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Part 1






Chapter 1 On the Way Home…And There

On the way home, Derek Lubeck took one of the back roads, as he sometimes did. The one that goes through the little town of Wallum Brook. It was the last day of 1998, and he was on his way back to the family property, set in a fertile subtropical valley in the Mid-North Coast hinterland and owned by his mother, Mrs Lubeck. He had just been on one of his frequent trips to Sydney. Well, Chatswood West on the lower north shore to be more precise, where he stayed with the fragrant Miss Sunrose and generally, one or two others in a house backing into ancient native bush, a stone’s throw from the tidal Lane Cove River and which had become, over the years, his second home. Between his comings and goings, Derek often felt he was getting something like the best of both worlds.

This time was a little different though, for he had told Miss Sunrose, a neat, organised mid-thirties professional, that he was not sure when, or even if, he would be back. Lack of money being the main problem…and going further backwards to boot. She of course did not take this too well and Derek ended up saying that he would have to see what happened, and that maybe he would be back sooner than they thought and could not help feeling rather bad about it all.

Anyway, he felt like doing something different this year and so he stopped at Wallum Brook to partake in the New Year’s Eve festivities already well under way at the Tavern there. Quite a crowd had gathered, and the band was playing. Derek ran into a few friends and acquaintances and was having a good night. He had with him, of course, Champ, his fine, black, wolf-like Belgian Shepherd-Border Collie cross. Miss Sunrose had rescued Champ as an unnamed pup from the Yagoona pound a little over three years ago, and Derek and the faithful dog had been practically inseparable and unseparated ever since.

Fairly early in the evening, Derek found in his jacket pocket a little plastic packet someone had slipped him some months earlier. “Enough in there for a good night”, the guy had said. Now as you can see, by the fact that it was still in his pocket, it was not something he did very much at all, but “what the heck,” thought Derek, “it’s New Year’s Eve.” It had never really hurt him before, and truckers and heaps of others use it all the time, it’s best to ‘dispose of the evidence’. So, he promptly snorted the contents, amphetamine of some sort, and continued having a good night. He did not drink very often either, nor too much, as a rule, but he drank like a fish this night. Vodkas and orange mainly. A few sessions on the hemp in the car rounded out the intake nicely. And so, as I say, Derek continued to have a good time, talking, capering and frolicking to the band and so forth until, in his exuberance, he smashed his right shoulder into the ground while attempting a difficult acrobatic manoeuvre. He was quite athletic and with a bit of practice he would probably have been OK, but he’d never even tried this one before.

At first, the sharp, stinging pain made him think that perhaps he’d snapped his collarbone. Being brought up on rich, pure, creamy milk, the cows from which he had milked himself from ages ten to eighteen, and being of wiry yet sturdy build, Derek had never broken a bone. Despite many situations where such might almost be expected. So, he was not sure what it would feel like. After a while, he could move his arm in all directions, albeit painfully, and so he knew nothing was broken. He continued talking but ceased his capering and frolicking. The clown was lucky he hadn’t snapped his neck and paralysed himself. Oh well, live and learn.

Soon after the end of the entertainments the two local policemen called from across the road to the remaining thirty or so revellers.

“OK everybody! Go home! We’ll give you ten minutes to clear out. We won’t follow or breath test anyone during that time.” A sort of amnesty. Most fair and reasonable of them. “After that, we’re going to come over and start arresting people under the Liquor Act.” To Derek, that mood of charity seemed to dissolve a little. Again, it was not something he would normally do by any means, but he couldn’t seem to restrain himself, and called back, “Ooh! The licker act!”

No one laughed, and he was annoyed with himself and regretted it immediately.

“If you want to get smart we can come over and get you right now!” retorted one of the cops.

“No, you’re right. Sorry about that,” replied Derek, much more meekly this time. That cocky, cheeky manner had reared its nasty head a couple of times of late, he had noted, and he did not like it at all. It reminded him too much of a certain nasty character to whom you will be introduced soon enough, and he resolved then and there to nip it in the bud, and from here on in cease such insolent and disrespectful behaviour. Easily done, really. Same as he’d given up pretty much all swearing several years ago, subscribing to the belief that swearing led to lazy speech and thence to lazy thinking. Or the way he had recently taken up saying ‘yes’ instead of ‘yeah’ most of the time. And this smart-Alec behaviour was not yet an ingrained habit by any means.

Anyway, he took up the cops’ amnesty, said his goodbyes and left within five, giving his friend Alice, a painter, a lift to her house.

Derek awoke the next day in Alice’s grand stone residence a few kilometres from the village. He sat in the hot mid-morning sun, smoking and taking in the views down the valley of rocky, forested, overlapping spurs, giving way to the big Hunter River flats and lowlands in the far distance. Meanwhile Alice busied herself preparing the food for a little lunchtime soiree.

Soon Thomas, a retired engineer who lived nearby, and Helen, a piano tutor from Dee Why turned up.

Even though the others were in their fifties or older, while Derek was thirty-five, and many thought he looked only thirty, they all got on well and the conversation was lively. At one point during the meal, Derek remarked that he’d done something silly last night and now had a stiff, sore shoulder.

“What…you got into a fight?” queried Thomas, with a half-critical, half-amused look. Fighting seemed to be a common practice around these parts, Derek had noticed.

“Oh, no. I wouldn’t do that. No, I was trying to do one of those aerial somersaults you see Anthony Mundine and some of those other footballers and guys like that doing. I got half way through the turn and came crashing down with all my weight on my shoulder. I think I’ve tore a ligament or something. Unprepared, overconfident. Silly move. There’s a lump there too…” The others continued eating, unable to conceal widening grins. After all, it was not their ligament that was torn, nor their shoulder that hurt, and what’s more, it had been his own silly fault. “Yes, but the real mongrel is that I did something similar about ten years ago when I got speared into a brush box floor while wrestling and it had really only just gotten better. Anyway, it’ll get better again, that’s the main thing…” They were still grinning.

“So, you like football…?” asked Thomas.

“Not really, but you must admire the fitness and agility of some of those blokes, don’t you?”

“True, I suppose.”

That evening, both Derek and Alice noticed how Helen looked seventeen in the candlelight. The golden glow effaced the crow’s feet and highlighted her cheekbones and honey-blonde hair.

Derek left mid-morning the next day. Less than an hour later, on the highway just north of Newcastle, he picked up a hitchhiker. Something he often did, though not always. A little younger than Derek, this guy looked straight. Short hair, sports shoes, neat slacks and a polo shirt. A little overweight. Derek wondered vaguely what he was doing hitching in the first place. The guy said he was going to Taree, which was about two hours away. Derek said, “No worries.”

They made small talk for a bit. The hitchhiker said he’d been to Cessnock.

“What for?” asked Derek.

“To deliver some pot to my brother in gaol…” answered the hitchhiker with a sly grin. Derek’s already large, clear hazel eyes widened a little.

“You could get into a lot of trouble for that you know,” he advised. “It’d probably be a fairly major charge or two. Supply, for a start.”

“You just make sure you don’t get caught,” countered the hitcher, still grinning.

“So, how do you make sure they don’t catch you, then?”

“Oh, there’s ways.”

“Fair enough…” said Derek. “Got any left on you?”

“No,” said the hitcher, suddenly a little less cocky, almost as if caught out. And it did indeed strike Derek as suspicious. You’d think a guy who was keen enough on grass to risk doing time by smuggling it into gaol for someone else would keep some to smoke on the way home. Hide it away from the prison, and pick it up on the way back. Easy. And what most enthusiasts would do, he reckoned.

“Oh…” was all he said, but it smacked to him of some setup, and he certainly did not mention, or offer the use of, the bong and what was left of his bag of weed stashed under the back seat. He asked a few more questions but the guy was not so forthcoming with information now.

They got a flat. Derek changed to the spare quickly and efficiently—only one near mishap—while the hitcher stood with his arms folded, watching. Shortly after, they were on the outskirts of Taree and Derek dropped the hitcher off. Pretty sure that had he produced some weed or perhaps even mentioned he had some, the hitcher would have produced a badge and would be marching him off to the police station, or the next highway patrol he saw pulled him over and done the search. or something like that. The guy’s story had been a bit odd, something was not quite right about it at any rate.

So even from this short sketch, you should be able to see that Derek was a social, optimistic sort, willing to try various things, and meet new people, and happy to help others out. And, I suppose, that he liked a good puff on the choof as much as the next guy. Perhaps also, like anyone, he had his share of minor foibles but he was also quite keen on self-improvement and overcoming those foibles. He was frequently cautious and wary, the reason for which you will soon see.

A few hours later, he was back at the farm at Cloud River. Things looked good as they generally did. The property itself was (and still is) a treat. Fifteen to twenty minutes’ drive from the town of Belington, it comprises the main homestead block of a small ex-dairy farm. On the valley floor, there are about fifteen or so acres of highly fertile alluvial flats running down in two or three levels to 800 metres of frontage to the deep, transparent, green pools and sparkling clear, gravelly riffles of the Cloud River, ‘a fine stream’, and a chief tributary of the splendid Belington. Before they were cleared about a century ago, those flats were covered in premium lowland subtropical rainforest. The thick green mat of predominantly kikuyu, paspalum and clover pasture that now clothes them, along with five or so more acres of rougher hill pasture across the road, supports a herd of up to twenty fat, contented cattle. Most of that hill or valley-side country over the road, though, around 100 acres of it, is carved with deep gullies and supports subtropical, warm temperate and dry rainforests, tall eucalypt forest and regrowth of all kinds.

Derek spent a lot of time in those rainforest gullies on the hill, with their crystal-clear springs and little rock pools, and gigantic figs and brushboxes. Their towering, buttressed booyongs and carabeens, and coachwoods and palms and many other types of tree, and interesting lianes, ferns and epiphytes. He felt vitalised by the pure hill water flowing straight out of the dark rocks and by the cool, thick green air. He also spent many hours up there hacking away with a machete where forest giants had been cut down and too many sunny gaps had been created. The ancient lianes, some thicker than a man’s leg, often flourish in these openings and can sometimes take over, preventing tree regeneration and in many cases, smothering the surrounding remnant canopy to death. There are many thousands of acres of forestry as well as private land in just such a deplorable, unproductive, ruined condition. Derek started to take action when he noticed several mature trees ‘reduced to mere dead props for tangles of vines’. After about two cuts of the vines, which often re-shot, he found the trees usually re-established their dominance, quickly forming a healthy canopy with the lianes lacing through here and there.

The cost of living was cheaper here than in Sydney. Dotted, lined and clumped here and there about the paddocks are various fruit and nut trees including orange, lemon, lime, mandarin, avocado, guava, persimmon, macadamia, pecan and black sapote. The favourable conditions of fertile soils and high rainfall make growing a productive and rewarding vegetable patch easy and there were cheap free-range eggs from the chooks. Passionfruit, native raspberries and lillypilly can be found among the regrowth at the paddock edges and along the road.

The meeting of different and varied habitats, that is, different types of forest, open pasture and river, means there is myriad birdlife including various types of native pigeons, parrots and cockatoos, a family of kookaburras, wood ducks, bower birds, lyre-birds, brush-turkeys and many, many others. And at any time of day, if you care to stop and listen, there is a constant and complex, everchanging symphony of birdsong unless it is raining heavily, or very windy, or the summer cicadas are so noisy that they all but drown out everything else. And at night it is often crickets and frogs chorusing away. Perch, catfish, mullet, eels, platypi, tortoises and other creatures live in the river and there are numerous ground animals such as wallabies, possums, bandicoots, echidnas, snakes, lizards and the like.

Derek’s accommodation was an old milking shed or bails. Rectangular, it had a small enclosed room in one corner, his bedroom. The remainder, an L-shaped area, was open at the front and part of the two sides, like a big veranda. This comprised the kitchen and living areas. A fence and two gates kept the cows out. Electricity was connected, and an old tank collected rainwater from the roof.

Other buildings on the property included the main house, a sturdy timber and fibro affair usually occupied by Derek’s mother or one of his four siblings, a little cabin his younger brother Ronnie had built, and a big storage shed/workshop/henhouse. There were also a couple of smaller sheds. No neighbours in sight except from certain vantage points.

Sometimes, though, when people said it was one of their favourites or even the ‘best’ property along the road, Derek was quick to point out Ross ‘the Boss’ Hobson’s, the next farm-like property along. Ross did not live there, though sometimes he rented out the old house on it. It had at least six or seven times the amount of the valued river flats, several kilometres of riverfront, some of it on both sides, three or four creeks, and hundreds of acres of timber and rainforest. It was one of only two or three that had not been busted up during the subdivisions of the eighties. The people would usually say that they would have a closer look the next time they drove past. Much of the flats were hidden from the road, Derek would add.

Nevertheless, it is fair to say that the Lubeck’s certainly was (and still is) one of the most picturesque, well-kept, and among the top ten or so in terms of productivity out of the hundred or so properties along the 30 km Cloud River Road.

In such a naturally dynamic and diverse landscape as this, there is always plenty to do. Controlling weeds such as lantana, privet, fireweed and giant Parramatta grass, and those vines I told you about, gardening, building and fence repairs, looking after animals, pruning fruit trees, ‘river care’ work, gathering and chopping firewood and so on. When you weren’t doing that, you could go bushwalking, swimming, bike-riding, kayaking and other healthful pursuits. So, despite being a smoker, Derek was kept relatively strong and fit by all this activity, to which was added the gardening, labouring, walking and so on he carried on with when in Sydney.

All in all, a pretty good setup I would say. Derek’s plan was to live as cheaply as possible, save as much money as he could and try to discharge those debts which had been mounting. Income tax, provisional tax (which was a tax on money he hadn’t even earned yet but which it was presumed he would earn the following year), interest on tax, rent, bills, and other things. He had managed to get on unemployment benefits a few months earlier, after things had taken a downturn. At first, after weeks of mucking about, he was refused any help from Centrelink. They argued that he was ‘underemployed’ rather than ‘unemployed’. Then, the social worker at the Chatswood office had managed to cut through the red-tape, distortions and silly suggestions and managed to get him on.

So, there he was. Great, huh? But even then, Derek Lubeck knew that even a veritable paradise-on-earth such as this can have its poisonous bloodsuckers lurking in the shrubbery. And unfortunately, there was one major tick in the form of a neighbour, Sludge. Sludge was not his real name of course. It was something more commonplace than that, but Sludge will do for my purposes here and is quite apt as you will soon see. And I use the word ‘tick’ advisedly, for if there was one creature Derek could barely abide or understand, it was deadly ticks. They were one of the few creatures that, having had their feed, sometimes went and killed their host anyway. Full of blood and without needing to. Akin to wanton, cold-blooded murder.






Chapter 2 Sludge: An Apologia

Sludge, originally from the south-western suburbs of Sydney, turned up in 1982, by which time, the Lubecks had been in Cloud River for about a decade. He was short and pudgy, with short dark hair, small, cold blue eyes and fat little ears that stuck out almost at right angles. He wanted to be seen as a big man in the drug business, and indeed, he often was a sizeable player. A career criminal, Sludge was motivated by greed, arrogance, envy, spite and egotism, while his cocky, persuasive manner made him a convincing liar. Unless you knew him and knew that most of what he said was lies and half-truths.

As I say, he arrived in 1982 after buying one of the steep, limited-use 100-acre back-blocks Derek’s father Gerhard had split off in the subdivisions of the early 80s. Gerhard, whom most knew as Jerry, had then moved into town and remarried, split up again, and by the time my main narrative starts, deceased. Well, it was 300 acres Gerhard had sold but it was bought by a ‘syndicate’ of three couples who then divided it in three. There were O’Leary and his wife and step-daughter, O’Leary’s parents and another couple in their thirties. Early in the piece, O’Leary’s parents sold their portion to a chap called Walter, with whom the Lubecks got on well. The third couple, meanwhile, were not happy with the way O’Leary had drawn up the boundaries to his advantage and thus to their disadvantage, taking practically all the better bits for himself, and then having the plans approved and finalised, all while they were away. No, they were not happy at all, and felt they’d been gypped, given a raw deal, the short end of the stick…So, they sold their block to Sludge, basically the worst person they could find, out of revenge.

He bought it without even looking at it first. For three main reasons; one, it sounded relatively cheap; two, he had heard the district was a good area for growing dope; and three, it came with a built-in grudge against O’Leary. Though for various reasons he soon gave up on O’Leary and turned his attention to the Lubecks as you will soon see. He was soon unhappy with the block too…no river flats, no river or creek frontage to speak of (the few metres of the river there was actually on a council road reserve, so ‘access’ rather than ‘frontage’), almost all of the block very steep, logged-out eucalypt regrowth; and with the building site being at the southern foot of Lubeck’s big hill and with not enough open space, there was practically no sun in winter, and hordes of stinging, biting midges, mozzies and sandflies in the summer, and hardly any decent spots to put his plants. You could hardly even call it a ‘lifestyle’ block. Well, that’s what can happen if you don’t look first at what you are buying. So, as I say, not pleased with his purchase, Sludge decided that he had to have the Lubecks, and this was undoubtedly the cause of much of the trouble that was to come. He was over half a kilometre down the road, around a few bends and then down a long-ish driveway. So, out of sight, out of mind, you would hope; but it did not turn out like that and Sludge very soon proved to be quite a serious and ongoing nuisance.

As soon as he first arrived in Cloud River, Sludge boasted that the police had ‘driven him out’ of Sydney, angry because they could never catch him with the narcotics which they were sure he was selling from his mother’s house. He said he was ‘too smart’ for them. Well, for those poor frustrated cops, it was quite simple, and not particularly clever. Relying on tip-offs from corrupt cops, as soon as he got word of an impending raid, Sludge would hide all the stuff under a loosened tile in the neighbour’s shed roof. He could reach it by ladder from his side of the fence. When the cops arrived, they did not have a warrant to search the neighbours, so the stuff was not found. Nothing greatly ‘smart’ about it, just sneaky and sleazy.

He also drove along the narrow, winding Cloud River Road like a maniac, at breakneck speed, endangering all other road users. When taken to task about it, he would merely smirk and say it was ‘a double-indemnity road’ so no one was held liable and thus he would not have to pay damages. Besides being errant nonsense, it showed no consideration whatsoever for the safety of others. He was also about the only driver on the road who did not pick up hitchhikers, labelling them as ‘scum’, which was one of his favourite words for anyone who did not fit in with his distorted view of life.

His purported ideas on unemployment benefits showed his characteristic double standards. “All recipients should be made, each day, to dig a hole, then fill it in again,” he had once said to Derek.

“Hold on…” Derek had replied “you’re on the dole. So that means you’d have to do it too…”

“Oh no, not me. I wouldn’t have to do it. I’m different…I do things,” said Sludge. Derek did not take the bait and avoided being provoked into an argument over this example of arrogant hypocrisy and got away as quickly as he could. He was on Austudy at the time.

Anyway, within the first twelve months of being there, Sludge was busted with several plants, though he somehow kept it quiet and got off lightly. Derek also found a small amateur-ish effort crammed with fifty small, dead stems in one of their gullies, and had little doubt about who put them there. After that, things began to turn quite nasty.

The following year, Sludge, afraid to use his own property, put a big crop on Mrs Lubeck’s. When Derek and his younger brother Ronnie found it, four neat rows containing over one hundred and twenty marijuana plants, Sludge told them he was in with corrupt cops. He threatened that if they did anything about it, the cops would bust them, or worse. True or not, they let it slide, sort of, but Sludge did not try it there again.

The next year, Sludge moved his efforts to a certain area of State Forest, planting hundreds. At first, he walked there, and things were going OK, but he soon got lazy and started using a motorcycle. An old farmer, near whose place the access track looped, cottoned on to what was going on and alerted the authorities, and Sludge was busted again. This time he tried to say the Lubeck boys were behind it.

From then on, Sludge used that general area, calling it ‘his land’. What an idiot. By shifting the crops around a bit and trying to get them through before the cop choppers were due, Sludge got away with some, which netted him tens of thousands of dollars. Mostly, however, they were busted or ripped off, and most times, when he was implicated and questioned, Sludge would try to blame the Lubecks.

In 1986, Sludge, even though growing hundreds himself, dobbed in Derek’s elder brother Biff’s plants. Only fourteen of them, but very large, which made a good photo for the local paper. But they go on numbers, so it was not such a big deal as it first seemed. Derek was dragged into it too, and for a while, things looked quite grim for the brothers. However, the man in charge of the raid, Senior Detective Sergeant Rawson smelled a rat, and did not like seeing relatively harmless lads being dropped in it by some smug, smirking creep who was much worse than they, and he was not happy with the whole thing. So, he kindly wrote them a ‘To Whom It May Concern’ letter which he forwarded to their lawyer. It said that as head of the operation, he was personally satisfied that the boys had the marijuana for their own use. Not to sell, as implied by the most serious charge, ‘deemed supply’. A charge pushed by the second-in-command, as devious and crooked-looking a cop as Derek had ever seen, whom he suspected of being one of Sludge’s corrupt contacts, and who was stood aside a year or two later on corruption charges. Also, as the boy’s lawyer pointed out, there were no bags, no scales, no wads of cash, and no new four-wheel drives to support the supply charge. Mind you, Sludge had pressed an expensive set of scales onto young Ronnie just days before the raid, but fortunately, Ronnie had hidden them very securely. Anyway, with the help of Senior Det. Sgt. Rawson’s letter, the Attorney General no-billed the more serious charges which meant they were dropped, and after more than a year of tension and court proceedings, Derek received the relatively light penalty of a two hundred dollar fine for possession. Biff’s fine was a bit stiffer, plus community service for cultivation as well.

Sludge of course tried to blame someone else, in this case Ross ‘the Boss’ Hobson, for the dob in. ‘…it was Ross Hobson, it was Ross Hobson…’, he repeated over and over when he’d cornered Derek one day. The technique of ‘the big lie’. Derek had asked him who had told him that.

“I can’t divulge my sources,” Sludge smirked.

“Well,” said Derek, “if you won’t tell me who told you so that I can check up on it myself, how do I know it wasn’t you? It probably was…”

Sludge walked off, repeating, “It was Ross Hobson, it was Ross Hobson…” But Derek went to the courthouse and looked at the application for the warrant and indeed it seemed to show it had been Sludge who was the informant. Though there were years of doubt, until recently, when Derek checked with Ross himself. Of course, Ross said it had not been him, he would not do such a thing. If, for some reason, he did have some sort of problem with the Lubecks, he would come and talk to them first. And indeed, he did not even know about the incident and said he did not read the local paper. Not surprising for a bloke with four or five properties to run. And Derek knew who he would rather believe, that’s for sure. So, there we had it, Sludge had narked them in and tried to get them into a lot of trouble and tried to turn them against Ross Hobson into the bargain.

It was also known that Sludge ratted on others as well as the Lubecks; to ingratiate himself with the cops, to get lesser sentences for himself, and to reduce the ‘competition’. He was also selling narcotics from the hotel until he was barred for aggressively brandishing a broken schooner glass at two other patrons who fled for their lives as he chased them with it.

He turned up at the Lubeck’s one day saying that if the cops could use ‘dirty tricks’, so could he. As if he hadn’t been already. He spread rumours that Derek was variously a narc, a rip-off, a heroin user, and a prison screw. Then there were the annoying and baffling phone calls to Mrs Lubeck. Such as the one with German marching music and a woman’s voice, probably hers, talking about how her father had been in the German army reserve, amongst other things. It was Mrs Lubeck’s faith in God that stopped her from becoming too worried about these things.

During this time, Sludge also said to Derek, several times, as well as to Biff and Ronnie, that he was going to get their mother’s property no matter what it took. ‘Dirty tricks’ and all. And as I mentioned, it was this covetous aim, this desire to dispossess the unwilling Lubecks of their lovely property that caused much of what follows in my story and seems the main motivation for the hostilities to be launched upon Derek. Also, it is an example of where Sludge’s malice and spite came into things. While it may be understandable that he might want the Lubeck’s property, it was not as though there were not always on the market other properties which would have suited his purposes just as well, and which were for sale, perhaps they suited his purposes even better because he had not yet brought the heat down on them. But no, he had to have the Lubeck’s. Partly or largely because he suspected it would upset the boys if the place was sold, particularly to him. That is, if he had the money. Which he didn’t, anyway.

He even described to Derek what he would do when he ‘got it’. Surround the entire perimeter with 4-metre-high metal cyclone-mesh fencing and have ‘Keep Out’ and ‘No Trespassing’ signs everywhere and vicious guard dogs patrolling twenty-four hours a day. Basically, the ugliest, most unfriendly scenario he could come up with. Yes, and of course all with the aim of growing as much cannabis there as he possibly could. Derek half-feared that this hostile scenario could come true if Sludge played his cards right. For as you probably know, those in the drug trade can sometimes make large amounts of money in a short amount of time. And things often seemed to be on a knife edge with Mrs Lubeck as it was. Derek also knew about those guard dogs. Early in the piece, before he knew better, he had gone to Sludge’s place alone, on Sludge’s invite. After a less-than-friendly conversation, and just as he was getting up to leave, he was attacked and bitten on the groin by Sludge’s attack-trained German Shepherd. As Derek was fighting it off, Sludge was yelling, “I can’t control it, I can’t control it” Though Derek was sure he had seen him mutter a command just before the unprovoked assault. As he left, after breaking loose, Sludge had said to him, “Y-you’re not going to sue me, are you?” probably hoping that Derek would reply that he would. Then he could get his ‘high-powered’ barrister onto the case and bankrupt the Lubecks with court costs alone.

“No,” said Derek, to Sludge’s apparent disappointment. And as he walked home, with blood dripping down his leg, he noted the wound missed the femoral artery by less than a centimetre. Lucky. Otherwise, he could be bleeding to death right then and there. For some reason, Mrs Lubeck tried to say it was Derek’s fault for going there in the first place, as if it were obvious that such a thing would happen. Yet later in the piece, whenever Derek levelled any suspicion or accusation against Sludge, Mrs Lubeck would generally get annoyed and refuse to countenance it. It was as though Derek was never allowed to be right on the matter. Still, I suppose Mrs Lubeck did not know or hear half of the things that Sludge was up to and forgot others and Derek was not about to stand there listing them. Moreover, Sludge had been in her ear, and seemed to have convinced her that he was some sort of industrious, law-abiding ‘farmer’ and ‘businessman’ or some such tripe.

There were other incidents that clearly showed that Sludge had it in for Derek, but I will relate just one more specific one for now, then a few more general details and I figure you will have the picture by then. It was early 1987, and Derek had stumbled across a big crop in the making in that above-mentioned area of State Forest which Sludge erroneously and arrogantly called ‘his land’. Big clearing, pots, wire…Unbeknownst to Derek, he had been observed by a couple of Sludge’s associates in crime. This now gave Sludge an opportunity to get nasty, personal and forceful.

Next day, he turned up at the Lubeck’s. On the pretext of using the phone. Then he approached Derek, making veiled threats and insinuations, talking of bashings and disappearances. He mentioned the rather large area of State Forest in question, and that Derek had been seen there. He tried to extract a promise from Derek that he would not go anywhere near there, a whole big slab of State Forest, that is. Derek replied that he was not interested in what Sludge was doing and was not going to touch anything or say anything about it. Nor was he likely to be in the direct vicinity of the would-be crop. At the same time, Derek continued, he was not going to be told by Sludge or anyone else where he could and could not go on public land. Therefore, he couldn’t actually ‘promise’ anything. This was not good enough for Sludge. Derek had always tried to avoid conflict and making enemies, all that sort of nonsense and had usually managed to get away from the unpleasant ravings of Sludge quickly without appearing too impolite. This time though, Sludge was insisting, with threats, on his ridiculous ‘promise’. Unwilling to go until he had extracted it. What a jerk! As if promises and honour meant anything to a piece of trash like him. After all, he had ‘promised’ the couple from whom he’d bought his property that while he was free to harass O’Leary, he would leave the Lubecks alone. And you can see how long that lasted! He felt he did not have to keep his promise, he said, because while the couple were ‘nice people’, they were too much into ‘the hippie peace and love bullshit’ for his liking.

Anyway, Derek could see that he’d been handed a no-win proposition. If he refused to accede to Sludge’s demands, then that gave Sludge the excuse he was looking for to further regard him as an ‘uncooperative’ enemy. If, on the other hand, he did agree, then he would be regarded as a spineless wimp who did not deserve to live anyway. So, Derek rightly figured he should maintain his dignity, at least, and stood firm against such stand-over tactics. Sludge continued about how he and his ‘boys’ had ‘cruelled V.C. real bad’. Implying that they would do the same to Derek.

“Yep,” said Sludge, with a cruel, sadistic smirk, “just before I hit him over the head with a lump of wood for the last time, he cried out for his mother. I like a bloke who likes his mother…Yep, we cruelled him really bad…you won’t be seeing him again.” Derek was not familiar with the ugly term ‘cruelled’, and the way Sludge was saying it, it sounded more like ‘killed’. He didn’t know the V.C. in question either. Slightly fazed, he repeated that he was not going to interfere with Sludge’s crop in any way, but that he was not going to promise to stay away from that whole slab of forest insisted upon. Sludge left saying angrily, “I’m warning you Derek, I’m warning you…” Derek ignored this incident as best he could, as he did with the others. After all, if you haven’t done anything wrong, you shouldn’t have too much to worry about.

Over the next few years, Derek was in Sydney much of the time, studying again, and then working. Sludge meanwhile was getting busted time after time, and mostly getting off with a mere slap on the wrist. It did seem that he might indeed have some sort of corrupt cop connections as he claimed, and perhaps judicial ones as well. All to Derek’s annoyance and mild trepidation. Now it was not that he had anything against commercial hemp growers as such—those who wanted to smoke and could not grow it themselves for whatever reasons had to get it from somewhere he supposed. No, it was just ones like Sludge who had big mouths and had to act like big men, trying to intimidate, bully, harm and get others into trouble, and boasting about their heinous acts; it was those ones he did not like. Speaking of boasting, Sludge also skited to Ronnie about drugging into unconsciousness and then raping several women. And I tell you all this not because I want to drop Sludge in it or anything like that, much of it being on the public, police, and court records anyway. Nor do I tell you for any other reason other than that I think it is important that you know what Derek was up against, what a hypocritical and dangerous and ill-intentioned criminal Sludge was. So that you can see things in context, and better understand why Derek reacts and behaves as he does towards things that happen later in my tale. So that you can better understand my story in general.

Fortunately, around 1991, the police nailed Sludge ‘real good’, catching him red-handed doing a five-pound ‘drop’ or sale in a hotel room in Croft’s Harbour, the nearest regional city. Sludge was convicted and punished by the law for drug dealing, he was sent to gaol for three years. Not nearly enough in the view of many.

After he was released from prison, Sludge spent nearly all his time at his house in Croft’s Harbour, some 50 kilometres away. Carrying on with his various illegal activities there, including selling narcotics and running an illegal brothel where, it was said, he paid the ‘workers’ in smack. Derek’s younger brother Ronnie saw him at a bus stop there one day. Sludge had lost his licence and was raving and making ludicrous claims. Such as he had ‘found the anti-Christ living in Croft’s Harbour and vaporised him with ether’ and that he had ‘beaten NASA to Mars and had built two bases there. NASA had offered him two million dollars, but he was holding out for more.’ What a twerp. He was either mad or pretending to be. Anyway, this was all 50 kilometres away, and the Lubeck’s neck of the woods was nice and quiet and peaceful once again, for a while at least.

So now that you have got the picture, and we have established that Sludge was a dangerous, underhanded, criminal creep who did not like Derek and wanted to wrest the Lubecks’ property from them by hook or by crook, using his ‘dirty tricks’, we can return to 1999, where my main narrative begins. All the events of which, I must remind you, are like the preceding; statements of fact. Only some of the names have been changed.






Chapter 3 Strange Happenings Begin

As I say, it was now 1999, early February, and Derek had been back in Cloud River for a little under five weeks when he first got an inkling of the trouble to come. He found a dead kingfisher and several dead fish in the river. This was highly irregular. It looked like someone had poisoned the water.

The next incident occurred the following day, Thursday the 4th, and set in motion a whole train of events, though Derek did not realise it at the time. He had a couple of hempers in the ground some distance away in State Forest and was on his way to check them. Strictly for personal use, I should point out. And before you go calling it a case of the pot calling the kettle black, I should add that Derek was quite different to Sludge in this matter as in most others. He grew primarily for personal use, keeping to the commonly called ‘legal limit’ of five or thereabouts, and of course, did not threaten, harass, or try to interfere with the lives of others in going about things. I suppose there were good seasons when he got a bit of a surplus, more than he’d counted on, and other people found out about it, but you’d have to ask him about that and we shall not concern ourselves with that here. Anyway, this time it was literally only two, same as last year when they’d positively thrived in the same spot, and he was, as I say, on his way to look at them. Champ in tow as usual.

Derek did not notice Champ had slipped off until he heard him barking some distance away, in the bush. Roughly in the vicinity of where Sludge had in the past put his major crops. At first, he thought little of it as Champ, usually led by Ronnie’s little Jack Russell terrier, Dudley, would sometimes chase wallabies through the hills, both barking like crazy. This time, though, was different. After twenty seconds or so of Champ’s barking Derek heard a male voice scream out in apparent rage, dragging out the vowels, “F*** off.”

“The clown,” thought Derek, “he’s given himself away.” Oh well. Then he put it to the back of his mind. It took a few months for him to work out that this is what had stirred up the hornet’s nest; Champ barking while associates of Sludge were trying to start a crop. Though if not that, it would soon have been something else, you can be certain.

In retrospect, Derek could see that Sludge’s cronies, I will call them Ken and Dave, had been told to find Sludge’s spot and were on their way there or back when flushed out by the alert Champ. And he could envisage the ensuing conversation as something along these lines:

“We went to look at that spot but that bloke with the black dog was following us. What should we do?” Sludge would have been delighted at this report as it finally gave him something concrete, whether true or not, to hold against Derek. Furthermore, it gave him a prime chance to recruit others in his campaign against the Lubecks and against Derek in particular.

“Yep, he’ll be trying to rip us off. Or dob you in to the cops. He’s done it to me before…” All complete lies of course, but most effective in working the boys up into a seething lather. “go get him…” Derek could only guess at any specific instructions that might have followed.

The fun started the next day, Friday the fifth. Someone roared past several times in a metal-flake blue HX Ute yelling things like ‘Go’ and ‘Leave’ and ‘Boo-hoo my leg hurts’ The last one sounded like a reference as to what they intended to do.

That night the cows seemed upset, mooing and bellowing away. The chooks kept squawking, the dogs barking and there seemed to be a sudden plague of rats in the big shed. As if someone had released a sackful of them in there. At one point Derek thought he could see two pairs of orange circles—thermal night vision goggles—not far off in the darkness. The moon had not yet risen, and he did not have a torch and daren’t inspect any closer. In case they leapt out of the blackness and belaboured him with lumps of wood. Odd, though, that the dogs were not barking just then; the dudes must have had some sort of canine pacifier.

The following day, the Ute drove past aggressively a couple of times again, and again with the unpleasant yelling. Just at dusk, Derek returned from a bike ride to find a figure with blonde hair, long at the back, short at the front, standing on the road near the front gate. One of Derek’s sisters, Kate, was staying in the main house at present, along with her husband Dan and their two young children, while Mrs Lubeck was in Queensland. So anyway, Derek thought that the figure was Dan’s sister who was visiting for the day.

“Hello Leanne,” he said from about 10 metres away as he glided up silently. The person swung around in surprise, and he could see that it was a male, perhaps a bit younger than himself, wearing a grey poncho. The guy just stared for about ten seconds, a nasty scowl glued to his pasty features, then strode off quickly down the road.

“Sorry, I thought you were someone else,” Derek called out. The guy made no reply and kept walking.

Derek rode down to his shed, parked the bike, and lit a fire in the bottom half of a potbelly he had in one corner of the living area and which he used for cooking. Throwing a few caps of metho on to speed the blaze, he watched the big balls of flame spurt up into the thickening darkness. Then he jogged across the paddock to see what was going on.

Sure enough, there was the guy loitering on a bend in the road from where a clear view of the house and sheds could be obtained. As if casing the joint. Derek crouched in the long grass and watched him watching the house and sheds. Champ ran onto the gravel road and the dyed-blonde whispered loudly, “Here boy, here boy…” Champ knew better though, and danced around, waving his bushy, plumed tail in the air and keeping just out of reach. Derek whistled softly, and Champ came back and sat down. The guy stood in the dark for another minute or so until a car came by. It illuminated him fully in the headlights, whereupon he looked agitated and ran off up the road as soon as it had passed. Derek gave it a minute or two, then jogged up the road but could not see the guy. Another minute or so and the metal-flake blue Ute came by again. Derek managed to duck out of sight just before it rounded the curve.

The next morning, Ken, as he introduced himself, turned up at the Lubecks’. Derek was at home by himself, and first spotted him wandering near the big shed saying in a barely audible, creepy whisper;

“Anybody home? Hello…anybody home?” Then Derek watched him peering into his car for half a minute before stepping out to meet him.

“G’day. What can I do for you?” he said. Ken started slightly. He was dressed in the common mode of long shorts and a T-shirt but was also wearing a green Robin Hood-style hat stuck with three feathers. One or two of them looked like kingfisher feathers. Ken removed his hat to reveal a wispy orange-red mohawk. Now it was Derek who started slightly. Ken ran his fingers through his hairdo, replaced the hat and explained that he was staying at Sludge’s, where the phone was disconnected, and wanted to call his brother whose birthday it apparently was. He produced forty cents. Derek said it would be OK and took him down to Ronnie’s cabin by the river. He was back out in a minute or so. Said his brother wasn’t home.

They went back up towards Derek’s and continued talking. Ken said he, his mother, younger brother and younger brother’s girlfriend were renting Sludge’s single-room grey Besser-block bunker. With his former flatmate Dave also staying much of the time. The other building, wooden, built by the former owners, was pretty much unusable at that point. He complained that it was difficult without a toilet and running water as it is. He also said that he had to hitch the fifty kilometres to Croft’s Harbour tomorrow morning by 9 a.m. for his Work-for-the-Dole. If he missed it, he would be cut off for six weeks, with no money. Derek didn’t envy that situation, and thought, not for the first time, about what an insulting name ‘work-for-the-dole’ was. Something like ‘Subsidised employment’ would be much more dignified and appropriate. And much of it seemed to be a case of ‘digging holes and filling them in again’. Anyway, he couldn’t see them lasting very long there at Sludge’s, particularly without transport. He had to go to Croft’s Harbour tomorrow for the first day of a Centrelink program himself. Though not till ten, so he said nothing. Yet he felt that Ken somehow knew he had to go and was waiting for an offer. He could only see that leading to trouble and changed the subject.

“So, you know Sludge personally then, do you?”

“Oh yeah…” whispered Ken. “We score off him in Croft’s Harbour.”

“You’re keen,” replied Derek. “You know he’s been busted for that sort of thing before…he’s probably under surveillance…And how do you know he doesn’t lace it or something?”

“He does,” said Ken. “He’s got all sorts of good shit…smack, horse-tranquilliser…”

“Oh great,” thought Derek, bloody junkies. He was not finding this conversation to his liking.

“Yeah? Well, that’s no good. You’re keen,” was all he said.

“Yeah, but he’s got the best stuff,” continued Ken. “He’s into other heavy stuff too, like black witchcraft…yeah, but we want to grow our own stuff on his land…” he volunteered, then changed the subject. “What’ve you got under the bonnet?” he asked, indicating Derek’s 1970 Holden.

“Oh, a 186…it’s a six-cylinder, good motor.”

“My mate Dave’s got a V8,” said Ken slyly. It still did not twig with Derek that Dave was the one with the blue Ute, yelling out, walking around at dusk casing the property, and of course, the one who had screamed out when Champ had barked. If it had twigged, then Derek might have saved himself a deal of trouble, but who knows? That reference to Sludge and ‘his land’ should have given him a clue. “Is your dog always with you?”

“Yep, Champ’s with me pretty much all the time, everywhere I go,” again forgetting for the time being the barking incident.

“Oh,” said Ken, grinning slightly. “Can we borrow him?”

“What? Borrow him? What for?” Ken explained that they wanted to mate him with their bitch and sell the pups. Derek was on his guard now.

“I don’t think so. If you want something like that you can bring your dog here.”

“We don’t let it out of the house,” Ken said, “in case it wanders.”

Derek thought it would be a cruddy life for the puppies and wondered if they even had a dog.

“No, I’m sorry, then. I don’t want anyone taking him.”

“Oh,” said Ken.

Just then Ronnie, a builder by trade, rolled up after an all-night bender. Like Derek, he usually did not drink often, but lately was going through a bit of a rough patch and hitting the turps harder and more frequently. He was looking a bit worse for wear and his temples were showing a touch of grey Derek had not noticed before. The conversation turned to more mundane things and Ken left within a few minutes, after borrowing a spade from Ronnie allegedly to ‘dig a toilet pit’. One of the nearer neighbours had refused him earlier, telling him, “You shouldn’t come to the bush without being prepared,” and sending him away. But the Lubecks were not like that.

Ronnie then told Derek that he’d heard from O’Leary that Ken and co. had been ‘chased from the upper Bellington valley after being caught stealing’. He also mentioned that he’d seen Ken and one of the others walking from the river carrying a large tub or drum. Clothes just been washed? Poison? He didn’t know. “Even better,” thought Derek, reminded of those dead creatures he had seen and Ken’s jauntily worn feathers, ‘sneaky, thieving, poisoning junkies’.

Ronnie lurched off to his cabin for a bit of recovery. A little later, the blue Ute went past again, and again with the unpleasant yelling. Derek was starting to get worried by these visits. He figured it must have something to do with Sludge’s general vendetta and ambition, in which case there was no stopping them. Again, if he’d realised at that point that Champ’s barking had been the catalyst in this instance, perhaps he could have put a stop to things by explaining that he was not following them. But anyway, as I have said, if it was not that, it would soon enough be something else. Whatever the case, Derek became more and more worried as the day wore on.

He became anxious that they, the poison-addled yellers, casers and thieving whisperers might try to sneak in that night while he slept and give him a hot shot of poison, or even air, or burst in with baseball bats or ‘lumps of wood’. Then he considered that even though he was a heavy sleeper, Champ would likely bark and wake him before they could get to him. With a chill, he realised they could prevent this by giving Champ a big juicy bone or bait laden with horse tranquiliser, Strychnine or some such. Thus, killing his fine dog and first line of defence, and giving him more to worry about. Or they might poison his water tank, if they hadn’t already done so.

It may seem a bit of a leap to go from vaguely threatening, general nuisance and creepy behaviour to killing, but Derek did not want to underestimate the lengths to which Sludge was prepared to go nor the lengths to which junkies will go in order to get their next fix. Who knew how long this would go on for or what they would do next? As someone somewhere once said, “Until a new situation is analysed, it is safest to assume the worst.” And that is what Derek did, his imagination began to run riot with various grim scenarios.

He certainly would not be able to sleep with all these thoughts going on and did not want to just lie there expectantly waiting for something unpleasant to happen. He decided the best bet would be to drive down to Sydney and stay with Miss Sunrose for a while and let things settle down for a bit. Surely, they wouldn’t bother following him there. After all, it seemed to be obliging them, what with their shouting and yelling ‘leave’ and ‘go’ and all that. Yes, that’s what he would do. Both he and Champ should be safe there.

The major snag with this plan was that he was due to start that three-week Centrelink ‘job-seeking skills’ course or whatever it was in Croft’s Harbour in the morning and would indubitably be cut off benefits the moment he failed to arrive. Having only a little over a hundred dollars in the bank, this could make things very difficult for him. Though a hundred bucks was more than enough to get to Chatswood, provided everything went alright.

Derek decided he would try to sort things out at another Centrelink office when he got to somewhere he felt a bit safer. As it was, he wouldn’t sleep this evening, and would probably drop off exhausted at six in the morning and then sleep through and miss the course anyway.

In the meantime, he went down to Ronnie’s cabin to use the phone. Even though he suspected it may be bugged.

“Ronnie,” he said. Ronnie, who was lying down on his bed, sat bolt upright, his slightly bloodshot eyes wide and staring as if he was in the middle of some alcoholic nightmare. Derek quickly told him of some of his fears. Ronnie’s face screwed up.

“What are you talking about?” he croaked. “Don’t worry about it,” and fell back prone and apparently asleep again. Derek could see he was not going to get much assistance from the usually capable Ronnie now. It had occurred to him to go down to Sludge’s and confront the guys but he was not yet sure that the blue Ute was connected to them and could come out looking silly, also things would probably be twisted around so that he was made to look like the troublemaker. Ronnie’s knee was rather shot at the moment as well, one of his main problems, and not handy if trouble did break out. So, Sydney still seemed the best bet.

He phoned Mrs Lubeck in Queensland and told her of his intentions but did not mention his present worries. She must have somehow sensed something was wrong, for she told him not to worry and that ‘God would protect him’. He did not ask her to explain why she would say that just now.

Next, he rang Alice at Wallum Brook and told her he might drop in sometime during the next day or so. If that was alright. She said it would be. Then she said something a little odd, too.

“Now you may start thinking strange things are happening but they’re probably not.” He was not sure what she meant there, and did not ask.

After that, he went up to the main house and told Kate and Dan that he feared the new neighbours might be up to no good and he was taking off for a bit. They laughed at his concerns, especially the ‘boo-hoo my leg hurts’ line. He knew he shouldn’t have mentioned that one. Being further from the road and mostly indoors, surrounded by walls, various noises and so on, they had seen or heard none of what he had. Furthermore, they were virtually completely unaware of the unpleasant history with Sludge, and for that matter, of his generally criminal and unsavoury character; Derek was not about to go into a detailed explanation. They seemed unable to grasp that someone could act in the ways he was describing. “Anyway,” thought Derek, it was unlikely that Sludge’s pals would attack a relatively innocuous Christian family, so he simply reminded them to be wary. Then he went to his shed and started packing a few things, including some food for himself and Champ, spare clothes and a few valuables he did not want swiped while he was away. He also tried to hide any incriminating evidence—pipes and so on.

While he was doing this, he became aware of what sounded like a transistor radio playing country and western tunes. Just audible, it seemed to be coming from the forested cliff on the other side of the river; from a spot which would indeed make a good observation post. He listened harder. No, it wasn’t the rushing of the river playing tricks on him, it really sounded like music coming out of the darkness and worried him more.

A few times he asked himself if he should really be this bothered and concerned. On each occasion, a little inner voice replied “Be afraid. Be very afraid.” Which made him more resolved to take flight.

At about quarter to midnight, Derek heard the blue Ute rumble towards town again. By now the distinctive growl of its V8 motor was easily recognisable. Had they tapped the phone, or bugged Ronnie’s cabin or the house and so knew of his plan and intended to ambush him somewhere? There was no real way of knowing at this point, but he felt that if he stayed here, they would simply return soon, and the threat would remain as it had been. Back to square one. So, he decided to proceed with his initial plan to travel to Sydney. After all, it was a simple, straightforward enough plan. Not too much to ask. It wasn’t like he’d actually done anything wrong, so far as he knew. If there really was nothing to worry about, as Kate, Dan and Ronnie thought, then what could go wrong?

He left in their hiding spot the half dozen or so young, drying heads he’d picked on the day Champ had barked, he didn’t want to get caught with those. Nor to smoke them; so that people could not claim his judgement was clouded or he was imagining things in relation to whatever might happen next. Then, at about quarter past midnight, so it was now early Monday, Derek and Champ departed in the old Holden. A little over halfway to town, he noticed something a little odd. There, parked on a side track, was a 4WD. Lights on, just sitting there. There may well have been an innocent explanation but Derek could imagine the occupants speaking on a mobile phone “Yep, here he comes now…” He already felt like a marked man.






Chapter 4 Road Chase, Death Threat and Fun with Computers

Derek reached town and turned to head east to the Pacific Highway. There was a single vehicle, with its headlights on, parked near the top of the main street. He reached the highway and had travelled only a few kilometres when he saw in the rear view mirror a vehicle bearing down the hill towards him at a rapid pace.

Now Derek had very sharp, well-trained vision, even at night. So even though he had a start of a hundred metres or so, he could see by the body shape, the dark colour and the distinctive round headlights that it was almost certainly the metal-flake blue HX Ute. He was also no more of a coward than most, I suppose, and was built to handle himself in a scrap if necessary but he did not fancy his chances against two, possibly three assailants at once. Particularly if they had weapons of any sort. He was reminded of a guy from near Liverpool in Sydney whom he met when in his early teens. This guy told him about how he’d been beaten up by two fifteen-year-olds the previous year, when he was sixteen.

“You look pretty fit, how come they beat you?” Derek had asked.

“Yeah, right!” was the reply. “They were pretty big for their age. And have you ever tried to fight two guys at once? One’s grabbing your arms and laying punches into you from behind while you’re trying to fight the other one off.” Derek had readily seen his point and saw it again now. Besides, violence only begets violence.

So, he put his foot down on the accelerator, very soon driving in a manner that could be described as dangerous. Sitting at about 80mph (135kmh) and cutting across lanes and curves wherever he could, with the Ute closing the gap more slowly now. It was close to 1 a.m. and there was virtually no other traffic and Derek could see the headlights of any oncoming traffic well in advance. Still, he knew he could not sustain this tactic for too long. The Ute had a faster, more powerful motor and looked and sounded new and fully restored. While Derek’s HT, nearly 30 years old, still had its original motor and most other parts, and ‘anything could go wrong at any time’. Besides, he’d have to slow down when he reached Maxton, the next town on the highway. He hoped they’d stop chasing him soon. “After all, why risk their lives, or even their licences over a fight that was not really even theirs to begin with?” he thought. The gap kept narrowing, the Ute was steadily catching up. Derek’s heart beat faster. He passed the turnoff to the small coastal town where his elder brother Biff was currently living some of the time, with his de facto and their two young children. The idea of going there had occurred to him but he dismissed it, he didn’t want to
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