
 

Snatching the keys off the hook, Bob strode out into the gallery to check it was empty before 

locking up for the day.  There was one lone patron, a tall young lanky man with longish 

blonde hair staring at a painting.  Bob thought he looked about sixteen, the same age as his 

own son. 

‘Hey, young man, I’m sorry but its time to leave.  The Gallery closes in two minutes.’ 

The boy took one last long look at the painting and slowly swung around to face Bob.  ‘Can I 

take a photo of the painting?’ 

‘I can’t let you sorry.  The sign on the door says No Photos.  There are pictures of it on the 

gallery website that you can access and then no-one gets into trouble.’ Bob chuckled 

awkwardly. 

The boy’s head dipped down in disappointment and he began to walk toward the exit. 

Bob felt unnerved to see the boy look so dejected, ‘hey, what is it you like about this 

painting?’ 

The boy’s head snapped up and his eyes lit up, ‘I don’t know why, but this painting keeps 

being in my dreams.  Ever since I saw it here on a school excursion a few months ago, I can’t 

stop thinking about it.’  He gave Bob a shy smile and continued, ‘I leave school and I’m 

drawn here to see the painting more and more often.’ 

Bob was perplexed with this explanation, why would a young man dream of the Marngrook 

Football painting?  ‘Do you play football?’ 

‘No, my dad wanted me to be a Motor-cross rider and would only let me play football when I 

was at school, I couldn’t be part of a real team, even though my school teachers said I was a 

natural with a football.’ 



‘Do you do Motor-cross now?’ 

“Our dad died in a motorbike accident and my mum threw my bike away just before we left 

the farm and moved to the city to live with her parents.’ 

Bob felt mean to have brought up this sad story and changed tact ‘What happens in your 

dreams?’ 

‘In my dreams I am the white boy in that painting.  I am living in our old house in the 

Grampians and my friends and I are playing a ball game.  One of the teachers asks me to 

write down the rules of the game we are playing because it keeps the ball in the air as much 

as possible rather than encouraging tussles on the ground.  I go home and write it all down 

and the school call it Australian Rules Football.  In the dream there is not already a game 

with that name.’ He shrugs shyly and then continues.  ‘My indigenous friends tease me and 

say I stole their game but they don’t really care that I did.  They say, Tom is making our 

game famous.’ 

Bob feels cold shivers through his spine, ‘Did you say your name is Tom?’ 

‘Yes, it is.  Tom Wills, is my name.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 


