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It doesn't pay to lie, particularly to those who put their trust in you. However, there was an opportunity to advance his career and it was a little lie anyway, so he thought. The fact that he was caught out was as inevitable as the way he tried to deny the obvious. The latter just made his position all the more untenable. His being only twenty at the time was not even taken into consideration. A lie was a lie was a lie. All hell had broken loose because of it and he had put so many people at risk.

Martin Aloysius Phillips was a dead man walking. Those people he was supposed to be keeping an eye on and even those who had made him be their observer saw him that way. He had little chance of survival out in the big wide world as he was a marked man. His employer had marked his cards too and must have considered setting him adrift and cutting their losses. The only thing that stopped them was the amount of paperwork that would ensue, and the questions that would be asked.

Phillips didn't really understand how witness protection worked until the option was put in front of him. The truth was that he wasn't even going to be a witness anyway. He'd been rumbled the first day by the people he was supposed to blend in with and find out what they were up to. Consequently, he had learned nothing new. It wasn’t just plain dumb luck on his part. It was that he although being very clever was also very stupid when it came to working with and understanding people. As such he was a liability to the NSW police force. The last thing they needed was a police officer to go missing and/or his body to turn up. This would just heighten tension in the crime world as the word would come down from on high that some sort of retribution was needed. Weary senior officers knew who they were dealing with. There would be no evidence apart from a body, and that would be well and truly sanitised of any clues. There would be no trail to follow. The people they were dealing with were professionals. They had a vested interest in continuing their business without interference. They may sacrifice a few ignorant pawns to mollify the police and then they’d get back to doing what they were very good at.

Phillips was the master of his own destiny. He had dug a huge hole for himself of about coffin size. The temptation was to let him get out of his own self-made situation. The only trouble was word would get out. It always did. The police force leaked like a sieve. Everyone was in for what they could get out of it. That had a lot to do with the low wages and poor working conditions that were commonplace across the force. Many thought that selling a bit of information to the media wasn’t really such a crime and it certainly helped pay the rent. So, questions would be asked. Denials would be made and a tangled web of deceit wouldn't hold up under the strain the circling media would put the NSW police force under. 

Phillips had been selected specifically for the job and supposedly thoroughly vetted. His vetting officer was unlikely to see any promotions until his retirement. To Phillips, it meant getting out of the drudgery that he had found out was part and parcel of the normal beginning police officers work requirements. He had been fast tracked through his training because he had a talent for observation and the capacity to take note of pertinent facts about an incident, but then hit a brick wall of mundaneness. It certainly wasn’t what the recruiting posters showed, and what the upbeat trainers at the police academy in Goulburn had promoted.

On his original recruitment form he had filled in, almost as a lark, that surfing was a special interest of his. Goulburn, being in the central part of the state was so far from the sea that it was unlikely that he would ever be called on to demonstrate his prowess. He had no idea how bureaucracy worked though and amid all the details on the forms that he took with him on graduation was his interest in surfing. That perhaps had a say in his original posting. He spent nearly two years as the lowest ranked officer in a boring seaside police station. Then a marvellous opportunity as far as he was concerned came at about the same time, he was about to chuck the towel in. Sydney police were looking for a cleanskin, an unknown, for some undercover sting. There were few details but the request was sent to his sergeant who seemed more than happy to see his young charge go. The sergeant felt that he had been babysitting this new recruit and as the town was deadly dull, he was tired of organising activities that would keep Phillips out of his hair.

This is where the lie caught Martin Phillips out and the inane reliance on forms did him in. After he had agreed to do the two-month operation, he was then informed of what he was to do. He was to dye his dark hair blonde and let it grow long. He was informed that the tactical group of detectives suspected that drugs were being moved around through the surfing tournaments as there was a pattern of high quality but severely cut doses leading to overdoses and deaths, just after a tournament ended and moved on to another beach. All Phillips was supposed to do was to join in as a lowly ranked competitor in the local surfing tournaments that were held up and down the NSW coast. He had to just to watch other participants, the organisers and the hangers-on in the tournament. He was not to take any action. They just wanted information. He just had to blend in, keep his eyes peeled and his ears open. The longer he stayed in each tournament the more people might accept him and say things in front of him. It was suggested that he get knocked out before the finals as that would show him to be not a ring in and would allow him to hang around and fulfil his requirements without standing out from the crowd. 

Phillips had one major problem, that he felt he could hardly divulge at this late stage. The thing was; he couldn't surf. He had learned the lingo at the seaside town where he was originally posted. He had watched experts surf on the small waves at the town’s only beach and trusted that he could learn on the job. He was vastly mistaken. The detectives running the operation were livid when their elaborate plan went tits up. They saw the footage taken of Phillips' first heat. It was embarrassing. At no point did Phillips get to his feet. He was thrown off his board in the lightest of swells and then thrown out of the tournament. He did however close down the drug trafficking for a couple of tournaments, or as one more senior detective put it, "Drove the bastards underground so far that they will now never be found."

So, the answer was to transfer him elsewhere under a new name, and with a new life history and police career history to somewhere else, anywhere else, but preferably interstate. It would save his life for the drug runners, if they got him, would seek to find out what the police already knew. Phillips had no idea what his superiors knew. It would be a slow and painful extraction of nothing.

Martin Phillips had no say in his transfer location. He didn't even get to pick his own new name, although he did get rid of his hated middle name. Aloysius means famous warrior, so it was more than appropriate that he lose that. Some wag with Welsh ancestry, who designed his new identity gave him the middle name of Anwir.

There were no farewells to his family. He was reported missing, presumed drowned. A hire boat, hired in his name was found overturned with all lifejackets still on board. Two days of fruitless searching found no body and his parents were informed that there was little chance of survival.

Phillips under his new name was sent as far north as possible. The Queensland Police force came to the rescue of their NSW counterparts. Actually, they were just returning a favour. They were told that a young officer was in need of a relocation out of NSW. No questions were asked except whether he had committed a criminal offence. The answer was pretty blunt, “You would need to have some form of intelligence to be able to do that.”

That was enough information for the placement officer to work with. This young man had to be placed in a quiet station where nothing ever happened and he could cause no trouble. That ruled out a whole lot of places. Crime was on the upswing in the early 1990s except in one area. There was a quiet counterculture for the well to do that stretched from Cooktown in the north, down to Port Douglas in the south. Save for the odd death by crocodiles, the crime stats were extremely low. Arresting crocodiles wouldn’t be one of his duties. A couple of months filling in a vacancy in Mossman should be enough to find out whether this young constable with the strange middle name was as bad as he was being made out. He noticed on the accompanying form that surfing was one of the constable’s interests. Surfing in the Daintree area among those salt water crocodiles, the sharks, the sea snakes and the box jellyfish could prove quite a challenge, but could also easily solve both the NSW and Queensland police force’s problems in one fell swoop. 
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Martin Phillips had had plenty of time to reflect on his own stupidity. He wasn't close to his parents but knew that their grief would be severe and tinge the rest of their lives. He was a realist. His faked death could still become very real if he was found by those drug runners based in Sydney. Their reputation was well known. The sad truth was that if they did find him, they could kill him with impunity as theoretically he was already dead.

He was a very much chastened young man now. He had been offered a second chance and would have to make the most of it. Almost overnight, his fearlessness had evaporated. Gone too was his bravado and any thoughts of reckless behaviour. The old Martin Phillips had to be left behind. The only thing he wanted to keep was his longish bleached blond dyed hair. When he fronted up to Mossman police station, Sergeant Davies eyed him suspiciously and kept looking at the transfer papers. Martin weakly smiled and apologised about his hair. Davies dismissed that with a wave of his hand. "I'm none too fussed about that, boyo. Just keep it trimmed and clean and if we get any big wig visitors popping in, tuck it under your cap. Says here you are on loan from below the border. I am not even going to ask what you did wrong, but don't forget anything wrong around here. It's a quiet little town and I kind of like it that way."

Martin just nodded, but asked if there was a problem with the paperwork as Sergeant Davies kept looking at it.

"Nothing wrong there my lad. Just a little bit curious about why your patents gave you such a strange middle name. You see, I am Welsh and Anwir means liar in Welsh."

Martin shrugged his shoulders. That was the least of his worries. His biggest problem was to stop thinking of himself as Martin Phillips. He had to quickly get his head around his new name. On the secondment papers it gave his full name. He hoped that his abbreviated first name which he suggested that his new Sergeant call him would imprint that on his own mind.

"First time up north?" Sergeant Davies asked.

The reply was a bit indistinct as his new constable had his mind on other things. Davies repeated the question. 

"First time in Queensland" finally came back.

"Well, you are in for a treat. There are three sorts of Queenslanders. There's the southerners who are a bit up themselves and congregate around Brisbane, Surfers and disperse themselves all along the coast as far as Townsville. There's the weird lot who live out in the heat and dust in the hinterland. And then there's us, God's own people who gave rise to the notion that Queensland is beautiful one day and perfect the next."

His new colleague looked a bit bemused, as Davies may have had a lovely lilt to the way he spoke, but had been badly beaten over the head with the ugly stick. 

Mossman itself as he found out when was given a walking tour, was not very big at all as far as a town went. Trapped off the coast, it had nothing of the charm and hubbub of a beach community. It was a one-horse town and that horse was on its last legs. Still, Davies spoke proudly of it and touched his oversized hat as he passed people in the street. It had only a two-street depth to it either side of the highway that bisected the town. It was a place you drove through to get to somewhere else. You turned right before you hit the southern end and that took you to Port Douglas, the it place to be for the rich and famous. You turned left in the middle of town to go to one of the prettiest rainforest areas, Mossman Gorge, or you drive straight through heading to the Daintree and Cape Tribulation. You didn't stop in Mossman unless you had a weak bladder.

Its biggest employer was the sugar mill, but you didn't go there without acclimatising to the smell. Lush fields of cane grew all around the town and tiny little locomotives hauled carts into the factory filled with cut cane ready for processing. Visit the factory without a clothes-peg on your nose and you may decide that a sugar free diet was the go.

Davies was proud of the factory and the ageing buildings that edged the broad avenue that cut the town in half. The original town planners had grand visions for the place. Gold had been discovered nearby. Then when that fizzled out, timber was logged and exported from Port Douglas. They finally settled on sugar cane and that paid its way for decades thanks to the help of slave labour, the Kanakas from South Pacific Islands, brought in to be paid a pittance, normally just board and lodging, for long hours of hard work. 

Mossman had missed the tourist boom and looked like a sleepy hollow town struggling to waken from its torpor. It was a far cry from the bustling life the exiled police officer had grown up in in Sydney. He wondered if crime actually took place here and whether the boredom, he thought was bad at his first posting, was going to be even worse here. However, he reflected, it was probably the best place to hide. His former superiors had given him a detailed run-down on the probable outcomes that would have occurred if he had remained in NSW. Sydney in the late 1990s was very much like the New York and Chicago of the 1920s. People disappeared, their bodies occasionally turned up and graft and corruption were rife. Having been outed as an undercover person because of his own incompetence, he was a target and probably had a limited life span. The fact that his 'death' occurred soon after his outing, probably saved his parents' lives. They would have been used as hostages to get to him, or bumped off just in case he told them something. The fact that he knew nothing was not a risk that the Sydney based crime gangs would take.

The forced self-reflection couldn't have come at a better time for him. He had taken his life for granted and his attitude had been one of maximising it without regard to others. If Mossman didn't provide him with all the fun and adventure, then he thought, that wasn't a bad thing. He would have time to study hard and become the sort of copper that would have shocked his trainers down in Goulburn who had despaired at his ambivalence and inattention.

Accommodation in a small country town for a city boy seemed quite primitive. He started off in the pub. It didn't usually do any accommodation normally. People didn't usually stop overnight let alone stay for a few nights. The well to do went down to Port Douglas and those on a more austere budget camped in the caravan park if the National Parks camping sites were chockers.

The window in his room was stuck and wouldn't move. He was told it was the humidity that made the sash wooden framed windows stick, but on closer inspection he noted that several layers of paint prevented any movement. The box air conditioner had been in use in Noah's ark based on the groaning it made and the struggle it put up to wheeze out warm air. The thermostat was broken and it did little more than push the dusty and musty air around the room. An old tent in the caravan park seemed palatial by comparison especially as the sound proofing layer between the bar below and his room was non-existent. The only bonus was the food. That's what country pubs do best. What was served up was plain and simple and there was lots of it. However, all in all, the pub was just a fill in. He didn't have much cash, but he decided that there had to be someone who could offer him board and lodging.

That person certainly wasn't going to be Sergeant Davies who had the house attached to the police station. That was made very clear from day one. The newcomer to town was viewed with suspicion by the locals and even more so by his boss.

At night the only place that showed signs of life was the pub. It was the Mecca for all in the area and it ran well past the official closing time. That was part of Davies' community crime prevention program. It was well known that a blind eye was turned regarding closing times in exchange for no drunkenness, fights and drugs. The patrons were well aware of the rules and being banned from the pub was worse than being drummed out of the army or being excommunicated. It was a novel approach but a very effective one and contributed heavily to Mossman's low crime stats.

Hugh Davies had sized up the young constable well. He set out some basic rules which included being seen within the town on a regular basis, and booking speeding drivers who didn't want to waste precious seconds getting from Cairns to the Gorge, Cape Trib or Port Douglas. Apart from that, there was all the paperwork that somehow seemed to be delegated downwards. There was nothing much else to do and that left both of them to look busy once the chores were done. Davies had a regular routine and it was unlikely that it would ever change until his retirement. He wasn't about to move on from Mossman. The lay back lifestyle suited him. He smiled when his protege got out all the rules and regulations, along with police procedure manuals and filled his time in studying. Mossman was not the ideal place to prove your worth if you wanted to climb the greasy pole of the police ranks. He wondered about the young man and what crime he had committed to be sent so far away. That wondering lasted a millisecond. He didn't need to know and no-one would tell him anyway.
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A twenty-one-year-old should have been out chasing girls and having a wonderful social life. It was extremely difficult as a police officer in the normal course of events because there were expectations placed by society on the behaviour and role modelling of police. It was more difficult in a small community as everyone knew everyone else's business and the tut tutting would echo around faster than any gossip. Mossman was much worse because there was really nowhere else to go. There was nothing for young people to live-it-up north of the Daintree River. Port Douglas was a closed shop for the rich and well to do. Land was at a premium and so was housing. That made it difficult for retail and tourism staff who were bussed in from Cairns 75km further south. Any escape was in Cairns and he had been warned that criminal links to the drug barons, even in a city so far away from Sydney, were not out of the question. 

Frustrated by the ageing population that lived in Mossman and in Port Douglas, there was one unhappy camper wondering why he had lied on a simple form. Yes, it was a joke, but it wasn't very funny now. It had come back to bite him in the bum quite savagely. He hadn't got on with his parents when he hit puberty and rebelled against their rules and restrictions all through his teenage years. Now he was in a career that relied heavily on rules and regulations. He couldn't seek solace and advice from his parents without endangering them and scaring the hell out of him, after all he was dead. All his confidence and bravado had been knocked out of him. Effectively, he was imprisoned in place without walls or fences for a minor crime that any remorse shown could not undo.

True, the prison was quite beautiful. The brilliant lime green colours of the cane fields encouraged him to explore further when time permitted. The station had just the one vehicle. It was a four-wheel drive that he had use of when the sergeant didn't need it, which was most of the time he found out. Sergeant Davies was a local copper and he stayed as local as possible. Unless there was a callout in the Daintree, he rarely ventured beyond walking distance of the pub. Word of mouth in the right ears usually solved issues before they became serious. He knew which buttons to push to quell any misbehaviour. If he had to go and visit someone, the consequences were usually severe.

The lushness of the place was stunning. Palms and ferns soaked up the water in the wet season and managed to stay alive in the dry of the winter months. The brilliance of colours from the funicular, the birdlike and butterflies assaulted the senses and was quite visceral. Nothing had prepared him for it and the grainy pixelated images on the stations new digital camera didn't do justice to it. Sergeant Davies didn't mind him using it and downloading the images onto the station's new laptop. Both were antiquated by today's standards, but Sergeant Davies was even more so. His new assistant took to it like a duck to water, which was a good thing as Sergeant Davies wasn't likely to even dip a toe in. As far as he was concerned, if that kept his new constable busy, all well and good. He was at a stage of life where new tricks taxed an old mind. The only technology that he had worked out was that the power lead on the ancient desk top computer was the same as the kettle and was a handy replacement when the kettle's lead shorted out.

The first test came and it was at the pub just after lunch. Sergeant Davies was still having his as he tended to eat more, so it was left to the young constable to take the call and go down to the pub. His spare uniform was yet to arrive and his only one was on the line at the back of the pub drying. Davies had okayed the use of civvies on wash day and so the constable walked through the front door of the pub dressed like everybody else, but without the sweat stains and grime which was part and parcel of the clothing of the regulars. He immediately could tell who the offender was. The locals were in a loose circle around him showing their reserved displeasure. They didn’t move in on the angry man simply because he was a couple of axe handles across the shoulders and had fists that looked more like clubs made of meat that could do lots of damage. They easily could have taken him down based on the numbers but one or more of them would be hurt in the process. Mossman pub people were not good with pain, be it from hangovers or fights.

The nearly two-metre giant slowly turned towards the new entry to the scene of his displeasure. He was told calmly to put the glass down by the young constable who had the sense to realise that it could quickly become a weapon. One quick break and it could become lethal. The non-uniformed police officer was surveyed from head to toe and heard the words, “Who the hell are you to tell me what to do? This lady here gave me a beer with no head on it. She’s serving flat beer here. I want a real beer for my money.”

With a quick nod of the head to the bar attendant, the constable moved behind the bar and grabbed two glasses. With a deft touch on the beer spigot, he filled both glasses. One had no head and the other had about two centimetres of head. He smiled at the angry man saying, “Same keg. Two different ways to pour. She was actually giving you more beer in the glass. You didn’t even bother to taste it, did you. Now, I suggest you apologise to her, drink the beer you paid for, and then leave.”

The police officer’s voice was flat but there was authority in it. The out of towner missed that tone and said, “Bugger off. I don’t have to take that from you.”

“You are right.” Came the quick reply, “You don’t. But a word to the wise. The police cells are not the most comfortable place to be, but that is where you are headed if you don’t do as I ask.” 

He took his warrant card from his pocket of his chinos and made sure it was seen. “If you are thinking about staying around here tonight, think again. No-one will offer you accommodation except for me. Your choice. Just three things are all I ask. Apologise, drink up the one and only beer that you will get served in this town, and then find yourself a long way away from the speed derestriction signs on the edge of the town. I wouldn’t take the turn off to Port Douglas either. They don’t take kindly to unwanted visitors.”

He may not have appeared very bright, but as he looked at the steely glare of the man behind the bar, the wind was taken out of the sails of the big man. He only did two of the things asked though. His beer remained untouched. Sergeant Davies had witnessed it all from the doorway. He had been ready to intervene if necessary. Instead, he waved the man out the door and wandered over to the bar.

“Can’t let those beers you poured go to waste. I’ll have the one with the head. You’ve already got a good one on your shoulders. Oh, and don’t worry about drinking on duty. This is called community policing.”

Had the young constable known that it was that easy to gain acceptance by the community, he might have done it weeks before. Especially as now a couple of offers came in for board and lodging. Everyone had been wary of him as an outsider. Mossman was a welcoming place but also quite insecure and insular. His low-key approach and defusing the situation in the pub won him a whole lot of brownie points. Two days later he was ensconced in the spare room of a widow who was known for her cooking skills and her ability to keep secrets. People would share their gossip with her, but she never reciprocated. So, no matter how much people pried, and they did, nothing was passed on by her about her new lodger.
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The police training course and the year and a bit spent in a cosy little coastal police station had taught him very little, he now understood. It wasn't just a case of knowing some parts of the law and the procedures to be followed. You had to know people and how to handle them. By making an early calm intervention you could change things before they escalated. Hardened criminals and those with mental health and anger issues were another set of circumstances he realised, and that's where he should turn to someone more experienced. No more thinking that he knew best and could handle things. The about face in his personality saw him start to believe that asking for help wasn't a weakness, it was a strength.

In the first six months, by far his greatest teacher was not Hugh Davies, but his landlady. She didn't name names, but she always had an anecdote to tell over dinner. It took a while for him to comprehend that each tale told had a life lesson in it. She had really experienced life and was keen to share what she had learned. In him, she had a willing and attentive pupil and in return, she gained the feeling that she wasn't alone and isolated in the world.

Her husband had been a local, meaning at least five generations living in the area. She was a blow in, who stayed. She'd lived over thirty years in Mossman, but was still seen as an outsider. That's the way of small towns. It didn't help her cause by being different. She didn't join the Country Women's Association. She was outspoken when she felt she needed to be. She was childless, which was a cardinal sin in Mossman. A woman's job was seen to be childbearing, cooking and meeting the needs of her husband. In her situation, one out of three wasn't good enough, especially when others were so envious of her cooking skills. However good as these skills were, her interest and ability lay in her artistry. Every so often she'd bundle up some of her paintings and sketches and head into Port Douglas where galleries vied with each other to be able to display her work. That was one of the benefits of having so much wealth in the prosperous area. She was able to live independently in her own right simply from the artwork she sold. That was yet another reason why she would never be a local. Women weren't supposed to earn money. They had to conform. Irene Constance McKenzie was a bohemian by nature and acted the part in the way she spoke and dressed. The fact that a majority of her artwork were nudes, set the tongues wagging especially after church services which she never attended. A widow who dressed the way she did and who painted nudes, saw many wives keep close tabs on their husbands.

Her lodger found her enchanting, although at first it had been confronting when she showed him her studio. With a wickedly humorous gleam in her eye, she embarrassed him by suggesting that he might make a good model for her to sketch and paint. It was only when she couldn't suppress her laughter at the gobsmacked look on his face, that he realised she was joking. 

"You aren't from around here," she came out and said one day. He had been introduced as coming from Brisbane by Davies. So, she wasn't making any statement that was a revelation. Davies had been repeating what he had been told to say. It was felt that it was better than having to explain how a New South Wales police officer was now permanently in the Queensland Police service. Davies wasn't told that it might reduce the risk that questions could be asked that might arouse interest of those who were interested in the young fugitive for all the wrong reasons.

When she added, "I know Hugh said you were from Brissie, but you certainly aren't. You've never been there at all. It's in the words you use. You say bathers or boardies instead of togs. They're always togs. You also never add the word ‘ay’ or ‘but’ on the end of some of your sentences. That's a Queensland thing we do. My guess is that you are from further south, probably some swanky suburb around Sydney based on your accent. Don't worry. Your secret's safe with me. No-one else around here is smart enough or widely
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