
1 



2 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

HOMICIDE DETECTIVES JOE LIND AND MARJORY HENDRICKS 
 

A BAD BATCH 
 

PETER C BYRNES 
 
 

Copyright © Peter C Byrnes 2013 
 
 

This is an authorised free digital edition from www.obooko.com 
Although you do not have to pay for this e-book, the author’s intellectual property rights 
remain fully protected by international Copyright law. You are licensed to use this digital 

copy strictly for your personal enjoyment only. This edition must not be hosted or 
redistributed on other websites nor offered for sale in any form.  If you paid for this free 

edition, or to gain access to it, we suggest you demand an immediate refund and report the 
transaction to the author and obooko. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://www.obooko.com


3 

CHAPTER ONE 
 
 
"Will you shut up!" 
 
"I haven't muttered a word." I loudly whispered. "What the hell are we doing here in any 
case?" I asked my partner in a voice that sounded as though I had a throat problem. 
 
Laryngitis or something more disturbing. 
 
Like the Big 'C' of the throat. 
 
My Nanna always convinced that she would die of a massive brain tumour. 
 
She must have been disappointed when she did die, as her problem was breast cancer. 
 
She and I never got the chance to discuss the subject though...as she had slipped away by 
that time. From the spreading fingers of cancer riddling her body and not that long held 
belief of a brain tumour being her nemesis. Or was it just fear or some black humoured 
thing which is rife throughout my family apparently, more than some illogical long held 
belief of a brain tumour? 
 
Me? I reckon that I was going to die of Cancer of the throat and with every little cough, or 
itch, or uncomfortable feeling around that area, I convinced myself that the first fingers of 
that disease were making their initial attack! 
 
If I don't die of that, it will be just as hard for me to relay to others my disappointment on 
the matter. 
 
I too, will be dead! I doubt that there will be anybody interested enough in any case, to ask 
the question of me just before that final gasp. Of me dying of some other disease and not the 
one that I had 'cherished' for most of my adult life...it's a 'hand-me-down' family thing for 
those unable to grasp the logic of it! 
 
"We're back-up for the Swat guys...although what the hell we are supposed to do in that role 
has me beat...shoot the bastards as they come vaulting over the back fence here? Not bloody 
likely!” My partner murmured into my ear. She was lying that close to me in the long grass 
all she had to do was turn her head to whisper in my ear. 
 
"Will the two of you shut up back there! You're making enough noise to wake the dead!" 
 
'About as much as you!' I thought to myself. 
 
"Yeah, Boss!" I voiced my obedience; but kept on chortling. "If the suspects come hurtling 
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out their back door as the Tactical Response guys break down the front door, what are we 
supposed to do? Shoot them? Not bloody likely!" I asked him in a hoarse whisper. 
 
"You couldn't hit the side of a large farm barn at ten paces so you'll be bloody helpful, now 
won't you?" My partner Mar, whispered sarcastically. 
 
She just had to get the 'stir' in! 
 
"What're you talking about? At the last Firing Range exercise, I got a better score than you 
did......" 
 
"That's because they felt sorry for you and let you hit the side of that large farm barn at two 
paces. Blind Freddy couldn't have missed at that range!" 
 
"Bloody hell! I won't tell the two of you again to shut your gobs. Shut up, will you! We're 
just about ready for a go. OK?" 
 
Murder Squad Detective D4 Sonny Liston, our lead on this little break from normal duties 
loudly and angrily whispered. 
 
Exasperation in his voice now reaching a climax! I suspected that he would be tearing his 
hair out next! 
 
Just then we heard the back door of the house squeak open. 
 
The back fence we were crouched behind of which I speak, was to the rear of the property 
that was the subject of the about to commence raid. The area near the back fence thick with 
giant trunks of Sydney Blue Gum trees, an assortment of other trees and bushes and long 
grass that was making my legs and arms itch. Virtually a jungle so we thought. Enough for 
all of us to lie down and hide in. 
 
To our way of thinking, we were well hidden. Though trees weren't necessarily a great 
sound baffle against loud, hoarse whispers, so it seemed! 
 
"Hey! You guys down the back yard...what the fuck do ya think ya doing?" 
 
An angry voice bellowed out, followed by a couple of shots from a rifle on semi-automatic. 
 
Some-one muttered a string of expletives and the wise advice to hit the dirt and start 
wriggling away from the centre of attention. Both Mar and I didn't need a repeat of the 
command. We dropped to the ground and ate dirt, forgetting to obey the second part of the 
command which was the SOP in such situations. Break up and outflank. Even the 'blue coat' 
soldiers and the Red Indians in John Wayne westerns knew that one! 
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But at least we turned to face this new threat! 
 
Instead, we lay there concentrating on the high back veranda of the house to the rear of the 
suspected Drug Lab about to be raided. Our line of sight now in the opposite direction of 
that we had planned as part of the back-up team for the raid. Next door! Our bums were 
now in the firing line if the Drug House residents wanted to open fire. 
 
"Get the fuck outa there, otherwise I'll set me dog onya.... Get 'em Nigel!" 
 
We didn't have time to get the fuck outa there before we heard the snarl of a bloody big dog 
as it emerged from the inside dimness of the house. With fangs that dripped drool, it came 
bounding out the back door. Missing the landing entirely, it dropped the more than two 
metre height from the house to the backyard level below without breaking stride as it 
bounded in our direction. 
 
"Nigel??? What fucking idiot would call his Bull Massif, Nigel?" I whispered into Mar's 
ear. 
 
"Is it a Bull Massif?" Mar whispered. Terror in her voice. "When I was a little girl, one 
attacked me...I've been scared shitless of them ever since." 
 
"You never told me that! What happened...were you badly hurt?" Worry in my voice for my 
partner. 
 
"Truthfully...well no...it just stood there wagging its tail...it wanted to be friendly...it was, 
with its drool dripping over my head. That's what I have nightmares over...still! It's bloody 
yucky stuff!" 
 
"It didn't attack you?" 
 
"Well no... but this one certainly will. Do something, Joe. Quick!"  
 
The edge of sheer panic lacing every syllable. 
 
In our ear-pieces we could hear the Swat Leader next door issuing the order to commence 
the operation. 
 
"Go. Go. Go. Shots fired. They must have cottoned onto us...Bennett and Toohey. Around 
the back, quick smart! You back-up guys, be prepared to take down the suspects if they try 
to vault the back fence...Go, go, go!" 
 
Yeah, right. 
 
I could hear Liston's voice in my ear-piece trying desperately to warn the Swat Leader that 
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sending Bennett and Toohey around the back of the 'raid' premises was not that great an 
idea. Not at that precise moment in any case. They, more than likely, would walk straight 
into the fusillade of bullets fired by the idiot aiming at us! 
 
We were not in the position to do anything but smell the grass at that moment, let alone look 
out and apprehend some silly bugger vaulting the back fence and heading straight into a 
volley of bullets fired by some crazed home owner in the joint behind! 
 
I heard this vicious snarl and a shadow of the large dog heading in Mar and my direction. 
 
Mar's terror and paranoia leapt to me! 
 
It wasn't going to stop until it had one of us in its jaws. 
 
I fired off two rounds from my Glock quick smart, hearing the bullets thump into the body 
of the beast. 
 
It gave a yelp full of pain, a slight whimper and then it nose-dived into the ground, just 
centimetres from my head. 
 
All I could now smell was that dirty, doggy smell and fresh shit. I wasn't too sure whether it 
was a dog turd or a mess in my own jeans. I guess it may have been Mar for all I knew! 
 
The Owner, who was still standing at the back door, let out a blood curdling roar and began 
to spray the backyard with bullets. The rifle now on full automatic! 
 
Some-one should tell him that automatic rifles were illegal in Australia. I was going to tell 
him so in so many words if I got the chance. I was now bloody mad with adrenalin coursing 
through my system at one hundred knots! 
 
Bullets pinged close by. Thumped into the trunks of the tall trees that we were now hiding 
behind. 
 
To my mind, us Murder Dicks are where we are for our analytical and inquisitive minds, not 
for our 'Rambo' responses to situations such as this. We will leave the offensive gung-ho 
approach to those in the Force who regularly attend offensive, defensive and quick response 
strategies in similar scenarios. 
 
A lot of those courses and continual back-up lectures are but voluntary attendances for us 
Murder Dicks. 
 
With my background, I should have adopted a more offensive approach, or with my prior 
training at least get the hell out of there. It was useless returning fire with my service pistol 
as the range to our protagonist was far too great to be effective. And to my way of thinking, 
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any such retaliation on my part would probably position us better for the shooter and 
indicate to him that he was firing far too wildly and far too high. We could hear the bullets 
above our heads ripping through the leaves of the seemingly puny bushes that we attempted 
to hide behind. Hear the bullets thwack through the paling fence directly behind us or 
completely disintegrate them as they passed through. An immediate thwack, ping, and zing 
as they hit the rear brick wall of the neighbouring house at the rear of this property. Some 
200 metres away. 
 
I also heard the dull thwack as bullets hit bodies. The groans of pain. The sudden yell into 
the ear-pieces of all of us taking part in this little battle that there were Officers down.... 
needing immediate medical assistance. 
 
What a fuck-up! 
 
Some-one was going to eat a lot of shit hurled by the hierarchy after the ubiquitous Hearing 
into the event. 
 
Mar and I were eating grass while the sounds of bullets sprayed up dirt or pinged past us. 
 
"Mar? We’re gotta get out of here. Hear me. Roll down to the paling fence and stomach 
crawl away to your left while I go to the right" 
 
"No fucking way. I ain't moving a fucking muscle." Her quivering, nervous whisper not lost 
on me. She hadn't drawn her gun. 
 
"We stay here and we're bound to catch a stray bullet, the way he is shooting." 
 
"We move and another one of those stray bullets could get us too." 
 
I couldn't doubt her logic on that one. 
 
I pretended to be a Crab and swivelled hoping that I could submerge myself deep into the 
sand...except it was bloody hard earth where I was swivelling my body. I wasn't about to 
leave my partner alone knowing that our other two companions were taking an offensive 
tact. I shot off a couple of bullets just to keep the shooter's concentration on the back yard 
and not on Sonny or the young Jason Swartz, his recently acquired new partner. The young 
bloke experiencing the down-side of Murder Squad responsibilities for the first time. 
 
I was rusty. My inaction reflecting badly on my ego, though I would for-ever claim that I 
was not about to leave my partner by herself, such was her state. 
 
The five week lay-off that we had only just returned from still coursing through my veins. 
And hers obviously. She was usually better than this in an emergency. 
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I needed to get to a practise range. Do some catch-up on offensive tactics. 
 
'Sonny' Liston and his raw recruit partner had the peace of mind to separate and approach 
the rear landing of the house from either side in somewhat of a copy-book pincer 
movement, shouting at the guy to drop his gun and identifying themselves as Police 
Officers. 
 
Their yelling possibly heard in the next suburb! 
 
Jason in his youthful exuberance showed himself from around the rear corner of the house 
to stand in clear view of the gunman. 
 
Later he said he had done that to stop the guy from continuing to spray the back yard around 
us with volleys of bullets. 
 
The foolhardiness of the young! Thank his cotton socks. 
 
The gunman was slowly turning his attention on the exposed young Officer as Sonny shot 
the man through the fleshy part of the upper calf which dropped him quicker than a pair of 
lacy knickers worn by a Stripper performing at a Buck's party. 
 
A burst of screams and expletives the accompanying music. 
 
Later, Sonny admitted that he was aiming for where you should aim. At the largest bulk of 
the body. The chest! 
 
Good shooting as the guy didn’t die. It saved us a mountain of paperwork and an 
appearance by each and every-one of us at a Standards and Ethics Committal Hearing. 
 
Good shooting, Sonny, is all I’ll say!   
 
We had this vague recollection of the sounds of the raid in full swing on the neighbouring 
property, but the yelling of both Liston and Jason and the agonising screams of the shooter 
drowned that out somewhat. 
 
Liston roughly turned him over to lay face down on the cold concrete of the landing. As he 
cuffed and patted him down, he yelled out to both Mar and I. 
 
We were still eating grass! 
 
The entire episode lasted but some 60-90 seconds but to my way of thinking it was an hour 
engagement of extreme danger. 
 
"Joe? Marge? You guys OK?" 
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"Yeah...no worries." I shouted out as I slowly stood. 
 
My legs a little wonky. 
 
I helped Mar to her feet. 
 
She was shaking like a leaf. Her complexion dead white. 
 
"Shit...that was one awful sight. The eyes on that bloody dog seemed to glow. Evil...where 
did you learn to shoot like that in such a hurry? You never displayed such accuracy before, 
ever!" 
 
"That's gratitude for you. I've just saved you from becoming a bone or two in the jaws of 
that devil and that is all you can say?" 
 
We walked unsteadily towards the rear of the house. 
 
"You smell that?" 
 
"Yeah...and it's bloody strong...good shit by the smell of it. Inside the house. Probable cause 
to investigate even if he hadn't started spraying the backyard with bullets......." 
 
"…...and setting his fucking dog onto us!" Mar added. 
 
The list of charges was going to be very long for this little turd, to say the least. 
 
"Ya shot me fuckin' dog, ya fuckin' cur. I'll get ya for that, ya fuckin' pigs...." The words a 
little muffled as his head was still hard down on the concrete surface of the landing. 
 
"Anyone else in the house?" 
 
"Me brother. His missus...their baby. Their kids. Me leg hurts. Me hip hurts. Ya hurting me 
head. I'm having trouble breathing with ya fuckin' knee in my back. Ya bloody shot me, ya 
cowards. Ya kilt me bloody dog, ya curs." 
 
"Hey mate? Shut the fuck up, will you?" Sonny demanded as he roughly bought the 
overweight man to his feet. 
 
By the acrid smell emanating from inside the house, the baby would be as high as a kite 
even at that age, I thought to myself. How in hell can parents do that to their kids! 
 
"Are they armed?" 
 
"Could be...by now, more’n likely..." A lop-sided grin. 
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"We could be heading into a hostage situation here, if we're not careful." I indicated to 
Liston who looked a little pasty himself. He nodded. 
 
Mar agreed with my whispered estimation. 
 
"You're bleeding Joe...scalp wound looks like. Jason, you call for back-up? Good. We need 
a blood wagon to put this piece of shit into. Urgently required...you better ask for an extra 
one too, as Joe here has a scalp wound by the look of it. Get an evidence bag to put that rifle 
into...a mean looking bugger, isn't it?" 
 
The rifle was a shortened barrel AK47 with a knock-down butt. A gun often seen on the 
streets of a Syrian or Somalian town. Deadly as all get out and totally illegal in Australia. 
Tends to shoot high and to the left on full automatic if my memory serves me correctly. 
Especially with the shortened barrel. By the way the guy was firing and holding the thing, 
he had not shot with it before. 
 
A new experience for him that probably saved our lives. 
 
'Sonny' Liston was nervous. The adrenalin still pumping. He would need to report in the 
finest detail the events that led up to the wounding of the gunman. And the two Swat 
members who we now knew had been shot. One of them seriously. 
 
Rightly or wrongly, the cops exposed themselves to all sorts of negative 'press' every time 
that they discharged or even unclipped their handguns. And if a felon is wounded, the knifes 
come out with accusations of gun happy cops regardless of the circumstances. 
 
There wasn't a cop on the Force who enjoyed or looked forward to pointing their gun at a 
crim, let alone shooting them! 
 
"Let's get the hell off this landing and away from the back door and windows. Stay low until 
the back-up arrives...." 
 
He spoke into his hand-held to the Swat guys in the adjacent property. 
 
"One person in custody. Wounded. A flesh wound as it's not bleeding badly. Others, 
perhaps two, a male and a female maybe armed still inside the building. Several kids. A 
baby too. We suspect marijuana growing inside the house. One slightly wounded Officer. 
Have called for back-up. Reported 'Shots Fired'. Officer down. Two Ambulances priority 
one. How goes the subject house?" 
 
"Was that an AK47 that we heard? This house is secure though we have two Officers down. 
One very grim. A couple of abrasions to others. We'll have to clear the neighbourhood 
though. An elaborate meth lab set-up in the garage and under the house. A large one. And 
not of good quality. One male deceased inside the subject house. OD to my uneducated 
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eyes. Recent. How 'bout we swap? You guys take this house with the body as that is your 
speciality, while we isolate the house that you're at? We've called in Forensics and the Body 
Boys along with the Drug guys to dismantle this drug lab...it's a poor-quality work 
environment for you guys, but unless ya got something better to offer, that's the deal I'm 
willing to give ya. Whata ya say?" 
 
"Sounds good to me. But we'll have to wait till the brass takes control. Shots were fire. You 
know the drill." 
 
'Sonny' sounded relieved. 
 
A string of expletives sounded over the radio complaining about the mollycoddling of 
criminals at the expense of police officers’ lives placed in danger. 
 
Sonny issued interim orders to positioned Jason and two other cops who had sped to the 
scene so that the Officers could see the four external walls of the house. No-one was going 
to escape the joint on his watch. We, along with our prisoner, lay down beside the house to 
await the extra police and the medical help. 
 
And the Swat Team as they took control of the situation. 
 
I was feeling a little faint and lay down to await expert assistance. A bloody towel held 
against my scalp. 
 
The leg wound of our prisoner surprising clear of blood when compared with the mess of 
my head! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
 
 
Both Mar and I had only just returned to work. 
 
In the last week or two. 
 
Me, a stint in Hospital thanks to some drug craved kid who thought a guy in 'Boardies' and a 
towel wrapped around his shoulders might have been carrying several thousand dollars. Not 
bloody likely, but I suppose he thought he had to give it a go! How muddled can a drug 
starved mind get? 
 
He swiped me across the arm and shoulder, adding a fine line of stitches to the wound that I 
had received after realising my romance with Penelope Pinicello was never to be! 
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I was starting to look like a Patchwork quilt! 
 
Mar had spent the time up at her Cousin's in the hinterland behind Coffs Harbour. Chilling 
out and carrying out farming duties, like milking the 'house' cow and a couple of goats. She 
laughed at that as she told me. The city girl getting down and dirty in the country. 
 
Five very pleasant weeks off to cancel out our ‘Time off in lieu of Overtime Tab’. Both 
extended our time off work to help with farm chores. Me a little gingerly, I suppose as the 
cut across my chest was not healing that well. 
 
Barry and Trixie Witherspoon were their names. 
 
He a successful Accountant who worked from home. Trixie a Teacher who chose to work 
only as a Relief that gave her at least four days a week to herself. Both in their late thirties. 
Wanting to set up the property as a serious Bed and Breakfast affair and as a going concern 
as a self-sufficient farm. A second house on the Property was a fair bit larger than the 
original farmhouse and had the over-all proportions of a regal Queenslander-style house. A 
very large one indeed. Once the six-master bedroom, four-bathroom house was completely 
refurbished with a four-metre-wide covered veranda all around, then they would move into 
it and do up the original farmhouse. Both houses would be able to accommodate up to ten 
couples in total. 
 
Easily when all work completed. 
 
They expected that to be within a year if Marge and possibly me, after I had recuperated 
enough to carry out physical work, helped them out. Free room and board for as much help 
as we could offer. 
 
Horses, trail bikes, walks and jogging parties along the forestry and fire trails around the 
district and a hands-on experience in helping with the farm. A couple of hours fishing with 
Barry in his twin hull 18-foot trailer half-cabin a couple of miles off-shore. Or if a labour-
intensive holiday was not the preferred alternative, spending lazy winter days curled up in 
front of a roaring log fire reading the latest best seller. 
 
The choice was the selection of the Guest. 
 
Children were not an option to the couple although adoption was now a serious subject for 
them. 
 
A beautiful, cheerful, friendly, interesting couple to say the least. 
 
Glimpses of the blue Pacific Ocean through the dense foliage of the rain-forested slopes 
from both the huge veranda of the Queenslander 'copy' and the smaller original farmhouse. 
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Both Marge and I had walked and jogged the kilometres of dirt forest roads and forestry and 
fire trails around the area during our stay. Continuously surprised and excited by the forest 
animals and birds that seemed ambivalent to our quiet passage. 
 
At sunrise and sunset, the chorus from the trees astounding and uplifting. 
 
The four of us commenced that twice daily ritual which became one of the hallmarks of the 
business as time went by. 
 
On an extended week-end that involved no skipping of lectures, my only son Billy and his 
mate Ben blew in like a cyclone for a four-day break. Bringing their latest squeezes to help 
pass the time in the bush, as they put it. The four of them fell in love with the area and 
surrounds and there was little 'down-time' for the period that they were there. 
 
We took the four of them back to the Airport on the last evening of their four day stay. After 
their flight had disappeared into the mauve light of dusk, Mar and I agreed to share a meal 
at a recommended Restaurant. 
 
"What's up...Bill is getting older and bound to have several more girlfriends before he settles 
down, you know. Although that relationship looks serious enough. Does the sight of him 
enjoying the moment, make you feel old? Jealous perhaps? Something else entirely, 
perhaps?" 
 
I looked up at my professional partner with somewhat of a surprise on my face. 
 
"What makes you say that?" I asked. 
 
Bill had confronted me with the same accusation the day before. 
 
On that day, we had planned to all go out on the boat for a fishing afternoon, but somehow 
only Billy and I crewed the boat. As though the plot had been deliberately manipulated. The 
others spending the day in town having an 'extended' lunch. We were to pick them up after 
our couple of hours' fishing sojourn. 
 
Billy had asked what I had against Malisa. 
 
While I pondered on the reply, I thought back through time. 
 
I very well could not say that I was concerned about my only son repeating the history of 
the family. His mother, my dead wife Helene, had been an undercover AFP Officer at the 
time of her death...that was enough to send a chill down my back! But to advertise my 
knowledge of Malisa being an undercover AFP cop on the Uni Campus would only beg the 
question of how I knew of this fact. To allow my complicity in the murder of an old snitch 
and drug distributor to falsely incriminate the Number One and Two members of the 'Hog 
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Riders' Gang as a means of revenge for them shooting my wife to death, would only draw 
more questions as to my role in the conspiracy! 
 
Billy had remarked that I had perhaps, met every girl that he had gone with or taken out 
since he was fourteen years of age, but Mal was the first where I showed a cold shoulder 
too...why Dad? 
I had no suitable back-up answer. 
 
For either Billy and now, neither for Marjory, my partner. 
 
I could counter by saying that she had the same shaped face as my former wife. The same 
colouring.... that would be expected, I would surmise as that motherly attraction does 
continue down through the sons, so I believed. But it was more than that. It was the way that 
Malisa was as game as Ned Kelly; saw comedy in the most ridiculous things; wrinkled up 
her nose when she laughed and liked those treasured moments alone to ponder, to wonder, 
to think....it was so Helene. 
 
And because of that, I did not want my boy hurt by.... what-ever life had in store for the two 
of them. 
 
The question placed on the back burner with little more said on the matter as we suddenly 
got amongst the fish. Good size Snapper and Bream hooked from the depths from one of the 
locations marked by Barry, Mar's Cousin-in-Law who owned the boat, on his on-board GPS 
and Depth Finder. A very good size dozen fish carried back to shore that afternoon with 
twice that amount thrown back such was the treasure of the location. 
 
A secret even the locals were not privy too, so Barry would boast! 
 
And now Mar and I sat alone in a local Restaurant having enjoyed a beautiful meal. Feeling 
sated. I was on the verge of telling her the entire sordid story and my involvement in it. 
 
That close! 
 
But thinking about it, if Mar knew of my actions, of me cold-bloodedly shooting an old 
snitch, regardless of her being my partner, I knew that she would have to report the matter. I 
knew that as sure as I knew that it wasn't a coincidence that an undercover AFP Cop was 
now working her way into my inner sanctum through my son. 
 
The sharks were circling. 
 
Paranoia? 
 
Connections within connections? 
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I was being played...and the list of other illegal actions that I have committed throughout my 
career thus far within the Police Force was quite extensive. 
 
I could shrug my shoulders and dismiss the greater majority as the normal actions of an 
undercover Narcotics, Drugs, and Vice Officer. Those roles always bought one straddling 
the thin line between legal and illegal activity so that arrests were successful, to gather 
intelligence and protect your own anonymity and your cover and that of your partner and 
back-up 'boy'. 
 
It was the name of the game. 
 
Did that involve murder? 
 
Yes, it did...of the low lives of society. 
 
Did that warrant the act? 
 
It was not up to me to second guess or question the acts, but to navigate as best as one could 
through the muck and mire and come out the other end reasonably sane, innocent of not too 
much dirt and still feeling reasonably secure. 
 
Nothing more; nothing less. 
 
A juggling act for sure. 
 
To paraphrase, 'It's a jungle out there!'...and that was the grey logic of an Undercover 
Operative. 
 
I sat opposite Mar, a blank look on my face and shrugged my shoulders. 
 
"Billy asked the same question yesterday while we were out past the horizon." I stated 
again. "I wasn't aware that my attitude towards her was any different than the way that I 
treated any of his girlfriends........" 
 
"Mmm...she's hiding something. I wouldn't be surprised if she was an undercover Campus 
Cop or something." It was her turn to fish as she looked sideways at me, noting any body 
language that may unfold. 
 
"Why do you say that?'' I enquired incredulously. Well, trying to display an air of 
incredulous disbelief. I had no idea if I succeeded! 
 
This time it was her turn to shrug her shoulders and look away. A glint of suspicion in her 
eyes. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
I spent several weeks in hospital after the shoot out and close call with the 'devil' dog. 
Assaulted by a parade of visitors and a thousand examinations and head X-rays, MIR's and 
CAT scans. 
 
The knife wound across my chest and shoulder still attended to. The Nursing staff amazed at 
my 'hit' rate. They knew of no other police officer who had so many scars on his body. It 
was my magnetic personality, was all I will say on the matter. 
 
More observations than Galileo once he discovered the beauty and usefulness of the 
telescope, I would contend during my hospital stay! I impressed with the degree of care and 
concern shown by all the nursing staff during my stay. 
 
My head shaved with the bare scalp giving off its own light source so it seemed, as it was 
that smooth. With my rugged but craggy good looks, I now had the appearance of an 
Enforcer. A Bouncer of some repute. 
 
It was starting to grow on me, if you can pardon the bad pun! 
 
Then some weeks at home with visitations less frequent but those crossing my threshold 
eating and drinking the Larder bare! 
 
Going slowly insane from the inactivity, missing the initial investigative moves into the 
body found in the drug house. Or the outcome of the 'stand-off' at the marijuana joint. 
 
Mar soldiered on brilliantly without me. Being paired with Shmitty, as his Number Two 
Peta Daniels used up her accrued 'Time off in lieu of Overtime' Tab. 
 
I prescribed further bed rest for at least another ten days before I would be permitted back at 
work! 
 
Not bloody likely! 
 
Billy had rushed into the hospital the afternoon of the shooting, upset, and concerned at my 
near-death experience. Explaining that he had lost a mother that he now only vaguely 
remembered. Not wanting his father to go the same way. I felt that by this time he should 
have seen enough of my weathered face to remember me through eternity. 
 
I told him so! 
 
A bullet or a ricochet fragment had pierced the outer edge of the top of my ear lobe and 
created a slight furrow across a section of the side of the scalp. Hence the appearance of a 
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lot of blood. Scalp wounds will do that every time! Lucky, mighty lucky was the agreed 
conclusion. Another millimetre or two and the bullet would have made mush of my grey 
matter according to all who should know. 
 
A scar across the side of my scalp and a nick out of the top of my ear the authentication of a 
bullet way too close for comfort. A badge of honour for me to wear for the rest of my life. 
Plastic surgery not necessary as the scars of employment proudly displayed. Only by those 
of course, who wanted to emphasise the weathered, battered, craggy handsomeness that they 
reflected to the world. 
 
That a self-assessment that may not be close to the reality! 
 
But I'm willing to stick with it! 
 
Malisa circled the periphery until I invited her to sit at my bed-side. 
 
"I'm sorry," I said matter-of-factly. "It would appear that I was a bit unfriendly towards you 
up at Coffs the other week. I won't make excuses or even try to explain my actions but just 
say that I was unthoughtful, at times downright rude and dismissive. I'm sorry." 
 
To my surprise, she waved away my attempted apology and signs of contrition. 
 
"No....I think that I owe you an apology. As a cop, you can sniff out when some-one is not 
open and frank with you. I haven't been to you or to Billy or Ben. So, I'll tell you now.... I 
was an Undercover AFP Officer on Campus for close on twelve months. That's behind me 
now as I am doing my Law Degree, majoring in Criminal Law the same as Bill and Ben. I'm 
still with the AFP as I can use them to pay for my tuition. I do intend to stay with them after 
I obtain my Degree. Bill told me about his Mum and I can understand your concern about 
history repeating itself...Bill and I are serious about each other, but not serious enough to 
consider future plans together...yet. So, I guessed that you jigged to me being 'involved' as 
all cops can smell it... and I understand your reticence about our relationship...it's OK by 
me...so I am sorry about not being upfront from the beginning with both of you. OK?" 
 
I opened my arms to give her a hug that was from my heart. 
 
It made my head throb though. 
 
The paranoia, the suspicions, the connections within connections having dispelled for the 
time being. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
"You OK, Joe?" Asked Abbey with a concerned look on his face. "I reckon that you should 
stay off limits until that scalp wound heals up completely...and that shoulder scar seems to 
be still giving you a bit of grief. No? OK...light duties only for you, my good man until I 
can't see any bandaging on your head, OK?" 
 
Light duties...what does that mean to a Murder Dick? I thought to myself. Sitting twiddling 
your thumbs propped up like some invalid behind your ruddy desk. Knocking softly on 
some-one's door instead of rapping loudly. Light Duties....what a bloody misnomer! That's 
not for me. I can still sit twiddling my thumbs as Mar drives me around. On most occasions. 
When I am not hanging on for dear life, as her driving is something to behold. 
 
Not really. If the truth be known, she was a far better driver than I will be ever be, and in a 
pursuit? She’d be the one that I would want to be with in that circumstance, though she 
would never hear me utter those words within ear-shot! 
 
I said as much to Abbey. 
 
"OK...yes...I know. No excessive stuff though...our Office punching bag is definitely off-
limits...." He added with a laugh. "The Doctor's ordered you to lay off your exercise regime 
until the skull stitches are out though...remember that, OK? And when you go out in public, 
put a hat on to hide those bandages." 
 
"Bloody hell, Abbey, have you got my medical file or something. I thought that stuff was 
confidential Boss!" I countered as a bit of a jibe. 
 
"Joe...you'd be surprised at what I've got on file concerning my sub-ordinates.... take it easy 
Joe, OK? Otherwise I’ll tie you to either your desk or your bed at home. Mark my words, 
Joe Lind. With your own set of handcuffs too, I might add!" 
 
"Yes, Boss." 
 
As the man walked away, Mar came into the Murder Room with two large containers of 
coffee. 
 
"What're we got on that Drug House Case, girlie?" 
 
"You call me girlie once more and I'll clip you over the back of the head, scalp wound or no 
scalp wound. Understand? And wipe that smug look off your bloody face. I know exactly 
what you are doing, so there should be no satisfaction for you in trying to gee me up, so stop 
it.... honestly though, it's good that you're back." 
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An almost embarrassed grin on her face. 
 
She sat at her desk as though she was seating in front of royalty. 
 
Or so I thought. 
 
Her admonishment and knowledge of what I did to her did not decrease the satisfaction in 
me being able to get a rise out of her. Any time. It was good to be home. Mar slid a coffee 
container towards me. In stretching for it, a sudden pain erupted inside my head. I must 
have winced as Mar worriedly asked if I was all right. 
 
"Yeh....yeah, I think. Light duties I guess could be right.... c’mon, settle in and bring me up 
to speed on your latest murder case. And the others that have been warming our desks." 
 
I took a sip of coffee, the first that I had had since the shooting. 
 
It was glorious! 
 
"Let's go into the Conference Room. I guess Shmitty would like to be involved as well. He's 
taking some time off starting next week, so we can call this the 'hand-over' meeting....as 
long as you take it easy, OK? You can be my partner again. OK?" 
 
"The house that smelt of weed?" She commenced as we settled ourselves at the oval table in 
the small Conference Room. She referring to her Case Note Book. Shmitty looked lazily 
around the room before his eyes met mine. A soft nod of his head his acknowledgement of 
my presence. 
 
"Hurt?" 
 
Me being the superior Detective that I am, I knew immediately that he was asking me the 
question about my health. 
 
"Yeah...a bit. At times. Still." 
 
As you can guess, men weren't eager to expand on details about personal matters. 
 
I ran my hand gingerly over the side of my scalp. I was still wearing the 'hairless' look due 
to the large bandage that covered the side of my head. 
 
A nod of his head his acknowledgement. His understanding, empathy, and sympathy all 
rolled into that nod. Not too much though as that could cause him being called a softy; or 
cause him embarrassment at his show of emotion! 
 
Old school was our Shmitty! 
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I guess I could be accused of something similar. That male macho thing where pain doesn't 
hurt and the showing or expressing any interest in the maladies of your fellow worker not 
permitted! 
 
Enough of the niceties as he continued. 
 
"The weed house. Rented from some distant relative by one, Albert Samuel Small. A list of 
priors, mainly drug related. Small time possession. No one else in residence, so his claim of 
others including children and a baby being in residence, were furphys. There wasn't an 
ounce of evidence to support that either. He managed to hold up the Swat team and a 
battalion of Uniforms for around three hours based on that statement. The house to be 
demolished as our Albert had basically ripped the interior out to provide one large area in 
which to hydroponically grow a plantation of quality. No-one seems to know how the roof 
remained in positioned.... Albert lived in the Kitchen with the Toilet and Bathroom the only 
other formed rooms. The electrics to the house jiggled to obtain free power. An expert and 
tidy job by all accounts. His enterprise detected by sheer bad luck...which seems to dog the 
hapless Albert Small. These charges against him will put him in prison for his natural life. 
You weren't the only Officer wounded by his indiscriminate use of an illegal weapon......" 
 
"Yeah. Mar mentioned that. How are they? All right I hope." 
 
"They were on their way to the rear door of the meth lab house when they walked straight 
into Albert Small's fusillade from the property behind, unfortunately. One is OK. Bennett. 
He received just minor bullet fragmentary wounds to the legs and his right arm. He'll be 
back on duty soon. Toohey's serious, unfortunately. He is on the mend but possibly won't 
make it back to the SWAT team.... or to the Force, for that matter. He'll be out on a 
Disability pension.... a bullet completely smashed his ankle, another entered his wrist, his 
left hip, and his shoulder. That one severed an artery and if Bennett hadn't been there, he 
would have bled out pretty quick-like. Bennett held the artery closed with his little Swiss 
Army pliers set until Paramedics could do something more professional! A bloody quick 
think that I wouldn't have thought about in such a situation.... Toohey was bloody lucky, 
that's for sure, though he's pretty cut up about the prognosis, so I hear." 
 
He took a moment to catch his breath and gulp down some coffee. 
 
"Additional to the inside of Small's house being gutted, the back half was substantially dug 
out underneath. At least this time he had the nous to put in some beams when-ever he 
removed any of the brick piers that held up the floor. Less than half this area was his drying 
area with the remainder bursting at the seams with large plastic bags full of the stuff. He had 
cut a hole in one corner of the Kitchen floor through which he tossed the mature plants so 
that he did not have to transfer them by going outside. It seems that he managed to teach 
himself the ins and outs of hydroponically growing the crop but he had to yet, learn the skill 
of distribution and selling his product...." 
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This piece of information gave the three of us the giggles.  
 
"He'll go down for growing and storing a commercial quantity with the intent to distribute 
and sell even though he had not yet made the necessary contacts. Plus of course, the 
wounding of three Police Officers with intent, the firing of a prohibited fire-arm in public 
with intent, and a list as long as yer arm of other stuff including the attack dog charge......." 
 
Arr, the life of a master criminal. 
 
"The stockpile of dry leaf conservatively valued at around $1.5-$2 mil. Unfortunately, our 
Albert didn't trust anyone! Thus, the huge stockpile! The gun and a large dump of 
ammunition for it...and the dog. The other thing...it seems that neither dwelling or its 
occupants were aware of each other's enterprises.... now, if it had been a friendly type 
neighbourhood, who's to know what would have transpired. A real Village green enterprise 
one would think. And them millionaires...." 
 
The three of us sat back and marvelled at the stupidity and narrowness of the criminal mind. 
 
"OK...the other house...our meth lab that started this whole caper. One of the worst 
examples of an illegal drug laboratory that the Drug Squad has ever seen. If it had gone up 
which they haven't a clue why it hadn't, it would have flattened every house around it for a 
radius of 200-300 metres. The house legitimately owned by one Giuseppe Borge and his 
brothers Anthony and Alfonso. A fourth person Lou Bastello, apparently a second cousin of 
the Borg brothers, was the chap found on the property...deceased." 
 
He again stopped to take a sip of coffee and to catch his breathe. 
 
Mar took up the commentary. 
 
"First indications were that Lou had OD'ed. Sampling the goods which would have been a 
very stupid thing to do going on the condition of the Lab. Batches of the stuff parcelled up 
ready for distribution. We were lucky to raid the joint when we did as if that lot had made 
the streets, then there would have been a huge number of young deaths...." 
 
"A bad batch?" 
 
Both Mar and Shmitty shook their heads gravely. 
 
"For some reason that we have no explanation for now, the proportion of the various 
substances used to make the stuff was changed, or altered.... or botched up, which turned the 
entire batch into a lethal cocktail when mixed with alcohol.... a very bad batch. Thank God 
we raided the joint when we did!" 
 
"So? Why do you doubt that...? Bastello? That he didn't OD while sampling the goods?" 
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I was writing furiously into a new Case Note-book as I asked the question. 
 
"He drowned!" 
 
I looked over at Shmitty in amazement. He remained deadpan. Nodding his head slowly. 
 
"What??!!" 
 
"Yeah, we couldn't believe it either. According to Forensics, the way each 'tab' was 
incorrectly made, one would have been enough to kill anyone. If they had been the 'bee’s 
knees', the normal shit, then taking a maximum of three would kill an elephant. He had the 
remains of at least six tabs in his system though they did not have enough time to enter the 
blood stream before he drowned. From the initial autopsy observations, one maybe two 
could have been digested by our Vic with water from a tumbler found beside the body. He 
then may have realised his fate and refused to have taken any more. The remainder forced 
down his throat. A hose then inserted to ensure that the tabs were swallowed. Washed down. 
A bad deal all around. Who-ever it was who administered the tabs forced the hose down too 
far and it entered the lungs and not down into the stomach.... there’s a bit of conjecture 
involved in that summation, but the cause of death was surely by drowning...bad ligature 
marks to the wrists and ankles evident so he was trussed up for the exercise though these 
were not present at the Crime Scene...more than likely cable ties adjusted pretty tightly, by 
the looks." 
 
"'His three Borge cousins?" 
 
"Possibly...they may have cottoned onto the batch being a complete fuck up. There were no 
other supplies anywhere in the Lab to make another batch. I'd say they were out of funds in 
a big way.... or they caught him sampling on the side...or it was a rival gang not completely 
satisfied with the brothers' enterprise...but regardless, it wasn't really the Borge style to 
solve disagreements. A belt around the head a couple of times was more their style. A bit of 
yelling. A punch or two. This not their style at all." 
 
"Or...." I countered. "Their Financier was calling in his dues. With no sale of the batch, they 
may have been up to their eye-balls owing one very angry money-man big time." 
 
Shmitty nodded at this theory, gave it a passing going-over and continued, "…killing 
Bastello because the Borge boys were no-where to be seen so they couldn't take their share 
of corporate punishment is another possibility.... we’ve had an APB out on the three and 
their Beamer sedan since the time of the raid. Nothing so far. Their four other cars garaged 
at the address. They've gone into thin air....so until we find them to question them, we'll 
have to wait. Also for the full Forensic Report to see if there is anything more that could be 
useful..." 
 
"The raid? Narcotics organised it I know; but their intelligence? They must have had it for 
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some time as they would have needed to do their own checking before setting the wheels in 
motion for the raid.... where did the initial information come from? A snitch perhaps?" 
 
"Nah. Apparently, they got a cluster of phone calls through Crime Stoppers." 
 
"They got the tapes still?" 
 
"Nah." Replied Shmitty. "On such matters, they always, as a matter of policy, do not record 
the calls. We've trawled the neighbourhood several times as we figured it had to be some-
one living close by as there is an odour given off during the manufacturing process of 'E' 
tabs. Some-one, we figured, knew that smell. We came up with narda, same as the Uniform 
boys.... but there was one house-hold that kinda stuck out. They should be given another 
visit, I reckon." 
 
"On what grounds? We go again then there could be due course for Police harassment if 
they're that type of people." This said with a smile. 
 
"Yeah, well, you could be right on that one. Straight to the Ombudsman or a TV Show. 
They struck me that way...and as smart-arse tin pot lawyers to boot!" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 
I had finished writing up my notes of the meeting to transfer to the Murder Book and was 
going over the written statements and initial forensic notes and autopsy report that both Mar 
and Shmitty had included. 
 
The Murder Book neat and tidy. 
 
Chronologically correct. 
 
The Cover Page with folio entries duly described, dated and initialled. 
 
I said as much. 
 
Not waiting for a response that I knew would follow, I continued. 
 
"You know? Bastello’s murder smacks of...it's over the top. Gruesome. Brutal. Sadistic. 
Shows anger approaching sadism........" This I said to no-one in particular. 
 
Mar looked over at me with that look that I had come to expect. 
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"What?" I countered. "Don't you agree?" 
 
"Well, yes. Both Shmitty and I discussed this at the time, at the crime scene while you were 
whisked away to spend some additional quality time off! Nursing but a scratch on the side 
of your head." 
 
"Don't forget the nick out of my ear and the psychological trauma of knowing I was that far 
from death!" Squeezing my thumb and forefinger together. 
 
"Give me strength...you men are such pussies when it comes to pain...absolute woozes!" 
 
"Mar, c'mon. I was a hair's breath away from being killed so the Medical fraternity 
diagnosed." 
 
She'd got me. A faint smile and then that smart-arse little smirk again. 
 
"The Lab joint was typical of all set-ups that I had ever seen. Dirty. Unclean and 
unhygienic. If kids were shown through one of these joints perhaps they'd realise that they 
were playing with fire when-ever they wanted to buy an 'e' tab! They use all kinds of things 
as 'fillers' or 'binders' so I've been told. Even house-hold cleaning products and baby 
powder...who'd really want that down their throat?" 
 
I nodded my head in agreement. 
 
I had left undercover Narcotics and Vice long before the advent of these types of drug labs 
but I'd heard enough to know that kids were playing with their lives in taking these 
substances. The operators of this type of thing not concerned one iota with the health and 
well-being of their clientele, just the easy money that this type of enterprise generated. 
 
Money was the prime and only consideration. 
 
"Both Shmitty and I were struck by the same thing. Especially when there was a veritable 
arsenal of weapons in that ground floor laboratory of the house. And the garage. They had a 
huge array to choose from...which made us wonder on the method of the execution, with so 
much of an arsenal at close quarters." 
 
"A gunshot would possibly draw attention at that time of day one would have 
thought...They? You said 'they'. Do you suspect more than one person involved?" 
 
Mar shrugged her shoulders. 
 
"Could be." Her only comment. 
 
"Revenge?" I threw it out there to see what the response would be. 
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"For what?" Mar retorted. 
 
I shrugged my shoulders this time. 
I didn't have a clue. 
 
"I'd say that the Borge and Bastello drug syndicate were treading heavily on some-one else's 
turf. That's the direction that this seems to be heading in. Just your typical little tit for tat 
payback scenario. We should just let them go at it. You watch, the Borge brothers will make 
a hit very soon as a payback. They can't afford not to in the game that they're in. If they 
back off they're finished in this little town..." 
 
"Mmm...I guess you're right..." 
 
But it didn't sound that convincing, even to my ears. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
Time seemed to skip past very quickly. Nothing much was occurring with the 'Body in the E 
Factory' Case, as it was now short-handed as. We were busy on the shooting homicide of a 
helpful neighbour. Gunned down as he placed his neighbour's garbage wheelie bins at the 
kerb line....and tidying up what little there was to tidy up on the 'Body over the Balcony' 
Case out Randwick way. 
 
That Case stilled irked me. 
 
I had had plenty of time to ponder over that case and the beautiful Penny Pinicello's sudden 
disappearance from Fairlight. There were whispers that she had relocated to the Sunshine or 
Gold Coast. Okay! I admit that that piece of information had been supplied by one middle 
aged Surfer who smoked far too much weed for his own good...truthfully, I was checking up 
on his welfare during one of those days where I had very little to do and orders from the 
Doctor not to do so! 
 
"Detective Marjory Hendricks? Murder Squad Officer? This is Sergeant Bill Prestons of the 
Upper Blue Mountains LAC based at Lithgow. We believe that you have an 'All Car Alert' 
out on a 2012 dark coloured BMW Saloon, Number Plate AB 1973. We believe that we 
may have found your vehicle...um...burnt out...caught in that fire storm that raged through 
the mountains up hereabouts a month ago, nothing much left even of the three occupants. 
Have already cordoned off the area, called in the Trace Team, Body boys and have several 
of my boys at the scene and at the mouth of the fire trail..." 
 
"Three bodies you say? Male?" 
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"Too burnt to tell actually. Nothing much left of them or the car...I don't want to even think 
about it and am not that keen to get that close, if the truth be known." 
"You've stayed off the track as much as possible?" 
 
"I doubt that there will be any vehicle tracks of significance to help you guys. Because of 
that fire-storm, the track services a large swathe of country and was used extensively by the 
Country Fire boys, SES and the Fire Brigade tenders trying to get close to the seat of the 
fire...a lot of traffic, heavy traffic used that track. The car was up a short spur track and not 
on the main arterial track, so it was never spotted by any of the Fire Emergency 
Boys...sorry." 
 
"OK...we'll be as quick as we can. The Highway or the Bells Line of Road?" 
 
"The latter. We'll keep an eye out for you. Should take you around 60-90 minutes to get to 
the track, I'd say. You'll halve that with siren and lights flashing though. You’ll see our 
Highway Patrol vehicle at the mouth of the track keeping the local stickybeaks at bay." 
 
"Arr, shit. It'll stink. Nothing worse than burnt bodies...except 'floaters' and 'droppers' from 
multi-storey buildings..." I offered as Mar and I headed to the sub-Sub-Basement Car 
Parking area. 
 
"The way the LAC guy spoke there is little left except skeletons..." 
 
"Nah, not that. The bush. When a bad bushfire goes through, the smell is.... rank...or...it's 
hard to explain. Wait until we get there, then you'll know what I'm talking about Mar. The 
very bush smells." 
 
We drove in silence except for the ear-splitting scream of the siren. 
 
Mar didn't want to spend the rest of the afternoon and half the night out in the burnt, 
devastated landscape. She reckoned that she had better things to do than get her clothes 
caked in soot, ash and what-ever else. 
 
There goes our exercise regime out the window. 
 
With my head wound I could still walk the pavement for some benefit but Mar wasn't 
interested in that at all! No matter what or how I asked, she would not tell me her plans for 
the evening. It was obvious that the thought of sharing a quick pavement walk a couple of 
times around the block was out of the question. 
 
Now that was compassion and thoughtfulness shown to her partner, I thought to myself. 
Here I go and get almost shot to death saving her and she can't be bothered to accompany 
me on a quiet evening stroll around the neighbourhood to keep the heart pumping! 
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Gratitude! Bloody gratitude! 
 
My head started to throb. 
 
I was sure it was from the piercing siren and said so. 
 
It made no difference to Mar as she sped along the Freeway towards the mountains. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
 
Introductions all round. 
 
"Leave your vehicle here. We'll go the rest of the way by 4WD." 
 
"How far off the highway, would you say?" 
 
"About two, two and a half kays. It follows a ridge-line. Beautiful views actually, even with 
the bush burnt beyond recognition. It'll take about five to seven years before you wouldn't 
know that a savage bushfire passed this way...amazing the resilience of the bush to bounce 
back. The track's been chopped about by the heavy vehicles, but to answer the question that 
you're about to ask, it had only recently been graded...just before the bushfire actually, so 
the Beamer could have made it OK if it crawled along. And yes, I wondered the same 
thing...how would the perpetrator know of this track and where it led to? I'd say that the car 
may have been driven up here say within a day or two prior to the fire commencing...and 
no, the bushfire started two ridge-lines over to the north-west from here and was pushed by 
hot north-westerlies which caused it to scream along. You could not have out-run the wall 
of flame it was going that fast fanned by those hot winds. It has only just been declared 
officially 'out' in the last week, so it has burnt for close on a month. A lot of ground burnt 
out..." 
 
He seemed to run out of words which we were grateful for. 
 
It looked terrible. The Bush. 
 
Utterly depressing. 
 
For kilometre after kilometre, ridge-line after ridge-line for as far as the eye could see was 
utter desolation. Devastation. Blackened earth. Tree stumps blackened without a green leaf 
to be seen. The very ground, the sandstone outcroppings charred black. A smell of...the 
normal smell, the sweetness of the bush, was totally lacking; and the silence was 
overwhelming. 
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You don't realise that the bush is alive with sounds, the chirps, laughs and music, the soft 
swish of a breeze through the forest canopy until you hear the sound of total silence. 
 
The death of the bush. 
But even then, after just a short few weeks since the wall of flame bulldozed its way over 
ridge and gully, the bright green of small eruptions of life can be seen on blackened branch; 
on ash covered ground. The green almost luminescent against the backdrop of black and 
grey ash. 
 
As if the Sergeant could read our minds he commented, "Since the fire-storm passed and 
died, we've had a drop of rain. Just enough to kick start the regeneration process. Ain't 
Mother Nature awe-inspiring?" 
 
Mar was gobsmacked. 
 
She had never been up close and personal to the aftermath of such a power of nature. 
 
"You're right, Joe. You can't describe it. The smell. The destruction. The death of so much. 
Animals. Vegetation....People. Their possessions. Their entire lives." She shook her head in 
wonderment, awe, and sadness. 
 
"And the fire storm would have obliterated any trace of evidence at the crime scene..." I 
replied. 
 
"Yeah......" The Sergeant answered. "The best form of antiseptically cleansing any crime 
scene of any trace elements. The only thing that you may learn from the dump site is the 
fact that that is the Beamer that you've been looking for and there are three 
bodies...skeletons inside, I reckon." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
 
We bounced and rocked, swayed, and jolted down the track. The driver perhaps thinking 
that he needed to display his off-road skills to us two City-slickers. 
 
Crawl speed didn't seem to be an option for him. I wondered if things would be different if 
the vehicle was his own and not a Government purchased SES vehicle. 
 
The blackened and devastated landscape had a severe impression on Mar who constantly 
exclaimed aloud on the twisted remnants of trees, skeletal, black and denuded of all but the 
larger limbs pointing forlornly to the sky. Wisps of smoke lazily drifted skyward, an 
indication that a trunk of a tree was slowly eaten from the inside out by the slow cancer of 
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smouldering heat that may take some weeks to extinguish. Small willy-willys of powder 
grey ash danced and then fell back to earth, abandoned by the zephyrs that glanced then left 
the ash deep ground. 
 
We swerved around the scorched remains of a Wallaby. A Possum or Wombat's body, black 
and stiff in death. 
 
These scenes had a greater effect on both Mar and surprisingly myself, then the grizzliest 
death scenes that we experienced as a monthly event. 
 
I'd seen the devastation left by bush fires before, standing beside my uncle, walloping the 
ground flames with wet Hessian bags. Me not long a teenager in a small country town 
where it was expected that all young males should volunteer in the local Bushfire Brigade, 
the Football team, and the Cricket club regardless of talent, aptitude, or enthusiasm. 
Standing beside him when he collapsed from his first heart attack. 
 
The first of many. 
 
Bush fires held only sad memories for me. 
 
A burnt-out homestead. Charred remains of favourite toys. My best mate as I was growing 
up with every school holiday spent down on the farm, my horse that had to be put down. 
Both dogs that I loved. My first car reduced to a charred steel mess. Me being too young to 
yet drive it on public roads but capable of donuts in the back paddock. 
 
And the one memory that never seemed to die. 
 
 My mother's constant flow of tears as she viewed the destruction of her brother's property. 
It had been her family home. She, raised from a babe in arms on the property up until the 
time she married and moved to the big smoke. This in fact, was my Nanna, my mother's 
mother who had taken on the role of motherhood once again when my mother had skipped 
when I was still a babe in arms. 
 
Only learning in fact, after her death, that she was my grandmother. My mother had run 
away when I was around eighteen months old. Leaving me to be reared by the old girl. 
Learning then, that the times spent up at my uncle's farm, was because my grandmother was 
finding it harder and harder, to raise me. 
 
My Uncle, as it turned out, was my Grandfather. Estranged from Nanna for a lot of years. 
 
Why either of them could never tell me the truth, I've never been able to discern. For more 
than half my life I have nothing but very fond memories of living on that farm. 
 
My Grandfather left it to me in his will. 
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It now managed for a lot of years by a very capable family who ran it at a profit. I took just 
a dollar a year from the profits. 
 
Maybe one day, I will return full time back to that farm that held nothing but warm 
memories for me....and a lot of sadness. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINE 
 
 
We rode up onto the shoulder of the track to inch past the long row of vehicles. 
 
"Every man and his dog hereabouts has turned up to gawk!" Mar mumbled under her 
breathe. "Even Major Crimes and Gang Related Activities Squad has membership to this 
Club! To stand around and gawk as they have nothing better to do! An old acquaintance of 
mine whom I've not seen in years...and do not want to particularly see now!" 
 
"Why are they here?" I asked pointedly. 
 
Mar shrugged her shoulders. 
 
"Muscling in. Wanting to take over, perhaps? Light on work, perhaps? They may think that 
this is purely Gang payback, perhaps. Sitting on their hands until we made a break on the 
case then coming in like vultures to take the spoil." 
 
"More like Hyenas...they'll be taking this case from us over my dead body. I'll give Abbey a 
ring so's he can get the ball rolling..." 
 
Abbey was our illustrious Leader. DS Robert Clifford James Church aka Abbey. He held 
the belief that any murder, regardless of its connections, belonged to the Murder Squad. The 
belief forcefully defended against all comers, especially certain members of the hierarchy 
who would take every opportunity to fire a salvo across Abbey's bow at the slightest 
provocation. Politics was rife in the Force! 
 
"There's no mobile coverage out here, Joe." 
 
I leaned over the front seat noticing a satnav phone. 
 
"Sergeant, any chance that I can use that satnav phone?" 
 
"Sorry Detective, no can do. It's on the blink. I can drive you back to the highway if you 
like. There's mobile coverage about ten click down the road towards the city." 
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"Thanks, but no thanks." 
 
The 4WD slowed to a stop behind several Forensic Department vehicles and the body 
wagon parked at the mouth of the spur trail that obliquely left the main track. Now that all 
the vegetation was burnt to a crisp, you could see that the spur track was no more than about 
150 metres long stopping suddenly at a grove of blackened tree trunks that in their former 
glory days would have completely shielded the track from the air; and from the main trail as 
well. 
 
A burnt-out shell of a luxury Beamer sat on the hubs of the wheels. The tyres burnt off. 
Every non-metallic panel and part of the car was now just a glob of plastic in the dirt if it 
had not disappeared altogether in the ferocious heat and flames. Windshield and window 
glass fragments glinted in the afternoon sun like sparkle glitter on the floor of a busy Pre-
School. 
 
Crime Scene tape stretched across the mouth of the spur track. 
 
A blackened tree still giving off wisps of smoke lay across the track not far from the mouth 
of the trail. 
 
Bernie Ford opened the rear door of the 4WD to allow Marge to alight. 
 
"Good afternoon, young lady...it is afternoon, isn't it?" 
 
The pleasure in his voice noticeable. 
 
If he had been thirty years younger I thought to myself, he'd be hitting on Mar every time 
that he saw her. For some reason that made me feel slightly uneasy. I opened the other rear 
door to step down onto the ground. 
 
A small cloud of fine grey ash erupted as I placed my foot on the soft earth. I could see our 
clothes reeking of burnt ash in no time. We should have brought our Police supplied heavy 
duty coveralls. 
 
Bugger! I should have thought about that. From experience, I knew what it would be like. 
 
"Bernie? How's my favourite man?" Mar enquired. Not waiting for a response, she 
continued. "What have you got for us? Anything useful? I see that we have our competition 
here on this one. Who notified them of the find?" 
 
"The LAC Sergeant. Apparently, he's rubbed shoulders with them on other cases up here. 
Are they a problem?" 
 
"Nah...as long as they stay their distance and not expect us to hand the case to 
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them...anything at all?" 
 
"Give me half an hour...we've not long arrived ourselves...what with you guys turning up, 
all we need is Cyber Crime and Crimes against Minors and we'd have the League of Nations 
present. I have no intentions of repeating myself to the lot of you so get yourselves 
organised into a friendly little group, if that is at all possible, and I'll address the lot of you 
together with what little I can garner from this stinking scene...half an hour, OK?" 
 
"G'day, Locky. Been a while." 
 
I whirled around at the faintly familiar voice from the past. 
 
"Bernie was right. We are all present. Long time, 'SoSo'...Marge Hendricks, this here is my 
former mentor, handler and 'boy' when I was in Undercover Narcotics. Detective Sergeant 2 
Justin 'SoSo' Sunderland." 
 
We shook hands, cuddled thumbs and then shoulder tapped one another. Mar held out her 
hand. 
 
"Marjory Hendricks?" He seemed to bore into Mar's eyes. "'Bull' Winkle spoke highly of 
you..." This said with a friendly smile on his face. 
 
"You knew 'Bull'?" Marge enquired. 
 
"Don't be put off by his open, honest face, Mar. This guy has strings tied to just about 
everyone from the Commissioner down. You still in Narcs, SoSo?" A nod of his head. "I 
was told that they rotated every-one out of Narcs on a 5-year basis. If anyone seemed to be 
enjoying themselves far too much, then it was assumed that they were on the take." 
 
He gave a chuckle. 
 
"Still the smart-arse Locky." He looked at my shaved head. The white patch of bandage on 
the left side. "Locky doesn't seem to be appropriate anymore." Another chuckle. "I'm still in 
Narcs trying to bury all those bodies you left behind...a fucking mess, Locky." 
 
I let out a chuckle of my own, knowing that there was some truth buried deep in those 
words. 
 
"Why you here, SoSo? What with the representatives from Gang Related Crimes, anybody 
would think that this is the remains of Tony Mokbel and Company....or you were hoping it 
was, so that you can bury a few cases of your own..." 
 
"If only...It was Narcotics who gave the Intel for the raid to be organised on the Borge 
brothers' residence. So, sorry, your near-death experience could very well be my fault...I'll 
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succeed one day, Locky. You can count on it!" 
 
Another chuckle, but there was an undertone in the words. I was sure that Mar picked up on 
that fact. 
 
"I'll organise a meeting for the next day or two with DS Church and yourselves to bring you 
up to speed on some background...my Boss will do the honours. Not me." 
 
He nodded his head. 
 
"OK. Ladies and Gents. Get yourselves a bottle of cold water out of our fridge. 
Complements of the Morgue's and Forensic's budget, then gather around. I see that you 
know each other. Detectives Balligan and Suborich from Major Crimes and Gang Related 
Activities Squad. Hendricks and Lind from the Murder Squad. Sunderland from Narcotics." 
 
Suborich gave Marge a slight nod of his head. He was tall, wide at the shoulders, slim at the 
waist and hips with what some may claim to be film star looks. It was obvious that he took 
care of himself. Mar and he seemed to lock eyes for a little too long. 
 
We shuffled around getting a bottle of ice cold water from the large 12-volts frig in the rear 
of a Crime Scene vehicle. Our feet disappeared into a cloud of fine grey ash. The fact that 
we all kept our distance from one another, not invading each other's space was quite 
noticeable. And laughable! 
 
Bernie's eyes twinkled. 
 
He could see the humour in it, where no-one else could. 
 
He lounged back against the Forensics Van eyeing off each member of his audience as 
though he was about to give a lecture to a body of students at the University. Something he 
continued to do. The best lecturer, Autopsy Pathologist, and Crime Scene 'fossicker' in the 
business. 
 
"Right? As can be expected with such a crime scene, the intense heat and flame have made a 
mess of trace around the entire area. We can be thankful for the fact that that tree appeared 
to fall across this spur track early during the fire storm. This spur track in such emergencies 
would be used by the RFS and SES guys as a parking bay so that the main track is kept 
clear. Also, the spur is always used by vehicles to turn around. The tree falling was in some 
ways a God send, as such practises were then not possible, leaving the ground relatively free 
from a mangle of tyre tracks. That's the upside. The downside is the fact that the entire area 
is covered by more than an inch of fine, super-fine ash which is just about impossible to 
remove without spoiling any evidence, trace, tracks or foot prints underneath. We'll be here 
for some time trying, but I doubt our success rate..." 
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"Who discovered the burnt-out shell? Who called it in?" Balligan asked. Wanting to press 
the bona fides of their interest in the case as early as possible. 
 
"A Council Clean-up Gang. Those gentlemen up there. Apparently, it is a common practise 
after a bushfire is declared extinguished, for such gangs to enter the area to clean up what 
bloody litterers have left behind. Rubbish. Building refuse. Household garbage. You name 
it. Thankfully, a lot succumbed to the heat and flames, but what-ever is left, these guys 
remove. They noticed the burnt-out vehicle, called in for a heavy-lift Flat-top truck. Began 
to work out how best to remove the fallen tree when one of them noticed the three burnt 
remains in the vehicle. He lost an entire week's worth of food. An interesting eating regime 
to say the least!" 
 
Bernie took a swig of water. 
 
A grin at his last comment. 
 
One of his white garbed off-siders, the forensic suit now smudged heavily with grey and 
black ash deposits, walked up to him to whisper something in his ear. 
 
The old doyen turned to him, nodding his head. 
 
"OK. The vehicle is definitely the subject vehicle of the 'All Car Alert' issued by the Murder 
Squad Officers approximately five weeks ago. No trace. No evidence discernible on the 
vehicle though a more thorough examination will be conducted back at the lab. Occupants. 
Three males. Two in the back seats. One in the front passenger seat. Their bodies about to 
be removed so we'll have a better chance to crawl around inside the car. All three shot. All 
at the base of the skull. At the top of the neck back up into the skull. Two shots each. 
Possibly, more than likely with a .22 rifle.... or pistol held against the neck. That will need 
to be clarified with the autopsy as the bodies, as you can understand, are very badly charred. 
Burnt beyond recognition. Dental and DNA will provide their identity. The bullet hole size 
is pure conjecture at this stage, but the calibre is since there is not a single exit wound on 
any of three bodies. Thus, a low level, small calibre fire-arm. Seeing how there's three 
subjects, and the ID of the vehicle determined, it would be safe to assume that the three are 
the Borge brothers. Small time serial criminals who seemed to have wanted to expand their 
empire. Initial indications show that the three were trussed up in a similar if somewhat 
unorthodox manner. Their bonds have burnt off but their position, all similar, would 
indicate an unorthodox manner in securing them. They were bent severely at the waist, tied 
at the ankles and above the knees with the hands bound to the back of the knees forcing 
them into that bent position. Depending on how tightly the bonds were, this position 
becomes extremely painful after only a short time. This method of trussing, along with hog-
tying, I saw used extensively in the Vietnam War by the North Vietnam regulars and some 
Yank Units; and in the first Gulf War by Special Forces personnel. You're the Detectives. 
You work out the implications of that. Before I dismiss you..." This said with a smile on his 
face. It was obvious that he found our congregation still comedic! "We have managed to 
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uncover a series of tracks alongside the burnt-out shell. Whether they represent any part of 
the crime scene, I do not know, but we may be able to identify the vehicle in due course that 
made those tracks. It is up to you to determine the relevance of such findings. Class 
dismissed and let me get back to work" 
 
For an old bloke, he wheeled quickly, walked sprightly to the fallen, still smouldering tree 
trunk and climbed over." 
 
That was not his style usually. 
 
At Crime Scenes that we had shared, he was all for a natter and a divesting of ideas and 
theories, a new joke or the usual 'stir' banter. 
 
The fact that various Branches of the Force were circling must not have sat well with the old 
man. 
 
'A waste of precious resources, money and effort.' I could almost hear him say. 
 
I expected that he will chew the ear of some high-ranking official over this little circus when 
he returned to the City. That was his style. He feared no-one and never lost the opportunity 
to voice his concern or opposition over bureaucratic bull-shit and excess! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
"Locky? Locky?" Mar asked the moment that we were back in our vehicle and heading 
towards the City. "Locky?!" She started to laugh. 
 
It was getting late in the afternoon and I for one did not relish returning to the Office. 
Homeward bound were we. 
 
"Oh, sweet Jesus!" I cried with exasperation, which only made her laugh more! Biblical 
references are not a normal part of me. 
 
Mar had to slow so that the car remained under control. 
 
"C'mon...out with it! Locky! Where in blazes in hell does that nickname come from?" 
 
"Bloody hell, Mar... you know that I do not like talking about my past endeavours..." 
 
"C'mon Joe...sorry, Locky. Out with it!" 
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"OK......." 
 
I stared out of the car window trying to get my thought patterns in order. I had never 
divulged any of my past life in the Force, especially the undercover work that I did for many 
years. Skeletons in the closet tended to push ajar the door if those days were ever discussed. 
Leaving me vulnerable, guilty, and apprehensive. 
 
"OK...Bazza Holtz....Barry Holtz? You've met him. My one and only 
partner…well…longest running partner during my undercover Narc cop days. Bazza and I 
were at the Academy together. An unlikely pair of mates you're never likely to meet. But we 
became firm friends....and still are. Some-one must have thought that we had the aptitude to 
make good undercover police officers.... go figure! Why, I’ll never know, but we won the 
lottery. Bazza came off a farm. I'd been bought up on a farm for most of my life but spent a 
lot of my younger teen-age years on the Peninsular with my Nanna. I became a bloody good 
surfer...the physique, the tan...the looks, if I must say so myself...I was pretty good on a 
reasonable wave, and loved it! But I still pined for my horse and dogs burnt to a crisp during 
one bad summer bushfire that took everything. house, barns and every building and water 
tank on the property…the farm willed to me after my grandfather died. Still own it but it’s 
run by a lovely family who make a go of it. I rent it to them for a nominal sum of a dollar a 
year." 
 
This bought another round of giggles from Mar. 
 
“You’re a farmer!? You had a horse!? I cannot imagine you galloping over hill and dale on 
the back of a horse…with a couple of dogs racing after you like some image from The Man 
from Snowy River film or something. You on a wave, sure! But a horse? Oh, Jeezuzz! Why 
did I ask?! The mind picture is too much!" 
 
"Yeah, well, you're right. You did ask for it! Um.... and....um…where was I? I had long, sun 
and salt bleached hair...which I had to have cut off just for the initial job interviews. That 
pissed this vain little lad off no end, I can tell you! Anyhow, some-one thought that both 
Baz and I would make perfect undercover police officers getting information on the 
marijuana trail from the North Coast into Sydney. And the Gold Coast. A lot of it was being 
'muled' by surfers during their innocent game of chasing the waves. It didn't matter that Baz 
couldn't even stand up on a surf board...I could...and therefore I could teach him, so went 
the logic from the hierarchy. He was a bloody natural and within about 3 months he was 
carving up the waves better than I! A real radical dude though his stature was rather pudgy 
to say the least. We both grew our hair...locks.... thus Locky! I won't tell you Baz's 
nickname. You can ask him yourself next time that you see him." 
 
"Oh?" 
 
"No way! Actually, that was a good time, the only time that I look back on with fond 
memories of those days of undercover work. We were earning a bloody good wage while 
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we surfed up and down the coast. Sleeping in a Panel Van done up to the nines, care of the 
NSW Police Force. Chasing waves. Chicks. The Van fitted out with a beaut mattress. All 
the do-dads. A great Hi-fi, a top of the range two-way that was not at all suspicious as all 
the guys had one to broadcast a good set...this was well before mobile phones....and the 
chicks..." 
 
"OK. Enough already. I really don't want to know...Is it SoSo Sunderland?" 
 
"Yeah...." I gave a chuckle at memories of times that I shared with So-so. "If you ever asked 
him how he was...how was it hanging...how was the latest undercover case going, he'd 
always reply “so- so”, so it stuck!" 
 
"There appears to be a little animosity...deep down.... there against you. No?" 
 
"He was always pissed that Bazza and I decided to give it away...we were his best 
Operatives. We got him results, thus kudos for him. But he also realised that if we'd stayed 
undercover, we'd be dead or around the twist by now. It takes a very special person to do the 
job for a long time...." 
 
"Your mate Knackers for example? In AFP?" 
 
"Yeah, exactly. Slightly mad. Slightly schizo....in the Sixties and Seventies, Undercover 
Cops were let loose to survive on their own wits with very little back-up. If there was, it was 
a bloody long way away.... They lost a lot of good men. Suicide. Dead. Shot. Turned to the 
wild side. Hooked on drugs. Mad or schizo. Good guys. All of them. The pendulum swung, 
thank goodness, so that you always had a Handler, a mentor, a father figure, a shadow and a 
boy...." 
 
"Boy?" 
 
"Arr....Cleaner..." 
 
"SoSo mentioned that he was still burying bodies...in a joking manner, but there was an 
edge to the words. Is that what you mean by a Cleaner?" 
 
"Yes, well. Just a saying, Mar. Just a stir." 
 
She looked over at me, not believing a word of it. 
 
"Mar, don't go there. I can't tell you anything for many reasons...you must know that...there 
was a saying at the time, 'Bad and mean or sad and lean'. Lean being that you weren't on 
the 'take'....it isn't a tea party out there you know.... you and Suborich seemed to have 
history?" 
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I wanted to change subjects away from me and my past. 
 
"Dear Bovic Suborich....an absolute honey looking man. Still has it though I'm sure that he 
is still oblivious of the fact. Was the centre of attention of all the female cadets at the 
Academy. Unfortunately, I was the unlucky one..." 
 
"Poor Mar. You were the only girl in the entire Academy who missed out?!" 
 
That made me laugh. 
 
"Arr... no. We were an item for almost a year...unfortunately my fee-ancé found out about it 
and called it quits on me...I suspect one of the other Cadets doing the dobbing 
actually…jealousy." 
 
"That'd do it every time...I didn't know that you were once engaged?" 
 
"I didn’t know you owned a farm…Three times in fact...married once." 
 
I looked over at her, not sure whether she was being fair dinkum or not. 
 
"A serial heart breaker." 
 
I broke out into that classic Heartbreaker song of...I forget who, some woman Negro singer. 
 
Mar begged for quietness as her sanity was failing. My tuneless rendition more a toneless 
narrative not appreciated. 
 
"I'll have you know that I have won at several karaoke nights......" 
 
"In your dreams, lad. In your dreams…or being the only contestant! Getting back to dear 
Bovic....he may have been an absolute honey pot, but he was a lousy lover...teeny weenie if 
you know what I mean, and he didn't know how or care how to please a woman.... a cold 
fish in any personal relationship. Poor guy. His upbringing bought tears to your eyes.... but 
he was so dispassionate about it in the telling...I always felt that he was a latent 
psychopath...or one in the making." 
 
"A great career choice for him then; though being fitted into Major Crimes and Gang 
Related Activities maybe a stretch..." 
 
"Yeah." 
 
The details of her three Engagements and a short marriage not discussed any further. It 
slipped my mind, but when I thought about it later, she too, had done an admirable job in 
diffusing the matter. Placing it in a part of the brain where it would not untangle and bought 
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back into the bright sunshine of later conversations. 
 
"Betty..." 
 
“What?” Mar glanced over at me. 
 
“Betty. That was the name of my horse. It had to be shot, it was so badly burnt. I…it broke 
my heart. Man, that horse could gallop. She loved to fly…” My face lit up at the memory. It 
had been a long time since I had thought of her. 
 
“Your dogs?” 
 
“Yeh. Them too. Springer and Sally. Both Kelpies. Good farm dogs and sheep dogs. My 
Uncle…um…my grandfather, he used to work them when I wasn’t there. Good dogs.” 
 
“Where’s the farm?” 
“Out of Yass towards Gunning.” 
 
“How come you don’t visit? You know, have a horse down there?” 
 
I shook my head. Refused to say anymore. Mar sensed my unwillingness to add anything 
more. She nodded her head. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
 
"OK, getting back to work related matters..." Mar began as she settled at her desk the 
following morning. 
 
We had completed transcribing our Case Notes into the Murder Book of what had transpired 
the day before. 
 
"What're your thoughts so far on the case?" 
 
I juggled my coffee mug. Had a quick sip. It was still too hot. I wished that the Coffee Joint 
downstairs didn't make it so darn hot; then it would be perfect! 
 
Never satisfied. If it had been tepid, I would have complained about it being not hot enough. 
I was in one of those moods. 
 
"I have to get the bandage taken off this afternoon. I'll leave around lunch time unless you 
want to give me a lift?" 
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"Yeah....an early mark again. Good one...shall do.... but what do you think? About our 
case?" 
 
"A professional hit?" I offered. "The brothers were muscling to take over a portion of some-
one's drug territory. Who’s, I don't know, but we should be able to find out pretty easy from 
the Drug Boys or Police Intelligence Section." 
 
"You reckon...you for real Joe?" 
 
"You don't reckon?" 
 
"Nah. A professional hit be buggered. If it was a professional hit, there wouldn't have been a 
body left in the meth lab. Or for that matter three bodies left in a car. The car would have 
been left with the other four cars at the property with the bodies buried where they'd never 
be found...two taps each with a small calibre rifle perhaps? Maybe a pistol which would be 
easier to use seeing as how there were three captives.” Mar looked around at me. “Not 
bloody likely!” She added. “A professional would have used a 9 mm Glock or something 
similar. One round to the head. Forehead. Or chest. What-ever...this seems to be the work of 
some-one who has watched too many re-runs of The Godfather, Goodfellas or The 
Sopranos! Why go to so much trouble to force 'e' tabs down Bastello's throat and flush them 
with a hose forced down the same way that drowns the guy!"  
 
She stood and walked around in small circles. 
 
"And.....why transport three bods so far out into the sticks, yet leave a body sitting there in 
the Lab for all to see.... Who-ever they are, they obviously had a gun.... or there was an 
unlimited choice available from that virtual arsenal under the house! So why use a small 
calibre rifle when we had what...? So many pieces. Good quality hand pieces that would 
have been easier to use then a small but cumbersome rifle. Nah, this ain't a professional hit. 
Not on your life."' 
 
She suddenly sat back in her chair and spun it around to face me. 
 
".... and....think about it.... different MO's....different degrees of sadism involved.... who-
ever killed Bastello did not kill the other three..." 
 
"I'll go along with that, Mar for the moment...different MO's. Completely different. One 
shows anger and rage. The brothers were just an assassination...a warning to other would-be 
drug manufacturers and sellers to stay out of the territory..." 
 
I was warming to the idea. 
 
She seemed to ignore my agreement to her supposition and continued. 
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"If we take a time-line of the fire storm passing over that ridge and spur track, then they 
would have been dumped there no more than 2, maybe 3 hours after Bastello was killed.... 
What hard evidence do you base that on, Joe? What you just said. Or is that a leap of faith 
gut feeling.... we need to get a hold of the traffic cameras for that one day period when the 
Beamer was driven up the mountains. Middle to late afternoon. Another car had to have 
been with it for the driver to get the hell out of the area. That'll lead us to the identity of the 
killer.... or killers. Also, those cameras at the automatic toll-way booths..." 
 
We did this often on cases that were starting to drag. 
 
Taking opposite view points and almost arguing the points back and forth. Sometimes 
getting more heated than we really should. Suddenly switching arguments and theories. 
Both of us for-ever the Devil's Advocate. To an outsider, or anyone else sitting in the 
Office, we were paying scant attention to what the other was saying. Spewing forth facts 
and fiction and the ridiculous that has bought others to tears. Or laughter. Then during quiet 
times, we would run back over the items, usually in our heads. Often coming up with the 
answers or the one fact that blows the case wide open. 
 
Either that or nothing at all that stands out, as it appeared to be the situation with this case. 
 
Mar grabbed her phone to make the calls as I mulled over what had just transpired. 
 
After close on half an hour of being switched through from Firm to Department to Section, 
person to person, in a more mundane display that would be the envy of any Public Service 
bureaucracy, she glumly replaced the phone. 
 
"The Traffic boys and the Toll-way Operators do not keep their traffic videos for more than 
two weeks before erasing them and starting again...no help." 
 
I continued as though the breach in the conversation had not occurred. 
 
Keen to press my theory.... or Mar's. I wasn't too sure on the authorship anymore! 
 
"Maybe not a professional hit, but a hit done by young hoods who control that 
neighbourhood's drug area. What would those guys know about 'the art' of killing? Those 
silly bastards don't even think past what they are doing at the time. They can't plan a decent 
visit to the toilet. All their thinking has an emotive element to it...you've seen them as well 
as I..." 
 
"Maybe...retribution. Revenge. Anger. That's what this is all about..." 
 
"You poo-pooed me when I mentioned something similar in front of our learned adversaries 
up in the mountains..." 
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"No, I didn't!" 
 
"The look was enough, Mar." 
 
"Jesus...now I'm being criticised for the way that I look at you.... give me strength!" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 
"Good news Mar." I exclaimed as I placed my mobile back into my pocket. "They've made 
formal identification of the three bodies. As expected, they are the three Borge brothers. 
They also confirm cause of death as two .22 bullets fired into the base of the skull of each of 
the victims. A rifle, or what is left of a rifle, discovered not far from the crime scene...as 
though flung into the bush after the killings. A very shortened barrel. No stock. No rest. 
Possibly burnt to ash in the fire storm. Ballistics are working on it now. Also, a trace of a 
tyre pattern lifted from a spot beside where the Beamer was resting. Maybe nothing. Could 
be our shooter's escape vehicle driven by his accomplice. Initial indications are that it is an 
off-road tyre possibly from a 4WD... more later." 
 
I stood and started to walk past Mar's desk.  
 
"Oh! The other thing. The tree that was across the mouth of the spur track? It had been cut 
down. Because of the fire, the stump and the trunk itself were burnt to such an extent that 
only close examination revealed that point. One could assume that who-ever did that, knew 
that this spur trail was used as a turn-around. Wanting to hide the car for as long as possible, 
they constructed the barrier to ensure that that was the case...perhaps. A full report should 
be forthcoming by the end of the week...why do you want to re-visit the initial crime scene, 
Mar?" 
 
"Where you going, Joe?" 
 
"Shoosh....the surf is up and there are good sets coming through at my favourite patch. I 
thought that I'd have an extended lunch." 
 
"Your scalp wound, Joe. Do you think going surfing in an increasing swell is a good idea? 
And I've noticed that that shoulder wound is still restricting you...." 
 
I looked down at her. Torn between common sense and the thrill of riding waves that I have 
not taken on for some time. 
 
"It's a nice day for a drive, Joe. How about we hit the crime scene house then have a late 
lunch at your favourite patch watching the surf thunder in and marvel at the blokes for their 
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skill and bravery in taking the monsters on, eh?" 
 
She was right, of course. She wasn't known as Mar for nothing, though that fact you'd not 
hear from me! 
 
If the surf was coming in that big as broadcast on several Coast Watch sites, then I wouldn't 
have the guts or the skill to ride them in safely in any case. 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
The fact was that it was close on six weeks since the raid on the joint and we were bogged 
down just waiting for something to happened, frustrating the bejesus out of her. 
 
Me? 
 
I was feeling pretty good. The bandages had been removed. All the stitches removed though 
a thin layer of 'second skin' still protected the scarring. And my scalp gleamed like a chrome 
bowling ball. 
 
The look, I liked! 
 
We alighted from the Unmarked in the driveway of the former two storey house that was 
now known locally as 'The Meth Lab'. It didn't seem to count that a thug had been murdered 
and three police officers injured at the address, one seriously, on the premises. Crime Scene 
tape still fluttered in the breeze even though the raid was close to two months ago. The work 
to demolish the Lab and transport and destroy all the equipment and what little chemicals 
were still noticeable had only just been completed that week. It had been a slow process. 
And a dangerous one! The entire horde of tainted Ecstasy tablets locked away in the 
Evidence locker awaiting the moment when it would be displayed at the trial. Then it would 
be destroyed. It was clearly marked as tainted, fatal tablets so that not even a cop would be 
tempted to steal a few for pocket-money. 
 
She turned around to look up and down the quiet suburban street. 
 
A Patrol Car pulled up out front. It was still on point duty keeping an eye on the premises. A 
dreary, boring job! It would do so for as long as the crime tape remained which more than 
likely would be removed by the end of the week. 
 
The property though, not attended to as part of the Brothers' estate until after the trial. Then 
it could very well be classified as 'Proceeds from Crime' and its sale price swallowed by the 
State Government. 
 
The young Cop came over to check our credentials. 
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"Boring?" I asked. A smile a greeting as I flashed my card. He noted the visit into a dog-
eared Crime Scene Log book. We signed. 
 
"At least I'm not being shot at." He replied drolly. "Besides, the weather is bloody good. I've 
read or listened to every book and CD that I own at least half a dozen times! And new ones 
besides." He gave a chuckle. 
 
"We won't be long, Constable Hall. Just a walk around. A quick look." 
 
"Take your time. I'm not going anywhere." He held up the tape to allow our entry. Unlocked 
the side gate and swung it open. "You've got to sign back out....and I'll have to lock up 
behind you. Do you need to get inside? Yes? OK. The guys are coming out to re-paint the 
insides of the joint. Rip up and replace the carpets…I think they’ll rent out the joint if they 
think they’ve cleansed it thoroughly." 
 
He followed us into the rear yard area of the house to unlock the back door. 
 
We wandered through the Ground floor area of the house. The double garage and carport. 
Every surface scrubbed and cleaned. The four cars removed under the “Proceeds from 
Crime” legislation. Shortly auctioned off with the money made going into the general 
bucket or used to top up the Police Superannuation Fund. 
 
Mar seemed to wander aimlessly. Deep in thought. I could have been on a different Planet 
as far as she was concerned, such was her total disregard of my presence. 
 
I followed her up the stairs into the living area of the house. It smelled musty and stale. All 
perishables would have been removed yet there was still that slightly rank smell. The four 
bedrooms were a mess. Typical of many a bachelor's neglect of the 'neat and tidy' mantle. 
The rest of the house showing similar inattention to cleanliness and order. 
 
Mar stood at one of the large front windows peering out at the neat, quiet suburban 
landscape. 
 
"What was the address of that neighbour who registered some suspicion for both the 
Uniforms and Shmitty?" 
 
I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
"Never mind." She said somewhat absent-mindedly. "I'll chase it out when we get back to 
the Office. Remember those two guys we interviewed who were supposedly the local hoods 
and drug suppliers. Lebs. Full of bravado giving you the impression that to be dragged 
down to the local Cop Shop was some type of 'brag point.' A badge of honour or something. 
Until they realised that they could be suited up for four murders, spending the rest of their 
days behind bars. They near shat themselves. Silly buggers. The local Uniform guys bought 
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them in for us. Where did they live in relation to this joint?" 
 
Again, I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
Again, she dismissed the enquiry explaining that she would chase it out once we were back 
at the office. She took out her Crime Scene Note-book and jotted something into it. 
 
"C'mon. I've seen enough. Can't linger. Let's go and get some lunch, eh? You can watch the 
idiots ride those scary big waves for a while before I drive you to the Doctor's to get your 
head examined...now that's a bloody waste of time." 
 
She chuckled at her own joke. 
 
The worst Comedians do that! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
Both Mar and I entered Abbey's Office at his beckoning after we had got ourselves a cup of 
coffee. One for him. 
 
It was early, most of the day shift had yet to arrive. 
 
After a good night's sleep, we were both feeling better than what we had the day before. We 
felt that we were close to a break-through in the case. Gut feelings played a big part in our 
confidence levels. 
 
So much for the educated and professional line of thought supposedly employed by the best 
Murder Dees! 
 
Go figure! 
 
"We've got positive ID on the three. Just as we thought, the Borge Brothers. Did you see the 
News on TV last night?" Mar asked no-one in particular. Hoping that either one of us was 
interested enough about the latest soap opera to ask, no, why? 
 
Abbey waved his hands in frustration. 
 
"Your Bodies in the Beamer case......" As it was now known and tagged as. '….is going no-
where, so it seems. Have you hauled in the local hoods? The local drug guys? Gone the 
tough road with them. They gotta know something. Anything. Have you got any relevant or 
helpful intelligence from the Narc boys? Intelligence Section? Nothing? Then do it all 
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again, OK? Perhaps it's time to look at it differently. Mar, it seems that you reckon that it is 
not a professional hit or anything to do with the drug manufacturing and supply scene at all. 
Have you gone down the road of the revenge killing aspect? Who would want to kill the 
brothers and the cousin if it's not about the scene itself. Family? Angry neighbour. Jilted 
lover? Some-one with a grudge? Some-one cut out of their enterprise? What other pies did 
they have their dirty, pudgy little fingers in? Joe, you seem to still think that it is some sort 
of professional hit. Their Lab appeared short of any further supplies for making another 
batch. There was no cash stash at the house. For that matter, no other drug stash. That's 
bloody unusual! That to me indicates a money problem. Did they have a money man? 
Follow the money trail. Was it taken by the killers? Can the Money man be identified? Was 
there sufficient outlay to cause the 'Money man' to put the squeeze on? Would he have 
somehow benefited from the deaths or is it a clear sign to others to not get behind in the 
money stakes? C’mon guys, you're normally in front of the pack. Joe, that belt on the head? 
Has it affected you that much? Mar? Get your attention back on the game. I want some 
forward motion on this one, OK? Do it!" 
 
Abbey was mad. 
 
I was astute in such matters. 
We both slouched back to our desks, grateful that the Day Crew had not seen our arses 
getting kicked. We would have copped it for some time. Rightly so, as we had given as 
much as we would have received. I hit the punching bag as I passed by. The fat, benign red 
leather bag hardly moved. It seemed to enjoy the tickle that I gave it! 
 
Unfortunately, my head exploded in a searing ball of pain. Bright white flashes erupted 
behind my eyes. 
 
I went to grab my head but thought better of it. Instead a wince of pain. 
 
Mar came over to me like a mother hen worrying over her clutch of chickens 
 
"You OK?'" 
 
"Yeah, yeah. I guess that I still have to take it easy...I'm losing that svelte, athletic 
appearance that I once had, though." 
 
"Joe Lind, you're a bloody smart-arse. You should get yourself to the Doctors for another 
head scan. That's not right Joe, that you're still having these blinding head-aches at the 
slightest exertion." 
 
"I'll be OK." 
 
"You're not OK, Joe. When do you go to the Doctor again? Have you told him about the 
head-aches? Like the last time that you saw him?" 
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Multiple questions annoyed the crap out of me. 
 
"Arrm....next Monday...and no, it's not of importance. I don't think so, in any case." 
 
"Be buggered. I'm coming with you." 
 
"It's OK, Mar... truly." 
 
"It's not OK, Joseph Lind. I'm coming to the Doctor with you; end of story! Do you feel up 
to a walk across the park?" 
 
"Now?!" I asked in a surprised voice. "Arr... no. I'll stay in the Office. I want to take a visit 
to the 12th floor to the Police Intelligence Unit. OK?" 
 
"OK, but take it easy." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
I didn't return to the Office until mid-afternoon. Mar had rung me several times worried that 
I had collapsed in a corner somewhere. Instead I was deep in dirt of another kind. Recent 
intelligence material forwarded from the AFP helped our case no end, I felt. 
 
I kept on digging. 
 
Asking around. 
 
Reading reports on a computer screen jagged up by a cooperative Intelligence Operator. 
 
I sauntered back into the Office. 
 
A very productive time, I felt. 
 
Mar also had that look of satisfaction on her face that I knew so well. 
 
"You go first, Joe. It looks as though you may have hit pay dirt. No?" 
 
She still had that smug look on her face. 
 
I'd returned to the Murder Squad Office via the Ground Floor Coffee Shop. I placed one 
large Mocca on skim with double chocolate in front of her. She had only recently changed 
to that concoction. I rested mine, ordered tepid, on my slight paunch as I sat behind my desk 
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facing her. 
 
"Kim Lee Long aka Kim Lee, aka Barry Long, aka Barry Lee. A notorious international 
crime figure with ties to the Chinese Triad. Based in Hong Kong. First came to notice as a 
supplier of counterfeit goods, shoe-ware, clothing, and jewellery. Copied the big brands. 
Big in bogus CD and DVD supplies. That's where he made his initial fortune. Nothing bad. 
For some reason, he thinks that there was more to be made in the heavy, illegal trade. Has 
branched out into international drug supply, child kidnapping and identity theft." 
 
I took a sip of coffee. 
 
Took my Case Note book from my pocket to check the facts before continuing. 
 
"A container consignment of large 90 by 90 by 5-centimetre pseudo marble tiles was seized 
at Port Botany about twelve months ago. Two thirds of them hollowed out to conceal the 
second largest shipment of cocaine and ecstasy tablets so far found in Australia, along with 
a dozen 20 litre containers of pseudoephedrine, one of the chemical precursors in the 
manufacture of Ecstasy. The plastic Jerry Cans marked as holding Hydrochloric Acid. Or a 
mild form of that acid. In the same shipment. The entire container load was attributable to a 
firm in Singapore supposedly owned by Kim Lee Long. Two Australian nationals, two 
Chinese Australians and four Chinese Nationals arrested for the shipment. More to come 
according to the AFP. Similar 20 litre containers, in all regards, I repeat in all regards, found 
at the Borge brothers' address. AFP say that that isn't a coincidence. A Mr. Lane D'Longo 
suspected of being Kim Lee Long's representative in illegal matters in Australia, had a 
meeting with the three Borge brothers at the local pub. At lunch time on the day of their 
murders..." 
 
"Where did that come from?" Mar asked. Astonishment in her voice. 
 
"Apparently, the AFP have been watching Mr. D'Longo for some time. While the content of 
the conversation could not be recorded, the three brothers were particularly nervous after 
that. The AFP Operative..." 
 
"You spoke to an AFP Officer? Jesus, why don't they supply such information as a matter of 
course. They know that we have this Case. Bloody hell...we're supposed to be on the same 
side, for Christ sake!" 
 
This spat out vehemently. 
 
Frustration in her manner. 
 
She got up and walked around her desk to calm down. The practise adhered to by most of 
the staff; the same as belting the Punching Bag hanging in the middle of the Office area 
when things got a little too much by the more macho types. 
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Me included! 
 
"Yeah. Not the normal practise, right. By phone only though. Don't know the chap's name or 
what he looks like. He did say that D'Longo's vehicle, an immaculate Jaguar, with driver 
and another unidentified male in the front seat, left the parking area of the Pub as soon as 
Mr. D'Longo alighted. Could have been to just fill up with petrol...or perhaps use a car wash 
for all they knew..." 
 
"By inference or omission, what-ever you like, the message was that the vehicle cruised 
down the same street that the Borge Brothers had their Lab. Stopped and paid a quiet visit to 
poor old Lou Bastello so that their intent was well broadcast and received...." 
 
I nodded my head at Mar's assumption. 
 
"Could be." I agreed. 
 
"The guy in the front?" 
 
"Blacked out windows. Hard to see the occupants except to say that there were two shapes 
in the front seats..." 
 
"Surely the AFP would know of D'Longo's.... arr....associates.... heavies?" 
 
I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
"Mmm....none of the residents or any witness recalled a flash car at the Borge address 
around that time, did they?" 
 
"No... but two doors down from said residence, there is an easement...did you know that? A 
walkway that allows people a quick and more direct route to the local park and the main bus 
stop...easy enough to park on the main drag, walk down the pathway and walk up to the 
Borge's house. Who notices a Sales Rep or some other person like that?" 
 
"Yeah, I'll run with that...what else?" Mar conceded. 
 
The look on her face indicating the opposite. She was ambivalent to the whole scenario, I 
could tell. 
 
I gave out a sigh of impatience and exasperation, again sure that I was educating a bloody 
moron. 
 
"Concurrent to that, the local Drug Squad boys had been watching the three brothers. It 
must have been a busy day at that Pub. Remember 'SoSo' Sunderland mentioned that there 
had been a spike in the number of Crime Stopper calls on the address several months before 
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the raid was organised by the Narc boys. They always do their own intelligence before a 
raid...checking out the lie of the land, the house in question, lines of attack and retreat, that 
type of thing. They only stopped that part of the operation when the three brothers went into 
the Pub for what they presumed was a Counter Lunch. They then withdrew. That is 
apparently standard procedure. It was less than 24 hours, more like 18 hours before the 'Go' 
time of the raid the following morning. They don't like to flush the pheasant from the nest so 
to speak, that late in proceedings." 
 
Mar nodded. She was coming around, showing more interest instead of doubt. 
 
"Yer know, if all these people running around in dark coloured vehicles with radically tinted 
windows got together, you'd have to think that we'd be on top a bit more often, wouldn't 
you? I mean, it's almost a Keystone Cops scenario, isn't it?" 
 
I looked up at her as she again circled her desk. An air of frustration in every stride she 
took. 
 
"Yer reckon that that is pure coincidence? No such thing, Joe Lind. No such thing. Both the 
AFP and our Narc Boys and Police Intelligence guys tailing the same subjects? Yer gotta be 
kidding!" 
I shrugged my shoulders. I didn't believe in coincidences either, but that was not our worry 
at this stage. If there had been a leak, a paid phone call, it had nothing to do with our case. 
Narcotics and the Drug Squad needed to deal with it. 
 
It was outside our realm of influence or attention. 
 
"OK, so you have a great story that I guess could be true but...but it doesn't prove that the 
three brothers and their cousin were the target of a professional hit! Now does it?" 
 
"Yer got something better, Mar?" 
 
By the look on her face, she felt she had. 
 
I hated the woman at times. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
 
"Remember this morning I asked you whether you had seen the News last night. I normally 
don't watch the TV that much, but for some reason I turned on the late News after I finished 
my run..." 
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"I knew that you were going without me..." 
 
"Poor boy...you’d be a bloody fool to commence running just yet. You need to get approval 
from the Doc before you venture out...anyhow, there was a piece on about a new State 
Government initiative for all schools. A more aggressive drug education policy. This after 
those three deaths early this year at an outdoor Band concert. There was something like an 
additional ten OD cases who were lucky to survive at that event. A bad batch all round......" 
 
"Our brothers' product?" 
 
"Who's to know.... well, Forensics says no, but one of the girls, she was only 16, would you 
believe, was named as Jessica Earlburgher...." 
 
"That name sounds familiar. Wasn't that the family that caused the Uniforms and Shmitty 
some concern...some suspicion when they were asking questions around the neighbourhood 
after the raid and the killings?" 
 
"No... that was the Moro family who live opposite but two down from the drug house. 
Second generation Lebanese. Five kids. The three boys known to police. Hotheads. One in 
particular. The youngest. Mixing with a radical Muslim group who seem to attract that type 
of person. The whole family haven't any respect for the Police or anyone else for that 
matter. Didn't answer a question directly, instead being smart-arse in their responses as 
though murder and drug manufacturing was a comedy sketch...No... the Earlburgher family 
live opposite but four up from the Borge place. In the opposite direction to the Moro family. 
Jessica Earlburgher was the middle girl of three...I ran a check on the entire family. Bradley 
J. Earlburgher Junior, wife, three girls, reduced now to two, another, the eldest, almost died 
from a drug overdose at the same concert. Plus, a young boy. Still at Primary School." 
 
She took a long swig of coffee. 
 
"Mmm...good coffee. Ta much." 
 
"You owe me big time...we're getting out of sync with the shout." 
 
She gave a shrug that seemed to transmit, 'what the fuck.' Glanced at her case book open on 
her desk. 
 
"Bradley J. Earlburgher Senior," Emphasise on the word. ".... with his aging wife, live up in 
the mountains. The aging wife placed in a Nursing Home several months ago. Terminal 
Cancer. Two other children by the marriage. One lives in the US. The other in the Eastern 
Suburbs. Near Bondi Beach. Both happily married with kids. A productive family! Bradley 
J Senior drives a white Toyota Landcruiser 4WD....That's never taken off in Australia, has 
it?" 
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"What?" I wasn't following her. 
 
"This Chucky Senior and Junior thing that seems to be big with the Yanks...." 
 
I gave her an astonished look wondering what that had to do with the price of oil to the 
Eskimos. 
 
She shrugged in reply. 
 
"Bradley Senior...I wonder why not...it's really a silly thing, don't you reckon?" She was 
now lathering it on! "...He's been a volunteer fire fighter with the RFS for years. Also, the 
SES. American born. Settled, married here after the Vietnam War. He was a Green Beret. 
Several Purple Hearts. Several other medals worn proudly. He has his own Web-Page. 
Seems to be a typical gung-ho Yank...you know the type...we save the world at every 
turn...makes you wonder why he settled out here...The Web page extremely productive...a 
folio on the death and near death of two of his grand-daughters. Angry words about the 
illegal drug labs and how the Police seem to turn a blind eye. How Crime Stoppers appears 
to be a hollow vessel. There just to give some solace to people in similar circumstances as 
he. Where carrying out the action of contact with the Crime Stoppers number brings hope 
and expectations to but a few. When nothing happens, anger, frustration and the thoughts of 
vigilante style retribution seem to be the only alternative." 
 
"Heavy stuff....and anger attached." I added. 
 
I gave her my most exasperated look. 
 
Twirled my hands to try to get her to stick to the subject even though I did not like the 
direction this was taking. The words bouncing around in my head. Forming a pattern. A 
story of believability that could very well intertwine with my hypothesis. I wasn't about to 
tell Mar of this though. 
 
"Both he and his wife were, up until his wife took gravely ill, happy members of the 'Grey 
Stray Brigade'. Toured extensively around Australia....they have a caravan.... a lot of good 
quality photographs of every part of Australia on the Web page...it's very comprehensive. A 
credit to his photographic skills actually..." 
 
"Where up in the mountains?" I interjected, getting frustrated by her constant want to 
digress away from the subject at hand. 
 
I had this sinking feeling that Mar had just busted open the case. 
 
"In a small Hamlet, not more than five kilometres further along the highway from the 
forestry trail that leads off the road...." 
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"I don't suppose that Crime Stoppers remembers a Yank...I imagine that he still has a 
twang...ringing them about a particular drug house? Like the one that is the centre of our 
attention?" 
 
"Yes, they do." She stated this with a smugness that I found irritating. "And.... I am told, the 
caller with the slight American or Canadian accent becoming increasingly agitated when it 
appeared that nothing was being done. He rang at least every second day during that last 
week...it all fits Joe." 
 
"Mmm...revenge for the death of one granddaughter and the near-death of another.... strong 
enough motive in anyone's language. But why the different methods of despatch for our 
victims?!" 
 
Mar shrugged her shoulders. 
 
"I have no idea at this stage...perhaps Bastello's death jitters got to them.... some-one 
drowning in front of you can be rather gory...downright upsetting to say the least...but I'd 
say it was sheer luck that they chose to act on the afternoon that they did. The day before the 
raid and a matter of hours after surveillance was curtailed on the address...bloody lucky.” 
 
"Mmm...rather fortuitous.... unless they too, had inside information....and you're saying 
father and son?" 
 
"Yeah. That's the logical conclusion...at this stage...some-one had to drive the Beamer up 
the mountains and some-one had to follow in the 4WD....and Joe, you're being paranoid. 
Sometimes things like that happen without any form of outside interference...or 
attention...Karma, I reckon." 
 
"Mmm....We better have a talk with Abbey before we go bumbling around the mountains. 
And we'll have to organise a synchronised raid on the father and son's residences so that 
there are no surprises for us. Good work, Mar. Looks like you have done it again." 
 
That took me some eating of humble pie to congratulate her on her work. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
 
He was a big man. About what you imagined made the perfect Green Beret soldier. 
 
He still used weights, ran a little. Possibly swam each day. 
You could tell. 
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Handsome in a rugged sort of way though the lines were beginning to track deeply across 
his face. Little hair. White. What there was, ringed the prefect dome of his head in a 'Friar 
Tuck' style. A similar coloured small 'soul patch'. Alert green eyes though sadness now 
tinged them deeply. A wide mouth that at other times would let out a belly roar. Six one or 
two in the old scale though the straight stiff back was beginning to bend. A couple of small 
tats on his left fore-arm. A small winged eagle on the right shoulder. 
 
He had come with us quietly. 
 
Accepting his fate saying nothing from the time that he had opened his front door. 
 
Just a nod or two in answer to our questions as though he had been sitting there waiting for 
us to call. 
 
We were now in the rather dingy, small Interview Room at the Murder Squad Offices. 
 
His son sat softly crying in a similar room a stone’s throw away. 
 
The two rooms separated by the Recording Room where every word, every gesture and 
nuance was picked up on the audio and video equipment. Abbey and Peta Daniels sat with 
the Electronics guy in semi darkness, peering at our performance through the large, one-way 
mirrors. 
We had spent about an hour with the son thinking that the Senior Earlburgher would be 
harder to crack what with his service record and all. Letting him stew in his own thoughts 
knowing that we had him regardless of his cooperation or not! 
 
The son had flipped open like a dirty book read by an entire class of teenage boys! 
 
"Have you anything to say for yourself, Mr. Earlburgher?" 
 
"Not without my Lawyer being present." 
 
"This isn't a TV show or under the authority of American law, Mr Earlburgher. We can 
question you without the presence of a Solicitor if we have reasonable grounds that a capital 
offence has been committed. We can hold you for 48 hours without legal representation 
being afforded if it is a reasonable assumption that you have committed a capital offence. 
To wit, Murder. Premeditated murder. Understand? You and your son have been arrested on 
suspicion of murder. To wit, on or around the afternoon of the 29th.  October this year, at or 
around 2 to 3 PM in the afternoon, you are suspected of murdering one Lou Bastello at 
Number 48 Grevillia Drive Baradine Ridge North. It is also alleged that you transported 
around the same time of that afternoon, against their will, one Giuseppe Borge, Anthony 
Borge, and Alfonso Borge from their place of residence as mentioned earlier, using the 
vehicle registered to one Alfonso Borge, to a forestry spur track known as A 21 Eastern 
Sector, Mount Wilson, Upper Blue Mountains with intent, where you are suspected of 
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executing all three men by firing two .22 bullets into the back of each of their skulls. Have 
you anything to say, Mr. Earlburgher in your defence?" 
 
He shook his head. Stared down at the top of the table that separated us. 
 
"You need to answer the question, Mr. Earlburgher. For the audio feed." 
 
The big man looked at both Mar and I in turn and murmured that he had nothing to say. 
 
"You may be interested to know, Mr. Earlburgher, that your son has confessed to the 
murders and in doing so, implicated yourself in those acts. Have you anything to say to that? 
He will be formally charged with the murders as an accomplice. He alleges that it was your 
idea to show the gang that they could not continue to go around selling tainted drugs that 
killed innocent kids just looking for a bit of a high to enjoy the music. Mr. Earlburgher, how 
did you know that the Borge brothers manufactured and distributed for sale, fatal Ecstasy 
tablets to both your grand-daughters in February of this year?" 
 
He looked around the room. Clasped his hands, resting them on the table. Glanced at both of 
us. The room went silent for some time. 
 
"Do you mind getting me some coffee?" He asked suddenly. 
 
I gave the Constable at the door a twenty, requesting that he go downstairs to The Coffee 
Café for three large. 
 
"Out of your own pocket...do you get reimbursed for that?" 
 
"Huh! No." I gave a chuckle. "Not at all, though it is Detective Hendricks here...her shout 
next time. Perhaps yours after that." 
 
A smile for the first time. 
 
"'My wife...she's dying. Pancreatic Cancer. No hope. Gone before Christmas they say. Been 
a bad year what with little Jess....and Alysha almost dying at the same time. My son told me 
about the drug house. The entire street knew about it. The entire suburb for all I know! Cars 
coming and going all day and night yet you Cops seemed oblivious to the fact...." 
 
The door opened and the Constable entered. 
 
The aroma of coffee filling the small Interview Room. 
 
I thought perhaps that we may be back to square one with him. The moment lost. 
He took several sips. 
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"One thing I can say is that you cops are situated in the right place. Directly above a good 
coffee joint. Yer lucky for that. They're hard to come by here in Australia." 
 
He sat back hard into the chair. Cupping his large hands around the cardboard coffee 
container. 
 
Silence lingered. We went with it, feeling sure that he was the type who would eventually 
want to fill the void. 
 
"Yer know, Nam was one hell of a place. Good and bad at the same time. I thoroughly 
enjoyed it and hated it at the same time. Hard to explain. I reckon that a huge proportion of 
the KIA boys were stoned out of their minds when they bought it...drugs...it'll kill one way 
or the other. A lot of good guys who didn't deserve to die...Little Jessica was the apple of 
my eye...she could do no wrong by me even when we learnt that she OD'ed on some rotten, 
tainted little tablet that was just one of a bad batch...she didn't deserve to die either...neither 
did the other two who died that day. Keep in contact with the parents of those other 
kids...that's all they were. Kids. And the parents of the ten others who were lucky to survive. 
We became like a little group… with that common interest for want of a better word. They 
got the guy, yer know. The guy who sold the fatal tablets, though his supplier and the 
maker’s name never disclosed to the Public. Eight years for three deaths and ten close 
calls...now that's not right! Even if he didn't know that the tabs that he was selling to 
innocent kids were tainted. Deadly. Fatal. That was his defence...can you believe it! The 
shit-heads who made the pills? Nothing! Don’t even know their names. That’s not right, is 
it?" 
 
This said in a soft monotone. No infliction or emotion. Just a soft American drawl. He took 
several more gulps of coffee. 
 
"Yeah, we keep in contact with the families. Formed a club almost. A common grief. That 
was our last trip together before Sandy diagnosed with the cancer. On the Murray near 
Echuca. We all camped there. Families from Victoria, SA, and NSW. A re-union if one 
could call it that. Yeah, I drove those three up the mountains in their own car. My son 
followed in my 4WD. I shot the three and flung the rifle into the bush. Cut down the tree 
knowing that would stop anyone from seeing them for a while. Death by execution. Better 
than eight years don't yer reckon. But we didn't kill the other guy. What a bloody mess. He 
was sitting there with this hose hanging outa his mouth. A bloody ugly colour. We were on 
the verge of cow-tailing it outa there. It was an awful sight. Neither one of us wanted to 
continue with it. We heard the Beamer drive into the driveway. We had nowhere to go. The 
three brothers came in and almost collapsed at the sight of their mate. It was their cousin, 
wasn't it? Right? One of them pulled the hose out...it was down a long way...froth, shit 
coloured froth oozed out of his mouth. Cut his ties. Plastic cable ties. They're bloody handy 
things. Invented for one thing and bloody handy for other things! They started crying, 
wailing actually. Yelling out that they were dead too.... dead men walking, they 
said...D'Longo and his heavies would come after them too....it was all Louie's fault as he 
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had made the bad batch...that's when I knew where the drugs had come from that killed our 
little Jessie...we just walked up behind them with my little .22... they near shat...they 
thought that we had come from D'Longo....who is D'Longo? Some Drug Heavy, huh? You 
seem to know the rest. My son...he didn't have his heart in it, though. I had to force him to 
keep going with it. It was my doing...all of it." 
 
Not a tear in his eye. 
 
No sign of contrition. 
 
I figured that he was the type that knew he had done wrong and would take what-ever was 
dealt out to him as punishment like a man. 
 
You had to admire him for that, didn't you? 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
 
"Good job, guys." Abbey slapped us both on the back. 
 
"Boss, Mar had it right, not me." 
 
"You both had it right. Neither one of you was willing to compromise a point with the other. 
What do you reckon, do we have enough to drag D'Longo in for questioning? He had 
threatened the three with death that is for sure. And Bastello was murdered in a ghastly way 
on his orders. No doubt about it!" 
 
"Well........" Mar began. 
 
I butted in. 
 
'D'Longo would have been captured on the Pub video, been seen with the three brothers at 
the time of Bastello's death. In the Pub enjoying a beaut Counter Lunch....we'll have to go 
there one day Mar. For lunch. If it's good enough for the likes of D'Longo, I reckon that it 
would be a good meal...We cannot identify the driver or his friend in the Jag...so we'd be 
flying by the seat of our pants with nothing really to press him on except guesses...I knew 
him in the old days. He was a sly old fox then. He'd jibe to that before he even had sat 
down. That we had nothing really on him to charge him…." 
 
"I agree, Boss." 
I didn't like the dark look on her face though. 
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"Yeah, you're both right. But we'll get him eventually. Again, good job. Both of you. Get 
the paperwork up to date and organise a meeting with the DPP. We'll go through it again 
with their Solicitors being present. We may save ourselves a Jury trial by the sounds of it." 
 
He walked back towards his Office. 
 
"Don't you forgot Joe, I'm going with you to that Doctor's appointment next Monday...it's 
easy enough to stretch it a bit...in retaliation!" 
 
Mar had a grin on her face that I did not like one iota. 
 
She could be a proper bitch at times. 
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