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				‘Corris is a master at capturing the feel of the harbour city and its denizens. Some of the characterisations are so real you can almost smell the sweat or fear.’ 

				Sun Herald

				‘There is nothing slavish about Corris . . . he writes with a deceptive simplicity and clarity. Corris’s writing has developed into a clear, efficient medium. It doesn’t draw attention to itself. It knows the requirements of the genre. He isn’t moaning along with Ian Rankin and Robert Harris that crime writing is not taken seriously as High Art. Crime fiction is not High Art. It is entertainment, and Corris is an accomplished and compelling entertainer.

				He has done for Sydney what Raymond Chandler and Robert Crais have done for Los Angeles, Ross Macdonald for Santa Barbara, and Robert B. Parker for Boston.’ 

				Quadrant

				‘Winner of the Ned Kelly Crime Fiction Award in 2009, Corris has been described as the godfather of Australian crime fiction because his settings and characters are unmistakably Australian. Fans of Hardy and his entourage will not be disappointed with Torn Apart.’ 

				Courier Mail

				‘As Corris’ 35th book featuring the perennial private snakes its course, we’re witnessing a master at work.’ 

				Qantas The Australian Way

				‘Once I started Torn Apart I could not put it down and hope that Cliff keeps on finding new cases to solve written in Peter Corris’ engaging style.’ 

				Bookseller & Publisher 

			

		

	
		
			
				PETER CORRIS is known as the ‘godfather’ of Australian crime fiction through his Cliff Hardy detective stories. He has written in many other areas, including a co-authored autobiography of the late Professor Fred Hollows, a history of boxing in Australia, spy novels, historical novels and a collection of short stories about golf (see petercorris.net). In 2009, Peter Corris was awarded the Ned Kelly Award for Best Fiction by the Crime Writers Association of Australia. He is married to writer Jean Bedford and lives in Sydney. They have three daughters.
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				Irish poets, learn your trade,

				Sing whatever is well made

				W B Yeats
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				The surgeon who took out the bullet that had nearly killed me told me that I needed to lead a quieter life. Interesting choice of words. After the death of Lily Truscott, my partner of several years, a heart attack and bypass surgery and a near fatal bullet wound, I agreed that I needed something. But what? A new profession? I’d been a private detective for most of my adult life, and although that was closed to me after losing my licence for various infringements, the work, for better or worse, had become part of me and I couldn’t imagine doing anything different. A new location? I’d been in Glebe so long that it felt like my habitat, my natural environment.

				I’d inherited a lot of money from Lily. Guilt came with it because I hadn’t put the same faith in the relationship. I helped my daughter Megan out, fixed up the house, paid some overdue debts and lived on the capital. I didn’t really need—that word again—to work, but I didn’t know how else to occupy myself. I didn’t fish or play golf and you can only read so many books, see so many films, listen to so much music.

				The solution was no solution at all, just an interim measure—a holiday. The idea gave me something to think about. The problem with inactivity is not just the inactivity itself but its accompaniment—having nothing to think about. I was used to having my head full of assumptions, misgivings, theories to do with whatever I was working on. I’d mentally trawl through cases for similarities and differences and process lists of names to help or obstruct. I missed all that.

				Reading brochures and the travel sections of newspapers and magazines, recalling books set in exotic places, checking the posters in travel agency windows wasn’t a substitute for my kind of investigation, but it occupied some brain cells. Talking to people was better, tapping their memories good and bad.

				‘I wouldn’t advise Iran or Iraq,’ Ian Sangster, my friend and GP, said. ‘In fact I wouldn’t leave Australia with your recent medical history. You seem to be totally recovered, very fit in fact, given what you’ve been through. But you never know, and if something went wrong your medicos’d need your bloody medical records.’

				‘Thanks a lot, Ian. You reckon I should think about somewhere close and calming, like Hobart.’

				We were sitting at a table outside the Toxteth Hotel having a late morning drink. Ian was smoking and already well into his first of the two packets he’d smoked every day for thirty years. 

				‘You might think about it. You could look for the graves of your convict ancestors.’

				‘Did that once, or someone did it for me. A couple ended up in Camperdown cemetery, so they’re now under the sod where dogs shit and people do tai chi.’

				‘Just a suggestion.’ He butted his cigarette and stood. ‘And another thing, don’t go off on your own. Find someone to go with you.’

				That was a problem. I had other friends and I had a daughter, but no one I could think of who’d want to up stakes and take off as a travelling companion to someone who’d been knocked about as much as me. Even though I could pay.

				I remembered what my mother—a hard-drinking, heavy-smoking, piano-thumping descendant of Irish gypsies—used to say when my father, a dour, sober man, bemoaned a difficult circumstance: ‘Never you mind, boyo. Something’ll turn up.’ For her, it mostly did, and right then it did for me when I met my cousin, Patrick.

				He’d tracked me down somehow on the internet and when he rang me I was struck by the similarity in our voices. ‘I’m your cousin, Cliff,’ he said. ‘My grandad was your grandma’s brother.’

				‘That right?’ I said. ‘She had a sister or two, I know, but I never heard of a brother.’

				‘Yeah, well I gather Grandad was a bit of a black sheep.’

				‘The way I heard it they were all black sheep. Gypsies.’

				‘They weren’t gypsies.’ He sounded annoyed. ‘They were Irish Travellers.’

				That was interesting and news to me. I’d only met my grandmother a few times when I was a kid. She was old, very dark, very wrinkled. I remembered that she shook her head and told my mother that I’d have an interesting life but wouldn’t make any money. I guess she was right on both scores. I hadn’t made the money. My mother always referred to herself as a gypsy and played up to it with scarves and rings and bracelets.

				‘Sorry to be so abrupt,’ he said. ‘Look, why don’t we get together and have a drink and a yarn? I can fill you in a bit about the Travellers if you’re interested. To tell you the truth, you’re the only relative I’ve got left in the world.’

				Why not? I thought. I asked a few questions and learned that his surname was Malloy. That figured. It was my grandmother’s name and my mother’s, her being illegitimate. He told me his age. He was a year younger than me. We agreed to meet the following day in the late afternoon at Kelly’s Hotel in King Street, Newtown.

				‘I’ll shout you a Guinness,’ he said in exactly the kind of mock Irish accent I used to put on to the annoyance of my ex-wife, Cyn.

				With time on my hands and not wanting to appear too ignorant, I did some quick web research on the Irish Travellers. Not Romany at all, it appeared, but indigenous Irish, the descendants of people who took to the roads centuries ago, no one quite knows when or why. Nomadic like the gypsies, followers of appropriate trades—like dog and horse breeding and selling, holding market stalls, dealers in second-hand goods. They apparently had their own language and customs and there was a strong musical tradition among them. That fitted Granny Malloy all right, who could sing like a bird in old age and play the fiddle. My mother had the same talents and I remembered her using odd words that she said she picked up from her mother. I’d assumed this was Romany talk, but maybe not.

				Kelly’s Hotel has an unusual history. It’s on the site of the only known failure of a McDonald’s franchise in Sydney. There’s too much good food at reasonable prices along King Street for the cheap burger joint to flourish. The area has become so gentrified that a booth there recorded the highest Green vote in the state. Greenies don’t go to Macca’s.

				The place has a cosy feel, with a ramp sloping gently up to the bar and tables and seats on either side. It handles the Irish theme well: there’s the imitation snug and the barrels, but it’s mostly a matter of tasteful photographs of Irish scenes—not a shillelagh in sight. It does light lunches and dinners and has the inevitable trivia competition one night a week. Lily and I went in for it once with Frank Parker, my ex-cop mate, and his wife Hilde, and got cleaned up by a table of youngsters who knew all about TV stars and bands later than Dire Straits.

				When I arrived there were only two tables occupied—one up near the bar and one near the front. I told the barmaid I was waiting for someone and took a seat in the middle of the space, off to one side. It’s an old habit of mine to try to get a good look at someone I haven’t met before he, or she, sees me. You can learn a bit from body language and mannerisms. I also try to be early for the same reason and because it can give you an insight into the habit of the other person: early might mean anxious, on time might mean obsessive; late might mean slack. Or not.

				A lot of people passed in the street and a few came in and settled down to their drinks. I looked at my watch and about two minutes after the appointed time a man walked in with the air of someone unfamiliar with the place and hoping to be met. Two minutes late didn’t mean anything in my analysis. But it wasn’t the timing or his manner that caught my attention. This man was tall, well built, with dark hair going grey. He looked fit. He also had a beaked nose that had been broken at least once and white scar tissue from boxing threaded through his heavy eyebrows. In other words, he was a mirror image of me.
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				I got up and we shook hands.

				He laughed. ‘You’re surprised.’

				‘You aren’t?’

				‘I saw a photo of you in a newspaper. I was surprised then all right.’

				He insisted on shouting. We took our pints of Guinness into a corner and touched glasses.

				‘So,’ I said, ‘second cousins. I didn’t know I had any. The Malloys and the Hardys weren’t exactly great breeders.’

				‘Likewise. My mother was an only child and I’m the same.’

				I told him I had a sister who had two children I’d scarcely ever seen because they lived in New Zealand.

				‘A nephew and a niece, eh? I suppose they’re some relation to me, but I’m buggered if I know what you’d call it.’

				The similarity in our voices and manner seemed to have the same effect on us, making both of us quiet, unsure of what to say. He wore slacks and a blazer with a business shirt and no tie. I was in cords, a football shirt and denim jacket.

				‘Well, Patrick,’ I said, ‘there’s one difference at least—you dress up a bit.’

				He laughed and that broke the ice. We finished the drinks and I got up to get a round. ‘I might . . .’

				‘Make it just a middy,’ he said, patting his stomach. ‘Got to watch the flab.’

				That was exactly what I was going to propose and for the same reason. I watched while the drinks were being poured. Patrick seemed at ease, very still, perhaps unusually so. The beer loosened us up and we chatted. He told me that his grandfather had been adamant that he came from a line of Travellers, not gypsies, and that recently he’d taken an interest in the subject and had looked it up in books and on the web. Malloy was a Travellers’ name, he said, but so were lots of others.

				I drank and nodded, mildly interested, but with a question looming larger in my mind. Who is this guy and what is he?

				He broke off. ‘I’m boring you.’

				‘Not a bit.’ I touched the scar tissue above my eyebrows. ‘Weird that we’ve both got this. You boxed?’

				‘In the army and very, very briefly as a pro. Saw the error of my ways and quit. You?’

				‘Amateur only. Before the army and after.’

				‘Jesus,’ he said. ‘Talk about parallel lives.’

				A few stories had appeared in the papers about me in recent years, all negative and to do with the loss of my PEA licence. I’d withheld evidence, been accused of conspiracy to pervert the course of justice, and been given a lifetime ban. So he knew about me. Time to get on a level footing.

				‘What’s your game, Patrick?’

				‘I’ve done a few things in my time, Cliff. Did a law degree after the army and worked for a couple of unions. Then I went into buying and renovating old pubs around the place. Here, there and everywhere. Made a good quid at that. Now I’ve got some investments and a share in a small security firm. That’s mostly hands-off but occasionally I have to step in and do a bit. What’re you up to these days?’

				‘Nothing much. I’ve got enough money to skate along.’

				He nodded. ‘Tell you what, my firm’s handling the security for the Moody/Sullivan fight on Wednesday week. It’s sold out, they tell me, but I’ve got some tickets. How’d you like to come along as my guest? Be ringside.’

				The Moody he was talking about was Mick ‘Mighty’ Moody, the current Australian middleweight champion and the son of Jacko Moody, who’d held the title twenty years before. I’d had some dealings with Jacko and other La Perouse Aborigines back then, and I’d followed Mick’s career in the papers. There was talk of a non-title fight with Anthony Mundine but his management was bringing him along cautiously. Time was on his side. Mick was only twenty and these days, with better diet, training and fewer, shorter bouts, boxers can last into their thirties. I was keen to see the fight and said so.

				‘Great,’ Patrick said. ‘I’ll send a car to pick you up. Parking’s a bastard at the pavilion.’

				‘I can get a cab.’

				‘You’d be going as my guest. It’s my pleasure.’

				I thanked him and gave him the address. We shook hands again and went our separate ways. That put my holiday on hold for a while, but I hadn’t come up with a workable plan anyway. I spent my time in the ways I’d begun, reluctantly, to get used to—going to the gym in Leichhardt, swimming at Victoria Park, hanging out with Frank Parker and Hilde, dropping in on my daughter and her partner Hank Bachelor. I was reading through a batch of Penguin Hemingway novels I’d picked up second-hand in Gleebooks and playing pool with Daphne Rowley in the Toxteth Hotel. And religiously taking my meds.

				I was collected by a guy driving a white Commodore and wearing a uniform with patches that said ‘Pavee Security’. The word rang a bell but I couldn’t place it. His name tag read Kevin Barclay and I was glad that he didn’t say he was there to help. Too many Kevins these days did. He didn’t talk much on the drive. The fight was a big event with extensive media interest and Patrick was right—parking was a problem all around the Hordern Pavilion and the driver had to keep his mind on the job to avoid angry motorists and work his way to where only the privileged few could go. He got me close to an entrance and handed me a ticket.

				‘Enjoy the fight, Mr Hardy.’

				‘Thanks. Will you be inside, Kev?’

				‘Some of the time.’

				‘Expect any trouble?’

				‘Nah, well, I could let you in on a secret.’

				‘Yeah?’

				‘Better not. I’m saying Moody by a knockout in the fifth.’

				I puzzled over his remark as I presented the ticket and was escorted down a couple of levels and along an aisle to a seat in the second row with a square-on view of the ring. There’s something unique about a boxing program that infects the audience before it starts. You know a fight can be a long, testing affair or over in a matter of seconds. No other sporting contest is like that. The place was packed and noisy and that atmosphere of tense uncertainty drove other thoughts from my mind. The front row is too close. It spoils the perspective, and further back you miss some of the nuances. Row two is perfect.

				The preliminaries weren’t much. A couple of footballers were making their debuts, one as a heavy and the other as a light-heavy. They won against opponents even less skilled than themselves. Seemed to me they should have stuck to football. The six-rounder before the main event was better. A fast, rangy Lebanese lightweight named Ali Ali boxed the ears off a stocky opponent for four rounds before unwisely deciding he could mix it in the fifth. A solid left rip to his unguarded mid-section put him down and after taking an eight count he walked into a straight right that ended his night.

				Patrick arrived just as the referee reached ten and the crowd, as crowds will, roared its approval of the KO.

				‘Evening, Cliff. How’s it going?’

				‘Pretty good. Ali should’ve stayed on his bike.’

				‘You’re right.’ Patrick, wearing a dark suit over a white T-shirt, looked around. ‘Bloody good house. We’ll make a quid.’

				‘You’re the promoter?’

				‘One of them. I’ve got a piece, as the Yanks say.’

				‘Expecting any trouble security-wise?’

				‘Never can tell. Boxing ’n’ booze are a potent combination. Fancy a drink?’

				The ringside area was catered for by a squad of waiters wearing a smarter version of the Pavee uniform, and the rest of the auditorium was serviced by a bar at the back. I don’t like the idea of drinking while men are sweating and hurting each other and I refused. Patrick nodded, ordered mineral water from the waiter, and settled back as Sullivan and his party came down the aisle to the ring.

				As always, the half-naked women who hold up boards for the round numbers waited to greet the fighters. It’s a fairly recent addition to the circus, geared to television, and the traditionalists don’t like it. But if they’d had the idea in the old days and could’ve got away with it, they’d have done it.

				There was nothing flash about Moody. He entered the ring only a few minutes after Sullivan and no martial music played. Sullivan was the number one contender for Moody’s title, a crown he’d held himself in the past. He was a veteran with an impressive record but a couple of losses that had stalled his career. He was stocky, pale, heavily tattooed. Moody was tall and lean, teak-coloured and severe-looking in a grey hooded top and dark shorts. The announcer gave their names the usual pizzazz; they were both under the middleweight limit so the title was definitely on the line. The referee gave them their instructions and the bell sounded.

				From almost the first few minutes it was clear that Moody had the edge. Not that Sullivan was unskilled; he knew how to defend and attack, but, compared to the younger man, he was slow. Not by much, but in boxing split seconds are crucial. His speed advantage by hand and foot enabled Moody to land his punches more cleanly and more often and to avoid most of Sullivan’s responses. The crowd urged Sullivan on, but by the seventh round he was tiring and frustrated. He tried a bullocking rush; Moody sidestepped and caught him flush on the ear with a stiff left. Sullivan floundered and Moody, his moment having arrived, drove him to the ropes and landed heavily on his head and body. The referee stopped the fight.

				‘He’s good,’ Patrick said as we moved to leave. ‘Picks his spots.’

				‘Have you got a piece of him, too?’

				‘Hey, come on, what d’you take me for?’

				‘Sorry,’ I said. ‘I have a love/hate relationship with the game.’

				‘I know what you mean. No, I steer clear of the managerial side. Strictly an administrator.’

				We went out to where the white Commodore was parked and Patrick said he’d given Kevin the night off and would drive me home. I felt obliged to invite him in for a drink and we talked amicably. He saw For Whom the Bell Tolls lying open and said he was a great admirer of Hemingway. I asked him about the name of his security outfit and he said Pavee was the name the Irish Travellers gave themselves. I’d read that but forgotten.

				‘You’re really into all that, aren’t you?’

				‘I am. Dunno quite why. It’s an interest.’

				We parted as something like friends.

				The next time I saw him was a week or so later at the Victoria Park pool. He swam more laps than me with a slow, powerful stroke better than my surfer’s choppy action. We had a coffee afterwards and he drew a line down the centre of his chest with an index finger.

				‘You’re in the zipper club?’

				‘Yep. A while ago now. I had a heart attack in America. Lousy medical system if you’re poor, but probably the best in the world if you’re not.’

				‘That’s what killed my dad. Quite young, poor bugger.’

				‘Mine too. You look fit, Pat. You are fit, but you must be about the same age as me and with the family connection and all it wouldn’t be a bad idea for you to have a check-up. I didn’t see it coming.’

				‘I’ll do that.’

				He rang me a few days later to say that he’d had the tests and they’d found a blockage.

				‘Not as serious as yours must’ve been,’ he said. ‘I have to have this thing called a stent. No big deal. But I’m glad you alerted me. Look, they want me to go into hospital for a day or two. D’you mind if I put you in as next of kin? Just a formality.’

				‘Sure. I never asked—no wife or kids?’

				‘Divorced years ago. No kids that I know of.’

				‘I’ll visit you.’

				I did. He had a private room in Strathfield Private Hospital. The nurse who escorted me to the room looked at me with wide, startled eyes.

				‘I know,’ I said, ‘we’re cousins.’

				‘You look like twins.’

				He came through the minor procedure with no trouble but was annoyed to learn that he’d be on a couple of medications for the rest of his life.

				‘You get used to it,’ I said. ‘And the daytime ones you can wash down with a glass of wine.’

				He grinned. ‘Is that what you do?’

				‘Between us, yes, sometimes.’

				‘Well, thanks for coming and not bringing grapes.’

				I handed over the Hemingway novel, which I’d finished, shook his hand and left. At the nurses’ station I heard a man asking where Patrick was. He was pale and ginger-haired and he did a double-take when he saw me.

				‘I’m Patrick’s cousin,’ I said. ‘He’s doing fine.’

				‘Glad to hear it. God, I thought you were him making a break.’ He laughed and stuck out his hand. ‘Martin Milton-Smith, a colleague of Patrick’s. Good to meet you.’

				We shook. ‘Cliff Hardy.’

				I thought he reacted to the name but I couldn’t be sure. He smoothed down a silk tie that nicely matched his suit, and went down the corridor in the direction the nurse had given him.

				‘Does Mr Malloy get many visitors?’ I asked the nurse.

				‘So far only two—you and him.’

				A few days later Patrick appeared at my door in the late afternoon. He had two cans of draught Guinness in a paper bag and the Hemingway book in his hand. He came in and we went out to the back area I’d bricked amateurishly years ago. I could have had it relaid when the other work on the house was done but there was something about it, lumpy and with grass growing through the cracks, I liked. We lifted the tabs on the cans and poured the brew carefully into glasses.

				‘Cheers,’ he said. ‘Looks to me as if you’re doing bugger-all.’

				I drank. ‘That’s about it, Pat.’

				‘Me too, more or less. I’ve got an idea. I’m thinking of going to Ireland to look up the Malloy Travellers. Why don’t you come with me?’
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				We flew Qantas business class to London. Patrick had grown a beard and had his hair cut short so that more grey showed. With that and his smarter clothes, we didn’t look as much like the Bobbsey Twins as before. We hung around London for a few days. We’d both been there before and we went off separately renewing old memories. In fact we didn’t spend much time together. He was a late sleeper and I’m an early riser. I used buses to get around and he used the tube. We had dinner together only one night, but here again our preferences were the same—Indian in Old Brompton Road, with hot curries, plenty of naan and cold beer.

				The dollar was fairly strong against the pound but neither of us was economising. We’d arrived in May and the weather was warm, much warmer than I’d known it to be there before.

				‘They’ll be having to take their socks off and just get around in their sandals if this keeps up,’ Patrick said.

				‘When were you here last, Pat?’ I asked.

				‘About twenty years ago.’

				‘Doing what?’

				‘Why?’

				‘Just curious.’

				He ate another mouthful before answering with another question. ‘How about you?’

				I shrugged. ‘Twelve years back. Missing persons case.’

				‘You find him?’

				‘Her. No.’

				‘I was dumb,’ he said. ‘I missed the army when I left. The marriage had finished and I was pretty pissed off. Would you believe I signed up in Sydney with a mercenary outfit?’

				‘That was dumb.’

				‘Yeah. A bunch of us came over here. Did some training in Yorkshire and the word was we were going to Angola. I’d wised up a bit by then. It was a gimcrack mob, half pisspots and half psychopaths. I went to Australia House, dug out some newspapers and read up on the civil war in Angola. There was no way I was going to get into that.’

				‘So what did you do?’

				He laughed and took a big swig of lager. ‘I fuckin’ deserted, mate.’

				We took the train to Liverpool and caught the ferry to Ireland. It was a rough, four-hour crossing and we spent most of the time in the bar.

				We were drinking Irish whiskey, getting in the mood. After a particularly rough spell I said, ‘We could have flown and avoided this.’

				‘I wanted to make the crossing the way our people coming out to Australia would have done back then. No aeroplanes.’

				No Jamesons or hot snacks either, I thought, but let him have his fun.

				Patrick read his way through a batch of newspapers he’d picked up and kept me abreast of things in the UK. I liked the response the new Lord Mayor of London made to the standard tabloid interview question ‘Have you ever had sex with a man?’ Boris Johnson replied, ‘Not yet.’ Great answer.

				I was reading Tim Jeal’s biography of Henry Morton Stanley, the man who ‘found’ David Livingstone. It was interesting, particularly the stuff about the way people in those times could completely reinvent themselves. Like Stanley, like Daisy Bates, like ‘Breaker’ Morant. Stanley, the American, wasn’t Stanley and wasn’t an American. And he probably didn’t say, ‘Dr Livingstone, I presume.’ I suppose people can still myth-make, but it must be harder these days. I looked up from the book from time to time to study our fellow passengers. They mostly seemed comfortable, even affluent—had to be to pay the bar prices. The English and the Irish seemed to be on good terms, which would have surprised and angered Granny Malloy.
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