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      Preface

      
      This book is a story. In part it’s inspired by a peninsula in Moreton Bay called Redcliffe, a place of which I am inordinately
         fond, a place where I grew up in a family I loved and a place where my wife and I would later take our own family and, in
         so doing, it became a place that they loved, too.
      

      
      But this story isn’t about Redcliffe Peninsula or the people who live there. It is a story about something that could happen
         to anybody, a story about losing contact with the people who matter most in your life. And in trying to tell this story I
         have made events up. So, Ken Kennedy fought in a battle in the Korean War at a place called Papoyong, where a number of his
         comrades died. There was a remarkable battle fought by Australians in the Korean War at Kapyong, where thirty-two Australian soldiers died. Ken’s battle is based around the real event but I felt that it would show a greater respect to the
         Australians who served to create a fictitious battle fought by fictitious characters.
      

      
      This is a story that draws upon some of the places I have lived but it is above all simply a story, a work of fiction, which
         hopefully will bring a bit of enjoyment to those who read it.
      

      
      William McInnes
2012

   



      
      
      Chapter One

      
      Peter Kennedy was a large man who was remarkably content with himself for somebody who probably shouldn’t have been. Not that
         he was a bad person or a man who didn’t care. He was just a middle-aged man who had, in the wider sense, quite a good life.
         A successful business, a long marriage, three healthy children and a lovely house complete with a friendly dog. He had no
         real reason to question his life and maybe that was the thing.
      

      
      Then one night he fell asleep and began to dream. While he dreamed he thought, I hardly ever dream. He wasn’t sure what went
         on in dreams, but he was pretty certain that you shouldn’t be able to smell in dreams. And even if you could, then you shouldn’t
         smell what he smelled. Luncheon meat, manufactured meat. A food substance described as being made of meat, including pork. It was actually made from several cuts
         of pork, lots of salt and a product known as a binder. If he had grown up in New South Wales or Victoria he would have called
         it ‘devon’, or ‘polony’ had he grown up in Western Australia. But he had grown up in Queensland and so it was called luncheon
         meat. He’d eaten countless school lunches made from this – slices of beige meat dipped in tomato sauce then stuck between
         two buttered bits of white bread. Tip Top bread.
      

      
      In his dream he also smelled talcum powder. Yardley’s English lavender talcum powder. This, he knew, meant only one thing
         – that he should wake up. But he didn’t – he kept dreaming, and then he was at the little delicatessen section at the Cut-Price
         store in Margate with his nose pressed against the glass and before him was the display of manufactured meats, the orange
         smoked cod for Friday’s dinner, some bacon and the red kabana sausage that nobody except the neighbours ate with XXXX beer
         and great Stonehenge-sized slabs of Coon cheese.
      

      
      He saw a stack of creamy white slices and he knew he would ask, ‘Why can’t we have chicken loaf for lunch?’

      
      He knew, too, that in the dream he was out with his nanna, who picked him up from primary school every second Friday to say
         hello and take him shopping. And that included her hand cuffing the back of his head.
      

      
      ‘Chicken loaf is too expensive. Don’t want to waste it on a little boy like you. Luncheon’s the go.’

      
      
      And English lavender. His nanna always smelled of that, even when she was working on her farm at Caboolture. It was a different
         smell from Johnson & Johnson’s talcum powder in the bathroom cabinet at home; that came in a white plastic container, Yardley’s
         English lavender came in a tin one. He knew that because when he stayed at his nanna’s farm he would sometimes be ‘Jet Man’.
         He would strip to his undies, knot a red towel around his neck, put on his nanna’s bright yellow bathing cap and sunglasses
         and, with fists bunched tight in pink washing-up gloves from the sink, he’d fly across the sky with his talcum-powder jet-pack,
         leaving a trail of smoky talcum powder plumes behind him. He would chase his nanna’s chickens. Space chooks.
      

      
      But in this luncheon dream he wasn’t a four-year-old boy but a man nearing fifty, with a hairy belly and bad knees. And he
         wheezed a lot as he chased the space chooks. But he chased them anyway, until his right knee began to buckle and get the familiar
         tight feeling and, as he started to fall, his nanna caught him by the back of his head. She actually held him by the yellow
         bathing cap and swung him.
      

      
      It may have been a dream but Peter was surprised by how strong his nanna was as she gave him more than just a cuff on the
         back of his head.
      

      
      He remembered his nanna saying to her youngest daughter, Peter’s mother Mary, that a child like her boy Peter was what happened
         when you married someone from Pickersgill.
      

      
      All the while Peter Kennedy smelled devon sausage, and the only thing he saw in his dream was the manufactured meat, sliced up before him. All that meat, including pork and binder and spices, made bleary on account of his nose leaving
         a smudge on the glass. And he could see that the luncheon meat waiting there hadn’t been cut properly, the plastic wrap was
         still stuck around the slices. He’d have to pull the strands of plastic from his teeth because that’s where they always ended
         up, caught there like old fishing line on a rock.
      

      
      He realised then that he was grown-up Peter, that big man nearing fifty, puffing in his Jet-Man outfit in the Cut-Price store
         delicatessen.
      

      
      And then he woke up, wheezing, flicking his tongue around his mouth. He was lying on his back in bed. And he could still smell
         luncheon meat.
      

      
      I’m glad I don’t dream that much, he decided.

      
      He turned his head towards his wife next to him. It wasn’t often that he lay next to her these days. Last night he had started
         off on the lounge in the children’s old rumpus room and then moved to the bed in the spare room before coming in here to the
         big bedroom. Sometimes he could stay for a while and then leave before she woke, or he woke her first; he had a tendency to
         do that.
      

      
      Occasionally when he woke before her, he would watch her while she slept. Sometimes she would be bunched up in a tangle of
         hair and bedclothes. This morning he saw her face, cradled by her hair and her hand.
      

      
      Peter liked looking at Kate like this. They’d been married for twenty-five years. She was a few years younger than him. She
         had a strong face that could look a bit grumpy when she was thinking, and she was a woman who liked to think a lot. Sometimes he knew she thought long and hard about him. He
         always found her lovely, but never told her that. He used to. So she knew. He didn’t tell her that much any more. Never, really.
         He’d hold her hand or give her a kiss or a hug, but he should tell her more often.
      

      
      He kept looking at her. He’d tried to kiss her once when she was asleep, after he’d been watching her, as he was now. But
         as he leant forward, moving his lips to hers, an odd sound had come from his throat that he later put down to the fact that
         they had been to her sister’s for dinner the night before. Kate’s sister had made a runny lamb curry full of spice and oil
         and yoghurt and served a dessert of tiramisu. It all seemed to congregate in his throat like an Anzac Day parade getting caught
         in the bends of a street, all the brass bands, bagpipes and trucks of old diggers swirling together in a gargle and then emitting
         a sudden bang.
      

      
      Kate had woken up with a fright and yelled.

      
      ‘I love you,’ Peter Kennedy had tried to say, but halfway through the words, the Anzac Day parade got snagged and the noise
         started up again.
      

      
      Then she seemed angry and told him never to do that again.

      
      Now he wanted to tell her about his dream, but he didn’t. It could wait until later, he didn’t want to wake her.

      
      He couldn’t quite figure out why he could still smell luncheon meat. He tried to get out of bed as quietly as possible but
         as he rolled on his side, away from his wife, his stomach rolled and pulled the rest of him with it.
      

      
      
      Then he saw Bingo.

      
      The dog looked up at ‘the big one’. He knew ‘the big one’ would give him food sometimes if he barked.

      
      Peter Kennedy smelled dog breath. He smelled luncheon meat and polony and devon. Who would have imagined that dog breath and
         manufactured meat smelled the same? Maybe he shouldn’t have been surprised. He remembered all the times he had eaten luncheon-meat
         sandwiches. All that meat, including pork. And binder. What is binder?
      

      
      He stared at Bingo and the big labrador panted back at him. The dog seemed to be weighing something up. How long had he been
         there? Peter realised that he had never spent so much time staring into the eyes of a dog. This was an odd morning.
      

      
      Bingo let his tongue and his breath reach out and he licked ‘the big one’s’ face.

      
      Peter screamed, ‘Bingo!’

      
      He woke his wife; this was worse than the Anzac Day parade. She screamed. And the dog ran. Downstairs his daughter screamed
         and the two boys yelled. Peter tried to say sorry but he knew that somehow something wasn’t quite right. For one thing, he
         could still smell devon. And talcum powder. Then he remembered. He looked up at Kate, who had got out of bed and was staring
         at him. She was thinking about him, he could tell by the expression on her face. He thought her so lovely and wanted to say
         so, but instead he half-smiled and said, ‘I have to go to Pickersgill Peninsula.’
      

      
      
      •

      
      Peter hadn’t been planning on going to Pickersgill until he was interrupted from enjoying his third Alabama cheese dog from
         the World of Hot Dogs, run by an ex-footballer and his much younger wife in the arcade around the corner, by a phone call.
      

      
      He was going to let it ring out until he saw that it was Greer Harvson from Titan Developments on the line.

      
      He swapped the hot dog for the phone. ‘Greer.’

      
      He wiped his lips, then fed a titbit of onion that had fallen on his desk into his mouth. It was a deft piece of finger-work
         by a large man and the voice at the other end of the line belonged to a person who had often been surprised by such abilities.
      

      
      ‘Are you eating? You’re eating, aren’t you? Eating on the phone.’

      
      ‘Yes. I’m eating a … salad.’

      
      There was a laugh. ‘Yeah, right. What part of the world are you shoving down your throat, Peter?’

      
      ‘Alabama. Alabama cheese dog.’ He could imagine her shaking her head.

      
      ‘Oh, Peter. Do you think you could stave off a heart attack to do me a favour?’

      
      Greer Harvson was in charge of the Future Implementation section at Titan Developments, one of the largest residential development
         interests in Australia. Even though she had known Peter Kennedy since university, she could never quite understand the architect who had such a fondness for Alabama cheese dogs, or any food that came from the family of junk.
      

      
      ‘Peter, most architects I encounter are very neat – mostly always thin, but if not thin then they are nearly always neat.’

      
      ‘I’m neat.’

      
      ‘Peter, architects – the whole idea of them is neat.’
      

      
      He took another bite. ‘I’m neat.’

      
      ‘Utzon; neat Danish purist. Albert Speer; well, he was obviously too neat.’

      
      ‘Speer was German; he’d love a sausage.’

      
      ‘Frank Lloyd Wright; total oddity but undeniably neat and ordered. Walter Burley Griffin; anybody who’s spent any time in
         Canberra would know that the man who designed it would be neat.’
      

      
      ‘You know there’s a World of Hot Dogs in Canberra?’

      
      Greer carried on. ‘Even make-believe architects; neat. Mike Brady, he was neat. Even after he had his perm and started wearing
         the moustache he was neat.’
      

      
      ‘Mike Brady liked sausages. What about Charles Bronson?’

      
      ‘Who? Who does he work for? Is he the guy who designed the supermarket with the pool on the coast?’

      
      ‘He was an actor – Death Wish. He played an architect who became a vigilante after his wife was murdered by street punks. Then he went around shooting
         people.’
      

      
      ‘I bet you any money he was neat. Was he neat?’

      
      Peter Kennedy had to admit that he couldn’t remember. ‘He wore a scarf a lot when he shot people.’

      
      ‘There you go. Stylish, like the guy with the horse.’

      
      
      ‘Sorry?’

      
      ‘The guy with the talking horse.’

      
      ‘Mister Ed?’
      

      
      ‘No, that was the horse.’
      

      
      ‘Wilbur. Wilbur Post wasn’t a vigilante. And he didn’t wear scarves, Greer.’

      
      Greer didn’t care. ‘That’s him, Wilbur with the horse. He was an architect, he was neat. Slicked hair and buttoned shirts.
         Neat. And he had a bag. All architects like bags – satchels – leather things and pens and accessories. You are the only architect
         I know who turns up to meetings with a plastic shopping bag and plastic pens.’
      

      
      ‘Are you trying to be nice?’

      
      ‘Not particularly. You’re not like Howard Roark.’

      
      ‘I think that’s a good thing.’

      
      ‘Come on! Fountainhead. He was tall and thin and had a hard body from a life of labour.’
      

      
      ‘You’re on Google, are you?’

      
      ‘No, Peter, I always remember tall, thin hard-bodied architects.’

      
      ‘With orange hair and a perm?’

      
      ‘Howard Roark didn’t have a perm.’

      
      ‘Mike Brady did.’

      
      ‘Peter, I’m just saying you don’t strike me as the sort of person I usually associate with architects. But then you don’t
         really design any more, do you?’
      

      
      That was true.

      
      ‘Greer, what do you want?’

      
      
      ‘I want a favour.’

      
      ‘Aren’t you supposed to say “need”?’

      
      ‘No, not really; that’s only for neat architects. I want something.’

      
      Something. He could guess what that might be and it wouldn’t be anything to do with what he could offer as an architect. More
         likely his role as a conceptual development consultant. He didn’t really design for Titan Developments, he conceptualised.
         He had given them a concept for the efficient use of space some years back and they had dubbed it ‘The Kennedy Effect’.
      

      
      Peter had come up with a clever way to squeeze more usable space from some tight building sites. It didn’t work everywhere,
         but when height restrictions were the sole issue in medium- to high-density buildings it worked perfectly. If you managed
         to trim, say, fifteen centimetres off the floor to ceiling height of each level in a high-rise development with a set height,
         and then corkscrewed the apartments on top of each other, with each apartment slightly larger in area than the one below it,
         a pleasing result could be obtained with an increase in the individual unit capacity. Or, in other words, more rooms could
         be squeezed into a fixed space. The revolving design was a particular and pleasing shape that won some acclaim for the company.
      

      
      Somebody in Marketing had called it dynamic. Peter’s father had called it a dried dog turd. Whether or not it was pleasing
         was another thing, but it was dynamic enough to win a few awards.
      

      
      
      So that was how Peter worked these days, offering his services as Development Consultant and Conceptualist. He hadn’t come
         up with that title, the marketing adviser had. A thin man with a tight ponytail, a narrow, trimmed moustache, Buddy Holly
         glasses and a mole on his chin that Peter was pretty sure was a stuck-on beauty spot. Peter had noticed how it moved occasionally.
         He had listened to Moving Mole Man and accepted his suggestion to become a Conceptualist Consultant. In reality, though, he
         was a fixer; someone who found potential problems that might get in the way of a development and then made them go away. ‘Circumnavigating
         them,’ as Moving Mole Man had put it. A fixer.
      

      
      He had been very successful. His friend was usually asbestos; the number of heritage buildings that had been razed on his
         recommendation because of asbestos was quite embarrassing. He wasn’t necessarily proud of what he did but he wasn’t ashamed
         either. He was reasonably successful and liked it when his work took his mind off home.
      

      
      ‘Okay,’ he said to Greer, and had another bite of his Alabama.

      
      ‘I want you to do this favour for us. That town you grew up in –’

      
      ‘Pickersgill Peninsula.’

      
      ‘Jesus, stop eating. Yes, Pickersgill Peninsula. There’s a very strong development possibility there, very strong.’

      
      ‘You’ve been to Pickersgill, Greer. Did you like it?’

      
      There was a pause.

      
      
      ‘There’s a very strong development possibility there.’

      
      ‘You didn’t like it, did you?’

      
      ‘Peter …’

      
      ‘Did you?’

      
      ‘Peter, I always wanted to know where Toranas go to die.’

      
      He laughed, and nearly choked on his Alabama.

      
      Greer ploughed on. ‘It’s Crown land but with municipal amalgamation on the cards up there, there’s a good chance it could
         swing open.’
      

      
      ‘Where is it?’

      
      ‘It’s the showgrounds. Thirty hectares of under-developed land, forty k’s from the country’s third-largest city in the biggest
         growth corridor on the east coast.’
      

      
      Peter stopped chewing. ‘Why would I go up there?’ He knew very well why he wouldn’t.
      

      
      ‘Peter, you know what we think of you; we know what we can do with this opportunity. We want you to go there and see if it’s
         possible to use this place as a layered development.’ She paused. ‘Peter?’
      

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘We want to pay you a large amount of money to do this. We want you to go to the Torana graveyard and see if there is any
         possible reason why this can’t happen.’
      

      
      ‘When?’

      
      ‘This week. Just for the rest of the week. Four days … Maybe you can take the family?’

      
      Peter said nothing.

      
      ‘And Peter, nobody knows why you’re there, okay?’

      
      
      ‘Why can’t I tell anyone?’

      
      ‘Because we don’t want to complicate things. It’s just sounding things out, having a look-see, and you’re almost a local.
         Visit your mum and dad. Go to the show. There’ll be lots of hot dogs and your sort of food there.’
      

      
      He didn’t say anything. Greer’s people had done their work.

      
      ‘Peter?’

      
      He said nothing.

      
      ‘Peter.’

      
      He didn’t need the money. But the money would be a large sum. Her voice was harder now, and he was glad that she had decided
         to ring him and hadn’t asked to meet instead.
      

      
      ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Yes, that’ll be all right.’

      
      ‘Good. Good, Peter.’ And she hung up.

      
      He put his phone down, closed his eyes for a moment and then opened them to stare at his desk and what was left of his chewed
         Alabama cheese dog.
      

      
      •

      
      ‘Pickersgill Peninsula.’

      
      ‘Pickersgill Peninsula?’ repeated Kate Kennedy. ‘You’re going to Pickersgill?’

      
      Peter could see she was thinking about him.

      
      ‘When were you going to tell me?’

      
      Peter said nothing. He could see Bingo in the backyard, sitting on his hind legs. It must be cold out there, he thought. But
         Bingo seemed oblivious and stared through the drizzle at him.
      

      
      
      ‘When were you going to tell me you were going away?’ Kate asked again.

      
      ‘I only found out yesterday.’

      
      ‘Why didn’t you tell me? We were going to talk, Peter. Try to sort things out.’

      
      The talk. His wife had wanted to talk about things. About them. The two of them. Kate and Peter. He’d known this, and he hadn’t
         forgotten and he knew that Kate knew he hadn’t forgotten. But he didn’t want to talk about the marriage. Relationship. Whatever
         it was she had wanted to talk about. They’d had friends who’d had counselling. All that had happened was that the husband
         had grown a ponytail and started wearing clothes that a teenager might wear. No, Peter didn’t want to talk.
      

      
      They lived in a lovely house in a lovely suburb of Melbourne and had three lovely children. The twin boys, Matthew and Philip,
         were at university and Eleanor was in her last year of high school. Their life was … lovely.
      

      
      But Kate still wanted to talk. Of course Peter had said he wanted to talk to her, too; he would say that. But he knew as soon as Greer had asked him to visit Pickersgill that he would go.
      

      
      ‘Who’s going to Pickersgill Peninsula?’ said Eleanor. She was sitting at the big table eating breakfast.

      
      ‘Your father is, apparently.’

      
      ‘Why?’

      
      ‘Work. Development assessment.’

      
      ‘Good one, Dad,’ Matthew called out from the other room.

      
      
      Eleanor stopped eating her cereal and asked, ‘Did he forget about the father–daughter night at school?’

      
      ‘Yes, he forgot,’ said Kate.

      
      They talked about him as if he wasn’t there.

      
      ‘It’s work.’

      
      ‘Hurry up and get your bags, Ellie. Do you boys want a lift?’ Kate asked.

      
      Matthew said he’d walk and the other twin, Philip, yelled from down the hall something that nobody understood.

      
      Maybe Peter should tell Kate that he didn’t really want to go, but that it seemed easier to be away.

      
      ‘It’s work,’ he said again.

      
      ‘Yes, Peter,’ Kate said, looking as if she couldn’t be bothered talking to him any more. ‘I know.’

      
      Philip appeared in the doorway. He wasn’t yelling now, but smiling. ‘Yeah, I’d love a lift.’

      
      ‘Ellie has to go now so you’d better be quick.’ And, almost as an afterthought, Kate said, ‘You’d better say goodbye to your
         father, too. He’s going to Queensland for a week.’
      

      
      ‘What? Going where, Dad?’ asked Philip.

      
      Ellie picked up her bag and pulled at her hair. ‘He’s going to Pickersgill.’

      
      ‘Planet Pickersgill! Okay.’

      
      Matthew walked in and stood with his brother and sister. ‘Don’t worry, Ellie, it’s not only you; he didn’t make our father–son
         night either.’
      

      
      ‘It’s work!’ Philip said. ‘What are you going to pull down this time, Dad?’

      
      
      ‘“The Kennedy Effect”,’ Matthew said, and laughed.

      
      Ellie turned to her father. ‘Can you do my collar, please?’ She stood with her back to him and he bent down and pulled out
         her school uniform collar gently and then neatly folded it over her blazer. She smiled and gave him a quick kiss. ‘Say hello
         to Nanna and Pop Ken.’
      

      
      With that, Peter’s children walked out together and his wife came back and sighed, then gave a shrug of her shoulders. ‘Call
         us. The kids will like it. Ellie can tell you about the father–daughter night.’
      

      
      Peter sat down as his family disappeared down the hall and out of the house. Alone at the big table, he looked out into the
         backyard and at his dog, who sat watching him with unblinking brown eyes.
      

      
      ‘It’s work.’

      
      Bingo lifted himself off his haunches and stood up.

      
      ‘You’ll miss me, won’t you, mate?’

      
      But by then Bingo had turned away and was busy licking his balls.
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