THE OUTCAST
Part One
The police car pulled into the end of the carpark behind the sand dunes. They were met by the local ranger.
" So where is this bloke, Mick? Constable Rogers asked the Ranger.
" Down there behind the second line of dunes he replied, and pointed.
“Come on Roberts, lets go and round up this dickhead and then we can go and have a feed”, Rogers said.
The two young police officers began walking in the dark towards the outline of the dunes.
The surf was roaring and the offshore breeze was freshening.
They shone their spotlight around where they expected to see their quarry.
There in the trees sitting at a small campfire was the man.
Sitting next to him was a blue cattledog of dubious breeding.
The police heard the dog growl.
“Hey mate!” they yelled,” tie up that dog or we'll bloody shoot it!”
Their spotlight was blinding him.
He quickly and deftly lashed the dog to the log.
“Settle down,” he replied to the police
“She won't bite you,” he chuckled. 
“We got a report from the ranger that you are camping here, and when he asked you to move on you became abusive, is that correct?”
“The man rubbed his chin, I might of sir,” he replied.
“The young policeman looked at him; about late 50's, bit scruffy, needed a haircut and shave.
(and probably a shower)
“Well you have to move on,” Rogers said, “you can't camp here”.
“I’ll just be here for tonight,” the man protested “and then I’ll be gone.”
“I have to surf here tomorrow, I promised someone I would.”
This guy surfs? thought Constable Rogers
Rogers just wanted to kick his arse, he felt little respect for him.
“You have some id?” Rogers asked.
The man handed him a well worn wallet,
An out of date drivers licence revealed our itinerant as John Mcevoy  from Campbelltown.
“You’re a long way from home John,” Rogers stated.
“Yes sir,” replied John with a weak smile.
“But you still have to go,” said Rogers
“But I have to surf tomorrow, I promised my mate I would.” protested John
"Bugger me" why do I get all the bloody losers" Rogers said under his breath, 
“So who is this mate anyhow? Rogers demanded
Jimmy Ryan, John replied
“And where is  he now! Rogers asked aggresively
“In heaven I hope, said John, smirking
“Don’t be a bloddy smart arse,” said Rogers angrily, failing to see any humour in the situation, or I’ll lock you up and send your mongrel to the pound! you want that!?”
‘No sir, John said quietly, “sorry sir”.
The other constable had been looking at Johns gear, and at the old single fin surfboard he had.
He took note of the make
“Hey Rogers, come here,” Constable Roberts called over.
The two officers both looked at the battered surfboard and took note of the make.
“That’s my property!” John protested, trying to get hold of his board.
“Where'd you get this board John?” Roberts asked
“Did you steal it!?” asked Rogers
“No, no,” said John, “one of my old mates made it for me”, he said defensively
John tried to grasp it from the constables hands but the situation quickly became a struggle for the board, the dog began barking and pulling on her rope, but the police quickly overpowered the older man. They cuffed John after a brief struggle and left him sitting on the log, next to his puzzled mutt.
The two young officers walked away and conferred.
“That’s one of my Dads old signature boards”, Roberts said, 
“Yeah I know”, “worth big dough now” replied Rogers
“Think he’s bullshitting?” asked Rogers
“Only one way to find out, let me call the old man,” said Roberts 
Constable Roberts got out his mobile;
“Hey Dad, you ever heard of a bloke called John Mcevoy?”
For a few seconds Constable Roberts father was silent,
“Why?” he asked
“ We’ve detained a guy at the beach with one of your boards”. “Think it may be stolen”.
“Can you wait for me to come down there? his Dad asked.
"Ok, but you better hurry up, Rogers wants to lock him up". his son replied.
Jack Roberts had a thousand thoughts running through his head as he guided his ute in the dark to the end of the carpark.
He found his way to the edge of the trees and spoke to the two young officers.
He walked over to the stranger, and acknowledged him quietly
Jack wondering to himself could this be his old long lost mate.
John, handcuffed, aggravated, and his pride wounded, ignored him, looking at the ground.
“Not a bad looking board you got there”, champ, Jack said.
John looked at him and for a second, thought he recognised him, but dismissed the thought.
“You surf?”John asked
“Try to”, Jack replied, they both laughed weakly.
John thinking this guy could be an ally, opened up a bit;
“Yeah he replied, had that for over 30 years, can you bloody believe it, bloody heap of shit, can't bring myself to chuck it out, bloody should though”.
“I used to be able to rip on it, in the seventies, not now though, just go straight now,” his voice trailed off,” its all memories now”, he said sadly
“Yeah, its real old,” Jack said, “but a classic.”
John nodded and they both looked thoughtfully at the old seventies stick.
“You got a nickname?” Jack asked
The stranger eyed him suspiciously, but then smiled weakly; they used to call me Hypo when I was young.
Jacks head went back, tears filled his eyes, and sitting next to the stranger, put his hand on his shoulder and said quietly;
“Hypo  its the Jockey”.
John stared at him, wide eyed.
"Well bugger me" he said, and they both laughed.
Hypo went quiet, looked at the dirt and muttered;  
“Jimmys  gone,” Jockey.
Jockey was quiet, and a single tear ran down his craggy face.
“What happened?” Jockey asked.
“Got hit by a car”, he said, “pissed off his face, about 2 weeks ago.”
“No one was at his funeral, just me and his auntie were the only ones he had left.”
“Jimmy and I had made a pact that whoever went first, the other would remember him with a paddle out.”
“I was going to do a paddle out for him in the morning, Hypo said. ”but it don’t look like it’s going to happen now.”
“Because of those two wankers, Hypo said, looking at the two police officers
“Maybe I can fix this, Hypo”
“How? Hypo asked
“One of those coppers is my son!” he said with a touch of mirth
Hypo gave him a surfprised look of, but brightened up.
I thought it would only be me tomorrow, you want to join me?
Jockey nodded, agreeing respectfully.
“I’ll go home and make some calls”, said Jockey, “see who I can round up from the old crew”.
Hypo brightened up more now,” Jimmy would really like that,” he said
“It might just be me and you though”, said jockey
“That would be ok too”, said Hypo now smiling.
Jockey walked back to his son and colleague
“He's an old mate, can you leave him just for tonight? He'll be gone tomorrow.”
The two officers begrudgingly agreed and after returning Hypo’s wallet and undoing the cuffs they walked back to their vehicle, driving away
Jockey called back to Hypo, see you in the morning ok?
Hypo patting his dog waved back an ok, no worries.
“Hey anyway does that dog bite?” Jockey asked
“Only if I give her the nod”, Hypo laughed
Hypo now feeling brave with the two police officers having left the scene, shouted back;
“I should have let her loose on those two cops! They were shitting their pants!”
Jockey laughed out loud as he walked back to his ute. He had to get home, he had some calls to make.

  

 
 
 

