. We're paid, and from our wages an amount's subtracted for food and lodgings. We're given a pittance for pocket money to buy cigarettes and chocolate, but I don't smoke and Kashmere doesn't allow chocolate, and the rest is held over until we're released, on completion of our sentence.

All very nice, all very modern, all very civilised, but not my idea of fun. I wanted to get the hell out and hopefully my chance would arrive sooner rather than later.
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2: A Bit of a Thirst
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I was lying on the bed, in my tiny cell, staring at the tiny window high in the wall and thinking, as you do, about life death and the universe.

There was an almighty explosion. It was the sort of thing that destroys your ear drums and leaves you dazed. Air was sucked out from all around me and the building shook. The walls disintegrated and bits of concrete, wiring and who knows what poured down from above.

'Bloody hell!'

Rubble piled up all around me and began burying me alive. There was so much dust I couldn't breathe and had to spit grit and dust from my mouth. I struggled, managed to get my arms free and then worked quickly to free my legs.

I had to get out of here.

I stood and looked around at the devastation but not for long, a lump of timber crashed down and hit me on the head.

'Fuck!'

Light shafted into my cell cutting through the suspended dust. I pushed timber and rubble aside and crawled to a wall that was still standing, I was hoping to take shelter there. Not a good idea, the wall began to rock, I scrambled aside and it collapsed into yet another heap of rubble and more swirling dust.

I moved out into what had been the corridor, it was a mess. In the guards' office one of the guards was bent over coughing and spluttering and blood was running from a wound on his head. I knew just how he felt.

I climbed a slope of rubble, reminiscent of the scree on a mountainside, looked over the top and saw lots of inmates, in the exercise yard, all huddled together in a terrified heap.

A prison guard loomed out of the dust haze holding a shotgun.

'Put your hands up high where I can see them!' he shouted.

I wasn't sure if he was talking to me or them but I didn't wait to find out. I lunged at him, from atop the pile of rubble, we collided and rolled through the remains of a wall. He was knocked unconscious without me even trying.

Another shape appeared in the dust haze and came towards me. I grabbed the guard's gun and pointed it at the shape.

'Don't shoot, it's me Hannibal, follow me, I can use a good man with a gun,' he said. 'Shoot any screw that comes our way.'

He clumsily climbed up over the rubble and I followed.

'The screws are searching round the front, I've got a bit of a distraction going on round there, to keep them busy, my wheels is out the back. Do you still want to go it alone?'

'Maybe I could tag along, just for the hell of it.'

'Good man, I reckon we can help each other.'

We walked down the remains of another corridor passing cell after cell of groaning inmates.

'Maybe we should help some of these fellas,' I said.

'Fuck em,' said Hannibal. 'You coming or playing Mother Theresa?'

'I'm right behind you.'

'We can get out down the end.'

We put our heads down and kept going.

'You know, I think someone used a bit too much powder,' I said. 'They've blown this place to kingdom come.'

'That's the idea, it'll keep the screws busy.'

We stumbled along until we came to an intact wall about five meters high.

'Fuck,' said Hannibal. 'That's s'posed to be down, it has to be down. Now what?'

'Well I guess we have to find a way around it, over it or under it,' I said.

'I can see why they call you a smart arse.'

Along the side, at floor level, was a drain.

'Where does that go?'

'How the fuck do I know?'

'Let's try it.'

'Ya gotta be kidding me.'

I couldn't believe I'd suggested the drain. I hate confined spaces and that was one hell of a confined space. I desperately looked around, we had no choice.

'Looks to me like that's the only way out,' I said.

'Someone's gonna pay for fucking this up. Okay, but you go first.'

I knelt down and looked into the drain. It was small, dark, smelt disgusting and was my idea of hell on earth. Over the hole was a metal grill. I took it in my hands, ripped it off and jumped in.

I didn't get far, it was smaller than it looked. My head touched the top, my chest the bottom and the sides were so close I could hardly move my arms. I lay there wedged. Hannibal had dived in straight after me and tried pushing his way forward, I tried to move but nothing happened, we were stuck.

'We're gonna die,' said Hannibal.

I was beginning to think he could be right.

Any second now I'd lose the plot, I know the signs, I had to get out of the drain and I had to do it fast.

I tried to put my arms above my head but they wouldn't go so I used my hips to wiggle forwards. I pushed, I shoved, I wiggled and somehow I began to move. The drain widened out, just a fraction, it wasn't much but it was enough. I used my elbows and knees, not much happened at first but slowly, inch by inch, I began to move. Hannibal, behind me, grunted and cursed but managed to move himself along like a freight train shunting.

We began to make progress but we had to move quicker, the roof of the drain was collapsing.

'Bloody hell,' said Hannibal, 'the fucking roof's caving in.'

'Keep moving.'

'I can't, I can't fucking breathe.'

'Keep moving!'

We pushed on. More roof fell in and even more followed. It wasn't looking good. Oh shit, I would not die here, not now, not like this.

'Help me for fuck's sake, help me!' screeched Hannibal.

'Move yourself!'

'I can't, oh fuck I'm gonna be buried alive. I don't fucking deserve this, me old man used to beat me, ma ran off with some drop kick, I got expelled from school, twice, been in and out of these hell holes all me life and now I'm gonna be buried alive.'

'Shut the fuck up and move,' I said.

My arms felt like they were being wrenched out of their sockets, my mouth was filling with gravel and concrete and my brain was beginning to implode. Hannibal was right, we were going to die.

With a thunderous noise the roof of the drain completely collapsed. I closed my eyes and waited for the blackness to surround me.

After what seemed like an eternity I opened my eyes again.

'Blue!' I yelled. 'Blue!'

'Huh?'

'Blue, blue sky.'

I was lying in the open, the sky was above my head and it was blue, a beautiful blue, a magic blue, the most wonderful blue I'd ever seen.

'Oi smart arse, get me out of this shit I can't breathe,' choked Hannibal.

'Grab hold of my hands, I'll pull you out.'

We scrambled to our feet, coughed and spluttered some more and then looked in front of us. Waiting there, for all the world to see, was a brand new Gallop Romper four wheel drive with the keys in the ignition. It was a sickly, sugary, pastel green.

'What sort of colour is that?' I said.

'Fuck the colour,' said Hannibal. 'Get in,'

'I wouldn't be seen dead in that thing,' I said. 'And anyway where's the driver?'

'You're looking at him. I've got contacts. I got it dropped here.'

Hannibal jumped into the jalopy, I followed, he turned the key and it started instantly. His foot hit the floor, the machine revved wildly, took off like a race horse at the starting gate and careered into a pile of fallen rubble. The Gallop Romper climbed, spun around like a spinning top, then somersaulted like a mad mouse at the fair. I fell out and don't know how I managed not to be crushed by the great hulk crashing down.

For a few seconds there was nothing but dust and peace and quiet.

Hannibal climbed out of the driver's side window.

'I've fucked it,' he said.

'Maybe a driver would've been a good idea.'

'Well why didn't you drive the fucking thing smart arse?'

'Wasn't asked.'

I looked around. Hannibal sat in the dirt with his head in his hands.

'Get up,' I said. 'It's time to go.'

'Go, go where? There's a thousand miles of desert out there and we got no wheels.'

'We've got legs.'

'Legs?'

'We can walk.'

'Walk, I ain't walking, it's the fucking desert.'

'Well I'm going.'

'We'll die out there.'

'No we won't, we'll be right.'

'Ya gotta be joking.'

I climbed back into the Gallop Romper, crawled around and found a few things we might need including three one litre bottles of water. Someone forgot the driver but at least they'd remembered the water. Hannibal grabbed two of the bottles and, before I could stop him, emptied the contents of one down his throat. He gurgled and spluttered and wasted most of it.

He threw the empty bottle away. I picked it up.

'Waste not want not,' I said.

'Don't make me laugh.

'Walk.'

'We'll die.'

'Not if we're smart we won't.'

'Two pissy little bottles of water ain't going to last long.'

'We don't touch that water till we make camp, tomorrow we'll refill the bottles.'

'Oh yeah where from? We gonna find some ice water in a fridge maybe? We're in the fucking desert, there ain't no water, that's what the word desert means.'

'Thanks for the English language lesson.'

'We'll die out there.

'We could, but we won't.'

'So where do we get more water smart arse? You going to tell me there's taps out there?'

'Kind of, there's a string of old aboriginal water holes, about a day's march between each one.'

'Tell me another.'

'I can get us to them.'

'And there's water?'

'There may be.'

'And if not?'

'We could get a bit of a thirst going.'

'That's fucking suicide.'

'You got a better idea?'
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3: Finches
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In the distance I could see a dry salt lake and further on was a low flat headed mountain, it shimmered in the sunlight, a vibrant red brown. The scrub all around us was low bushes, salt bush and emu bush, they were scattered across the plain with plenty of flat sandy soil between them. Walking wasn't hard but the sun beat down like a blast furnace gone troppo.

We came to a four wheel drive track and I took it as it headed roughly towards the low mountain which was our destination. There were skeletons of a few dead trees and lots of spinifex grass, a spiky circle of needles with a bare patch in the centre, dotted around the place. An old bull, probably a Murray Grey, looked up as it chewed some tussocky grass and a kangaroo, lounging under one of the dead trees, watched us carefully.

We trundled on not speaking, we needed all our energy for walking and the sun drained us of any desire for small talk. Massed flies buzzed around us. I'd improvised sun shades from some old rags I'd found in the four wheel drive but nothing could keep those blasted flies away.

I must say, they did not enhance the pleasure of walking through the desert.

It was a slow trudge and the mountain never seemed to get any closer no matter how long we walked. Hannibal was clandestinely drinking his water, he wasn't coping with the heat. I called a halt and we sat under a dead old tree, pretended it gave us some protection from the blistering sun, and drank.

Hannibal threw his empty bottle away.

'Hold onto that you'll need it,' I said.

'Plastic junk,' he said.

'That plastic junk'll save your life.

'You get it.'

'Nope, it's your funeral.'

He stood up, retrieved the empty bottle and then sat back down in the scanty shade.

'That bloody mountain never gets any closer.'

'We'll be there tonight.'

'They'll catch us before then, we stick out like a pimple on a tart's bum.'

'They won't see us, not yet, they'll be searching the road not the desert, and if you hear a plane drop and keep still. We're not making any dust, we'll be okay, we'll get to the mountain tonight.'

'We'll be fucking dead by tonight.'

'You want to go back?'

'It's so bloody hot I can't stand it.'

'Yes you can.'

'I'll get fucking heat exhaustion. I think I'd rather be back there.'

'No you don't, anyway it's not hot today.'

'Not hot, not hot! It must be over forty in the bloody shade and there ain't no shade. God knows how hot it is out in the sun.'

'We'll get to the water hole.'

'We don't even know if there is any fucking water.'

'There's water,' I said. 'You're burning up more energy than you need to, stay calm.'

'Stay calm, listen to the smart arse. There's no fucking water, were never gonna find any fucking water. We're gonna fucking die.'

He was beginning to get on my nerves. For a big tough guy he was doing one hell of a lot of whinging.

'If we don't find water I'll fucking kill you,' he said, 'and I'll piss on your bloody carcass.'

'Yeah, yeah, let's walk.'

We were walking towards Mt Adna. It was flat topped, a roaring red and it's slopes were rubble, a sort of off white chalky rubble that looked like it had been piled up to support the mountain. I had no intention of climbing the mountain, that would achieve nothing, my goal was to walk around the base, that would be the best bet for finding water.

We came to a salt lake, the salt crunched under foot and the surface looked like it had snowed. It was beautiful but we couldn't walk on it. If you get stuck out there in the middle, and it's easy to get stuck, you're dead. There could be water, under the salt crust, not water you can drink, but enough water that the salt will be thin and break and we'd be up to our knees, if not higher, in saline mud. Not my idea of a good time.

'We'll have to circle round,' I said.

'Oh fuck, just leave me here, I wanna go back, they can lock me up and throw away the key, I don't care.'

'There's water at the foot of Mt Adna.'

'How d'ya know it's called Mt Adna?'

'Because I'm the outdoors type, I climb mountains, I walk in the bush. You, you're the indoors type, you spend your time in and out of jail, one sentence after another, I prefer the big wide world. There are three mountains, about 20k's or so apart, Adna, Banya and Karinga. If we can make it to each of those in turn, by a day's march, we'll find water. Then there's a roadhouse and cattle station about another 40k's from the last mountain.'

'That's a hundred fucking kilometres, we'll never do it.'

'We will if you stop whinging and walk.'

'They'll be waiting for us, they'll get black trackers.'

'The aboriginal trackers won't be looking this way.'

'Oh? And why not smart arse?'

'Because they'll say going this way is suicide.'

'I agree with em. How d'ya know there's water?'

'The local aboriginal people lived here for tens of thousands of years and knew all the water holes.'

'Don't tell me you're a fucking aboriginal.'

'Not exactly, but I'll find you water.'

As we walked the sun blistered the landscape, the spinifex stabbed at our legs and any discarded tree limb, odd rock or bone from a long dead marsupial tripped us. Hannibal walked forward with his head down, shuffling from side to side, cursing under his breath.

'That mountain ain't getting no closer,' he said.

He stopped, turned and grabbed me around the throat.

He took me completely by surprise, I wasn't prepared for an attack. I fell backwards and he crashed down on top of me but he couldn't fight, he was too exhausted.

'Don't make me hurt you,' I said.

He raised his arm, thought better of it, and fell back in the sand.

'I'm done,' he said.

'No you're not, walk, we're nearly there.'

I stood up.

The sun was losing its intensity, the day was beginning to cool.

'Listen,' I said.

'What?'

'Those birds, they're finches.'

'So fucking what smart arse?'

'If you see finches there's water.'

'David fucking Attenborough.'

I started to run. I passed an old mulga tree and some tussock grass which looked almost green and there, less than one hundred metres away, was a rock pool, a large rock pool. I ran, dived into the water, opened my mouth and took a long hard drink. I felt I'd died and gone to heaven.

We made camp under the mountain and instantly fell asleep.

Sunrise was stunningly beautiful. I looked out across the never-never and thought of Mum, should be here, she knows how to capture these colours.

The air was crisp and clean, it was cool and it felt good to be alive but it didn't last long. The sun poked its head above the horizon, like a giant fire god, and the world was instantly hot.

I skedaddled back to camp.

'We need to make tracks,' I said.

'Fuck off.'

'Get up. We've got to get a few miles under our belt before midday.'

'Go screw yourself.'

'Got a nice surprise for you today, spinifex, and not just the odd spinifex, but great planes covered in it, it's tussock grass, grows in great rounded clumps, spiky as all hell, you'll love it.'

Hannibal stared at me. He rubbed his eyes and looked up into the heavens.

'This fucking sun,' he said.

'It'll be easier today, not so far to march.'

He looked at me with a peculiar look in his eyes.

'You really reckon you can get me outta here?'

'Yep.'

'Okay, you get me outta here and I can guarantee you make some money.'

'How?'

'I'll cut you in on something big.'

'Sounds good.'

'I kidnapped this girl.'

'What girl?'

'It don't matter what girl, do you want in or not?'

'Talk.'

'She's a stupid dumb kid but I ain't laid a finger on her.'

'How come?'

'Worth too much dough alive and well.'

'Heiress?'

'Maybe. I got a place in Sydney, she's stashed there, I got people looking after her and if you can get me outta here I can cut you in.'

'I'm listening.'

'Her ole man, he's a fucking billionaire, I hate rich people.'

'How much you asking for her?'

'Never you mind, but I'll see you right, if you get me outta this stinking desert.'

'I'll get you out.'

'I got her stashed in a room in Sunshine Cove. She lives in this big fucking mansion, I got smart, I rented a shack across the fucking road, the police'll never think to look there, just a few fucking metres from her dad's mansion. I got her stashed there and I'd have the fucking money now only I got arrested, I beat up the wife and she dobbed be in for some previous, the bitch, she deserved a beating but I'll sort her out when I get back. The kid's just across the road from her dad's Sydney mansion, ya gotta laugh.'

I did laugh, I put my head back and let rip.

In my pocket was a very small beeper, I put my hand in my pocket, pressed the beeper and in no time flat we were surrounded by police.

Hannibal was handcuffed and shackled. I was given the five star treatment.

'I'll kill ya, ya bastard!' yelled Hannibal.

He was thrown in the back of a paddy wagon and driven away.
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4: Welcome to the End of the World
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It was insanely hot. Smoke smothered the sky like a mushroom cloud from a nuclear bomb. A roaring tsunami of blisteringly hot orange, yellow and violet flames devoured everything in its path. I was sweating heavily, a bit of an understatement really, water poured out of me as if I was a waterfall in full flood.

I was in Dad's old ute, in the Australian Outback, where the roads are little better than sand drifts. I'd got the ute fixed up since the last time I'd used it, it had given up the ghost in the middle of Adelaide, just as I was on the run from two heavily armed members of the Russian mafia. It was still an old crock, the steering wasn't holding up too well and the brakes left a bit to be desired but it would do for the job in hand.

I had to drive straight into a roaring furnace, not the most intelligent thing for me to be doing on a Wednesday afternoon but there you go. A man's got to do...you know the rest.

The low scrub turned into scrappy mallee trees. A mallee is a many stemmed stunted eucalypt and if they catch fire, with their leaves full of eucalyptus oil, they blow up like an oil refinery that's been fire bombed.

The heat radiated through the windscreen of the ute. I poured water over an old Yasser Arafat head scarf I'd worn when I was a young rebellious teenager and
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