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			Deoxyribonucleic acid (abbreviated as DNA) is the molecule that carries genetic information for the development and functioning of an organism. DNA is made of two linked strands, a shape known as a double helix, that wind around each other to resemble a twisted ladder.



	

Table of Contents

			Chapter 1 - Kit Ganderton

			9th of December 2007 to 2025

			Chapter 2 - Douglas James Bourgore

			11th of January 1900 to 31st of March 1916

			Chapter 3 - The Accusation

			Monday 1st April 2024

			Chapter 4 - Attorney Client Privilege

			Monday 1st April 2024

			Chapter 5 - Broadmeadows’ Training Camp

			1st of April to the 3rd of July 1916

			Chapter 6 - Magistrate Mason Nicholson of the Children’s Court

			2nd of April 2024

			Chapter 7 - At Campbells Creek Youth Detention Centre

			Wednesday 3rd of April 2024

			Chapter 8 - PT Instructor Frank Fuhrmann

			Tuesday the 9th of April and Thursday the 2nd of May 2024

			Chapter 9 - The Commonwealth War Graves Commission

			Friday the 24th of May and Tuesday the 28th of May 2024

			Chapter 10 - Warwick Faulkner and Claris Feutrill Interview Kit Ganderton

			Monday the 3rd of June 2024

			Chapter 11 - HMAT A33 ‘Ayrshire’

			3rd of July to the 3rd of September 1916

			Chapter 12 - Josephine Merriweather

			3rd of July to 25th of December 1916

			Chapter 13 - Claris Feutrill’s Searches

			8th to the 10th of June 2024

			Chapter 14 - Warwick Faulkner Receives Advice

			Friday the 14th of June 2024

			Chapter 15 - DI Collins Reconsiders Her Case

			Tuesday the 25th of June 2024

			Chapter 16 - Simon Peter Davidson

			25th of December 1916 to the 12th of October 1999

			Chapter 17 - Dominic Francis ‘Dom’ Davidson

			Born on the 6th of November 1972

			Chapter 18 - David Archibald ‘Archie’ Davidson

			Born on the 10th of October 1938

			Chapter 19 - DI Collins’ Breakthrough

			26th of June to the 28th of June 2024

			Chapter 20 - Interstate Investigations

			Thursday the 27th of June and Friday the 28th of June 2024

			Chapter 21 - Reports, Plans, and Tactics

			Friday the 28th of June 2024

			Chapter 22 - Snapping A Professional Trap

			Monday 1st July 2024

			Chapter 23 - The First Day of the Rest of Your Life

			Monday the 1st and Wednesday the 3rd of July 2024

			Chapter 24 - Relationship Revelations

			Tuesday the 9th of July 2024

			Chapter 25 - Southampton, Le Havre, Etaples, and the Trenches

			3rd of September to the 6th of November 1916

			Chapter 26 - ‘Kit’ or Christopher

			Wednesday 10th of July 2024

			Chapter 27 - Back to Dominic College

			Friday the 12th of July to Friday the 19th of July 2024

			Chapter 28 - White Line Fever

			Saturday 17th August 2024

			Chapter 29 - To Everything There Is A Season

			The 15th of September to the 7th of October 2024

			Chapter 30 - Christmas and New Year at ‘Mawarra’

			Wednesday the 11th of December 2024 to Wednesday the 15th of January 2025

			Chapter 31 - Villers Bretonneux and Other Important Locations

			January to November 2025

			About the Author



	

Chapter 1 

Kit Ganderton

			9th of December 2007 to 2025

			Christopher Michael ‘Kit’ Ganderton was adopted three days after his biological mother, Faith Jean Cameron gave birth to him on Sunday the 9th of December 2007 at The Royal Women’s Hospital at Parkville in Melbourne. Sadly the young mother had a very difficult time during labour and ultimately developed septicaemia, an infection that occurs when bacteria enters the bloodstream and spreads. It can lead to sepsis, the body’s reaction to the infection, which can cause organ damage and even death. Faith Jean Cameron lingered in hospital for eight more days and eventually succumbed and died on Monday the 17th of December 2007. By that time Kit was in the safe care of Mr. and Mrs. Ganderton and living at their home at 52 Kensington Street, South Yarra, a suburb of Melbourne. His biological father was never recorded on his sealed birth certificate and his real name would remain a secret for many years.

			For over a decade the Gandertons had tried unsuccessfully to have children of their own. In vitro fertilisation (IVF) programmes failed time after time. Now as they were both in their forties they decided to go down the adoption path. They were thrilled when the newborn baby boy was allocated to them. The Gandertons had him christened as Christopher Michael Ganderton in a relatively small Catholic church in a side street in the suburb of South Yarra where both Michael and Marjorie Ganderton were parishioners. The Church was unusual in the Australian context because it opened directly onto the street and had a Spanish-style facade. Although given the Christian names of Christopher Michael for the next seventeen years the Gandertons’ son would come to be known as ‘Kit’.

			The Gandertons were both professional people. Majorie Ganderton was a paediatric specialist, and Michael Ganderton had a senior executive position in a merchant bank in the city of Melbourne. They were both devout and practising Catholics. They lived comfortably in their recently renovated home. Kit had an idyllic childhood and despite all the advice from friends, and the adoption agency, to tell the boy that he was an adopted child, as soon as he was old enough to understand, the Gandertons never did!

			Kit went to Dominic College from his ‘Prep’ year and was about to enter the middle school in 2019 when his whole world collapsed. The Gandertons were holidaying in Europe in January 2019 when they were victims of the Great Belt Bridge rail accident which occurred on the 2nd of January 2019 on the Great Belt Fixed Link in Denmark when a passenger train collided with a semi-trailer dislodged from a passing freight train. The Great Belt Fixed Link is an eighteen kilometre (eleven mile) long bridge tunnel connection between the Danish islands of Zealand and Funen and the disaster happened on the West Bridge, near Funen. The accident occurred during a storm, which had closed down the bridge for road traffic, but not for rail traffic. Eight passengers were killed, including Marjorie and Michael Ganderton and sixteen people were injured. Kit Ganderton was among those hurt in the crash although his injuries were not life-threatening. It was the deadliest rail accident in Denmark since 1988.

			Through the efforts of the Australian Embassy in Denmark, the Ganderton parents’ bodies were returned to Australia for funeral services. Kit was medically evacuated to Australia and was treated in hospital for a broken femur and wrist. The femur or thigh bone is the largest and strongest bone in anyone’s body. When the femur breaks, it takes a long time to heal. Breaking the femur can make everyday tasks much more difficult because it’s one of the main bones used to walk. It was the broken femur that kept Kit in hospital for an extended period.

			The Victorian Child Protection Service in the Department of Families became involved. With no obvious family members to act as his guardian Kit Ganderton became a ward of the state. With substantial legacies coming to him through his parents’ wills and huge payouts from accidental death insurance policies, thirteen-year-old Kit Ganderton was well provided for. His case officer at the Victorian Child Protection Service decided he should continue his education at Dominic College as a boarder entering year eight in the middle school at the beginning of second term.

			Kit settled well into his new life as a boarding student at the metropolitan college, and as the years passed he made lots of friends and received many invitations to spend holidays with some of them. David Hayman became his best friend in School House. David’s father owned a thoroughbred horse stud near Mount Macedon and Kit loved going there.

			On his first visits to the picturesque property he marvelled at the operation. There was a breeding division where stallions valued at millions of dollars serviced mares. David Hayman took Kit down to the breeding barn where the breeding manager explained the process in strictly biological terms. These explanations and his own observations filled in a number of gaps in Kit’s own sex education. David Hayman provided extra information in a more post-pubescent adolescent vernacular.

			The other side of the establishment housed the thoroughbred horses who were in training for the racetrack. One of the resident riders who rode track work took Kit under his wing and taught him how to ride horses correctly. That education started on stable ponies, but Kit was a fast learner, and he soon graduated to riding the more gentle thoroughbreds alongside David Hayman who had been in the saddle since he was a toddler. Kit became a competent rider and loved being around the horses. He was accepted into the Hayman family as a ‘brother’ to David whose older sister Rebecca took a particular interest in the good looking young teenager with the light brown hair streaked with copper-coloured highlights.

			In Year Nine at Dominic College, David Hayman got a girlfriend, and she became the centre of his world. The stories David Hayman told about his first sexual adventures made Kit curious and wondered when his first experience might come. With David preoccupied with his new girlfriend, the invitations to Mount Macedon became more infrequent. That was disappointing for both Kit and Rebecca Hayman.

			In Year Ten Kit Ganderton moved into the senior division of the College on the more well-known campus. Here School House was the oldest and most traditional boarding house. With David Hayman preoccupied, Kit gravitated towards another boy in the dormitory. Rickie Taylor was the best swimmer in Year Ten and a surfing fanatic. He found boarding cramped his style as he couldn’t get to the beach as often as he wanted. Rickie Taylor’s parents had a well-appointed beach house at Lorne which is a town on the Great Ocean Road in Victoria. The house which was located in one of North Lorne’s most desired precincts was perched above the Great Ocean Road. Set over three levels and providing ample accommodation of four bedrooms, two renovated bathrooms, and multiple living areas, there was plenty of space for everybody both inside and out.

			Rickie was keen for Kit to come down to Lorne. Mr. and Mrs Taylor were thrilled that Rickie had found a new friend who was unlike the scruffy and unkempt surfing types he usually brought to the Lorne house. Kit Ganderton was well spoken, had excellent manners, and was a very good looking boy who didn’t seem to share the unhealthy activities in which some of Rickie’s surfing crowd indulged. The Taylors thought Kit would be a positive influence on their son. Rickie Taylor and Kit Ganderton shared a bedroom and bathroom when they were at Lorne.

			The front balcony and sunroom gave one hundred and eighty degree ocean views from the Lorne Pier to Eagle Rock and everything in between including dramatic waves crushing on rocks below. Rickie would study the surf breaks from that balcony and taught Kit about watching the apparent changing colours of the ocean. Rickie explained that by observing the different colours the depth of the water could be judged. The depth of the water determined the developing swells and highlighted the best wave sets. Under Rickie’s tutelage Kit learnt to surf the breaks at the coastal town.

			Rickie had a very basic way of teaching someone to surf. He explained the basics on the soft yellow sand of Lorne’s main beach and then he loaned Kit one of his boards and encouraged him to paddle out to the main break. For many gromets this would have been daunting, but Kit had grown into a lithe and athletic fifteen-year-old, and he feared nothing. After a few failed attempts which ended mainly in sustained laughter, Kit eventually learned to stand up on the board and look like a competent surfer. During the sundowner evenings Mr. and Mrs. Taylor used the spacious rear balcony and barbecue area for alfresco dining and entertaining. Everything was done with a touch of class and Kit Ganderton enjoyed the relaxed lifestyle.

			Kit’s sex education was completed by Rickie Taylor who at fifteen going on sixteen was sexually active. He seemed to have a number of girlfriends and didn’t spare any details when he told Kit about his various encounters some of which sounded rather lascivious. It was in the summer holidays between Years Ten and Eleven that Kit, with encouragement from Rickie, had his first sexual experience. Unlike some first times this one was satisfying mainly due to the experience of the older girl who Kit was with.

			On the rare occasions when he was not a guest at one of his Dominic College friends’ homes he went back to the Ganderton family house at 52 Kensington Street, South Yarra which was being maintained by a staff of two who had served the Gandertons for years. Living at the family home was approved and encouraged by Child Protection Services who did their due diligence on the existing staff. Les Robinson and his wife Marissa’s supervision was officially agreed to and accepted as satisfactory. They would act in ‘loco parentis’ while Kit was at the house. Indeed the psychologist who helped manage Kit’s case pushed for this situation as a way to help Kit in his adjustment to his dramatically changed circumstances.

			The Robinsons were a middle aged married couple who had been hired by Michael Ganderton when the renovations at the Kensington Street house in South Yarra were completed. Marissa Robinson took on the responsibilities of the housekeeper and cook while Les Robinson looked after the gardens and grounds and did the small maintenance tasks that occurred. Les arranged for specific tradesmen to visit the house for the more demanding jobs that were required from time to time. Marissa sent all the washing and dry cleaning out to a commercial laundry who had a pickup and delivery service. When the Ganderton’s entertained, Marissa had the responsibility of selecting and supervising the caterers.

			From the moment the Robinsons first set eyes on young Kit as a baby, they both doted on him. With two professional and busy parents the Robinsons filled in the gaps in Kit’s early education. When he went to Dominic College Preparatory School Les Robinson often did the school drop off and pick up duties in the mornings and afternoons. The Robinsons were in effect surrogate grandparents for Kit. He had no knowledge of the existence of any other people who might have legitimately claimed that role as their own, but Kit was content with the arrangement.

			Kit thrived. Academically he proved to be an above average student, and he excelled in sports. His friend Denton Maguire encouraged him to work out regularly in the College’s gymnasium, heated swimming pool, and the weights’ room. Kit Ganderton developed into a handsome and well-proportioned young man and his smouldering good looks saw him win the admiration of his school mates and the girls with whom he had irregular contact through school socials and balls. The sisters of his ever expanding circle of friends were attracted to the young man who their brothers brought home to stay during school holidays.

			At the start of the Australian Rules Football (AFL) season in Year Nine, Kit came under the notice of Dennis Streeton the longtime coach of Dominic College’s First XVIII side. Streeton saw the lad play in a middle school match against St. Kevin’s College. He was tall for his age with a striking physique and was lithe and evasive in his movements. His excellent skills on either side of his body caused Streeton to ask around and find out who he was and investigate his background.

			In Year Ten he was included in the First XVIII’s training squad and made an impressive debut for the side. Starting on a wing he quickly found his way into the mid-field and played centre in the second half of the season. Coach Streeton described him as ‘the ideal pivot’. It was assumed that in his final year at school he would nominate for the AFL National Draft and some pundits suggested he might go as a top twenty pick. The only problem was Kit would not turn eighteen until the 9th of December 2024 which fell after the AFL draft that year, so he would not be eligible to nominate until the 2025 draft.

			Life was good although the events of January 2019 in Denmark often crept up on Kit and he spiralled into a vortex of melancholy. Having never been told anything to the contrary Kit believed the Gandertons were his biological parents and there was no circumstance where he had to be informed otherwise. So this was the situation in 2024 when Kit was in the middle of his Year Twelve studies as a boarder in School House at Dominic College in Melbourne when his world was turned upside down yet again.

			



	

Chapter 2 

Douglas James Bourgore

			11th of January 1900 to 31st of March 1916

			Douglas James Bourgore was born on Tuesday the 11th of January 1900. Hilda Bourgore who gave birth to her second son on that day was back at work in the milking shed on the Wednesday morning. No one was really surprised. She had given birth six times before. Her first born son, Darcy was the most difficult labour and the midwife who attended feared for Hilda. The next five girls slipped out progressively more easily each time and this final boy child did not even require the attendance of the midwife.

			Dougie’s father Patrick James ‘Paddy’ Bourgore was a tough man who demonstrated a strict and uncompromising approach to parenting. He worked hard on a dairy farm that barely paid its way, and he drank even harder much to the chagrin of Hilda, his wife of more than twenty years. She endured and tried to cover up her husband’s faults when she could. That was not always possible.

			When war was declared in 1914 Darcy Bourgore, Paddy and Hilda’s eldest son, promptly signed up to serve in the Australian Imperial Force (AIF) and equally promptly was killed on the beaches of the Gallipoli Peninsular. So it was surprising when on his sixteenth birthday in 1916 Dougie informed his father that he wanted to join the army and fight like his elder brother had done; it caused instant conflict. Dougie received the most emphatic answer in the negative.

			‘You are not going to fight in a European War. I have lost one son to that foolhardy conflict. I do not plan to lose my last remaining one.’

			Dougie pleaded but to no avail.

			‘Besides which you have only turned sixteen today. You have to be nineteen years of age to join up and even then you have to have your parents’ permission. Neither your mother nor I would give that.’

			‘The rules have changed last year, dad. You can enlist at eighteen now.’

			Paddy was infuriated at being corrected.

			‘Don’t answer me back or give me any of your cheek. You may have turned sixteen but while you live under my roof you will obey me. Otherwise you will feel by belt around your backside,’ threatened Paddy. ‘You are not too old for that!’

			Dougie knew this was no idle threat. As boys both he and his elder brother Darcy had been dragged down to the machinery shed and received many a thrashing with Paddy’s thick leather belt. On most occasions it was warranted, and Darcy and Dougie accepted their punishment without complaint. Dougie felt that ‘whatever didn’t kill you, only made you stronger’. Hilda never liked to see her sons beaten by their father, but she held her tongue. Paddy never disciplined his daughters. He regarded that as ‘woman’s work’.

			In Paddy’s mind the matter of Dougie enlisting in the army was settled but Dougie had other ideas. The only person he shared his plans with was Tessa Davidson, who had been his girlfriend for over a year. They had not been intimate with one another to that point but on the night of the Country Women’s Association (CWA) plated dance in the Orbost Town Hall Dougie told Tessa.

			‘I’m going to clear out of Orbost and go to Melbourne to enlist in the army.’

			‘But you’re only sixteen, Dougie.’

			‘I’m going to lie about my age.’

			‘Will you get away with that?’ asked a concerned Tessa.

			‘I’m taller than most lads my age and I have the physique to suggest I’m older than I really am,’ replied a confident Dougie.

			‘What if they ask for a birth certificate?’ was Tessa’s next question.

			‘I’ll make up some story about my original birth certificate being destroyed in a fire at home. They are desperate for new recruits. I think I’ll get away with it.’

			‘I’ll miss you terribly, Dougie,’ explained an emotional Tessa.

			‘As I will miss you, Tessa.’

			‘What if you never return?’ It was the bluntest of questions and a reality check for Dougie.

			‘Do you mean if I get killed in the war?’

			‘Yes.’ Tessa’s tears had begun to form. ‘We’ve not even been intimate with one another. There may never be another chance for you to make love to me.’

			‘Oh, Tess do you really want that?’ asked Dougie.

			‘Of course I do. I have dreamed of nothing else for the past few months,’ was Tessa’s tearful reply.

			‘Well we could fix that situation before I clear out.’

			‘How? I don’t want a frantic fumble in a hayloft. I want our first time to be special,’ said Tessa fantasising about the moment this handsome lad would press his body up against hers.

			‘Are your folks at the dance tonight?’ asked Dougie with a plan forming in his mind.

			‘They wouldn’t miss it.’

			‘And no one else is at home?’

			‘No.’

			‘Then let’s go back to your house now and make love for the first time there.’

			‘Will we have enough time?’ asked a concerned Tessa wiping away her tears.

			‘No one will leave the dance until after supper is served and that is an hour away at least,’ was Dougie’s answer as his excitement grew for the prospect of what was to come.

			They ran across town hand in hand like two young lovers eagerly anticipating the consummation of their relationship. In Tessa’s own room they kissed gently and then began a little game where they both undressed each other. It was an amusing activity, and they laughed at one another as they shared their progressively innocent nakedness for the first time. Dougie guided Tessa to her own bed and with no experience of what was unfolding they explored each other’s bodies using natural instinct alone. When the sexual act was completed they held each other tight for a long time. Then they realised they must get back to the CWA dance to be seen at supper and not arouse any suspicions of what they had been up to.

			In the coming weeks Dougie formulated his plans to clear out from his family dairy farm and the town of Orbost. The youngsters took every opportunity to make love to one another as many times as possible. On these occasions the venues for the trysts were random. They included a hayloft, a barn, a machinery shed at the Bourgore dairy farm, but the last encounter was at Young Falls Creek Waterfall. For their final day together Tessa packed a picnic basket, and Dougie carried it as they walked side by side and hand in hand to the waterfall. Dougie wore his dairy farm working boots, jeans, and his Carlton football guernsey with the Number 6 emblazoned on the back. Tessa had on a light floral shift where the cotton cloth fell straight from the shoulders and had darts around Tessa’s now fully formed breasts. The dress featured a high scoop neck. Tessa wore brown leather sandals held to her foot by straps going over the instep and around the ankle.

			When they arrived at the waterfall pool the couple sat silently on the soft grass bank. They both knew the significance of this day. It may be their last time together for a long time or perhaps for ever. Dougie and Tessa leaned into one another and exchanged soft wet kisses. Then Dougie asked.

			‘What did you pack for lunch?’

			Tessa opened the picnic basket to reveal fresh crusty bread, cheese, and strawberries. There was also a large clear glass clamp bottle with clip-top seal. The liquid inside was cloudy grey.

			‘What’s this, Tess?’ asked a curious Dougie.

			‘It’s ginger beer. My mum and I make it. It’s quite good.’

			Also in the basket were two glasses which could have been jam jars at one time in their existence and a Kodak Autographic junior bellows camera.

			‘Why a camera, Tess?’

			‘I want to record this day forever!’

			The sentiment was not lost on Dougie.

			‘Stand up and let me take a picture of you.’

			Dougie stood and Tess opened the bellows camera and manipulated the settings and took a picture of Dougie in his Carlton football jumper and jeans.

			‘Now I am going to take a ‘skinny dip’ before we eat lunch,’ said Dougie sitting down to pull off his boots and socks. When he stood up again he pulled the Carlton guernsey over his head and dropped his jeans. He was now clad in a white one piece, men’s union suit underwear combination. Tessa laughed.

			‘Do you find my union suit ‘combos’ amusing Tessa Davidson?’

			‘Highly!’

			Before he knew what was happening Tessa had snapped a picture of him in his union suit. Dougie quickly dispensed with the underwear and stood naked in front of Tessa who carefully framed the camera and took another picture.

			‘You are the most handsome boy I have ever seen,’ said Tessa with genuine affection. Dismissing the compliment Dougie stated.

			‘You will never be able to get those photographs developed. The chemist will censor pictures of a young man in his ‘ ‘combos’ underwear and even worse completely naked.’

			‘Developed and printed or not, I will always know I have them locked away.’

			Dougie smiled then asked.

			‘Well are you going to join me?’

			‘Tessa slipped out of her sandals and shift and removed her white cotton neck to knees undergarment. Dougie watched fascinated and then in their naked freedom the two embraced and kissed displaying their intense feelings for one another. Dougie took Tessa’s hand and led her to the edge of the pool. The waterfall pool fell away sharply from the bank into deep water and hand in hand Dougie and Tessa jumped in. The initial water temperature was bracing but they soon adjusted to it as they held the warmth of their bodies close. Then they were one.

			Dougie left the pool athletically and waited and gave Tessa his hand to help her climb out. They dressed in underwear only and sat on the soft grass and dried off. Eventually they started to dress once more.

			‘You’re shivering, Tess.’

			‘I’m a little cold.’

			‘Here put on my football guernsey it will keep you warm.’

			Dougie and Tessa ate lunch and drank the spicy ginger beer and then they lay side by side not daring to talk and break the magic spell of the moment. Eventually they knew it was time to go.

			On the way home Dougie announced.

			‘I am clearing out tonight, Tess.’

			Tessa Davidson was stoic. She knew this day had to come eventually. She mentally noted the date. It was Thursday the 30th of March 1916. Later she would inscribe that date on the Kodak 127 roll of film, using the stylus that came with the Autographic bellows camera. Back in Orbost Tessa turned towards Dougie, and he responded by holding her in a sweet embrace. They kissed tenderly. It was a parting kiss.

			Back at the dairy farm Dougie packed the few possessions that he thought he might need in a canvas bag and then fetched his ‘treasure chest’ from its hiding place in the third drawer in the low-boy chest of drawers in his room. He counted out the notes and coins and realised he didn’t have much, but it would have to do.

			Dougie left the dairy farm around midnight. Following the Bairnsdale line which had only recently been completed but would not open officially until early April, he walked and jogged to the next milk siding along from the Bourgore’s farm and waited for the milk train. Dougie jumped on one of the flatbed trucks for the nearly sixty mile ride into Bairnsdale. Squeezed tight between milk churns it was an uncomfortable journey. On arrival in Bairnsdale Dougie decided to spend some of his limited funds on a conventional passenger train ticket to Melbourne. The one hundred and seventy-five mile journey into the capital took nearly three and a half hours. It was late afternoon when he arrived.

			Little did Dougie know it at the time but if he had enlisted in his hometown of Orbost he would have been given a free rail ticket to Melbourne to begin training. When he was told this he rationalised that if he had tried to enlist in Orbost everyone would have known him, and his family and particularly his father, Paddy Bourgore, would have been told and stopped him. Some people would also have known he was only sixteen years of age.

			Even though it was late afternoon the Recruiting Office at Melbourne Town Hall was still operating and Dougie tried his luck. When he presented at the desk the Recruiting Officer, who had processed hundreds of men that day, was tired, and he was performing like a machine which was carrying out a range of functions according to a predetermined set of instructions.

			‘Name?’

			‘Douglas James Bourgore.’

			‘Date of Birth?’

			‘11th of January 1897,’ lied Dougie confidently. He had prepared this response in his head on the train. He had actually been born in 1900.

			The Recruiting Officer looked up from the form he was completing and saw a tall, well-proportioned lad who was sun-bronzed and sported a shock of unkempt light brown hair with copper-coloured streaks in places. He had a pleasant face and struck the officer as handsome compared with some of the nefarious young men he had processed that day. To the eye he looked every bit of nineteen and an ideal recruit.

			‘Do you have your birth certificate with you?

			‘No it was destroyed in a fire at home in Orbost several years ago along with a lot of other papers. Mum and dad never thought to replace it.’ The lies began to flow easily now.

			With a sigh the weary Recruiting Officer ticked the box marked ‘Birth Certificate Sighted’ and quickly filled in the details of address and next of kin and then handed Dougie a slip of paper and told him to join the queue for the medical examination.

			During the course of the First World War standards for age, minimum height, and minimum chest measurement for enlistment in the AIF were altered. The requirements in August 1914 were nineteen to thirty-eight years of age, height of five feet six inches and chest measurement of thirty-four inches. In June 1915 the age range and minimum height requirements were changed to eighteen to forty-five years and five feet two inches. The physicality and health of men recruited under the new standard was of great concern to commanding officers. They tried to have unsuitable recruits weeded out at this initial medical inspection and if they slipped through that, to have them eliminated at the more thorough medical examination at the Army training camp.

			Dougie Bourgore stood for a long time in the queue and now the electric lights were being turned on in the Town Hall. Finally he was called into the separate room where the medical inspections were being held. It was a well-oiled system that was processing these young men. Dougie handed his slip of paper to the Medical Examiner who acknowledged with the instruction.

			‘Strip down to your underwear!’

			Dougie complied without embarrassment. He knew he was an excellent physical specimen and quite proud of his body.

			‘Over here for a height measurement.’

			Dougie moved with alacrity.

			‘Five feet ten inches. You are quite a tall lad.’

			Then the Medical Examiner threaded a tape measure around Dougie’s ample chest.

			‘Thirty-six inches. You are an excellent physical specimen, son.’

			Weight measurements followed then a series of questions about illnesses, diseases, and hospital operations, all of which were answered in the negative and with a slight smile. The Medical Examiner opened Dougie’s mouth and examined his dental hygiene and followed that with a standard eye test. Then came the moment.

			‘Right remove your underwear, turn your head away from me and give me a couple of good coughs,’ said the Medical Examiner observing the result and then making a note. Dougie’s blue eyes and light brown hair with copper-coloured streaks and his light brown eyebrows were recorded as was the shape of his head and chin. The fact that he had no significant scars or birthmarks on his body was noted.

			‘This is an optional question. Have you been sexually active in the last six months?’

			Dougie recalled the passionate love making he had experienced with Tessa Davidson.

			‘Yes.’

			‘Good. I like honest answers. Get dressed.’

			Finally Dougie was told to report the next morning to the Victoria Barracks in St. Kilda road. From there he was told he would be going to Broadmeadows Army Camp to begin his training. It was now dark on an autumn day, Friday the 31st of March, and there was a distinct chill in the air. Dougie didn’t have the funds to seek overnight accommodation, so he searched for place to keep warm and sleep until the morning. He asked a passersby for directions to St. Kilda Road and was told to follow Swanston Street to the Princes Bridge which crosses the Yarra River.

			‘Princes Bridge connects Swanston Street and the central business district with St Kilda Road in the south,’ explained a well-dressed young man carrying a violin case who looked to be hurrying on his way to the theatre or some recital.

			At the start of Princes Bridge Dougie veered left and found a comfortable spot among the trees that lined the Yarra River. He settled in to pass the night. His mind was full of images of what he had left behind in Orbost and particularly the face of Tessa Davidson. In the early hours of the morning he got up crossed the bridge and headed along St. Kilda Road until he arrived at the Victoria Barracks. A little surprisingly he was not the first of the recruits to be waiting at the gates.

			Victoria Barracks was originally built as accommodation for British troops, including the Twelfth and Fortieth Regiment of Foot who were involved in putting down the armed Eureka Stockade rebellion in Ballarat. The remaining buildings were built by civil contractors with the original bluestone buildings constructed between 1856 and 1872. The Barracks housed the Department of Defence following the Federation of Australia in 1901.

			When the gates finally opened the large group of new recruits were assembled on the grounds and told they would be marching to Broadmeadows Army Camp later in the morning. While they waited a tea and toast breakfast would be served outside the main mess hall. The babble of talk among the group of eager young men was all about Broadmeadows. Dougie listened to stories from various sources and pictured in his mind what the training camp would be like.

			It seemed Broadmeadows was a rural settlement to the west of Melbourne. It was the site of the main camp for the reception and training of recruits for the AIF from Victoria early in the First World War. Broadmeadows had been identified as a possible site for military training in 1913, but no facilities had been established. The camp was commissioned in August 1914 at ‘Mornington Park’, a property loaned to the government by Mr. R.G. Wilson.

			Of concern to Dougie were anecdotal stories by recruits whose fathers, uncles and brothers had been through Broadmeadows during 1914 and 1915. Those stories did not paint an encouraging picture. Early on, Broadmeadows was predominantly a tented camp and conditions were quite spartan. These facilities, combined with wet weather and poor drainage resulted in a rapid increase in sickness among recruits in autumn 1915. Public concern, fuelled by sensationalist press coverage, resulted in a decision to re-establish the main Victorian training camp at Seymour, approximately one hundred kilometres north of Melbourne. Broadmeadows Camp remained in use throughout the war, however, with facilities being progressively improved.

			



	

Chapter 3 

The Accusation

			Monday 1st April 2024

			The secretary to the Principal of Dominic College, Mrs. Ava Kennedy alerted him that two detectives from the Criminal Investigation Branch (CIB) of the Victorian Police force wanted to see him as a matter of urgency.

			‘Create a window in my diary immediately, please Mrs. Kennedy, and ask the detectives to come right up. Inform anyone concerned that my previous appointments will have to be delayed due to unforeseen circumstances,’ instructed a businesslike Principal who was immediately troubled by the arrival of the CIB at his College.

			The Principal, Peter Knightley, LLB, M.Ed. had been a passionate educator across boys’ schools and colleges nationally and overseas. Prior to his appointment as Principal of Dominic College from 2018, Mr. Knightley was Deputy Headmaster at Saint Francis Xavier College a Roman Catholic sixth form school in South West London, England. Before going overseas to take up his position at Saint Francis Xaviers, he had numerous other senior leadership positions. Many of these had centred on the middle years of schooling, having been the Head of Middle School at St. Joseph’s College in Sydney and the Assistant Head of Middle Years at Saint Ignatius’ College Riverview. Prior to those appointments he had been the Head of Middle Years Boarding at The Armidale School in northern New South Wales. His involvement in school pastoral leadership had been extensive. He had also been fully and passionately involved in sports coaching. This had included coaching premiership 1st XV Rugby teams at Saint Francis Xavier College in London and The Armidale School.

			Throughout his years in teaching and leadership, Peter Knightley had always sought to engender a passion for life, learning, and the pursuit of excellence. He valued personal standards, collaborative and supportive work cultures, and teamwork, and assumed a visionary perspective in advancing performance and outcomes through curiosity and innovations. Fielding police inquiries was rare in Peter Knightley’s experience, and he did not look forward to this interview.

			Mrs. Kennedy didn’t give a verbal response she simply nodded her acknowledgement and left to perform the tasks she had been given. Within minutes Mrs. Kennedy ushered Detective Inspector Bethany Collins and her Detective Sergeant Greg McShane into the Principal’s office and closed the door behind her as she left. Peter Knightley stood up to greet the two police officers who produced their warrant cards by way of introduction.

			‘Thank you for agreeing to see us so promptly, Mr. Knightley. I am Detective Inspector Collins, and this is Detective Sergeant McShane.’

			Slightly discombobulated by the situation and not knowing what to expect next the Principal gestured for the two officers to sit down.

			‘Welcome to Dominic College. Would you like to take a seat?’

			Detective Inspector Collins and Detective Sergeant McShane sat in the stylish bent wood armchairs with blue upholstery. Mr. Knightley had the expanse of his large desk separating him from the two police officers which at that moment he considered comforting.

			‘I’ll come straight to the point, Mr. Knightley. We are investigating an allegation of rape made against one of your senior boys,’ stated the DI.

			The Principal’s heart sank, and his shoulders slumped noticeably. He had always dreaded reports of sexual misconduct by his boys. They were invariably grubby matters, were never satisfactorily resolved, and caused deep concern in the wider College community. He steeled himself for what was to come next.

			‘I know how distressing this will be for you personally and for your school community in general,’ empathised Detective Inspector Collins. ‘However we are trying to move quickly on this one. We believe the allegation is well substantiated and we are here to take the young man concerned down to the Police Centre for a formal interview.’

			‘Who is the boy?’ asked the Principal with genuine concern.

			‘He is Kit Ganderton. I believe he is a seventeen-year-old in his final year of studies.’

			Peter Knightley was completely taken aback and momentarily could not speak.

			‘Did you hear what I said?’ asked Bethany Collins.

			‘I did, Detective Inspector. I am just trying to process what you have just revealed to me.’

			‘Let me help you come to terms with this situation. We believe Ganderton is a Year Twelve boarder.’

			‘That is correct. He has been at the College since his ‘Prep’ year.’

			‘Do you know when his birthday is, Sir?’

			‘My secretary, Mrs. Kennedy could give you that information. I do not carry boys’ birthdays around in my head.’

			‘Understandably.’

			‘Why do you ask?’

			‘When he turns eighteen Ganderton will be dealt with as an adult offender and remanded accordingly. If he remains seventeen in the near future he will face the courts as a juvenile and be remanded in a Juvenile Detention Centre while awaiting trial.’

			‘That is assuming you charge him with this crime,’ asserted the Principal regaining some of his experienced confidence.

			‘Indeed! Now to practicalities. Ganderton will need to be removed from class and taken to his boarding house. I suggest he changes out of his school uniform into casual clothes. That will attract less attention at the station when he is processed.’

			‘I understand,’ said a relieved Principal who had baulked at the thought of a senior boy being paraded through the Police Centre in the unmistakable uniform of Dominic College.’

			‘Because of the nature of the allegations, if we do decide to charge him, it is likely he will be remanded in custody. He should bring the necessary personal items to allow for that. Sergeant McShane will accompany Ganderton throughout this process and will try to do it as quickly and quietly as possible causing as little disruption to the school programme. You know what to do Sergeant?’

			‘Yes, Ma’am.’

			Attempting to regain some control of the situation the Principal suggested.

			‘I would like the boy’s Housemaster to withdraw him from class and he can accompany Sergeant McShane to School House where Ganderton can change clothes and gather his personal items together. That will make the process a little more discreet.’

			‘That is quite satisfactory,’ responded the Detective Inspector. ‘We arrived in an unmarked police car so our presence and the removal of Ganderton from the campus should not cause an undue ‘stir’ among your school community.’

			‘I appreciate your consideration in these matters.’ This was a sincere expression by the Principal.

			‘We will get on now, Mr. Knightley. Thank you for your time and co-operation. I know how distressing these situations can be. We will show ourselves out,’ was DI Collins’ remark.

			‘Could you wait here until I can contact Ganderton’s Housemaster, and he can guide Sergeant McShane to School House.’

			‘Certainly.’

			‘Would you like tea or coffee while you wait?’

			‘No thank you. We have a busy morning ahead of us and we can’t afford any unnecessary delays.’

			Peter Knightley sprang into action. He picked up his desk telephone and punched in the three digit internal number. When Mrs. Kennedy answered with alacrity the Principal gave instructions rapidly.

			‘Mrs. Kennedy, get hold of Oliver Howatt, Housemaster of School House, and ask him to come to my office. The matter is urgent.’

			There was an uneasy and nervous atmosphere after Mr. Knightley replaced the telephone handset in its cradle. Detective Sergeant McShane looked around the Principal’s office noting the paintings and trophies that were on display. They were the trappings of a rich educational heritage. Detective Inspector Collins tried to ease the tension in the room by making small talk.

			‘This is a beautiful campus, Mr. Knightley. I like the way you have integrated the more modern buildings in with the traditional ones.’

			‘Sadly we are running out of room on this site. We have become landlocked. I endeavour to build something new each year and the marriage of the old with the new is always a primary focus with the College architects. Lack of space is now a major concern.’

			‘So how many students do you have here at Dominic College?’ asked the DI.

			‘On this site we only accommodate the Year Ten to Twelve boys. We have two other campuses for the Middle and Preparatory divisions of the College. It is not ideal to have the College community split in that way, but it is what it is.’

			Oliver Howatt appeared within minutes. He was a short stocky man with slicked black hair and heavy dark rimmed glasses. He was not what either DI Collins or DS McShane were expecting. His manner in the Headmaster’s office was both sycophantic and obsequious and Bethany Collins’ initial impression was of that he was a weasel of a man.

			‘Mr. Howatt I would like you to withdraw Kit Ganderton from his current class.’

			‘What class would that be, Mr. Knightley?’ asked the Housemaster.

			‘Look it up on the timetable, Mr. Howatt! Then I want you to take young Ganderton and Sergeant McShane here back to School House. Ganderton is to change out of his school uniform into good casual clothes and collect some personal toiletries,’ outlined the Principal.’

			‘May I ask what is going on, Mr. Knightley?’ asked the weasel.

			‘No, Mr. Howatt you may not. Go immediately.’

			Oliver Howatt led Sergeant McShane out of the Principal’s office and Bethany Collins announced.

			‘I will wait in the car.’

			As soon as he was alone Peter Knightley picked up the telephone and punched Mrs. Kennedy’s three digit number into the keypad.

			‘Get the Chairman of the Board of Governors on the phone please Mrs. Kennedy. Tell him it is a serious College matter and is urgent!

			‘I understand, Mr. Knightley.’

			Within minutes the Chairman of the Board of Governors, Mr. Patrick Gallagher, KC, who was the senior partner in the law firm: Gallagher, Gallagher and Lundt, returned the Principal’s call. The situation was quickly explained and Patrick Gallagher dropped everything else to deal with the matter. He summoned one of the firm’s bright young lawyers, Warwick Faulkner to his office and retold the story as he knew it.

			‘Correct me if I am wrong young Faulkner, but you were a College boy here in Melbourne yourself, were you not?’

			‘I was Mr. Gallagher. Xavier College 2013 – 2017.’

			‘And from there straight to Melbourne University and then to us.’

			‘That is correct.’

			‘While you were at Xavier did you have much to do with Dominic College and the boys who attended there?’

			‘We played a lot of sport against them in the Catholic Schools’ Association. They were fierce rivals.’

			‘Good. You are ideally suited for this task. Warwick I want you to get down to the Police Centre in Flinders Street straight away and indicate you are the lawyer representing a Christopher Michael Ganderton known as ‘Kit’. He is not to be interviewed without you being present. Apply for an immediate suppression order on any details of the case using the boy’s age as your justification. If the police do charge him indicate we will be applying for bail,’ outlined Mr. Gallagher with all the knowledge gained from long years of experience.

			Warwick Faulkner sprang into action. He gathered up any materials he would need and then caught a tram across town to the Victoria Police Centre in Flinders Street. Upon his arrival he quickly established his credentials and waited patiently for the officer in charge of Kit Ganderton’s case to see him.

			Detective Inspector Bethany Collins introduced herself and explained that Ganderton was in police custody. His processing was almost complete. Warwick Faulkner stressed he must speak with his client as soon as possible and Bethany Collins said she would facilitate that meeting when Ganderton’s processing was finished. They would be given an interview room and assured that no video or audio equipment would be operating.

			‘As soon as Ganderton has been processed he will be taken to Interview Room One,’ was DI Collins matter-of-fact remark. She added ‘You will have ten minutes with your client before we begin the interview.’

			Warwick Faulkner smiled at the Detective Inspector.

			‘With all due respect, Detective Inspector Collins, I will take as long as is required to get up to speed with the case and brief my client before the interview process begins. If you check the regulations, with regard to this matter, you will find that is the case.’

			Bethany Collins was taken aback. She had not been challenged on this point for a long time and realised this young lawyer was correct. She retreated.

			‘Of course Mr. Faulkner you must take as much time as is needed. Simply inform the officer on duty at the door of the interview room when you are ready for us to begin.’

			‘Thank you.’

			Warwick Faulkner made his way to Interview Room One without difficulty. He knew the layout of the Police Centre well. When he entered he was reminded of the deliberate starkness and intimidating nature of the space. The walls were painted grey, and the light was artificial. One wall featured a two way mirror so that activity in the room could be observed by interested parties on the other side. The only furniture was a rectangular table constructed with a steel frame and topped with a wooden surface. There were four steel framed chairs with wooden seats and back rests placed two either side of the table. Warwick chose a chair on the side of the table the accused and his lawyer were required to sit. He checked the internal cameras located high on the walls and noted that the red recording button was not illuminated. He was satisfied the conversation with his client would not be recorded. From his brief case he took out a yellow legal pad and his favourite fountain pen. He unscrewed the top of the pen and wrote left handed on the pad:

			‘Kit Ganderton – Initial Interview’ followed by the date and time which he checked from his iPhone. All was now in readiness, and he waited.

			



	

Chapter 4 

Attorney Client Privilege

			Monday 1st April 2024

			When the police officer ushered Kit Ganderton into the interview room, Warwick Faulkner took a little time to make his initial assessment. The young man was taller than he had expected, and his facial features were elegant and well proportioned. His hair, which had not been combed and looked a little dishevelled, was essentially light brown with copper-coloured streaks that were highlighted in the artificial light. The fringe went almost down to his eyebrows. The sidecut topped his ears. The back was beginning to turn upwards in the nape of his neck. Warwick’s assessment was interrupted by the escorting police officer.

			‘I’ll be outside the door. Just let me know when you are ready for the interviewing officers.’

			Warwick nodded and the officer left without further comment. Then the young lawyer focussed fully on his client’s face. The blue eyes were troubled and confused, and his face was frozen in a look of total disbelief. Just the wispy hint of an unshaven moustache separated the classical aquiline nose from the sultry lips. Warwick stood and offered his hand to the bewildered young man.

			‘Hello Kit. I’m Warwick Faulkner from the legal firm of Gallagher, Gallagher and Lundt. I will be representing you in this matter.’

			The two shook hands and Warwick realised that the young man was taller than he was.

			‘Let’s sit down and get started.’

			Warwick pulled out a chair on his side of the table
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