The town’s three serious drinkers were sitting on stools at the bar, the obligatory Akubras tilted back, weathered brown fists nursing schooners of icy beer, the occasional conversation touching on the brutally hot weather and the uncertainty of prices at next week’s yearling sales. Heads turned when the door swung open, letting in a swirl of hot air, and a dusty, gnarled, figure in work boots, shorts and a sweat stained blue singlet.
‘Jeezes Bluey, yer lettin’ the heat in - close the bloody door for Gawd’s sake!’ came the chorus from the bar as the ginger-haired Bluey McGarrigle sauntered up to the bar.

‘G’day Mick ... Bazza … Johnno’ Bluey nodded towards the three at the bar.

‘Haven’t seen ya round ‘ere for a few weeks Bluey – where’ve yer been?’ Mick asked.

‘Musterin’ up near Woop Woop mate. Tell yer what tho, it’s bloody ‘ot out there. Set me up with a schooner Bill, I’m as dry as a dead dingo’s donger’ Bluey replied with a nod towards Bill the barman.
Bill finished polishing the beer glass in his hand and snapped the dishcloth at a fly that had settled on the bar. ‘Well now Bluey, ya know I’d like to pour ya one but you’re in arrears’

‘Me inner ears what?  I only wannna beer for flamin’ sake.’

‘In arrears Bluey, yer balance ain’t right and I can’t serve ya ‘til ya make it right‘ Bill repeated.
‘There’s nothin’ wrong with me balance Bill – or me inner ear for that matter – you got a doctor’s degree now or something? Ya know I can ‘old me drink. Gawd knows I’ve drunk these bastards unconscious many’s the time before.’ 
‘No, ya don’t understand Bluey, ya musta been out in the sun too long. Yer in arrears, yer balance is shot…’

‘I keep tellin’ ya Bill, I’m fine. There’s nuthin’ wrong with me ears, inner or outer and I can walk a straight line and I ain’t bloody pissed…… yet - though I’d like ta be if I could get a flamin’ drink!’ 
‘Strewth Bluey, what’s it take ter get it through yer thick skull! Yer account’s in arrears and ya owe me fifty bucks!’ shouted Bill, exasperated now.

‘Stone the crows Bill, is that all? I thought youse were tellin’ me there was somethin’ wrong with me. Well I get paid next week, so I’ll fix youse up then ok. Now, make mine a schooner mate – a man’s not a camel ya know.

Bill threw the dishcloth across his shoulder, sighed heavily and started pulling a beer.

‘Better make it four, Bill – must be my round eh boys’ Bluey suggested.
‘Oh – and put it on me tab Bill, there’s a good sport’

