

















While they’'ve been exchanging all this, the
miscreant hauls out a Mannlicher pistol, left-handed
from his pocket. Brien puts the wrench back in his
pocket and says, “Put that out of sight.” He doesn’t
want to argue with a chap armed with a pistol that
would stop a buffalo.

“How did you plan to get away?”

“Oh, overalls, a hard hat and a clip board,
through the old Emu Brewery construction site.”
Brien says, “Well, if you're sharp, you can still do
that. Best to get that arm attended to though. Have
you a medical source?”

“Of course,” says the man. The chap pulls on
his overalls, hard hat and clipboard — all out of his
bum pack.

“‘Jump on the bin and get out through Bishops
House to the site,” Brien says, “off you go.”

“Thanks, sport,” the man says, and is gone
like a flash. He walks back down the alley, dumping
the bin as he goes and gets out onto Mounts Bay
Road, but not away. The new Premier is only days
into the job, so he has no real security with him.
Brien takes the bull by the horns and hands him the
spanner.

“‘Better mount it,” he says, “you could have
been the shortest serving premier of all time.”

A few weeks later, back at work in the bush,
he gets called to the phone. Over the noise of the
machinery in his workroom, he takes a really major
call. It's the Premier.

‘I owe you so much,” he says, “and | can now,
if you want, repay you.”

‘How so, Mr Premier,” Brien asks.

“‘Well, the Prime Minister is much appreciative
of what you did, at your quickness of action, your
disinclination to discuss the matter much and so on.
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In short, with the untimely death of the Australian
Ambassador to France last week, | have it now in my
gift to offer you the job. Only short term, as he had
14 months to run. Will you do it?”
Brien has sold his business for good money only a
week back and has been wondering what the hell to
do in retirement. It is very timely. The Aussie tennis
player wins his Roland Garras final. ‘Game, set and
match’, the caller cries. Brien stands to applaud.
‘Yes indeed,’ he thinks.



