
 

The Boardroom 
 

‘There’s the Windsor Road cost issue,’ Lawrence went on stoically. ’A strong 
rumour suggests that the government will be looking to developers to fund that and 
Alison Pyke in her monthly report to the banking syndicate has flagged the 
possibility that we will be asked to make the biggest contribution. They want to 
know how that will be funded.’  

Roger thumped the table angrily.  

‘We are not changing our strategy.’ 

That bitch, Alison Pyke: he should have guessed she needed to be minded. 
Always watch the women, particularly in banking. They may seem quiet and 
contrite, taking the notes, pouring the coffee, blushing when the men get vulgar, but 
all the time they were working to a hidden agenda and, one way or another, you 
could guarantee that it wasn’t designed to be helpful. 

But now the Windsor Road issue.  What was her motive for raising that at this 
time? Did she get her kicks out of looking for the worst, or was this a more sinister 
bent that she portrayed; a power play using the very tools that others, men in 
particular, had condescendingly given her? Yes, Windsor Road was important 
alright; she knew that. It could explode at any minute. Maybe that’s how she got her 
kicks, like an Arab suicide bomber who goes to an Israeli nightclub and smiles 
seductively at the arrogant Army boy sitting with his mates in the booth, longing for 
the moment when his hand would ride up her skirt to find the snap on her 
suspender belt (so innocent, so feminine, so irresistibly seductive that quaint old 
device on a young girl), knowing that the minute his fingers succeeded the 
explosives in her waistband would be detonated and they would all spread their 
blood across the walls and ceiling; smiling; smiling in anticipation and willing the 
moment. 

Christ, she’d done that very thing to him at Hayman Island, the smiling. 

 

Every time he looked up, it seemed, her eyes had been on him. When he stood at the lectern 
talking his way through the Whiteman’s Creek slide presentation - the artists’ perspectives of 
shopping malls, factories, offices and schools, streets teeming with happy, multicultural 
people, the park land and grid plans, the sales stats and projections so compellingly drawn 
that you could swear you had already been there – in the darkened room, filled with middle 
aged bankers and the smell of the imminent buffet lunch wafting in through the doors from 
the room next door, one face, one pair of eyes, always. And when he met her eyes, even though 
accidentally, she would smile so briefly and discreetly that anyone who was not meeting her 
eyes at that same moment would have been unaware of it, so turning it into a secret; a secret 
between two people who had not at that stage even met. 

‘These events are hard for a woman,’ he said to her when he found her standing beside him 
on the pontoon later in the day while the conference delegates were waiting for a boat to take 
them across to Hamilton Island for the afternoon; ‘all the men want to do is play golf and go 
sailing.’ 

‘I play golf,’ she replied. ‘I sail.’ 

The nature of her smile in the bright sunlight suggested she'd said something completely 



different, but he couldn’t tell what. That evening she sat next to him at dinner. There were 
ten men and only two women, neither of whom occupied senior positions, but out of political 
correctness, and probably because the conference manager was a woman, it had been decided 
that he, as the host, should have the lead banker on one side and Alison on the other. The 
conversation encompassed the whole table. That was how he liked it; a round table for twelve 
people so that when he talked about his plans and the exciting prospects for Saville Corp it 
wasn’t just wasted on the person next to him. At the same time he could draw the best out of 
Lawrence and his other key people. It was like conducting an orchestra. He was in good form 
that night, enjoying the audience and sharing his enthusiasm with them. Why not? 
Whiteman’s Creek was one of the most exciting projects these bankers would ever be exposed 
to. He could tell they loved it. 

As usual they drank their way through the wine list without regard to cost. This was what 
bankers particularly liked; to go away to luxury resorts and drink wine that cost more than 
the weekly salary of their secretaries, all paid for by clients to whom they were lending the 
money. It was one of the rules of the game. When the ‘92 Grange ran out (surprise, surprise) 
it was up to him to pick a replacement. He couldn’t go down in quality, but how could he 
match it, let alone do better? So he threw the problem to Lawrence. 

The mood of the party was delicately poised, bright eyed, smiling, mellow but wanting 
more. While Lawrence looked from one side of the wine list to the other, matching prices to 
names like a spectator watching a game of miniature tennis, Saville decided to ask the million 
dollar question. 

‘So, now you’ve all seen it, who would like to have equity in the Whiteman’s Creek 
development?’ 

He knew the answer, otherwise he wouldn’t have asked the question. Hands rose, mouths 
opened, chairs were pushed back and some even got to their feet fumbling in false bravado for 
bank notes and credit cards. Lots of laughter of the bloke-y sort filled the room and even the 
resort wine waiters, waiting for Lawrence to make a fucking decision, joined in the fun 
looking like they’d be keen to buy shares, too. But it went on too long and started to go flat 
because it needed to be followed quickly with another great wine; something that would at 
least sustain their spirits, if not lift them. 

‘Come on, Lawrence, for Pete’s sake!’ he cried, but the more he was pushed the more 
determined Lawrence was to take his time. Then from beside him Alison said: 

‘Hill of Grace.’ 

‘Hill of Grace ...?’ 

‘’96 or ’98?’ asked the wine waiter. 

‘’98.’ 

‘A good choice, Madam.’ 

Well, bugger me, thought Roger, not having a clue, but taking comfort from the wine 
waiter’s attitude that they would not be embarrassed by it, and rather pleased that Lawrence 
had been left floundering. Not just a pretty face, then. 

When the wine was brought and she had, at his insistence, confirmed that she was satisfied 
with it, he turned and raised his glass to her eye-to-eye. 

‘A good choice,’ he said quietly, for her alone, and she gave that same smile that he had 
seen earlier in the day, the one that you might not have noticed if you hadn’t been looking her 
directly in the eye. Whether it was the wine, or the smile, or just because enough had been 
said already that night and anything further would have been superfluous, his mood suddenly 



changed and he excused himself from the table, encouraging everyone else to stay and 
continue enjoying themselves. His influence on the table, the effect of what he had said, would 
only be heightened by his absence, so he took himself for a stroll on the beach. He was not a 
drinker and the golfing stories bored him. 

 

‘So, what has been your response to this roading issue?’ he asked Lawrence now, 
some months later. 

‘Oh, I’ve been very non-committal. Said it was built-in to our assumptions 
already; nothing new in developer contributions; we had excellent relations with 
State Government; a level playing field was all we asked; no surprises: that sort of 
thing. I naturally presume you’ll be taking it up with Bob Summers, seeing we make 
such healthy contributions to the State Labour Party. Didn’t say that to them, of 
course.’ 

‘Why not? Don’t you think the Banks know the value of political donations? 
They’re the masters at it.’ 

‘You’re probably right. I’m just not sure how it would sound if it found its way 
into Alison’s monthly report.’ 

How’s that for power, he thought? Who needed to be a man, Head of Lending, 
twenty years of kiss-arse on the corporate ladder, when a twenty eight year-old girl 
with a PC and a pot plant behind her mid-height partitions on the open plan floor of 
Level 6, Corporate Banking, could slip a few words into her monthly newsletter for 
syndicate members that could not be challenged for fact but, more importantly, once 
published, could never be withdrawn? As she sat down to write each month could 
she feel those fingers creeping up her thigh towards the suspender clips? Did she 
shiver in anticipation at the thought of the ensuing detonation?  

 

Standing on the foreshore with the warm waters of the Whitsunday Islands lapping at his 
feet he had expected to be mildly exhilarated by the success of the day, but instead he was 
overwhelmed by the enormity of what he faced. Building Whiteman’s Creek was going to take 
a decade of effort, every day bringing more and more problems dressed as challenges to his 
desk. Was that what he wanted? There it was; there was the great scheme, created by his own 
hand: it would never be more admirable and exciting than it was at that moment. Let others 
have it, he thought. Yes, yes, yes. 

Naturally he feigned surprise when Alison tip-toed out of the black night in her black dress 
trailing her shoes in her hand. Why is it that on calm nights when the ocean breathes softly, 
laying itself rhythmically at your feet, and the sky is starless like a photographer’s darkroom, 
people standing on the shore tend to whisper like children at the key-hole of an adult room? 

‘It’s so dark,’ he whispered. 

‘No city lights,’ she whispered back. ‘The warm air above the ocean rises and meets the 
cold air descending, creating a condensation that blocks out the stars.’ 

‘Hmm.’ 

He'd turned away and started back to the hotel, feeling uncomfortable with the setting. 
She followed. At the door of his room she said, in her normal voice, ‘You believe very much in 
this project, don’t you? Enough to risk your own equity if it doesn’t succeed?’ 

Well, of course he did, he'd replied, because no-one should expect to succeed if they weren’t 
willing to put themselves on the line and that was the nature of the business and he wouldn’t 



be where he was today if he hadn’t been prepared to show that commitment throughout all his 
dealings. Above all else, he had said, believing it implicitly, property development is not for 
the faint hearted. How this conversation, held under the low voltage down light in the 
passageway outside his executive suite, turned up at breakfast time the next morning as an 
assumption that he was offering equity as security, took some explaining. 

 

What the hell: it was water under the bridge now. 

‘Forget Alison and her monthly report, Lawrence, our problem is that the Banks 
are fixated on an imaginary number. The number is sixty, as in sixty percent. It is a 
stupid, pointless, meaningless fucking number as we all know, but for the little 
salaried weasels on the credit committee who have nothing else to do but sit and 
watch a ticking clock it is the number that causes the alarm bells to ring, and when 
the alarm goes off the old boys upstairs stir in their chairs and shout down the 
intercom to the little salaried weasels on the credit committee …’ 

‘That they’re not doing their job.’ 

‘Do we care?’ 

‘Certainly! I hope so, yes. We have a good relationship with them. The thing is it’s 
not the sixty so much as the hundred percent that we should be concentrating on. At 
the moment, the hundred isn’t big enough in their eyes, and that’s partly because 
we’ve been capitalizing interest for the last six months, partly because your security 
is being valued at a forty percent discount and partly because, well, they are unsure 
about the valuations given these questions that have been raised.’ 

‘Why is my security being discounted? I gave them fifty million dollars worth of 
shares.’ 

‘Which are trading at sixty cents.’ 

‘With an asset backing of a dollar.’ 

‘As I’m sure we will one day be able to demonstrate.’ 

Roger stood up and walked to the window. The marching bands that had been 
waiting in the side streets were in full cry now, the wailing and thumping coming 
from all points of the compass. It was going to be a long parade. The white 
lighthouse above Watson’s Bay was bathed in full sunlight which hadn’t yet reached 
the houses on the near side of the hill at Vaucluse, and a small yellow plane, also 
glinting in the sunlight, was testing the air above Bondi. 

‘We have a lot to do today,’ he said. ‘This meeting with Astor United Holdings is 
absolutely critical.’ 

‘You’ve told me very little about it. Do they want to invest?’ 

‘Oh, yes. The reason I want you here now is because I need to brief you. Butch 
Astor is arriving in Sydney this morning and Greg Cummings is bringing him as our 
guest to tonight’s RSL Dinner. I want you and me to be reading from the same script. 
By tomorrow I’ll be wanting a heads-up, so you’re going to have your work cut out.’ 

‘Do they want land or equity?’ 

‘Both. I’ll explain the whole deal to you.’ 

‘Then we’ll need those valuations.’ 

‘Don’t worry, Lawrence, I received them yesterday. All your problems will soon 



be over.’ 

Oh, yes. Did they really think he would not be prepared for them?  This was how 
it would always have to be. Like a magician pulling rabbits from the hat it would 
always be him, Roger Saville, standing alone on the stage in the spotlight having to 
perform, plunging his hand in one more time. Who would remember the rabbits that 
came before if eventually his hand came up empty? Fuck that. Fuck them. He wasn’t 
going to come up empty, he was going to come up full of rabbits, and today was the 
day when they would be hopping everywhere. 

‘Once the analysts see these valuations our shares should rise. They make 
nonsense of the Banks. They can’t argue with our asset values unless they’re willing 
to dismiss the entire valuation industry and if they go down that route it will be the 
end of property banking forever.’ 

He smiled. Lawrence wasn’t such a bad old fart. 

‘When do I get to see them?’ Lawrence asked. 

‘They’re in my briefcase …’ 

He started for the door and then he remembered, of course, he’d left the briefcase 
at the city apartment the night before. Somehow he was going to have to find time 
during the day to go and pick it up. 

 


