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Where is Dougal? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The copper watched my approach, his fingers all twitchy, and hovering close to his gun. 

He wasn’t happy because I hadn’t crossed at the lights, because it was close on curfew time, 

and because the dark times, the evil walking our streets wanted to hurt us all, and grumpy, 

nervous, and agitated kept him safe. I stopped before him, clutching at my arms, the cold 

freezing my bones. He pulled at his peaked cap, a stream of water splashing onto his black 

boots. He widened his stance, small pig eyes staring, a deep snarl rumbling, and rotted teeth 

grinding. 

‘Is bad,’ I said to Elliot. 

Not good, Izzy. 

‘What do I do?’ 

It was ten pm, and I was kitty wet, lost scraggy dog miserable, and wanted to know why 

my brother had an old, sad, beat-up copper guarding his door. 
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You can’t be arguing with a copper, not when his fingers are caressing the trigger of a 

gun. 

I agreed with Elliot. The coppers in Ostere town had lost their manners and liked to 

shoot. I blamed the army. They stalked our town with rifles, shooting creatures not deserving 

of a bullet. Coppers used to investigate and protect, but with soldiers shooting stuff, they were 

powerless to protect and serve, so armed up and joined the fray. 

‘But there’s no harm in asking a question.’ 

Izzy, don’t be hot-headed, don’t be throwing a tantrum, and play nice. We’re not safe 

here. 

I’m Izzy. I’m almost eighteen and, according to the state mental doctors, I’m certifiably 

crackers. There are a lot of words that describe my condition, but I like crackers. Up until an 

hour ago, I was an inmate at Arundel Asylum, but I’d managed to escape, to flee their drugs 

and abuse, expecting to be met by my big brother, Dougal. The irritating voice, the one that 

never ceases, is my other brother, my twin, and his name is Elliot. He’s well dead, but he haunts 

me day and night. He’s mostly good to have around, but he can get irritating, and when he’s 

irritating, he’s, like, so annoying. 

‘Excuse me, sir,’ I said. And I smiled. I don’t do smiling, ever. And I found it 

remarkably difficult to hold. Smiling doesn’t seem natural. Not to me, but I asked my question. 

‘Is Dougal receiving visitors.’ 

Classy 

It brought no response from the old dog guarding Dougal’s door. He hitched at his 

utility belt, shuffling it high, but it flopped back beneath his fat gut. 

‘Piss off. Get out of my patch, you parentless gutter goblin.’ 

Goblin, Elliot echoed. 

I was shocked. The copper’s words hurt. ‘You can’t speak to me like that. I’ll have you 

know, some of my finest friends thrive without parental support.’ 

Tell him he’s a tub of lard and his heart is curing and pickling in fat and clogging hard 

with crap and is set to explode, Kaboom. 

I was drawing a crowd. A mother, umbrella in hand, child under her wing, stopped 

before me, hoping I’d move. A large man appeared at her rear, his hands resting against mother 

and child. He guided them past me, the mother’s hand covering her child’s ears. 

He’s going to shoot. 

I watched the small family walk away, alarmed at the mother’s reaction to my presence. 

She was fearful as if I was a threat. 
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Izzy. 

The copper flicked the catch holding his gun in place, and his hand palmed the gun. I 

backed off, bumping into a tall woman and her man cowering beneath an umbrella. The copper 

sneered and rolled a toothpick in his mouth like he was tough. Hard. Dangerous even. It didn’t 

impress me, and Elliot laughed. 

He’s a loser. Look at him. His jowls flap when he breathes and his tits jiggle each time 

his heart pumps. 

‘What happened?’ I asked the copper. 

Elliot answered. He’s standing guard because he’s not trusted anymore. He’s an old 

boy, Izzy girl, used up, and he betrayed his partner, right? 

‘He asked you to watch his back,’ I said. People pushed past, knocking me closer to the 

old boy. ‘Didn’t he? But you were watching your own back, right?’ 

The copper spat the toothpick at my chest. I fell backwards, clutching at my breast, 

pretending I’d taken a bullet to my heart. I performed an elegant pirouette, stumped back, then 

forward. ‘I’m shot, Elliot,’ I sobbed. ‘I’ve taken lead to my chest. Help me, Elliot. Hold my 

hand.’ 

Elliot was laughing, but the copper wasn’t. 

‘Piss off, or I’ll shoot ya.’ 

I should be telling you something else about me, me and Elliot, and our ability to hear 

stuff. We’re clever, Elliot and me. We knew what that copper’s problem was from the moment 

we spied him standing guard. He was washed up, beaten, and thinking of the shekels worth of 

food awaiting obliteration in the oven, and inhaled before he fell asleep with a gut full of beer 

for a nightcap. 

I retreated, stepping into the gutter lining Fitzroy Street, giving up on my charade. Folk 

strutted the gap, casting secretive glances at the copper and me, whispering behind hands, 

hurrying to get off the streets. 

‘Piss off yer tart,’ he said. ‘Why don’t you go shoot your dope up your skinny runt 

arms, until your veins pop, your heart explodes, and your brain melts out your Goblin ears.’ 

As he touched his gun, my fingers traced the outline of my ears. Really, I thought, 

‘Goblin ears?’ 

They’re not small, Izzy. 

His hand fitted the gun, ready to draw and shoot, but a shout distracted him. A man 

approached from my left, calling to the copper, his hand held up in greeting. He was tall, with 

dark hair, and an umbrella hiding his face. I stepped further into the street, curious to see if the 
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nasty cop would shake hands. The man’s suit looked smart and dark. His polished shoes bore 

droplets on the toes and a trace of mud on his heels. 

The copper shook his hand, muttered with a dirty frown, and glared at me. The man 

turned, and his eyes stared. Mean black eyes, the gap between too wide and broad and making 

him seem slightly alien. 

He had a scar down his right cheek. 

No scar, Elliot, not that I remembered, but he did have thin straight lips. A goatee, 

shaved and sculpted, which helped deflect from his hard lipless mouth. 

Bloody vagrants. His thoughts rattled heavy in his head. 

‘Arrest her,’ he said. ‘She’s a gutter goblin.’ 

I backed off, running across the road, skipping in front of a jeep, the soldier in the 

passenger seat holding a rifle across his chest. 

Let’s get out of here, Izzy, or we’ll be going back to the Asylum before sunrise. 

 

*** 

‘Write your crazy out of your system,’ my nut-nut doctor told me. ‘You need to get madness 

and insanity in black and white.’ 

I’d picked up a red pen, and she slapped my hand. 

‘Not red.’ 

‘Why?’ I said. She didn’t like me asking. 

‘Because we don’t use red, trust me.’ 

She had a Nordic accent that made her sound bossy. I’d always struggled with bossy, 

so trusting my doctor from the extreme white north was a big ask. 

And her accent made me shiver. It caused my skin to bump and chill, and the little hairs 

to stand up straight. No amount of rubbing ever got the warmth back into me. 

A pullover, or a coat maybe. 

Elliot talked nonsense, not having any idea what clothing Arundel Asylum offered its 

inmates. There were no coats or jumpers or heaters for a shivering body to find warmth or 

nurture. That place was damp, dreary and dead cold. 

‘You will print your crazy, stupid thoughts on paper, darling. Vent, vent, vent. It is the 

only way, darling.’ 

Not her exact words. I might’ve exaggerated, embroidered the truth a little. And what 

did I care? I was free of her, of that place, and across the road was my haven, my sanctuary, 
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but a line of yellow plastic tape blockaded my entry. It said Crime Scene. It meant Piss Off. 

Stay Away. Butt Out.  

I sat on the wooden bench opposite my brother’s office. Behind the tape was a glass 

door, black lettering advertising ExtraOrdinary Private Investigations, and its location was on 

the first floor. My brother’s office was between a pizza restaurant and an all-night convenience 

store. His neighbours consisted of take-out shops, betting shops, charity concerns and behind 

me was The Prince of Wales pub. In between was Fitzroy Street, a tram stop and very little 

traffic. It was curfew and not a lot of people liked to break that law. 

My pencil, a thick builder’s stub, was poised over the paper. A single sheet, folded 

twice, grubby and creased. And blank. I wanted to write my brother a note, but I got to thinking 

about my doctor and her thoughts, thinking maybe I should vent, because a note through my 

brother’s door at this late hour wasn’t going to alert him to my arrival. 

But no venting occurred. I became distracted by a man who sat next to me. He was a 

skinny looking bloke, who gave me a right glare when he noticed me staring. I gulped and 

apologised with a humble sorry, but I so wanted to stare again. His beak was huge like it had a 

bend cum hump that must’ve stored a tanks worth of snot. I didn’t want to be around when he 

sneezed. Disaster to the world and its problem with airborne diseases, like, if that hooter ever 

contacted irksome pathogens and exploded with an ah-choo. 

It is night time, I wrote. I was trying to give myself an activity, and stop me staring at 

the ginormous hooter, but the paper was damp. I am sitting across the road, I scrawled, from 

my brothers front door, hoping he’ll come out to play. It is cold, mizzle wetting my hair— 

Mizzle? That’s not a word. 

‘It is so too a word. It’s a combination of mist and drizzle,’ I said. 

The man with the beak was staring at me. Fair do’s, like, I was talking out loud. I do 

that. Lots. 

Mizzle, my arse. It was raining. 

Through the glass door, I could see ghostly figures at work. I eased my pack off my 

back and fetched a bottle of Slotvak Wodka from inside. A mouthful allowed me to swallow a 

blue pill, and another glug ensured it settled comfortably in my stomach. An army patrol 

crossed the street, loud and bloody proud, looking stupid in their shiny wet ponchos. The purple 

lights from the A-Rab takeout cafe shone on their backs. A jeeps headlight dazzled, and I 

jumped to my feet, cowering in the shadow of an aged elm tree. I found a half-smoked butt of 

weed in my pocket and lit up in defiance, blowing the smoke forward, hoping the rich scent 

caused their noses to twitch. Two T-Birds tottered in high-heels, stopping at the door to stare 
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into the apartment, scurrying away when a peaked copper cap appeared at the door and barked 

at them. 

‘Where is our brother?’ I asked Elliot. 

A tall man wearing a wet fedora, a long pale leather coat and heavy-duty boots stopped 

by the door, and the old copper exited, giving him a nod. 

‘He’s still here,’ I muttered. 

The man with the thin lips and umbrella, joined them, his hand reaching forward to 

clasp the new man’s, the two men doing a bonhomie shoulder bump. 

They didn’t bump. They hugged. 

They didn’t. It was that bloke thing, sort of gay, but acceptable for hetero blokes to do 

if they respected each other. Rain dripped from the new arrivals hat when he turned to look in 

my direction. Beneath his coat, he wore a checked shirt and red braces. His beard was long, 

straggly and thin. The copper pointed at me. I cringed, easing closer to the tree, not sure if they 

were looking at me or the blank dark windows of the Prince of Wales. The bearded man turned, 

his head tilted like he was contemplating, thinking well hard about approaching. The umbrella 

man shook hands with the copper, hugged the bearded man, and left, walking toward the river. 

His departure gave me no respite as the bearded man, and the copper kept staring at me. I didn’t 

feel their intentions honourable. 

It was creepy. 

As they both took a step in my direction, a girl in a wheelchair rolled to a stop beside 

me. She wore a short school skirt with her white blouse unbuttoned and tied beneath her breasts. 

Her bare stomach was pale and frozen, slick and shiny. The tie was fat and well short, and the 

nipples solid beneath her blouse. The glasses sat low on her nose. Long blondish hair was tied 

in pigtails. 

‘You want some,’ she called across the wide street. She cupped her hands about her 

breasts, ‘Feast your eyes, boys. Do you like these puppies? I’ve got special rates for the Law.’ 

The man tilted his hat to the copper, turned, and exited toward Grey Street and the hill 

beyond. The copper entered my brother’s office, and the man with the hooter stood from the 

seat, and almost ran into the dark. 

‘You spare a puff?’ the girl in the chair said. She was looking at me, speaking with a 

posh educated accent.  

Mmm, you should wear glasses, Izzy. Mmm. Talk, Izzy. Don’t let her leave. 

‘You know how to clear an area,’ I said. 
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I passed her the cigarette and watched her inhale. She was pretty. The skirt was strange 

because her legs were well skinny and tucked beneath the chair. She needed a rug, I reckoned, 

because it wasn’t warm, but then maybe she wasn’t feeling the cold down there. 

She took another drag and handed it back to me. ‘What’s going on over at Dougal’s?’ 

I sat on the seat and dropped my pack on the warped wooden slats. ‘You know my 

brother?’ 

‘Dougal, yeah, everyone knows Dougal.’ 

‘The copper wasn’t telling. He did a load of snarling, gnashing of canine’s but not a lot 

else. He’s got an itchy finger. I got the feeling he’d like to be shooting something sometime 

soon.’ 

‘They’ve been there all day. I came past early this morning when the ambulance first 

arrived. The copper, a younger one, not the old grunt standing there now, told me trouble, loads 

of it, kicked off earlier this morning. Neighbours heard shots, shouting, and then quiet. I was 

coming down for a coffee when I saw the ambulance drive toward the esplanade. That was a 

few hours ago.’ 

Dead, right? Elliot said. 

I shuddered at the thought, but I’d been thinking the worst. 

‘I’m guessing dead,’ she said. ‘The ambulance was in no damn hurry, and it kept the 

lights off. If there’s a pulse, you get to hear the siren and see the reds flashing.’ 

That copper… 

Elliot stopped talking. That happened sometimes. Like he was thinking of something 

clever but wasn’t able to express it, like. ‘What about him?’ I asked. I was looking at the 

building, three stories tall, hoping the ambulance and the shooting wasn’t associated with my 

brother. I needed to get inside, to get off the street, and get my ID papers sorted. I couldn’t be 

dealing with another dead brother. It wouldn’t be fair. 

‘Who?’ the girl in the chair said. 

‘Who, what?’ I said. 

He said all queers should be dead. 

That didn’t surprise me. ‘The copper,’ I said to the girl. ‘My brother thinks he’s 

homophobic.’ 

‘Who isn’t. And that copper is an arse. If he could shoot straight, he’d be dangerous.’ 

She puffed some more before handing the butt to me. Across the road, folk in white 

suits exited the building. They carried shoulder bags, briefcases, and toolboxes. They pushed 

hoods off their heads and removed white booties before stepping onto the pavement. 
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‘Forensics? They wouldn’t be employing forensics for a Gay death, like.’ 

‘Why not. Since the curfew came into effect, there’s little else for forensics to do. The 

country is in lockdown, robbers, rapscallions, rapists, and murderers live in fear of their lives. 

You can get shot for crossing against the red man in Albion Minor these days. And the Generals 

need forensics for this case because they’ll be looking for a reason to put your brother’s name 

to shame. They don’t like different these days.’ 

I liked the girl and her talk. Nobody liked different in Albion Minor. I held out my hand. 

‘My name’s Izzy.’ 

‘I’m Hannah, but my punters call me Roller Girl.’ 

She gave a quick shove on the wheels and flipped herself back so she could spin on the 

spot. All the time, she watched me, smiling at my reaction to her skill. Her movements were 

automatic. 

‘Nice to meet you, Roller Girl. I have no talents, well …’ 

‘Well, what? Give it to me. I don’t care if it’s not as impressive as balancing a 

wheelchair.’ 

‘My brother told me to shut it, like a thousand times. And my other brother, Elliot, 

doesn’t like me telling either, not if I’m to stay out of Arundel.’ 

I hesitated, conscious of the look she offered me when I mentioned Arundel Asylum. 

Was she going to run, flee the nutter stalking Dougal Izzard? 

‘The Asylum likes girls like me, and they pump me full of drugs hourly to keep me in 

the land of nuff-nuff where nuffing matters, except breathing in and exhaling. Elliot hates that. 

And Dougal says I need to behave. Be good, Izzy, he says.’ 

‘Big brother’s do that. You can’t do anything without their say so.’ 

‘Yeah, but fair do’s, he’s found me and saved me, sort of.’ 

‘But your talent. It wasn’t escapism if you got locked up in the Arundel.’ 

‘No one gets out of the Arundel. That place is creepy. That place is sinister. Guards 

walk around in white suits armed with pepper spray, tasers, and hypodermic syringes full of 

nuff-nuff juice. 

My girl in the wheelchair was open-mouthed, her head shaking with slow movements. 

‘It can’t be that bad. These are modern times, they say.’ 

I nodded, my eyes wide. ‘Doors are locked, key padded and chained, and the windows 

are barred and reinforced. And you’re right; escapism isn’t my talent. No one gets out of the 

Arundel. Not unless you pay for a pine box, like.’ 
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The girl stared at me. I tried to stare back, but her gaze was unwavering. I smiled and 

turned back to my brother’s apartment. It remained in darkness, the yellow crime tape all that 

was stopping me entering the building. 

‘I’ve shared my talent,’ she said. ‘You’ve got me curious about what your superpower 

could be. And your brother’s not here to tell you to behave.’ She smiled, flipping her chair onto 

its back wheel, spinning on the spot before bouncing back to the ground. 

‘What’s your talent?’ She rolled backwards, the chair dropping to the wet road. She 

bounced on the seat, and the chair jumped onto the footpath. She had a big smile, and it made 

her deep blue eyes sparkle. ‘Go on, what’s your superpower, Izzy.’ 

Elliot said no, but I liked the girl in the chair. We needed to make a friend otherwise 

we’d be sleeping on the rough street. The army didn’t approve of vagrants with breath in their 

lungs. As I turned to Roller Girl, adopting a serious, even grave pout, I noticed a small girl, my 

age, kitten wet like me, a scarf covering her hair, watching Dougal’s apartment. I hesitated, 

wondering, wanting to say hi, but she caught my eye, smiled, and walked into the dark wet 

night. 

Curious, Elliot said. 

And I agreed. The girl was gone, but her thoughts lingered, her confession noted by 

Elliot and me. She killed Dougal. 

I gulped, my mouth agape, Elliot stunned into silence. 

‘So,’ Roller Girl said. ‘Is it a state secret?’ 

I returned my attention to Roller Girl, my mind numb. ‘No, it’s not, well it’s not well 

known. Sometimes…’ I struggled to string my thoughts together as Elliot hummed in my head,  

pretending not to listen. 

But we had to share. 

We needed an ally tonight. 

Otherwise, as Elliot said, we’d be back in Arundel Asylum by the morning. I took a 

deep breath and spoke. 

‘I can read minds.’ 

 

 

 

 

 


