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Dedication

	 

	Dedicated to the memory of my father

	David (Ernie) Hall

	 

	 

	This book was inspired by true events.

	Allegedly…

	 

	If you lived in Broome in the 1990’s,

	are offended by bad language, sex or drugs

	shut the cover now and step away from this book.

	 

	 

	Pindan (noun):

	Arid, sandy country characteristic of the southwest Kimberley region of Western Australia. “The savanna is surrounded by an extensive stretch of pindan.”

	 

	Origin:

	Late 19th century: from Bardi (an Aboriginal language) bindan ‘the bush’.

	 

	Other Aussie terms are in the glossary at the back if you need some help with the quaint vocabulary of our nation.

	 

	Language Warning 

	Seriously, just in case you missed it above, this book contains swear words. A lot of them. If you are okay with that, read on. If not, then probably best you f*** off. 

	 


 

	Wooroloo Prison Farm 2017

	The Kat’s second wife decided that after his sentencing she had other things to do in life. She cleaned the house out, keeping enough quality furniture for her new apartment and carefully went through the floor safe contents, pocketing half the $35,000 in cash and all the jewellery. 

	As she left the city, she dropped their 11-year-old Labrador, Ringo and the house keys off at a mate’s place.

	A week later a solicitor’s letter was sent to Kat advising him of the separation, notice of intention to divorce, a claim for half the value of the family home and a request that he transfer ownership of the black 2016 Mercedes-Benz C200 two-door coupe into her name.

	***

	I hadn’t seen Kat for a decade, no dummy spit, people just grow apart, everyone has their own issues to take care of and good mates drift to be good acquaintances. It’s the cycle of life. 

	We had all moved out of Broome at different times for different reasons in the late 90’s. We settled back in, or close to, Perth where the tropical heat couldn’t get us. 

	A regular regime of long lunches that turned into even longer piss-ups struggled on for a few years. The Dodger was there for some of them, but he moved around a bit and wasn’t always in town. Over time the gap between the reunions stretched out. Eventually they stopped altogether.

	So, in April 2017, the last thing I expected was to get a phone call from a withheld number and a bloke I didn’t know, claiming to be a mate of Kat’s. 

	“What can I do for you?” I asked.

	“Would you mind swinging past Wooroloo Prison when you’re next in the area?” 

	“What for?”

	“Kat’s in there and he wants to see you.” 

	Before I got the chance to say anything, he added, “Oh and maybe tell him, Ringo’s dead.”

	I had a lot of questions, but the caller had already hung up. Staring at my smart phone for a moment I opened the map app to find Wooroloo was 120 kilometres from my house. Strangely, in all my time as a journalist I’d never visited a prison. I guess there’s a first time for everything but I figured you couldn’t simply rock up and ask to see an inmate, so a quick Google search later and I’d pre-booked a time slot for the following week.

	On Saturday afternoon, after passing through security checks and having a drug dog sniff my nuts, I took a seat at an outside table on the visitors’ lawn. After a few minutes I watched an old guy shuffling towards me, he was rubbing his hands over his bald head and his British racing green overalls hung loose on his withered frame. I felt sorry for the old bastard until he sat down opposite me.

	“G’day Aaron.”

	I managed not to say, “Fuck me, Kat, what the hell happened to you.” Instead, I stumbled over, “Mate, good to see ya, you’re looking good.”

	“And you’re full of shit, but it’s good to see you too.”

	“So what are you in here for?” I asked.

	“Very funny. You didn’t know?”

	“No mate, don’t have a clue.”

	That’s not quite true, I’d looked him up through Perth Magistrate Court records.

	“The Jacks finally got me enough times for DUI. I’d have got away with it if I’d not hit the two parked cars.”

	I laughed. “How long you in for?”

	“Six months down, three to go if I don’t get caught going over the back fence first. I’ve got a couple of neighbours in my street and an insurance company on my case over the damage bill. But they can wait.”

	My attention was diverted by a drug-fucked female with one front tooth giving her inmate boyfriend a hand job at the next table.

	I hadn’t seen that activity on the list of what not to do while visiting a prisoner but figured it probably wasn’t allowed.

	My suspicions were confirmed when a prison guard walked up from behind and gave the bloke a tap on the head. 

	Being that violence is forbidden by both sides, it was only a light tap, it didn’t fracture his skull or put him in a coma.

	“Put it away now or she goes out the front gate and you go to Casuarina.” 

	The inmate said nothing and I guessed I knew why. Wooroloo Prison Farm even on its worse day was probably a laid-back place compared to Casuarina high security.

	Unfortunately for him, his eloquent girlfriend arced up and proceeded to teach the kids in the visiting compound words they wouldn’t learn at Sunday school.

	Two more guards arrived and the good lady was led away kicking and screaming.

	Kat rolled his eyes and waited for the commotion to die down and circus to leave town.

	He leant towards me and beckoned me to do the same.

	“How long we known each other for mate?” 

	I had the flash of a memory. Me standing in the Pearl Function room of the Broome Shire Offices, a reporter’s notepad in hand and my photographer colleague, Rick, alongside. We were there to cover the monthly Business After-Hours Sundowner, a thankless task always assigned to the newest journalist at the Broome Observer. Fifteen minutes into my first experience of the Broome social scene and I was bored shitless already. 

	I nudged Rick and tilted my head towards the bar at the end of the room. He lifted his Nikon 35mm camera and inclined his own head towards the two 30-something brunettes making inroads into a badly concealed bottle of Bourbon. I noticed their short hemlines and low-cut blouses and considered doing one more interview but figured I needed another Swan Premium to set me up. 

	Arriving at the bar, I stood next to two blokes about the same age as me. They looked a bit upmarket to most of the other punters in the room. Clean shaven and with a whiff of L’Occitane eau de toilette mixed with some face moisturiser I couldn’t place. For a second I wondered if one of them was the new Mayor.

	Both were taller and broader than I was but all three of us were wearing what appeared to be the Broome after hour’s uniform of black shoes, cotton pants, ironed white shirt, no tie. We weren’t in the Perth Yacht Club, we were north of the 26th parallel and the average evening temperature was 30°C.

	The closest man to me said something but I didn’t quite catch it. He turned to the girl behind the bar, “Can you take the edge off the music please. I can’t hear myself think down this end of the room.”

	As the strains of UB40’s latest number one were turned down the man tried again. 

	“You the new journo?”

	I lifted my reporter’s notepad and said, “Yep, for my sins. I’m Aaron, do you fancy having a chat?”

	His mate leant around and said, “Fuck off mate. All we want’s a beer.”

	The pair of them laughed and introduced themselves as Kat and Dodger. Six hours later, sitting at the outside smoko table of their business yard, we had finished off a carton of Swan Premium and started on the best of friendships.

	I came back to the table at Wooroloo a little shocked at my answer for Kat. “Bloody hell, we met in ‘93. That’s 24 years, mate… Why?”

	“And do you still trust me?”

	“Of course.”

	“Good. I need you to do me a favour.”

	 


 

	The Journalist

	Broome, Western Australia, 2017

	It wasn’t until the aircraft was on final approach to the Kimberley town of Broome that I realised I had forgotten to tell Kat his dog was dead. I took my mind off it by looking out the window. The aircraft banked over the Indian Ocean and afforded a view of the tropical town site that was gateway to the Kimberley jewels like Cape Leveque, the Bungle Bungle’s, Horizontal Falls, Ord River, El Questro, Lake Argyle and a hundred other “bucket list” venues. It was strange being back after all these years and I wondered how much the place would have changed. 

	In 1993 Broome was seen by many, me included, as the Wild West. Not only for its remoteness to the rest of Australia and its savage heat, but more for its rough as guts laid-back, she’ll be right, semi-policed, transient, free loader, dole bludging, piss head, pot-smoking population. All of them living between the turquoise blue water of Roebuck Bay, Gantheaume Point and Cable Beach, arguably the best tropical beach in the world. 

	Yet for all its beauty some of its history was ugly. I had first arrived 110 years after Sir Fredrick Broome had declared the town and named it after himself, thereby ignoring the potential 30,000 years of local indigenous habitation. Truth be told when I arrived as a young journalist not much had changed on that score.

	The town had thrived based on the pearling industry, growing throughout the 1880’s but it had a dark existence with the use of slave labour, mostly Asians. Many racially motivated conflicts arose over the years which climaxed with the death of eight people and many more injured when the Japanese and Malay inhabitants rioted in 1920. 

	Racial segregation still existed in the region into the early 70’s which was a hangover from the unique situation of the town never having been party to the White Australia Policy.

	As I drove down Frederick Street now, I was greeted by a thriving, clean, well-laid out, modern town. It would still rely on the tourist dollar, but I couldn’t blame them for that. I slowed to allow for recreational vehicles and a 4x4 towing one of the biggest caravans I’d ever seen out of a carpark in front of the local camping supply shop. These were the grey nomads, a constant feature of the town since I’d lived here. It was good to see somethings hadn’t changed. I had to hope that the destination I was heading to also remained the same as Kat had described.

	Continuing south I eventually turned left into Clementson Street. The road was lined with various industrial units housing everything from a meat packing company to a smash repair yard. At the end of the street before it turned back north into the town centre was a two-acre derelict yard surrounded by well-maintained security fencing. Amidst the cracked concrete, fractured with free-growing spinifex, sat a 40m square, heavily rusted, corrugated iron shed topped with a sun-faded green Colorbond roof blotched with the signature red of pindan dust; a trademark of the buildings in the town. I pulled up in front of an impressively padlocked gate and took a breath to prepare myself for stepping out of my air-conditioned car and into the heat of a Broome May.

	The padlock was a six-tumbler combination the likes of which I’d seen only on customs sealed containers at Perth International Airport. I flicked the digits to the combination Kat had told me back in the prison, 231163. The lock clicked open. 

	Swinging the gates back I retrieved my car and drove it across to the shed. There was no impressive lock on the main roller door because you could have kicked it in due to the amount of rust on it. Taking my backpack from the boot of the car I went inside and left the roller door half up to provide some light and hopefully some airflow. The inside of the shed felt like the worst sweatbox imaginable, but the interior was exactly as Kat had described.

	An accommodation donga filled the north-west corner and sat on a chassis made up of 200mm x 100mm, rectangular hollow section, galvanised steel. In the north-east corner was another donga which, back in the day, had been an administration office. It sat on a chassis that had a spare wheel attached to a swing bracket like I’d seen on many a grey nomad’s caravan. However, the wheel’s tyre had been slashed so it wasn’t much use to anyone. Reaching into my backpack I took out a battery operated 5’ grinder fitted with a 3mm steel cutting blade.

	I could have brought it with me as hold luggage on the plane, but it had been just as easy buying it from the local Bunnings when I arrived. Glancing back over my shoulder towards the roller door, checking that I was still alone, I reached for my other purchases and slipped on a pair of safety glasses and a dust mask. Powering up the grinder I cut through the industrial padlock that held the wheel’s swing bracket closed. Grabbing the rim of the tire and leaning my full weight back I struggled to pull the bracket from the position it had held for almost 15 years. 

	Eventually with a screaming reluctance, metal scrapped across metal and the hollow end of the main steel chassis was revealed. Using my smart phone torch, I easily found the thin piece of metal welding wire Kat had told me to expect to find inside. Pulling it gently I walked backwards for five metres until the clatter of a metal cash box hitting the ground stopped me.

	The lid of the cash box flipped open and the reason I’d come all this way fell onto the concrete. I stepped forward and lifted a small black velvet drawstring bag and a dusty leather bound A5 journal. 

	“It depends what you want as a favour?” I’d asked Kat as we sat at the table in Wooroloo.

	“I want you to go to Broome and find my diary.”

	“Would never have taken you for a Samuel Pepys type.”

	“Who?”

	“Never mind. So, you’ve got a diary and it’s in Broome. You want me to do what with it?”

	“You’re still connected with that publisher? Still doing ghost writing?”

	“Off and on. Sometimes, why?”

	“Because I want you to find my diary and write my biography.”

	“Sure, but it’ll cost ya. I don’t work for nothing.”

	“That’s okay. Payment’s not a problem. But, mate… you can’t publish it yet.”

	“And when can I?” 

	Kat had looked up and down the length of his own body and shrugged at me. “Doctors reckon maybe six months’ time.”

	“Why not sooner? Why not before?” 

	“You’ll know why when you read it.” 

	Two weeks later, as I walked over to the roller door and opened the diary, it didn’t take me long to understand.

	 


 

	Kat’s Diary

	If you lived in Broome in the early 90’s, one way or another, you were probably doing okay. There would be a fair chance that you actually wanted to be there. It offered up an idyllic lifestyle, living the dream on the edge of the desert, magnificent blue sky, pristine beaches you could drive your car along for hours or lay naked on the sand soaking up the outstanding weather.

	If you were chasing a quid there was plenty of work on and if you had a bit of grunt and drive in you, there were a million opportunities to improve your circumstances. You just needed to be a bit sharp and sometimes being in the right place at the right time helped.

	Dodger and I fitted the mould perfectly.

	We’d both stumbled into town on the back of marriage break-ups with kids involved, not sulking nor suffering from depression or mental breakdowns but admittedly, a bit wounded. In my case I was trying to clear my head and seek out a different direction in life. 

	I found a job within a few days, working as a contractor, doing a bit of welding and fabrication work. 

	Being a contractor was a tax dodge. You got paid well above the mandated rate and you were responsible for your own tax affairs. In other words it was up to you to pay the tax due on your income to the Australian Tax Office. The ATO didn’t care until you told them how much you had earnt for the year. 

	The downside was that there was no holiday pay, no superannuation, no sick pay, but if you had any sort of work ethic and had your head around the tax laws, it was a great rort. 

	Dodger and I had known each other from Perth, where our paths had crossed on a few jobs. I wouldn’t say we’d been mates, but we’d not been uncomfortable in each other’s company. 

	I’d been in Broome three weeks and it brought a smile to my face when I saw him walk into the yard where I was working. I told the business owner that I knew Dodger and that he was good value. 

	He got a start alongside me the next day.

	I had used his given name in Perth, but on that first day working together in Broome he’d said he was there dodging the ATO. From that day forward he’d always be, ‘Dodger’.

	We had a bit in common. We were both Perth boys, both had exes who were giving us the shits, both were grafters and we both knew we could do better for ourselves. Although we didn’t really look alike, some people thought we were brothers. I guess it was an easy mistake to make. We were similar in height at around six foot, fit, strong, solid and, I suppose, not bad looking with that rough edge the Kimberley living bestowed upon us. It was enough to occasionally confuse people. The biggest difference between us was that Dodger had a full head of hair that would have done Elvis proud. Whereas I had opted for a crew cut. Some people in the Broome elite used to take a back step at my somewhat threatening appearance but thankfully my Perth-based, all-boys Grammar school education allowed me to win them over quite quickly.

	After working all day, Dodger and I would go out for a few beers together. That progressed to going to the gym once or twice a week, throwing a few weights around and sparring. He’d had a junior career at State boxing championship level and taught me bits and pieces of that sport that I’d had no prior knowledge of. He never gave me a flogging, but I never doubted he would have been capable of doing so. 

	You come across a lot of people in your life that you wouldn’t piss on if they were on fire, but the Dodger appealed to me, I liked the man.

	Six months after we began working together and recognising a massive shortage of skill in the building trade around Broome, we decided to have a crack at it ourselves instead of working for somebody else. We rented a factory, started banging on doors and from scratch built a respectable business that would support our lifestyle.

	Over the next 12 months the building trade exploded and we picked up a variety of work all over the place, most of it coming in via house building contractors. As we progressed and our business confidence grew, we expanded into more heavy-duty projects and the business also became a bit of a one-stop-shop for do-it-yourself guys wanting steel products.

	Cash flow was a problem in the early stages as neither of us arrived in Broome with a big quid in our pockets, so rapid growth meant pouring as much back into the business as possible to lease forklifts, buy welding equipment, consumables and employ others. 

	The common business model used around town was the ‘she’ll be right’ attitude and no one was in a hurry to do anything. There was a common term used in Broome called, “Broome Time” and it referred to the laid-back, “I’ll do it when I get around to it” temperament. It was a piss-poor attitude and we made a conscious decision to lift our game, doing whatever it took. 

	Being punctual, working back late, bending over backwards to get a job out on time and priding ourselves on quality workmanship. Our work ethic worked very well for us, as a large percentage of our business came from word-of-mouth referrals and repeat customers.

	We were never going to be a threat to a building conglomerate empire, but we were plodding along very nicely. Rolling the factory lease over a year later and negotiating a three-by-three-year deal on the place gave us a bit of security. Before that lease was up, we’d purchased the property.

	The opportunity to grow was only limited by the amount of work we could take on and, on a few occasions, we had to decline jobs simply because we were too busy. 

	We’d established a rapport with councillors, real estate agents and larger builders, rubbing shoulders with the great and good of Broome and mixing in circles that helped us earn a dollar.

	As our business grew and our private lives stabilised, Dodger sold the van he had been living in and moved into a place in town with his second missus. For my part I’d leased out a nice three-bedroom joint quite close to him.

	In those days Broome had three very clearly separated levels of habitants. The top echelon belonged to the well to do, genuine businesspeople and city administrators, Rotary members, some coppers and the part-time judiciary. Basically, the money and brains end of town, the decision makers. 

	Of course, there were a few fringe dwellers around that group, but you get the drift.

	Second tier and the majority of the fluctuating population was the general work force, the transients and grey nomads. A significant amount of people, (mostly blokes), were there hiding from the law, the Australian Tax Office, their ex-wives, child-support payments or a combination of all of them.

	The third tier was the indigenous community, both in town and camps in the outlying areas.

	By 1992, Dodger and I sat at the high end of tier two. A respectable spot on the food chain. Anyone looking at us as we came into that summer would have seen a couple of blokes, accepted in the community, operating a well-run business. 

	What they wouldn’t have seen was the rest of our business dealings. For as well as being builders we were the hidden faces of the Broome drug trade and would make more money selling gear in the following 18-months than our legitimate business would have made in 18 years.

	 


 

	Pablo

	It wasn’t a conscious decision to become drug dealers.

	We didn’t sit around a table one day thinking that it would be a good idea. It just happened. Bizarrely, it turned out to be no more difficult or complicated than walking up the street and buying the morning paper.

	I’d met Pablo five years earlier when I worked with him in Perth. That wasn’t his real name obviously, but his family were originally from South America and Pablo Escobar had been all over the news in the late 1980’s and I thought it was funny. 

	Pablo would tell me on a few occasions to wheel it in, so I usually only called him it if we were having a discussion where I needed him to pay attention. 

	Although only casual acquaintances outside of work, I knew him well enough and, on many occasions, had seen him selling drugs around town as well as to work associates. Being that I had no interest in any drugs whatsoever and never had done, none of this concerned me. I knew nothing about the trade nor was I remotely interested. A couple of times I’d asked about the little plastic zip-top bags with the line of white powder in it. He’d told me what it did, how it was used and how much people paid for it. I was amused at the thought of people paying that much money for the shit but that was as far as my curiosity extended.

	On one stinking hot, tropical downpour-laden night in November, ‘92, with the constant chirping of cicadas providing their usual cacophony to the evening orchestra of car horns and rowdy drinkers being turfed out of the town pubs, I took a call on my new Nokia 6110 mobile phone as I walked up Frederick Street. I was a bit shocked as usually I had to stand on one leg with my arm raised at an angle to get any mobile service at all. To be honest I’d only bought the phone to impress one of the birds in the shire planning office.

	Straining to hear the voice on the other end, I finally made out Pablo’s dulcet tones and wondered what the fuck he was calling me for.

	“I’m coming up to Broome with my missus for a holiday. Fancy catching up for a beer?”

	I hadn’t even realised he had my number but happily agreed to his invitation.

	We met in a pub for dinner and over an average ‘Parmi and chips’ I asked him jokingly how the drug business was going. He laughed but unsubtly looked over both shoulders before asking me quietly if I was on the gear these days.

	“No mate. You know me, I never touched the stuff.”

	He waved his hand towards the half dozen blokes propping up the bar and said, “I wish I lived here. Most of those blokes would be dead cert customers. I could make a dollar here.”

	I twisted around taking in a view of the bar. “These blokes? How’d you know that?”

	“You kidding? Look at the heads on them. Every one of those blokes is either on it, been on it or looking for it. Honestly, I could turn an ounce or two over here in about an hour every Friday.”

	In the middle of another mouthful of chips I managed to mumble, “What’s an ounce?”

	“Between two and three large at retail price is what an ounce is mate and eighty percent of that’s pure profit.”

	Slowly cutting another piece of my Parmi, I let my mental arithmetic do the maths. A large building job for me and Dodger over the course of a 40-hour week brought us in maybe $1,500 profit, or in Pablo’s parlance, one and a half large. I sat back and washed down my chicken with the last of my can of Victorian Bitter. VB wasn’t my go-to beer, but Pablo liked it. By the time I sat the empty can back on the table I decided to ask him a question.

	“How does it work?”

	We went for a walk back to Pablo’s holiday let. I was concerned his wife, Maria would ask questions, but he assured me she’d had a migraine and had taken a painkiller strong enough to knock her out for the night. 

	“Besides,” he said, “She’s into it as deep as I am, don’t worry about her mate.” 

	As we sat in the kitchen dining area at a Formica-covered table, I received a basic schooling in and a glossary of terms for, the Western Australian drug trade. Specifically, the supply and distribution of amphetamines referred to by Pablo as Go, Goey, Clout, Whippa, Hit, Up, Amp, Speed and White.

	Later that night he pulled a footy sock out from under the mattress and emptied the contents onto the table. My eye was caught by a zip-top bag about three inches long, full of powder, not dissimilar in look to plain flour, very fine, almost bright white. It had a very sweet smell to it and I was about to dip my finger in, like I’d seen on cop shows when Pablo grabbed it up. 

	“What the fuck are you doing?”

	“I was gunna taste it like they do on the TV.”

	“Are you nuts, Kat? You’ve never used anything ever, have you? You don’t even smoke mate, not even Marlboro’s. You stick a finger full of that in, you’ll be bouncing around for a week.”

	“Sorry. I just wanted to know what it tastes like.”

	“It tastes like shit, sour. But unless you’re used to taking gear there’s better ways to test the quality and anyway if I’m supplying you, I’ll be your quality control.”

	I looked back down at the small bag on the table. “How much is that worth then?”

	“That’s an ounce of Speed and you’ll buy it off me for a grand.”

	“Bullshit I will. How the hell do I make that sort of money back from an amount that small?”

	“You break the ounce up into twenty-eight one-gram bags.” He held up a smaller zip-top bag a bit bigger than a postage stamp, “and you sell each one of those for a hunge.”

	“A what?”

	“A hundred bucks, mate. Fuck you are a cleanskin aren’t ya.”

	“What the fuck’s wine gotta do with it,” I said, my back getting up.

	Pablo relaxed back and laughed. “Nah mate. A cleanskin’s a drug virgin. No record, no knowledge of the game. Like you. And,” he said waving me to calm down, “It’s no bad thing. The cops won’t have a fuckin’ clue where to look.”

	I shrugged. “Go on.”

	“Right, well every one of those clowns at the bar would be onto the small amounts you break the ounce into. You sell all of them and you just turned your grand into twenty-eight hundred.”

	I sat back and let the ever-present sound of ocean waves crashing on the beach calm my thoughts. “People pay one-hundred dollars for that?”

	“Absolutely. It’s the going rate. Well, a hundred in Perth, put the price up here, one-twenty.”

	“How do you measure out the quantity?”

	He reached back into the footy sock and pulled out a small set of jeweller’s scales, smaller than my hand. Step by step he showed me how to put the empty bag on the scales, zero the scales and using a table knife, transfer one gram from the ounce bag into the small bag. Easy as that.

	“Okay, it’s getting late,” I said, stretching my back that had been playing up a bit lately. “I’ve got a few things to do in the morning, but I reckon I can slip away by lunchtime. How about you and I go out for a few hours and do a pub crawl. I want you to show me who’s who in the zoo and how you spot the players. I need to know what I’m looking for. You said Maria was into this too, so she can join us and it’ll not fuck up your holiday.”

	“Nup, she won’t come with us. If she’s conscious she’ll hang out at the pool, but she’s got a heap of mates up here, she won’t get lonely. But Kat, you’re over-complicating this mate. I’m happy to hold up the bar with ya but moving the gear is really fucking easy.”

	“Then fucking show me.”

	***

	Next day I half lifted my hand to knock on the flywire door of the unit, but he was already standing there. He pushed the door open.

	“Come in, I want to show you something,” he said without any formalities, waving his arm in the general direction of the open plan living area.

	He was dressed rough as guts, like every other bloke in Broome was on a hot Saturday afternoon; thongs, jeans with the legs cut out and a black T-shirt with the faded logo of some rock band I’d never heard of.

	On the dining table was a baseball cap, two coffee mugs and an open newspaper spread out like a cheap-shit tablecloth. He delicately lifted the newspaper, exposing 14 postage stamp sized zip-top bags and one larger bag, all with white powder in them.

	“What the fu—” I started to say but he cut me off.

	“I’ve split this up and halved it. So, this is half an ounce and, like I explained last night, you’d get fourteen smaller bags at a gram each, well nearly a gram, I’ve saved a bit for ‘Ron’, if you know what I mean?”

	I got the drift okay, he was skimming off the top for ‘later-on’.

	He continued, “Not sure how good my luck is so we’ll leave the half ounce here and just take the gram bags with us.”

	“How much you selling them for?”

	“I told you yesterday, one-twenty. But I’ve already made dough by making them point nine per bag not the full gram. Dickheads buying a gram don’t own scales. Point nine and a gram look the same, they won’t pick it.”

	“Fuck me. You’re onto it hey?” I said as I tried to keep up with the shifty side tricks of the trade.

	He disappeared off into the bedroom with what I had by then calculated was a bag weighing 15.4 grams and stashed it somewhere I didn’t need to know about.

	When he walked back out he stuffed the 14 bags into one pocket, took a final swig of cold coffee and declared, “Let’s go. Where you taking me?”

	“I figured we’d start in town, do a bit of a loop and finish back here.” 

	“Relax, Kat. You’re strung up like a fucking Startovarious violin. It ain’t that hard mate, I’ll show ya.”

	I decided not to correct his classical music knowledge or his butchering of a long dead Italian’s name, but instead followed him outside for my first drug run. As a bit of an afterthought, I asked, “Where’s your missus?”

	“Fucked if I know, gone out with a couple of her skanky mates.”

	I made a tactical blunder by taking him to the best pub in town first, part of the learning curve at my expense. We walked out onto the manicured lawn of the beer garden, well-dressed patrons sprinkled around the place, fluted glasses in the hands of the women.

	Pablo was turning his head inside out, looking around. “Where’s the main bar?” he asked.

	“You’re standing in it.”

	“What’s inside?”

	“Function rooms.”

	“Then we’re in the wrong joint. The only thing happening here today is likely me getting arrested. What’s next on your list?”

	As we walked back to my car, I realised I’d fucked up by taking him somewhere with a bit of decorum. That wasn’t the clientele he was looking for. So I changed tack and we headed to the roughest pub in town. A place that would probably have his black T-shirt ripped off his back in the first ten minutes.

	“Now we’re cooking with gas,” he said as we walked into the beer garden. Scruffily dressed individuals, unshaven, uncouth, raised voices and that was just the women, sat, stood and stumbled around the concrete floored ‘garden’. A distinct combination of body odour and stale beer melted the nose hairs as we got closer to the bar.

	Pablo followed me into the place because he’d never been there before and I knew where I was going. “I’ll get the first round, you find a seat.” 

	When I’d returned with the two pints, he had found a concrete table complimented with a concrete seat and had his back against the wall facing the fest pit of fuckheads and tortured souls you’d never invite home for a Sunday roast for fear they would carve their initials into your mother’s dining room table, or indeed, your mother.

	“Here,” he said, pointing to the space beside him. “Sit here so you can see what’s going on.” His eyes were darting all over the place. “Mate I’ve been into some rough joints in my life, but
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