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Prologue
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Sarah lay back on the deckchair and stared out into the blue waters outside her home south of Cairns. She and Sarge had initially been in his shack on the beach but a series of events had caused them to build a new shack. And some shack it was. Harry Seidler inspired design, it was a huge house that took in views out across the sandy foreshore and out towards the distant reef. Best of all it was finished at last. Major teething problems as the architect, a student of Seidler’s, explained again as he tried to convince them that simplicity of design took more work, time and effort than other structures. It didn’t help that Sarge and Sarah had argued over the plans and made changes along the way. The last of the builder’s equipment had been transported out the previous week and at last there was a magnificent silence except for the crashing of waves, infernal racket of birds and the snores of Sarah’s partner who too was curled up in a deck chair.

Sarah looked across at the huge man next to her and smiled. At nearly two metres tall and a tad over 120 kilos, Sarge was a man mountain who should’ve organised a better selection of outdoor furniture. How he slept with legs hanging either over the end or off the side of the deck chairs that Sarah had carefully chosen to match the house, Sarah had no idea. She went back to her magazine and was half tempted to doze herself. She was on leave from her job as a professor at the James Cook University in Cairns. True to her word, after speaking at a conference in Hong Kong some ten months ago, she had cut back on her work and now was enjoying some extra down time. Next to her Sarge stirred and, as he tried to find a comfortable position, he fell out of the chair with a thud.

“Sarge, now that you are up, would you bring me some freshly squeezed juice please?” Sarah’s request in the past had been a command but now after some major introspection she had mellowed and learned not to take the person she loved most in the world for granted.

Sarge, for his part, recognised that and didn’t grumble. He had been working around the clock for the past week and needed some of his own down time. He realised that he wasn’t quite as young as he used to be as he stretched his aching glutes. As a detective inspector he thought that he would be able to kick back a bit, but he wasn’t constructed that way. Sometimes he envied the days when he was merely a desk sergeant and worked shifts and had a life.

Sarah had finally given in and was calling him Sarge like everyone else. No-one dared call him Bernard Wilfred any more except perhaps his aunt and uncle. Others had abruptly ended such “name calling” from the early days in primary school. He was a kind gentle soul but didn’t take readily to being bullied or teased. A few blood noses and, as he saw it, inappropriate detentions staunched would be practitioners. Only senior management these days used his first name. Sarah, on hearing what his name was after they had been going out for a while, had tried to use BW as a nickname, telling everyone that BW stood for big and wonderful. Others noting her dominance over him, rudely adapted it to big wuss. So, in the end she had relented and he was Sarge to everyone except his aunt and uncle who had raised him after both his parents had died when he was only four.

Sarah’s sudden scream brought Sarge rushing out of the kitchen trying to still carry unsuccessfully the full glass of orange juice. Sarah saw the worried look on his face and said, “Do you know how much people spend on educating a child these days?” Without giving Sarge time to even contemplate an answer she continued on, waving the magazine in front of his face as he bent over her, “Half a million dollars; and that is just in fees, books, uniform and extras and not even at the richest private school!”

Sarge shook his head in disbelief, not at the outrageous cost but at the effect that it had on his partner. He thought that something far more serious had happened. He patted Sarah’s bloated stomach and whispered, “Shhhh. You’ll wake the baby,” and he turned around to top up the drink that was half empty. He handed it carefully to Sarah and went back inside to clean up the mess he and her scream had created.

Money was not an issue for them. Sarah had a well-paying job and he was earning enough. They owed nothing on the house thanks to a benevolent benefactor who had willed Sarge an opal mine in Coober Pedy. The mine was now used as a tourist venue and Sarge had gifted it to the Coober Pedy community after emptying it of a huge seam of opal that had been mined but left behind by the previous owners. Sarge had even been fortunate enough to be able to purchase a large tract of beachfront land adjacent to his original five-acre plot and so he and Sarah really did own their own beach. He thought life couldn’t get any better.

“Did you have any names in mind for our son or daughter?” Sarge asked Sarah out of the blue. “As long as Bernard and Wilfred are off the agenda, I don’t mind,” he added. Sarge was very circumspect still about names and somehow still blamed both his grandfathers for having names that his parents chose to thrust on him and thus honour them. He couldn’t understand what they were thinking.

“I don’t think our daughter would come at either of those,” Sarah taunted him.

“So, we are having a girl, are we?” Sarge had been keen to know from day one but Sarah was just as determined that neither should know.

“Our son would probably object too. And no, we are NOT having twins. Two children in this family will be enough for a while. You and what’s his/her name will be more than I think I will cope with.”

“Babies aren’t that difficult, are they?” Sarge demonstrated he really had no idea, “I mean all they do is eat, sleep and poop for the first year or so, don’t they.”

“If our child models itself on you, it will,” Sarah said with such abruptness that signalled the end of the topic of conversation as far as she was concerned.

“If it’s a boy, he may have enormous sporting prowess like his father. I mean I was nearly signed up as a player for an Aussie Rules team in the big league, the AFL,” Sarge must have been tired because he missed the warning signs.

“You, playing footy!!! I must be delirious. My obstetrician warned me that it could happen. When did this all happen? Where were you when you were dreaming?”

Sarge looked quite miffed. “I was eighteen years old when I was spotted by a couple of talent scouts when I was in Melbourne for a couple of weeks. They’d seen me and my cousin kicking a footy on an oval in Ascot Vale. They said they hadn’t ever seen a big man like me who could kick accurately either foot and run as well. Uncle Ray had asked me to travel down to Melbourne to help my cousin out who had run foul of the law and a bikie gang at the same time. I told my uncle I couldn’t go as I had just graduated as an officer but he only said to me ‘ways and means, my lad, ways and means.’ I didn’t understand what he meant by that and then the next thing I knew I had three weeks paid leave and a return ticket. I think Uncle Ray knew someone who knew someone and called in a couple of favours. He was desperate for Auntie Jean never to find out and so he couldn’t go himself. I was to be the one volunteered. Francis or rather Frank as he was known in Melbourne was the black sheep of the family. Auntie Jean said that he would come to no good and she was his mother. He’d left school and home early and headed to Melbourne where he took up an apprenticeship in mechanics working for a motorbike service centre so that he could pay for his race events. He was bloody good and years later travelled overseas to compete and did very well. Now he says he’s too old and he’s a technical advisor and just does up bikes for major teams.” Sarge wasn’t sure he should continue as it wasn’t the most savoury experience of his life but Sarah insisted.

“Baby and I have a little time up our sleeves and if it stops you from snoring in your sleep, then, oh great storyteller, please continue.” Sarah adjusted the pillow under her head, closed her eyes and Sarge thought she was going to have a sleep herself. Instead, when he hadn’t begun, he received a short sharp response to his silence, “If I have to read your mind to learn the story, it must be a very short one and have few words with more than one syllable.”

“Right!” Sarge saw that as a dare and as he began, Sarah smiled. She thought that getting him motivated to do something was all too easy. She patted her stomach and hoped that her baby would present a more brain activating challenge.
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Sarge or as he was known then, “Young ‘un” by his uncle; “Short Arse” by his mates who had the usual Aussie opposite notion when ascribing nicknames as Sarge was well above average height even at the age of six; or just plain Downsy by everyone else, waited in the terminal at Cairns airport full of apprehension for what lay ahead. Cairns was as big as it got for this boy from a tiny outback town. With around 100,000 people back in 1998, it seemed huge. By contrast he was heading for Melbourne that had around three and a half million. That was pretty heady stuff for a young eighteen-year-old.

Downsy was fresh out of training as a police officer. He had just finished his course and was being bundled interstate on a mercy mission. “God have mercy on me,” he thought as he squashed himself up into the economy seat in the back of the plane. He was no flyer, of that, he was sure. As the plane taxied down the runway, he wondered why on earth he was doing it. As his fingers gripped the arm rests and his stomach churned and the plane inclined, he realised why. He would always be beholden to his aunt and uncle who had taken him under their wing at the tender age of four after the car accident which had taken both his parents lives and a brother or sister who would never know life at all. Now some fourteen years on he was able to give something back. He reached for the sick bag in front of him and nearly gave up all the contents of his stomach as well.

Life hadn’t been simple for young Downsy. He had to suddenly become used to his older cousins or ‘brothers’ as he would learn to treat them. The farm-house was chaotic as the boys ran rampant over their mother who would assume the moral high ground and the wooden spoon if she could catch them. They all had the impish grin when things went awry and more often than not would get away with almost any misdemeanour. His aunt would instead take it all out on his uncle blaming him for the faults of his children and she would harangue him late into the night and he would just smile beatifically totally ignoring her. Whatever the child rearing shortcomings the Downs boys, including Sarge, had an adventuresome childhood. The farm was a vast cattle breeding one. The boys after their schoolwork was done were expected to work and the work ethic was very strong amongst all of them.

From his earliest memories, Sarge had always found himself very comfortable on a motorbike. His uncle was a motoring nut and be it cars, trucks, tractors or bikes, there was nothing he couldn’t strip down and reassemble and make run better than it came out of the factory. Sarge became a dab hand at it as well but by far the one who shone out the most was Francis, Sarge’s cousin who was closest in age to him being just four years older. Francis was so wrapped up in the mechanical side of things that his schoolwork suffered. His older brothers had done well, but Francis struggled and copped the brunt of his mother’s often acidic tongue. Sarge often thought that if his cousin had been given an exam on engines then he would have been dux of the school, rather than forced out early much to the shame of his mother. The bitterness that followed had led Francis to just up and leave one day and head to Melbourne on a motorbike that his father had given him. There were issues between Sarge and Francis that were not of Sarge’s doing. Auntie Jean had given up on her youngest son and decided to focus on her adopted son, her nephew Sarge. Harsh words were said at various times by Francis to “the golden boy” and at one stage, just before Francis left, Sarge had lost his cool and decked his cousin with a stinging left hook. Francis’s father had witnessed it and merely counselled his son afterwards, saying, “You dropped your right hand, so what did you expect. It isn’t Young un’s fault that your mum has taken more of a shine to him than you. It’s wrong but that’s the way it is. I’ve tried talking to her about it but I’m buggered if I can get her to listen, let alone see sense. C’mon, give me a hand with this old Triumph. I just can’t get the tuning right.” Sarge’s uncle hauled Francis to his feet and headed to the shed with Francis wiping away the blood dripping from a swollen nose. Francis glared back at Sarge at one point indicating that this event wouldn’t soon be forgotten.

So here in his seat Sarge (nee Downsy) contemplated what the first meeting would be like some seven years after the short fight outside the machinery shed. Would his cousin have mellowed or would he find a way to pay back for being knocked unceremoniously to the ground by a scrawny eleven-year-old? Sarge had learned to handle himself well throughout his youth. Having older boys around all the time, he was often the subject of play fighting and rough and tumble. In the end, as he began to develop, he learned to give as good as he got. When he did his training for the police force, his instructors in self-defence found that there was little they needed to teach him. He was still stick skinny but the muscles were finely honed and he was fast on his feet and with his hands.

The only way he got through the flight, which was luckily non-stop, was to think of it as a three-hour bus trip. Hell, he had done a six-hour bus trip from the family farm in Croydon in Outback Queensland all the way into Cairns, so what was the worst that could happen he thought. Then his mind became too active again and he had to close his eyes and grit his teeth and concentrate on keeping what little remained of his stomach contents where they belonged. He wished he had gone to the doctor for something to stop the panic. But then again, he was also scared of doctors and their waiting rooms. His mind began to wander to the last time that he had been in one. He had simply wanted a day away from a boring part of his training but he needed a medical certificate. He had sat waiting and looking at the people around him.

The notion that visiting a doctor because you are unwell was a very good one, he had thought, but this was sadly fraught with danger because of what, quite rightly, was called the waiting room. The waiting room was a hot bed of disease. You may have wanted only to see the doctor for an ingrown toenail or, in his case, a certificate for a fake illness, but after a short time in the less than comfortable chairs, bubonic plague seemed a strong possibility. Cynics might have surmised that was the way doctors got ongoing business.

So, he, like the others, sat there and everyone in this abattoir’s holding yard gave him the once over. Before he’d even had time to smile and mouth hello, the other patients had diagnosed his illness, allocated a possible treatment and assessed his likely life span. Heaven help him if he coughed or sneezed because their death stares may reduce that lifespan estimate to just thirty seconds. If there was a room people tend not to sit directly next to one another, this was it. The simple act of accidentally having your clothes touch someone else’s may transfer billions of diseased atoms across the divide.

Doctors use the name ‘patients’ rather than clients for a reason. Patience was what you need and it wasn’t available on the PBS. On arrival Sarge queued up at the desk. Ahead there were people holding a myriad of prescriptions and trying to book another appointment. The receptionists were run off their feet so they sat on their gas lift chairs and looked down on those lucky enough to have survived a visit. The receptionists asked these successful patients their names. Heaven help you if you have more than 12 items, Sarge thought, or you will be sent to another checkout. Obviously as the patient has aged so much in the waiting room they aren’t easily recognised as the same person who arrived three hours earlier. Finally, he reached the desk and said that he had an appointment and despite having rung through to check an hour and half earlier, he heard the fatal words, “You’re in luck, there’s only one ahead of you.” As he had ensured he was the first person after the lunch break, he wondered how this could be. Was the doctor still finishing the morning list and was then about to go for a late long lunch; or was his appointment time, as Sarge suspected, randomly drawn out of a hat?

Now, seeing a doctor is something that men will often avoid as they try to tough it out. So, there was almost a complete lack of magazines available for him. He wondered whether they should issue rubber gloves at the desk as he picked up the freshest looking “No Idea” magazine. Perhaps there would be an article on how fatal disease microbes linger on printed paper, Sarge thought. On the cover he saw that even Prince Charles had had some work done and perhaps his uncle’s shares in a Botox producing company might actually be worth something. Apparently, Charles had ditched Camilla and was to be married. But just who was this Lady Diana Spencer? The crosswords and Sudoku’s were all filled in, but someone had made a meal of the cryptic crossword. Not all the answers were – “no bloody idea,” “waste of time,” etc. One clue has been answered correctly though. Doctor of the insane (2). MD for doctor and MD for Manic Depressive. Sarge looked carefully though and see that an A had been squeezed in between the M and D. Perhaps, he thought, that was what you are in even believing that you will see the doctor before the sun sets.

Boredom set in after a while and he looked at the fee structure on the placard up on the wall. Mentally he began rewriting it.

Brief Consultation became Brief Wait and next to it the dollar amount morphed into the words “Minor Miracle.” Though it could be that the doctor was new and untested by the locals who prefer to wait for centuries to see their “own” doctor; or the doctor was really crap.

Normal Consultation/Wait – two hours minimum

Long Consultation/Wait - see Normal

Overnight Consultation/Wait – to be expected. BYO pillow. Breakfast will not be provided

Home visit – Unheard of.

Sarge went back up to the desk to ensure that he hadn’t been overlooked, dropped off the list or the doctor hadn’t been called away. Strangely he found that there were now only two people ahead of him. Perhaps the patient ahead of him had been there so long that her second and third trimesters had been completed whilst waiting and she had given birth. No, it turned out that the receptionist has the power to triage patients and shuffle things around. Obviously, he was showing no signs of illness. There were no moans of pain, blood spurting or technicolour yawning. Graciously he said nothing and looked back at the gently lowing herd in the cattle pen and headed for the exit. He wanted to give the doctor and the receptionist a piece of his mind, but realised that he lost it somewhere in the waiting room.

It was not until he got the bill for not attending his appointment that he got annoyed and mustered his courage. Wearing his most indignant pose he walked past those queued at the reception desk to complain. Apparently, no-one ever did this and challenging a bill was unheard of. The receptionist wilted under his gaze, phoned through to the doctor and then meekly said, “If you have time the doctor could see you now .... about the bill.”

By the time he had finished thinking about his cousin, the doctors and dozing fitfully, the plane suddenly nose-dived and dropped like a rock, it seemed to young Downsy, as it broke through the misty rain and landed with a thud on the ground at Tullamarine, Melbourne’s airport.
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Chapter 2
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Young Downsy was already lost as he exited the plane. He seemed to walk out of the door of the plane and up a narrow corridor and found himself in the terminal. There were no steps to walk down, no bitumen to walk across, no painted arrows to follow and no noisy jets taking off in the background. It was as if the terminal had sucked the passengers off the plane through a long rectangular straw. There were people everywhere and everyone, except one, knew exactly where they were going. He knew he must look like a country bumpkin but that was just what he was. He could see rain drizzling outside and he knew he hadn’t packed an umbrella or a coat. In Cairns warm clothing wasn’t required. The only warm clothing he had, he was wearing, and that was his police uniform. He had thrown a few things together in an overnight bag which he was carrying, but based on what he could see out the huge double-glazed windows, board shorts and t shirts weren’t going to see the light of day. He was wearing his uniform simply because the flight his uncle had booked for him backed on to his shift at the main Cairns police station.

There was a tap on his elbow and he looked around and saw several police officers standing next to him. He wondered what he had done wrong to be arrested on arrival. Then he looked closely at their uniforms. One was from Western Australia and two were from South Australia.

“C’mon, we know where we’re going,” the oldest one of them said, “Stick with us and you’ll go places. You from up north. Christ you will notice the weather down here,”

Downsy had no idea what was going on, but meekly followed behind as they moved off towards the exit of the terminal. He thought at least they could show him the exit, before he let on that he was here on leave. There was a police bus just outside the door and its driver was holding a placard saying that his bus was taking visiting police officers to a police conference at the old Russell St Police Headquarters in the middle of Melbourne. Downsy shook his head in disbelief. His uncle had booked him into a hotel in Russell St. He looked at the long line of taxis queued up with a longer queue of people trying to hail one of them. He scanned around for buses and saw none. He had heard that there was no train, so logic kicked in and he climbed aboard the police bus. He decided he would tell his helpful new acquaintances when they got to their destination.

There were no bus-lanes and no privilege was given by anyone to a busload of coppers. Where, he thought, were the blue and red flashing lights when you needed them? The so called “free” way may have cost the owners of the car no money, but it cost plenty of time to travel the relatively short distance from the airport to the middle of Melbourne. If this was rush hour as the driver explained, no one was rushing. The drivers of the logjam of cars seemed to be in some sort of torpor blindly accepting their fate. Downsy reckoned that they only travelled about twenty kilometres in the forty minutes it took. He reckoned that the Vics knew nothing about driving. He had done the trip from Cairns to Innisfail in about the same time. He currently held the record for driving that route amongst the young cops up there but he knew he would soon be bettered. Averaging 120 kph was pretty much the norm for those below the rank of sergeant up north in police cars. Rarely were you caught and if you were, the slap on the wrists was worth the kudos you got from your mates.

The bus disgorged its load outside the art deco building that had once been the hub of all police business in Melbourne. That, now for the past three years at least, had moved further south to new premises and the old building was being used for a variety of purposes, one of which was obviously a conference for local and interstate police officers. Downsy had a faint recollection of seeing the building before. It dawned on him as a police car pulled up just outside the building where he had seen it before. His uncle had videotaped a police series called Homicide before Downsy was born and he had grown up, sitting on his uncle’s lap watching it with him, much to the disgust of his aunt who thought that Play School was the only decent thing on television for children until they turned 18. 

Downsy just stared up at the huge edifice. gob smacked. It wasn’t a tall building, but it was part of a vicarious set of icons and circumstances that encouraged him to join the police force. Everyone seemed to be filing inside but he just stared upwards. The bus driver suggested he follow the others, but Downsy just turned to him and said, “So this is where they filmed it, huh. I mean that Homicide show. Just give me a minute will you.” Even the bus driver went inside eventually, probably muttering about the young country hick who probably shouldn’t have left the farm.

When it was apparent that he was on his own, the young country hick who wasn’t as dumb as he made out, simply picked up his bag and wandered down to his hotel, silently thanking Victoria Police for their free transport.

The hotel wasn’t one of the plush ones that were popping up like huge glass monoliths behind the facades of older more gracious buildings of a different more genteel era. Just as an old run-down house is ludicrously described as a renovator’s delight, this hotel was described as a boutique one. Sure, the lobby had some greenery, probably plastic, and a nice front desk, but the lift was antiquated and his room barely larger than a prison cell. The view said it all though. Five flights up he could see nothing but a concrete wall that towered above and blocked what little light there was entering the room. Looking down there was an alley of some sort full of graffiti, huge waste bins and some homeless people seeking shelter from the rain under plastic tarps. The sight of these people made him realise just how lucky he was. The bed covering he noticed, as his eyes became adjusted to the lack of light, looked relatively new but as he sat down on it he realised, like the tarted up lobby below, the bed beneath was as old as the building itself. The quilt, obviously covered a multitude of sins and based on the smell, a multitude of sins had been carried out in the room. There was no ensuite and he dreaded what he would find in the shared bathroom down the hallway. He would have words with his uncle when he got back north.

Downsy took the credit card out of his wallet and looked at it. It had arrived at the police station with a note saying that it had enough funds for his trip and to buy whatever he needed. He figured that it wouldn’t cover a new room in a newer hotel but he was determined to head to the shops and buy some clothes that would help him blend in. It would be hard enough, with his deep tan, mixing in with the pasty-faced southerners in their scarves and coats, as it was.

Myer and Davis Jones were just down the road in Bourke St he was told by the disinterested person at reception who went back to painting her nails as he exited the hotel. He found a Target store en route and, because he knew Target sizes from the shop in Cairns, he didn’t even bother trying anything on. Change rooms were too claustrophobic and potentially embarrassing so, if he could, he avoided those. In his formative years his aunt used to shop with him. Well not exactly with him because that indicated he had some say in what he should try on and purchase. Many was the time when she would boldly go into the men’s change rooms and tear the flimsy curtain aside that gave a modicum of and illusion of protection from prying eyes. A few times he hid and held his breath when she guessed the wrong curtain and there was anguished screams by the occupant who had thought that a prying mother figure was in his past. On these occasions she would yell loudly, “What are screaming for. It’s not as if I haven’t seen those things before.” If the screaming continued, she would add, “But perhaps not so small.” Downsy’s embarrassment was heightened by such remarks. Once he had left her clutches, he rarely ventured into change rooms lest she somehow find him. He much preferred to buy, take home, try, and if necessary, exchange. That was what he was prepared to do in Melbourne even though he was hundreds of kilometres from where she lived.

There were people flitting in and out of shops and quite prepared to bump into him without the thought of an apology. After a bit of buffeting he decided that he would walk with his elbows out from his body and very soon he was carving a swathe through the myriad of people who seemed to have no idea which side of the footpath to walk on. Buskers attracted a few onlookers, but these just created more bottlenecks. He felt like a large calf being herded into pens with other cattle on his uncle’s farm. Perhaps if he bellowed someone might pay attention, but he thought it unlikely. Eye contact was never offered by the people around him and he wondered if this was a soulless place and the zombies around him were enduring their own purgatory. They moved as a swarm and obviously knew the sequence of traffic signals as they were halfway across the road when the red man turned to green.

Back at the hotel he was relieved to find that the clothes fitted quite well. There is something to be said for chain store shopping after all he thought. Dinner would be out somewhere tonight. He had heard that the lights in and around Melbourne had to be seen to be believed. If the light rain cleared, he might find out whether he agreed or not. But right now, he was heading for a coffee shop and he had two phone calls to make. One was to his uncle to let him know he had safely arrived and that he should sack his travel agent. The other was the one he had dreaded the most. He took out his brand-new mobile phone that his uncle had made him buy before he left Cairns. He looked again at the crumpled piece of paper that had been stashed inside the new mobile phone case. Francis’s eight-digit number stared back at him and that just made him even more anxious.
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Chapter 3

[image: image]


The voice that echoed from the phone seemed rather distant and angry. This probably reflected their relationship thought Downsy, or maybe it was the fact that he had called him Francis. Francis was the name his mother had given his cousin and his cousin hated it. He had confided in Downsy early on as they grew up that when he was old enough, he would change the girly sounding name. At least that was one thing that they had in common, both of them hated their names.

“Who the hell is this?” Francis replied

Downsy thought that wasn’t a pleasant reintroduction from his cousin.

“It’s your cousin, Bernard. You know.... Young ‘un,” Downsy’s voice was hesitant and deferential. He fully understood what lay ahead of him and creating waves at the very beginning wasn’t going to help one iota.

“Go by the name of Frank now. Francis died the day I drove through the farm gate. Well Young ‘un. I wondered who Pop would send down to check up on me. Just didn’t figure it’d be you. So, what does he want to know? I bet he gave you a list of things to ask. Knew he wouldn’t come down himself because he is such a wuss. Wouldn’t dare upset his darling wife. How is the old bitch anyway?” 

Frank’s voice was blunt and bitter and Downsy wasn’t sure he shouldn’t try to defend his aunt, but he remembered what his Uncle Ray had said about looking beyond the words to find the hidden truth.

“You given up talking to me already, have you? Did I upset you calling your aunt, my mother, a bitch. Well, she was a fantastic aunt, surrogate mother to you but a shit mum to me, but I’ve moved on. I just wanted to see what your reaction would be. You eighteen yet? If so meet me for a beer at the Union Hotel in Union St in Ascot Vale. I just live around the corner from there. Get a taxi from wherever you are staying.”

Downsy said that he was eighteen and asked what time would suit. They agreed on 6:30 and would have tea at the pub because Frank insisted the counter meals were first class. That took care of dinner for the night thought Downsy as he ended the call and slid the phone back into his pocket. He noticed the price tag hanging down from his jeans and ripped it off and stuffed it in his empty coffee cup. He was like Paddington Bear but with a value not an address on his name tag. He eased out of his seat and went to the toilet in the back of the café to check whether any other price tags were still on his new clothes. He noticed that the toilet in the café was far cleaner than the shared one in his hotel. Sauntering out he made his way down to the Yarra River and walked along the northern bank towards the MCG until he determined it was time to get a taxi to Ascot Vale, wherever that was.
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