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Chapter One: Sydney




Terry woke with needles in his arms and
tubes running up his nose and his penis. He was groggy and weak.
Sensors were attached to his chest and head, and there were bags of
saline and other unknown liquids dripping into his veins. He had
difficulty swallowing with the tube running down his throat; it
gagged him. His eyelids felt like sandpaper and his skull throbbed
with waves of pain and nausea. He did not recognize the room he was
in, or the emaciated, corpse-like body in the bed next to his. He
was terrified and started to cry, a reasonable reaction for an
eight-year-old boy waking from a coma.

His sobbing caused Terry to gag again on the
tube in his throat and he reached up, grabbed the tube running up
his nose, and pulled. The feeding tube slid up his esophagus and
out through his sinuses. He needed to reset his grip twice to pull
the entire length out. He almost vomited as he felt it slithering
out of his stomach but did not, and was able to take a deep breath
once it was clear.

The tears stopped flowing as Terry’s
memories began to return. He had no idea how he had gotten where he
found himself. He remembered the long and boring ride to Sydney
Harbor. He remembered his father checking the systems on his yacht
before sailing from Berry’s Bay. His mother was stowing the
supplies for the day and talking to somebody unknown on her huge
mobile phone. He remembered how her golden hair shone in the midday
sun, how she smiled at him and it lit up his world. There was the
memory of his mother pointing out Elton John’s Sydney mansion. He
did not know who Elton John was and thought she had said the name
backward. Then they passed the Prime Minister’s house situated
right after Neutral Bay.

The beach at Shark Bay had been crowded with
beautiful, suntanned bodies and Terry remembered thinking he would
rather have been on the beach than on the boat but he had not said
so. They had passed the red and white spike of the Hornby
Lighthouse. He had always liked seeing the lighthouse; it let him
know the day was over on the way back in, and that the land was
behind them on the passage out. North Head was less visible on the
other side of the harbor’s mouth.

About 130 kilometers south was Comerong Bay,
where they had sailed in and docked at Greenwell Point where
Terry’s father had walked into the town to visit what he said was
an old friend. Terry and his mother ate some lunch in the park
right off the docks.

The sensors on Terry’s chest began to itch
as he lay in the hospital bed and he reached up and pulled them
off. Suddenly, an alarm went off, a single, unwavering tone from
the machine next to his bed. Panic began to set into Terry’s young
mind and he thought about how much trouble he would be in for
pulling the sensors off. His first thought was that he needed to
get out of there. He pulled the needles out of the inside of his
elbow and the back of his hand, throwing them on the floor and then
tried to pull the catheter out of his penis. It would not come. He
grabbed his penis with his left hand and the tube with his right
and pulled as hard as he could but to no avail. The catheter would
not budge. His struggles stopped as nurses began to run into the
room in a state of disorder. They were all telling him to do, or
not do, all sorts of different things. Terry released his hold on
the tube and began crying again.

The tests they put the young man through
seemed interminable. Two days of CAT scans, PET scans EEGs, EKGs,
sonograms, blood tests, urine tests, (Terry was very glad they had
removed the catheter while he slept) reaction tests, vision tests,
hearing tests and psychological exams. The boy began to get upset
that nobody would tell him how he had gotten there, or where his
parents were.

“Do you know what year it is, Terry?” The
psychologist was a beautiful young woman named Doctor Sherry Cherry
who could disarm almost any man, short of a total sociopath. She
was warm, friendly and beautiful, inviting confidences not easily
shared.

“Yes, it’s 1987. October of 1987.”

“Close, dear. It’s actually November 3rd.
The hospital staff did not know when you would wake up, that’s why
we have you on the long term convalescent floor. We are all so
happy to have you back.” Sherry’s lovely smile was genuine. She had
not been in the field long enough to become jaded.

“So, I was sleeping for a month?”

“Technically, dear, you were in a coma. You
came to us unconscious and stayed that way for 10 days. Do you
remember what happened?”

“I was sailing with Daddy and Mummy, down
the coast. We stopped so Daddy could see someone.”

“Do you know who you were stopping to
see?”

“Oh no. I didn’t see him. I ate lunch with
Mummy in the park. She always liked that park. Me too.”

“Do you remember the name of the park?”

“Greenwell, Greenwell Point. I like that
park because there is a hollow tree with a big place to hide. At
least it used to be big. I couldn’t fit in it this time. Mummy said
it’s because I am getting big.”

“Indeed, you are a fine young lad, tall and
strong.”

Terry blushed at the praise. He was another
of a hundred patients at Sydney’s Saint Vincent Public Hospital who
was on the verge of falling in love with Sherry Cherry.

“Do you remember what you did after
lunch?”

“No. That is, I think I took a nap. Daddy
was visiting someone. Can I see Mummy?”

“I’m afraid that will not be possible,
Terry.”

“They’re dead, aren’t they?”

“What makes you say that, dear?”

“If they were alive they would be here, with
me.”

“I’m sure they loved you very much.”

“They are dead, aren’t they?”

“Oh, sweetheart, I hope not. We don’t know
where they are. We found you floating in the ocean near Cunjurong
Point.”

“Cunjurong Point? That’s all the way down by
Mollymook. That’s a hundred kilometers from Comerong Bay. Greenwell
Point is in Comerong Bay at the junction of the Shoalhaven and
Crookhaven Rivers.”

“My goodness. You certainly know your
geography. I’ll bet one in a thousand grown men couldn’t have told
me that.”

“Daddy always insisted it is important to
know where you are. If you don’t know where you are, how do you
know where you are going?”

“And do you know where you were going?”

“No. Daddy didn’t tell me.”

“Do you remember leaving Greenwell?”

“No. I was eating lunch with Mummy and then
I woke up. I was here. Can you call my house and see if they are
home?” Terry’s eyes were beginning to well up with tears.

“Of course I will. I called yesterday. I’ll
call again today. I think we’ve talked enough today. We’ll have
another little talk tomorrow, ok?” Sherry Cherry flashed him a
dazzling smile and reached out to squeeze his shoulder. It did not
bring a smile to Terry’s face but it stopped the tears.

There were two plainclothes policemen in the
hallway. A nurse escorted Terry back to his room and Ms. Cherry
went to speak with the Inspectors. Within half an hour, Terry was
asleep.




The following day there was a
kindly-looking, older gentleman in the room with Sherry Cherry. He
introduced himself as Inspector Barlow. He wore a nice suit and his
haircut was perfect. Though his hair was mostly grey, he was not
going bald. His face was clean shaven. He asked most of the
questions.

“Do you mind if I call you Terry?” he
asked.

“No, that’s my name.”

“All right, Terry. We have hundreds of men
looking for your parents, but we have not found them yet. I need to
ask you some questions about them so you can help us find them. You
do wish to help us find them, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“That’s a good boy. I must say you’re very
mature for your age.”

“Thank you, sir. Daddy always said it’s
manners that separate the classes.”

“A wise man. Tell me more about your
father.”

“Well, Inspector Barlow, my daddy is two
meters tall and blond. He wears glasses for reading and smokes a
pipe but only in the evening with his drink. He likes to have a
drink of brandy on the veranda at the end of the day, when the sun
goes down. He calls it his little vice.”

“I see. He doesn’t drink a lot then?”

“No, sir, he says more than one will mean he
is a drunk. He doesn’t want to be a drunk.”

“Very good, then. Tell me about the people
who come to visit him. You know, his friends.”

“Daddy doesn’t have a lot of friends. He
plays golf with them, but they don’t come to the house much.”

“So you don’t see many of his friends.”

“No. Sometimes his brother will drop over
from Molong.”

“What is your uncle’s name?”

“Uncle Ginger.”

“And does Uncle Ginger look like your
father?”

“How could he look like my father?”

“What I mean is does he look like he is your
father’s brother.”

“Well, I guess… I mean he is my father’s
brother so who else could he look like?”

“Could you describe him to us?”

“He is a little shorter than Daddy, but he’s
wider. He lost his hair on top, but he has a big red beard and his
teeth are bad and his breath smells.”

“I see. Is Ginger a nickname or is it his
given name?”

“I don’t know. He’s Uncle Ginger.”

“Does Uncle Ginger have a nice place?”

“He lives on a farm. He raises chickens and
sheep and he has some grape fields. He grows his own feed for the
sheep. I stayed with him for a couple of weeks last summer.”

“Did you like staying there?”

“No. Uncle Ginger made me work every day and
he doesn’t have a telly. He doesn’t even have a telephone.”

“Are there any other relatives?”

“My mummy had a sister, but she’s crazy.
They wouldn’t let her come over any more.”

“I see. Terry, do you know what your father
does for a living?”

“Insurance.”

“And he goes to work every day, does
he?”

“Some days. He says he has other people
working for him so he doesn’t need to go to the office every
day.”

“Very good, then. I’m still confident we
will find your parents alive and well. I want you to keep your chin
up. You are very mature for 10 years old, and I must say you handle
yourself very well.”

“Eight. I’m eight,” Terry said, beaming with
pride.

“Only eight? Well, bless me. You are quite a
little gentleman for eight years old. I’m going to leave now. I’m
going to go looking for your father.”

“If you find him, will you tell him I love
him?”

“Of course I will. Or perhaps we can bring
him here and you can tell him yourself. Sherry, take good care of
this boy, he is really quite special.”

“I will, Inspector, he is one of my very
favorite patients.” The smile was back on Sherry’s face as she
began to ask questions about what he could remember.

“I had a dream. I was on the grass in the
park in Greenwell Point with Mummy. Daddy wasn’t there and then he
was there. He was running and there was a monster chasing him.”

“What did the monster look like?”

“I couldn’t see it. Then I woke up.”




“Inspector, were you able to glean any
information from the child?”

“Yes, Superintendent, I was. It seems George
Kingston has a brother named Ginger in Molong. Child Services can
look into that after we have a talk with him. We already knew he
doesn’t conduct business from his home, but it seems there is a
golf course he favors and conducts business there.”

“Anything else?”

“Miss Cherry tells us he still has no memory
of what happened after the yacht left Greenwell. She seems
confident that his memory will return, but that it may take a
while. A traumatic event like that can shock the mind and remove
the memory.”

“Inform her that it is imperative that we
find out what happened.”

“Yes sir. I’ll call in a few minutes. She
was still with him when I left the hospital. Is there any more
information I can use?”

“Nothing substantial. Yes, he owns the
insurance company in Orange, The Kingston Agency. A subsidiary of
the Helping Hands Insurance Corporation. It seems the books are in
good order and the Agency makes a good profit but nothing that
allows a man to buy a yacht. His home was shut down as if he
expected to be gone for some time. The furnace and air conditioning
was shut off. The hot water heater was turned way down. What man
does that for a day off?”

“So he wasn’t planning to come back for a
while, and he has an alternate source of income. Have we gone
through his personal books, bank records?”

“I have a woman looking into them now. I’ll
have her report whatever she finds to you. I think he is a very
careful individual, but he needed to finance that purchase
somewhere. There is a safe in his home and we will be getting
authorization to open it soon. I don’t think we will find much
inside but it is worth a look.”

“Very well then. I’ll report again as soon
as something changes. I think I would very much like to go out to
see this Ginger, if you don’t mind?”

“Yes, Inspector, I think that it might be a
capital idea. Call first.”

“I can’t call; the man has no phone. I’ll
leave in an hour or so. Oh, about the wife, Marcia Kingston. She
came from a well-to-do family in Canberra. Parents were professors
at Copland College. They’re both deceased. She did not work outside
the home. We are looking into extramarital affairs and the like,
but I don’t think we’ll find anything. She seems to have been
deeply devoted to her son and husband. Local officials say she was
a religious woman and spent quite a lot of time on volunteer work.
We still have feelers out, but I don’t think we will dig up
anything on her.”

Inspector Barlow was on the telephone with
Sherry Cherry when the news came in that the Kingston yacht had
been located 80 kilometers due south of Ulladulla and 23 kilometers
east of Tuross Head. The fuel slick that was released on a calm day
allowed the pilot of a small plane to spot the location. He called
it in and the police dive team located the wreck. It had been
scuttled next to Bass Canyon, the immense underwater rift that
shadows the entire southeastern side of Australia. Whoever had sunk
the yacht had undoubtedly intended to drop it into the canyon and
thereby effectively lose it forever. It was a good plan but they
were a couple of kilometers short of the shelf break. As a result,
the yacht was resting about 200 meters below the surface, not the
3000 meters it would have been if it had been sunk in the trench
itself. Divers had identified the wreck as Agamemnon, George
Kingston’s vessel, but no bodies were found.

Inspector Barlow ruminated over the
information for a while. Insurance was always motivation for
sinking a ship but he discounted it in this particular instance.
One cannot collect, even from one’s own insurance agency, if one is
presumed dead. There was no evidence that George had a drinking
problem or that he was in debt from gambling or drugs. His one
excess seemed to be the yacht and he spent quite a number of
weekends sailing. He lived far enough from the ocean that his home
was not very expensive and it was modestly furnished.

The real question he wanted answered was
where did George go when he visited Greenwell Point? Who did he see
and what did he do? Whoever George visited in Greenwell Point might
have the answers to the real questions.

Barlow took a deep breath and exhaled
through his nose. He was getting nothing done and the case was
getting colder and colder. He tossed his jacket over his shoulder,
smoothed his thick, graying hair back and went to report to his
Superintendent before leaving for Ginger Kingston’s farm in
Molong.




When Inspector Theodore Barlow pulled his
unmarked Holden into Ginger Kingston’s driveway he was unpleasantly
surprised. The farm was in a state of disrepair that made it look
deserted. Some of the outbuildings were sagging and threatening to
collapse. The smell of animal waste was to be expected on any farm
that dealt in sheep and chickens but here it was overwhelming. The
rusty hulks of tractors that had not run in many years adorned the
sides of the house though there was newer equipment visible through
a broken window in the nearer barn.

When he stepped out of his vehicle, Barlow
got his second unpleasant surprise. Standing on the unpainted,
sagging side porch was a man in overalls and rubber boots holding a
double-barreled shotgun. The man had no shirt on but his chest was
covered with a huge red beard. A cigar protruded from the beard
like the tail of a squirrel from its nest.

“What business do ye find here?” asked the
man.

“Ginger Kingston, I presume. Inspector
Barlow here. I’m conducting an investigation into the disappearance
of your brother George.”

“He’s missing, eh? What does that have to do
with me?”

“I assume it has nothing to do with you, but
as his only relative outside the home I thought there may be
something to be learned.”

“Let me see yer badge.”

Barlow produced his badge and edged sideways
slowly to move away from the business end of the shotgun. Kingston
squinted at the badge and shrugged. The shotgun pointed toward the
ceiling and its wielder grunted and motioned with his shaggy head.
The top was bald but the sides were in desperate need of a
trim.

Inside the house was the same sort of
shambles as the rest of the farm. The side porch led to the kitchen
where newspapers were piled up all over the place. The dishes in
the sink had gone past the point of unwashed and would soon qualify
as genuine archeological finds. The kitchen table held a pile of
unopened bills, newspapers, dirty glasses and coffee cups, a liter
bottle of Bundaberg and a can of Coopers Ale.

“Shot of Bundy, Inspector?”

“Oh, I don’t imbibe in the stronger spirits,
I…”

“Crack a Cooper, then?”

“Yes, a Coopers would help cut the
dust.”

Ginger Kinston moved to the refrigerator and
opened the door. Inside were what appeared to be examples of
genetic experiments along with a dozen cans of ale. He tossed one
across the room and Inspector Barlow caught it. When he cracked the
top it blew beer all over the unopened bills on the kitchen
table.

“Oh, I’m dreadfully sorry. I didn’t think it
would fly so.”

“Cripes. I never intended to pay them
anyway.” To Barlow’s surprise, Kingston swept the bills and
newspapers off the table and onto the floor. “Grab a chair. If you
want a shot of rum, take one.”

“No, no rum. The Coopers is good.” The
correct protocol for drinking an Australian ale is to guzzle the
first half of it immediately and Barlow did just that. His
immediate reasoning was that to gain the confidence of an
alcoholic, nothing works better than drinking with him.

Ginger poured himself about four ounces of
Bundaberg Rum and knocked it back, draining what remained in his
can as a chaser.

“So, Inspector, what’s this about my
brother?”

“Well, Mr. Kingston…”

“Call me Ginger.”

“Very well, Ginger, it seems, excuse me,”
Barlow belched voluminously. “It seems your brother has gone
missing about two weeks now. His son was found floating in the
water off Cunjurong Point on October 24th. We have just located the
wreck of his yacht off Tuross Head.”

“October 24? That’s almost two weeks ago.
You mean to tell me you’re just getting around to telling me
now?”

“The boy just woke up. He was in a coma all
this time and we didn’t know who he was until he woke up. We never
would have found the yacht if the fuel tank hadn’t developed a leak
after it hit the bottom.” It was a small lie but effective.

“Oh. The boy is still alive?”

“Yes, Terry is awake and seems none the
worse for the experience. He misses his parents, of course, but we
may still find them.”

“Two weeks later?”

“Stranger things have happened.” Barlow took
another huge drink from his can.

“Better to keep your feet on the earth,
anyway.”

“That’s always been my thought as well. Tell
me, Terry says you visited George’s house from time to time, what
was your business with him?”

“He’s my brother. I don’t need business to
visit my brother.”

“No, certainly not, but people don’t do
things for no reason. I assume you’ve had reasons for visiting
him.”

“I need money from time to time. The farm is
not as profitable as might be expected and he has plenty of money.
Sometimes I stop by for a loan. Just until I can get wool to
market, or get paid for eggs and chickens. I pay him back when I
can.”

“But there is no problem between you? Money
problems or the like?”

“If you think I killed him and sank his
boat, you’re out of your mind. He’s the only brother I’ve got. We
don’t see each other often enough. Don’t get me wrong, we fought
when we were kids, all boys do, but we never hated each other. We
grew up on this farm. If there was ever a problem we settled it the
old-fashioned way, but we never shot each other. We started hunting
together when we were six and seven, or seven and eight, or so… We
never shot at each other. If I was going to kill him I would have
done it when we was teeners. I always been a better shot. When I’m
sober enough.”

“You were never a suspect. Do you know of
anyone who would wish to harm them?”

“Nobody I know of. He don’t talk of his
business. He sells insurance. Sold me insurance on the farm, cheap.
He’s a good man.” Ginger poured himself another glass of rum and
held it in salute. “To George. May he live long and… well, may he
be alive.”

“So you can’t think of anyone?”

“I told you, I don’ talk business wit’
George. Hey, what happens to the boy?”

“That is not my department. Health and Human
Services or Orphan Services will determine what to do with him once
the doctors say he can leave the infirmary.”

“Drop him off. I’ll take care of him till
his father shows up.”

“As I said, sir, Orphan Services will handle
that.”

“No worries. Say, did you talk with his
representative, Mr… uh… Shwartz or Shvance… uh… Stein… cripes.
Streng, that’s it, Streng.

“Is this his legal representative, Mr.
Streng, and is his office in Orange?”

“So far as I know. He may have something for
you.”

“We’ll contact him. Thank you for the
information.”

“You think I’m a slosher, don’t you?” Ginger
went to the refrigerator and got himself another can of
Coopers.

“The evidence points in that direction.”

“I can stop drinking any time I want.”

“It may be a good idea to consider wanting
to.”

The man with the huge red beard picked up
the half burned cigar from the ash tray and fished in his pocket
for his Zippo. He lit the stub without setting his beard on fire
and spat out a bit of tobacco. “I’ll need to if I want to help
George’s son, won’t I?”

“It will make a large difference with
Services.”

Ginger took a deep breath and shook his
head. “The bastards never let a man be a man, do they?”

“They take a dim view of drunkenness.”

“Right, then. It’s time.” Ginger surprised
his visitor more than he had when he had greeted him with a
shotgun. He picked up the half full bottle of rum and walked to the
sink. He uncapped the bottle and poured it into the drain.




“Well, that’s the way the old bugger is. It
happens at odd times. He lost his wife 10 years ago, to cancer, and
got drunk for about two years. Then he sobered up for a while.
Look, when he’s not drinking he works like a Tasmanian devil and
when he is, nothing gets done about the place. It’s been six
months, right about on time, I’d say. If he poured his bottle down
the sink then he’ll be alright for a while. Would you like one of
us to check up on him?”

“No, I don’t think so, Constable. Orphan
Services and the Health and Welfare people will be popping in to
see him. Thank you for your concern. If Mr. Kingston has any
incidents in the next few days, give us a ring, will you? His
record shows he thrashes people from time to time.”

“Certainly, Inspector. He hasn’t been
drinking in the taverns for a while but we’ll call if there’s a
problem.”

“Thank you, we’ll be in touch.” Inspector
Barlow hung up the phone and thought about all the men he had known
who had said they could stop drinking anytime they wanted to. He
could not count on one hand the heavy drinkers he knew who really
could.

Ten o’clock came around and Theodore Barlow
went back to Saint Vincent Hospital to see Terry Kingston again.
Doctor Cherry was still busy with another patient so the inspector
leafed through the Sydney Morning Herald looking for anything
relevant that came from a different direction. He had found nothing
when Sherry Cherry sauntered down the hall. Her long blonde hair
was tied back in a tight bun and secured with ornamented black hair
sticks. The style accented her creamy skin, long neck line and
smiling cheeks. Inspector Barlow had been married for many years
and loved his wife but Doctor Cherry could have brought out the
worst in him.

The inspection room seemed close and
exceedingly warm, even though the air conditioning kept it at a
comfortable level. Barlow and Cherry spoke alone for a while and
agreed to let the doctor ask the questions this morning.

“So, Terry, we’ll need to be letting you
off, soon enough. You seem to be quite healthy despite your
ordeal.”

“Have you found Mummy?”

“No, dear, I’m afraid we haven’t”

“Where am I to go then?”

“That will be determined by Doctor Curlew.
He works with Heath and Welfare.”

“I don’t like him. He’s mean.”

“Doctor Curlew can be brusque, but he has
your best interests at heart. Tell me, do you remember any more of
what happened?”

“I had another dream. Daddy was running and
yelling, then we were on the boat. The monster was chasing
him.”

“Was the monster swimming after you?”

“No, it had a boat. It was in one of those
little, fast ones and it was chasing us. I couldn’t move, I
couldn’t help. I didn’t see it, but I knew it was there.”

“Did the boat have a name?”

“Daddy’s boat was Ag-a-mem-non,” he said
carefully.

“Not your daddy’s boat, dear, the one that
was chasing you.”

“I didn’t see it, the name. It was sparkly.
Blue with sparkles.”

“Dark blue or light blue?”

“It was dark blue with twin Evinrude
engines.”

Inspector Barlow was not paying much
attention until this point but he began writing notes now. He found
it interesting that a child could remember the color of a dream and
the kind of engines it had. It was as if he had been listening to
an orchestra but only a few of the instruments were playing. The
composer had just added music for a new instrument. While he knew
dreams were unreliable bits of evidence, details of this kind were
not to be overlooked.

“Was there anything else, Terry?”

“No. Maybe I’ll remember more tomorrow.”

“I think you’re doing just fine. I shouldn’t
be surprised if you remember the whole affair tomorrow.”

“Ok.”

“Terry, when you visited your Uncle Ginger,
was he drinking a lot of beer?”

“No. He didn’t drink any brandy either.
Daddy says he drinks a lot but I never saw him drink anything but
water. He made me work every day and he doesn’t even have a telly,
just lots of chickens and sheep.”

“I’m sorry that you don’t like him, but he
may be your last living relative. If we can’t place you with him
you may need to go to the orphanage instead.”

“I’ve never seen the orphanage.”

“I don’t think you would like it. Thank God
they don’t have the old system. You’d be sent to the Fairbridge
Farm School in Molong instead of going to live with family. You
should be glad they shut that one down in the early seventies.”

“Uncle Ginger has the farm without the
school, so it doesn’t matter where I want to go. I have no choices
that I like.”

“Oh, dear, I’m so sorry.” Doctor Cherry
opened her arms and gave him a long hug. Terry was not
crying.




The representatives of the Health and
Welfare Department were skeptical as to the efficacy of placing a
child with Ginger Kingston. He had a record of drinking and
fighting in bars. They headed out to the farm to take stock of the
area.

When the social workers pulled in the
driveway they were surprised to find that Ginger was not only sober
but painting the house. He was on a 15-meter ladder, painting the
outside of the attic. He greeted them with a huge smile and asked
if they were there to help him paint.

His beard was trimmed and his hair had been
cut. His clothes were clean except for some paint spatter and his
demeanor was friendly and open. He invited the workers into the
house where everything was in relative order, though musty and old.
The furniture was threadbare but still serviceable, if no longer
comfortable. There were no animals in the home.

The two social workers asked Mr. Kingston a
few questions about Terry and whether he was willing to take over
his custody. Ginger replied in an affable and affirmative way
explaining that he had no children of his own and that his wife had
passed away from lymphoma 10 years earlier. He explained that Terry
was a likeable child and a good worker and he would be happy to
adopt him.

The older of the two workers explained that
he could not adopt the boy until it was confirmed that George and
Marcia were dead. Their bodies had never been found. It made no
difference to Ginger.

The government employees left quite
satisfied that the stories they had heard about Ginger Kingston
were either exaggerations or complete fabrications.




~~~





Chapter Two: Bradley and Cooter




“Sure, she’s a fine looking sheila, but you
can’t keep her chained up down there forever.” The speaker was tall
and well groomed. He had good teeth and was wearing contact lenses.
His suit was worth a week’s pay for some people, a month’s for
others.

“Why not? It’s got nobody looking for it.
Husband and son are dead. I say we just use it for what she’s
worth. You have the contacts; what do you say we make a snuff film
out of it? We can make quite a bit off that.” The other man was
shorter and needed a hair cut. Dressed in a tee-shirt and blue
jeans that looked like they could use a wash, he did not look like
a professional man. A scar ran down the left side of his face,
making his mouth droop on that side. Somebody had slashed him with
a broken bottle, blinded his left eye and scarred him horribly.

“Bloody cracker, what happens when they
trace it back to us? There’s a lot more here than just some woman.
She’s not a runaway teenager, that’s the Viper’s wife. What do you
think his friends will do if they find out we got his wife, let
alone what happens if they find out we killed him. They don’t know
now and I don’t want them to know.”

“Bollux, they’ll never know.”

“How can you be so sure? You’re getting
stupid now. If you remember, I wanted to take her out when we did
her man. It was you, thinking with the wrong head again, that put
us in this situation.”

“What situation? We got it secure. It’s
locked up tight. That sweet little round bottom is mine and I
intend to do whatever I want with it.”

“You’re a dripping idiot. We should have fed
her to the sharks and walked away clean.”

“The sharks can have that fish, but not ‘til
I’m done with it.” The man rubbed the scar on his face and
chuckled.

The tall man grimaced and looked out the
window at the fields of wheat. “Why do you live out here anyway?
There’s no company, no stores, no neighbors except the farmer that
owns the land, and I don’t suspect he drops by for a game of gin
rummy.”

“That’s it precisely. Nobody comes here.
They think I’m some crazy hermit. I cooked up a story about having
been left some money and wanting no part of people. So they leave
me alone and that’s just right by me.”

“I couldn’t live this way. Away from people
an’ all.”

“Oh, I’m not exactly away from people. I got
me a nice fresh one in the basement.”

“That’s not what I mean and you know it.
Well, make sure you dispose of her proper when you’re done with
her.”

“Like I said the sharks can have that fish.”
The shorter man grabbed his crotch pointedly. “I’ll take care of
it. Eh, you ever find out why they wanted the Viper done in?”

“No, nobody’s talking. I think he must have
done the wrong guy or something. Maybe he turned on his contacts
and started talking to the bobbies.”

“I doubt it. This man was in the business
two or three years before I was. I heard of his jobs while I was
still in the Academy. That makes it about five years before you.
How long you been doing this?”

“About five.” The man picked at some
imaginary lint on his suit.

“Five years, don’t time fly? That means he
been at it maybe 10 years. I heard he was responsible for those
jobs the papers called the Porno Killer. You know, the lads that
were doing the flicks with little boys? I also heard he done a man
once in a provincial station. Leastways, that’s what they say.
Right in the station, in handcuffs, right in front of the Assistant
Commissioner. They didn’t even know the bugger was dead for an
hour.”

“That may be stretching the point. I will
admit to his being skilled, however.”

“Well, thanks for the delivery. I look
forward to working with you again some time, Bradley.”

The taller man cocked one eye at him and
said, “I have told you I would prefer we did not use our proper
names.”

“What? Afraid the field mice might hear?
Like I said, nobody comes out here and if they did they might just
find a home in the fields out there.”

“I do see your point. I just can’t do it.
Too dead out here. I need some excitement from time to time. The
kind you don’t need to tie up to keep around.”

“To each his own.”

“Ok, Cooter, I’ll be in touch if there is
anything that requires your special talents.”

“Have a safe trip, Brad-lee.”

Cooter waited on the porch as his associate
drove off. “Wankah. Thinks he can come around here in his fancy
suit and tell me what to do with my property? Day may come I’ll
have to do him. I might like tossing him off the back of that fancy
boat.” He turned and went into the house to cook some mutton and
mash.




Terry had never felt so isolated. Orange was
not a large town but it was large enough that he had some friends
and enemies. He knew every girl and boy in town; there was enough
diversity he could learn new things about them all the time. On
Ginger’s farm there was nobody but Ginger.

It took Rough and Ready, the two sheepdogs a
little while to get used to his presence. They were all business
and could take care of the sheep for days at a time, without
direction. They couldn’t open the gates and draw the water, but
when it came to protecting the flock and herding them back from the
pastures they were the best. They were no company, however.

After a week of being on the farm, Ginger
contacted Jerry Cuthbert, a neighbor who agreed to take his new
charge to school for a fee. The price was reasonable and Terry got
to ride with other children, though they were older than he.

Three other boys rode in the Land Rover and
either Ruth Cuthbert or Jerry drove them. Terry had little to say
to them since they had come from different backgrounds and were
different ages.

In school, the boys thought Terry was stupid
because he didn’t know the things they knew. He got in a lot of
fights but was alone against the others so he rarely won the
altercations. He did learn how to take advantage of getting an
opponent alone.

When he spoke to Ginger about the fights he
got very little sympathy. Ginger told him he would need to get
stronger and faster and meaner. Then he took Terry out to the
pasture and he taught him about the sheep and the dogs. He took
pains to impress on his nephew that there were many sheep and only
two dogs, but the dogs made the sheep do what the dogs wanted them
to do. Then he asked Terry why and would not let him leave the
pasture until he had arrived at an answer that satisfied him. This
was only the beginning of Ginger’s educational process.

Ginger was not an educated man but he was
intelligent. He recognized the problems with relocating a child to
the country and taught his charge many things. As time went by, he
warmed to the task of educating the child he had never fathered and
became quite a mentor. The relationship was by no means one-sided.
Terry had learned a lot from his parents and reciprocated when he
could. The child acted as a great motivator to the man and served
to keep him off the sauce and focus his attentions. The farm began
to prosper again. The sagging barns were shored up and painted.
Some of the old tractors were repaired and some were sold. The
interior and exterior of the house were painted and repaired. Terry
Kingston learned more that summer than he had in all his previous
years. There was much he did not enjoy, but he was never made to do
extraneous work and was always served with an explanation for his
tasks. He did not dig holes merely to fill them in again but he did
dig a lot of holes, and he moved rocks until he grew calluses on
his hands.

Terry learned how to split wood for the
fire. At eight years old he did not have the necessary size and
strength needed for the task but he attacked it with gusto. It
seemed his body always ached in the mornings and he went to bed
exhausted every night, but he was growing like a weed and being
well fed.

The neighbors were impressed by the
civilizing effect that having a boy about produced in Ginger
Kingston. It was not that there was anyone close enough to really
call a neighbor, but the population of Molong was in the hundreds
in 1987 so anyone within 20 kilometers was considered a
neighbor.

It was on Christmas recess, lasting the
entire month of January, that Ginger began to teach Terry about
guns and hunting. He started with safety lectures and made his
student recite his rules. He taught him how to disassemble and
clean pistols, rifles and shotguns. Then came the target
practice.

A .22 pistol was easy enough to handle.
Terry’s sharp blue eyes focused well on the target and he was soon
a fine shot with it. The first time he used a 12-gauge shotgun it
knocked him down. He could barely carry it as it was, and the
recoil was too much for him, so they switched to a .38 pistol.
Terry had found his favorite weapon in the Smith and Wesson
revolver.




Marcia Kingston had no way to mark the
passage of time except her monthly cycle, and as far as she could
tell, she had been a prisoner for three months. Her captor had no
name she knew except Master. It was the only name he allowed her to
use.

She had been chained in his basement for
about a month before she allowed herself to act at being “broken.”
Her hate for him never subsided, but she knew her only chance was
to play at submission. She was given no choice but to be
subservient, however she did not acquiesce willingly until a
sufficient amount of time had gone by. When she felt the time was
right, she began to pretend that she was his willing slave instead
of a captive. She began to fake orgasms and tell Cooter she loved
him. She began to beg to perform oral sex on him and pretended she
loved to have him come in her mouth. It took about two months of
this before he began to believe her act.

She could not have gotten out of the
shackles by herself, even if she had succeeded in pulling the chain
from the wall; they were locked around her wrists and ankles with
padlocks.

It was in the third month when he finally
allowed her to take a shower. She came out of the shower pretending
it had made her amorous but Cooter would have no part of it. He
took her back to the basement and locked her back up before he
abused her. She thanked him for it.

Two days later she asked if she could cook
for him. He refused the offer but the seed had been planted. It was
a week before he let her shower again but this time he allowed her
to go into the kitchen and prepare some food but not before
chaining her to the handle of the gas oven.

She cooked him rice with gravy and sausages
and while he was eating, she made a show of touching herself. He
told her to stop but she claimed that the combination of the shower
and standing there, naked and chained while her master ate, had
made her sex drip.

After he was done eating he told her to get
on her knees and he stood in front of her and dropped his pants. It
was the best chance she had been afforded to date. She reached down
to the end of the chain and actually opened the oven door to allow
her to take his pants off. She was cooing and telling him how much
she loved to do this for him when she brought both hands up with
the shackles on her wrists and smashed him in the scrotum.

Cooter buckled forward as his captive
slammed her steel restraints into his testicles. It might have been
enough to temporarily incapacitate him, but Marcia was in no mood
to go with half measures. She stood and grabbed the circular grate
from one of the stovetop burners and proceeded to smash his head
in. She did not hit him once, nor a dozen times, she continued
screaming and pounding him until she had no more breath to scream.
When she finished she was on her knees, covered in his blood,
gasping for breath. She had pounded his head into a pulpy jelly,
punctured both his eyeballs and smashed out all his teeth. The calm
she had displayed while acting the part of Cooter’s slave had
disappeared; now she was frantic and shaking like a leaf.

The keys to her restraints were in the
pocket of his pants as were the keys to his automobile. She was
unchained, but still stark naked, and covered in her former
master’s death fluids but she could not bring herself to wear any
of his clothes. The game was over and the last strands of her
tortured nerves snapped. She did not know where she was but that
was the least of her concerns. Tearing out of the house she jumped
into the driver’s seat. The automobile started without a problem
and she tore away from the farmhouse in a cloud of dust and spray
of gravel.

The state of her mind was such that she did
not trust any of the neighbors; she had not met them and did not
know who they were. As far as she knew they were in collaboration
with the man she had just beaten to death. Once she saw the sign
for Hume Highway she knew more closely where she was. Hume Highway
passes Goulburn on the south, but the exit to Sloan Street takes
you right into town. Quite a few truck drivers noted that there was
a mad bloody woman, driving into town at top speed, and stark
naked. The first petrol station she saw was a Kangaroo Fuel and she
screamed to a stop in the parking lot.

The teenage boy who was running the Kangaroo
Fuel station would remember that January 16 for the rest of his
life. The reporters and the police were all there, asking questions
and taking pictures. They all wanted to know about the naked crazy
woman who had charged into station screaming that she needed help
and then collapsing on the floor. He told them all he knew,
concentrating on her obvious distress and her physical condition.
She was emaciated and covered with bruises, most of them old. She
had a black eye but most of the visible damage was eclipsed by the
fact that she was covered with drying blood.

The ambulance arrived simultaneously with
the police. By the time they got there, the mysterious woman was
wrapped in a blanket that had been in the back room. The medical
technicians had tried to find the source of the blood but it was
quickly obvious that it was not hers. They hustled her into the
ambulance and headed for the Goulburn Community Medical Center.

The constables had nothing to say to the
news reporters, so the reporters went back to the station and
interviewed the young man who had reported the incident. He reveled
in his 15 minutes, knowing it would be over before he could
capitalize on it.

Though she was not comatose, it was obvious
that she was at the end of her faculties so the police did not take
a statement that day.




The following day, Marcia woke screaming,
“I’ll kill you, you bastard,” and thrashing about. She had been
dreaming about having Cooter chained to the same wall he had
enjoyed having her chained to. The orderlies calmed her down and
the doctor administered a sedative. It was several hours into the
evening before she was in any condition to give a statement. When
she did it was a real eye-opener. She told them her name and
address and the fact that her husband had been killed. She told
them her son had been killed, since the last she had seen of him
was when he went over the side while they were being chased by the
two men in the speedboat. The Goulburn Police did not know he was
still alive. She told them where her husband had been shot, and how
the two men had boarded the Agamemnon and taken her prisoner. Then
she detailed the story of the dungeon and the man she had
killed.

There was little doubt that she had been
shackled, the abrasions on her wrists and ankles confirmed that.
There was more than enough evidence of abuse, both physical and
sexual. She could not have led them to the house, even if she were
allowed to leave the hospital. The escape had been in a blind
panic. She knew she was on Route 31, Hume Highway, but she did not
know what direction she had been traveling in. The police had
already run the plates from the car and gotten an address. Marcia’s
testimony merely filled in some of the blank spots they had
encountered when they found the owner dead on his own kitchen
floor.

The Police in Orange were alerted and
shortly after that, the Sydney office got the news. The reporters
in Goulburn did a little research and found the story of the
missing couple and their son but the rescue of Terry had never been
printed. The Sydney office had kept it as quiet as possible. The
news agencies were not excluded from the new story however and ran
it everywhere. The tale of a woman, who beat her captor to death
and escaped her dungeon, was international news. It did not take
Bradley two seconds to ascertain that his fears had come to
fruition and a very dangerous witness was at large. He was in
Goulburn before the end of the day. The only thing that kept Marcia
alive that night was the constables assigned to her protection.

Inspector Barlow called the Molong Police
Station personally, and asked that a constable be sent to the
Kingston Farm to inform Ginger and Terry that Marcia had been
located, alive. The news did not reach them until 8:30 at night and
Ginger would not chance driving that far after dark. He promised
Terry that they would visit his mother the following day, Monday.
Terry quite naturally threw a fit and demanded to be taken
immediately. The sun was still up and he wanted to see his mother,
but Ginger was adamant. They would leave first thing in the
morning.

Terry had another dream that night. This
time he could see the faces of the men in the boat that was chasing
them. They got closer and closer and then started shooting. Terry
dreamed of his mother screaming and the Agamemnon veering sharply
to the right. That was when he went overboard. He was about to hit
the water when he woke up. The sun was peeking over the horizon; as
far as he was concerned it was time to leave.




It was fortuitous that the pair had not left
the night before. The old farm truck that Ginger drove was 20 years
old and had not seen repairs in some time. The first problem was a
flat tire. It was not much of a problem since there was a spare but
it cost them a little time. The second problem was when the exhaust
fell off at the muffler. This cost them a bit more time but Ginger
repaired it with an old fruit juice can and a coat hanger from the
bed of the truck. It was noisy but it was no longer dragging. The
real problem happened when they stopped for fuel in Blaney. The
truck would not even turn over, the battery was dead. A jump got
the truck started, but it died again as it went into gear. The
alternator was shot and the gas station did not do repairs so
Ginger and Terry walked to the nearest parts store and bought an
alternator and a couple of wrenches. Terry was worried about his
uncle who was complaining all the way back to the truck about not
bringing any tools with him. Once the alternator was replaced it
was necessary to get another jump to start the engine. They finally
hit the road again. The entire trip was about 350 kilometers and
should have taken them three-and-a-half hours; it took them most of
the day.

It was almost seven o’clock in the evening
when they got to the medical center on Goldsmith Street. Visiting
hours were definitely over by then but the staff was very
understanding about the situation. They let Terry visit with his
mother for an hour, then Ginger spoke with her privately for a few
minutes. He looked particularly grim when he left the room. Terry
complained when they could not take Marcia with them right then and
there.

The sun was getting low in the sky and the
sheep and chickens needed to be secured. The engine in the old
truck fired up and they started putting out of the parking lot when
Terry saw the man from his dream. He was walking in the side
entrance. The side entrance should have been locked but was not.
Terry started yelling, pointing and grabbing his uncle’s arm. He
was so insistent that Ginger pulled to the side and parked the
truck on Faithful Street. Terry was frantic and could barely make
himself understood. He kept pounding on Ginger’s arm as he told him
that the man who had piloted the boat that had chased them just
went into the hospital.

Ginger Kingston was skeptical but had
noticed the boy did not lean toward flights of fancy, so he got out
of the truck and headed toward the door the youngster had
indicated. The door should have locked automatically when it closed
but it pulled right open. Somebody had stuffed a matchbook into the
lock, blocking the mechanism. Ginger charged into the hallway
bristling like a guard dog. None of the elevators were sitting open
so he ran to the other end of the hall and up the stairs. On the
second floor he turned back down toward Marcia’s room. He slowed
when he saw the constable sitting on the bench outside the door,
and Terry rushed past him. Terry was flinging himself through the
door when Ginger realized the constable had a huge wash of blood
behind him on the wall. He had been shot through the chest as he
sat there. Then there was the sound of the muffled .40 caliber
pistol, coincident with Terry’s scream. Another shot rang out and a
hole exploded in the door. Ginger slid under the hole in the door
and pulled the constable’s .40 caliber, model 22, Glock from his
holster. First he chambered a round, then he grabbed his nephew’s
ankle where it was lying, just outside the doorway but he could not
pull him out of the room. The door was jammed up against him.
Standing to his full height, he kicked the door open and tried to
get a bead on the intruder.

Bradley was in the room, expecting just what
he got. The door flew open and he shot Ginger Kingston in the
chest. The constable’s sidearm went off almost simultaneously but
the shot went wide. Bradley had not seen Terry lying on the floor.
When the door had opened the first time, he was facing the other
way, shooting Marcia in the head. When he had turned and blew a
hole in the door, Terry was already lying flat and covering his
head with his hands. The killer finally saw the boy lying on the
floor and took aim at him, just to remove any live witnesses, but
the boy was too fast. He was already rising and was behind the wall
before Bradley could peg him. Once Bradley was in the hall, he took
another shot but missed as the boy flung open the door to the
stairs and tore down them in a panic. People were beginning to stir
and doors were beginning to open. A nurse came out of the nurse’s
station behind him and demanded to know what was going on. He could
dally no longer and sped for the stairs at top speed. He never saw
the boy hiding under the stairs on the ground floor as he made his
exit as quickly as he could. He left the Medical Center by the same
door he had entered, and disappeared.

Upstairs, the nurse let out a protracted
scream and then ran back to the nurse’s station to call the doctors
and the police. It is said that there is no place like a hospital
to get sick, but there is also no place like a hospital to get
shot. There was no hope for Marcia but Ginger was still alive. He
had twisted at the last millisecond so the bullet did not catch him
straight on. That is not to say he was not in critical condition;
he had been shot at relatively close range with a .40 caliber
pistol. Not many men can say they had survived such an
encounter.

The nurses and doctors worked feverishly on
the injured redhead, getting him into surgery within half an hour
and shaving his incredibly hairy chest. The bullet had passed
through him so there was nothing to remove, but there was quite a
lot of damage nonetheless. If Bradley had been using hollow points,
Ginger would be dead.

The doctors patched their gunshot victim up
and put him in an oxygen tent, but nobody gave a thought to the boy
he had been with until another patient who was sneaking downstairs
to the candy machine saw him huddling under the stairs.

The eight-year-old Terry Kingston was in a
frightful state. He had just come out of a coma 11 weeks earlier,
and his inexpressible joy at finding his mother alive imploded as
he witnessed the assassin blow the top of her head off. When they
found him under the stairs he was catatonic. He could not speak and
only gave the most rudimentary responses. The mental and emotional
shock to his formative brain had overloaded his circuits and his
conscious mind had retreated behind a wall, hiding from the world.
They put him in a hospital bed in the long-term care ward.

The Goulburn Community Health Center did not
have a parallel to Sherry Cherry, few places in the world did.
Their resident psychologist was reaching retirement age and while
she was a kindly woman, she was more used to working with rape
victims and wives abused by their husbands. The Health Center had a
very reputable rape crisis center, but they could do little for
catatonic children.

When Inspector Barlow got the news it
literally floored him. That is, he was sitting down in his chair
and the casters rolled back. He actually fell on the floor with the
telephone in his hand yelling about incompetence and witness
protection. Then he got the news about the Constable on guard at
the door, and he sobered considerably. He apologized for his
demeanor and demanded that they put two men on each of the rooms.
He also told them to expect him personally.

Barlow headed for Goulburn first thing the
following day, but there was little he could do when he got there.
Ginger Kingston was in an oxygen tent and heavily sedated. If his
condition worsened he would be put on a breathing apparatus, since
his left lung had been damaged badly. The Inspector could get
nothing out of Terry; he was still catatonic. The one thing the
Inspector found was the matchbook that was still jammed in the lock
of the Faithful Street side door. It was an advertisement for a
strip club in the Kings Cross area of Sydney. It was not much of a
clue but it was something. The killer had left no fingerprints,
though he had left the brass casings and the bullets that had ended
Marcia’s life and almost killed her brother-in-law. The inspector
turned over the matchbook to forensics but it had no fingerprints
on it except, oddly enough, Ginger Kingston’s. Ginger’s truck had
been towed to the impound lot.

While his uncle could not be moved, Terry
Kingston was deemed to be in better hands in the Sydney Hospital.
He had been treated there before, in what had to be called ‘a
related matter’. In what was a serious breach of protocol, Theodore
Barlow offered to transport him personally. He called Doctor Sherry
Cherry and told her not to leave work until he got there with his
charge. He told the Goulburn office to inform him as soon as Ginger
was capable of speaking. He called the Molong office and told them
of the shooting and asked if there was anyone who could watch the
farm for a short while. He exceeded his authority by telling them
that Ginger would pay somebody for the basic services of feeding
the chickens and watering the sheep, letting them in and out of the
paddock morning and night and feeding the dogs. He did not know if
there was anyone who would do that but he felt he needed to try.
Then he bundled his young charge into the unmarked police car and
drove him back to Sydney.

In the Saint Vincent’s Community Hospital,
Terry was given a private room with two constables posted at the
door. Inspector Barlow impressed upon them that there had already
been two members of this family killed and another in critical
condition with a gunshot wound. Then he told them a constable had
been shot to death guarding their charge’s mother and that the boy
was an eyewitness. It served to ensure that they were on the
job.

Terry did not respond that day, nor the
next. It was five o’clock, Thursday morning, January
21st when he erupted from his self-imposed solitude and
woke screaming like a banshee. Doctor Cherry was not there yet but
she rushed to work as soon as she got the telephone call. One of
the interns had been charged with calling her if Terry woke during
the night shift. She did not bother showering or putting on her
makeup so she was quite a sight when she walked through the door
but Terry did not care. She was like a beacon to a drowning sailor.
His beloved mother and father were dead and he was sure Uncle
Ginger was going to die as well. Doctor Sherry Cherry was the
closest thing he had to family except for his mad aunt. When she
came through the door unwashed and disheveled he jumped from the
bed and threw his arms around her, not wanting to let go.

Sherry left to go home and get a shower and
some breakfast about nine o’clock. Terry was sad to see her go but
understood she needed to take care of herself. There would never be
a replacement for his mother but if anyone could do it, Sherry
Cherry could.

There was no need for sedatives. Terry went
to sleep after eating lunch but his dreams were horrific. He had
nightmares about being chased on land and on the water. At first he
could not see the monster that chased him.

He needed to be roused for dinner and ate
ravenously. The doctor visited him more as a formality than
anything else; there was nothing he could do. Terry’s problems were
psychological: his blood pressure was high, he was jumpy and he was
having nightmares.

Sherry visited with him after the evening
meal and he told her of his dreams. She was highly solicitous and
quick to tell him that it was not unusual for him to have
nightmares after all he had been through. She told him that
Theodore Barlow had brought him back to Sydney, which went a long
way in helping his relationship with the Inspector. She asked
questions about his memories and his dreams and embraced him
repeatedly. She was surprised that he did not cry when he was
describing his mother’s death. She could not have known that he
would not shed another tear for 30 years.

Inspector Barlow visited him the following
day and asked many of the same questions Doctor Cherry had. He
wanted to know everything about the man who had shot Marcia
Kingston. He was pleasantly surprised to find that Terry’s memory
of the day his father had been shot was returning. The only thing
Terry could not tell Inspector Barlow was the name of the boat that
had chased them.

On Saturday, Inspector Barlow brought
another man with him, a police sketch artist, who fabricated a
credible likeness of the man Terry had seen in the hospital room.
On Monday, February 14th, the police got a very similar
sketch from Ginger, in Goulburn. An examination of the slugs from
the two weapons exonerated him of any charges in the double
homicide. If the killer had been using hollow points, the evidence
would still have been there since the constable did not use them,
but it would have been a dead issue since Ginger would no longer be
there.




The newspapers had already run the story of
Marcia Kingston’s murder. The reporters were on that like a cane
toad on a snail and were spotted for weeks, sneaking around,
looking for further tidbits.

As bold as he was, Bradley wanted nothing
more to do with the Goulburn Medical Center. His primary objective
had been accomplished and while he would have been much happier
seeing Ginger’s obituary, he was relatively sure that he could not
be identified. Truthfully, the boy bothered him more than the
adult; he had gotten a better look at his face. He finally made the
connection and realized that the boy was the same one that was on
the Agamemnon. He would have bet good money that the boy had
drowned that day. The police would have liked to keep the names out
of the news but it was impossible. Bradley knew his enemies’ names
and knew they could not stay under protection forever.

Bradley was drinking a pint of bitters when
he thought that the man he had shot knew he was in the room, and
knew why he was there. That meant the man had either seen him enter
or been in the hospital when he did. He had been cautious when he
slipped in and had not seen the pair, so they must have seen him
enter and came in behind him. A smile crossed his face as he went
to a pay phone and dialed a number. He knew a woman who worked in
the Roads and Traffic Authority. She was older and very
appreciative of a good meal and a roll in the hay. He would take
her out a couple of times first and then ask her to get him the
information he needed. Whoever this Ginger Kingston was, he was
sure to have a driver’s license and a registration. That would give
Bradley an address. It was all a cakewalk from there.




~~~





Chapter Three: Dead Man Walking




Terry had been forced to spend a couple of
weeks in the orphanage while Ginger continued to heal in Goulburn.
It was unpleasant but not cripplingly so. He had been depressed and
introspective, as could be imagined. He did discover that he was
not alone in his tragic world; many children lost their parents.
Most of the orphans had lost their parents to auto accidents.

Doctor Cherry visited Terry every third day,
trying to keep his spirits up. It worked to some extent. Inspector
Barlow also visited him once and asked a lot of questions that the
young boy could not answer. The questions were mostly about his
father’s affairs and protracted periods when George had gone away
on business. The elder Kingston had not made any of his additional
business known to his son and so the boy had no answers.

The day Ginger was released from the
hospital was a Monday, February 22nd. The sun was hot
and the residents of Goulburn were trying to get things done before
the full midday sun roasted the streets.

The police took their charge to the impound
lot to get Ginger’s truck, but they were not authorized to provide
him with an escort any further than the county line. The Australian
Protective Services had only been created three years earlier
when 420 constables transferred over
from the Australian Federal Police. Nonetheless, when Ginger
reached the county line, they were on the job. Protective Services
was obviously paramilitary from their uniforms. They did not look
like anyone to be taken lightly. Their orders ended with returning
Ginger Kingston to his home, however. He was not going to get
long-standing protection. They were unhappy about it, but there was
nothing they could do when Ginger told them he was unable to drive
the entire trip that day. None of them complained loudly, after
all, they knew he had taken a .40 caliber slug in the chest and
they respected that.

Tuesday came and saw
the arrival at the Kingston farm of both residents, delivered
separately by Protective Services. Ginger arrived first and was
greeted by two of the local constables.

“It’s good to see
you, mate. We thought maybe you’d picked one too many fights this
time.” The shorter, brown-haired constable, Billy, had arrested
Ginger several times for fighting and public drunkenness.

“Billy, James, I
don’t mean to be rude but I suffered a serious setback and had to
drive a long way. I hope you’ll forgive me if I don’t offer you a
pint.”

“Hah, we’re on duty,
mate, can’t be tippin’ it now. Anyway, you look like you been
dragged halfway here. You should probably get some rest.”

“I probably need to
check the farm.”

“No need for that.
Jerry Cuthbert and his boys been seein’ to it.”

At that point the
Protective Services team said their goodbyes and headed back toward
Orange.

“Dangerous looking
blokes, eh?” Ginger asked.

“Not if you’re on
their side. As I was saying, Jerry and his boys took care of the
place while you were gone. Me and Jimmy, here, we’ll be stoppin’
back from time to time, just to see if you’re all right. You know
they ran your name in the paper, don’t you?”

“Yeah. That was
right sharp of ‘em.”

“So you may be in
more danger than you know.”

“I can handle
myself. Anybody comes around here lookin’ for trouble, they’ll find
it, by God.”

“Right, then. If
there’s anything we can do…”

“There is. I need a
dog. I need a dog that hates everybody and everything and will wake
up the dead if anyone comes in the driveway. Is there any chance
you can get me one? I know there must be something in the pound
that fits that description.”

James laughed and
pulled up his sleeve. There was a pair of small bandages on his
forearm. “I got the perfect thing. One of them German dogs,
Doberman. This thing eats raw meat and anything else it can. They
say they’re smart dogs but this thing almost got popped. I was too
afraid of blowing me own arm off, so I didn’t shoot it, but that’s
the only reason. We’ll check it for you. It’s got all its shots but
it’s just as mean as… Crikey, Ginger, it’s as mean as you with a
belly full of booze.”

“Capital. Bring ‘im
by soon as you can. You know I got a boy here now. I need to
protect him.”

“How you plan on
keeping the dog from eating the boy?” Billy was laughing.

“I’ll chain it to
the porch with tow chain.”

“I think this thing
will tear the porch off the house. You better be careful
yourself.”

“I can take care of
myself. Thank you for stopping by and feel free to come around any
time. Ah, here’s Jerry and his boys. I’ll need to be thanking
them.”

“Ah, right… We, ah…
We told him you’d pay him for his help.”

“No worries. Thank
you again. Jerry, how are you, mate? Come on over here and fill me
in on it all.” Ginger was moving toward the porch, he could not
stand any longer.




The Protective
Services team that brought Terry Kingston home had never seen a
little boy as interested in armaments as he was. He also seemed
quite knowledgeable, considering his age. He told them that he was
allowed to shoot targets and they asked why he was not hunting yet.
He explained that he had lived in the city most of his life and
just moved to the farm a little while back.

When they dropped
Terry off, the team talked with Ginger for a while. Terry went out
to check on the chickens and sheep. He found the animals to be well
cared for by the neighbors who had even done some fence repairs.
When he returned to the house, Ginger was sleeping, knocked out by
the pain medication. Terry quietly took his uncle’s .32 revolver
and a box of shells and headed for the woods on the other side of
the meadows. Today would be the first time he shot a living thing.
It was far from the last.




Inspector Barlow had
not been one to hang out in the red light district of Kings Cross.
It was not that Barlow was a prude, or even that he was all that
monogamous, but he was there for a different reason now. He had
occasion to be there officially from time to time, investigating
the occasional biker murder. The biker gangs were divided into two
camps; hard core and wannabes. The killings usually involved the
hard core bikers taking offense at the wannabes and starting a
fight. It would not be long before the wannabes stopped
bothering.

The Plucked Rose was
a strip club with rooms upstairs for additional income. The beer
flowed freely and the ladies were pretty. The matchbook Inspector
Barlow had found in the lock of the hospital’s side door was from
The Plucked Rose.

It would have been a
mistake to come on too strong in this area. The police were
respected but not loved in the Kings Cross area. They were never
assisted without a cash flow back and even then it was likely that
the information gathered was old or incorrect. The best information
gleaned in that area of town was by keeping your ears open and your
mouth shut. If he had flashed the composite drawings and started
asking questions, Barlow would have gotten nowhere. As it was, he
never spotted his objective. He tried hanging out in some of the
other local clubs as well, drinking lightly and remaining
unobtrusive, but he got nowhere. They knew he was a cop, the
management of these establishments could smell a cop when one
walked in the door. They did not know what he wanted, but they knew
he was there on business since it was not the women and he was not
looking for drugs. One by one they noticed his presence and then
noticed his absence.

Bradley had seen the
old farm truck in the lockup, and had even entered the office
expecting to inquire about recent impoundments, but he had gotten
spooked when he saw a man in the office that did not look like he
belonged there. Sitting in a chair, reading the newspaper with no
obvious function pegged the man as an officer of some sort. The
assassin left quickly, without making eye contact.

The hotel room was
within surveillance range of the impound lot and the underpaid
nurse alerted Bradley when Ginger was released. A sniper rifle was
trained on Kingston when he drove his truck from the lot but the
two local constables were enough to keep Bradley from taking his
shot. He would get a better shot later.

When the Protective
Services men took over at the county line, Bradley gave up for a
while. He wanted a quick, clean operation; one in the head of the
man, one in the head of the boy, and go. He was in no mood for a
shoot out with killers. He headed off in a different direction and
spent some time in Canberra before heading to Melbourne in
Victoria. He felt safe being out of New South Wales and thought he
would go back to eliminate the two Kingstons in a while. A while
turned into ‘some time later’ and then to ‘when I get around to
it.’

The assassin
decided he liked Melbourne a lot and rented a small house on the
Yarra River with access for watercraft. He took a train back north
and piloted his boat down the coast. He spent a good deal of time
on the Ellsinore. He thought
that recent events in Melbourne would serve to keep attention off
the less flamboyant members of society. The previous year had seen
the Hoddle Street Massacre in August, where 7 died and 19 were
injured, and the Queen Street Post Office Massacre in
December.

It was not that
Bradley intended to stop working; he just moved his operations
south for a while. His disguise as a computer systems repair and
analyst was vague enough to allow him to tell anyone who asked that
they would not understand.




It was August 17, 1991, when the Strathfield
Massacre occurred, that Ginger Kingston saw the writing on the
wall. The government was already making noises about gun control.
It was obvious to anyone who paid attention to the news that they
would be registering everyone’s firearms before long, so Ginger
began to acquire more guns. It was not that he needed them; he was
just upset that he might be denied access to them in the
future.

Terry Kingston was happy to see the arsenal
growing. The more new guns he used, the better he got. He read
books about arms training and began to learn how to assemble and
disassemble weapons blindfolded. It was quite possible that he was
the most knowledgeable munitions expert in the country, at least
among 12 year olds.

The woods behind the farm soon had little
remaining wildlife. Ginger had told his nephew repeatedly not to
shoot something he was not going to eat but that did not always
hold. One would not eat a fox, but it was not even a natural member
of the Australian ecosystem and shooting a fox was considered
mandatory. Rabbits had to be shot on sight and they were, of
course, both edible and tasty. Both the foxes and rabbits had been
introduced to Australia by Europeans for the purpose of hunting
them but they took hold much too successfully and became massively
destructive to the country’s natural fauna. Terry was happy to
assist in their eradication. He also learned to clean and cook all
manner of wild game.

He had reached an acceptance level in the
school by dint of the fact that he was growing quickly and was in
the best of shape. He had learned how to fight and was actually
told that he needed to stop thrashing his classmates. His
justification was that they had been starting the fights and that
he was merely giving them what they were asking for.

On the farm, he learned how to work as
Ginger worked, indefatigably. He fixed the fences, split the wood
and repaired all manner of mechanical equipment. He sheared sheep
and slaughtered them when necessary, killed chickens and hunted all
manner of pests.

It was that year when Ginger bought him a
car. It was a 1968 Holden Monaro GTS 327 and though it ran when
they pulled it into the barn, it needed a lot of work. The years
had not been kind and it had been beaten by a series of young
owners.

Terry was nonplussed by the gift. It would
be years before he could drive on the roads and a car like the
Monaro could not negotiate the fields. He could already drive a
standard transmission and was actually quite good at keeping the
truck moving in the mud, but this was different.

“Look here, boy. What we have is a truly
fine automobile despite its appearance. It has a V-8 Chevrolet
engine so parts are reasonable. It still runs so it hasn’t ruined
the crankshaft. The heads are worn but they can be salvaged or
replaced. The body is Australian so we won’t need overseas body
panels. This is a project that you can finish or not, but you will
pay me for the parts as soon as your father’s lawyer releases the
proceeds from the insurance business. That will be when you turn
17. Imagine what it will feel like to pull up to school in an
honest to goodness classic.”

“Yes, sir.”

“All right. The first thing we need to do is
disassemble it and determine what needs to be done. We need to mark
each piece and keep the bolts and nuts together and mark them. This
is the only way we can put it back together, when we know where
everything goes.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You seem a wee bit scared by the
prospect.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Stop saying that and go and get some
masking tape and tags from the back. We are about to learn
everything there is to know about this car. Tomorrow we go down to
town to get a ledger and a manual. I hope you’re ready to
work.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Stop saying that and split me some
wood.”

Terry’s trepidation was eclipsed when he
heard the awe in the voices of the older boys when they heard he
had been given a Monaro 327.




Halfway through September of 1995 Terry
Kingston had a life altering experience. He was in school when it
happened and it came from a most unlikely source. He was being
forced to watch a movie of a Shakespeare play and, like his
classmates, thought this was a waste of time. Then he saw the
setting for the first act of the play; Ellsinore. He saw that name
and the bottom dropped out of his world. Gone was the screen and
the classroom and the children. He was back on the Agamemnon, eight
years old and being chased by two men in the Ellsinore. His
reaction was almost like epilepsy; he stiffened up and started
shaking though he was not foaming at the mouth. For the first time
since he was half his present age he recognized the name of the
speedboat. It was the last piece of a puzzle that had been haunting
his dreams ever since it happened.

“Uncle Ginger, I remember. I saw it today in
school and I remember the name of the boat that was chasing us the
day they killed my father. I want to find that boat and I want to
kill the bastard who shot you.”

“Is that right? Suddenly you are the
avenging angel, eh? You think you can just find out where this boat
is and go there and shoot this man?”

“Yes, sir, that is exactly what I
think.”

“So you’re going to go in there without a
plan? Without backup? Without a driver’s license or a second
thought?”

“I know what he looks like and he won’t be
expecting me. I intend to find him and kill him and you won’t stop
me.”

“Look here, boy, I don’t intend to stop you.
I don’t intend to try to stop you. What I do intend to do is keep
you from throwing your whole life away on something because you
didn’t think it through. When you hunt foxes you go where the
rabbits are. You know the fox will be after the rabbits so that’s
where you look for him. That is not all there is to it though, is
it?”

“No. You need to watch the rabbit runs. The
fox doesn’t set up too close to the hole because he needs some
space to get the rabbit before it reaches its burrow.”

“Aye, that’s one aspect, but there is so
much more that you are so used to doing that you don’t even think
about it any more. You don’t walk on their trails, you don’t stand
upwind, you don’t walk through poison ivy, and you don’t walk
through nettles.”

“But there is no parallel to that in the
city.”

“You don’t know he is in the city. You don’t
alert another fox who will in turn alert your prey. You don’t wait
‘til you see the fox to load your gun. You don’t go shuffling
through piles of dead leaves. What I am saying is there is so much
more to hunting than pulling a trigger. That is compounded 10 times
when you hunt a thinking prey. Especially when you are hunting a
professional. How many cars have driven down the road since you got
home from school?”

“Two, three if you include Jerry Cuthbert’s
car.”

“That is what I mean. You remember things
like that. Now then, boy, was either of those cars a big
block?”

“No, sir. I can tell a big block. I might be
fooled by another V-8, but both those cars had whiney four
cylinders.”

“Good. You notice things like that. Now, do
think there is a chance that this man will not notice the rumble of
a high-compression 327? Do you think you can drive that Monaro
around a suburban neighborhood undetected?”

Terry was silent. He resented being spoken
to like a child even if he was one.

“Now, what is your source of reference to
know where this boat is?”

“I thought I could go to town hall…”

“No. Go to the library in the school and
talk to the librarian. She will be able to tell you when and where
the records are available, or she can find out. It’s probably
registered under a phony name anyway, but the library is always a
good place to start. Don’t tell anyone why you want to find the
information, make up a story. Tell them I want to buy the boat. I
saw it and just loved it and wanted to find the owner so I could
tender an offer to buy it. That way you smooth over the path and
people are less likely to remember you. Your interest is in the
boat, not the man who owns it, but you need his name and address to
find the boat.”

“I see.”

“You are sure of the name?”

“Yes. Ellsinore.”

“Then ask the librarian how to find that.
Town hall will only have records for this area so that is
worthless. Oy, I got another idea or two as well, but you start
with the library.”

“All right, Uncle. I’m going to need to get
my learners license as soon as I’m 16. So I can get where I need to
go. I also need to finish upgrading the brakes on the Monaro. We
got her running like a dingo but the old drum brakes stop her like
a land train.”

“Oy. Order the parts, I’ll put it on yer
bill.”

“Uh, Uncle Ginger? Can’t we use the computer
at the Insurance Company to access the database at the RTA and find
out if the Ellsinore is registered in Wales?”

“Now yer thinking. We do that next. Do yer
research first. Go to the library. Oy, the new springs came in
today. I’ll show you how that’s done after you clean out the
paddock.”

“Yes, sir.” Terry grabbed a shovel and
tossed it into the wheelbarrow.

“I’ll be back in an hour. I need to get a
tank of acetylene and some brazing rod.”

“Ok, Uncle.”

Ginger watched Terry’s back retreat and
realized he was not going to be able to control him for much
longer. He was getting too strong, too tall and too smart to
restrain. The only thing he was going to be able to do was direct
him. He shook his head and started the engine on his old truck.

Ginger had not been much for birthday
presents or Christmas presents. He was a firm believer in earning
what one received so Terry never got anything much given to him
because of a special day. He worked for what he got. On his 16th
birthday he got taken to the Road and Traffic Authority to take the
first of the tests. He passed the test and left feeling strong. It
was 10 weeks since he had remembered the name of the craft that had
chased him, and he had not yet been able to locate it. The name of
the craft was not so easy to cross-reference as the numbers would
have been.

The search would have been easier if Terry
had known to look in the VicRoads database instead of the RTA.
Ginger was unwilling to help in the search beyond basic advice. He
not only wanted his nephew to work through it himself, he did not
want the culprit found any too soon. There were things Terry needed
to master within himself before he could be considered ready for
the odyssey he was considering. For one thing, he could not legally
drive by himself for the next year.

It wasn’t until May of 1996 that Terry got a
break in his search. The Helping Hands Insurance Corporation sold
an insurance policy for a dark blue fiberglass Bullet boat with
dual Evinrude motors. The policy listed the name of the boat as
Ellsinore, to be changed to Ripsaw. The man buying
the policy, Grant Macintosh, had his home and his automobile
insured with the Dartmouth Insurance Agency, a Helping Hands Office
in Orbost on the Snowy River, well to the south. The new owner of
the boat made his living by running several lumber mills.

Ginger got the letter from the Kingston
Agency and almost tossed it out, then he considered hiding it in a
drawer. His hand snaked over to where the bullet had torn into his
chest and he changed his mind.

The trip was 660 kilometers and there was no
way Ginger was going to allow Terry to go it alone. He knew that
with a teenager’s typical brash, he would try to go in like Hitler
into Poland and probably get arrested rather than learn anything.
Terry could still not drive alone, legally, and would not be able
to until he passed the driver’s test. He couldn’t take that test
until December. The trail might well be cold by then, however.

When Terry got home that day, Ginger only
told him that they would be taking a trip that weekend. He did not
tell him why or where they were going. He did tell Terry that they
would be going in the Holden and they changed the oil in it that
night.

It was three o’clock in the morning,
Saturday morning, when Ginger rousted his nephew from a sound sleep
and told him they were leaving. Terry was surprised that Ginger was
wearing a suit. He did not know Ginger owned a suit. Terry fell
asleep in the passenger’s seat half an hour later. The trip took 11
hours with a stop for lunch and something that Ginger promised
would be explained.

Terry walked into the Whale Mart and bought
a bottle of hair dye at his uncle’s request. They went to a public
rest room in a deserted park and Ginger dyed his hair and beard
blond. It was a sloppy job but relatively effective. Terry was, of
course, intensely curious about the whole affair, but he was
assured that there was a good reason and it would all be revealed
to him.

They had a little trouble finding the house,
since it was off the beaten path, but they located it eventually.
Ginger was glad the boat was not parked in the driveway. He was not
certain they were on the right track and he didn’t need Terry going
ballistic. Terry had been driving at that point and Ginger had him
park so the interior of the car was masked by a tree. Then he left
his nephew behind the wheel while he went to the door with a ledger
in his hand.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Macintosh.”

“G’day, sir.”

“Mr. Macintosh, my name is Frederick
Samuels. I am an employee of the Helping Hands Insurance
Corporation. I have been informed that you purchased the
Ellsinore about a week ago and I am here to tell you that
there may be some irregularities with the registration.” Ginger
opened the ledger and handed Grant a business card with the Helping
Hands logo and the name Frederick Samuels on it.

“They said nothing when I registered
it.”

“No, they wouldn’t have. The irregularity
involves the fact that this boat was reported wrecked at one point
and should not have been reregistered until it was certified by the
insurance company. May I ask where the vessel is being kept?”

“Well, I just… It’s on a trailer out back.
It didn’t look like it had been wrecked.”

“I need to look at the vessel and certify
that it is the same vessel. Do you have the registration on
hand?”

“Yes, just a moment.” Grant Macintosh
disappeared into the house for a moment and then returned with the
document. The two of them walked around the building and sure
enough, there was a dark blue fiberglass Bullet with twin Evinrude
engines.

Ginger climbed onto the trailer and onto the
deck of the boat. “It does not look as though the numbers have been
changed,” he said as he copied the vehicle identification numbers
into his ledger. Then he climbed out and performed a cursory
inspection of the hull. His inspection completed, he said, “There
may have been some sort of mistake. This vessel does not look as
though it was ever wrecked. Now, we do not have the name and
address of the former owner, since it was not insured through the
Helping Hands Insurance Corporation. The computer system is still
relatively new and there may have been a mistake in the
information. May I bother you for the name and address of the man
you bought the vessel from?”

“Of course. Give me a moment. I’m sure I
have that information in the house. Tell me, doesn’t VicRoads
provide that for you?”

“Yes, they will if we wish to wait for some
time. The Corporation will not honor any damage claims until we get
the matter sorted out, however. We cannot do that until we speak
with the man who claimed the vessel was wrecked. I assure you that
you are in no trouble, but if there was a claim filed by the former
owner then he may be in a great deal of trouble. We take a dim view
of insurance fraud.”

“Oh, I see. Well then, wait here a moment
and I’ll fetch it for you.” It only took a moment and Grant
returned with a scrap of paper. The name was Percy Darrow and the
address was north of Melbourne.

“Thank you, Mr. Macintosh, this will
expedite things greatly. Expect a call from our office in a day or
two verifying that your policy is again in force.”

“Uh, thank you Mr. Samuels. I was planning
on taking the boat out tomorrow. May I do so?”

“I’m sure there won’t be a problem, but if
there is an accident, wait until you hear from us before you file a
claim, just to be safe.”

“Very well, thank you for your concern.”

“Just keeping our end up. Have a safe
weekend, Mr. Macintosh.” Ginger walked around the side of the
building and back to the car. He told Terry to slide over to the
passenger seat. He breathed a slow sigh of relief and drove slowly
to a petrol station.

“Are you going to tell me what we are doing
down here in Victoria?” Terry asked, trying not to make it sound
like he was whining.

“Yes, killer, I’m going to tell you, but I
need to make sure we are on the right track. There are things you
need to know first and I will share those with you as well. It’s
time you knew, but I know a thing or two about boys and their big
mouths. After I tell you these things you are going to need to keep
your mouth shut. You have been a good chap and I think you have the
capacity but this is so bloody dangerous that if you open your
mouth I will shoot you myself.”

“Oh hell, Uncle, you need to trust me more
than that.”

“I’m pulling over here and you’re going to
fill the tank.”

Terry Kingston chewed on his lip as he was
filling the petrol tank. What on earth could be so secret and
important that this farmer would kill him over? Ginger was not one
to threaten folk lightly. If he said he was going to give you a
drubbing, you had better expect to defend yourself. If he said he
was going to shoot something it had better expect to take a bullet.
Terry’s father had let his mother issue the discipline most of the
time unless the offence was particularly heinous and since Terry
was an only child he didn’t get in much trouble. He was coddled a
bit but not spoiled and he had learned how to use his brain from
his father. His uncle had taught him how to use his back. At 16
years old and still growing, he presented a formidable picture but
he knew better than to cross Ginger. His uncle had beaten Terry a
few times, not to excess or too often, but he had given him a
severe knockabout a few times and Terry knew better than to think
he could better him. Terry could fight, but there was something
about the way Ginger handled himself that used his opponent’s
strength and weight against him. Terry was taller but not so broad
as his uncle and he was just coming out of the truly awkward stage
of physical development.

The pump stopped and Terry paid for the
petrol, then they left town with Ginger driving. They continued
south on the Prince’s Highway until the got to the port city of
Lakes Entrance and stopped at a nice dark restaurant where they
took a private booth in the back, away from the other patrons.

To Terry’s surprise, Ginger ordered himself
a rum and cola. Terry had not seen Ginger drink in all the time
they had lived together. He knew there might be a problem brewing.
His uncle had beaten up some of the local fathers and Terry had
been informed that this had been one of the reasons he had been
forced to fight so much in school.

The food was good and the waiters left them
alone but were on hand. Ginger said nothing while they ate and
ordered another rum drink after they were done.

“Terry, me boy, we are about to do something
I have not done in many years. Your father was much better at it
than I, much more subtle. He had a way of moving in and moving out
so nobody noticed he was there. He could walk through a crowded
room and have nobody see him. He was nondescript that way, even
though he was tall.”

“Two meters is not that tall, I’m almost
that now.”

“Boy, we are not having a discussion. I am
going to tell you some things and you are going to keep your trap
shut. There are things you do not know and you will never know if
you don’t stop talking and start listening.”

Terry recognized the tone of voice. He was
very curious but there would be no hurrying the explanation. It
would come in time. He did hope the information came before Ginger
got too drunk. There was no telling what might happen if he
did.

“What you know of your father is only half
of what he did. He was a calm and considered gentleman and a
devoted family man.” Ginger took a large sip of his drink as if he
needed it to continue. “He was also a world class assassin.”

Terry’s jaw dropped. He had never gotten the
slightest inkling of this part of his father’s life. If George had
survived, Terry might have suspected something after a while but he
had never gotten a clue during his formative years. He was about to
stammer some sort of protest but the look in Ginger’s eye silenced
him.

“This is not something I suspect, boy, this
is something I know. He and I did some work together years back. I
am a better shot than he was but he was so subtle about it that he
always made me look like an amateur. There are rules to this sort
of an existence and he followed them scrupulously. Do you want to
continue this conversation?”

Terry nodded his head, struck dumb by the
revelation.

“I will continue but I have already warned
you that if you open your mouth to any of your school chums, or the
silly little sheilas you’ll be plucking, I will shoot you myself
and bury you in the fields in four or five pieces. Am I making
myself as clear as I can?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. This is not a joke or some sort of
game. I will not do it willingly, and I will not enjoy it, but if
you can’t keep your mouth shut, I will dismember you and fertilize
the corn with your body. You never leave witnesses alive, that
includes family, friends, lovers, and children, if they can’t keep
their big mouths shut.” Ginger called for another drink and ordered
Terry a cup of coffee.

“That is the first rule, boy, you never
leave witnesses alive.”

“I understand, but why are you telling me
this now?”

“I created a witness when I went to that
man’s house and started asking questions about the dark blue boat
he had in the back yard.”

“Is he the one…?”

“No, but he is now a witness. Tell me what
he witnessed.”

“He saw a man in a suit, driving a Holden
Monaro, who wanted to know about the boat in the back yard.”

“Wrong. He saw a blond man in a suit and
hat, from Helping Hands. He may or may not have seen you, depending
on how curious he got. He saw a confused claims examiner.”

The waiter brought the drinks and Ginger
said nothing until he had left them alone again. Then he said, “Do
you want to continue this conversation?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then you had best be aware of all the rules
involved. You never leave fingerprints. You never allow yourself to
be fingerprinted. You never call attention to yourself. You never
accept a woman or child as your primary target. You never agree to
work with the police unless you can eliminate the entire station
force and destroy all evidence. You never talk. The men who hire
and distribute jobs in this part of the world are limited in
number, but they are ruthless. I have been expecting the man who
shot me in the hospital to appear at the farm for the past eight
years. I do not know why he has not. It has been a mistake on his
part, boy. He knew where we lived, there is no doubt about that. We
did not know where he was until today and we still cannot be sure
it is him. What are the rules?”

“You, uh, I never, uh, I… I never talk. I
never go after women and children. I never leave a witness. I never
work with the constables. I never leave fingerprints or let them
fingerprint me.”

“Not bad. You never call attention to
yourself. I’ll be asking you again so don’t forget. There is one
more lesson that does not constitute a rule, just a guideline. If
they don’t find a body they can’t be sure the victim has been
eliminated.”

“Yes, sir. I never…”

“Shut up and listen. I don’t know who this
man is. I have an address and it might be false. I have a name and
it is sure to be false. Men in this game change their names and if
you address them by a name they used for a specific purpose, it
could get you killed and you will never see it coming. Telephones
are very dangerous. You cannot see who you are talking to. You
don’t know who is listening. When you pick up a phone it pinpoints
your location. They can also be very useful but they must be used
with the greatest of caution.”

Terry looked at his uncle in a new light. He
knew, now, what it was that had bothered him all these years.
Ginger had always spoken too correctly for what he was, an old
farmer with a bad reputation. He had always known too much about
too many things. There had always been an air about him that
bespoke something more than his history justified. Now Terry knew
what it was. He was in the middle of a life-changing event. He was
about to taste something that he had wanted for years but never
really expected to happen.

“We need to rent a van. Preferably a work
truck type, not too many windows.”

“Will we rent that here?”

“Yes. The farther from the target the
better. Your best tool is going to be misdirection. I have been
remiss in your education. There are things you need to master,
things you need to understand, but there was no time and I could
not tell you why I was having you learn these things.” The rum was
making the man’s face florid and he looked uncomfortable in the
suit.

“There will be lots of time to learn, later.
I need to know where we are going next,” Terry said cautiously.

“We are going to a hotel and establish a
titular alibi. We also need to think of a good reason for being
here.”

“Fishing. We could say we were here to
fish.”

“It doesn’t hold water by itself but with a
little embellishment it may. Remember the first rule? Don’t leave
witnesses. Unless they have witnessed only what you want them to
see. Then you make sure they remember it the way you want them
to.”

“That’s why you went blond, why you didn’t
want him to see me.”

“That’s a given, but not all. I do not
believe that when I left that man’s house, he said to himself
‘something is fishy.’ If called to testify against me in a
courtroom, could he recognize me? I don’t know, probably. But if
asked for a description he will say I am a blond man. Remember,
always buy supplies at the larger stores. If you stop in an
apothecary and buy hair dye, whoever is behind the counter will
remember you.”

“I’ll remember that.”

“If the new owner of the boat were a danger,
we would be required to return to Orbost and eliminate him. Can you
do that?”

“I don’t know, Uncle, I wouldn’t be required
to eat him too, would I?” Terry said with a grin.

“This is no joke, boy. Would you be able to
walk up to that man who never did nothing to you and put one
between his eyes?”

“Yes, sir, I would. I mean I could.”

“Assassins have gotten a bad rap in Western
Culture. Nobody respected what they were capable of doing, or what
was required to perform the vital and necessary role they held. I
am too old for this; it’s a job for the young.”

“What does your…”

“Shut up and listen, boy. At your age you
know nothing of age, you haven’t stopped growing yet, but if you
don’t learn to shut up you will finish growing. Now, as I was
saying, the Japanese knew and understood what it took to be a quiet
and effective killer. They would not need to hide and scurry about
like mice in the dark. They would be addressed with respect. People
would say “Good day, Honorable Assassin.”




~~~





Chapter Four: Melbourne




“Jerry, I’m sorry about this. Terry and I
went to the coast to do some fishing and we’ve lost a ball joint on
the Holden. It won’t take more than a day or two. Do you think your
boys could take care of the animals for us? Yes, that’s right. The
Doberman is chained to the block we poured on the side of the
house. The feed is in the shed behind the house. Tell your boys to
be careful feeding him. No, the sheepdogs are all right but the
Doberman will probably try to take a chunk out of them if he gets a
chance and he’s sneaky. Tell them to fill a bowl and push it to him
with a stick. I’ll take care of them when I return. Yes, a couple
of days. If you could let them out on the way to school on Monday
and then let them back in at night, the dogs will take care of the
rest. Proper. Thank you again.

“Alibi, boy. Always have an alibi. Now,
we’re here to do some fishing so we need to rent a boat, but we
need to rent our own boat. We don’t need someone taking us to the
best fishing spots; we just need a boat.”

As it turned out they could rent a small
fishing boat for a week. It was just a 15-foot aluminum shore
cruiser, nothing to take out of sight of land.

The moving van was just as easy. Ginger
rented it under an assumed name; Horace Paylee. He had a driver’s
license under that name as well. Apparently he had possessed the
license for a very long time because the picture looked 25 years
younger than his present age. The picture also showed him with
blond hair.

The boat and the hotel room were rented in
Ginger’s real name. They were going to be here for a couple of
days. As far as anyone else was concerned, they would never visit
Melbourne. The last prop for the play was the ball joint. To
complete the subterfuge they bought a set of manual spring
compressors, a pickle fork and a small tub of grease, necessary
tools to replace a ball joint. The owner of the parts shop had to
order a ball joint from one of his sister stores. He swore it would
be there the next day.

At the end of Lagoon Road off Jacaranda
Drive in the town of Metung, Ginger found the perfect opportunity.
A series of lakes joined Metung with Lakes Entrance and nobody
lived at the end of Lagoon Road. The drop off was too sharp to
launch from and there was no evidence that there were many parties
held there. After scoping out the area, Ginger drove the rented van
back to a break in the trees a half a kilometer off and hid it as
best he could. Then they drove the Holden back to Lakes Entrance
and parked it at the dock.

Dock was a generous term for the rotten
pilings and rotted boards but that was not the point. The point was
they had rented a small fishing boat and gear. They bought some
live bait and took an extra can with gasoline. It was very late in
the day to be heading out and the proprietor pointed this out.
Ginger assured him that they were not going out to sea but up the
channel to the lakes. This assuaged the man’s fears. One couldn’t
get in much trouble in that direction.

The engine started easily and purred away
without a hiccup. It ran better than they would have expected and
took them the 12 miles to Lagoon Road’s dead-end without incident.
The drop off was too sharp to run a trailer down and there was a
locked gate at the end of the road preventing anyone from trying.
This did not even slow the pair down. A length of nylon rope and a
little elbow grease hauled the boat off the water and into the
trees. A length of chain served to fasten the bow to a tree. They
took some branches and leaves and covered it as best as could be
expected then went down the road to the van. The van was
unmolested. They started her up and went on their way. As far as
anyone was concerned they were fishing on the lakes.

They drove onto Jacaranda Drive and down
Broadlands Road. One of the last streets before the river was
Kookaburra Street and Terry started humming to himself. Ginger
heard him humming and joined him, singing the words on the second
time through.

“Kookaburra sits in the old gum tree

Merry, merry king of the bush is he

Laugh kookaburra, laugh kookaburra

Gay your life must be.”

Terry fell silent, withdrawing into himself
and remembering why they were here. After about an hour Ginger
started asking him questions. He asked him about the rules of
assassination and the reasons for them. He asked about why he had
done this and that and when it is appropriate and inappropriate to
use a disguise. He asked him when it was appropriate to make a
spectacle of one’s self and when it was best to hide. He presented
his nephew with a wide range of scenarios and queried him about the
best way to handle the situation. The lessons did more than pass
the time as the sun went down; they were important in calming
Terry’s nerves.

Ginger knew Terry was a good shot with
almost any weapon. He had attempted to instill in him the necessity
for walking quietly in the forest. He had told him about sneaking
up on a fox and that the best hunters were those who could sneak up
on a fox. He knew Terry was not that good, and considered it almost
impossible any way, but he had done what he thought appropriate for
the situation.

“Why do you suppose he never came for us,
Uncle?”

“I can’t say, boy.”

“Oh. When are you going to stop calling me
boy?”

“Soon.”

“What do we do if it is not him?”

“I can’t say, boy.”

“What do we do if it is?”

“We’ll know when we get there. I haven’t
done this sort of work in a long time and I won’t know what needs
to be done until I assess the situation. It may be that we have the
wrong man but the boat fit your description and it was called
Ellsinore. Years back I had the resources and contacts to
discover and determine this sort of thing. I dropped those contacts
years ago and would not dare contact them now.”

“Why not?”

“As I said, the number of men doing this
sort of work is limited in this part of the world. If I were to
begin making noises, the word would reach the target. I could not
be sure that he is not working for the same people I used to do
work for.”

“Can I do it?”

“I don’t know, boy. Can you?”

“Yes.”

Before morning the two Kingstons were
sitting within sight of their destination, wearing coveralls. It
was a modest, well kept home with river access from the back. A new
Cadillac sat in the driveway, a very unusual sight in Australia.
Luxury cars were rare in themselves; American luxury cars were even
scarcer.

“This is a point where we make a decision,
boy. We can shoot this man from a distance, this side of the river.
We can set up on the other side of the Yarra and shoot him from
there when he comes out to the back, a much more difficult shot but
safer. Remember that this man is a professional. Professional
enough to kill your father, God rest his soul. He will not be
expecting us but he may well be expecting somebody. A man who does
this for a living can always expect there to be hard feelings on
somebody’s part.”

“Is that why he killed my father?”

“I can’t say, boy. That is the last option
we have and the reason I mentioned his possible vigilance. We can
go in the house, tie him to a chair and force him to tell us the
details of the operation and the reasons behind it.”

Terry’s young mind was still trying to grasp
all that had been thrown at him in the past two days. The facts
were like separate blades of grass and he was trying to pluck them
and bind them together like a bowerbird building his nest. “You
mean torture him?” he asked.

“Has he not tortured us?”




Bradley had not forgotten about Ginger
Kingston and his young charge. He had simply become complacent. His
contacts had pinpointed the farm and the fact that Ginger had
worked it for many years. His contact at Motor Vehicles had given
him the name and number and he had simply followed the information.
Yes, he was George Kingston’s brother, but there was no information
linking him to any of the actions attributed to George. Yes, he was
a witness, but he lived a very long way off and the likelihood of
their ever meeting was extremely remote. The police had ceased
looking for Bradley in connection with George and Marcia’s death
years before and Ginger had no history of working with or for the
police. It would not have been a difficult job but any damage they
could have caused had been done, and they were not pursuing it with
the police or the media so Bradley simply let sleeping dogs
lie.

There had been other jobs along the way. A
mayor, who would not stop needling a police captain to take care of
certain problems, was never found after he left for work one
morning. The police chief was no longer in charge and the problems
had only gotten worse. A contractor who refused to allow the union
into his business ended up falling into the dig for a foundation
and breaking his neck. A minister who was constantly up in arms
about prostitution was found drowned in his own baptismal pool.
Bradley became more and more subtle as he matured in his
profession.

He thought about George Kingston from time
to time. He had admired ‘The Viper’ and had wanted to learn more
about the techniques and style his victim had employed. The history
of his jobs was muddled and Bradley did not dare seek out anyone
who might have known him so he was confined to researching the
newspapers. It was a poor source of information and did nothing to
enlighten him. When internet access became the norm, Bradley threw
himself into that and found so much more than he could have
expected. A search for keyword ‘Viper’ brought up lots of stuff
about crocodile hunters and snake wranglers but it also brought up
a site devoted to ‘The Viper’ and the jobs attributed to him. Being
closer to the source than some of the people contributing to the
site, Bradley knew that some of the jobs were erroneously credited.
His pride swelled enormously when he saw that a job he had done
when he was considerably younger was attributed to ‘The Viper.’
George’s exploits had grown into the stuff of urban legend and his
fame had grown exponentially. People started inventing jobs that
had never been done and slapping the ‘Viper’ name on them. Bradley
itched to straighten them out but, as a professional, he could not
say the slightest thing.

Bradley had been in the business longer than
most. He had been assassinating people for about 13 years and had
contacts in all the organizations in Melbourne and Sydney. If he
had wanted, he could have had Ginger and Terry eliminated at any
time. It may have been out of respect for George that he did not.
He wasn’t actually sure. By the beginning of 1996 Bradley had
amassed all the money he was ever going to need. He had not been
fingered or described since the Kingston case eight years earlier.
He had stopped taking simple, little jobs. His reputation commanded
a high rate of return and he even commanded a consulting fee. He
had never taken on an apprentice, though there was one young man
who had been so insistent that he had pretended to take the boy
under his wing and fed him to the crocodiles instead.

One of the things Bradley had learned from
his study of George Kingston was that stability deflects suspicion.
The authorities had never suspected George Kingston of anything. He
had a position and a means of income. He did not spend
extravagantly: his vehicles were not top of the line, his house was
enough for his family but no more than they needed, he dressed
professionally but not in silk, and he went to work in the morning.
Bradley truly admired his choice of professions. An insurance
agency allows the staff to take care of the business while the boss
is out doing other things. Bradley had emulated this theme by
starting up several convenience stores and petrol stations. The
staff took care of the business when he had prior commitments. The
business gave him the air of respectability and something to occupy
his time between his less socially acceptable assignments.

Any job Bradley accepted now was a matter of
choice. He would assassinate someone if he wanted to. Two years
earlier a member of the organized crime network had tried to extort
a job out of him, threatening to expose him to the authorities if
he did not comply. That man had been found at the bottom of a
ravine, in the charred remains of his own car with the bodies of
his wife and two children.




“Uncle, I want to know.”

“Boy, I need you to realize where we are and
what we are doing. You will address me as Horace, or better yet,
Mr. Paylee. If they take us, do not reveal even your name as long
as I am alive. I will arrange the solicitor and we will work from
there. If I am killed, deny all knowledge of my activities and tell
them that I wouldn’t tell you what we were doing here. Deny
everything and call Mr. Streng. He will get you out and provide
representation.

“Yes, sir, Mr. Paylee.”

“Now what is it you want to do?”

“I want to know why he killed my father and
mother. I want to know if it was a paid job and if so, who paid and
why.”

“I hope you understand what you are asking
me for. That turns this into a complicated procedure instead of a
simple killing.”

“Yes, sir, I understand that.”

“And what will you do with the information
you have, once you have it?”

“Then I intend to kill him as well.”

“The man that paid the job?”

“Yes, sir. Whoever made this happen will
pay.”

“I don’t think you understand the
ramifications of what you intend to do. The men who pay for other
men’s lives are protected well and avenged if they come to a
difficult end.”

“What are you saying?”

“In short, you are going after the sort of
tree that sprouts dozens of branches when you cut off the top. You
can prune the top, this bloke in this case, but if you wish to kill
the tree you need to go very deep and kill the roots. The roots are
protected by the branches. Do you see what I am saying?”

“I think so. You mean that to get to the man
who ordered it done I will need to get past all manner of
protection. I’ll need to kill all the killers first, before I can
get to the real objective.”

“That’s right. I would advocate a simple
head shot from a distance and leave it at that. We have our alibi
and no one will be the wiser. You will be vindicated and I can go
back to being a rancher and farmer. There is a lot to be said for a
quiet uneventful life.”

“How many men have you killed, Mr.
Paylee?”

“Only a few, but this is not about me. This
is about you. I know your father did not want this sort of thing
for you. He wanted you to go to university and study to become a
doctor or some such.”

“I’m sorry, but the time for that is passed.
If you don’t wish to assist me in this, I will do it alone.”

“Not bloody likely. I refuse to have your
blood on my hands. If you try this thing alone, you end up dead.
That is not a possibility. That is a certainty. I will not have you
go off half-cocked. We do this one and then set up the next one.
You’ve been waiting half your life but you have much to learn
before you can go any further.”

“The door opened. Our man is coming
out.”

“Keep your cool, boy. This man will know we
are here if he sees too much of this van. Get in the back so he
can’t see you.

Both of them were in the back watching with
scopes when the Bradley exited the house and got in the Cadillac.
There was no doubt that he noticed the van parked down the street;
he looked right at it for a second more than another man might
have.

“That’s him, isn’t it,” Ginger said.

“Should we follow him?”

“No, boy, to follow him would be to cement
his suspicions. He is a professional killer and like all
professionals he is paranoid. You remember asking me why we had no
television? I’ll tell you now, that a television will fill your
head with all sorts of false impressions about what a man can and
cannot do. If this man sees this van elsewhere, he will know we are
watching him. He has already marked us once. We will need to move
quickly, but we know nothing about what the man is doing and I no
longer have the contacts that allow research. We need to be in his
house when he returns and I am willing to bet he has an alarm
system we will need to bypass. I’ll take the torches, you grab the
toolbox and follow me.”

Dressed in grey coveralls, they could have
been plumbers or electricians, contractors of some kind. They both
had engineers’ caps covering their blond hair. Once they were
behind the building they opened the tool box and put on driving
gloves. The back of the house was out of view from the neighbors.
The alarm system was in place but it was the sort that activated
when the door opened, not when the glass broke. It would have been
deemed sufficient since there were bars set into the door. Your
average thief would have been stymied by this arrangement but a
well prepared man would not. It was a matter of minutes to cut
through the bars with the small oxy-acetylene torch, then they
broke the glass. Terry was inside immediately but Ginger waited a
while, to make sure none of the nosy neighbors were investigating,
and then he climbed inside as well.

The front door had a peephole instead of a
window so there was no way one could see inside until the door
opened. The only thing the invaders were concerned with now was
that one of the neighbors had heard the glass break and called the
constables. This did not happen.

The living room window had sheer curtains
that allowed the occupant to see out through them but did not allow
anyone to look in. Terry set himself up on the couch and watched
the road and the driveway while Ginger scouted the rest of the
house. He did not expect there to be any women in the house and he
was correct. Their target was a bachelor. After ensuring they were
alone, Ginger set up breakfast. They had both napped in the van and
were quite keyed up so they were not in danger of falling
asleep.

The Cadillac pulled in the driveway about
four hours later. The man got out and looked down the street at the
van. There was no doubt that he was suspicious now. After opening
the door and keying in the alarm code, he turned around with a
pistol in his hand. He wasn’t sure what had alerted him but he knew
something was wrong. He could smell it.

“I know you’re in here, step out with your
hands up or I’ll kill you right there,” he said.

Terry was terrified. He and Ginger had been
careful not to disturb the living room but Bradley had known
anyway. Between the living room and the kitchen was a counter, with
stools, that served as a dining room table. Terry stuck his hands
up, above the counter but did not reveal the rest of his body. He
was waiting.

“All right, you little wallaby, step out
where I can… Unggg.” The crackle of the stun gun cut his sentence
short but it also tightened his finger on the trigger. The shot
went wide but the report was loud. More than one such shot and the
neighbors would surely report it as gunfire.

The invaders wasted no time in binding their
victim’s hands, feet and mouth with duct tape. They would have
taped him to a chair but there was no appropriate kitchen chair to
use so they stood him against one of the pillars that connected the
kitchen counter with the ceiling and taped him to it.

“How did you know he would know?” Terry
asked.

“It’s a function of the business. While most
men would stand there thinking something is wrong but doing nothing
about it, this man suspected something and pulled his gun. He has
probably worked up more enemies than us and knew somebody would
come for him some day. Check the front; I’ll check the back. He
might have company.”

“I came pretty close to getting shot.”
Terry’s hands were still trembling.

“Actually, I was in more danger than you. I
expected him to take off his jacket and put it in the closet,
that’s why I was in there. I couldn’t see him when he turned
around. If he’d seen me coming out of that closet door, I’d have
caught that round. He would probably have shot you too.”

“So we got lucky?”

“Luckier than we deserved. It was a sloppy
setup and I didn’t even know it until it went down.”

“What’s next?”

“That’s up to you, boy. You have the man.
You wanted some answers. Get them.” Ginger lit a cigar and sat down
on the couch.

Terry was shaking worse, now. He was shaking
with rage and fear and anticipation. He walked into the kitchen and
picked the cutting torch out of the cabinet where it had been
stashed, but he was shaking too badly to light it. He sat down on
the couch, next to his uncle, trying to calm down.

“The first time is the hardest. The first
time you kill a man, the first time you torture a man, it gets
better as you get practice,” Ginger told him. “This man has killed
enough that he doesn’t have a conscience any more. He would kill
you as easily as slapping a mosquito. Go look in his eyes and see
if he still has a soul.”

Terry did not move. He had slaughtered
chickens and sheep but this was different. He was paralyzed by the
prospect. All the way here from the coast he had been anticipating
the moment, but now that it was here, he found himself unable to
act.

“Allow me to demonstrate. There is no need
for subtlety in this. The subtlety was all in the preliminaries,
the action itself is brutal and messy.” He stood from the couch
with the cigar in his teeth and walked across the living room. When
he reached the man taped to the post he punched him in the face.
“See, no subtlety, no planning, no remorse. This thing shot me and
your mother and your father and he would have shot you if he could
have. I believe he tried. So, do what you wanted to do all these
years.”

Terry rose, walked across the floor and
reached into the man’s back pocket, pulling out his wallet. Then he
went through the rest of his pockets finding his keys, a cigarette
lighter, a pack of cigarettes, a money clip with a wad of bills, a
pocket knife and a full clip for the man’s pistol. The money went
into Terry’s pocket. He shook out a cigarette and lit it clumsily
with the driving gloves still on.

Ginger said nothing to his nephew. He
returned to the couch and smoked his cigar quietly, savoring the
smoke and watching surreptitiously.

Terry smoked about half the cigarette and
then put it out on the bound man’s forehead. The man thrashed about
but could get nowhere. He was held securely.

When the tape was ripped off his face,
Bradley knew better than to raise a fuss. He already counted
himself among the dead unless he could pull off something
miraculous.

“Peter Dingham,” Terry said, holding open
the man’s wallet. “That’s not your name.”

“What is this all about? I’ve done nothing
to you. I’ve never seen you before in my life. Take the money, the
television, anything you want. Just take it and leave.” Bradley was
trying his best to sound convincing.

“Oh, you’re wrong there. You killed a man on
a boat, eight years ago. Some time later you shot my mother in
front of me. I have been seeing that in my dreams for years. You
murderer!” Terry punched him in the eye. “That was just the
preliminary. That was as easy as you’ll ever see from me. I want to
know why.”

“You’re insane. I’ve killed no one. I am a
businessman. I own petrol stations, for the love of God. I don’t
know you.”

“No, you wouldn’t recognize me, would you. I
was only eight years old when you chased me down the stairs in
Goulburn Hospital. You should have stayed. You should have made
sure I was dead. You should have killed us when we slept. You
didn’t and now your past has come back to haunt you.” Terry punched
him again.

“Look, lad, I never saw you in my life.
Please, I have money in a safe in the floor. You can take that as
well, just let me go. I won’t call the coppers, I promise.”

“LIAR!” Terry’s voice broke as he yelled and
he punched his captive again. “This pistol is a Glock 22, the same
.40 caliber pistol you shot my mother with.”

“This is coincidence. Please, let’s be
reasonable. I never even fired that gun.”

“You’ve ruined my life and killed my family.
I would recognize you in the dark. If you’re a religious man, now
would be the time to pray.” Terry grabbed the spark tool and lit up
the acetylene and then added the oxygen slowly until he had a nice
blue point inside the flame.

“Ok, ok, it was me. You don’t need that.
I’ll tell you anything you want to know but you don’t need that.”
Bradley knew he could not talk his way out of his predicament by
denying all knowledge.

“Why did you do it?”

“If it’s any consolation, it wasn’t
personal. I had nothing against your father; in fact I admired him
greatly. It was simply a job and I don’t know why the job was set.
I was paid to kill your father. I had to kill your mother because
she was a witness. You must know your father did the same thing to
many men and women. We were the same. If he had been paid, he would
have killed me and anyone around me. He was very good. I never
found out why they wanted him dead, just that they did.”

“You are not the same as he was. He was a
good man…”

“He was a good assassin. They never caught
him because he killed every man, woman and child that could
identify him. I can help you. I can help you get to the men who
ordered him killed.”

Terry glanced at Ginger who shook his head.
Terry then took the man’s pocket knife and tried to use it left
handed but could not. He put the live torch on the counter top with
the flame blowing downward toward the floor. Then he cut the suit
off the man in a few places where the tape allowed it to show.

“Oh, for the love of God, no! Please. I’ll
tell you. Don’t use that bloody thing on me. I got my directions
from Sparky Robinson.”

“Who does Sparky work for?”

“I don’t knoooooo.” The flame got closer and
Bradley panicked. “Ok, Ok he works for the Troy Brothers.”

Terry glanced at his uncle again, who nodded
his head this time.

“Why?”

“I don’t know. Your father was the best. I
didn’t want to kill him but it was the job. If I didn’t do the job,
somebody would have killed me.”

“Well, somebody is going to kill you now,
but you are going to suffer first.”

Terry pasted the tape back over Bradley’s
mouth and touched the flame to his belly. Bradley could not scream
but he did thrash about wildly. The smell of his own flesh burning
filled his nostrils.

Terry backed off, revolted by the smell and
the cruelty of his own actions. He pulled the tape off once more
and asked, “Who did my father work for?”

Bradley spit on the floor. “Boy, you know I
fucked your mother in the ass?”

“What?”

“That’s right. I fucked her in the ass and
she loved it. She kept begging me for more. Every time she saw me
she got down on her knees and sucked on my cock and begged me to
fuck her in the ass.”

“You…”

“I’d fuck her in the ass and make her suck
the shit off my…” Those were the last words Bradley ever spoke.
Terry grabbed the Glock off the counter and pumped five rounds into
his bound body. Then he took the knife and began to slash and stab
at the corpse, swearing incoherently.

“Oh, shit,” said Ginger. “Stop that, boy.
Put your cap on. Grab the torch. No, shut the bloody thing off.
Leave the gun. And the knife. I got the tool box. Come on, boy.
They’ll be on us now. You’ve had your revenge. Let’s go.”

“There’s money in the floor safe.”

“Forget about it. Leave your gloves on, boy.
Take his keys. You drive his car, slowly, a couple of kilometers
south. Then you get in the van. Go, go, go.”

The two tried to keep their faces covered as
they exited the front door. The silent alarm went off, one minute
later, at the security company. The telephone rang but there was no
answer. The police were notified and some local constables
dispatched. False alarms were common, but this one came in
conjunction with a shots fired call.

Terry tried to keep the speed down but the
Cadillac was quite powerful and handled much differently from what
he was used to. Ginger walked calmly to the van, opened the rear
doors and put the tool box in. Then he calmly reached in and
grabbed a handful of intentionally dirty axle grease and wiped it
on the license plate. He removed his gloves and entered the
vehicle. It started quickly and he pulled out at a reasonable
speed. He did nothing to generate additional interest in himself.
The Cadillac was out of sight before he entered the main road, but
he saw it parked in the entrance of a park. Most of the 250
kilometers of the Yarra River is dedicated to parkland. Bradley had
gotten a really prime piece of property.

Ginger pulled in behind the car and Terry
jumped out with the cutting torch in his hand. He threw open the
van door and all but flew inside. Ginger pulled into the park,
rolling his window down and listening. There was enough vegetation
to keep them hidden from sight. It was not long before the sirens
came screaming down the road. As soon as they had passed, Ginger
pulled out of the park and headed back the way the police had come
from.

The boat and tackle had been returned. They
even caught a couple of fish on the way back. The coveralls had
been sunk in the dark water of the river. The van was wiped clean
and returned. The Holden was jacked up and the spring compressed
when the patrol car pulled up behind it. Ginger explained that they
had come down for some fishing and told the constable what they had
caught. He apologized for doing the work on public land and
explained that they had lost a ball joint and needed to replace it.
The constable knew a little about the workings of the car’s
steering and watched as they popped the ball joint off with the
pickle fork and a hammer. He had a short conversation with them
about the car itself, told them to work and drive safely and left
them to draw the new ball joint into place. They got the work done
and left town, stopping for a front-end alignment along the way.
The receipts for the parts and the alignment as well as the return
of the boat and tackle were kept as proof of where they had been
and what they had done. They had no proof for the previous day but
if the question ever came up, they were fishing. The receipt for
the van was destroyed.

“You know he played you, right?”

“He played me? Yeah, he did, he played me. I
let that son-of-a-bitch get under my skin. He popped me off so bad
I shot him.”

“That’s what he wanted. He didn’t want to
get tortured to death. He knew we were on him hard and there was no
way we could let him live. Wouldn’t have, even if we could have.
His last hope left him and he knew. So he played you.”

“I… I don’t care. He told me what I wanted
to know. And I finally got some of what I wanted.”

“How does it make you feel?”

“I don’t know.”

“The first time is always hard. It’s good
you had reason or you probably couldn’t have done it.”

“It feels kind of hollow. Like… like I did
it, but it wasn’t really me and it didn’t really happen. I shot him
with his own gun and he just sort of exploded. I was so pumped up.
He sort of just exploded. You know what, Uncle, it feels good. That
piece of rat shit. It feels good.”

“Don’t get too attached to that feeling.
That path leads to madness.”

“It didn’t feel good that I had him. It
scared me. I almost threw up when I burned him. But after I shot
him. That’s when it felt good, I guess.”

“Now, tell me, what are the rules?”

“Never leave fingerprints. Never talk about
it. Never work with the constabulary. Never attract attention to
yourself. Never leave witnesses.”

“Now, what rules did we break?”

“We left a witness. The new owner of the
boat.”

“What should we do about it?”

“Kill him?”

“Do you want to?”

“No, not really. I don’t think we need
to.”

“Good. I’ll phone him and tell him that the
registration has been straightened out. Tell him that there is no
more trouble with the insurance and he’ll be happy and hopefully
nobody ever asks him about it. I doubt anyone will. But that’s the
trade-off. The connection is there, but it’s so much less dangerous
to let it lie than to kill another man that we’ll just let it lie.
We’re stopping in Sydney on the way home.”

“Sydney? That’s well out of our way.”

“A man needs to indulge himself
sometimes.”

“I think I already did.”

“This is a different sort of
indulgence.”

Before they reached Sydney, Ginger had dyed
his hair red again. It did not look right because he was actually
beginning to go grey but it made him look younger. He also shaved
off his beard.

In Sydney they went to the Kings Cross area
and, as Ginger had said, they indulged themselves. Terry had never
had a woman before but his paid partner complimented him repeatedly
and it made him feel wonderful. When they drove off, Ginger said,
“A man needs that from time to time, eh, mate?”

Terry looked at him intently. His uncle had
never called him “mate” before. He had the feeling he was no longer
a boy in Ginger’s eyes. In fact he no longer felt like a boy.




~~~





Chapter Five: Inheritance




Terry Kingston was no longer the same after
his little adventure. He said almost nothing to anyone his first
day back at school. He had a nightmare that night about being bound
to a wall and seeing Bradley abusing his mother. He could not help
her and Bradley leered at him when he pulled out his gun and shot
her. He woke up shaking like an impact hammer.

The dreams where he was chained up were over
in a couple of days and replaced by nighttime visions of medieval
battles. Sometimes he was watching from a hilltop like a conquering
hero and sometimes he was in the thick of it with his sword arm
slick with blood and his shield absorbing hammer blows.

After a week, Terry threw himself into his
work. He began to study late into the night, after his chores were
done. He still hunted but his primary focus was no longer shooting
the animals, it was sneaking up on them. He split cord after cord
of wood, until they had enough extra that they began selling it to
the neighbors.

Terry stopped fighting in school. He had
plenty of opportunity, mostly from the older class, but he no
longer felt it worth his while. He studied the upper class and
decided that there was one lad in particular that no one else
wanted to fight. He was not much of a fighter really, but he was
very big. Terry decided that this was the one that he would make an
example of and one day he challenged him to a fight. The
upperclassman would not fight him even though Terry called him some
rather vile names and impugned the honor of his family. Terry had
learned not to turn his back on an enemy but in this case he did it
deliberately. The lad charged at him as soon as his back was
turned.

Terry wheeled around and then sidestepped
the oaf. His opponent was on the ground without his ever throwing a
punch. He was told that the ground was the best place for him to
stay, but the big lad was angry now so there was no stopping him.
Terry played him like a matador playing a bull, presenting a target
for the charge and then moving aside. After doing this four times
he knew his opponent would not fall for it again, so he stood his
ground, braced himself, and caught the charging fool by the waist.
He used the bull’s momentum to pick him up and dropped him on his
head. That was the last fight Terry Kingston ever had to get in,
all the while he went to that school.

Research was easier into the affairs of the
Troy Brothers than it had been into Bradley’s. They were somewhat
notorious, well protected, and deeply feared individuals. They were
the accepted heads of a crime syndicate that spanned all but the
southernmost part of New South Wales. Their reputations were such
that anyone reaching mid-level criminal status was required to pay
a tribute to them. They administered the large shipments of drugs
and other forms of contraband. They had their fingers in the legal
businesses as well. Protection was afforded to those who
contributed to their coffers and accidents occurred when one did
not. The Australian businessmen were a hard-bitten lot but the Troy
Brother’s methods were savage enough to convince even the most hard
core individualist to come around. All the houses of manly pleasure
paid for their protection, and the protection of their ladies. Any
drug dealers above street level needed permission to operate. It
was almost as if they bought a license and renewed it monthly.

There were things the research did not
uncover. Much of the constabulary was making extra money by
ignoring some things, and acting on others that may have been
ignored otherwise. Many of the judges and politicians were on the
Troy payroll. Rumor had it that even Colby Carmichael, the
Commissioner of Australia’s Taxation Office, was a recipient of the
brothers’ largesse.

It would be extremely difficult and
dangerous to even ask too many questions about the brothers’
affairs. To get close enough to ask them the kinds of questions
Terry Kingston wanted answered would be suicide for most men.
Ginger made sure Terry understood that completely.

Time went by, and Rough and Ready got old.
They were the finest of dogs and fantastic with the sheep but they
were reaching the age where they would need to be replaced. Ginger
bought their replacements as puppies, from the same man he had
bought his current canine assistants from. The puppies were
naturals. They needed little training, most of what they learned
was taught to them by their predecessors. Terry was aware that he
was going to need to put the older pair out of their misery soon.
Arthritis had set into the dogs’ hips and they were in constant
pain.

When the day came, Terry took them out into
the fields one at a time and shot them in the heads with his own
.38 revolver. He dug a separate grave for each of them, said a
prayer over each of them and went home to clean his gun. It was
much more difficult for him to dispatch Pincher, the Doberman.
Pincher had been his from the first day they spent together.
Pincher also hated every other man on Earth. He was not so
unfriendly to women, but Terry was the only man the creature loved.
It abided Ginger, but did not like him. It never bit Ginger, but
Ginger never turned his back on Pincher. When the day came for
Terry to pull his best friend out into the field and put one in his
brain he took it very personally. He moped about for days
afterward, but he never cried. He had not cried since he was eight
years old.

Terry’s grades had improved substantially by
the time he graduated, but he never aspired to a university
education. He had effectively distanced himself from the rest of
the graduating class. The farmers’ daughters were amenable to his
affections, but he could not see being with one of them for long.
Romance was not a large component of his personality. He enjoyed
sex at any opportunity but traditional love was something that
eluded him.

The one thing that drove Terry was revenge.
The question of why his parents had been killed was always there,
but it was secondary now. He had not developed a taste for killing;
it was not something he enjoyed. He just saw it as a necessity.
Everything dies in its time, he reasoned, hastening that demise is
sometimes a critical function of a small segment of society.

1997 was an eventful year, at least the end
of that year was. Terry turned 17 December 1st and it was like a
Christmas present. The proceeds of The Kingston Agency were turned
over to him as well as ownership of said subsidiary. Most
17-year-old boys would have gone mad with a sudden influx of money
such as that but Terry was not that sort. He invested much of the
money in rock solid stocks and certificates of deposit. He paid
Ginger for the bills he had incurred in restoring his vehicle and
gave him a handsome present as well. He set up a trust fund that
gave Ginger a monthly stipend. Said fund would revert to Terry when
Ginger passed away.

In 1998, after he graduated from high
school, Terry took over the operation of the insurance agency, at
least in name. The business had done well while in the hands of
those his father had entrusted and so the young man saw no reason
for changes. The staff was pleased that he had no plans for major
changes and delighted that they were allowed to keep their jobs.
Terry’s number one requirement was that the staff teach him how to
use the new computer system and search the internet. He kept a
close eye on the finances and did some research into the past
practices of the office. He had suspected that there would be some
misappropriation of funds over the years but he could find nothing
out of the ordinary. The building itself was looking a bit shabby
by that time and he made a few repairs and painted the place inside
and out by himself, at his own expense.

The computer systems were extensive, for the
time, and as he learned how to use them, they became his primary
research tool. The insurance network, which had originally been
only for the Helping Hands Corporation was expanded to enable him
to worm his way into the files of other companies as well. This was
not legal, of course, but there was so little protection against
hackers in those days that it was easy and relatively cheap. He had
a university student who was in need of money and amorously
involved with a woman that was outside of his price range. The
student was happy to install some private programs for a fee.

Terry took a room in the town of Orange. His
father’s house had been sold years before and the proceeds were
part of his “coming of age” money. That money had been handled well
over the past few years. Terry Kingston could have bought a seaside
house if he had wanted one and a Rolls Royce to park in the
driveway. He continued to drive the Holden and lived in a room with
a kitchen.

One of his expenses was a subscription to a
gym. He made sure there were a large percentage of women at this
particular gym. He was not looking for a long-term woman but his
chiseled body and inexhaustible energy commanded the interest of
many. Short-term women were always available and he took the advice
of enjoying himself while he was young.




The Troy Brothers were in their late
forties. They had been in charge of criminal operations since their
mid twenties. Their meteoric rise in clandestine operations was due
to their complete disregard for moral guidelines. In the last two
and a half decades they had directed so many operations that they
could barely remember some of the men they had caused to die. They
cared nothing for the lives they ruined.

Adam Troy lived on Unwin Street off Bayview
Avenue in the Earlwood area of Sydney. He owned the entire block of
land on the south side of Unwin St. that borders Wolli Creek. The
house was magnificent and the land itself was very valuable. The
fence around the property was patrolled by ruthless men during the
day and hungry dogs at night.

Abel Troy preferred a more central location
and was less inclined toward luxury. He owned a hotel on
Castlereagh Street in the business district. He kept the top floor
of the hotel for himself; the penthouse suite was nowhere near the
size of his brother’s estate but it made him feel safer. The
elevator no longer made it to the top floor and the two stairwells
were locked and guarded. The floor below his residence was filled
with offices staffed by employees of their own businesses. There
was one other way out. The helicopter pad on the roof housed their
favorite mode of transport.

The brothers conducted business from various
locations, many the offices of shell companies that did no actual
business but were incorporated nonetheless. Much of their business
was legitimate and they were working toward divesting themselves of
some of the less savory enterprises. The problem was that they had
eliminated any competition at their level and they were loathe to
simply set the businesses adrift.

Adam would leave his mansion in a
bulletproof limousine to meet his brother. Abel took the private
elevator from the business floor and joined his brother in the
rolling fortress when they were going to a different location. They
varied their routes and their destinations randomly to prevent
being set up. Often enough they conducted business from the upper
floor of the hotel. Only legitimate businesses operated
there.




“What’s your plan, mate?” Ginger asked. He
had been sober for a while now. He had gone on a drinking jag for a
couple of months after the “little job” he had helped Terry with,
but that had not lasted.

“I can’t truly say, Uncle. These men are not
the sort of blokes you can walk up to and shoot. I’ve done some
reconnaissance but I don’t see any easy mark. I’ve got some
contacts in Sydney now, but not anyone of influence. It’s almost
impossible to get close to them. They have their men and they’re
not looking for new recruits. I can’t just walk up and ask for a
job application.

“I thought I could shoot them from a
distance, but they are so well protected that I can’t get a vantage
point. I thought about going into the older one’s mansion in
Earlwood but the place is like a fortress.”

“It’s good to see you’re not so bold in your
youth, that you think you can do that. You’d never even get in the
house.” Ginger relit his cigar. “This one cannot be done
physically. You’d need an army of good men and many would die. You
need to get inside their minds. The real meaning of strategy is to
know what your enemy is going to do, to prepare for it when they do
it, and then to make them do it when you want them to. The best con
men in the world are those who leave their mark with a good feeling
until the payoff does not show up. The best is when they don’t know
they have been conned until it is too late to do anything about it.
If you let them know you are watching you will end up dead, so
stop. If you let them know they are under attack, they will be
prepared for it. That is not always bad, but you must know what
they are going to do and make them do it when you want them to do
it. Tell me what you know about them.”

Terry described what he had learned of their
habits and routine. One of the worst problems he faced is that when
they were not engaged in business, they did not stay together. They
acted as if they knew they were targets and wanted to make sure one
of them survived if there was an assault. They went to restaurants
occasionally, never together, and it was never predictable where
they would go. The outside of the eatery was always well guarded
while one of them was inside.

“You’re still thinking of walking up to them
and shooting them. These men cannot be taken that way. They have
good protection. The only place they are vulnerable is in their
information flow. They must be fed information that causes them to
believe something that is not true and then capitalize on that
misinformation. The only way you can do that is to hit them in the
wallet. That means you need information that only members of their
organization can give you or perhaps God himself.”

“There may be someone else… I can’t tip my
hand too soon, though. I’m going to need identification that reads
something other than Kingston. I cannot chance them remembering
they had my father killed and putting two and two together.”

“The agency is your best source for the
information. A good laminator and a small picture will fix it up.
Use a legal name, register a vehicle in that name, insure it
through a different agency of Helping Hands. This is all possible.
Within a couple of weeks we can get you an ID, but investigate the
history of the name. If you are going in, you’ll want a criminal
from the other side of the country. If you’re working with clean,
then make the man clean. Prison time is dangerous because gangsters
know men in prison. Are you getting all of this?”

“Should I use a dead man?”

“Be careful with dead men, they show up as
dead when a search is run on their names. I personally like taking
the name and enrolling it in university. Doing that brings all
manner of applications from credit card companies. Then you can
work up a history, a portfolio so to speak. Enrolling in
university, in Sydney, would give you a proper history and reason
for being there. Never use credit for anything you don’t want
people to know you have. Your history can include books but not
bullets. You see?”

“Gosh, Uncle, why did you teach me none of
this before?”

“I don’t want you doing this thing. In my
opinion the action in Melbourne was the end of it, but if you are
set on doing it then I will provide you with everything I can to
help.”

“Thank you. I’ll consider everything you say
carefully, but I think I will be killing these men one way or
another.”

“Are you hungry?”

“I thought I’d stop in the diner in town.
Would you like to come?”

“No. I have work that needs doing. Say, I’ve
had some trouble with foxes since you left. At first they were just
taking rabbits, but they started in on the chickens last week.
Would you like to take a stab at them?”

“I can do that. It’s been a while.”

“Stay the night. I’ve got some interesting
things to show you.”

“Interesting? In what way?”

“First, I picked those up a couple days
back.” Ginger indicated a crate in the corner of the kitchen.
Inside was a couple dozen sticks of dynamite. “We’ll be popping
some stumps tomorrow. There are a few things about dynamite I’d
like to show you. I also got one of these.”

“Blimey. A night scope.”

“That should make it easier to take a fox,
eh?”

“Easier to take a lot of things.”

The night scope was ungainly but it had a
terrific range. It was clearly not designed for close work. Terry
got one of the foxes that night; he took another in the morning
light along with four rabbits. He took the tails from the foxes,
cleaned and skinned the rabbits and slept the morning away while
Ginger cooked.

“I’ll tell you, Uncle,” Terry said over a
cup of coffee. That scope was not designed to work with that little
rabbit gun. It’s much too long range for that. You should send it
back.”

“Finish your chow, mate, I got another
surprise for you.”

After breakfast, Ginger told Terry to grab a
shovel. They went into the barn and Ginger moved a tractor out. He
instructed Terry to dig under where the tractor had sat. Terry did
not question, he just dug until he hit cement. He dug around the
extent of the square block which had a large ring set into one
side.

Ginger ran out the cable on the hoist they
had used to pull the Holden’s engine. It was chained to the main
beam of the barn. He hooked the loop and drew the concrete block
back. It was hinged on one side. Underneath the block was a set of
stairs that led down to a security door. Inside the door was a dark
room that smelled, not musty as you would expect, but clean and
slightly oily. When his uncle turned on the fluorescent lights the
sight floored Terry. It was a climate-controlled, subterranean
arsenal.

Terry’s words were disjointed and slurred.
It was as though he was drunk or had taken a beating.

In the room were shotguns, pistols,
automatics and sniper rifles along with sealed boxes of ammunition.
It was not new equipment, some of it was quite old. There was a .45
caliber Thompson submachine gun like the ones used in the old
Cagney movies. There was a 7.63mm Tokarev from the 1940s. There was
a Stoner 63A Commando from 1967. There was an entire rack of M16s
and another of AK47s. There was a box of hand grenades from WWII,
rocket launchers from Israel and a wide variety of pistols. There
was also a 1986 Mauser SP66; a German made .308 sniper rifle. The
crown jewel for Terry was the .50 caliber Barrett. Someone had
written on the cover of the box “One shot, one kill, death from
afar!”

“Gawd awmighty! Where did all this come
from? When did you dig this pit? Why didn’t you tell me about it?
Do they all fire? Have you got rounds for this monster? Oh, there
we go. How on earth did I miss all this? Gawd! This is like a dream
come true. When did you get this?”

Ginger stood there with a face as
expressionless as the concrete slab. He exhaled a cloud of smoke
and the silent system sucked it up.

“Uncle, say something.”

He could maintain the stone visage no longer
and smiled broadly. “Mate, many of these weapons were used by your
father and myself in the early years. The more recent ones were
shipped to me. That big killer came from the Gulf War, actually, I
think it was the Iran-Iraq war. It was bound for Iran and got
diverted here. We dug this thing out and poured the concrete before
you were born. We sealed it tight and installed the air and
electric systems ourselves. I never wanted to show it to you.” His
smile disappeared. “If you hadn’t been so determined, I never would
have. You got yourself set on hunting the biggest game in the
country and I told you I was going to give you all the support I
could. I still don’t like it, but I can’t let you go off and get
yourself killed.”

Terry was like a half disciplined child in a
candy store. He wanted everything and felt awkward touching
anything. Finally he settled on the Thompson. He picked it from its
handmade oak cradle and took one of the three drum cartridges as
well. “I can’t believe it. This gun is older than you. They were
never supposed to be sold to anyone outside of the bobbies. Gawd,
it’s beautiful.”

“I don’t know how well that still works,”
Ginger replied. “I haven’t fired that monster since… well, for
years now.”

“Let’s take it out.”

“Clean it first.”

“It’s clean.”

“How do you know a cockroach didn’t crawl
into the breech and die? I taught you better than that. Disassemble
it and clean it. Emotions and firearms have no place in the same
room. I told you about going off half-cocked. You can’t use a tool
until you know how to use it, and by God this one is no
different.”

“It’s lighter than I would have expected.
How did you get it?”

“It’s four kilos with a 27mm barrel. The
drums weigh about a kilo apiece. We got it from a man who knocked
off an armored car, in America, then moved down under. He mailed it
to himself in pieces. He’s not alive any more.”

“Did you…”

“No. I didn’t do that many jobs with your
dad. No, this man was old and had no more need to kill a room full
of people.”

“Well, that was nice of him.”

“I should say. This is one of the finest
short range weapons ever made. This one was made in the mid
twenties so it has the Cutts Compensator on the barrel. It uses the
.45 caliber automatic round. The jacket on those shells is slightly
longer than the pistol round and uses a 230-grain load. The shells
are reloadable so pick them up after you’re done. That gun is too
old to use in a modern action. It’s too unique and identifiable.
I’ll let you use it around here but take my advice and leave it
here. Remember never call attention to yourself.”

“All right. I understand. I would like to
try it out though.”

“Go hook up the trailer to the tractor and
we’ll go back and have some fun at the tree line.”

Ginger’s insistence that each gun be
disassembled, cleaned and oiled before use shortened the time and
number of weapons they took to the tree line with them. The .50
caliber sniper rifle was indeed a marvel of destruction. The armor
piercing rounds blew through tree trunks like butter. The
incendiary rounds lit them up. Nobody was close enough to hear the
automatic fire so there was no curiosity from the neighbors.

The dynamite instruction was almost as
interesting as the old guns. Of course there were no bridges or
buildings to demolish, but Terry picked up the idea of directed
energy easily. He never knew how much there was to be learned or
how many types of explosives could be made. Though he never reached
a level of real proficiency, he did learn enough to hold his own in
a conversation.

Terry stayed at the farm for a week instead
of the one day he had planned. He disassembled every weapon in the
bunker, oiled and reassembled them. He shot every weapon in the
arsenal, broke them down and cleaned them afterward. It was quite
an education for someone who thought he knew guns. He learned the
inherent flaws and strengths of some of the different, older
designs. He also found a cache of cold hard cash.

The crate was on the bottom of a stack of
crates full of ammunition. Terry was looking for shotgun shells
when he found it. They were small bills but there were enough of
them to fill a rocket crate. It caused Terry to think.

After a week, Terry could hit a beer can at
half a mile in a crosswind, with the Barrett. He was no Commando,
only because he had not gotten the training. His physical condition
was extraordinary, his eyes were clear and strong and his hands
were rock steady. He could run for an hour without breathing hard.
He may not have been able to beat an Army Ranger in hand-to-hand
combat, but his upbringing had taught him so much more than
military training would have. He could rebuild an automobile from
the ground up. He could weld with an arc welder, a MIG welder and
an oxy-acetylene torch. He had little experience with a TIG welder,
but he could hold his own with it. He could throw any good knife
accurately at 30 feet, a hatchet at 40 feet and a cut down
woodsman’s axe at 60 feet. He was a prime specimen of manhood and
had no issues with his self awareness. He could do whatever needed
to be done whenever it was required. He felt like a superman.

Ginger Kingston was about 50 at this point.
While he was not an old man, he was no longer what he had once been
either. A life of working hard and playing hard had left their
marks. He had a bit of bursitis, a bit of arthritis and his knees
were showing signs of wear. Years of cigars and alcohol had no good
effect on him either. He could no longer run the way the younger
Kingston could, so Terry was surprised when his uncle said it was
time for some training. Ginger had not meant that Terry would be
training, he was training himself. Terry had left for Orange and
Ginger trained every three days, taking one day off after three,
and then starting over again. He would never be in the shape he had
been when he was young, but the excess flesh melted from his bones
and he began packing on muscle again. It made him feel so good he
had no desire to pick up a drink. After three months, he did not
look like the man he had been. It was as though he was reversing
his age.

Terry spent his days in research and
training as well. Some of the bodybuilders at the gym had tried to
get him to enroll in the competitions but he simply told them he
was not interested. He said he couldn’t stand the thought of
shaving his whole body. In truth he simply wanted nothing to do
with the spotlight. He couldn’t attract attention to himself.

Every other week he would visit the farm and
practice with the firearms, mostly the armor piercing sniper rifle.
He joined his uncle in training while he was there and was amazed
at the transformation. It was not long before they began to train
in hand-to-hand combat and Terry had a rude awakening coming. He no
longer felt like such a superman as the man who was twice his age
trounced him regularly.

Ginger still had no telephone or television,
but there was no longer any question why. The only question was how
George and Ginger had communicated. It seems that George had simply
sent a letter on Kingston Agency letterhead in a company envelope.
They used a simple code to indicate what was required and Ginger
would show up in a couple of days with the required munitions. He
returned to the farm with cash and stashed it away. They had been
using a steel plate covered with straw in the barn, but when George
had been killed, Ginger filled the spot over the concrete barrier
with soil. George’s body had never been found so Ginger had left
the currency in the bunker with the munitions against his possible
return.

It was a lesson for Terry in honor and
integrity. They had never had any excess of money in the past few
years and Ginger Kingston could easily have plundered the secret
stash but had not. Ginger chewed on his cigar for a while and told
Terry, when he asked, that the money was part of his inheritance
and that he could have it if he wanted it. Terry thought about it
for a while and filled his wallet but left the majority of it in
where it was. He told him it was good to have a little stashed away
for a rainy day.




~~~


Chapter Six: What Price Revenge?




“Shit, bo… mate, anyone can kill anyone. If
you don’t get it right what’s the use. Can you take a moving target
at a mile?” Ginger was talking while he and Terry were
sparring.

“If I’m planted and the wind’s not too
bad.”

“But, you take out one, ubgh,” Ginger
grunted as Terry got a quick shot in. “Take one out and the other
will know you’re coming.”

“That’s why I gotta…” Terry did not finish
the sentence he waded in with a flurry of shots, the sixth or
seventh too wide. He left himself open for a second and Ginger
bloodied his nose. They didn’t have gloves or helmets on, they were
just bare knuckle punching. It didn’t take long to get tired of
that. They didn’t often practice using the Marquis of Queensbury
rules but it made a nice change since Terry could actually win
these fights. There were no hard feelings when they were done.

“I’ll tell you what…” Ginger sidestepped a
roundhouse, grabbed Terry’s elbow and wrist and jacked his arm
around behind his back. Terry spun the other way and dropped to one
knee. The fight was over and he had Ginger’s balls in his hand.
Ginger was impressed, slapped Terry on the back and they headed
back to the kitchen. “I’ll tell you what. If you want we can give
them the old one-two. It’ll take some planning and the coordination
needs to be perfect.”

“What’s the old one-two,” Terry wanted to
know.

“That’s when one is the set up and two is
the kill. Or, we can be subtle about it, find out who the main
players are and work on them instead. A quick kill is one thing,
like the mercy you showed the old dogs. I prefer a more circuitous
route to the target.”

“I’m listening.”

Only a few people had access to the Troy
brothers. In their role as corporate industrialists they
entertained wealthy businessmen and politicians. In their role as
criminal executives they spoke only with the world’s most powerful
men, though usually through their representatives. They were
becoming more and more legitimate as the years went by and giving
the direct control of the unsavory operations to their underlings.
There were five men directly under them who issued the orders and
directions seldom came from the true powers any more. As long as
the money kept flowing there was no problem, but when there was a
hiccup in the torrent of illegal liquid assets, there was real
trouble. Incompetence was met with direct and often irrevocable
response.




Jimmy Cognac was in charge of the Melbourne
area including Tasmania.

Tony Samfier was much more politically
motivated and had control from Canberra to the Victoria border.

Randy Arganmajc was in charge of the most
profitable region, Sydney proper.

Roy Tap covered the coast from Newcastle to
Brisbane. Most of the cocaine that came in from South America was
entrusted to his charge.

Rudy Christian had the dubious honor of
controlling the northern Queensland coast. He also negotiated with
the heroin suppliers north of Australia. Many of the ships stopped
in New Guinea on their way down from South-East Asia. Rudy had a
private estate on Badu Island where much of the Asian heroin was
stored temporarily. It was sealed in transport containers, and
protected by a group of paramilitary killers. Rudy ensured a slow
and steady supply of the powerful drug to the cities of the south,
keeping the price high and occasionally withholding supply to
increase the cost.

The problems began as small incidents that
would ordinarily be handled at the street level. Small-time dealers
being robbed at gunpoint by masked men driving cars stolen from
other small-time dealers was barely enough to open eyes. It was
certainly nothing to bother the mid-level executives with. The
events began happening in Sydney in 1999.

Organized crime among the street-level drug
addicts and small-time dealers is anything but organized. There is
no loyalty, no consistent and regular supply, no honor among
thieves. The street gangs try to keep things regulated but the
business is so inconsistent that one man can supply a group for a
while and then he gets frozen out and another source appears.
Suppliers cut their powders into oblivion as they become more and
more dependant on the drug itself and then a new source is
necessary. One pipeline gets busted, or gets out of the business
before it happens, and another source must be found. Marijuana
suppliers harvest at different times and there are times when there
is none available. And people talk.

When one is looking for a score, an addict
won’t refer him to his connection, but connections can be made
easily in pubs and clubs. Some people are more open with their
products so dropping names happens as well.

Developing a list of victims was easy for
Terry Kingston. He would drink lightly and share in whatever the
drug was but always with the objective in mind. His primary thought
was not to become a junkie like those he was carousing with. He had
been warned and watched carefully, himself. It was an insidious
slide down a slippery slope, especially for a brash young man eager
to prove he could hold his own in the party scene. Before such a
man knew it had happened, the drugs were all that mattered.

Heroin and opium were much more available
than cocaine in New South Wales. The trade routes from Asia were
old and well established. While it was less available, cocaine was
more desirable because it allowed a person to still function, drink
and dance, while high. It also took longer to destroy a person’s
life.

Amphetamines were not a huge problem in
Sydney at that time, though they were growing in popularity. One
snort of crystal methadrine and one could party all night and all
the next day. The long-term consequences of the drug were, as of
yet, unknown.

Threats of incarceration almost always
turned addicts into snitches, sometimes turned dealers into
snitches, but the chances of the police finding an informer
decreased dramatically as they went up the ladder. A classic
failure of the witness protection program reminded the middle and
upper echelon of the criminal enterprises what happened to men who
were willing to talk to the establishment.

Wally Brochade had been mid-level management
when he was caught with a shipment of heroin. He was looking at
life in prison and decided that it would be best if he rolled over
on his employers and took the chance. The case never made it to
trial. Wally was kidnapped from a transport van by four armed men
and was found a day later tied to a tree, upside down, his tongue
was cut out and had been replaced with his manly parts. He had died
suffocating on his own balls. His family had been similarly
tortured and murdered. His wife’s head was found in the toilet of
the family home, her body was never found. Even his children were
tortured and mutilated, dismembered and spread about the blood
soaked house. The family dog was cut in half with a machete.

Most of the street-level dealers didn’t know
anybody with the kind of power and authority necessary to order
them tortured and mutilated. There was no formal organization at
that level. The addicts would give up their suppliers and most of
the low level dealers were addicts themselves, selling drugs so
they could get their own supply. This was where the police began
their investigations but they were constrained by the laws. Terry
Kingston had no such constraints.

“Have you ever seen what happens to a man
when this kind of power is run through his body?” Terry asked his
partner, casually.

“Aye, the flesh curls up like paper in a
fire and his muscles spasm like a speared fish. The eyeballs pop
out and start to bleed, the tongue swells up and the man often
bites it off. Sometimes they can’t talk afterward so we just kill
him and leave him there.”

Terry and Ginger were both dressed in white
painters’ suits with butchers’ aprons. Their heads were covered
with grotesque leather masks that covered their features. They both
wore gloves, though Ginger’s were driving gloves and Terry had
welding gloves on. The man taped to the chair was obviously
terrified, though he couldn’t speak through the tape over his
mouth.

“It makes a horrible stink too, as the flesh
burns.” Terry concluded as he fit the welding rod into the clamp.
“An arc welder is not the greatest of devices to extract
information but it is as effective as anything else. The real
trouble is it turns the subject into a gimp.”

“Aye. The muscles never work quite right
afterward. The damage makes them limp and stumble. They have the
shakes forever and tend to piss themselves. No matter, this one
doesn’t deserve considerations.”

“Soak him down.”

Ginger poured a pitcher of water over the
addict’s head at Terry’s request, and Terry affixed the ground
clamp of the arc welder to the man’s left foot. Walking behind the
victim Terry pulled out a battery-powered stun gun and gave the
bound man a shot to the back of the neck. After squirming about for
a while, the man slumped unconscious. When he revived he was more
than willing to tell the men anything he knew about everybody he
knew. There was only one name that held any significance, Demetrius
Marlowe. Demetrius dealt in cocaine and moved it in ounces. He had
been in business for quite some time but had never been caught
because he kept it in a different location from his residence. The
victim did not know where that was but he did know Demetrius’ home
address and phone number.

“Should we kill him?” Terry asked.

“I’m not sure. Do we need to kill you?”

The victim answered emphatically that they
did not, that he would never tell anyone what had happened.

“Bear in mind, you little shit, that if we
ever find out you told anyone about this we will release the
information that you are a stool pigeon working with the police,
and then we will kill your mother. I believe she lives on Cooper
Street.”

The man could say nothing more. He had been
broken. He began mumbling promises as his torturers packed up.

As a final assurance, Terry returned to cut
the dealer loose and stuck the barrel of a shotgun in his mouth.
“You will never know who is watching and who is one of ours. If you
speak to the police we will know. If you speak to your friends we
will know. If you speak to your sainted mother we will know and our
vengeance will be swift and brutal. You will watch what is left of
your pathetic family die before we kill you and your death will be
so much worse than death itself.”




Demetrius Marlowe was not as easy a mark to
apprehend. He was the owner of a small stamping plant in the
Rosebery area and he made sure his businesses never overlapped. He
never walked anywhere and spent little time in the pubs. On the
surface, he was a very respectable man in a respectable part of
town and he never involved his family in either of his business
ventures.

Ginger was quick to tell Terry that to
involve the man’s family in their little operation was to court
disaster. “Women always want to go to the police. Especially in
this case, she would run screaming to the constabulary proclaiming
her husband’s innocence and demanding justice. We must be more
careful than that, or the notoriety might end up killing us.”

“We could kidnap her and make demands on her
husband.” Terry opined.

“No, too complicated. We need to keep it as
simple as we can. The more people involved, the more people who
know, the more likely that the affair gets exposed prematurely.
What we want to do is to get in and get out with the information.
We can threaten his family, but I do not want them to ever see us.
Pictures of the family should be all we need to facilitate the
flow, along with some of the cruder and messier methods. Any time
you can convince somebody of something, without having to actually
do it, that is the way to go. Convince somebody of a consequence,
and you get his undivided attention. He may roll over easily, or he
may require more convincing, but if he is the only one who knows we
were there, the chances are he will be silent after we are
gone.”

“I see what you mean. So we should do it
right away, before our junkie friend loses his fear and opens his
mouth?”

“Agreed,” Ginger said as he relit his
cigar.

“His home, in Summer Hill, is undefended. I
do not feel good about abducting him there, however. They call it
The Village because everybody is looking out for everybody else’s
business.” Terry pulled out a cigarette and lit it. “I think there
are too many busybodies and that we should grab him in the
industrial district.”

“Agreed, Rosebery is more appropriate. At
the end of second shift would be best, but his manager locks the
place up. He doesn’t show up at that time of night.”

“He would if there was an emergency.”

Demetrius Marlowe got the call that night.
Someone had driven the forks of the fork lift through the oil tank
on one of the Bliss presses. It was an above ground tank unlike
most, which were under the floor. He rushed to the factory to take
care of the situation.

Nobody would admit to the accident, even
when he promised no repercussions would be issued. He spent a
couple of hours trying to determine what had happened and then he
left. He did not get far, however, because his car overheated. He
pulled over to the side of the road and a van pulled up next to
him. He thought they were there to help an unfortunate citizen but
such was not the truth. Two men in executioner masks grabbed him,
shocked him unconscious, and stuffed him, bound, into the van.

“We are going to make this as painless and
simple as possible as long as you cooperate with us. Currently, we
have two men outside your home on Carrington Street. These men are
not civilized in the traditional sense of the word. They will, upon
instruction, invade your home and murder your children with your
wife watching. Then they will repeatedly rape her, torture her, and
then disembowel her while she is still alive. I’m sure this is
nothing you had planned for her this morning but unless you
cooperate, this is precisely what will happen.” The speaker was the
shorter of the two men. The location was a motel room, looking like
any other motel room.

“Who are you?” was all Marlowe was able to
say at this point.

“We are the men who have everything you are
and everything you own in the palms of our sweaty little hands. We
can do whatever we wish to you, right now, without repercussions.
My partner is of the opinion we should pop out one of your eyes and
skull fuck you but I told him otherwise. I informed him that you
are a gentleman and will be able to grasp the desperation of the
situation and the dedication of your captors. I’m afraid he is a
bit bloodthirsty, however. He would like nothing more than to begin
carving you up.”

Terry brought out a straight razor and began
sharpening it on a leather strop fastened to the back of the chair.
The aspect was terrifying. The executioners’ masks lent a surreal
aspect to the proceeding.

“Why are you doing this to me?”

“Because, my dear Demetrius, we know you are
a drug dealer hiding under the disguise of a legitimate
businessman. You are a blood cell in the artery of the Sydney drug
trade and you have information that will save your life. You will
give us this information or we will be forced to use methods that
have been banned in all civilized countries for centuries.”

“What do you want… want to know?”

“Who supplies you with your cocaine? We know
you sell it by the ounce. That means you acquire it by the pound or
kilo. We want to know where you get it and who gets it to you.”
Ginger’s voice was as refined and erudite as he could make it. It
sounded incongruous coming from the mouth hole of the torturer’s
mask.

Terry on the other hand was growling like an
animal. It was the most extreme example of good cop/bad cop that
had ever been portrayed.

“Now, are you going to tell us what we want
to know or shall I tell my associates to begin doing what they do
best?”

“Oh, God! You don’t understand. What you are
threatening me with is the same thing they will do to me when they
find out I talked.”

“I’m afraid you do not understand, sir. You
have the opportunity to go on with your boring, pedantic life,
unchanged and unscarred, or you have the opportunity to be mangled
and see your family’s mutilated bodies lying in pools of their own
blood. The decision is yours and yours alone.”

Demetrius Marlowe was an entrepreneur. He
had seen an opportunity to make some clandestine capital and then
regretted it, but could not escape the spiral he was caught in. He
had looked for a way to escape the situation but was unable to find
a way out. His underworld connections had pictures of him hidden
away somewhere, pictures of him in compromising positions. He was
also pragmatic. He could see what was going on. It was obvious to
him that a rival faction was muscling in on the cocaine trade and
that they had their own suppliers or they would have been demanding
he take them to his hoard. He chewed on his lower lip for a second,
trying to get an angle that would leave him and his family in the
clear and yet eliminate his culpability.

“I’m not who you are after. I’m only the
middle man, a little fish.” He didn’t try to deny what he had done
or who he was. It was obvious to him that the time for denial was
yet to come. He did not break down and cry as a lesser man might
have.

“My dear sir, you are precisely who we are
after. My associate wants to taste your blood and the only thing
keeping his barbaric appetite in check is myself. Now, tell me who
it is that supplies the cocaine and you will ensure your continued
survival and that of your family. The alternative has already been
laid before you and, I assure you, without your cooperation it will
be forthcoming.”

“All right, I’ll tell you everything I know
but I need some modicum of certainty that I will be left in the
clear.”

“As you have iterated you are a little fish,
of no real concern to me. Your life hangs by a thread that I will
cut without the slightest compunction if I suspect that you are not
being completely forthcoming and utterly truthful. On the other
hand, if your information is deemed to be worthy, you will be
released to go your own way. I do not feel it necessary to remind
you that speaking of this to your connections within the
organization that supplies you will be absolutely disastrous. They
will at that point do what I will not. Are we in agreement?”

“We are.”

“Good, then spin me a tale of supply and
demand. When I am done you will be released to your lovely
family.

“I got contacted first by Bruno. I don’t
know Bruno’s last name but he is an idiot. I never would have done
business with him but the follow up was Mark Valentine. Mark works
for a man called Randy. I don’t know Randy’s last name either. When
it is time to make a payment or to get a delivery, I call a
receptionist who sets up an appointment for me. It is set up in
deserted offices or public places like restaurants. I show up and
either Mark or Bruno or both is there to meet me. I don’t know
where their houses are, I don’t know where the offices, you know,
the real offices are. I’m just a middleman.”

“Yes, a very efficient operation. So, how
often do you call him?”

“I can’t call him now. They will know it was
me if I set him up and then he will do the same thing you will. I
told you, I’m not the one you want.”

“Tell us where you have met these men.”

“They won’t be in these places. I can’t even
recall some of the spots.”

“Associate, kindly refresh the gentleman’s
memory. No scars.”

Terry made a noise like a disappointed dog
and slipped his razor back into his smock. Then he punched
Demetrius six times, four in the belly and two in the face.

When Mr. Marlowe was again able to speak it
seems that his memory had improved. His attitude was also improved
somewhat. He stopped asking for things that could not be bargained
for and he continued supplying names of streets and locations of
buildings, restaurants and nightclubs.

Terry was behind him so he could not see the
younger man plotting the locations on the map.

“Well, Mr. Marlowe, you have given us
something that amounts to nothing,” Ginger said as he reached over
and picked up the receiver of the telephone. He dialed a number and
waited an appropriate time. “Associate Number Two, you and Number
Three may proceed…”

“Wait. Wait, please. I can give you more. I
can give you what you want.”

“Hold on for a few minutes, Number Two. If I
do not call you within 15 minutes, make sure there are no
witnesses. Yes, you may have your way with the woman.” He hung up
the phone. “As you were saying, Mr. Marlowe?”

“Mark Valentine hangs out at Victor’s on
Saint George Crescent on Drummoyne Bay. He is there every weekend.
He has a tattoo on his shoulder of a heart and a bunch of roses.
You know, a play on his name. He is 178 or 180 centimeters, sandy
blond hair, wears sunglasses a lot, even inside.”

“That is a start. Associate.”

Terry hit Bartholomew in the stomach three
times, causing him to vomit spittle and bile upon himself.

“That, Mr. Marlowe was for being less than
forthcoming. Your children have 13 minutes to live unless you give
me something more. Your wife will live longer but she will wish she
had been killed with the children. Now give me something real or I
may let you live knowing that you could have saved them and did
not.”

“But I don’t know… Wait. He drives a BMW, a
gold one. He smokes American cigarettes, Camels. He has a titanium
ring with a diamond in it on his right hand. Uh… He wears tailored
suits and prefers a grey or black suit. He wears Armani shoes. He,
uhh… Shit, that’s all I know.”

“Nine minutes. I don’t believe you. You’re
going to let my associates rip your children limb from limb to
protect this vile creature?”

“But, God help me I don’t know anything
else. I…”

“Calm down and think of every conversation
you ever had with him. Think of everything he said, every offhanded
comment. Does he have family in Queensland? Does he like sport
fishing? Does he hunt foxes?”

“Sport fishing! Maybe not fishing but he has
a boat. It’s… uhh… oh, furtheluva God. Uh…”

“Five minutes Mr. Marlowe.”

“I’m trying. It’s a 42 foot… Bacchus.
That’s it, that’s the name. Please, call off your men. Please!”

“A 42- foot yacht named Bacchus. We
may be able to use that. Where does he dock it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Three minutes, Mr. Marlowe.”

“I don’t know. He hangs out at Victor’s on
Drummoyne Bay. There is a dock there, right under the Gladesville
Bridge, you know, across the, uhh, Parramatta River. I bet he
berths it there. I’m sure of it. Please!” Demetrius Marlowe was
becoming desperate now and grasping at straws. He had told them all
he knew.

Ginger picked up the phone and dialed a
number. He told his imaginary associates on the other end of the
line that they were to stand down and let the Marlowe family sleep.
He repeated it again, forcefully, as if he got some resistance from
the man at the other end of the line.

In a matter of minutes they had bundled
their captive back into the van, making sure he was blindfolded, to
prevent his knowing where he had been held. They dropped him off at
a restaurant that would be opening in an hour, with a strong
admonition against saying anything and a pack of cigarettes to keep
him company.

“What are the chances?”

“Terry, one of the things you will need to
learn is that it is almost impossible for people to keep secrets
except from themselves. If a man does not want to know something
then he will deny it to himself or simply refuse to think about it
and thereby deny all evidence.”

“Ok. But I…”

“Trust me, this is going somewhere. Did you
plant the tracker?”

“Aye. The tracker is under the back seat and
I took the clamp off the radiator hose. It left a bit of a mark,
like you could tell it had been clamped off if you knew what you
were looking for. All in all, it was a brilliant method of stopping
him in the middle of the industrial area.”

“Thank you. I do have my moments. Have a
look-see. What’s he doing?”

Terry got out of the van with a scope and
slipped around the side of the abandoned church to determine that
Demetrius Marlowe was walking back to the steps of the restaurant.
He had used the pay phone next to the road and was now waiting for
someone. He smoked as he waited.

As Terry watched a taxi stopped and picked
Marlowe up. The sun was coming up. Terry got back in the van. “I
think he’s just going home. He called a cab.”

“Good. As I was saying, people seldom keep
secrets, but I think this one has enough sense to know what will
happen if he opens his mouth. We have about a week to make a move.
Give it a couple of hours and we have some telephone calls to
make.”

Between Five Dock Bay and Drummoyne Bay
there were lots of boats. The Bacchus was not berthed at the
docks under the Gladesville Bridge, but it was found, a couple of
kilometers south, at the docks on Birkenhead Point. It was a
handsome vessel, well cared for. The identification numbers were
all that was needed to determine the name and address of the owner,
using the insurance companies’ program. Terry took care of it from
a laptop computer hooked to the telephone line in the motel room.
Ginger was amazed at the system. He had fallen behind the times so
drastically that he didn’t even know it was possible. Terry jibed
at him about not even having a telephone line. Ginger replied that
he was certain to never have one now for fear that people would be
spying on him through the computers.

“Yep. Mark Valentine has a policy against
this boat with the Ranchers Insurance Company. He opened the policy
through the Wallton Agency on Underwood Road in Homebush. He also
has a homeowner policy through them for a residence on Cornwall
Road in Regents Park. There is no one else on the policies so he is
not married, currently. His beneficiary in the event of his death
is… Well, well, Randy Arganmajc.”

“Capital. Will this thing tell me his shoe
size as well?”

“No, Uncle, but it will tell us he drives a
1998 BMW, gold colored and he has not reported an accident with it.
He did, however report some damage to the Mercedes he was driving
two years ago. It looks like he hit a tree with it. No charges were
filed.”

“License plate number?”

“PKY 449.”

“Capital. That’s all we’re going to need.
Where is Marlowe’s car?”

“It looks like it’s been towed to a garage
on Youngswood, north end of Rosebery.”

“Amazing. Things sure have changed.”

“I’m thinking, Uncle, that we’ve seen
nothing yet. The advancements being made are increasing so fast
that one man cannot keep up with the progress.”




Demetrius Marlowe had counted himself very
lucky to escape his captors, though he was still not sure what it
was they had intended. He had no love for his underworld contacts
and only continued with the operations because they had insisted
and had too much on him. Privately, he knew they would never turn
him in to the police. He was much more likely to be killed and
buried in the outskirts of the city or fed to the sharks. He
continued making his sales as if nothing had ever happened and
after a week he stopped considering every stranger as a potential
executioner. He accepted his next shipment and tried not to look
too nervous. His problems began at that point. The day after he
accepted the shipment of cocaine he was alerted to a break in. The
office he stored the drugs in was a small-time retail outlet in a
strip mall. It had a security system, which had been tripped by the
burglars, but the safe box was nothing more than a fire safe and it
had been wheeled out the door and stolen in its entirety, with half
a million Australian dollars worth of cocaine inside.

Bruno Ziegel was the first person to contact
Demetrius about the break in who was not a policeman. He got there
before the insurance investigator.

Marlowe had never considered insuring the
contents of the store and the safe for the actual cost of
replacement. He would have been hard pressed to explain how he
could have anything worth that much money in so small a safe.

Bruno was not interested in the insurance
payoff. He was interested in how he was going to get paid the money
Marlowe owed him and he was not shy about asking.

At first, Demetrius offered to give him the
deeds to two businesses, legitimate, profitable businesses. Bruno
was not interested. His was a cash only business and that was all
there was to it. Marlowe assured him that he would pay the money
but that he needed some time to amass the capital. He would need to
sell some properties and take out some loans. Bruno gave him two
weeks to get the money. That was the time frame he would have had
the return on the cocaine in. There was no mention of men in
executioners’ masks but there was a definite hint of a forthcoming
execution if the money was not delivered on time.

“What’s your take on it, Bruno?” Mark
Valentine asked tossing out a half finished Camel.

“I don’t think he’s trying to fuck us, Mr.
Valentine. I think he was stupid enough to let somebody know where
his product was and that somebody stole it.”

“Ok, look, I want everybody on the lookout
for somebody trying to unload a little weight or somebody with a
big stash that has no reason to have it. Cocaine makes people
stupid and whoever stole this from us is exceptionally stupid. When
we find our idiot we need to make an example of him. We may need to
make an example of Marlowe as well. I’d like you to visit him on
the agreed upon date and regardless of what he pays you, break one,
no, break both his legs. Do not deliver to him again, ever. He is
out of favor. I do expect my return on investment from you or there
will be the same sort of repercussions in your bullpen. Have I
expressed myself sufficiently?”

“Yes, sir, Mr. Valentine. I’ll make sure it
happens.”

“Call me in a couple of weeks. We’ll go
sailing.”




“Oy, Uncle, they really shove this shit up
their noses?”

“They can stick it anywhere they want, I
don’t care. What matters is what we do with it.”

“It’s worth a lot of money, eh?”

“Can it. We are not drug dealers. This shit
is responsible for destroying men’s minds. It makes you happy for a
little while and then it sucks your brain out and turns it into
chum. The only thing a man is good for after a while is drawing in
sharks.”

“I’d like to try some. So I know what I’m
dealing with.” The truth was that Terry had done cocaine a couple
of times, and heroin once, but he did not know how Ginger would
react.

“You’re a man, I can’t tell you what to do.
I can tell you, if you start doing that shit, we’re done working
together.” Terry could not have known it was a hollow threat. The
truth was that Ginger was really enjoying the action. He wouldn’t
stop frivolously.

“It’s not worth that.”

“That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you.
Stick to beer. The worst it will do is make you fat and
stupid.”

“So who are we going to stick with it?”

“I can’t say, yet. I think we got away
clean. I’ll wake you about two in the morning. I think we need to
get another big dog to protect the place but until we do, we need
to keep on the alert. If we made any mistakes, they’ll be coming
for us.”

“Right-o. I’ll get some tucker and sleep
early. Oh, when are we going to get the tracker back?” Terry asked
opening the refrigerator.

“I think we need another one. I don’t want
to go anywhere near Mr. Marlowe for a while. He may well be found
in the trunk of that fancy German car.”

“No worries, I took the identifying numbers
off the tracker.”

“I don’t know if they can track it back by
the signal.”

“Not if I don’t access it. Hey, what about
this cheap safe?”

“Oh, we can use that as well. We just make
sure the proper people find it.”

“Right. Beer?”

“No, and I would appreciate it if you don’t
drink while on watch. If we are going to do this, we do it right,
or we die.”

“Well, I’ll have one with supper and then
turn in.”

“Two days.”

“Eh?”

“Two days and we go to the suburbs and find
a willing victim. Someone who deserves what he gets.”

Two days later they contacted the eldest son
of Beth and Jerry Cuthbert and told him to take care of the place
for a couple of days. Jerry Junior was more than happy to since the
pay was good and the work was easy.

With all the factories in Blacktown, there
was a good smattering of taverns but the clientele were all of the
older, stodgier variety. Their first choice was a poor one. They
had more luck near the airport, in the Quakers Hill area. They
found a club that catered to the younger crowd and observed it for
a while, after dark. It wasn’t the sort of place where a line
formed at the door and you only got in if you were pretty enough or
cool enough. It was a coke den. The windows were covered well
enough that one could not see in from a car. One of them would need
to go in and Ginger was too old. His appearance would send up red
flags. It had to be Terry and he would need to certify himself as
one of the crowd. In most places buying people drinks qualified
you, but not here. Here you needed to be passing around the cocaine
and snorting it yourself. Terry looked the part but his experience
was almost nonexistent and with Ginger watching he did not want to
slip up.

Sitting on a bar stool with a draught, Terry
watched and listened. The music was loud and the crowd was lively.
They were drinking and dancing and passing around cylinders that
dispensed a little snort or they used little spoons. Many of the
men had grown the fingernail on one little finger long and used
them as a spoon for snorting. Everybody in the place was doing it
and it did not take long before someone offered Terry some. He
refused and told the man he was sticking to beer. It got him a
funny look and then more funny looks. It was obvious that he was in
the right place but unless he joined in their brand of celebration
he would be marked as a narcotics agent. The funny looks became
more obvious and a dead zone formed around him. He finished his
second beer and left.

“Look, I felt like those blokes were going
to lynch me. I can’t stay in a place like that without blending
better and without doing what they are doing I can’t blend,” he
told his uncle.

“We’ve had this conversation.”

“Well then, we need to look some other way.
It’s not worth a row with you, and I need you for this. Let’s drive
off.”

“All right. We’re being watched now. They
marked us. We need to try a different club. Let’s try something off
a ways.”

They knew Liverpool would be a wash as soon
as they saw Cowpasture Road. They got a laugh from it and headed
downtown to the Annandale area instead. This was a hotbed of
activity. Scantily clad women and well-dressed men partook of a
variety of illegal substances openly. The clubs were hopping.

The ruse was simple. Terry pretended to be
very drunk. He saw the man with the diamond rings, the one people
deferred to. He stumbled into the man on the way to the bathroom
and dropped a very large bag of cocaine on the floor as he did. The
man said nothing, just pocketed his incredible good fortune. It
worked smoothly and Terry stumbled out the door unidentified and
unnoticed. There was no need to make friends and no reason to
blend.

The heavily stoned victim did not notice
that he was followed when he left the club 20 minutes later. He
went home to secure his prize. When he woke in the morning, he did
not see the fire safe, which had been cut through the back, sitting
in his back yard.

Mark Valentine had been at Victor’s the
night before. He found a message on his answering machine when he
arrived home. It told him that “the Irishman” had stolen Demetrius’
“item” and sold it to the man at this address. Mark made some calls
and arranged to have a crew meet him in the morning.

Four men got out of the 1987 Lincoln Town
Car in front of the house on Denman Avenue. It was very early in
the morning and three of the four men were hung over to some
degree. The fourth man did not drink; he got his pleasure from less
socially acceptable means.

Two men went to the front door and two moved
to the back. The doorbell worked and was quite loud, bringing to
owner of the house to the front door. The two men in front pushed
their way in and knocked the owner to the floor. The back door was
opened and the two men from the back yard pointed out, as they
entered, that there was a safe in the back yard with a hole cut in
the back.

The man who was not hung over was then
employed in his favorite form of recreation: torture and
mutilation.

Two blocks down the street Terry Kingston
wiped the sweat from his forehead. It was not the temperature that
caused him to perspire. He had seen the men enter the house and he
had developed a pain in his stomach. He had not considered that
there might be innocent victims in the house that would suffer the
wrath of Mark Valentine. The intended victim had been alone in the
club. It was not until after he returned to his home that the
question of collateral damage had reared its ugly head. He might
well have a wife and children in there that would not survive the
interrogation.

It was too late to change the plan now, and
it was too late to walk away. The dice had been rolled.

Inside, the victim was already in horrible
shape. Valentine had instructed his mechanic to “soften him up” and
that man had gone to work ruthlessly. The other three were in the
kitchen having breakfast. There was nobody else in the house. They
could not have known but their target’s wife had taken the children
and left three months earlier because of domestic violence
issues.

Mark Valentine pulled his gloves back on
after breakfast, and instructed a man to clean all the prints up.
The owner of the house looked like he had been softened up the way
a cube steak is softened up. He was babbling uncontrollably,
pleading for his life. The story that he stuck to until the bitter
end, was that he had picked up what someone else had dropped. He
had not known the man and did not know where the safe came from. He
disavowed all knowledge of “The Irishman.” Of course, his breakfast
guests did not believe him. Once they determined they could not get
the correct information from him, he became a liability and his
throat was cut. He bled to death in his own living room, secured to
a chair with baling wire.

Terry’s hands were sweating as he saw the
door begin to open. He was sitting on a wooden box between the
front seats of the van. It gave him the correct height to rest the
barrel of the Mauser on the lip of the window. The SP66 fired a
.308 round, held one in the chamber and three in the magazine. The
scope had already been sighted in. The van was parked close to the
corner with clear access right across the front lawn of the corner
house.

Terry wiped his right hand on his denim work
pants. There was a ringing in his ears and he worked his jaw to
equalize the pressure. Unbidden the old tune came into his head.
“Kookaburra sits in the old gum tree.” The men had reached the
street. “Merry, merry king of the bush is he.” The Mauser barked
and one man dropped. “Rack, rack, sight. Laugh.” The Mauser barked
again and second man dropped as those remaining headed for cover
behind the Lincoln. “Laugh kookaburra, laugh kookaburra, gay your
life must be.” The third shell smashed through the Lincoln’s
radiator, destroyed the cooling fan and cracked the water pump.

Terry set the rifle in the back of the van
and started the engine. The two remaining gangsters had opened fire
with their pistols but they did not know what they were shooting at
so the neighbor’s automobiles suffered some broken glass and bullet
holes, but the van was not struck. Looking over the rim of the
window, Terry saw his uncle coming up behind the two men, with a
shotgun. One of them turned around but never got off a shot. Ginger
tore him in half with buckshot and then shot Mark Valentine. He had
tried to shoot Valentine in the arm and leave the man alive but the
buckshot was too efficient at that range. The man was dead before
he hit the ground.

As Terry drove up to the carnage he saw his
uncle pull a .32 revolver and systematically shoot each corpse in
the head. It was a vision he never forgot. It was not so much the
fact that he did it; it was the cold and machinelike efficiency
with which he did it.

Ginger got in the van and the two drove off
without a word. Ginger was reloading his pistol and Terry was
humming the kookaburra song. The petrol tank was full and the pair
did not need to stop until they got to Orange where they swapped
out the van for the Holden and went to breakfast at a local diner.
In the diner they acted as normal as could be possible. After
breakfast they sat on a railing by the road and smoked. Terry was
curious how his uncle could be so calm.

“It’s not that I’m calm. I just look calm.
Most of what you see is what you want to see. You look calm as a
clam and that’s what you want everyone else to see.”

“I’m shaking inside, like I had an electric
wire running through my chest and somebody is turning on the power
from time to time.”

“You’ll be fine. I’ll be fine. What do you
say we get a dog? You know, a guard dog? Today.”

“Yep. That’s a good idea. A puppy, so we can
train it?”

“No. We go to the pound and get the meanest,
nastiest, snarling piece of junkyard monster in the place. Muzzle
him and take him home with us. I don’t care if he hates me, as long
as he hates everybody else as well.”

Terry stopped in at the office for a few
minutes, just to check on things and access the news. The police
were counting the slaughter on Denman Avenue as a drug deal gone
wrong. They had no suspects.

The pound at Orange did not have what they
were looking for, and Clergate did not have a pound but they found
what they needed in Mullion Creek. Mullion Creek had a lot of
horses, and dogs that chased horses were usually shot on sight.
This dog actually liked horses, however, it hated people. It had
been dropped off by someone, or had escaped and migrated to this
area. When Ginger asked about a dog pound he was told there was
none, but if he could capture the mastiff running around with the
horses, he could have it. They would have shot the dog if it chased
the horses but it did not. It actually seemed to think its job was
to guard the horses. It was half the size of a horse anyway. The
rancher would have kept it but for the fact that it wouldn’t allow
anyone near the herd.

The capture was not difficult but
restraining the animal was. It weighed almost two hundred pounds
and when roped it hauled two grown men around as if it was trained
to pull a trailer. It took half the day and five pounds of beef to
calm the animal down. Terry immediately named the dog Hercules and
spent a couple of hours bonding with it. He needed to punch it in
the head half a dozen times to get its attention and half a dozen
more to get its respect. Later he complained that he had almost
broken his hand bonding with the creature.

Hercules turned out to be not only massive
but intelligent as well. After a couple of days he became the
guardian of the farm. He accepted Jerry Cuthbert Junior without
question since the younger man spent so much time on the farm. He
was not fond of Jerry Senior, but begrudgingly allowed him access.
Anyone else pulling in the driveway would be best advised to remain
in their vehicle until they had been cleared. He was no sheep dog
in that he would not herd them. He did, however, protect them.
Ginger took a shine to the massive beast and it fell in love with
him the way Pincher never had.




~~~





Chapter Seven: Twist the Knife




Demetrius Marlowe had managed to come up
with the money he owed his underworld associates by selling stock
holdings and some property he owned. The fact that his immediate
contacts had been killed did not relieve him of the debt. He was
left out of the business after that and was immensely relieved. It
was not long after that he hired a manager to run his businesses
and he moved to New Zealand.

The Troy Brothers offered a very large
bounty on the head of “The Irishman.” It yielded no verifiable
results since no one had heard of this phantom gangster.

The Kingston Agency continued to be run
efficiently and effectively. Its owner would appear from time to
time to use the computers and check the books but he seldom had any
issues with the staff. His employees had been in their positions so
long that some of them were nearing retirement age.

In the year 2000, just after the entire
world breathed a collective sigh of relief that the “Y2K” problem
had not created global anarchy, the Irishman problem emerged
again.

Terry kept his room in Orange as his primary
residence. He also rented an apartment on Henley Road in the
Homebush area of Sydney under the name Thompson Barber. He paid six
months in advance so there was no question or contact from the
landlord. The Homebush area is just south of the railroad tracks
and Henley road is only two and a half blocks from Centenary Drive,
which crosses the tracks. Just over the tracks, Centenary Drive
merges with Route 4 giving quick and easy access to the outer loop
of expressways. Homebush is home to the workers in the industrial
area on the other side of the tracks as well; middle-class factory
workers, hard drinking but honest and dependable. Most of all, they
minded their own business. For anyone who asked, Terry worked a
third shift job in Auburn: just far enough away so nobody would
expect to recognize him, just near enough to allay suspicions about
the commute, night shift so he could go about his business during
underworld business hours.

Under the nickname Tommy, Terry infiltrated
the lower echelon of the drug world. He bought drugs and used drugs
and sold occasionally. He transported drugs up and down the coast
and got a good reputation as a wheelman and a cool head under fire.
And he waited.

Once the drug addicts trusted him, as much
as a drug addict can trust anyone in the seedy world of rip-offs
and judicial sting operations, Terry began to make small moves. He
already understood the motivations but was shocked at the amount of
money there was to be made. He was not in it for the money,
although he did make some along the way, he was there for real
opportunity. It was not long in coming.

One of the things Terry learned from the
first “Irishman” incident was that killing mob members did little,
but upset the hornet’s nest. Within a day Mark Valentine and Bruno
had been replaced. Valentine’s spot was taken by Henry Cuthbert and
Bruno was replaced by Victor Wellington. The only way to really
upset the apple cart was to hit them in the pocket.

The 1968 Holden Monaro was a great way to
start conversations. It could hold its own against the newer
vehicles and was an endless source of conversation. Terry drove it
when and where it would be seen but he did not rely on it for
business. It was, after all, over 30 years old and garnered too
much notice on the street. Terry kept it in a rented garage space
and drove a Land Rover for business. It had more cargo space and,
while it was not generally an urban vehicle, there were a
sufficient number of them around that his did not evoke
comment.

In June of 2000 Terry Kingston managed to
wrangle an introduction to Victor Wellington. Victor was a bit of
an odd duck. He dealt drugs but did not partake in them. He drank
to excess but only on Saturdays. He visited the ladies of the night
but only liked oriental women. He was short for an enforcer but
nobody to underestimate. He carried an expandable baton with a lead
ball on the end and was highly proficient with it. He also carried
a pistol but was not known to pull it out except in the most dire
of circumstances; he preferred the baton.

Victor agreed to meet “Tommy” because he had
heard good things about his driving abilities and he was in need of
several good wheelmen. The job was not drugs, this time, but guns.
Terry told Victor he had no problem with that and Victor said they
might be in touch.

Terry kept a cell phone with him at all
times but Ginger still refused to have anything to do with them so
the only options open were to drive to Molong or to write a letter.
Terry opted to write Ginger a letter which was delivered a couple
of days later. The following day, the cell phone rang and Ginger
Kingston was the caller. They had a short conversation about the
situation, without any specifics. Terry pleaded with Ginger to get
a phone but Ginger refused. The following day the phone rang again.
This time Ginger was calling from Terry’s room in Orange. He called
to say he had laid in supplies and was merely awaiting the
specifics of the operation.

Five men were in the mini-van. It was not
uncomfortable; there was air conditioning and the tinted windows
kept the glare and inquiring eyes out. The trip north was boring
until the four passengers started talking and telling tales of
heroism and derring-do. Terry was sure that most of them were lies
and he fabricated some of his own, being careful not to name names
or provide any sort of location or time frame.

There was some trouble on the Pacific Coast
Highway at the bridge over the Karuah Estuary. Apparently a man had
gone missing and his boat had been found empty so there was quite a
search and rescue operation going on. The mini-van was not stopped
for long and it was not searched, but it did make the drivers
nervous for a short while.

The munitions had been offloaded from a ship
at Port Macquerie somewhat over 300 kilometers north of Sydney.
What the drivers did not know was that they were expected to
transfer the crates from the intermodal truck trailer to the four
smaller trucks they would be driving. This caused a bit of friction
and a fight almost broke out.

Terry grabbed one of the other drivers, the
one least upset by the situation and made a pact with him. Together
they loaded the first two trucks with half of what was in the
trailer and headed out. There was no doubt in Terry’s mind that the
remaining guns and ammo would be loaded somehow.

Once Ginger got the call, he headed out from
Orange. The only good way to the Pacific coast Highway from there
was to get to the outskirts of Sydney and head north to Route 15
and east. It was a 350 kilometer trip and took almost four hours.
Terry got the call when his uncle was on Adelaide Street in
Irrawang, north of Newcastle. Terry and his associate had already
passed Irrawang and he did not know the location of the other two
trucks. All he knew was they had “Fresh Fish” printed on the sides
and the picture of a dancing fish.

Ginger set up a watch on the overpass of
Mount Hall Road. He had field glasses, a camera, several cigars and
a thermos of coffee. His van was out of sight. He did evoke some
comments standing there and the local constables noted his presence
but did not question him, as he was not causing any trouble. He
only had to wait for an hour before the first of the trucks passed
under the bridge. He did not wait for the next one, just quickly
packed his gear and headed for the van. He could not have caught
the first one but he waited just off the entrance ramp for the
second one. It passed his location five minutes later.




“What do you mean torpedoed?” asked Henry
Cuthbert, trying his best to control his voice.

“The last truck didn’t show up and the
driver didn’t answer so we went looking for it. You’ll see it on
the morning news. They evacuated two square miles around it and we
couldn’t get anywhere near. It shut down both sides of the bloody
SN Freeway. Nothing was moving between Asquith and Brooklyn. I got
the news on the CB radio. Somebody took a rocket and torpedoed the
last truck. The fire hit the bullets in the back and all hell broke
loose. Jimmy was driving. I suppose he’s dead.” Victor had lost all
pretense of calm and was shaking in fear. He had been promoted
prematurely after Bruno was shot and had not developed the nerves
needed for this sort of position. He made an adequate thug but he
was no manager. Henry was charged with the management
operations.

“Fuck, who knew about the operation that
could have done this. Are you sure there was a body? I mean, are
you sure Jimmy’s dead?”

“I can’t be sure of anything. I couldn’t get
anywhere near the fire. They didn’t even let the fire department
near the fire. From what I understand they just let it burn. I told
you, they shut down the freeway. The truckers said there were
bullets flying everywhere. What a mess.”

“Shit. The other trucks are safe?”

“Yeah. Bonner brought the first one in and
then Tommy. Jimmy and Joe were arguing about loading theirs so they
were an hour late on the road. Joe got here but Jimmy was 10
minutes behind him, like you said to. He was last in line.”

“Good God, this is going to be a mess.”
Henry picked up the telephone. “Ralph, the three trucks that came
in today, I want that stuff transferred to a semi. Lock it up. I
want those trucks washed and fueled and ready to go. I want the
semi out of there and in a truck stop until further notice. Get a
driver to stay with the load. Label it “Hazardous Material” and
give the driver layover pay from the time he hits the stop. I want
the bill of lading to say he’s carrying bleach and I want that
truck locked up tight. No, don’t worry about it. Send it to
Melbourne, give it week, no two weeks to get there but I want it to
stay right outside of town. And tell the driver if he leaves it
alone I’ll feed him his youngest son. Now get it done.”

“You forgot the run they were on. What
happens when the coppers come around asking why the bloody truck
was full of guns instead of fish?”

“Those trucks haul fish every day. That is
what they do. If one of our drivers decides to try something
outside our purview, we are only responsible for the liability
incurred, not for his bloody actions. We knew nothing about any
guns.”

“Of course not, Henry. I know nothing about
it.”

“Now go away, I have some damage control to
implement. Go down to the Randy Penguin and get a drink, if they’re
still open. I’ll call you there.”

Henry picked the phone back up and dialed
the number for Abel Troy. The phone was busy. He could not have
known the reason. Abel Troy was at that moment getting the news
“Compliments of the Irishman.”




The Sydney area held well over three million
people in the year 2000. By the end of June there was also a huge
influx of foreign interest, due to the Olympics. There were so many
new faces, it completely disrupted the underworld information
system. The tavern owners were ecstatic since their business
increased impressively. The demand for drugs, particularly
marijuana and cocaine, went through the roof. Several shipments of
cocaine from Peru had been arranged months earlier and arrived at
Brisbane in the beginning of July.

Terry got wind of the big shipment through
keeping his mouth shut and his ears open. He was not scheduled to
meet the delivery.

Bonner had gotten the honor of hauling this
one down. He was set to drive up the coast in a deadhead semi and
swap the empty trailer out for one full of blankets, Indian
artifacts, uncut jewels and $3,000,000 worth of pure cocaine.
Bonner trusted Terry to some extent. They had done a lot of
drinking together. Bonner mentioned offhandedly that he was
scheduled to go to Brisbane. There was no discussion of what the
load was or of the fact that Bonner was not a real truck driver.
Yes, he had a Commercial Drivers License, but he did not drive
tractor-trailers often. Terry decided he needed to get a CDL as
well, though he never did. It was not that he could not drive a
tractor, he simply never got around to the formal training.

When Bonner headed north, Terry had the
specs on the tractor. He also got a look at the two men who were
with Bonner. He did not recognize either of them but they looked
very dangerous. This did not bother Terry. If he had his way, these
men would never get a chance to be dangerous. They had not seen him
but he had not been able to get the tracker on the tractor,
either.

It is difficult to follow a professional
truck driver in anything but another truck and impossible to do so
unseen. The drivers in the cabs of the big rigs that so many
commuters love to hate are charged with the task of not killing
anyone. When there is nothing but truckers on the road this is not
a difficult proposition. It is a different matter when the roads
are clogged with hundreds of cars, each driver intent on his own
agenda and destination. A lemming run of humanity flowing around
the trucks like stones in a river, but the stones are moving too.
Truck drivers’ eyes are in their mirrors constantly. They need to
be. Each full-sized tractor and trailer combination has at least
six blind spots where the hapless pedestrian commuter, self
important and aggravated, can hide. If the driver does not keep
watching his mirrors, he does not see the smaller vehicles
approach. He may not know they are there. That is a formula for
disaster. On top of the fact that they are always looking behind
themselves, any large hill will slow a loaded truck down and any
automobile that does not pass a truck that is creeping up the hill,
in a low gear, is immediately suspect.

This was the first operation Terry had
attempted without Ginger. He had no time on this one and cursed his
uncle’s refusal to have a telephone installed. He also cursed his
own lack of foresight in not keeping an RPG launcher on hand.

Sydney to Brisbane takes a full day and full
day back, on a good day of hard running. Bonner would not be
pulling back through Newcastle until late the following day, at the
earliest. Terry took his time and found his spot. There were
thousands of spots to choose from but Terry wanted one close enough
to the road that he could get right back on without having to waste
time. Just south of Haxham and north of Minmi, there were a number
of dirt roads used by people from Newcastle to run their ATVs
about. The east side of the road was off limits since it was a
farmers’ cooperative, but the west side was free and there were
several stands of trees to choose from.

Terry hid his Land Rover as best he could
behind the tree line and took up a position inside the trees. He
broke off some fresh branches and gathered some dead ones to make
himself a bower under the bole of a fallen gum tree. Then he lay
down in the back of his vehicle and smoked for a while. Then he
took a nap.

The sun had not quite set when Terry’s
target drove into view. He had calculated the time and mileage
carefully but had almost missed it. If the sun had set before the
truck reached him, his preparations would have been in vain.

Diesel engines run on heat and pressure so
they need massive radiators. When the three .22 caliber bullets
punctured the truck’s radiator, a huge cloud of steam and coolant
enveloped the cab. Bonner jammed on the brakes and pulled to the
side of the road.

Terry grinned and swapped the smaller rifle
for his Mauser. The grin disappeared when he saw the car behind the
truck pull over as well. Initially he thought it was some
well-meaning travelers stopping to help, but he soon realized that
it was an escort. Two men got out of the car with automatic
weapons. Terry’s grin returned as he adjusted the distance on his
scope.

Three men got out of the cab of the truck,
one of them pulling the cowl forward to expose the engine. The two
men Terry had marked the day before moved to the back of the truck
to join their escort.

“Four shells, four shots,” Terry said, as he
squeezed the trigger the first time. “One,” he said as the first
man collapsed. “Two,” indicated the second man’s demise. There was
no immediate three as the remaining two gunmen ducked behind the
idling car.

“Kookaburra sits in the old gum tree. Merry,
merry king of the bush is he.” Terry sang softly as he waited. His
enemies had no targets and wasted no bullets firing blindly. They
had seen the direction the shots had come from but they could not
see Terry. Both men were holding automatics and they had enough
range to reach him but they did not take a shot without a
target.

One of the men scampered around the
road-ward side of the truck before his assailant could get off a
shot but when the last man tried to he was cut down. Time was of
the essence now; Terry could not afford to let this standoff become
protracted. He swapped his short magazine but he had no shot, now.
The truck could have moved for a short while but not for long. The
car was idling in expectation. Terry shot one of its tires, which
exploded with a bang, but he still had no live target.

There was no more time left to wait. Terry
slid out of his cover and headed for the Rover. The light was
failing quickly. He started the engine and drove down the tree line
until he was confident he had passed the truck. He pulled his twin
.38 revolvers as he slid through the woods. He slipped within sight
of the truck but could not see the two remaining men. He hazarded
that they may be hiding in the cab. That suited his purposes well.
He holstered his guns and pulled a pair of fragmentation grenades
off his fishing vest. After tossing them, Terry made sure there was
a tree between the truck and himself. The grenades bounced under
the cab and exploded. Terry could hear the bark of his tree
shredding from the shrapnel. He could not risk exposing himself so
he wrapped a rag around his face and pulled a fishing cap adorned
with flies over his head.

“Never leave a witness,” he muttered as he
yanked open the passenger door. Inside the cab were the ruined
remains of Bonner and the remaining gunman. “Sorry, mate,” he said
and shot each of them once in what had been their heads. Then he
moved to the back of the truck and shot each of the three men lying
there, in the head. He left that gun at the scene.

He ran back through the trees in the
semi-darkness and jumped back into the Land Rover. A kilometer down
the road he found access and sailed back toward Brisbane and then
west from there. He spent the last few hours of the night in his
room, in Orange, cleaning his guns and smoking too much.

The constables had a wonderful time with the
scene. Homicide detectives from Brisbane were there all night. The
bodies were identified, tagged, bagged and shipped. The reporters
were not invited to the party but they were there anyway. The
morning edition read “Vigilante Sniper Kills Five North of
Brisbane”.

The truck was hauled away once the crime
scene investigators were done with it and it was unloaded at the
impound yard. The cases of uncut stones were valuable but not worth
a sniper attack. The blankets were still in good shape but the
Indian artifacts had suffered a bit from the shrapnel and the
cocaine that was hidden inside them was spilling out.

The news reported that there was a drug war
going on. They tried to downplay it and made sure they specified
that it was not in Sydney. The City Council and Lord Mayor of
Sydney were foaming at the mouths. There was no possible way they
could have a drug war erupting just as the Summer Olympics were
about to start. Everyone from the Superintendent to the
Commissioner would be released from service if they did not squash
this “foolishness.” They had one month to track down the
perpetrators and either capture or kill them. There would be no
excuses and no reprieve.

The police force went on a rampage. They
raided the coke bars, they arrested everybody who was even
suspected of dealing drugs. They rounded up every heroin addict on
the streets and threw them in jail. They arrested the homeless, the
drunken, the pot smokers and the unlicensed pimps. In short, it
became dangerous for an Australian citizen to walk the streets
after dark. The tourists were left alone if they could prove they
had entered the country recently but the residents of the city were
put on alert. If they were disruptive in the slightest way they
would suffer ninety days in jail. Nothing was going to spoil
Sydney’s shining moment. The jails were bursting with inmates and
the city began to ship them out to work farms, wholesale.

The visions the Troy Brothers had of vast
revenues pouring in from the drug trade at the games disappeared.
It was not so much the monetary damage that the affair caused as it
was the long-term damage. Supply routes were disrupted and older,
respected employees were being imprisoned. The police that had
looked the other way so often were now forced to exercise their
judicial authority. The customer base was drastically decreased as
it was increasingly arrested. The owners of the coke bars were
indicted and the extremely lucrative outlets were shut down.
Marijuana growing facilities that had been overlooked were raided
and the crops burned.

It was not just the lower level distribution
chain that suffered either. Drug sniffing dogs were brought in to
truck stops and distribution terminals. The sensitive noses of
these dogs cost the Troys more than any Irishman could have alone.
It got so bad that the truck drivers who had been smuggling illicit
loads for years started refusing the jobs. Some of them insisted on
taking vacations and some of them quit. Even legal commodities were
becoming harder and harder to get transport for.

Terry spent the next couple of weeks between
Orange and Molong, never heading toward Sydney. He had never given
a thought to the carnage he would cause within the underworld
network until it began to happen. Once the dragnet began, he sat
back and laughed. He and Ginger had many good conversations about
how to cause something to happen without doing it yourself.

Terry refused to answer his cell phone when
Victor Wellington called and did not return his calls. He made the
mistake of answering it when Henry Cuthbert called.

“Tommy, where have you been?”

“Uh, Henry. I, uh, I left the city for a
little while. Things are so bloody hot in Sydney I thought I’d just
lay low for a while.”

“No laying low. I’ve got a job for you.”

“But, Christ Almighty, there’s somebody out
there killing drivers. The Road Patrol is on us like ticks on a
dingo and I think it’s a bad move.”

“Look here, you little shit! What you think
is of no concern to me. If you don’t get your ass down to Melbourne
to pick up this load, I’ll make sure you never work again. I’ll get
five big wogs to exercise your asshole ‘til you can never walk
again. Am I making myself clear?”

“Uh, yes, uh I guess that’s clear.”

“You call me when you get to Melbourne. I’ll
make this one worth your while but if you ever try to buck me
again, I’ll have you killed or worse. Get going, now, and call me
when you get there.”




“This looks promising, Chief Inspector
Rahim.”

“What is it, Sergeant?”

“The ballistics on the rifle shells we
pulled from two of those men match the rifle used in the Denman
Massacre.”

“Sergeant Farrel, I wish you wouldn’t call
it that. It sounds like we have wholesale slaughters here on a
regular basis.”

“Sorry, Inspector. The Denman case is in a
Sydney suburb, Annandale, I think. Same sort of MO. Shot the drug
dealers from a distance. None of them left alive. Finished them off
with a bullet to the head. Now in Sydney, that was done with a .32.
Up here that was done with a .22 caliber pistol, the pistol was
left on the scene. The killer used hollow points, so we don’t get a
lot of ballistic evidence, but we don’t need it. He left the gun
there.”

“What else did it tell us?”

“Nothing much. Serial number is gone, ground
off. No prints on the gun. No unexplained prints in what is left of
the truck. Get this, this guy is prepared. Like a mechanic, a tool
for every job. He shot the radiator with .22 long rifle slugs. That
stopped the truck. He shot the men we found behind the truck with
military grade .308 slugs. He blew up the cab of the truck with
World War Two ordnance, American pineapples. Then he went in the
truck and shot each of the men in the head with hollow point .22
shells, walks behind the truck and does the same for the three men
in the back, and leaves that gun there.”

“Did he need to do that?”

“They were all dead before that point.”

“So, he’s thorough and efficient as well as
being a dead shot. Did he take any other guns with him?”

“I don’t think so. Each of the men was found
with a weapon, even the driver.”

“Then that gun is supposed to tell us
something. I want it examined with a fine-toothed comb. Now, what
about the vehicle?”

“We got plaster casts of the tire marks,
Goodyears, aftermarket. They sell them anywhere. The wheelbase
indicates it’s probably a Land Rover. We got a couple of good casts
of the killer’s boots. He was wearing rubber boots. Oh, I got an
aerial view of this.” Sergeant Farrel pulled out a one meter by
half meter overhead shot of the area. “Here is the truck, with the
car right behind it. This wooded area is where we found the
foxhole. There was no brass left at the scene, no gum wrappers, no
cigarette butts, no piss stains on the trees. He gave us
nothing.”

“Wrong. He gave us everything, we just don’t
know how to look at it to see what it really is. I want every tire
store in the State questioned. I want to find out who is driving a
Land Rover with this kind of Goodyears on it. Get me a list.”

“Inspector?”

“Yes?”

“Do you think this is the same bloke who
blew up that fish truck full of guns?”

“I’m going to reserve my judgment until all
the evidence is in.”

Two days later a witness came forth. She was
a college student who was understandably nervous about the whole
affair. She had been driving up to the truck as it exploded. She
hit her brakes and slid to a stop by the side of the road. She had
seen a tall man with a rag tied around his face, a fishing vest and
a fly fisherman’s cap on, come around the back of the truck and
shoot three times. Then he had gone into the woods. At that point
the young lady gave her car all it had and got the hell out of
there.

The police grilled their witness for a
couple of hours but she could give them no more than she had. The
police concentrated on finding anyone who had been seen wearing fly
fisherman’s gear that day but there were no leads. Nobody had seen
such a man. The witness insisted that there was no way she could
identify the man. She had not seen his face and did not know the
color of his eyes or hair.

The police were looking for a fisherman. The
Troy Brothers were looking for an Irishman.

The newspapers released the composite sketch
that their witness had pulled from her memory. It could have been a
picture of Jack the Ripper for all the good it did. The vest and
hat had come from an earlier time and there was no tracing them.
The mistake the police had made was mentioning the rubber boots.
Terry burned them in the wood stove, making sure there was nothing
left. He swapped the Land Rover for the van and stashed the Rover
away in a barn. He left it on jack stands and swapped the Goodyears
out for a set of Coopers on new Cragar steel rims.

When he got cajoled into making a run from
Melbourne he stayed on the straight and narrow: no drinking, no
drugs, no women, no speeding. He took the back roads and drove
carefully. Starting out at three in the morning let him arrive
about three in the afternoon. He was surprised by the bonus he
received and did not even know what he was carrying. He didn’t
care. If he was to continue doing what he was doing he would need
to be in Henry Cuthbert’s good graces. Victor Wellington was
aggravated at him for not calling in, but he put it off by telling
him he got no service outside the city. Victor had trouble like
that as well so he let it slide but there was something in his eyes
that Terry did not like. He also did not like the fact that his
associates had seen the van. It would be useless after that day.
The van mysteriously caught on fire that night and Terry authorized
the compensation check for Thompson Barber a week later. Needless
to say his insurance rates didn’t go up.




~~~





Chapter Eight: The Specialist




“Good morning, Brother.”

“Good morning, Abel. Are we still going to
the warehouse this morning?”

“Unless there is a change in plan.”

“No, no change in plan. The flight will
arrive at 9:14. That means we will be waiting for about an hour
before the specialist gets there.”

“Abel, I know I agreed to this yesterday but
I’m still unsure about it. Bringing in new people is always a risk
and this one isn’t even from the country. How is he supposed to
find what we can’t, if he doesn’t even know the lay of the
land?”

“Relax, Adam. You know the procedure and
this one comes very highly recommended. Royal Scots Dragoons,
action in the Middle East, ruthless and deadly. They say he’s worth
every penny. If he does not produce, we do not pay. The down
payment is negligible. Let’s face it, if he can get rid of the
Irishman, he’ll be worth every penny and more and if he can’t, then
we don’t pay. He goes by different names but I have it on good
authority that his given name is Gordon MacMaster.”

The limousine crawled through town and out
to a warehouse on Elizabeth Street in the Lakemba district. An
inside loading dock served as a parking spot for the limo and the
office was bulletproof. The phone lines were swept for bugs on a
regular basis and a log kept of the activity. There was a computer
with internet access in the office but neither of the brothers had
bothered learning how to use it. They paid subordinates to do that
sort of thing.

Inside, the warehouse was relatively secure.
The employees went through a different kind of pre-employment
screening than most companies. It was important they were able to
forget things very easily.

Abel laid out the figures the accountant had
cooked up for him. The numbers inflated the sales and revenue of a
number of concerns to account for the influx of dirty money. Of
course, with the increase in revenue, one must have an increase in
output as well. To increase sales one must increase expenditure and
delivery. That was where things could get treacherous in the
laundry chain.

If a company wants to do business it needs
to make sure the books look right. Raw materials in, must equal
finished goods out, to a certain extent. The warehouse on Elizabeth
Street held a lot of finished goods that had been purchased, paid
for, and reported as sold. Much of this material could not have
been sold: squirt guns with no cap for the fill hole, glow in the
dark hula hoops, action figures from movies that bombed at the box
office, plastic cactuses and stuffed two-headed sheep. They sold a
truckload of singing plastic fish to themselves at least once a
year. The cost for these things was negligible though they paid
full price on the books.

Adam often groused about what he thought was
an overly complicated system but Abel was in charge of the figures
and insisted that it had worked thus far, why would it require a
change? Buying their own merchandise from themselves with drug
money had made them very rich and respectable in the legitimate
businesses arena. From time to time the goods were shipped overseas
and sold again under a new set of production numbers and the
companies recouped most of their investment cleanly. At least on
the books. The raw materials were sold to themselves again and
their partners in crime got their cut. All their partners had to do
was inflate their production and shipping numbers to match the
repeat deliveries and make sure they pay taxes on it. The taxes
were, after all, what the government was really concerned about and
with this system, they got their cut too.

Adam and Abel finished their business with
the accountant and shooed him out the door. The next order of
business was waiting in the employee lounge, drinking machine
coffee out of a paper cup. The warehouse manager pointed out the
door to the office and the specialist filled the doorway entering
it.

Some men can walk into a room unnoticed.
They can walk through a crowd without being seen. The specialist
was no such man. He was about 194 centimeters tall with flaming red
hair and beard. He had shoulders like an ox and hands like
sledgehammers. His thick brogue gave him away as a Scotsman, though
Adam and Abel couldn’t have told Scot from Irishman.

“Call me Glasgow,” rumbled from his
chest.




“So, mate, where you from?” Terry asked
casually. He already knew where the man was from and he had a good
idea why he was here.

“Glasgow.”

“Glasgow. Is that in Queensland?”

“No. Scotland.”

“Oh. You’re in town for the Olympics,
then?”

“Something like that. I’m a
photographer.”

“It’ll be a while before there’s anything to
photograph.”

“Oh, there’s always something to photograph
in a city like Sydney.”

It was still early for the drinking crowd so
the place was relatively empty. Terry had taken a stool at the bar
and was nursing a beer. He had seen this big Scotsman informally
interviewing another wheelman, in a different tavern but had not
been seen, himself. The photographer disguise was a handy one,
considering that the Olympic Games would be bringing in trainloads
of them from overseas. It gave the newcomer a good excuse to be
carrying around telephoto lenses and long distance viewing
equipment. It did not explain the bulge under the man’s jacket
however. Photographers seldom carried guns.

“Are you planning on doing any wildlife
photos while yer here?”

“I hadn’t planned on it. There’s plenty of
photos of kangaroos and koala bears out there. No money in it,
unless the Smithsonian or Geographic contracts you for it.”

“I could show you some spots outside the
city where you could get some shots of native life but we’d need to
take a plane out there. It’s too far to drive.”

“No, I don’t think so. Like I said, that’s
not in my contract. I’m looking for shots of Sydney night life
right now. I need to get a feel for what goes on in the city.”

“Well, enjoy yourself. This area is not so
slanted toward young women and dancing. We do more billiards and
head knocking around here.”

“That can make for a good study as
well.”

Terry finished his beer and said his
goodbyes. He might be wrong about the photographer but he saw no
reason to be too accessible. On the street he walked to a different
bar, watching carefully to see if anyone was following him. Nobody
did. The bar he walked to was more of a lower-class establishment,
where men were engaged in proving that they were tough. The air was
heavy with macho.

After Kingston had sat for a couple more
beers, he saw four large and outwardly pugnacious men enter the
bar. He had seen a couple of them before but did not remember
where. It was not long before the hackles on his neck rose. There
was going to be trouble with these men.

While his instincts had worked in predicting
the fight, Terry was too late to avoid it because it was clear they
had targeted him for their abuse. Whenever possible, Terry avoided
confrontation because he did not want to call attention to himself
but in this case it was not an option. They had him surrounded and
he was alone. He had no mates with him. The situation called for
him to strike first or take a beating. His only other option was to
pull a pistol and that was to be avoided at all costs. He almost
never took out a gun unless he intended to shoot something.
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