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			I would like to dedicate this story to three types of people:

			 

			To those who have suffered cancer or are still going through the process; and to those that have had to sit by the sidelines watching their loved ones suffer so much.

			You are not alone. 

			 

			To those that have been hurt by the church system. 

			You also are not alone.

			 

			To those who struggle to combine their faith with their artistic expression. 

			I don’t want to be alone in this anymore…

		


		
			 

			 

			 

			 

			‘Since the night of my return from Leatherhead I had not prayed. I had uttered prayers, fetish prayers, had prayed as heathens mutter charms when I was in extremity, but now I prayed, indeed pleading steadfastly and sanely, face to face with the darkness of God. Strange night! Strangest in this, that so soon as dawn had come, I, who had talked with God, crept out of the house like a rat leaving its hiding place – a creature scarcely larger, an inferior animal, a thing that for any passing whim of our masters might be hunted and killed. Perhaps they also prayed confidently to God. Surely, if we have learned nothing else, this war has taught us pity – pity for those witless souls that suffer our dominion.’

			 

			(Extract from “The War Of The Worlds” by H.G. Wells)

			Log Tape: 7421 [commencing]

			Ok. Ready to start when you are.

			What do you want to know?

			Well basically… Tell me everything!

			(Laughs) Everything? Ha! You’d probably would fall asleep if I told you my life story.

			If that’s what it takes to get to the truth; then yes. However, I’m assuming that with the sort of life you’ve led… I don’t think I’m going to be bored listening to what you have to say.

			Really? Yeah… perhaps you’re right.

			You bet! Y’see… In case you haven’t realised already, I’ve been working on the same job for years; and sometimes - I’ve had enough – I want it all to end.

			(short pause) No one has still found Liam yet, hey?

			Hmm… Yes, but we’ll catch him. And I think you are the key to helping me.

			Helping you?! Why should I? (Gets out of chair. Paces back and forth, curses out loud and then leans against the wall).

			(Long pause). Are you alright?

			No, not really...

			I suppose some of that frustration stems from the fact that you are now unemployed.

			What do you mean by that?

			That secretive organization that you belong to, the Scapers, I’m sure they’ve ditched you after what happened back at-

			How do you know about such things?

			Oh, don’t mind me. Always sticking my nose in places where it doesn’t belong.

			(Walks forward to pick up chair and throws it against the wall)

			(Long pause) Are you finished with your little tantrum?

			(No reply)

			Just talk to me all about it. I want to know the situation from your perspective. And with that in mind, I think the beginning is always a good place to start.

			Ha! But which beginning? The actual beginning, or the beginning of the end? (short pause followed by another explosion of expletives) Why did this have to happen now!! Life was going so well when no one knew we existed. (Picks up chair from floor and sits back down on it again). Do you know how much we helped shape both Farrelly Falls and Brookevale to what they are today. Why couldn’t it just stay that way?

			Ah… but something’s gone wrong, hasn’t it? Is this why you’re in so much trouble?

			(Thumps table) It wasn’t all my fault!!

			Who else is to blame?

			I know exactly when things started to go wrong.

			Ok. So, what happened? Can you please enlighten me to when it all started going pear-shaped for you?

			(Long pause) It was Liam Brookes and that clown friend of his. That’s when things really started getting out of hand… especially for me.
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			​{ONE}

			It all began with a dream.

			Yes, I know. It sounds so clichéd to start a story like that, but it’s the truth.

			Ever since I was a child, I have been inflicted with a recurring dream that has always been with me. I remember many a time, when I would wake up in the morning and tell my parents at the breakfast table about this strange dream that I was having. Even back then, I could tell that they weren’t interested. But then my dad once mentioned in passing, ‘Maybe that is the way that God talks to you.’

			Oh yeah… trust my dad to always bring God into any situation.

			Being the sheltered kid that I was (that is, one that was raised in a Christian family), I took to heart what my dad said. And even now, I find myself most of the time thinking that this is the way that God speaks to me.

			Yet sometimes I wonder…

			My experience with this thing called “church culture” has taught me the following – you’re not allowed to think differently; you’re not allowed to have feelings of doubt; you’re not even allowed to be depressed. For so many years, I have internalised what had really gone on in my mind, and I now know that it’s not healthy.

			But I’m sure that you’re not here to hear me whinge, so I’ll get to the point.

			This is the dream that had been haunting me continually.

			I am always standing in an empty street. Even with houses on both sides of the road, there was not one person in sight. Then suddenly, I turn around to be faced with a hand reaching out to me. The hand is always clasping on to what looks like a business card. It’s always black in colour, with the words, “I AM” printed in bold white on the front of it. And every time as I reach out to grab it, I wake up.

			I still don’t have a clue what it means. For those who understand Christianity and the bible, will know that significance of the words, “I AM”. Is God speaking to me? If so, He’s not answering my prayers of frustration when I ask Him what it means.

			This is why a spark of hope beckoned when I came across a pamphlet in the letterbox that simply read, “Do you have a recurring dream that doesn’t go away?”

			The back of the pamphlet stated to contact a place called The Public Eye Detective Agency. It sounded a bit strange but at this point in my life, with no answers forthcoming, I thought I would give it a try.

			I rang the number, and someone called Detective Inspector Clark answered. Upon first instinct, he sounded very peculiar and absent-minded. I should’ve gone by my initial gut instinct and ended the call right there, but I still went ahead and arranged a time to meet up at his office, which was now my present situation.

			We were talking about corkboards.

			The conversation was everything else, but what was promised on the pamphlet. For the last half hour I had heard of the wonders of paper cups, the advantages of picnic blankets and the conspiracy that is against the lack of shelf space given to peanuts in supermarkets.

			When I could finally get a word in, I simply asked, ‘Aren’t we supposed to be talking about recurring dreams?’

			‘Ah yes, Mr Liam Brookes – such an astute question you have asked.’

			Clark, who sat on the opposite side of the desk, did a 360-degree turn in his office chair before continuing. ‘I’m glad you took the time to be here today. I’m sorry if you’re finding this a bit weird. At the end of the day, I am collecting data on a special case that I am working on, and I decided that the best way to go about it is to just randomly post pamphlets in people’s letter boxes asking them about something that is important to my case.’

			‘Um… so… why is finding people that have recurring dreams important to your case?’

			‘It’s top-secret stuff. On a needs-to-know basis. But you will be helping a great cause and help me solve my biggest case yet.’

			‘Ok, sounds interesting… and mysterious.’

			‘Ah, yes. But what I really must know is, are you mentally ready to answer some questions I want to ask you?’

			Mental?

			That was indeed a word that easily came to my mind concerning this Clark guy. It prompted me to ask, ‘What sort of work does this Public Eye Detective Agency actually do?’

			‘Ah! Another awesome observation by yourself. You seem like the sort of guy who knows the right type of questions to ask – you would make a great detective!’

			I didn’t know how to reply, but it didn’t matter as Clark blabbered on.

			‘I call this The Public Eye Detective Agency for a very good reason. I am not one of those private eye detectives; I am here for the public. I am here for anyone who wants to use my services. It doesn’t really matter what it is. Solving a murder. Finding a missing budgie. Helping a shark that somehow gets trapped on the third floor of the local motel. Art theft. Helping a little kid finding his lost toy he left behind at the hairdressers. It’s all in a day’s work; and because of that very reason, I offer my services for free.’

			‘What? How does that work?’

			‘Money is something I don’t need to worry about, and besides, it just involves too much paperwork when you start charging your customers, doesn’t it?’

			I looked around the room at the endless piles of paper that cluttered the small office. Forget about this guy being mental – he was insane.

			Clark did another 360-degrees turn in his chair. ‘Yeah. Just between you and me, I am another one of those eccentric billionaires.’

			Eccentric?

			That was also another good word to describe him.

			‘But we’re not here to talk about such trivial matters. You replied to a pamphlet that was in your letterbox, and now you’re here to help answer some questions. Are you ready?’

			By now, I surely was. This conversation had been going on for too long. Though I must admit, it was kind of interesting.

			Looking down at the sheet of paper on his desk, he called out, ‘Ok then, first question. Have you, or any close family members, ever suffered from cancer?’

			Immediately, my heart sank. It was a question that I didn’t want to talk about.

		


		
			​{TWO}

			‘Um… Do I really need to answer that question?’

			Clark fidgeted in his chair. ‘Not really, if it is too personal. Why don’t we go on to the next question. Have you ever been involved in a pool fight in the city of Melbourne?’

			‘What the heck! What sort of question is that?’

			‘Sorry… Sorry! Let’s try the next one on the list. Have you, or a significant other, ever taken the opportunity to be a part of a weight loss program within the last five years?’

			I simply answered, ‘I’ve never had a girlfriend, and do you think that someone with my physique needs to lose weight?’

			‘Yeah… nah… You’re right. What about this one? Do you ever go grocery shopping while wearing a yellow and pink striped raincoat?’

			Who was this guy and what was the point of these meaningless questions? I didn’t see the point of being here. I shuffled in my chair, as I bent down to pick up my backpack.

			‘Ok. Ok. You got me. I’ve stuffed up this conversation, haven’t I?’

			I looked up, both with a mixing sense of frustration and curiosity. ‘What do you mean?’

			Clark took hold of the piece of paper in his hand, and scrunched it up into a ball, before throwing it over his shoulder. ‘The whole questionnaire thing… I thought it would be a good ice breaker… but no one likes them, do they? Sorry… I’m not good with this conversation thing.’

			I got up out of the chair. ‘Yeah, I’m leaving. I don’t know what you’re involved in, but it seems you’re just wasting my time.’

			‘Oh no! Oh no!’ Clark himself got up from his seated position. ‘It’s not like that. I’m sorry, I know my people skills aren’t the best. My assistant always says that I should be working on them.’

			An assistant? This guy needed a carer, and maybe a padded cell.

			‘Please, Mr Brookes, don’t leave.’ He walked over to the large pile of paper near his desk and picked up a thick green folder. ‘My extensive research and impeccable detective skills has resulted in so much vital information. And it has led me to people just like yourself.’

			I observed the green folder in his hand as he placed it on his desk.

			Clark then walked over to the window. Motioning for me to come and join him, I saw him pointing to a little old lady who was holding the hand of a small boy. ‘See that right there. Those two could be conspiring right now to start some sort of jewellery heist, or they will be both important in instigating the next global take-over. Who knows what’s going on in the minds of people?’

			Right… I couldn’t really follow what he was trying to explain to me. However, I took the opportunity to have a good look around the room. If it wasn’t for all the clutter everywhere, it would be considered a very large single-room office space. Amongst it all, I noticed odd things like African tribal masks, a large basket of deflated footballs and a stop sign that was painted green. In the corner of the room stood one of those old arcade games from the eighties, which had a sign on it that stated, “Do not plug in. Unless you want the dragon to come back.”

			‘Oh yeah. That was one very unusual case. I hope nothing like that happens to me again.’

			Realising that Clark had noticed me looking around the room, I went over and picked up the arm of a gorilla suit that was next to a bunch of plastic bananas.

			‘Ah, that one too. That is part of an ongoing case that involves some of the butcher shops in Brisbane. If you want to, I’ll explain that to you on another day when you’ve got an hour or so to spare. And just wait till you hear about the large sandwich take-over that happened here a few months ago. I know that one didn’t go totally unnoticed by the public, especially with what the graffiti stated on the back wall of Bob’s Kitchen Café.’

			Ok, I got it. This guy seemed to work on some very strange and unique cases.

			I decided to return to my chair. Sitting down, I asked, ‘If I’m going to stay and be a part of whatever you’ve got going on here, you need to make it perfectly clear why you need to talk to people like me.’

			Clark joined me on the other side of the desk. ‘Well, It’s complicated. Y’see, I’ve got my fingers in all sorts of pies. And by the way, once I did have a case where I literally had each of my fingers in eight separate pies, because, as you know, the thumbs are not considered… but that’s a story for another day. My latest case? Ah yes - you obviously have heard all about the mystery concerning Farrelly Falls?’

			‘Of course. All those disappearances that have happened over the years. Do you know who’s behind it?’

			He leaned forward, placing a finger on his lips. ‘I think so. But don’t say anything. Certain people…’ He turned his head to the right and to the left before continuing, ‘…will not like us talking about that.’

			I whispered back, ‘You’re not in any sort of trouble, are you?’

			He raised his voice back to normal volume. ‘Nah! It’s just not the right time and place for that revelation yet. But believe you me, it’ll blow your mind. Oh, have you heard of a guy named Mr Cribbens?’

			I shook my head. ‘Is it important that I know who he is?’

			‘Not really. Not yet anyway. Hopefully, it will be a long time before you cross paths with people like him. Also, have you heard of something called the Grey Beasts?’

			I paused before replying, ‘I have heard about them. Aren’t they some sort of local legend?’

			‘Ah, yes! But what is the real story behind them, hey? Ah, it’s just another thing that’s happens around here that only the chosen few know about. And what about some strange mysterious person who wears a full-length purple cloak with a hood, and wears a white mask? Kind of scary looking when you see it for the first time.’

			By now, I just couldn’t help myself. All I could do was laugh. ‘Wow! What goes on in this town?’

			Clark got up out of his chair and again walked over to the window. ‘There’s a lot going on that the locals know nothing about, both here in Brookevale, and out at Farrelly Falls.’

			I swung my chair around to face him. The guy never seemed to sit still for long, and it was starting to get a bit on my nerves. The conversation was indeed intriguing, but it just seemed to be going around in circles. ‘Listen here Clark… I’ve already warned you. Can you just get to the point, or else I’m getting out of here.’

			‘Ah yes.’ Clark turned to face me again as he placed his hands in his pockets. He paced the room a couple of times (again, his constant movement was getting to me) before he finally asked, ‘Can you tell the specifics of this dream that you keep having? And don’t leave any detail out, even the ones that you feel have no reasoning behind it.’

			What happened next, I couldn’t really explain.

			I froze.

			Within my chest, I could feel my heart beating faster, as my skin started tingling.

			I’ve never had a panic attack before, but was this it?

			For so long I had kept this information to myself and now that the opportunity had finally come to tell someone else, I find that I just couldn’t.

			‘Are you alright, Mr Brookes?’

			Even this person, who lacked so many people skills and social cues, could see that something was not right with me.

			For a moment, I didn’t want to say anything, until I had the courage to reply, ‘Can I answer the cancer instead?’

		


		
			​{THREE}

			Sitting there in that chair, it finally dawned on me what was going through my mind.

			Internally, I wanted to burst into tears.

			Hopefully, my outward presence showed no sign of this.

			I still couldn’t think of a logical reason as to why I froze when the opportunity finally presented itself to share my dream.

			But I think it was Clark’s initial mention of the word cancer that set me off.

			For a long time now, though the very word still made me emotional, I’ve had no tears to cry. I’ve been through so much turmoil and pain that my heart was hardened to emotion. I’ve been looking for answers for so long, and no one seemed interested in listening to what I had to say.

			Until now…

			But why did it have to be some weird insane detective?

			Clark’s questions about the topics of cancer and recurring dreams had sent my mind into a spin. It was nice to have someone ask me about an issue that I have been experiencing for a long time. I just didn’t want it to be someone like him to tell my life story.

			‘Are you alright, Mr Brookes? Can I offer you something to drink?’

			I stopped him right there, ‘I think I need to leave.’

			‘Um… ok… Um…’

			Great. Now this conversation was getting awkward very quickly.

			‘Please… don’t go.’ Clark pleaded. ‘You’re important to this case, Mr Brookes. You’re the key to my next breakthrough.’

			I picked up my backpack, ready to leave the office. ‘I can’t do this. Go find someone else to answer all your absurd questions.’

			‘I know, I know. I wish I was better at relating to people. But please…’ He picked up the green folder again. ‘With all the research I meticulously carried out, you are one unique individual who only lives within this region of Australia. It concludes that you are important to this case.’

			‘Look… It seems your heart is in the right place, but it still sounds kind of freaky.’ I fixated my gaze upon the green folder he was holding. Even someone like me, who wasn’t naturally curious by nature, wanted to know what kind of information was within that folder.

			In a stroke of good luck, an opportunity presented itself for me to grab the folder.

			It happened when Clark’s phone rang in his pocket. ‘Sorry, Mr Brookes, I’ve got to take this call. This just might be that guy who has some vital information that I’ve been chasing for weeks.’

			As he quickly exited the room, I took the fortunate opportunity to quickly grab the green folder and placed it into my backpack. Trying to not look suspicious, I stood there in my present position waiting for Clark to return.

			When he did, he looked a bit flustered from his phone conversation.

			I asked, ‘Is everything alright?’

			‘Yeah… Sorry about that. It turns out that it was a wrong number. And I think I accidently ordered two large pepperoni pizzas with extra cheese. Would you be interested in joining me for a late lunch?’

			‘Sorry. Not a big fan of pizza.’

			‘Ah, yes. Neither am I. Maybe those kids at Unit 9 on Flaxton Street might be interested, that is, if their pet dog will allow me to come in the front door. That dog plays a mean game of cards if you know what I mean… Now… where were we? Oh yeah…Right then – are you sure you want to leave?’

			I nodded. ‘I think’s it’s best. I’m not in the right sort of mind to be answering such personal questions.’

			‘Sorry.’

			He looked as though he was in torment, as though he realised that he had gone about this situation the wrong way. The compassionate side of me decided that I needed to somehow reassure him.

			‘Listen, maybe some other time perhaps. Not just now, ok?’

			His eyes immediately lighted up. ‘Oh, that would be lovely.’ He paused for a moment before adding, ‘I think next time I’ll make sure my assistant is here with me. She’s far more emotionally intelligent than I am, and much more appealing to the eye than I would ever be. Oops… I shouldn’t say things like that, should I?’

			‘Probably not,’ I simply replied.

			‘Ah, before you go, I just want to say one more thing.’ Pointing his finger at me, he exclaimed, ‘Just remember this, Mr Brookes, you are indeed a very intelligent and creative young man. And I hope to do business with you again soon.’

			Yeah… as if that was ever going to happen.

			He reached out his hand and I shook it. ‘Thanks for the interesting conversation, Mr Clark.’

			‘Oh, that’s not my last name. Or my first name if I had to be honest. But everyone just calls me Clark, or Detective Inspector Clark, or “Sir”, if you want to keep it formal. Or just call me “Hey you,” if you’re comfortable with that.’

			Yes - what a strange fellow he was - awkward, funny, weird, eccentric, obviously very intelligent, and most probably somewhere high on the spectrum. The layout of his office showed that he had some sort of hoarding problem. On the other hand, I could see that his appearance would appeal to many in the female population. Those dazzling blue eyes; that broad smile; and that unkempt dark hair that made him look like he just got out of bed. I reckon that he was probably just a bit older than me.

			Clark walked over to the door and opened it.

			Once I had made my exit, he suddenly closed the door, leaving me on my own to walk down the dimly lit narrow staircase and back out onto the street.

			As I stood out on the kerb, I turned around and faced the door that I just walked out of. The building was one of the old, restored structures that was given a funky modern make-over, just like some of the others in the small street. However, one couldn’t really call it a street, more like a laneway that had many small shopfronts. This was indeed the trendy part of town, and I couldn’t decide if Clark’s detective business was a perfect fit or not. Perhaps it was best that it was on the first floor, as opposed to being on the ground floor. The only evidence that the detective agency even existed was a small sign on the wall that simply said in bold letters, “The Public Eye Detective Agency”.

			Underneath the bold print, it stated in smaller print, “No case too big or too small; and it’s all free of charge”.

			What a peculiar business model; but it seems to perfectly suit such a strange and mysterious man like Clark.

			As I walked off up the laneway, I took a tighter grip of my backpack. I couldn’t wait until I got somewhere quieter where I could take a closer look at the contents of the stolen green folder.

		


		
			​{FOUR}

			I wanted to believe. I wanted at least some sort of answer as to why I had wasted my time at that detective agency. And I was hoping that this green folder was going to hold all the answers that I wanted.

			There was a large park that was near the CBD of Brookevale that I frequently visited called the District Green. It was an updated version of some worn out and tired green space, that now included kids play areas, dog areas, manicured gardens and other mod-cons. I loved walking through it. It always put me into a calm reflective mood.

			It was also one of my mum’s favourite places to visit also.

			Oh, my poor mum…

			Why did Clark have to ask that particular question about cancer? My mum was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer when I was a teenager, and it quickly made a turn for the worst when she passed away soon afterwards. It was the most awful thing ever that had happened to my family, and I don’t think I will ever get over it.

			Just Clark bringing up the subject was enough to set me off, but I somehow managed to keep it all together. I suppose I have learnt to cope with the grief, but most of the time it wasn’t easy.

			It also distressed me that I didn’t get what I was aiming for today. An answer to that dream that has been haunting me for a long time.

			Once I reached the Green District, I found a solitary bench seat among some large trees. As I sat down, I took a moment to close my eyes as my mind raged.

			The empty street.

			The hand reaching out to me.

			The business card.

			The words “I AM”.

			Me reaching to grab it.

			The dream makes no sense.

			As has most of the life up until this point.

			But perhaps this mysterious green folder would shed some light on the subject.

			Opening my eyes, I reached for my backpack and got out the item I stole from Clark. The folder was about ten centre metres thick, jammed pack full of paperwork.

			Clark’s supposed research.

			I wondered if the whole insane-idiot-weird-mysterious vibe that he had going on was just a character that he was playing. That under all that socially awkward vibe that he portrayed was some intelligent and insightful person, full of cunning schemes and manipulating techniques, that would do anything to get the result he wanted.

			Who knows?

			On top of a pile of papers was a black and white photograph of an older man. Stuck to it was a post-it note that had in neat hand-writing the words, “Avoid at all costs.” It was obvious by the way this photo looked that it was probably done on the sly, as the man was not posing for the shot. Obviously, Clark (or whoever) had captured this without the man knowing about it. I turned it over to find the name “Mr Cribbens” written on the back. Clark had mentioned that name this afternoon, amongst all the other things that he mentioned that didn’t make sense.

			I placed the photo aside and started flipping through all the other pieces of paper. Page after page were written reports on people who went by the name of Liam Arthur Brookes. Looking at the addresses concluded that they all lived within Australia, and it impressed me that there were so many other people who went by the same full name as me.

			Ok, that was creeping me out…

			But as to why Clark was gathering information on all these people named the same, I couldn’t really see a connection.

			Looking at them again I realised that the word “No” was written on all the reports, except for mine that had the word “Yes – Lives here in Brookevale” on it.

			Curiosity got the better of me, and I took the time to read what information Clark had gathered on me. It wasn’t that exciting. Which probably sums me up perfectly.

			There was mention of my mum’s death, which might explain why Clark asked the question about cancer – but why ask something so personal? Clark mentioned something about his lack of people skills. At least Clark had the slightest insight into such matters, but unfortunately, he asked the wrong ice-breaker question, didn’t he?

			Strangely enough, there was no mention of my dad remarrying, which indicated to me that his investigation wasn’t that thorough, or perhaps wasn’t relevant.

			Other information that Clark had was a list of all the schools I attended, the dead-end jobs I’ve had, and a brief mention of how I was a musician. It also mentioned my desire to be a writer, which I knew wasn’t knowledge that I had told anyone.

			Interesting… How did he know about that?

			I put all those pages aside and looked at what else was in the folder. The rest basically were resumes of a person called “Jay Lee Harker”.

			Looking at them more closely I saw that there were people from different continents, different genders, different backgrounds, different forms of employment. Again, the word “No” was written on most of them, except for two exceptions.

			The first one had the word “Maybe” written across it. That resume was of a man from Melbourne who was an IT specialist.

			The other resume, which had the word “Yes” written on it, was from a woman in South Australia – a police officer of Japanese descent. Her profile picture attracted me; she was indeed quite stunning.

			The thought crossed my mind. Was this Clark’s assistant who he mentioned? I remembered that he made the awkward comment that his assistant was more appealing to the eye.

			What on earth was Clark up to? He was obviously on some sort of case where he was tracking people who went by the names of “Liam Arthur Brookes” and “Jay Lee Harker”.

			I knew from the conversation that I had with him this afternoon that Clark led a very interesting life, being involved in all sorts of weird cases. Maybe this was just another one of them.

			A scary thought dawned on me. Perhaps the pamphlet found in the letterbox wasn’t so random after all. Clark must be specifically targeting me.

			Ok, Clark… You’ve focused me for some special reason, haven’t you?

			Is it something about my recurring dream that you’re interested in?

			Now that I had read the contents of this folder, I wondered what I should do with it. I now felt a bit guilty about having stolen it. This was indeed someone else’s private information, but at the same time I was glad that I took the time to read it.

			I decided on the insane idea that it was probably best to throw the folder into the closest rubbish bin. That way, maybe Clark couldn’t accuse me of stealing it.

			But then maybe, perhaps he has been watching me this entire time, knowing full well that I had stolen his property. If that was the case, and if I do throw it into the bin, then perhaps he can then retrieve it when I leave.

			Again – who knows what was really going on?

			I got up off the bench seat and went through with my decision. At the very moment of placing that folder into the bin, I noticed something out of the corner of my eye. I was sure that I saw someone standing there behind one of the large shrubs. It was like a flash of purple and then it was gone.

			Immediately, I recalled something else peculiar that Clark mentioned.

			What about some strange mysterious person who wears a full-length purple cloak with a hood, and wears a white mask? Kind of scary looking when you see it for the first time.

			‘Hey, Mac!’

			The sound of another voice behind me startled me a bit.

			I turned around to see a very strange sight. It was a man dressed up in a clown suit, sitting on the bench seat that I just got up from. He wore a dark green suit with a pale orange collared shirt, which seemed to clash awfully with the bright pink tie around his neck. He also wore bright red boots, large and long, just like the sort of thing a clown wears. His face was painted white with two tufts of purple hair sticking out just above his ears. I wasn’t too sure if that was his real hair or just a wig he was wearing.

			But there was something about the way he looked at me that was really starting to creep me out. Clowns were supposed to be funny, weren’t they? Not this one. Even though he was smiling at me, I felt there was something sinister going on underneath that face paint.

			‘Are ya alright, Mac?’

			Without thinking, I quickly replied, ‘Yeah, I’m fine. I just got a bit lost in my thoughts.’

			‘Must be some thought life ya have,’ the clown remarked. ‘It looks like ya’ve just seen a ghost.’

			A ghost? No, it couldn’t be…

			I looked again at the large shrub, trying to catch another glimpse of what I just saw.

			‘Oh well, Mac, as ya know, living here in Brookevale… ya gonna experience seein’ a lot of strange things.’

			Oh yeah – after all that I have been through today, that was indeed so true.

			The clown then stood up from where he was sitting. Giving me a slight wave, he called out as he walked away, ‘Hey, Mac! Love ya style. Keep up the good work.’

			What the heck just happened? Of all the things that Clark mentioned this afternoon, there was no talk of a clown.

			I needed to get out of here and get home as soon as possible.

			I quickly walked in the other direction of the clown, not risking looking until I was what I considered a safe distance between us before peeking behind me. Luckily, the clown was still walking in the other direction, with his hands in his pockets.

			So, he said he liked “my style”, didn’t he? I never thought of myself as a guy who had any of that to begin with.

			So, throwing some stolen contents into the closest rubbish bin was something that he liked about me. If it wasn’t that, then I wonder what else it was about me that he admired.

		


		
			​{FIVE}

			I feel that at this part of my story, I need to explain a few things. For this to happen, I need to give you some context. This was about a week prior to my mad conversation with Clark.

			It was the 14th of March, on my 27th birthday, and I finally concluded.

			I am so alone.

			At the time, I was on annual leave from my job. The job I have is nothing fancy. I never bothered going to university or higher education (probably because I didn’t really know what to do with my life), so I just worked as one of the barristers at a local café called The Coffee House. So yeah… All I’ve got to show for myself is that I can make awesome coffee. Big deal! Oh well, at least the needs of the caffeine addicted were being attended to daily.

			Anyway, back to my birthday celebrations. Obviously, I celebrated most of the day by myself (yes, I do have family – more on that later). At one point, I was walking through the Green District, and I asked the question; why was this so? What happened? What events proceeded beforehand that made me turn out this way?

			It was questions like these that brought me to the conclusion that it was a good idea to start writing down all my thoughts. They say that it is therapeutic to do so, but at the end of the day, it is all of you, dear readers, who will have to put up with all my mournful and emo thoughts. Yet perhaps it is for the better that you all know exactly what I am thinking. The last thing I want to be is a fake person. I can’t stand it in others, so why should I put up with it with my own life?

			Yes… what you see is what you get.

			At least that is what I tell myself, day by day.

			One day, it may even sink in.

			One day, you may even truly know who I am.

			I am…

			I remember hearing once some profound statement that went something like this: “Who you are today is the sum of all that has happened before”. If that was indeed true, then I must have lived a miserable and boring life to end up who I am today.

			I am…

			Who am I?

			Ok… Here it is…

			Detail Number 1.

			I live in a place called Brookevale. You could either call it a small city or a huge country town. However, as the population in south-east Queensland seemed to be so ever-increasing, it was evident that Brookevale was now even beyond the small city status.

			I liked the place better as a child growing up. Sometimes now, I wish that I could go somewhere and start life all over again.

			Detail Number 2.

			I consider myself an aspiring writer. I would love it if one day people all around the world would read my
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