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      And I am, in flux. 

      

     The telephone rang, and rang. And it rang again, and 
again. It rang behind the tall stacks of dried froth encrusted 
glasses which were waiting their turn in the glass washing ma-
chine.  
     Finally the phone was answered.  
     “Hello, the Lions Den…..who?…..Jeffrey Hancock?.... Nah 
mate haven’t seen ‘im tonight. Unusual…..I hope ‘e ain’t crook, 
‘ees usually ‘ere.”  
     He turned and shouted over the hubbub of the bar, “anyone 
seen Jeffrey?.....”  
     No-one had. 
     The barman at the Lions Den had been talking to an un-
known voice, probably (he thought), one of Jeffrey’s sources. 
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Prologue 

 
 
 
 
 
 

     In a motel room, Armand pressed the call end button on his 
mobile phone.     
     He looked at the clock on the wall. 8.16 pm.  
     Twilight.  
     Colours, orange, purple fading to black.  
     He looked in the mirror.  
     The reflection, Armand. A name he had chosen. 
      And there, around his neck was the golden Ankh, the Egyp-
tian hieroglyph for eternal life, a talisman. 
     And there too, on his breast, the tattoo.  
     He admired the picture with same narcissistic reverence that 
he had for his perfectly crafted body. The tattoo, an image of a 
black bird with its wings outstretched, and piercing, yellow eyes, 
seemed to look straight through whoever dared to observe this 
exquisite artwork of ink.  
     The bird grips a red snake in its right talon, the snake’s fangs 
are dripping venom.  
     He pulled a long sleeved, silky black skivvy over his beautiful-
ly toned and hairless body. 
     The tight, cheap black jeans highlighted his athletic legs, but 
the jeans were, thankfully, a consumable item. Use once and 
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discard, like someone he had once known. He looked in the 
mirror again, smiled, and admired his helmet of straight blonde 
hair, which was in the style of Andy Warhol. Ah yes, Andy 
Warhol, a true artist who reflected, no, created true culture. 
     He brushed a wisp of hair from the corner of his eye.  
     He loaded his Glock with hollow points and set the safety 
catch.  
     He marveled at the weapon, such a masterpiece of ballistic 
engineering.  
     Oh what damage the hollow point projectile can do to a hu-
man body. He had seen the end result of his own handiwork 
once before. He handled the weapon in an almost sexual man-
ner, caressing its mechanical beauty and coldness as he tucked it 
into a shoulder holster which he then slid over his arm and 
around his shoulder.  
     He pulled on a cheap black nylon bomber jacket, the type 
bought from Kmart and worn these days by labourers, it was a 
garment that he despised, and like the jeans, it was disposable. 
     He placed the bud earphones into his ears and pressed play 
on the iPod. Vivaldi’s Four Seasons, oh the pleasure, and the 
precision of the violin passages.  
     Such precise culture.  
     Civilised. 
     But why, he wondered, was the world was so vulgar?  
     He locked the door of the motel and went to the stolen car, 
another vulgarity, a non-descript, white, Hyundai Excell. It was 
only a short drive to his appointment.  
     He turned the corner and parked the car.  
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Chapter 1 

 
 

 

 

 

    I am Jeffrey Hancock.  
      I’m trying, but it’s so hard to work at my desk at home.  
     Strange, because I’m usually elsewhere, the Lions Den until 
closing time, and then the stagger home, the pain of loneliness 
temporarily, and these days decreasingly subdued, by doctor ale.  
     But here I am home, and I must write my story. 
     Look out the window. Darkness.  
     Am I hungry? 
     Look in the refrigerator. Two mouldy slices of pizza, can’t 
remember how old. A solitary egg, half a bottle of mineral water. 
Three empty wire racks. 
     The freezer?  
     Frozen fucking sausages, frozen fucking peas. 
     I must write my story. I can’t do it at work in the newsroom. 
     Coffee?  
     Yes, coffee, maybe that will help me concentrate.  
     I need to concentrate.  
     Too many thoughts. Light another cigarette. 
     Empty milk carton. Drink it sweet, black. Boil the jug. 
     Fucking instant coffee, lots of sugar.  
     Home is such a fucking lonely place. 
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     Too quiet, claustrophobic.  
     Atmospherically cold.  
     It’s always just me, and the occasional stray cat that wanders 
across my life looking for pizza or fish and chips, or McGarbage. 
Or often, the relentless scurrying of a possum across the tin 
roof. 
     I often wonder about stray, or feral cats, and for that matter, 
stray or feral people. 
     Am I stray, or feral?  
     Some people are happy in their own company. I am too, 
sometimes? No, rarely.  
     I do like solitude when I can think of words and rhyme. But 
that too is rare. 
     I crush out the cigarette. Look up, reminisce. 
     I had a dog a few years ago, a sad looking brown, gelded, wiry 
hound of dubious parentage. It got itself run over by a car. The 
loss of my mutt, Bitza, hurt me terribly and I never replaced the 
dog. Canine love is unconditional, irreplaceable. There is an out 
of focus picture that I took of Bitza on the wall above the win-
dow. 
     I sometimes talk to my landlord Thomas. I enjoy that. And I 
always drink with the Lions, my tribe, my gang.  
     My social life.  
     I have been doing that all my adult years, and some years ear-
lier than that. I’m not sure when I became an adult, and now 
my social life is becoming less enjoyable. Habitual. 
     Maybe becoming an adult was a recent occurrence. 
     Home is such a lonely place. 
    The world is changing and I’m lost in the changes. Technolo-
gy has passed me by. 
     Enough introspection!  
     Too many thoughts. Concentrate Jeffrey! 
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     Finally. My mind clears and I am typing with a purpose like 
never before. The words appearing on the screen of this ageing 
laptop, are now possessing my very being. 
     Words are beginning to mean more, the more I learn their 
meanings. 
     Words are immortal, people and technology are transient. 
     And it’s true, words are beginning to excite me. The only 
thing these days that does excite me. I consult my mountain of 
notes. 
     Many of the markings on the keys of my laptop are worn 
blank from constant use. The CD-ROM is broken. I back up my 
files on a collection of USB thumb drives which I keep in a 
pocket of my laptop bag.  
     I am not very organised. I should be more organised.   
     I write as if I am possessed, and maybe I am. Possessed by the 
truth. I must tell the truth, but it will hurt some people. 
     You see, I had uncovered a yarn that was so much more than 
my usual journalistically enhanced, artificial drama, and sensa-
tionalising of the normal. Normal for my day is the chasing of 
ambulances and police cars, the child abuse allegations, bush-
fires, sports reports, the recycling of local politician’s media re-
leases, and of course, the obituaries. Such is my usual daily jour-
nalistic fare, along with some human interest stories that come 
from my almost daily interviews of people from my perch by the 
window in the bar of the Lions Den, interviews of people who 
interest me, for whatever reason. I would like to pluck people, at 
random, off the street outside, and pick their brains, but I don’t 
have the confidence for that.  
     The Lions Den is less lonely than home. 
     But after years of very second rate writing, published in an 
equally second rate, local, daily newspaper, I, Jeffrey Hancock, 
have uncovered a story, gleaned from one of my bar interviews, 
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from my one and only real whistleblower, that will turn this very 
ambivalent, parochial, narrow minded community on its head. 
     My source had told me over the fourth schooner, that, the 
shire council had invested in a New York bank. All seemingly 
OK on the surface, but local officials had profited, there had 
been secret commissions.  
     “Why,” I ask, “are there growing signs of nervousness in the 
financial world?” 
     He mentioned sub-prime, my financial understanding is 
vague. I must learn more.  
     My source told me that the bank in New York had some very 
sharp representatives in Sydney that had dangled monetary car-
rots in front of the noses of locals with power and influence. I 
had been informed of a litany of corruption and cover-up.  
     Documents had come into my possession. 
     As I typed, I defiantly shouted words aloud to myself,            
“I will not be silenced! Not ever again!”  
     I had been censored too many times before. 
     It is eerily quiet. Not like the Lions Den.  
     There is a screech of tyres on tarmac. 
     A dog barks.  
     My index fingers are flying on the keyboard. Index fingers 
because I had never learnt to touch-type, and in any case, I had 
long ago lost one and a half fingers on my right hand.  
     Unusually, for this time of day, my mind is clear and sober. 
My spot by the window in the Lions Den is vacant.  
     I allowed myself another moment of reminiscence. 
     I had loved Rugby League, but it is a fading reminder of my 
outward life, my public life. I am now a retired Lion, a venerat-
ed, pensioned off member of the local rugby league football 
club. A football tribal elder, if you will, remembered only by a 
diminishing number of my peers.  
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     I have memories of abrasive rural battlefields with goalposts 
at each end. The memories become more vivid each year. Or are 
they just increasingly alcoholically embellished? 
     I had lost my one and a half fingers in 1981 as I tackled an 
opponent.  
     More scattered thoughts, a painful memory of the corner 
post, a roughly cut piece of re-cycled hardwood (in reality, an old 
tomato stake with some crudely nailed on bits of red sheet met-
al), had somehow got wedged between my fingers, the ground, 
and my opponent’s face.  
     He spat out my one and a half fingers and a bit of his own 
tongue. They used plastic corner posts after that bit of unpleas-
antness.  
     Since I no longer play the game I am losing something of my 
personality.  
     I suppose it is, in a way, a grieving process when you are los-
ing your identity. Some call it relevance deprivation.  
     I suppose it is. 
     But, the revelations of the story I so want to tell will be im-
mensely important. It may make me a journalist (a title that I 
mostly considered myself unworthy of). This story will be im-
portant to the whole community. I am deeply, but privately, 
proud of my investigations, I feel I’m inspired at the thought of 
publishing the truth. But I am suffering from my dilemma. I so 
much want to be respected as a writer but have little confidence 
in myself. I know that deep down I have the resolve, and I have 
been learning new ways with words, but do I have the courage?  
     “Yes I do.” I shouted at the picture of Bitza on the wall.  
     Quite recently, I had found some courage and had accepted 
some responsibility when I read Dante’s Inferno. It said, ‘the 
hottest places in hell are reserved for those who remain neutral 
in a moral crisis’. Or words to that effect. 



But What If The Truth Be Told?                                          John Hepher 

 

14 

 

     And I had, until recently, been guilty, so guilty, of remaining 
neutral, but I have been outraged by events that I have discov-
ered. Outraged or not, I must not let that outrage, my own 
thoughts or bias, flavour this piece.  
     I consult the well worn dictionary, I correct a word. There is 
a noise outside the window, I stand and go to the door to inves-
tigate. It is dark, I see nothing.  
     Somewhere, a way off, another dog barks. 
     I had a thought. Where is the notebook? I have left my note-
book with references to my story in my desk in the newsroom. 
There were other old and filled notebooks in my desk.  
     I am careless.  
     Another animal ballet on the roof.  
     “Fucking possums.” I mutter to myself.  
     Or was it simply the wind, I noticed the top of the unkempt 
hedge swaying. I lit another cigarette and returned to my desk, 
and to my part-written expose of administrative wrong doing. I 
reviewed another paragraph.  
     “Yes.” I exclaimed to myself. “It is good”. 
     I crush out my cigarette, the ashtray overflows, and I lean 
back in my chair to review the next line.  
     A shadow crosses the window.  
     The window explodes in a crystal shower. 
     I feel sudden crushing pain and then there is blackness. 
     I fall. 

 
 
 

 

 

 


