
1	  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



2	  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

MURDER SQUAD DETECTIVES JOE LIND  
and  

MARJORY HENDRICKS 
 

A BAD HAIR DAY 
	  

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 
 
 
I stood a little away from the body. 
 
I didn't want to get up close and personal so to speak. 
 
In his face... because... um... he didn't have a face! 
 
According to the Forensic Pathologist who was still scurrying around the body like one of 
Nature's carrion species, it had been here for roughly 20 to 30 hours. She couldn't provide a 
more exact time. The weather that we had been experiencing over the last several days 
throwing out any reasonable estimations. 
 
Bitterly cold southerlies, squalling showers increasing to heavy rain periods. 
 
Perhaps a more accurate time of death could be provided during the post-mortem though she 
wasn't about to bank her house on it! 
 
Local wing type feathered birds had already begun to tentatively peck at the corpse, mainly 
the bloodied head. Flies and blow flies had already marked out their reservations on the 
body and ants, both those little black ones and the red-orange vicious Bull-ants, were 
making hurried forays across every part of the body. Hoping perhaps to have as much of the 
cadaver whisked away for a rainy day before the unthoughtful humans removed the treasure 
trove. 
 
Nature works fast. 
 
There is no use for burials and hallowed words, tears falling on an expensive coffin draped 
in colourful flowers. Nature sees a meal and attempts to hoard it for another day.... or to 
keep the hunger pains at bay for at least that day. No compassion or empathy. Just a bloody 
meal! 
 
"A bad hair day, huh?" My new partner asked deadpan. 
 
Some-one else may have thought that a little crass. Me? It fed my sick sense of humour, 
something a Murder Dee must have around the most horrendous deaths that humans can 
dish out to one another. 
 
"Looks that way, doesn't it? A Hairdresser would have been a better option, don't you think? 
Than this lame attempt." I replied just as dryly. 
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"His Dentist is likely to have a coronary at the damage done to those beautiful white and 
capped teeth of his if he saw this." She continued. 
The bottom jaw bone partially ripped from the upper mandible. He was missing quite a few 
teeth from both the upper and lower jaw. They would need to be found amongst the grassy 
slopes that dipped away from the death scene towards the Harbour. 
 
The victim's head was so badly damage that one would not be able to make a clear ID from 
the facial remains. 
 
"By the bruising and trauma on the upper arm and what I can see of his shoulder, it wasn't a 
baseball bat.... more than likely something wider.... like a cricket bat." 
 
"Thank God!" I croaked. 
 
The bile slowly coming up the back of my throat. This was the worst bashing death that I 
had seen in my almost twenty-year career. Admittedly, less than 2 of which were in the 
Murder Squad. The entire head just a bloody mess of gore, blood and brain matter. Not an 
identifiable portion of his face left intact. 
 
"Thank God for that." I repeated. "At least we're looking for a true Aussie who loves his 
cricket and not some American loving... what do they call them by the way? I know an 
Anglophile is a person who loves all things English... but what do they call a creep with no 
sense or taste who loves everything American?" 
 
A shrug of my partner's shoulders an indication of her ignorance. 
 
"Will you two shut up and move well away.... go practise your comedy sketch routine 
somewhere else. Do me a favour for once Joe... please? If you've seen enough, get the hell 
out of my work space!" The Crime Scene Head or Lead Forensic Pathologist on this case 
complained. 
 
She was a pert, well stacked woman in her mid-thirties. 
 
A gorgeous figure that didn't belong in a full forensic suit or scrubs as she worked in her 
office. The Morgue. Of Indian extraction though some two generations Australian; although 
she still spoke with a slight, lyrical, beautiful tone and musical accent. 
 
I had no idea why she had the shits with me. 
 
It wasn't me who stole her virginity. That had disappeared long before I had slept with her. 
For one brief week-end. Two husbands and a pile of boyfriends all in the Force or its 
Ancillary Services. I had not been her last so it wasn't me personally who had ruffled her 
hair. Usually she was super friendly with me as though desserts would be appreciated. 
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She obviously was having one of those bad hair days herself and didn't appreciate being 
reminded of the fact! 
"What's got you going, sweetness. You are usually the one who's cracking the 'off-jokes' 
around the cadaver. Blood, guts, bones and all. Everything alright?" 
 
"No.... though it's not your concern, lover boy. Now.... back to the reason why you're 
standing here cracking piss-weak jokes at the expense of this poor sod who had the life 
bashed from him. My initial assessment is that there was more than one assailant. That the 
first blow with the weapon actually killed him. Broke his neck. Severed his spinal column 
near C6 through 8. The degree of beating that he received is definitely not commiserate with 
the blood lying about or the blood splatter patterns on that rock wall behind. Those that you 
can see are more than likely splatter flung from the weapon on its up and down swing. I'll 
know more when the 'Splatter man' looks at the patterns and I have more time with the post 
mortem, but I'd hazard a guess and say that the belting occurred sometime after he died... 
the lack of pronounced bruising where obvious belts with the weapons occurred judging by 
the broken skin patterns... yeah... very possibly cricket bats were used.... now move outside 
the tape and let us finish with the scene before you plod all over the joint with your size 
14's. Go on... piss off!" 
 
Man, she really had the pits this morning, I thought to myself. I raised my eye-brows at my 
newly appointed partner, Marge Hendricks. She the last in a long line of broken partnerships 
due to my attitude and on-scene levity. My Boss had stated that this maybe my last chance. 
If this relationship did not gel, then I maybe out of the Murder Squad, something that I did 
not want to happen. 
 
I was somewhat miffed. 
 
My mother had always said that I had dainty size 8 Dancer's feet as I grew up. 
 
This pert little live-wire had also been the one and only woman of substance that I had been 
involved in since my wife's death some ten years previously. It had only lasted a couple of 
dinner dates and a wild week-end in bed in a gorgeous Broken Hill historical Hotel and that 
was it. We were up there to fish a skeleton out of a bloody cold water Billabong. The 
remains still to be identified. 
 
One of my own 'cold cases.' 
 
After that glorious week-end, I felt like some used piece of meat cast aside. 
 
That was how I felt after the episode. Used and abused. But at least happily sated! 
 
I had thought that I had performed admirably well for the entire week-end. 
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Obviously not, but then I don't think that was the reason either because as I said, she was 
always nothing but flirty and friendly with me ever since the memorable, for me, week-
end.... so, who really is to know? 
We walked down the slight rise to the blue crime scene tape that wound from tree to tree 
that seemed to fence in about 5 hectares of grass around the crime scene and victim. The 
grassy area was being criss-crossed by the Forensic guys on all fours in full forensic blue 
boiler suits, probing for every morsel and bit of chewing gum or lolly wrapper that they 
could discern in this parkland. Dutifully tagged and identified and located in regards to the 
Vic's position. More than likely all this detritus did not have one iota of importance or 
relevance to the case. But they had to do the job as something important may turn up. Like 
half his missing teeth! 
 
If lady luck was on their side that day. 
 
"Lover boy? Now there's something I doubted I would have ever heard you referred as." 
 
"What? Looking at me you think that that is impossible. A label not fitting the bottle or 
contents?" I replied with a mischievous grin. 
 
"We've only just begun our professional partnership so's I'm not going there. I can see you 
are somewhat thin skinned to say the least. The lover boy had his ego stroked against the 
grain?" 
 
"If you want to remain my new partner longer than this day, I suggest you take your own 
advice and stay away from the subject......" 
 
"Oh.... touchy, touchy. Mar isn’t going to help you out here. I've had enough mothering of a 
cop partner to last a lifetime." 
 
"It isn’t mothering I want or need, so lay off it. Otherwise I'll show you what type of man 
I'm really like and put you over my knee and spank you." 
 
"Promises. Promises. You men are all alike. Nothing but talk." 
 
A raucous laugh as she joined the rest of the Murder Squad boys. 
 
As Lead Detective on this one, I allotted jobs for them for the next day or two before they 
returned to their own cases. That's the way it was. On every new case, all the team worked 
together on it. Usually a suspect is identified within 24 hours. A Person of Interest in any 
case. A massive hunt through the personal life again turns things up. I've got the crew at my 
disposal for 72 hours. After that period has expired, the case reverts back to me and my 
partner full time. Even if the case is resolved within that 72-hour period, the lead pair who 
initially got the case, gets the kudos. 
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The system works well and we have the highest rate of 'solves' in the Commonwealth. 
 
This all the work of DS Church, the best boss I've ever worked with. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
 
 
I've been with the Murder Squad for almost two years now. Nineteen months about. 
 
Detective Grade 2 Joseph “Joe” Lind. 
 
Knocking on the door of promotion as my work is so good; so’s I've been told. I like to 
think that in any case. 
 
If the truth be known, it has to do with seniority and nothing else! 
 
Coming up to twenty this year rom when I enlisted in the Academy. Still as enthusiastic as 
the day that I joined while still at Uni doing part-time Law. I needed the money to be 
truthful. How time flies when you're enjoying yourself. 
 
There are those that think that the longevity in the Force, especially those years spent in 
Narcs and Vice, have severely affected my brain and the way I now look at the world... nah! 
 
No way! 
 
I'm as sane as the next institutionalised person! 
 
Formally of Undercover Vice and Narcotics, I requested the change. Though there are those 
who would say that persons of influence saw the value of my investigative talents and thus 
'greased the rails' so to speak. This after my long-term partner Barry Fitzgerald “Bazza” 
Holtz was almost killed because of my ineptitude. Not paying attention to an undercover 
operational scene that rapidly unfolded and got out of control, back then. 
 
That being an ultimate sin in that atmosphere. 
 
When we were both in Undercover Vice. 
 
In fact, I froze, which almost had cataclysmic results. One of which was the accidental 
shooting of two innocent members of the public. 
 
Superficial flesh wounds I must add. Still, they can bloody well hurt! 
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Thank God it was nothing more serious! 
The Integrity and Standards Cops, my Superior at the time, and the Cop Psychologist 
interpreted this because of the then recent death of my wife occurring not that long before 
the incident. 
 
Eleven years of gloriously happy marriage ended by a rabid Bikie dude. 
 
I suspected as much.... no, absolutely knew, because about twelve months back it was 
proven when the Bikie dudes' 'cave' had been the subject of a joint AFP and Police 
Narcotics drug raid. Sufficient evidence found to hang the bastards for my wife's homicide 
murder.... and several others. 
 
I had suffered deeply upon my wife's death. Shock. Depression. Anxiety. I had gone right 
off the rails. 
 
Without the solid backing of various police hierarchy, friends and family who rallied to my 
defence, I would not have remained in the Force at all. I was on very shaky ground, in deed. 
 
As it was, I had nearly 2 years off on stress leave because of my loss... and other related 
problems. 
 
Mainly the grog which I must admit, I 'hit' bad! 
 
I'd only been back on deck a short time and the incident had been my first undercover 'gig' 
with Bazza since returning to duty. My loudest and most loyal ally after the fuck-up had 
been Bazza, my closest friend. Then and now. He is now the Detective Inspector, Narcotics 
Intelligence and Organised Gang Related Crimes Group (NIOGREG in typical bureaucratic 
parlance and police brevity-speak) of the south coast area of NSW. 
 
I put onto 'Desk Duties' with Narcotics after that for close on 18 months. 
 
My climb up the police career ladder has somewhat slowed because of that incident. Not a 
parallel swift ascent as that of my friend. 
 
No matter, as I am far better suited to the day to day activities surrounding dead bodies and 
deceased victims of violence more than the cut and thrust, the secrecy and duplicity, the 
immediate response of an alert and decisive mind required in undercover operations. And 
most importantly, the cool head! 
 
As it is, I love the Murder Squad. 
I have found my niche although the powers that be will not allow a more rapid rise even 
though my 'solve' rate may warrant it. All because of that one bad incident.... OK...maybe 
more than that, but we don't need to go into any further details at this stage, do we? 
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I accept that I, along with only one other junior Officer, are the only fast approaching forty-
year-old male Grade 2 Detectives in the Murder Room while all other Detectives are Grade 
3 or above. Males that is, although the three female Murder Squad Officers are also at the 
bottom of the heap as Grade 1 or 2 Homicide Detectives! 
 
Sexism, Male dominance, and outright discrimination are rife in the middle echelons of the 
Force. 
 
I am one half of ten pairs of Homicide Detectives under Detective Sergeant Grade 3 Robert 
Clifford James Church aka 'Abbey'. 
 
Finding the correct partner for me has been somewhat of an ordeal and murmurs of late 
have intimated that I have taken my eye off the ball. 
 
Thus, my single status in a room full of pairs for the Boss’s liking! 
 
This has been rectified I think in the last four months or so since the two Bikie hoods, the 
leaders of a notorious gang called the 'Bandy Legged Hog Riders' of all names, have been 
formally arrested and charged with my wife's murder. Ten years after the fact I might add! 
Along with a string of other offences and several other gruesome and downright sadistic 
killings. 
 
They patiently await their day in Court, both refused Bail with the consensus being that they 
will never see the lights of freedom again. 
 
My recent but so temporary partners have seemed to include other members of the Squad 
who, after only a short time, are paired with more experienced Officers, while I have a 
temporary association with 'Work Experience' fellows. Most having just completed their 
Academy Courses and are unsure of their future career direction within the Force. 
Volunteering for various Branches within the Force hoping to find their niche. Most of these 
guys or dolls I might add, have seemed to fling away any further involvement with the 
Murder Squad after teaming with me for some months. They've been more than happy, 
perhaps better suited to Uniform or Highway Patrol activities. 
 
I may be able to work out the intricacies of a murder investigation rather quickly but have 
been unable to get my head around the implications that that piece of information may 
engender. 
 
The charging of a person with my wife's murder has involved a labyrinth tale of some depth 
and deceit. 
 
An AFP Undercover police officer by the name of Detective D3 Brendan “Knackers” 
Waszackinack was the instigator of tainted evidence. He was also my wife's undercover 
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partner on several operational stints all those years ago. Additionally, he was the driver 
behind the joint AFP and State Police raids in four states simultaneously on known 
addresses and club houses of the 'Bow-legged Hog Riders' Bikie Gang.  
 
These raids harvested forensic answers to a long string of criminal activities. 
 
Including my wife's death. 
 
Forensic evidence was still trickling down on other unsolved criminal activities. 
 
Knackers and I are now firm friends. 
 
One of my fellow Squad Officers recently commented over a beer or three that such a 
friendship was worth a pot of gold. Worth nurturing. I was somewhat dismayed at this 
comment. As a man of integrity, honour and honesty, I would never use friendship to pry 
out information on AFP operations. This said, even though Knackers had used and 
manipulated me to fit a murder charge onto the psycho No.2 man of the Hog Riders gang, 
such knowledge will not urge me to change my stance on the subject. 
 
A murder that the Bikie will do time for, even though he had not committed the crime! 
 
I had! 
 
Both Knackers and I the only two on earth who know about this! 
 
I at last, seemed to have found a soul mate in my latest pairing. 
 
We are alike in humour, in our off-centre approach to an investigation and our lay-back air 
of ambivalence. Our inner drive to trace out the guilty party and our empathy for not only 
the victim but to all family and friends of the victim who also suffer because of the 
murderous act, are similar. 
 
Our physical exercise regime is also akin and of late we have been sharing the same 
pavement, pounding out the kilometres late at night or well before sunrise. Remarkably, we 
have been doing regular gym work together and even encourage each other in laps of the 
pool in the Police Building. 
 
That is extraordinary. 
Not even my late wife could get me in the pool all those years ago, and while she kicked 
over the laps, I would wait for her in the Snooker Room, honing my skills further that were 
attained in those wasted teen-age years. 
 



11	  

My physique and weight are now around that when I was married back when. Both my wife 
and I were into a heavy physical regime together. Me playing league in winter and cricket in 
summer. She Tennis, Basketball and Touch. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
Marjory “Mar” Hendricks is her name. 
 
D2 Murder Squad Officer. 
 
She teamed with the elder statesman of the Room for longer than I was with the Squad. He 
was D3 Harold “Bull” Winkle, the tag an obvious connection to that cartoon character back 
when I was a kid. 
 
His whole life was about being a Homicide Cop which he had been since before Jesus was 
weaned. He had been married with no kids. By all accounts he shared a house with a woman 
whom he did not even know. They would occasionally pass one another in the Hallway and 
not acknowledge the existence of one another! 
 
An indication perhaps of how a long-term marriage of at least 40 years with a police officer 
deteriorates! 
 
The history of the Homicide Division from the 1960's onwards etched on his brain and the 
stories that he could tell of the characters, both shining knights and savage knaves, would 
only be forthcoming after a schooner or two. At all other times, he was quiet, methodical 
but exceptionally driven. A tireless bloodhound who had very few 'Unsolves' during his 
time. He had worked with the legendary Detective Sergeant “Bumper” O'Farrell, who for 
years was considered the most savage criminal in Sydney and the burbs and the cold-
blooded killer Detective Sergeant Shaun “Shovel” Shaunessy. The knick-name may give 
some inkling into his method of murder and disposal of unwanted members of the 
underworld.... or otherwise. 
 
All these shining attributes of ‘Bull’s’ in his younger days. As he approached retirement 
age, from about fifty-five onwards, his spark and enthusiasm waned noticeably. 
 
“Bull” should have retired as he approached his 60th. 
As he explained, he had nothing to go home to, and hobbies were unknown to him, so he 
kept on hanging on. 
 
He eventually relented on his 67th Birthday. 
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A book run on his projected life span after retirement. 
 
The most popular pick being 5-6 calendar months after his final day of service. 
 
I selected 6 calendar months and 7 days. He himself, picked 3 years saying that his father 
had died at the age of 70. 
 
He would do so too! 
 
He died 6 calendar months and 10 days after his retirement day. 
 
I pocketed $1,000 for the privilege of being the closest forecaster. 
 
“Bull” himself won $100 for being the outside bet and the furthest from the projected day of 
his death. 
 
We placed it on the bar and drank it out after his funeral. It didn't buy that much grog as a 
schooner was reaching an exorbitant price! 
 
There would be those who would consider the bet on the longevity of retired Officers as 
sick and cruel. Maybe yes, maybe no to some. To us, it was a way of handling any death 
which we saw on an almost daily basis. The shock had to be softened some-how. 
 
Most agreed that if it hadn't been for Marge's mothering of the old bloke, the upper echelon 
would have requested his retirement around his 55th Birthday as both mental callisthenics 
and physical stamina were attributes required of a Murder Cop. He began losing both those 
qualities from around the time that he passed 50 years of age. 
 
Marge's “mothering” and her ability to solve the dastardliest of crimes hid the slow 
deterioration of the man from all but the most astute. 
 
Thus, her nick-name “Mar”. 
 
He long before had begun to shorten her name from Marge to Mar like a child who could 
not get the 'Gee' out of his mouth. Some hinted that it was some Freudian subconscious 
verification of her mothering skills over him. 
 
So that stuck! 
 
Much to Marge's chagrin. She hated the moniker! 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
I had the most 'Unsolves' of all the teams though it must be said that not one team in the 
Room had a clean slate at this time. 
 
The first and most frustrating was also the longest gathering dust on my desk. It was some 
four years old now. I had inherited it from another retiring Detective as my initiation into 
the Squad. 
 
Given to me as some type of present.... or initial test when I had joined the Murder Squad 
ranks. It involved the cold-blooded slaying of two young teen-age runaways. 
 
A boy and a girl both aged fourteen years. 
 
Their murders caused a huge public uproar at the time. 
 
All sections of the media baying for blood with the pressure only abating slowly as time 
marched on. Every so often a newspaper article, or a TV program would stir the dying 
embers. This however, did not engender any further progress on the matter. 
 
I honestly of the opinion that a sudden break would come unexpectedly. Those responsible 
would hauled before the justice system to eventually pay the price of their stupidity. Their 
cruelty. 
 
Because that is what it was; a stupid, silly series of events that left two innocent young 
teenagers' bullet ridden bodies inside one of those large recycle clothing bins. 
 
The girl was running away from an abusive, alcoholic father. 
 
The boy was her close friend at school. 
 
Not her boyfriend, but a guy who thought the world of the girl and understood her 
predicament as he was the victim of a similar father; though not as ugly when drunk. 
 
The boy's mother had walked out on the man, taking the kids including this empathetic 
young teenage boy, to move to the large provincial city in central NSW where the girl and 
her family had always resided. 
 
The young girl and boy had become instant friends when they had first met at school. 
Possibly some type of invisible force pairing them together because of their similar 
experiences. 
 



14	  

The lad had agreed to help the girl get away. 
 
To escape to her maternal Grandparents place interstate. 
 
The girl having no idea on how to go about the odyssey. 
 
In two days, they had reached a large country town on the NSW/Queensland border. The 
weather had turned cold and wet and they sought shelter in one of those large, steel sheeted, 
recycle clothing bins located on the boundary of the large Shopping Centre car park in the 
centre of the town. 
 
Ironically, that type of steel bin for that Charity Organisation, were all manufactured by 
inmates at a minimum-security prison located on the outskirts of the large provincial 
country town that the two were running away from. 
 
Around midnight or a little after, in drizzly rain and a heavy mist, a station wagon or Ute 
loaded up with 'loaded-up boys' one presumes, came screaming into the empty car park. 
Several 'doughnuts' were executed with smoking, screeching tyres waking the two 
slumbering youngsters who must have been somewhat snug in their hidey-hole. 
 
There were six different rifles identified, each expending a minimum of six bullets that 
could be found. Straight into one side of this massive bin. Each child had 6 bullet wounds, 
any one of which would have been the ‘kill round'. 
 
Their bodies not detected until some 5 days later. 
 
The stench was starting to emanate from the bin. 
 
Badly. 
 
No leads to the identity of the perpetrators involved ever established and it was some 4 
weeks after the event that the Murder Squad representatives were called in by the local cops. 
Their investigations having gone cold. Their expertise in the matter, found wanting. 
 
Ours too by then, but they seemed to think that the 'clever' bastards from the City could pull 
leads from the leaden sky. By that stage, the steel bin had been washed, bullet holes repaired 
and the lot re-painted. And again, placed back out on the street in a prominent position. 
 
This action approved by the local Sergeant who lost a stripe for incompetence. 
 
He resigned less than 6 months later. 
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He and his long-suffering missus, along with his three lads still living at home, relocated to 
a pleasant coastal town where he is living out his retirement nest egg at a complete loss to 
explain his bungling actions. 
 
I, along with several other persons, always had suspicions on his questionable fatherly 
protectiveness as all his sons were known trouble-makers in the town. 
 
Local gossip puts one of the Sergeant's eldest tear-away sons at the centre of the incident. 
He being kept from a prison term time and again by the long-suffering father in blue. 
 
Unfortunately, this fact never proven. 
 
No-one saw anything. 
 
No-one saw a car of any type at that time of the morning near the Shopping Centre car park. 
 
There were no video cameras employed anywhere near the car park or any street or road 
leading from or to the Centre car park. 
 
There was no forensic evidence anywhere near the scene of the murders that might have 
helped to identify the pack of youths. If there had been, it had long ago been washed away 
by the incessant rain and lack of thought to protect the crime scene. 
 
Being a large country town, there were numerous packs of youths. All of them were 
formally interviewed by both the local cops straight after the bodies were discovered and by 
myself and my travelling companions after we hit town. It was assumed that as all the local 
kids had been interviewed to no avail, it must have been an 'out-of-town' group who may 
have been in the area for a week-end of shooting. Farmers within the region who permitted 
shooting of feral animals on their properties could not offer a glimmer of information on the 
likely make-up of the group of yahoos! 
 
I touch base with the families of the two victims even now, assuring them that one day there 
would be that sudden unforeseen break-through. 
 
I can tell though, by the tone of their voices that their hope on the matter has well and truly 
diminished to zero. 
The one good aspect of the whole sorry mess was that the alcoholic father sought help and 
is now on the road to rehabilitation in regards to his angry outbursts and his drink problem. 
The estranged father of the boy has also become a changed man with the family being re-
united and living a peaceful, loving life in the same country town. 
 
Both families have become firm friends with the husbands helping each other with their 
individual problems. And that was not while they braced a bar together! 
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My other 'Unsolve' was somewhat different. 
 
Until around 2011, the far western reaches of NSW were in the grip of drought and had 
been for 12-15 years. The drought was broken in late 2011/early 2012 with a series of 
deluges that inundated two-thirds of Queensland, a large tract of western NSW and a larger 
tract of western and north-western Victoria. 
 
Early one morning some 4 weeks prior to this drought-breaking event, an enthusiastic hobby 
gold fossicker-retiree with a trusty gold detector in hand, and a for-ever grumbling wife in 
tow, pitched their caravan on the banks of a dried-up billabong. 
 
Under average precipitation rates, the billabong would have been connected to the Darling 
River and the water would have been around 5 metres deep in most parts. Now it was just 
sludge and mud. And a portion of a scalp, ribs and pelvic bones jutted out from the slime at 
the bottom of the dried-up billabong. 
 
The local police officers from Broken Hill thought that it may have been the remains of an 
Aboriginal gentleman who had gone missing some 8 years previously. 
 
Drunk as a skunk he had possibly tripped and gone straight into the deep water. 
 
To be sure, they requested the services of the Forensic Pathologist from the NSW Central 
Morgue. When such a request is received by the Morgue, a Murder Squad team is also 
despatched with the Pathologist. 
 
That is how the briefest of all affairs began with the lovely, smooth skinned, light coffee 
coloured, exotic Dominique Sherbaverst. 
 
The pert, athletic Forensic Pathologist. 
 
The skeleton was that of a Caucasian male, approximately 5'8” or around 170 centimetres 
tall, anywhere between the ages of 35 to 50 years of age. 
 
That was about it. 
 
An unforgettable day of sloshing and sliding around in the slime and mud of the dried-up 
Billabong failed to unearth anything that may have helped further in the identification of the 
cadaver. There were no signs of broken bones or any other faults to the body that may have 
helped to shed light on his personal history. No dental records matched that of the deceased 
and there were no 'Missing Persons reports' that came even close to the base but scant 
information that we had on the body. There was no jewellery of any type still snagged in 
finger bones or any other part of the body. The bones after all this time, estimated to be 



17	  

around 8 to 10 years old in muddy water, were as clean of flesh and tendon as those that are 
boiled in the morgue to remove all traces of extraneous matter and material. 
 
The only slice of hope lay in the identification of the slug that had entered the victim's 
skull's left side lodging almost opposite within the right-hand side skull wall. 
 
Unfortunately, there was no matches with any bullet of similar markings and striations on 
the Ballistic Codex computer base back then. 
 
Touching base with every State and Territory did not bear fruit. Neither did official requests 
to Interpol, New Scotland Yard and the FBI. All that took just over 6 bloody frustrating 
months of dry investigative work to return with zilch. 
 
A complete survey of all western regional NSW Dental surgeries also drew a blank and 
scant resources would not allow us to widen the search in that direction to other States or 
areas within this State. 
 
That was the only avenue that I thought may eventually lead us to identify the subject 
Victim. 
 
The file code-named Waltzing Matilda (only in Australia) added to the unsolved file of the 
two young teenagers on the left-hand side of my desk. A constant reminder to myself that 
no-one is infallible! 
 
One of the office wags had typed a covering sheet to sit over the usual Murder Book precis 
page attached to the inside cover of the file. 
 

Waltzing Matilda, waltzing matilda, 
who shot and threw that body in the billabong 
as he sat and watched and waited until his billy boiled 
who'll come a waltzing matilda with me. 
 
Once an unknown fellow drowned in a billabong  
under the shade of giant coolabah trees 
the pond dried out to revel white clean bone 
stuck hard and fast in the mud and slime 
even Joe Lind could guess of the crime 
once away from his small but lovely squeeze. 
only bones were recovered the evidence not strong 
a cold case for sure to add to the list  
young Joe perplexed when things came in threes. 
 
Waltzing matilda, waltzing matilda, 
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who is that man at the bottom of the billabong 
young Joe asked again as he sat by the fire 
who'll pull out that white skeleton with me 

 
Apologies to Banjo Paterson 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 
"No clothing except for a pair of expensive looking athletic socks still on his feet. No shoes. 
No jewellery of any kind though the skin discolouring on several fingers indicate that rings 
had been removed. Ditto five ear-rings. To me that means that the jewellery could have led 
to identification because it was well known. Or individualistic or of a style that would lead 
us directly to a particular jeweller. No indication that a watch had ever been worn. No tatts 
of any kind except for a tiny 'Flat-tailed Lizard' tatt on the inside of his ankle on his left leg. 
About 10 millimetres long. Very small. Expertly done. Da Vinci would have been proud if 
he had been into tattoos! That's a very unusual tatt subject." I looked up at the ring of 
Detectives facing me. "Body buffed with muscle tone indicating regular and thorough gym 
work-outs. Fingernails manicured. Toe-nails ditto with a dark blue, almost black nail polish 
expertly applied to all toes. By the colour of his skin, he could have been half Polynesian or 
even about a quarter Aboriginal." 
 
"Entertainment industry." One of the others chimed in. 
 
"Yeah... could be. We'll need to chase that angle also." 
 
We would usually, on the first call-out of a murder enquiry, have the full allotment of 
Murder Squad Officers less any off sick or on leave. Annual holidays or long service. But 
DS Church had taken two pairs of guys back up to Inverell as the number of cadavers found 
on what was now being called 'The Body Farm' had risen to seven with two more plots only 
recently discovered. The guys were now living in three cop Mobile Homes on site and the 
Forensic and Crime Scene guys had their own campervans or mobile homes. 
 
It was becoming a regular little camping ground up there! 
 
This meant that I was down to 4 pair including Mar and myself. Two Officers were on sick 
leave, two on holiday leave, two on long service leave entitlements with two Officers plus 
the Office staff still in town, so we had requested some additional Uniforms to help with 
neighbourhood sweeps. This was a tiresome and time consuming process especially in this 
area that had a large proportion of Aboriginal and Housing Welfare recipients. Along with 
the newer gated high rise developments. These housed the up and coming Professionals and 
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older well-heeled rich who were close to retirement age. They wanting though, to remain 
around this inner harbour-side setting close to the bustling CBD. That meant that the 
activity would need to be repeated over several days due to vacant houses and the 
inebriation and/or drug addled minds of a fair number of the inhabitants. 
 
Including some of those rich bastards in their ivory towers! 
 
We mustered under a large shade tree on the outside of the Police crime tape, standing in a 
rough circle as I broadcast my initial thoughts of the crime scene and the victim. Mar would 
get her turn in due course before I issued instructions that I wished my fellow Officers to 
adhere to. 
 
Mar took notes in a new case note-book as I would as she had her say. 
 
"The victim looked after himself. What we can see of the remains of his hairline indicates a 
full head of hair that was short and neatly and professionally trimmed. Might have had a 
mo." 
 
I turned to Mar and gave her the floor so to speak. 
 
"He had a big donger......" 
 
"What!? What the fuck has that got anything to do with anything?" I asked incredulously. "I 
didn't notice that it was anything above average in any case." 
 
Every-one seemed to snigger or have a smile on their face. 
 
"Donger, old fella, the wife's best friend. His bloody penis! Yes, it was...." She replied 
matter-of-factly. "Brazilian... I would have thought that you would have been right onto 
that, Joe. You men feel so threatened and insecure about that thing of yours. Large is good. 
Larger is better. Your cock, your car, your BBQ, even your bloody gun of preference. You 
men are all the same!" 
 
"Have we got a cupboard lesbian amongst us.......?" Some-one was heard to murmur. 
 
Mar shook her head. Looked down at her shoes. 
 
"There you go.... why would some-one jump to that conclusion?" She replied caustically. 
"Perhaps a man-hater then." Offered another of the Officers. 
 
Once you bite once, the lot are on to it. 
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I often wondered when 'outsiders' or Uniform guys were privy to this type of on-crime scene 
banter what they thought of us Murder Squad guys. We would say that it was a form of self-
defence. A way to keep sane after seeing what us humans can do to each other. No-one 
knew what we went through more than our co-workers. 
 
I understood that the Operating Theatre of any large Hospital when used, could be Comedy 
Theatre in full swing! 
 
For the same reason! 
 
"I certainly didn't feel threatened by the size of the thing. I didn't even notice the bloody 
relative size of it.... c'mon, c'mon guys. Settle down. Mar? What do you think the relevance 
is of the size of his best friend?" 
 
As Lead Detective, I felt that discipline and respect for my position was waning amongst 
my colleagues. I needed to stay on top. Be the assertive one. It wasn’t looking good in that 
regard. 
 
"Buffed, taut muscles, Brazilian, manicured, good capped and whitened teeth. His 
appearance is important to him and to his profession. Possibly a Gigolo. Because of his 
larger than average sized cock a porn star.... or a gigolo.... or a male stud.... male call-boy 
but I doubt very much an entertainer unless he was a singer. By the condition of his hands 
and fingers he did not play any type of instrument because he had no calluses or growths. 
He’s no Dancer either. His thighs don’t have the bulk like you see on Male Dancers. Nude 
or not. Ditto on his knees or feet so he was not into surfing. Maybe a photographic or even a 
cat-walk model. For sure his face is known. That's why it's been pounded into oblivion......" 
 
"That also speaks loudly of personal rage, possibly of envy or out and out jealousy...." 
 
"That's good. I want a list made of local gyms, masseuses and massage parlours, male 
beauty salons or those that cater for both sexes, any photographic and fashion studios 
locally, any known film studios or porn studios locally, tatts parlours hereabouts as I reckon 
that tatt will lead us somewhere, any brothels that also cater in that line, plus any ring-in and 
book Call-boy services. Harrison?" I looked up at one of my fellow Dees. "Vice would be 
the first option...call D4 Melanie O'Connor... I'm sure she's still there and has been since 
Eve realised that she didn't have a dress to wear. We need to do the normal dragnet of the 
inhabitants with a description of our Vic. Did they hear anything at all around midnight to 
dawn yesterday morning? Or even earlier. It seems strange that no-one noticed the body at 
all yesterday......." 
 
"Was he killed elsewhere and dumped there early this morning?" 
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"Arr..... No. According to our grumpy this morning Crime Scene Boss. The amount of blood 
splatter and effected grass areas would indicate that this is the primary and only crime 
scene...." 
"So, they took everything away. Clothes, jewellery, shoes, possibly a knapsack or 
something similar, the weapons used." 
 
"Why did you say a knapsack or something similar...?" 
 
"Don't know. But now-a-days, every-one has at least a smart phone or an iPad or similar 
that requires some sort of bag to carry it safely in....no-one in their right mind would walk 
around with an iPad under their arm as they'd be asking for trouble especially around here, 
that late at night." 
 
"Good point. I don't really think that this is a random attack, a crime of instant action.... to 
me it was a planned attack. Who carries around a couple of cricket bats at night......?" 
 
"Some-one who has just finished playing an Indoor Match at one of the larger gyms 
perhaps?" 
 
"Good point. Put that on the list.... we’re not that far away from the SCG for a well-
muscled, fit person or a group to walk from. Maybe headed this way to get a Harbour Ferry. 
Harrison and Honey. Yours. Also, while talking to Vice, obtain a warrant to get all phone 
companies to supply the numbers of the phones that show movement through this park 
within the time-frames of the murder period. Say from 10 PM the day before to 7 AM the 
day that the body was discovered. OK?" 
 
"That'll take some time...." 
 
"Yeah, I know. So, the quicker you're on to it, the quicker we'll have something from 
every... and I mean every carrier.... include iPad and similar devices, not just mobile phones 
in the wording in the warrant also." 
 
"It was overcast and drizzly for the most part the night before last...." 
 
"Yeah. True. Four of you Uniforms. Place yourself over the next 24 to 36 hours beside that 
jogging track that goes pretty close to the crime scene." 
 
A groan from the so employed Uniforms. It was the type of roster that would be as boring as 
buggery for that length of time. 
"Sort out a roster between say four to six of you. I'll clear it with your Super. Question any 
and all joggers, Mum's with prams, bike riders and walkers that use it. OK. OK? Every-one 
got things to do? Double up for two or three days. Mar and I will stay here until the body is 
removed. I think that the Crime Scene guys will be here for another day or two. We'll visit 
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every gym within a kilometre radius. We'll attend the post mortem. We'll all meet in the 
Briefing Room at the local Station say.... not to-morrow, but the following morning at 9:00 
AM to go over anything. No excuses for non-attendance. This is a murder enquiry. A 
particularly savage one at that. As always, any red flags or relevant facts that we need to 
know immediately, don't fail to contact us. Make sure we're all on speed dial. You Uniform 
guys swap phone numbers. Give me and Mar here the list. OK. Let's sort this quick and find 
the perps." 
 
The group broke up, confident and enthusiastic that the next 48 hours would ensure a 
successful outcome to the case. 
 
That was the attitude at the beginning of every murder investigation, but less than 50% of 
cases reached resolution within that time parameter. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
A week went fast! 
 
The briefing of all personnel did not offer any shattering or ground breaking facts. 
 
There were several flags associated with Interviewees. Their composure or lack of 
cooperation or the feeling that the persons may be holding something back. There were 
about half a dozen of these that warranted a second visit. This number was whittled down to 
two persons both of whom had jagged suspicion from both the Uniforms and the Murder 
D's. 
 
But not one encouraging lead. 
 
No further leads on the ID of the victim. 
 
No additional information coming from the autopsy. 
 
I had placed great hope on the individualistic tattoo. 
We contacted just about every Tattoo Parlour, legal or otherwise, in the Sydney Basin, then 
the greater Sydney area to no avail. 
To me that proved one of three things, either the Tattoo Parlour had ceased to exist; or it 
was located either intra or interstate which would prove a mountain to cross. 
 
I was sick and tired of having to describe a 'Flat Leaf-tailed Lizard' to those cretins who ran 
the Tattoo Parlours. Very few had knowledge of such a creature and even fewer believed 
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that they were an Australian native lizard. After recommending to some that they should 
Google the little blighter, several rang me back enthralled by the reptile, wondering if there 
was some sort of copy-right over the thing that would negate them using it as one of their 
own fine tatt etchings! 
 
Would you believe it! 
 
The other hopeful piece of enquiry was the tracking capability of a mobile or iPad or similar 
device. 
 
I had not known at the time of requesting Detectives Harrison and Honey to run with this 
avenue of enquiry that only the largest Telco carrier firm in Australia had the equipment to 
provide this service. Legislation had been passed some time ago for all Telco Carriers to 
bring this capability on line. Initially to combat the insidious growth of 'home grown' 
terrorist cell activities. 
 
Costs of the required equipment a prohibitive factor, according to the other 'carriers'. 
 
I also didn't know that while this theoretically was possible, any tracking that involved the 
peak usage divisions of the day or the triangulated areas of each 'cell' that involved 
anywhere near peak usage habits, the system could not possibly provide the required 
information. It was just too crowded, contrary to what the American CSI TV shows 
televised. 
 
All it could provide during those peak times, was a probable area of location.... 'somewhere 
in the vicinity of' was the lingo. 
 
I was somewhat relieved to learn therefore, that because we were looking at a large inner 
City Park of approximately 30-35 acres in area, of little or minute user bases within that 
area and in the time slot that was way outside the peak user times, if any instrument had 
been on as the Owner of such device traversed the Park, and used that carrier that did have 
the necessary recording capabilities, then adequate tracking information could be provided 
to us. 
 
Thus, the telephone number. 
 
Thus, a name and address. 
 
Even if this was not the case for the victim, then the fall-back scenario existed for the 
perpetrators. 
We had now concluded, or at least surmised by the autopsy information, that more than one 
perpetrator was involved. This helped to improve the odds of eventually tracking at least 
one mobile instrument, one would have thought. 



24	  

But the tracking information requested would still take some time to gather, collate and 
forwarded to the Murder Team. 
 
This waiting and not progressing was what shat me off something awful. 
 
My phone rang. 
 
It was Mar. 
 
"Meet me at the 'NOT JUST H'ARE BUT OTHER PLACES TOO' Beauty Salon on 
Bayswater Road near the park. You know it?" 
 
"I'll find it. Give me 45 minutes OK? I'm at Parramatta, don't forget!" 
 
Mar sounded a little chuffed and a little breathless. 
 
"OK. You actually need a hair trim, so I'll book you in at the same time, OK?" 
 
"Mm....." Is all I managed before she hung up. She was the one who voiced her opposition 
to any further mothering of a partner! 
 
It’s got to be in her make-up, is all I’ll say. 
 
The Proprietor was a chirpy, well preserved 50-something woman. Large hipped of above 
average height who would not talk about her Clients within the confines of the shop. We 
had to follow her to a next-door Coffee Shop that to me seemed somewhat superfluous. 
 
She didn't speak. 
 
She roared! Loud enough for any Client of hers within a 5-mile radius to overhear the 
conversation. 
 
Or so it seemed to me. 
 
Maybe she developed the habit as most of her clientele would be members of the ‘Blue 
Rinse Set’. Most decidedly deaf! 
 
She and the young Barista seemed to spend an inordinate amount of time feeling one 
another up, sharing filthier and filthier innuendos and promising to make time for one 
another within the next day or two. All to the delight of the Coffee crowd. Mostly the blue-
rinse brigade who had to tear themselves away from a continuous eye-full of the young 
Barista in order to sip on their coffee before it cooled to unacceptable levels! 
Sheila was her name. Sheila Verandietus. 
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Barry Smith was the Barista. 
 
How the Eastern Suburbs was changing! 
 
Sheila had two Salons, the other at The Junction called 'H'ARE TO-DAY FLOORED TO-
MORROW.' 
 
Sheila's contribution to clever, eye-catching enterprise names. 
 
She employed a total of 18 staff, 4 of whom worked only with the men! Shuffling between 
the two Salons depending on the reservations. Everything provided except you know what. 
Peals of laughter at the smut. 
 
I promised myself to hold the hair trim in abeyance. 
 
Mar was having trouble hiding the smirk on her face. 
 
"Arrm, Sheila? What type of man would go for the full treatment.... you know, buff, 
massage, manicure of finger and toe nails, eye-brow waxing......?" 
 
"Plus, full facial, skin defoliation, etc., etc., etc. You'd be surprised. The younger males 
mostly though a few old queens still look after themselves. You need to think about it you 
know, your skin is putrid. The least you need immediately is a good deep clean and facial 
massage." 
 
She patted down my face. 
 
Pushed at the bags that were only just appearing below my eyes. 
 
My Mother had beauties. Well.... she was my Grandmother as my birth mother ran out when 
I was but a mite of around eighteen months old. I didn't even know who my father was let 
alone the size of the bags under his eyes! My mother's, really my Nanna, were large enough 
to take a litre of water in each if we ever went desert crossing. Unfortunately, we never took 
advantage of that marvellous natural wonder that would be eventually bestow upon me. 
 
Sheila was entering my space. 
I began to blush and my hand, without any message from me, was drifting towards my 
shoulder holster. 
 
Mar bent over to pick something up from the floor, spending far too much time down in that 
area, as though Sheila had the most divine pair of shoes on. When she sat up again it looked 
as though she'd been crying. 
I silently wished her a bad case of malaria or some such lethal disease! 
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"Tell me, have you any male Clients who would fit the description of that chap who was 
bludgeoned to death in the Park last week?" Mar asked. 
 
"You'd be surprised.... as I've said, mostly young though. Those up and coming young 
Executive types, Real Estate guys who take themselves too seriously and the usual.... 
models, an occasional porn star, one or two Footballers perhaps... haven't you found the 
culprits yet? People around here are getting a little jumpy. On edge, you know. I've got a 
young guy who comes in. A real smoothie. Every 6 weeks on the dot though he goes 
somewhere else in between. You can tell. All I know him as is We-two......" 
 
"What? Is he Oriental?" Mar slipped in. 
 
"No.... No. Not at all. If anything, he may have a cross oriental, Polynesian background 
some-where’s way back. Not that tall but well-shaped. 5'8” maybe 9”. His initials are WW. 
That's all I know. But I reckon that I've a Client who sees him. She's got an older husband 
who pays little attention to her. Linda Palmerson. She's raved about his abilities, if you get 
my drift. If money was more readily available, she would have him every week... so she 
said some time back." 
 
I should never be surprised what women talk to their Hair Stylist about! 
 
"I don't suppose that her husband is Judge Palmerson, now is he...?" 
 
"Could be, but you never heard that from me.... their Penthouse is further up the hill 
overlooking the Park. I gotta go, have a Client in 5. See you, Barry. Put these three on the 
tab, thanks." 
 
With that she departed, leaving, so it seemed, a vacuum of some sort as the noise seemed to 
drop by several thousand decibels. 
 
"What do you think?" Wouldn't she have been interviewed in the first and second rounds?" 
Mar asked as she looked down at her coffee cup. 
 
"Let me check the Office on whether it would be wise for our future careers and Crime 
Court appearances to try for a third door knock." I replied. 
 
A thoughtful look crossed my face. Perhaps more a worried and furrowed brow. 
 
I stood up, placing a note on the nearby counter to cover the three coffees and walked 
outside to use the mobile in private. 
 
I knew that our industrious Head Clerk Guy 'Hendo' Henderson, would be at his desk. 
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"Hendo? Joe. Could you look up the Interview files on the Park Bashing of last week. 
Palmerson. Linda. Pretty sure that she would have been interviewed twice. Can you give me 
a verbatim and address please? Thanks." 
 
I was listening intently as Mar came out behind me to show me a text that she had just 
received from DS Church to come back into the Office. A-sap. 
 
I nodded my head several times as Hendo gave me details. 
 
I repeated the address as Mar wrote it down in her Case note-book. 
 
"Ta, mate. Ta heaps. Can you patch me through to Abbey, yeah?" 
 
I heard Henderson yell out, "Abbey, Joe on 2 wants a word. OK? See ya, Joe." 
 
DS Church's calm and soothing voice came on the line. 
 
"We got some good news come through on the Waltzing Matilda case Joe. We've got a 
ballistics match. What's up?" 
 
I punched the air as I filled him in on the possible connection with Judge Palmerson's wife 
and the possibility that the case may be entering a thinner atmosphere well above my and 
Marge's status and reach. 
 
"Nah... I'll look at the Interview Logs. You and Mar stay there until I have a squiz. Have a 
cup of coffee. I may need to make a call or two depending on how I interpret both those 
logged interviews. This is the first bit of positive crumbs that we've had on the case. 
Possibly the reason being who-ever knows something important on the matter knows what 
to do and is above reproach because of status.... stay there, you're just down the road from 
her residential address, aren't you? You're also not that far from Long Bay, are you? I'll ring 
you back soon." 
 
Our location to Long Bay hit me for six. 
I had no idea where that was leading. Church was often like that, seeming to juggle every 
fact on every case being handled by his Murder Officers and still being able to contribute 
something new at every turn. 
 
Oh, to have his memory box! 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
We drove towards Long Bay. 
 
Our visit organised with the Prison Superintendent quick smart by DS Church who 
happened to be an old buddy of his. 
 
Record time. 
 
The decision to interview Linda Palmerson left for Abbey and the most talented interviewer 
of all the Murder Squad Officers, D2 Peta Daniels. 
 
She the gross example of sexism and rabid discrimination within the Force. And it was not 
Abbey to blame for this. He had gone into bat for all the female staff when-ever he felt that 
they had been wrongly done by. It had cost him some 'serious stand down time' in Daniels 
situation in particular. And from what I've heard through the grape-vine, a few personal 
enemies. All because the woman at one stage preferred to have children over a promotion 
that had been dangled before her eyes. 
 
The hierarchy did not like her preferences, thus they stymied her career once she returned to 
the Murder Squad after her regulated Maternity leave period. 
 
Again, another decision that Abbey had to fight for tooth and nail as she would have 
returned to the Uniform ranks when her talent screamed Murder Room! 
 
"Who should we take first?" Mar asked as she drove the Unmarked through the first raised 
barrier and crawled to the second. 
 
"Without a doubt, Big Dee. Denny Templeton. We'll let his brother Craig stew it for a bit." 
 
Mar nodded her head in agreement. "Feel good?" 
 
"Yeah. If it means that we can lay another murder to rest and doubly good if we can pin it 
on Baby Brudda." 
 
I gave a cut off laugh. "The Bow-legged Hog Riders....who, I bloody wonder, thought that 
up." 
 
I shook my head as I still had trouble accepting it as a bona-fide Bikie tag. 
 
Denny Templeton aka 'Big Dee' was arranged in the small Interrogation come Interview 
Room. Interrogation was a non-existent word since Iraq and Guantanamo Bay were 
included in the popular vernacular. 
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The large mirrored section on one wall hid the array of video and audio equipment. This 
was the real deal. Anything said in the room was monitored, recorded and stored for all 
time. 
 
Nothing erased. 
 
Denny had on the usual uncomfortable thread-bare cotton prison attire. 
 
Hand-me-downs extremism! 
 
His ankles manacled and locked together by a stiff steel rod that allowed the prison shuffle 
and that was all. A chain went from the middle of this steel bar up through a ring that was 
attached to a wide leather belt at his waist then on up to wrist manacles. This arrangement 
did not allow the prisoner when he was standing, to be able to scratch his head. He needed 
to bend over or be seated to be able to carry out this most satisfying action. 
 
To scratch his head. 
 
"Denny. Good afternoon. It seems that the food agrees with you? That's a good thing really 
seeing how you will be its captive audience for at least another 20 years after your case goes 
to trial." 
 
A condescending sneer across Mar's face said it all. 
 
"Hendricks, your charm and wit precedes you. The boys talk incessantly about you in here 
and what they'd like to do with you if they ever got you alone in a locked cell all night." 
 
"Very little I'd say... and you'd have to inform me when you had finished such be the size of 
your weenie..." 
 
"You're a cold bitch..." His hooded eyes bored into my partner. 
 
"Well, cold enough knowing that you will never be capable of warming my heart...." 
 
"Enough of the niceties Denny.... now let's talk about the weather." I butted in. 
 
The Crim sat back in his chair, looking from me to Mar. Expecting, I think, for me to 
reprimand my junior colleague. She was actually senior to me but the discrimination within 
the Force nearly always had the woman regardless of serving time, the junior. I was never 
likely to reprimand her though, as she had the ability to off-balance people. To press that 
button that got the tongue a-wagging when the owner of said tongue would have preferred 
to have said absolutely zilch. 
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"You two should be on stage. You'd get a thousand laughs. I told you that the last time I 
seen youse. I don't give up any more information until we talk about sentence reduction and 
a mention to the Judge during my trial of my continuous cooperation." 
 
With that he awkwardly tried to cross his arms over his chest. The chains pulling him up 
short from completing the action. 
 
"Denny.... Denny. We've already given you that assurance. I intend to stand before the 
Court and tell the Judge exactly that. Now... if you do not cooperate, the deal is off and we 
will see about you being re-united with your baby brother. That can be arranged in here. 
You should know that, huh?" 
 
His brother was a genuine psychopath. 
 
On top of that he wasn't afraid of death or being hurt in any way. What he loathed, detested 
and was afraid of more than anything else was being locked up in a confined space and 
spending unwarranted time, according to his principles, away from his mother. He had 
already demolished one padded cell, bashed his own head in and broken a wrist and arm 
without so much as a tear in his eye. Because of this, he was on 24/7 suicide watch in a 
more secure padded cell. With a short order, straight jacket. 
 
No-one would share his cell for fear of being literally torn apart when-ever he would 'loose 
it'. 
 
No-one could guess what might send the man off. 
 
His elder brother was fully aware of his brother's idiosyncrasies and petrified of being left in 
a cell alone with his younger sibling. 
 
A flicker of panic crossed the man's face. 
 
"That won't be necessary, you arse-holes. I get the feeling that you intend to milk me dry... 
yer bastards... yer already have.... yer rotten scum!" 
 
"Settle down Denny, settle down. You know you've got an iffy ticker. Now.... who was the 
guy that you and your brother shot and threw into a billabong......" 
 
"What the fuck's this? Yers gunna break out into a rendition of Waltzing Matilda or sum-
fink?" 
 
I ignored the interruption and kept going. 
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"…. beside the Darling River some 150 clicks out of Broken Hill at about the turn of the 
century? Down a bloody horrible dirt road well off the Highway by some 100 clicks. 
Sometime around 1999 to 2001. That's about as close as we can get it." 
 
There was a blank look on Denny's face." 
 
He shook his head slowly. 
 
"Not one of the brother's, I can tell you. Na. Not his doing that's for sure." 
 
"C'mon Denny. A slug lodged inside of the skull came from Craig's favourite gun. His 
weapon of choice. His little toy. A .22-calibre Colt hand gun. It was found during that raid 
on your joint a month or two back. Remember? The muzzle stuck right against the side of 
the victim's skull. Baby Brudda written all over it." 
 
Another shake of the head. A blank look on his face. 
 
"Truly Joe, don't know anything about that. Never sat beside some billabong waiting for a 
bloody jumbuck to stick it in my tucker bag......." 
 
The attempted humour only appreciated by its author. A wheeze the closest that he'd ever 
come to a belly laugh. If he was able, he would have doubled up with laughter. After he had 
attempted to no avail to wipe his eyes he turned to me, "What's a bloody jumbuck in any 
case?" 
 
"We'll leave you for a bit while we have a chat with your younger brother." I countered. 
As I opened the Interview Room door to let the Prison Guard enter, I turned back to Denny 
Templeton. 
 
"It's a bloody sheep is all. A bloody sheep, you dingbat!" 
 
I figured then that my strategy may have been a little off.  
 
Even if Denny had been at the location when the homicide was carried out, he maybe a little 
guarded in putting his little brother in for another killing. The method of revenge by 
'Brudda' would be too heinous to imagine and even though the two were permanently 
separated, there was always the chance encounter with both of them in for their natural 
lives, so it was hoped. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
 
Craig Templeton hadn't changed a bit. But then it had only been some weeks since we had 
last interviewed him. 
 
"Life's good." I said as I entered the room by way of introduction. 
 
Craig trussed up much the same as his brother. Extra chains though hung from the wide 
leather waist belt and were anchored securely to rings fixed into the floor. One either side of 
the bolted down chair that he sat on and one to the rear of the chair. The Prisoner was 
incapable of leaning too far over the bolted down Interview Table or making a sudden lunge 
at any-one sitting on the opposite side of the table to him. 
 
While I saw the need for this allowance in Craig Templeton's case, Denny his older brother 
had, as far as I knew, no history of violence or attempted violence to any-one or anything. I 
felt that this was an attempt by the DPP to keep Denny off-balance and second guessing as 
to what may come next. 
 
The man sat opposite, looking at us with hooded, cold eyes. His right arm in a massive cast 
up past the elbow. He had a bandage wrapped around his head. 
 
Self-inflicted wounds. 
 
He felt no pain. 
 
Before we'd even sat and shuffled about to get comfortable, Mar was into it. 
 
"You were with the Angels around 1999? Or was it 2000? You had colour with the Angels? 
That was in South Australia, wasn't it Craig?" 
 
"Me name's Baby Brudda. What's this all about?" 
 
A sullen, unhappy look. Rounded, shrunken shoulders. He didn't look tough at all. Not what 
one would surmise to be your typical Psychopath... but then typical never was a criterion for 
bad boys! 
 
"Just answer the questions.... Craig." His name emphasised. 
 
Mar's repeated attempt to get the Killer agitated. 
 
To press his button. 
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Craig sat there for some minutes. His head bowed. His body rigid. Stiff. We went with him. 
Not uttering a word or moving. Not even shuffling my feet or bouncing my knee which was 
an infuriating habit of mine that got some people riled. 
 
"South Australia... yeah." He eventually responded. "Colours with the Angels... yeah. Up 
until mid-2000 when the gutless bastards tossed us out of the brotherhood. We had the AFP 
breathing down our necks. Did some good though. The AFP left us alone for ten years up 
until a month or two ago." 
 
"You ever camp beside the Darling River out of Broken Hill? Around that time?" 
 
"Yeah... might have…” He looked up at the wall behind our heads. Nodded his. “Seems 
about right." 
 
"You ever put a slug into the side of a guy's skull and then toss him into a river off-shoot.... 
a billabong?" 
 
"You found him? Bloody hell that's taken what? Thirteen years? What was the condition of 
his body?" 
 
He leant forward slightly. The sheen on his bald, shiny scalp deepening as though he was 
about to get his rocks off if further sickening details of the cadaver were released to him. I 
swear that his breathing and heart rate increased considerably. I glanced across at Mar. She 
gave a slight shake of her head. She would continue with the talk. 
 
"Not an ounce of clothing or identifiable belongings found on or near him. What? You strip 
him clean and fuck him up the arse first before you tossed him into deep water? While his 
body was still warm?" 
 
I swear that he was close to ejaculation. He'd closed his eyes and was swiping his tongue 
across his lips. Some sort of twisted reptilian image transmogrified into a semblance of a 
human being. 
 
"Wait for me, Craig. Wait for me. You’ve got to last longer than 30 seconds. No fore-play 
or penetration yet. I’ve got a while to go. You insult to male stamina. I guess that you would 
have cum all over his body before you even got close to his arse. Am I right, you one sick 
bastard?" 
 
Mar's face now contorted with pure hate. Her voice having risen several octaves with a 
decibel rating of a 747 on take-off. 
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This bought him suddenly out of his euphoria. The look of unadulterated hate causing me to 
lean back slightly. Mar challenged him with an unblinking stare. He was the first to break 
contact. 
 
"He didn't deserve an arse-fuck. That'd be too good for the bastard." He replied angrily. "He 
was skimming me. Creaming off the top, the bastard. He deserved all he got." 
 
Hoo-hah. We'd got past the bluster and charades stage. Mar was good at what she did. Miles 
better than I. 
 
"How was he skimming you, Craig?" 
 
"We had a good thing going. 'The Engineer' in the Angels thought it up. We had two false 
60-gallon diesel tanks added to the Double 'Bs'. Used to fill them, pack 'em tight with weed. 
A false 25 litre air drum for the brake system that we useta' fill with ecstasy and or cocaine 
powder. If the Feds or local cops were giving the drug trade a hard time in the Eastern 
States, we'd haul extra from SA and WA. If the opposite was happening, the reverse 
operation to SA and WA. No-one had a clue. I think they're still doing the runs that 
way.........." 
 
He looked at both of us. 
 
A sheepish look as he bowed his head to hit his brow on the table surface. 
 
Hard. 
 
"Fuck... I think I just fucked up, big time." 
 
"It's OK Craig. I think the Angels have gone onto better alternatives now. Like bringing the 
stuff to and from by light plane. They were losing too much in truck crashes...." 
 
"Yeah... that's how me Dad bought it. Outside Port Augusta in SA. Was high on 'uppers and 
downers' trying to keep to an impossible timetable for one of those big Interstate Haulage 
firms. They've gone broke now.... I think. Spot deserved what he got......" 
 
"Spot?" 
Bingo. 
 
We had a name to go with the bones. 
 
"Why Craig?" Marge, not missing a beat or wanting to give Craig any indication that he had 
something over us. "Why Craig? Why kill Spot?" 
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"He was skimming. Every-one knows when all that shit gets compacted from all the bumps 
in the road, the load gets heavier. I'd weigh each batch when Spot would unload it in SA yet 
it was the same weight as when it was packed at the start of the journey. So, Spot must have 
been skimming... he denied it even when I had the gun to his head... who found him after all 
these years?" 
 
"We'd been in drought around most parts of SA, Victoria, Queensland and western New 
South for over 10 years up until then. The billabong dried up. A bit of his scalp, rib cage and 
pelvic bones were sticking up out of the mud and slime that was all that was left at the 
bottom of the billabong...an old bloke and his missus pitched camp to do a bit of 
fossicking......." 
 
"What type of twit would pitch camp beside a dried-up billabong?" 
 
"Good question Craig. Beats me." Mar responded dead pan, although I thought she was 
having a hard time holding it together. 
 
"What was Spot's proper name?" She added. 
 
"Spot... that was his name.... he was a reliable and safe driver. Wasn't afraid of long hauls. 
Could drive three days straight without sleeping. He was me best Courier/Driver. Silly 
bastard. He came with me.... changed over when we started up the Hog Riders.... when we 
left the Angels... but he thought that he could outsmart me... the silly bastard." 
 
"No Craig. He wasn't that smart, now was our Spot. His real name? Not Spot." 
 
He looked from one to the other of us, spreading his arms as wide as the chain link would 
allow. A shrug of the shoulders that Al Pacino as the Don in The Godfather would have 
been proud of. 
 
"Spot... that was his name. Spot!" He repeated forcefully. 
"No Craig." Mar insisted. "The name that his mother and father gave him......" 
 
"Fucked if I know.... I didn't know his Mum or Dad! They were long dead, I think." 
 
With that he slammed both fists onto the top of the table. 
I heard a distinctive crack of something breaking. 
 
Before I could look over at Mar the door flew open and three guards came rushing through. 
One jabbed Craig in the neck with what looked like a horse needle. I almost puked. Craig's 
eyes rolled over then back again. His head lolled down. His tongue hung out like a thirsty 
dog's. 
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"Sorry about that. When he gets going he becomes as mad as a cut snake; as unpredictable 
as a wounded Buffalo. We've learnt the hard way that as soon as he rears up it's best to give 
him a shot." 
 
"How long will he be like this?" I asked the Guard. 
 
Amazement in my voice. 
 
A shrug of his shoulders. "An hour or two perhaps. Any little thing can set him off like just 
then." 
 
"How the hell are they going to put him up in an open Court? They can't have him drugged; 
it wouldn't be allowed. But if he is likely to explode at the tiniest thing, what'll they do?" 
 
"Don't know. The funny thing is he's been pronounced fit and sane to stand before a Jury. 
He's no more insane than most of us!" A laugh at his own joke. "Well......" When he saw 
that neither Mar nor I were joining in. "Those of us who choose to work in this place, at 
least." 
 
The guards had been toiling to disconnect the shuffle chains and man-handle the now 
comatose prisoner into a wheelchair which they hurriedly pushed out the door. 
 
"Thanks. Close the door after you, will you. Thanks." 
 
"Spot!!! Now that hasn't helped us much, has it?" I angrily exclaimed. 
 
"Well.... yes and no. We've got a taped audio and video admission that our Craig shot 
another victim even if we still can't ID the poor bastard. Is that true... as things compact they 
become heavier?" 
 
"Are you serious??!!" I asked in amazement. 
 
Her laughter rebounded off the long corridor walls drowning out her high heel clatter as she 
strode towards the first check-point. 
 
She stood beside our Unmarked. Standing by itself in the Official Vehicle Visitors Area. 
She leaned across the roof of the car, squinting in the bright sunlight. 
“That mate of yours. In the AFP. He’d know, wouldn’t he? Get onto him, Joe.” 
 
I didn’t know how to contact him like friends who want a chat can do. For all I knew, he 
could be in Outer Mongolia right now. 
 
I nodded my head. I’d give it a go. 
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CHAPTER NINE 
 
 
Clive “Ona” Bender had been, for a lot of years, true to his name. 
 
Because of it, his marriage had fallen apart and he was at one stage, estranged from his three 
kids. 
 
It was said that the 'Powers Above' had held the door open for him on many occasions. To 
walk away voluntarily without anything affecting his Superannuation. Which would have 
been downright bloody cold-hearted. Even taking into account his growing problem of 
disappearing for lunch on every pay day and the day after and never coming back to work, 
he was still one excellent Narcs Officer. And had been since before that legendary Apple 
Tree had even taken root. And a couple of youths of that time also. Too! 
 
The history that “Ona” knew in his head of the Narcotics underworld and all the 'movers 
and shakers' was legendary and on several occasions, I had implored the hierarchy to allow 
“Ona” to sit at a computer and write out his memoirs. He was one of those Officers that I 
had mentioned previously who absolutely loved the Narcs world. 
 
It was one of those strange quirks of bureaucratic fate that “Ona” was paired with an Indian 
Narcotics Officer for a three-month stint of overly cooperative Law Enforcement initiative. 
 
The poor chap's name was unfortunately, Ravsha Anu. 
 
The wags very quickly nick-named him “Schooner”. 
 
“Ona” Bender with “Schooner” Anu. 
 
That kept the tickle bones amused for months of a fair few of us Narc Officers before 
several Officers were given 'Please Explains' for discriminatory and politically incorrect 
language to a fellow officer. 
 
Especially one on loan and from a different culture where such sleights would not be 
understood or appreciated. 
 
Clive had sorted himself out; become an outspoken advocate of Alcoholics Anonymous and 
was Second Chair on the internal “Police Protocols for Drug and Alcohol Abuse” by 
members of the Force. 
 
He regularly chaired voluntarily attendance group therapy sessions with the Police 
Psychologist and our internal Addiction Counsellor. 
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This had become his prime area of employment and he enjoyed the trappings of the Police 
Force Social Affairs Office. He had even completed an Alcohol and Drug Dependency 
Counselling Course at University. 
 
No-one was too sure what the incidents were that caused the turn-around in his life but 
Clive, now happily re-united with his entire family and a very proud Grandfather thrice 
over, was the respected Social Affairs Officer. A euphemism for the “Police Mediator of 
Drunk and Drugged Officers still on the job”. 
 
I felt with his history especially in the early days, some 10-15 years ago, in Narcotics, that if 
any-one had a clue as to the ID of our “Spot” then it would be he. 
 
By the time that both Mar and I came back into the Office it was close to 5:00 PM. 
 
Both of us had been on the go since about 7 this morning and I was ready to hit the road 
home even though I’d be going home in the middle of peak hour traffic. 
 
Abbey caught my eye as I settled at my desk. 
 
He ambled up towards me. 
 
"At 7:20 AM exactly, be at the Airport Hilton Café. To-morrow morning. It's on the ground 
floor of the building. Our Mrs. Linda Palmerson has given permission for you, accompanied 
by Detective Marjory Hendricks, to ask her a few more questions as long as those questions 
do not incriminate her in any way. Any answers that she is willing to voice are to be treated 
in the strictest of confidences and no inkling of this meeting or any information exchanged 
is to be passed onto her husband, His Honour, Judge Anthony Howard Keith Palmerson. 
Understood? I gave my personal assurance that in the capable hands of you and Mar, the 
Police Force will abide by that agreement as long as she or any-one close to her will not be 
required in Court on subpoena, on this matter or any other. Understood?" 
 
The tone was one of pure sarcasm. 
 
He looked down at both Mar and I. 
 
Waiting for either one of us to nod our heads in agreement. 
 
We didn't. 
 
"Good. Now that that bullshit is out of the way, go home. Ring me if there is any shit to 
wade through with her to-morrow morning." 
 
"I thought that you and Daniels were going to do the honours, Sir?" 
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"Yes... we spoke about it. Daniels bought up the pertinent point, act. We would be 
pandering to her ego if we took on the role. With you and Mar it would possibly flatten 
her.... leave her feeling less important...... off-balance. I thought that was a very good point 
when I thought about it. Now...... both of you, go home." 
 
Ignoring Abbey's order, I waved to Mar as she at least, headed towards the outer Murder 
Room door and lift lobby. I yelled after her to make sure that she picked me up around 6:30 
on the morrow. 
 
A wave of her arm her acknowledgement. 
 
I picked up the phone and dialled in the Switch. 
 
"That you Gloria? How's it hanging?" So bloody political incorrect! 
 
"That's getting a bit old, Lover-boy, and I hear it all day. Ya gotta think of something new. 
A bright young lad as yourself ought to be able to give me something to laugh at... maybe if 
I saw your weenie that would be a laughable sight.... that fact confirmed to me by the way... 
how can I help, honey?" 
 
Gloria was a Transsexual who had the Thailand Op some 7 years ago, and looked a million 
dollars. 
 
The best looking, best looker in the building. 
 
She should have been on TV. 
 
She rescued from the long jump and sudden stop syndrome out Watson’s Bay way by the 
Emergency Rescue Boys. 
 
She'd stepped back from the edge impressed by the promise of the then Emergency Services 
Detective Sergeant to give her a job on the Switch. Narcotics had used her on several 
undercover operations but her mind was not built for that type of pressure. She failed 
dismally with even the simplest of undercover work. 
 
She always said that she could make millions of dollars being a Showgirl or a TV presenter. 
It was the ‘IN’ thing for post-operative Transgender persons to do. Instead, she would coo 
that she was quite satisfied to live her life as a woman. That was her life. Her fate. Nothing 
more! 
 
I loved her for that attitude. 
 
"Switch me through to Clive Bender, Social Affairs Office, please love." 
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"Shall do. Take good care of those love jewels of yours, lover boy. Until we speak again I 
await with bated breath." 
 
The phone clicked through to the Social Affairs office in town. 
 
The phone picked up before I even heard it ring for the first time. 
 
"This is Bender... it better be urgent as I’m heading out the door and since the hierarchy 
have cut overtime, you have my undivided attention for 1 minute 30 exactly." 
 
"Clive? Joe Lind. Been a while." 
 
"Yeah boy. How're they hanging?" 
 
I wondered why my jewels had suddenly become the focus of attention by so many. 
 
"Yeah... It has been a while." I agreed with myself. "I'm sorry it's been like… some time." 
 
He concurred. 
 
"You still dry?" He asked. 
 
He had helped when I fell apart after my wife’s death and I took two years off not wanting 
to return to the fold. Satisfied within myself that an alcoholic haze was the best way to live. 
Clive had been an enormous help. 
 
“Yeah… though I like the occasional Red. A Stubbie or two around the BBQ. Nothing more 
serious.” 
"Knew you could do it, lad. Listen, can it wait until to-morrow though?" He asked urgently. 
"Yer got 30 seconds, my boy." 
 
"Guess. To sleep on... 'Spot'. Know him or of him?" I replied hurriedly. 
 
"Arrh.... Yeah. The name rings a bell. Let me look it up at home and sleep on it. Will ring 
you first thing. Am interstate until late Friday. Conference on Drug and Alcohol problems 
with all State Police personnel hierarchy. North Queensland. Don't you just love these 
conferences in such idyllic places?" 
 
Sarcasm etched his words. 
 
"Wish I had the same pull with the hierarchy." I replied comically. 
 
He gave a cut-off laugh. 
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"It'll have to wait then. I'm out of the Office myself until around 10 to-morrow morning." 
 
"I'll ring you from Townsville Airport. I think that the ETA up there corresponds, OK?" 
 
"No worries “Ona”. I'll wait to hear from you then." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
It was one of those days that I didn't look forward to. 
 
That I didn't want to wake up to. 
 
There was nothing wrong with the day per ce, just my take on it. 
 
I convinced it was going to be an ugly day for no rational reason. 
 
As I struggled out of bed, I wanted to scamper back under the Doona. 
 
I could not put a finger on why this unenthusiastic mood had enveloped me when things 
appeared to be coming together neatly. We had a chance within a day or two of solving the 
'Waltzing Matilda case' and breaking open the Park Bashing homicide death. 
Mar pulled the unmarked into the Airport Hilton car park at just past 7:00 AM. 
 
This is when, in the old days, we would sit blowing cigarette smoke out an open window. 
 
Now of course, I was struggling to name 5 smokers in the entire Force! 
 
"C'mon...." Mar challenged. "Let's get that java intake to try and sweep away the cobwebs." 
 
One addiction replaced by another. 
 
We humans needed that fix; no matter what it was! 
 
Mar could tell my complete lack of enthusiasm for the day. Days like that happened. 
 
"Why here?" I asked sleepily. 
 
"You have a hard night or something." She sniggered as she stood from the Unmarked, 
closing its door. 
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"Nah... I just feel depleted. Unenthusiastic. Melancholic... I guess that I must have tossed 
and turned all night. There's something bothering me, but for the life of me, I don't know 
what it is." 
 
"You poor baby, you...." She looked over the top of the Unmarked at me. Not a sympathetic 
look at all. "Apparently, she was dropping the Judge off at the Interstate terminal. He has 
another stint at the National Court Building in Canberra. I get the impression that that is 
occurring quite regularly. Every 6 weeks or so." 
 
She turned to me with that smug look that she had mastered so well. 
 
"For about 5 to 7 days at a time, I've been told. C'mon. We don't want to upset her by being 
late, now do we?" 
 
Our cups of coffee placed before us as Linda Palmerson strolled into the Café. Like a model 
on a catwalk, she strode in with an air of confidence and superiority. I glanced at the wall 
clock above the entry door noticing that it was exactly 7:20 AM! I was of the opinion that 
she more than likely was lurking around the nearest corner to await her moment of Le 
Grandè Èntrancé. 
 
I have no idea if that was true, but the cynic in me certainly believed it. 
 
I have no idea if that was indeed French but I'm willing to run with it no matter what! 
As the young waitress turned back to take her request, Linda shooed her away with a 
haughty wave of her hand. 
 
“The usual, my darling, but hold the food. I'm not feeling that hungry this morning." 
 
The waitress appeared to know of her speciality, as with a smile she disappeared behind the 
counter. 
 
"Have you the letter from your Detective Inspector absolving me of any wrong-doing or 
apparent incriminating statements that I may foolishly make?" 
 
I was not about to upset the apple cart this early in proceedings by correcting her error on 
Abbey's rank. 
 
"Arr... sorry... no! As the discussion between he and you took place late yesterday 
afternoon, the Boss was unable to convene a conference between himself and our Legal 
Branch to compile the waver. I understand that the meeting is on the agenda as first cab off 
the rank this morning. He should be able to provide the completed form that is both 
agreeable to the NSW Police Force and yourself by COB to-morrow. Is that to your 
satisfaction Missus. Palmerson?" 
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There was a flash of anger in her eyes. 
 
She waddled awkwardly in her chair as though she had an itchy arse but was too much of a 
lady to attend to it with a manicured finger. She lunged into her Pravda crocodile skin bag to 
extract a packet of cigarettes and a lighter. The actions adding emphasis to her anger at not 
being taken seriously. 
 
Her hands were unsteady as she lit up. 
 
Apparently, she thought that the non-appearance of the letter was a personal sleight. Things 
were not progressing as she thought they should! 
 
"Perhaps we should adjourn to the outside eating area?" I suggested. "We hardly want any 
disapproval from the staff, now do we?" 
 
I could see this going to shit on a pack-horse. 
 
I picked up my and Mar's coffee cups and walked to the outside area as, out of the corner of 
my eye, I saw an older woman emerge from behind the counter. A look of thunderhead 
clouds and strong winds in her mien. 
 
"Arr....that's better," I beamed as we sat. "The entire area to ourselves. It's a glorious 
Autumn morning now, isn't it?" 
Linda Palmerson looked around her as though this was the first time that she had noticed the 
weather. She hurriedly slipped her designer sunglasses down onto her nose. 
 
"Yes... yes" She replied uncertainly. "Yes." More confidently. "It's good to feel that early 
morning sun on your face. It's been a while..." 
 
"We could do with some rain." I continued, hoping that this “easy-speak” would settle her 
somewhat. She was wound up like a female cat not on heat being attacked by a tom. "We've 
not had any rain now for quite some time... a couple of weeks in fact." 
 
"Yes... not since Wee-two was........" She trailed off. Took a couple of deep draughts of the 
cigarette as her coffee was placed in front of her. 
 
"Thank you." She murmured almost forgetting her manners. "What-ever leaves my lips 
must never be conveyed to my husband. He must never know.... I love him very much. I 
know what people thought when we were married. Me some 25 years his junior. And so 
quickly after his wife died of.... some sort of melanoma... I think. But........" She took 
another deep draw of the cigarette burning it down to the butt. She stubbed it out with an 
angry action. Took a sip of her coffee muttering her thanks to the Caffeine God as though it 
had just resurrected her. 
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Lit up another cigarette. 
 
"The Judge had problems. Down there. As though the plumbing was leaking and was unable 
to hold pressure... he had testicular cancer... oh... well before his wife died actually. 
Apparently, everything malfunctioned after that. No amount of CPR could spring it to life." 
She harrumphed at her absurd joke. 
 
I almost felt sorry for the old bloke, Judge or not. A terrible way to exist. A young wife with 
a gorgeous figure cavorting about in front of him without a peep from his manhood. A slow 
and ugly way to die, was my verdict. 
 
I dived into the deep end. By the look on Mar's face I had started in way too soon in her 
opinion. 
 
"Was your husband aware of the relationship?" 
 
"What? Oh no..... never. What? You think that he might have killed Wee-two? No... no!" 
She gave out a silly giggle, almost mule like in its sound. An alarming sound that almost 
caused Mar and myself to join in. Not to laugh with her, but at her. 
 
"No... I have this vision of him and several of his colleagues.... fellow Judges for that's the 
only circle that we socialised in... in full flowing Court robes... black... chasing after this 
young, virile Wee-two with cricket bats.... the old farts, including my Judge, wouldn't have 
had the stamina nor speed to chase him halfway around the park then catch him and then 
still have enough air in their lungs to pummel him to death. No. I can tell you that didn't 
happen." 
 
Another bout of baying that had to be her laughter, as it couldn't have been anything else. 
 
"He knew though, didn't he? Of your arrangements. Of your dalliance when-ever he spent 
that rotational arrangement in Canberra. About every six weeks. For five to seven days? 
How did you know that he had been belted to death with cricket bats? That information was 
never released to the News media." 
 
She nodded her head slightly. She removed a tissue from her bag and dabbed the corner of 
her eyes. I thought it was a form of stalling. 
 
"Arrm... it was common knowledge down at the Java Pot. The Coffee spot near that 
Hairdressers I think. Yes? I have a suspicion that he may have known of it, yes." 
 
Another hard draw on the cigarette. 
 
"Do you think that he may have paid some-one to do what happened to Wee-two?" 
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"No....." She said this with a tone of utter incredibility. 
 
She considered that scenario as completely absurd. 
 
"He wasn't like that at all. He couldn't hurt a fly. He'd come home some nights after a 
gruelling day in Court crying. Crying like a baby. I'd have to cradle him. Rock him to and 
fro. Say soothing things to him. He would be devastated. He would say over and over how 
could people do those things to other people. People that they knew. That they loved. He 
couldn't hurt a fly." 
 
Funny enough, I believed her. And felt sorry for her. 
 
"Wee-two.... that's obviously not his real name. What is it and what is his address? If he has 
any family, they have a right to know of his tragic demise... don't you think?" 
 
"Wee-two.... he actually disliked that but then he liked it better than his real name. His 
great-grandparents were Kanakas. Slave labour bought over from the islands, mostly 
Melanesian Islands with some from as far as Samoa. To cut the Queensland cane crops in 
the late 1800's. When he was born, he came out screaming... his mother asked what she 
intended to call her new son. He was making so much noise that she failed to hear the 
question instead remarking that he was wailing so loud! The Birthing Mother put that down 
on the papers. Wailing... their surname was Wall!" 
 
She let out one of those baying sounds again. 
 
I couldn't help myself. 
 
I burst out laughing myself. 
 
"Wailing Wall.... yes, I can see why one would want to disinherit such a name." 
 
"I told him that I could help him change it.... but we could never agree on a name that both 
of us felt comfortable with.... it would sadden his Mum him wanting to change it. He had an 
Apartment in one of those High-rise towers on the Gold Coast. One that had its own Gym, 
Tennis Court, Swimming pool, Sauna. I don't know the address. I just had a mobile phone 
number for him. He flew me up there once... to be on the safe side we could only be 
together for 3 days even though The Judge stayed in Canberra for between 5 to 7 days at a 
time... I needed time to come down if you know what I mean. I would never leave my 
husband........" 
 
"Did he stay with you when he came to Sydney?" 
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"No.... we had a permanent booking for 3 days every 6 weeks. I paid the bill. We stayed 
together there. I would transfer the home number over to my mobile.... easy. That Service 
Apartment building looking down over the Park.... on Bayswater...... Bayswater Serviced 
Apartments. Beautiful. Apartment 6C." 
 
"You have his mobile number and that's it?" Mar asked incredulously. 
 
Linda looked over at my partner. 
 
If looks were swords, then Mar would have died the death of a thousand cuts by now! 
 
"It takes a lot of love to satisfy two grown men. How many are you supporting, darling?" 
 
We lost her at that point. 
 
She blurted out the number, picked up her bag to hoist onto her shoulder nearly knocking 
Mar's head off in the process and stamped off. 
 
Just as quickly she returned to the table, leant into me and with venom in her voice she 
snarled, "If you want any further information, you will need to go through my Solicitor." 
Completely ignoring Marge in the process. 
 
She then named one of the most celebrated and well-known Queen's Counsel in the land. 
 
"Good morning to you both." 
 
She turned on her heel, her demeanour again intact as she strode away from us. Leaving us 
to finish our lukewarm coffee and pick up the tab. I quickly jotted down the mobile number 
in my case-book asking Mar whether or not she got the Service Apartment number. 
 
"Want to go for a visit and try that sleazy Barista.... it seems so logical that that little bastard 
would know all the gossip around the place but such a detail on the murder? I don't think so. 
And I'm interested in taking a squiz at their little love nest." 
 
"No.... drop me back at the Office on your way through. I want to catch that call from Clive 
Bender. If I miss him it'll be another 3 days before I can speak to him again.... no..... add in 
the week-end to that equation also. I don't think that I could stand the suspense for that 
bloody long." 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
 
The phone started ringing as I took off my old Bomber jacket. 
 
Still cool after so many years! 
 
That’s what I thought, in any case. 
 
I noticed that our Murder Squad Telephonist go to pick up the call. 
 
"Leave it, Sue. I'll take it." Knowing who it would be. 
 
I leant across my desk picking up the hand-piece as I did so. Thinking that perhaps I should 
have given him my Mobile number. Nah, it would be easier for him to just come through 
the main switchboard. It saved on filling up his Mobile with Contact names and numbers, I 
could hear him mutter! 
 
"Joe Lind. D2 Murder Squad." 
 
I wanted to impress the guy, showing him that I too, had phone etiquette. 
 
"Spot. Real name Alfonso Bezzano." 
 
Clive was straight into it. No hellos or how's your father. He must be rushed, I thought as I 
turned on the tape recorder. 
 
"Born in Crete in September 1946. Father Franco Bezzano. 1920-1972. Mother Gabriella. 
1925. Still alive. Fair dinkum War Heroes. Both of them. Got a heap of medals for their 
bravery and valour. A major force in the Crete Freedom Army. A Resistance Movement that 
fought against the Nazis, mostly crewed by disenfranchised communists. The mother a fiery 
Communist. Father Franco involved in local politics. Only a 'little bit pink'. Alfonso (Al aka 
Spot) one of 10 siblings. Three eldest brothers followed in their father's footsteps into local 
politics. Also, communist leanings. Popular but not popular enough to gain a seat. Alfonso 
into small time local crime. An embarrassment to family whose Political and Family 
Advisors recommended that it would be better for family name and honour's sake if Alfonso 
immigrated to Australia. As an assisted migrant, 'Spot' landed in Australia accompanied by 
two sisters in March 1967." 
 
For the first time, he seemed to draw a breath 
 
"You still with me, Joe?" 
He gave a chuckle that told a lifetime of grog and cigarettes. 
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"Frederica, the closest in age to 'Spot', born 1948, died in home child-birth in 1969 in 
Adelaide at the age of 17 and Isabella, the youngest sister, born 1949. Still alive. Alfonso 
became involved with the Angels Bikie Gang in Adelaide early in the piece after landing in 
Australia. The reason for this initial collaboration remains unclear. General consensus was 
that the gang financed the purchase of Spot's first semi-trailer. Used initially to covertly 
tranship and distribute marijuana leaf across the southern states. The enterprise enlarged 
with a genuine legit interstate haulage company in the name of 'Al's Long Haul Interstate 
Trucking Company'. The legal side of the company operating concurrently with the covert 
drug haulage. The Company was bought out by one of those huge transport conglomerates 
after the disappearance of Spot. The family profited greatly with his disappearance. There 
appears to be some evidence that 'Spot' began hauling and distributing drugs not just for the 
Angels but also for the Bandidos and possibly the Rebels... Just a moment, Joe." 
 
There was muffled talk as though he was holding his hand over the phone speaker. 
 
"Yer there, Joe? Gotta go soon. OK? That intelligence unsupported by proof but 'Spot's' 
fortune was on the up and up during that time. A lot of green apparently that the Tax man 
never knew about. Teamed up with Betty, an Angels 'mole' in 1970 having two sons, Al 
Junior in 1975 and Garry in 1977. Spot and Betty never married but it would appear that 
they remained faithful to each other until Spot's disappearance in 2001 or 2002. 'Spot's' 
mother immigrated to Australia in 1974 after the death of her husband in 1972. Still alive, 
living in family mansion in Hunters Hill. Private jetty, waterfront property conservatively 
valued at over A$10M. Also, living in the house is Isabella who never married, Betty and 
the patriarch of the family Al Junior, his wife and their four kids. Quite a ménage. I'm 
reliably informed that they peacefully co-exist within the four walls. Go figure! Al Junior 
and his brother changed their surname by deed poll in 1993 to Buzzano with Al's Christian 
name changed to Buzz. Both brothers in partnership of successful Courier Business. Buzz 
Buzzano Courier Service with the motto 'Busier than a Bee and just as fast'. Intel indicates 
that the two brothers have had no association with any known gang member with colour or 
any associate member. Everything legit and above board. Tax credits to prove it. No Police 
involvement except for a string of speeding tickets in the three eastern states that is the 
responsibility of the guilty driver to pay. In some circumstance, it has been hard to prove 
that said driver was driving said vehicle at said location at the suggested speed. 
Consequently, there are quite a number of 'out-standings' against the Firm. That is all 
though. Firm doing extra well in the three eastern states. City to city. No long-haul stuff 
across the nation, just the eastern fringe. I'm uncertain as to what a 'spot' was in the old 
currency, either 50, 100 or 1,000 Pounds or Quids as it was known back then, but in any 
negotiation, that was the first thing that Alfonso uttered. A spot. Regardless of the true value 
of the object that was being bartered....so it stuck! There are those who think that it wasn't 
'Spot' that he uttered but some Crete slang word that sounded similar. Possibly meaning 
'shit' or some such similar word.... I don't know.... Some confusion as to the exact date of his 
death. Reports have him alive and kicking in Adelaide in July 2000, in Melbourne in late 
2000 and in Sydney in early 2001. Those sightings have all been confirmed. A later sighting 
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in early 2002 in Adelaide has not been substantiated. Several theories as to why he was 
murdered include the strongest at the time, was that the Angels were pissed as to his change 
of allegiance from them over to the 'Bow-legged Hog Riders' Club with Craig and Denny 
Templeton. Additional weight to the theory was that the Angels first became aware of Spot's 
somewhat fractured business arrangements with the other clubs in 2000 at around the time 
of the split. In most Bikie circles a big no-no! Especially when it seems that he was carting 
for other Gangs simultaneously! There was absolutely no suspicion on the Hog Riders and 
Baby Brudda in particular of any involvement in his disappearance. The Hogs had nothing 
but praise and respect for Spot who was considered a loyal and trusted member of the gang 
and a bloody hard worker. Although he did not have colour with the club he was a trusted 
associate......" 
 
He took a deep breath. 
 
"That's about all I have on the subject Joe. I've got to go. Is any of that helpful to you, 
mate?" 
 
"I hope that you don't mind Clive, but I've taped the lot. I'll go over it and transcribe it later 
but that, at the moment is more than sufficient. Ta muchly." 
 
"Glad to be of help. See ya. We must have a lemonade together to catch up some time. I 
hear that you are doing well in the Murder Squad. See ya." 
 
I stood from my chair and punched the air. 
 
There was a 5 metre by 5 metre bare stretch of floor in the middle of the Office area. In the 
middle of that swung a leather punching bag. I danced over to it and hit it heavily with my 
shoulder letting it swing back past me. As it gyrated its return swing I threw a hefty counter-
punch to its rib cage, a fast, high-kick and a reverse straight kick that took the breath out of 
the old thing. 
 
Those at their desks stood and clapped my performance. Including the non-Police Office 
staff. 
 
They could tell that I had just had a 'WIN'......... 
 
Every-one knew the difference between a winning bout with the bag and a thorough 
frustrating bout! When something went terribly wrong or didn't go at all! 
 
An overbearing, officious Superintendent from another Branch had once wandered in to 
consult with Abbey, instead standing dumbfounded at the sight of the roughly bare 25 
square metres of office space. He apparently vented his anger at Abbey accusing him of 
wasting taxpayers’ money on an example of over-pandering to employees' whims. 
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"Do you realise DI Church, that that space is in a prime real estate area and building that 
would bring around $100 a square metre in rent if it was more suitably resourced.... 
hmmm?" 
"I doubt that any organisation would want to lease a bare 25 metres square in the middle of 
the Murder Squad Room... they'd be idiotic, don't you think, hmmm? And besides, that 
punching bag has been a Godsend to morale, which at times in this particular area of Police 
activity, can be somewhat of a swinging nature such as that very punching bag. In fact, I 
think that I will do a round or two with it right this moment to sweat out my frustration that 
seems to have suddenly made an appearance." 
 
Abbey hated the over-officious clods who lurked down every corridor in the Police 
Building. And made no bones about it. 
 
The Superintendent Human Services flabbergasted and speechless. He stormed from the 
Murder Room. Every person had their head down looking at their desks trying desperately 
to hide the smirks on their faces. 
 
Abbey trotted from his office on the heels of the officious little twerp to go a round or two 
with the bag. 
 
Nothing more heard on the matter! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 
Mar waltzed back into the Office as I was tidying up things readying to head home. 
 
"The coffee must have been good?" I quipped. 
 
"Better than you could ever imagine. If you want to obtain the true gossip of an area go to 
the local Coffee Place, especially if the Owner/Barista is a bright young lad whom the aging 
women froth at the mouth over. You would be surprised what sometimes drops from these 
elderly women's mouths... and it's not just false teeth." 
 
"Yuck... what a horrible thought.... countless old women drooling at the mouth with their 
false teeth scattered around those tiny little tables... chattering away as they trace the outside 
line of the table...like those little plastic toy sets that you can but at the Junk Store for a $1... 
A successful trawl then?" 
 
"Yep. I hear that you went a round or two with our resident punching bag? What gives?" 
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"Arr? We have a resident gossiper amongst us.... hmm?" 
I then filled her in on my day's relevant details 
 
We had an appointment with Buzz Buzzano and his brother for 9:30 the next morning. A 
Forensic Officer would accompany us to obtain a DNA sample of the two brothers so that 
formal identification of the bones could be made and the remains returned to the family if 
the results were positive. 
 
"The Brothers almost cried tears of appreciation, you know. One minute they were saying 
what a bastard their long-forgotten father was; the next moment they were exulting his 
memory as though he was to become the next Saint to receive papal blessing in this country. 
So, the Cheshire grin tells me that you too have had a successful day. Do tell. Want to go a 
couple of rounds with the 'bag' to celebrate?" 
 
"Nah.... to-morrow morning maybe.... when the Office is full and others can share my 
victory. Are you going for a jog to-night? It looks as though while it will be chilly, it will be 
a fine, cloudless evening." 
 
"How could I resist such a smooth operator. I'll be over around 10.... OK? But.... you better 
pack an overnight bag... we're due on the mid-day flight out to the Gold Coast. The Forensic 
guy will drop us at the Airport after we interview the Brothers Buzzano......" 
 
"What.... the hierarchy win last night's Lotto draw? Since when do we get approval to fly 
interstate on a case? And such a short lead-in time? Some-one must have called in a favour 
or two.... Abbey perhaps?" 
 
I nodded my head in agreement. 
 
"Abbey swung it. Three nights actually. We're to team up with a local Brisbane Murder 
Squad Detective 2 by the name of Daphne Beamer? We've got an interstate warrant to 
search the premises of Wailing Wall. Two of them actually and his mother's place. Also, to 
interview her and several close relatives including two sisters. And to get DNA from the 
mother, the father who does not live with them but on the Sunshine Coast at Coolum and 
two brothers who live close by on farms, so I believe." 
 
"No time for sight-seeing; a dip in the surf or a night at the Casino?" 
 
"You never know.... it might be worthwhile if you pack something fitting for a Casino visit 
to be on the safe side. The three of us are staying at the Gold Coast Outrigger Apartments. 
Supposed to be very salubrious........" 
 
"How...........?" 
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"Abbey was owed a few favours from some-one of authority and endless wealth.... you gotta 
marvel at that guy's influence and reach...." 
 
"I can't wait.... three nights.... that puts us into the week-end. Can we extend our time over 
into the week-end, I wonder?" 
 
"Already discussed the matter with Abbey. Can do but it will be at our expense. Same place 
but at $300 a night... split three ways. It's OK by our host and our Queensland 'tour guide' 
who can't wait for a bit of fun... she sounds like a real party animal!" 
 
"Yahoo.... Gold Coast here we come!" Marge yelled as we both walked out into the Lift 
Lobby. 
 
'Interstate' placed against both our names on the staff 'WHERE-ABOUTS' board. 
 
Expected return to Office, 'Next Monday 6 August'. 
 
The guys will be green with envy when they see that as they come in to-morrow morning. 
Government cutbacks had hit us bad. 
 
First it was no interstate travel then no paid overtime. 
People are unaware that when a Government brings in these measures to try and cut back a 
budget deficient, one of the real effects is that homicide solve rates, while not necessarily 
going down, do show a corresponding extension in time increasing dramatically in the solve 
rate. While nearly every Officer at first stayed in the Office way past their knock-off times 
which in an office such as ours, were generally staggered by at least 2 hours, most now 
ensured that their desk is tidy and they're heading for the door come their registered knock-
off time. 
 
A skeleton crew exists for the 8 until 2 'dog shift' and if there are any large homicide 
incidents either during or after those hours that the crew cannot handle, we are all on a 
rotating 'call-out' roster. When this occurs, we receive an extra payment. If a call-out does 
occur, which is rare, we do not receive a loading or penalty rate but just the normal hourly 
rate that we are always paid. 
 
Some smart boy figured out though, that these payment rates were costlier to the Force 
rather than paying the accepted penalty rates that had applied before such draconian 
cutbacks were introduced. Simply because now there were at least 4 Detectives at any one 
time receiving the rotating roster payment for a 5-day period with an actual call out ratio of 
next to zilch! 
 
If they ever figure out the actual cost of this system and try to alter it to save money, there 
will be an outcry across the ordinary people of the Force as it was not the Union or the 
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Police Hierarchy who thought up this piece of mathematical hyperbole but the very 
Politicians who were baying for serious cut-backs in the Force in the first place! 
 
Smart politicians? 
 
That's an oxymoron! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
I had my good clobber on. 
 
Bomber Jacket, white T-shirt, and clean jeans with my high-sided runners. 
 
White socks of course. 
No Stiletto knife between my shoulder blades. In fact, it had been a while since I had felt 
that weight between my shoulder blades. I reckon that I would be out of practise in both 
producing and throwing it. 
 
No guns.... which definitely made me feel naked. 
 
Clothes that are my habitual winter clobber suitable for interviews and for flying Interstate. 
Marge also suitably attired in smart casual. 
 
We had trouble finding the required address, going around the road circuit several times 
before we spotted the Buzz Buzzano Courier Service logo on one of those large address 
pylons found by the million in every Industrial Estate. 
 
You need to be at crawl speed to read every addressee on these large signs. Holding up 
traffic behind you as you proceed at a snail's pace. Angry toots of horns of Courier Drivers 
and the assortment of Truck Drivers held up behind you. 
 
The Courier Service logo was of course, a bright yellow, black striped bee. 
 
That was all! 
 
No name, nothing else but that! 
 
A bloody smiling bee that every-one is to twig too.... with the factory suite... 15-21... a large 
affair, so it seemed. 
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We greeted by a wide smiling, pert young thing that showed just a tad too much cleavage, 
possibly indicating the reason for her hiring. That would be the vital attribute required to be 
the front-end Receptionist all alone in the ground floor Reception Area! 
 
We climbed the stairs to a first-floor mezzanine Office suite that overlooked a vast 
cavernous space filled with slides, roller-ways and stainless steel drop chutes that seemed to 
go in one endless circuitous route. The young thing with hips swinging, led us down a soft 
carpeted corridor with offices on both sides. A large set of double doors at the end of the 
corridor had a sign proclaiming that it was the Conference Room. 
 
A tag on the door indicated the room was occupied. Like a Toilet Cubicle displaying a little 
red dial to indicate that it was in use! 
 
A tentative knock and she opened the door for us indicating to whom-ever was inside that 
the Police people were here. 
 
A rotund little man with a head that seemed to be a miniature example of his body waddled 
across the room to greet us. A toothy smile. That Mediterranean swarthy look about him. 
Collar and tie, shirt buttons at the end of their tether promising to pop at any moment. Shirt 
sleeves rolled up to the elbows. The hair on his arms so thick that you couldn't see any skin 
colour at all. It was a pity that they couldn't have cross rooted some of that fur onto his head 
as it was just a shiny orb. A hairy slash a straight line above his eyes his one-line eyebrow. 
 
"Good morning." He held out his hand to me as he came forward. 
 
I noticed that he and obviously, his brother, an exact replica of him, singled me out as the 
'leader'. It's a male thing. To me Mar is a more imposing figure than I and the young 
Forensic Officer was just a wee slip of a lass. But both men came to me, introducing 
themselves as they did so. 
 
Introductions all round as we sat at offered seats around this beautiful rosewood conference 
table. Coffee and biscuits were on a side table. 
 
"Please. Help yourself." 
 
I did, pouring a cup for Mar and one for the Forensic girl, Billy Holliday. 
 
True, that was her name. 
 
Hated her namesake's music, describing it as old-fashion and drivel! She became my least 
favourite Forensic people after she divulged that piece of information as we had driven from 
the Office this morning. 
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A biscuit or two to munch on as we enjoyed the excellent coffee. 
 
The Buzzano, or was it Bezzano women were already indulging. 
 
It was the old matriarch Gabriella Bezzano who croaked out the question. 
 
She looked as though her next visit to the family mausoleum would be of a permanent 
nature! 
 
She was the archetypical old Italian grandmother or more correctly Crete grandmother in 
solid black garb with a black lace shawl over her head and around her shoulders. She leant 
forward as she sat in what was a beautiful antique wheelchair. 
 
Handed down from generation to generation, I thought to myself. 
 
If not mistaken, her grandmother more than likely had used the bloody thing. 
"I'm sorry," I replied. "We cannot release the remains until we have made positive 
identification that those remains are indeed your lost son's. That is why we are here this 
morning. To collect DNA samples from both Buzz and Garry." 
A look of disappointment crossed Gabriella's worn and sunken face. 
 
The same look was evident on Betty, the long suffering 'partner.' 
 
Also, Spot's youngest daughter, Isabella. 
 
I got the impression that I was to roll out all his bones onto the table there and then. From a 
large Forensic plastic bag... oh, what a sight. And of course, you can almost imagine the 
terrified response from the family, if I had! 
 
To lessen a dispute of national import, I suggested that all the women would also need to 
have their DNA sample taken. Something that wasn't required. But what the heck, the DNA 
paraphernalia was a couple of bucks. They wouldn't know that we would not cross reference 
their sample to that taken from some bone of Alfonso's. 
 
This lightened the mood in the room somewhat. 
 
"Who were the dirt-bags who murdered Alfonso?" 
 
"Two brothers. Bikie associates. They are in custody awaiting trial on several matters. Not 
the least the homicide killing of your Alfonso. They will pay for their crimes and you can be 
assured, they will never see freedom again." 
 
"Who are they? We'll take care of things." 
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These guys must know the entire script for the Godfather Series, I thought to myself. 
 
"The Law will take care of it.... we’re in Australia, where taking the Law into your own 
hands is not encouraged." 
 
There were several grunts, interpreted in many ways.  
 
I chose to ignore them. 
 
When the simple procedure of collecting their DNA samples was completed and the 
necessary cross-checking of each vial registered with the relevant person's signature, Garry 
asked, "Right, when can we have the body.... perhaps we could go to... your place and make 
that identification... yes?" 
 
The two men were born and bred Australians yet they carried on with the inflictions and 
mannerisms as if they had just stepped off the boat from the 'Mother Country'! 
 
"I'm afraid that that would not be possible. You see, the body has been submerged for 
around 10 years. There is nothing left but the skeleton......" 
 
"What????? You don't think that I don't know my own boy's bones. Let me look at them... I 
can tell my boy's bones." Cried the Matriarch. 
 
"Mama Gabriella... let the Police do their work. We will know by to-morrow.... eh?" 
 
"DNA profiling takes some months......" 
 
"What??" Offered Buzz. "In America, they can do it in a coupla minutes like on those CSI 
shows on TV... send what-ever ya gotta…. send it to the CSI Office in America... this 
Company will pay all costs involved... you'll have it back in a day or two so that we can 
prepare the burial arrangements. We cannot let him lay on a cold Morgue table for too much 
longer." 
 
I couldn't tell the gathering that Alfonso “Spot” Bezzano's bones were encased in a hazmat 
grade thick plastic bag which itself was inside a cardboard box in the Storage Area of the 
Morgue. 
 
By way of extricating ourselves from the situation I offered our sincere condolences on the 
loss of their Alfonso. Promising to speed up the DNA process as much as I could. Glancing 
at my watch I explained that we had to hurry as our plane would be leaving in around 90 
minutes. We needed to get to the Airport as our presence was required Interstate on a 
particular gruesome murder enquiry. 
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Both Buzz and Garry could understand the urgency and how hard we worked as they too, 
were always pressed for time. 
 
For-ever busy.  
 
Like a busy bee! 
 
He held me loosely by the shoulder as he led me to the door. 
 
"If you have any trouble... that DNA thing being held up or anything.... don't hesitate to ring 
us. We will gladly pay for how many bones it takes to be sent to the CSI Department in 
America for a faster service. Australians are a little slow, you know?" 
 
What can I say? 
Some people just do not want to learn of or to know the truth if it is in opposition to what's 
on TV.... if it's on TV it must be true... eh? 
Buzz called out to the bright young thing at the front desk to escort us out and requested that 
she contact Sebastian, who-ever he was, to provide the forklift so that they could transfer 
Mama Gabriella, Betty, and their aging Isabella from the Mezzanine level. 
 
"It was going to cost us another $80,000 to have a lift installed. What can you do.... we have 
large Forklifts down on the floor that are capable of transferring a person if need be. We 
don't need to do it that often.... about once every three months for the quarterly Firm's 
report... nothing else." 
 
A shrug of his shoulders by way of explanation. 
 
I tempted to contact Worksafe just to be a smart arse. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
We were sitting in the Pre-Boarding Lounge looking at nothing at nothing. 
 
"Why didn't you bring your gun?" 
 
The question out of the blue. 
 
"I just thought it'd be too much trouble, that's all." 
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"When-ever you're on duty you have to be armed. Paragraph 84.2.6 of the NSW Police 
Force Policy, Conduct and Procedures Manual" 
 
"Yeah... well...." 
 
"Disciplinary action can be taken against you, Joe. You don't want too many more of those, 
huh?" 
 
I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
"What the heck," I countered. "It looks better on your record if you can make ten as a 
group!" 
 
Marge shook her head as though she thought me a lost cause. 
“I may be able to get a loan of a holster and handgun from the Queensland Cops.” 
“All that will do will be to highlight the fact that you haven’t followed procedures. I’d just 
shut up if I were you…if we get into a scrap, stay behind me.” 
 
“Yessir!” 
 
"You know that you’ve got a fan, don't you? Those little doe eyes couldn't get enough of 
you... it reminded me of the blue-rinse brigade ogling our Barista, Barry Smith as he went 
about his plunging........" 
 
"Cut it out.... who'd name their poor kid Billy with a surname of Holliday?" 
 
"Both of Billy Holiday's parents... take your pick." 
 
"Abbey says that we're getting a bit behind on the Murder Notes. He wants us to spend at 
least one day early next week updating the 'Waltzing Matilda' and 'The Bayswater Park 
Death' Murder Books so's he can be kept up to date. Your Case book up to date?" 
 
"Yep... I'll fill you in on what happened yesterday. Did you realise that from any point on 
the jogging track you cannot see the actual 'body dump' site? The one position where it may 
be possible is hidden, obstructed by a couple of dense bushes close to the edge of the 
track...." 
"So?" 
 
"I think that he was way-laid at that point... that the first whack knocks him into next week 
and they pick his body up and take him up to that slight depression under the rock drop-off 
where they give him what for. No blood, no forensics at that point of initial contact because 
of the drizzle that morning... and it got harder and more incessant as the morning went on... 
it only stopped later that night. Time of death was officially logged as anywhere between 
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20-26 hours before his body was found at 7:20 AM in the morning. That puts his death 
anywhere between 5 until 11 of the preceding morning of the Friday. I don't think so...." 
 
"Whoa.... you'll get the lovely Dominique off side... she'll more than likely have another bad 
hair day over that one." 1 gave a cut-off laugh over the thought of that. "I wonder what did 
get her off-side that morning?" 
 
"You've never checked, Lover boy? That's so unlike you men to be so uncaring......" 
 
"So, who's having a bad hair day to-day?" 
 
She swiped away the direction that the conversation was heading in with an angry wave of 
her arm. 
 
"According to our famous Mr. Barry Smith, the good-looking, young Barista, his 
information about the cricket bats was common knowledge. It would appear that one of the 
Uniforms may have been overheard saying as much while talking to persons unknown on 
his two-way. Mr Barry Smith also said that the victim always went for a jog just around 
sun-up on every morning that he was in town. Habitual. Mr. Barry Smith will swear to that 
fact on a stack of Bibles as he and the victim would often cross paths as he too did the jog at 
the same time. He would always do the circuit clockwise with the Vic doing it anti-
clockwise... it's a jogger’s thing... they got to giving a wave of acknowledgement each time 
that they would pass.... he knew that he was Linda Palmerson's squeeze... not Gigolo but 
squeeze as he put it, as they had been in the Java Pot on several occasions over the past 
couple of years. Like two love birds on their honeymoon, is how he described their carry-
on, on each occasion that it occurred. I'd bet that the initial swing of the cricket bat occurred 
just on sun-up on the day in question which would have been around 6-7:00 AM on the 
Friday." 
 
She stopped and referred to her notes. 
 
"The Bayswater Apartment block is owned by the Bayswater Development Company. The 
sole owner of said company is one Anthony Howard Keith Palmerson......." 
 
"The Judge? Linda's husband?" 
 
A nod of the head. That smug smile across her dial. 
"None other. It was originally in his and his first wife's name but it was altered after that 
wife's death and some weeks before the marriage to Linda. Apartment 6C however, is the 
only Apartment that isn't available for any form of leasing. Short term or long term. It how-
ever is lodged under the Company's Act as being owned by Bayswater Holdings. A separate 
entity. The sole owner is one Mrs. Linda Gwyneth Palmerson. Said arrangement with the 
ink not dry on the day before her marriage to the Judge going by the date. She may not have 
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even known that she was co-signing an agreement that gave her sole ownership of that 
Apartment. The Paperwork may have just stipulated at that time that she would be the sole 
head of a company named Bayswater Holdings." 
 
I let out a low whistle. 
 
I impressed at what Mar had achieved in a day and told her so, commenting that Judge 
Palmerson must have known of the dalliance between his wife and the victim. 
 
He must have. 
 
Mar nodded her head in agreement. 
 
"I'll lay a tenner that it was more than likely he who introduced his wife to Wailing 
Wall......" 
"That's a bloody stretch... and I won't take you up on it. Anyhow, where did you unearth all 
this information?" 
 
"The Company's List at the Registrar-Generals and from a source within the Court Building 
where the Judge roams the corridors." 
 
I looked across at her with a new-found respect for her 'snooping' talents. 
 
"Yep..." She said. "Wait, there's more... the Judge has a very impressive property portfolio 
especially in the eastern suburbs with a value that would be conservatively appraised as 
around the $60 mil. mark. A very rich man who seems to like several charities as worthy 
recipients of a large chunk of the estate when he karks it... interestingly, their shared abode, 
the Penthouse atop the 10-storey building that he owns, will not be a part of Linda's 
inheritance legacy either." 
 
"She seems to get very little...." 
 
"Yep. A prenuptial agreement apparently. One more thing... that 6 weekly relocation to 
Canberra to the High Court?... it officially ended not long after he and Linda married.... for 
reasons that could not be or would not be disclosed. His continued adherence to the practise 
is in breach of the contract that he has with the NSW Court system. He is in fact in breach 
and is continuing to undertake a fraudulent activity with extreme consequence." 
 
"I think that we should ambush the honourable Judge sometime next week, preferably in his 
chambers before he heads for home. He is looking more and more suspicious. Who better 
than a Judge to be able to identify and possibly coerce felons into doing something illegal 
such as murdering your wife's lover?" 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
 
The girl who met us at the Airport looked too young to even be my son's girlfriend! 
 
I dreaded the thought at what he would say if he saw this wisp of a girl. 
 
Holding a sign up that read “Lind.” 
 
Her mini-skirt riding higher up her legs than should be allowable in a public space. The 
tightness of her top emphasising petite but rounded breasts. 
 
I was near drooling and it must have been noticeable. As we crossed the concourse to meet 
her, Mar whispered out of the corner of her mouth, "Easy boy. Down boy. Your son would 
be enthralled." 
 
Enough for me to breathe a little easier. To break the spell. 
 
"Daphne Beamer?" A tone of disbelief in my voice. "Homicide Detective 2 Daphne 
Beamer?" 
 
A smile that would melt Antarctica crossed her face. 
 
"Don't say it, please. I have youth genes inherited from my father, so he says often. I'm 29 
almost 30 and I have earned my Detective grade. I have a car at the kerb." 
 
We wheeled our luggage out behind her to an official, fully decaled Pursuit Police Car. 
Strobe lights and all. She popped the boot and as I struggled to collapse Mar's retractable 
handle of her suitcase, I asked her incredulously, "You're allowed to use these official 
vehicles for tourist guide duties?" 
 
She turned on me. 
 
"Do not take heart in the false belief that all Queenslanders are hicks, fools and idiots 
because we had, once upon a time, a Premier who was the laughing stock of the nation... 
and please don't think that all these same civilians once idolised a female politician known 
as “Please Explain Pauline.” We are not all idiots! I thought in fact, that the sight of an 
official police vehicle when we visit Wailing Wall's mother and family especially, would be 
a calming influence within their community. They don't take kindly to visitors that they do 
not recognise but they are mostly law-abiding people. Respectful of the Police in the main. 
Go figure! At night time over the next 4 nights this vehicle has to be parked in the bowels of 
the Gold Coast Police Building and not be left out on the street or in the parking area of a 
high-rise Apartment Building. It would be lucky to survive the entire first night. And I am 
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not your guide but your Queensland Liaison Officer. You will need my cooperation and 
local knowledge for many things over the next couple of days, so don't get on the wrong 
side of me immediately as you will be waiting for a return flight in about an hour's time. 
Let's go." 
 
Mar silently mouth 'Good onya girl' for my benefit and dutifully took over the reins to patch 
up any lingering animosity between the two State Police Forces. 
 
I stood at the kerb dumbfounded. 
 
We were knocked out by the accommodation when we dropped off our gear. 
 
It was a completely self-reliant Apartment with stocked shelves and a full frig. A wine frig 
was also fully stocked. There were three large bedrooms with Queen sized beds in each. I 
fell onto the first bed that we inspected which straight away the two girls acquiesced as 
being my selection. I could lay in bed and have a view of a strip of sand and water that was 
Surfers Paradise Beach. So too, could both of the girls. 
 
"Any-one for coffee?" Daphne yelled out. "I've taken the liberty of already packing away 
my clothes. It's not every day that a D2 gets to stay in such surroundings. It's usually booked 
out for Detective Inspectors and above. We were somewhat lucky to snagged it at this time 
of the year. There's usually some-one here from the southern states wanting to escape the 
cold and rain. We have the Cleaners come through every third day. They'll restock the frig, 
the cupboards and bar, change the linen and bathroom things. Vacuum and sweep out the 
entire Apartment. We don't have to do a thing for the entire five days that we're here! 
Glorious!" 
 
"What? Is it actually owned by the Queensland Police?" 
 
"Yeah. For visiting interstate Police hierarchy usually. On one or two occasions as a 'safe 
house' so I have been told. I'll take the coffee jug out onto the terrace if that's OK? We will 
have sufficient time to check out Wailing Wall's Apartment after we go down town for 
lunch. What a name! I've got clearance and warrants ready for just about everything that we 
normally do in a case such as this so we can check bank records, real estate ownership 
rights, vehicle ownership... all through my laptop so that should save us a bit of time. The 
trip up to his Mum and Dad's and other members of the family will take all day to-morrow, I 
think. We'll need to take notice of the time... hence the Highway Patrol Car. I can just put on 
the siren and there goes yer uncle. Nice coffee? Plunger type. The type that I like. You?" 
 
"Yeah...." Mar was just coming out onto the terrace. She leant against the balcony railing 
then stepped back. "Whoa... magnificent view that you could never tire of but for me, too 
high up. What floor are we on?" 
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"Nineteenth...." 
 
"Christ, I hope that I don't sleepwalk!" 
 
"You sleepwalk? That's something that I didn't know about you." I was surprised. 
 
"I don't know as I'm asleep at the time.... There’s a lot that you don't know about me, buster; 
and that's the way it's going to stay. I only tend to stray if I have too much to drink the night 
before. I'll watch myself as I'd hate the fall... the sudden stop." 
 
"Now there's a conundrum... would such a fall wake a sleepwalker up before the sudden 
stop? How would one find out about these types of things?" 
"Shut the fuck up, you." Mar spat out. 
 
I wasn't too sure what Daphne made of this exchange. 
 
Then again, what was there to worry about as we were a good team together. I really think 
that I had at last found my partner in crime, so to speak! 
 
After we finished our coffees, filling the time trying to get things back on an even keel, we 
rummaged through the cupboards making sure that we did not need to buy anything more. 
 
Skim milk for both girls was all. 
 
We walked down town for lunch and sat out in the sun as we enjoyed salad and chicken 
wraps and bottled water. 
 
We then walked back to the Apartment undercover garaging area and climbed into the 
Police vehicle. After we started up the exit ramp, Daphne deliberately honked up the siren. 
The decibels echoed and bounced down three parking levels almost deafening the three of 
us. 
 
"I've always wanted to do that to see what it would be like!" Daphne giggled. The little girl 
in her poking through. 
 
It was cute, but my ears rang for quite some time. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
 
It took us no more than 30 minutes to get to another high-rise tower on the edge of the sand. 
Its shadow, melding with the other tall structures facing the Ocean, casting a dark zebra-like 
strip of shade then sunlight across the beach front. At least 50% of the long length of beach 
was thus patterned in shades of dimness then bright sunshine. An annoying aftermath of this 
type of tower development that was only going to get worse judging by the number of 
cranes and building sites that I noticed as we drove to our destination. 
 
A pity really. 
 
I tried to imagine what it would have been like before all this development took over. 
 
I couldn't... but a vision of what it may look like if Climate Change theorists' proclamations 
do come true squirmed its way into my brain... total devastation with waves lapping at most 
of the front doors to all these tower buildings! While the Developers who had financed the 
construction of these tower blocks could afford to relocate and build on higher ground, I 
doubted that the vast majority of this spit of sand's inhabitants could afford a similar 
resettlement. Their money was sunk into the property that they were now living in. 
 
Oh well... who's to worry. It won't happen for at least another 50-100 years! 
 
We released the crime scene tapes from the front door of Apartment 15D, wrestled with the 
locks that the Police Locksmith had provided in lieu, eventually opening the door to walk 
through into Wailing's Apartment. 
 
"We had to change the locks just in case the place was done over... by members of the 
family. That was the impression that we got in initial conversations by phone with them. 
They were more worried about the treasures and what other things we would find that may 
implicate them... in something never made clear... they were not sorry for the death, was my 
impression. More a case of, 'good riddance, you were an embarrassment to us all'!" 
 
All three of us placed our laptops on the antiseptically clean glass-topped dining table and 
booted them up. We placed our crime scene cases on the Kitchen bench, the three of us 
putting on gloves, booties and forensic boiler suits before even turning to take in the 
Apartment. 
 
The Apartment was the picture of minimalist décor, though every piece on show was 
expensive. The interior oozed money. Beautifully furnished in my style. The views again 
were magnificent of ocean and in the opposite direction, away into the Hinterland. 
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Two spacious double bedrooms with a large bathroom in between set up so that you could 
walk into the Bathroom as though it was an Ensuite Bathroom to each Bedroom. A Laundry 
Cupboard hiding a washing machine and dryer that looked as though they had never been 
used by the occupant located on the other side of the hallway. The short hall connected the 
two bedrooms to the Bathroom. A large double shower recess had a floor to ceiling clear 
glass double glazed panel out to nothing. Mar near died when I guided her in and turned the 
captive blinds around to allow the view! 
 
"Oh man! What a pad!" I uttered mainly to myself. "This guy had some serious money 
behind him. Where did it all come from?" 
 
The clothes in the Master Bedroom walk-in robe were all top-notch labels according to the 
girls. Quite a proportion not looking as though they had been worn. This was decidedly 
diametrically opposed to the small stack of clothes that were dumped on the floor of the 
walk-in robe of the second master bedroom. 
 
Cheap Target Trackie-dackies, flannel shirts, worn jeans, cheap T-shirts, cut-off University 
of Queensland Rugby jerseys, cheap shorts and quite a few cut-off jean-shorts and work-out 
gear. 
 
Everything having the appearance of being well-worn and tattered. 
 
"This is his home-alone gear, I reckon. His 'roam the streets with the boy’s gear' and his 
work out gear. Good quality training and jogging shoes though." 
 
A fitness bike, a road bike of the most expensive type, a walking/running machine and one 
of those fitness gym sets that with a twist and a turn would allow every muscle in the body a 
work-out. A wall of mirror and a camp bed. That was all there was in this room. 
 
"I'd say this is where he lived, worked and slept, wouldn't you?" Daphne theorised. 
 
"Unless he was entertaining, then I bet this room was a no-go zone." Mar added. 
 
We both nodded in agreement. I noticed that the door had a locking latch set fitted. 
 
"There's a large wall safe in the walk-in robe. Has any-one opened it to your knowledge?" I 
asked Daphne. 
 
"Not that I've been told. Do you want me to organise a Safe Man to open it?" 
 
"Yeah. I'd say that we'd find more useful stuff in that than lying around in cupboards or 
drawers by the looks." I replied. "Though we'll still need to do a thorough search. How 
quick can you organise it?" 
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"Give me 10." She advised as she walked out into the large Lounge-Dining Room. 
Mar and I did a search of the Bathroom Shaving cabinet finding nothing incriminating 
except for Supermarket grade shaving razors, an electric tooth-brush and toothpaste! A box 
of head-ache tablets, some throat lozenges and antiseptic cream. A tube of Goanna Oil for 
tired and stretched muscles. Nothing but good quality gear in the large Linen Closet. Fine 
cotton bed sheets, woollen blankets and eider Doonas. 
 
Surprisingly, no satin sheets. 
 
Mar was miffed at that realisation! She wanted to know how any self-respecting ‘stud’ 
would not have satin sheets! 
 
"What bachelor doesn't have satin sheets?" She complained. 
 
We started in the Kitchen next and immediately hit pay dirt. 
On the floor in a far corner of the large walk-in Pantry was a large 35 litre plastic container. 
Almost full of good quality weed made up in ‘Baggie’ knap-lock bag sizes. 
The aroma unmistakeable when we lifted the airtight lid. 
 
"Whoa," exclaimed Mar as she took a couple of shots with her camera before dragging it out 
into the Kitchen. "Enough there to intimate supply and selling... a commercial grade 
quantity." 
 
"I don't know..." I countered tentatively. "I could smell it faintly when we first walked in..... 
he’s got quite a collection of exotic bongs and smoking devices in that floor to ceiling 
shelving unit over there. Most of which have been used at some time or other by the look of 
them...." I scratched my head as I looked around the room. "…. There isn't that infused 
smell of the stuff on any of the furniture or in the surfaces... the curtains. I'd say that he may 
have smoked the stuff out on the balcony. He strikes me as that type of guy... but also a 
bloody loner who would never hold a drug party here for fear of broken or wrecked stuff... I 
don't know? And think about the guy's obsession about his looks. His persona. I can't see 
him toking a lot... it just doesn't go with the image… habitual users complain of a loss of 
libido, so I am told." 
 
"It wouldn't be the first time that a Supplier got hooked on his own stuff. That's no small 
amount for personal use to my way of thinking...." 
 
"Getting a picture of the guy I'd say that's exactly what it's for. Saves the constant battle of 
having to score a deal every so often." 
 
"That'd go off, wouldn't it? Loose its moisture content and freshness? Go stale?" 
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"They dry it out in any case. I think it's like fine wine. If it's stored correctly and I think this 
is, it improves with age... I think. No?" 
 
Both girls shrugged their shoulders. They bowed to my knowledge as a former Narc Officer.  
Blowed if I knew! 
 
"What-ever. He should have known that constant smoking of the weed would eventually 
make you... what's the word... Impotent?" 
 
"...and possibly paranoid too. It can play with your mind. A lot of diagnosed paranoid 
schizophrenics started out as heavy weed users, you know. " 
 
We had a laugh about that but it was a medical fact. If in fact he was a Gigolo, then his 
career path would not have been one of longevity if he'd kept up the habit. 
 
"Then again," I mused. "I'd need something to help seduce some of those older ladies......." 
 
"You're not talking about Linda Palmerson are you? I think that she is younger than you, 
Joe. Didn't you... you know... think she was a bit of a spunk, as you horny men put it?" 
"Phht... the body was OK; but it was the attitude that was a turn off for this Lover Boy." 
 
"Oh please... you trying to tell me that you are one guy who requires an emotional 
attachment to a woman before you are sexually attracted to her.... give me strength!" 
 
“Mar, my sentimental and effeminate side may surprise you, my dear….” 
 
She shook her head in disbelief. 
 
We continued with our hunt. 
 
The Pantry contained what one would expect in any bachelor pad... very little of substance! 
No other surprises. The rest of the Kitchen cupboards that we looked through, produced 
nothing else out of the ordinary. All the cutlery, crockery and glassware was top of the 
range value. 
 
The Dishwasher was empty and clean. 
 
The fridge was empty yet clean. The Freezer contained some TV dinner packs and that was 
all. A Wine Cooler frig was stocked with good quality wine and several bottles of 
champagne. A small wine stack in the Pantry displayed superb tastes in the finest reds. 
 
I took three bottles out. 
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"Red or white girls?" 
"You can't do that!" Daphne exclaimed. 
 
"Why not?" replied Mar. "He certainly won't miss it, I'm sure. We might as well enjoy 
something from him as we had to look at his bashed-in head and we've lost shoe leather 
over him for the last five... five? Bloody hell… five weeks." 
 
This guy seldom ate in, that was obvious. 
 
The expensiveness of everything was for his benefit alone and whom-ever he may bring 
home on the odd occasion, I thought to myself. 
 
There was a huge flat screen TV. 
 
What I did notice, was there wasn't any personal added touches such as photographs or even 
prints on any wall. While it looked superb, it was cold. Impersonal. A set-piece photograph 
out of one of those fancy Decor magazines. 
Both large sets of shelving in the Lounge Room were on opposite walls facing one another. 
They looked as though they had been made especially for the location. Some sort of 
Australian hardwood had been used in the manufacture of them. They were exactly what I 
wanted on one wall of my Lounge, though my carpentry talents fell far short of this artisan 
made product. Each had three drawers in one end of each unit. 
 
These contained all his paperwork. 
 
Catalogued into their own folders. The folder front page clearly informing of the contents. 
 
"An ordered mind. Don't you just love these types of people? It makes our work so much 
easier." Mar quipped. A smile on her face. 
 
"An ordered mind, be buggered. These type of people… haven’t they got better things to 
do?" I replied. 
 
My own statement system was a large suitcase into which everything was tossed willy-nilly. 
 
"Never trust a person with an ordered mind... apart from being an OCD nut, they're slightly 
schizoid!" I offered defensively. 
 
"Oh? From one who should know. The learned Doctor on all things, has spoken." 
 
I ignored the sarcasm but noticed that the constant banter amused young Daphne. 
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"He's on Centrelink benefits would you believe. Centrelink payments must be vastly 
different here in Queensland than in NSW. A folder on the Corporate fees. A folder on the 
regular fortnightly cleaning roster. Ditto, the clothes laundering. Pick-up and drop-off 
service. Gym fees......why? When his equipment seemed more than enough for my liking. 
Rates. Electricity. Gas not for the unit but the indoor heated pool up near the top of the 
tower.......why? When the ocean is five easy steps away! The weekly outgoings are quite 
substantial and he appeared to own the Apartment outright with no encumbrances. The 
Centrelink payments wouldn't pay for all these outgoings! A stack of bank statements. Three 
local accounts. The maximum in each account no more than $200. Regular small deposits 
each week that would allow him to earn the maximum while keeping the Dole payments 
intact. I reckon that Safe will reveal a motza... a stack of $100 bills." 
 
"I agree, but where is the money coming from?" 
 
"Drug courier and selling business." Daphne replied. "The reason for these regular interstate 
trips… and his business with the women… you know, him a male prostitute." 
 
"Could be... makes sense. Combining two businesses into the one trip. Cuts down on 
overheads." 
 
One off the drawers disclosed an assortment of designer sun glasses. All brand names. I 
picked up a pair of Gucci wrap-around aviator glasses and popped them into my shirt 
pocket. Mar noticed the movement and gave a slight smirk; a raise of the eye-brows. 
 
There was a knock at the door. 
 
"That's the Safe Cracker, I reckon." Daphne muttered as she headed up the corridor to the 
front door. 
 
A wiry old bloke in a Queensland Police Search and Rescue uniform followed Daphne into 
the second bedroom. We all crowded into the walk-in robe. It wasn't that tight a squeeze 
which gives some indication of its size. 
 
"Nice." Mumbled Stanley Horvack after introductions all round. "A nice piece of work. I 
reckon that I can open it pretty smartly, though." 
 
Mar had the video on her iPhone going. 
 
"Just one moment." 
 
He left the small confines of the robe returning moments later with a chair. He climbed up 
on it to search the two shelves above. 
 



70	  

"Ah... here we are! Just as I thought. Most people get lazy. They keep the key around close, 
as it saves a hunt each time, whenever they forget the safe combination." 
He carried the chair back to where he had taken it, slowly inserted the Safe key, turned it 
then turned the handle. He swung the door open. A low whistle escaping his lips. 
The safe stacked with $100 notes and one of those concertina folders. 
 
"We've found the mother lode......" 
 
"It's got to be drugs. Drug dealing that's where all this came from." Mar declared. 
 
I held my tongue. 
 
A theory was whirling around in my head nudging the sides. Often to spin back into the 
grey matter with the thread barely remembered. It came into focus as the old bloke was 
bidding us farewell amid our thank youse. 
 
Daphne showed him to the door thanking him profusely for his quick action. 
 
"As you know, dearie, I'm based up in Brisbane. Been down here all day at the Gold Coast 
Station trying to get an Evidence Locker Safe open.... so’s yers were lucky.... still trying to 
get the friggin' thing open. Why us Cops have to have the Rolls Royce model in such things 
is beyond me. The bloody things have Cops walking around the thing 24/7....what better 
security than that?' I heard him complain as the front door closed behind him. 
 
"Gigolo......" I said, as Daphne came back into the Walk-in robe. Mar was still recording 
with her iPhone. She ignored my comment. 
 
"Not for that type of money... male prostitution wouldn't bring in that much green! If it 
does, then I reckon I’m in the wrong business!" Daphne countered. Mar agreed with the 
sentiments.  
 
My opinion on the matter rejected out of hand by the two females.  
 
I felt as though they would gang up on me all week-end.  
 
I thought it could very well be a lonely week-end. 
 
"Right....we've got to have continuity here. You two take a stack of the money and go and 
put it on the Dining Table. Stay together at all times even after you place the money. Turn 
around together and come back in here to get another stack while I follow you all the way. 
If one of you is going out of frame at any time, I'll yell out. Stop until we can get the 
wayward bastard back into frame......." 
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"Be careful, Mar. That's audio too, isn't it? How long will it go for?" 
"With the memory chip that I've got, 6 hours’ audio only. Half that for audio and video 
together." 
 
"OK... let's do it." 
 
It took us 6 trips to transfer the tied bundles of notes to the Dining table. 
 
"OK... you guys start counting it while I put the iPhone here where it gets both of you in 
frame. Ya perhaps better be quick with yer counting as I'm not running out of memory but 
battery life....so hurry the fuck up counting and talk up so that it gets recorded. I'm going to 
start looking through that concertina folder." 
"Forget that for the moment, help us with the count. Daphne, can you get what? About 4 
cases sent over to put the cash in. We need to place it in the Evidence Locker at the Station 
until we head for home......." 
 
"Can do." 
 
The three of us finished counting the wads of notes just as there was a knock on the door. 
Four coppers came in with more than enough bags. We signed over the $336,000 in notes 
and Daphne went with the four Queensland coppers so that the chain of evidence was not 
broken or tainted. 
 
"Do you want to start on that file for what-ever is in it?" I asked Marge. 
 
"Um......how about we wait till Daphne gets back and we trace out his car........have you 
noticed one thing though?" 
 
"Yeah. No computer, iPad or similar, no other mobiles or charging implements. Which 
means that he had all that shit with him. You found nothing in the 'Love Pad', 6C on 
Bayswater, so he had them on him. No-one goes for a jog in a freezing drizzle with his 
clothes bag, possibly a suit carrier, a knapsack and what-ever else. He was on his way to 
somewhere else......" 
 
"What? At around 6:30 in the morning when it’s still dark. And if you are right, why would 
the perps take all his belongings even down to the clothes that he was wearing?" 
 
"An argument with our Linda Palmerson. She chucks him out? She is concerned that her 
DNA maybe on the clothes that he is wearing...." 
 
"Nope. He was heading to the Airport?" 
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"As you said... the Manager of the Bayswater Apartments would gladly call for a cab... you 
don't walk through a darken park in light drizzle... towards the Harbour foreshore... unless 
he was going to catch a ferry." 
Mar clicked her fingers and pointed them at me to signify that she was with me. 
 
"Perhaps.... and if he was going to catch a Ferry, he was heading for another client 
perhaps..." 
 
"Jealousy... some old biddy didn't like the thought of sharing the guy...." 
 
"It took a bit of brawn to cause that much damage." 
 
I nodded my head. 
Marge walked out onto the balcony terrace, standing well away from the glass balcony 
railing. A worried look on her face. 
 
I continued. 
 
"To another destination. To another Client? Linda didn't like that so she tossed him out on 
his arse......." 
 
"We're stretching.... really stretching. You've convinced yourself that he is a Gigolo. A 
service provider for old horny rich widows.... now that's stretching it. Me? I'm remaining 
neutral with an open mind on the matter like every good Murder Investigator should. 
Though I'm leaning towards drug distribution......" 
 
Daphne came back into the room, puffing from obviously having run back from the District 
Police Station just as I mumbled something about sanctimonious bitches. 
 
"How about we take these keys and check out his wheels?" Mar invited. 
 
A smile of satisfaction showing me that she knew that she had me going. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
 
The first level of underground parking was for Visitor parking only and easily accessible 
from the lift. 
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To gain access to the next three underground levels, which were all reserved for tenants 
only, you needed to insert your Apartment key into a key-way, turn it and at the same time 
press the desired level. 
 
Of course, us bright minded Detectives took 3 goes before the lift started its descent to the 
lowest of the 3 levels! 
 
Each Apartment had either a single, twin, or triple garage with the number clearly displayed 
on each tilt-a-door. Of course, our Mr. Wailing Wall had to have the maximum allotment. 
 
A triple garage! 
 
I was starting to dislike our victim! 
 
We unlocked the middle door only. 
 
It swung up out of the way without so much as a screech of metal on metal. A series of 
ceiling mounted fluorescent tubes automatically came on as the tilt-a-door reached its 
maximum height. 
 
A beautiful, sparkling deep maroon Maserati sat coiled ready to strike. Or so it seemed to 
me. 
 
"Oh man... this guy had serious backing." I again mumbled to myself. I just had to sit in the 
driver's position... and dream... and drool. 
 
"And we thought Baby Brudda was the only jerk-off without any form of fore-play." Marge 
said sarcastically. "Boys with their toys.... ya can't beat them." 
 
"Now come on, girlie," I retorted. "I've seen you go all gooey over a pair of shitty high heels 
if I remember correctly. I had to scrape your tongue off the floor, I'm sure!" 
 
Beside the Maserati sat an AWD Beamer. Beside that sat a Harley 'Soft-tail' and a Duke. As 
I opened the door of the Beamer the whiff of marijuana was exceptionally strong. I opened 
up the back tailgate to reveal five 15 litre hard plastic containers tightly wrapped in plastic. 
They were tamped full with the green stuff. 
 
A quick squiz and a rough calculation of around $¾ mil. in street value came to mind. 
 
"Not a Gigolo, but just a good old fashion drug seller having a very wide distribution area." 
Mar exclaimed. 
 
Satisfaction a smirk across her face. 
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"Arr... I don't know. I reckon he had a Gigolo business on the side... and that helped with the 
constant interstate routine...." I wasn't about to let it go that easily! 
 
I ignored the stir, instead turning to Daphne. 
 
"You got coverage? If not, go back up and call in your Narc boys. We need to have all these 
vehicles impounded and strip-searched thoroughly, OK?" 
 
"Can do. But if we call it in now, we'll be lucky to get something to bite for at least another 
3 to 4 hours." 
 
"That's a point." I glanced at my watch. It was after 4 already. 
 
Bugger! 
 
"Let's ride down town in this beautiful machine. I bags to drive." 
 
The look on my two female colleagues was the answer. 
 
"No? Okay, let's get this done. I'll bet that there is some serious stuff hidden in those Bikes 
somewhere. A couple of the Bikie gangs in Sydney use a false compartment inside the fuel 
tank for Coke and 'E'... so these things will need to be pulled apart. Now there's a pity. Make 
the call, Daff, OK?" 
 
While we waited, we toured around the triple garage turning things over, looking around. 
Occasionally I returned to the front seat of the car to dribble a bit more. 
 
A Patrol Car turned up first. 
 
Parking on the street with an Unmarked placed at the entrance into the tenants' parking 
levels. It was a well-rehearsed dance sequence, so I thought. Then 3 4WDs with screeching 
tyres descended to the lower level. 
 
We followed their ascent by the screech of their tyres at each turn. 
 
Several tenants prevented from getting to their vehicles. 
 
The tones of annoyance very clear indeed reverberating around the concrete floors and 
walls. 
 
Three flat-top trucks sat at the entrance to the parking levels so that ingress and egress was 
blocked, in any case. 
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The head of the Narcotics Task Force on the Gold Coast was a string-bean of a man, over 
6'-0” tall in the old scale, with sinewy arms and hands, alert eyes, sharp nose, a habit of 
breathing through clenched teeth and bristle that seemed to cover his entire face and head. 
There seemed to be no delineation between the 5 o'clock grey shadow on his chin and on his 
scalp. A quiet authoritative voice. Eyes that seemed to pierce you as he spoke. 
 
A team of Narc Officers in forensic boiler suits climbed all around, over and under both 
vehicles before I signed the Release Forms. The vehicles were then driven up the four levels 
straight onto the flat-top trucks. There was some light-hearted competition as who was to 
drive the two vehicles and the motor-bikes up. 
 
I unfortunately, had no hope of inclusion in the ballot. 
 
We cast aside like bags of shit. 
The Narc boys are no different State to State. A law unto themselves. 
 
I'd like to think that I had not been like that when I was in the game but my memory refuse 
to alight onto those years. 
 
Convenient don't you think? 
 
"Let's shut this up and head upstairs to tidy up. Go get a bite to eat and come back and finish 
off. What do you girls think?" I turned to the Lead Narcs guy “He on your books? On your 
radar for drug distribution and selling?” 
 
He looked over at me. Shook his head. Turned and began to walk up the vehicle ramp. So 
much for friendliness between State brothers. 
 
“Girls? What’s the go?” I asked as I turned back to them. “Food?” 
 
"Not really. I'm bushed. Let's just download everything that we've recorded to-day and send 
a copy back to the Office. Pack up our things, another quick squiz through the joint. Then as 
far as I'm concerned, we can head back to the Apartment. Maybe have a quick shower, grab 
something to eat then have an early night. How about you?" 
 
"I'm with you, Boss. I'm with you." 
 
To be truthful I didn't feel like cooking a meal and neither, so it seemed, were the girls. 
 
Daphne stopped at the best Thai joint on the Strip, so she said, to pick up what turned out to 
be a feast.  
 
A bloody beauty!  
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We opened two of the reds that I had purloined from Wailing's Apartment. 
They seemed to taste all the better for the 'lift'. 
 
What with small talk and eating we still didn't get to bed until after mid-night. 
 
We had an early start planned for the morrow. 
 
That seemed a long way off as we dragged ourselves to bed promising each other that we 
would do a circuit jog and a lap or two before we headed out on the morrow. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
 
We left early the next morning, walking to the Station to pick up the Highway Patrol 
vehicle. 
 
As she had promised, as soon as we hit the Gold Coast to Brisbane free-way, she turned on 
the siren. 
 
It had been awhile since I had been in a speeding Police vehicle with all lights flashing and 
the siren blaring. In the hands of this child, the ride was more frightening then any Circus 
ride or Roller Coaster ride imaginable. 
 
Queensland drivers, on this Freeway in any case, are bloody stupid! They do not seem to be 
able to think through the consequences of driving behind the vehicle in front by less than 3 
metres. At 110 k.p.h! Not understanding that a collision is imminent while continuing with 
the stupid practise. Additionally, the concept of pulling over when an emergency vehicle 
comes screaming up behind them with all lights flashing and siren blaring also seems to 
escape their little minds. Pull over to let us through? Slow down? Doing both safely? 
 
Not on your bloody life. 
 
Just because that emergency vehicle is not speeding to a genuine emergency has nothing to 
do with it. 
 
I had thought that while we took the leisurely drive up to the hinterland behind 
Maroochydore on the Sunshine Coast north of Brisbane, I would be able to transcribe my 
case-book notes into my Laptop and send a copy off to Abbey in Sydney. 
 
Not on your life! 
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Both hands used to hang on as Daphne with deft control went from one side to the other 
over the four lanes of the free-way including the tow-lane to get around obstinate drivers. 
The trip instead of being a somewhat leisurely paced tour was a bloody terrifying ride to 
hell! 
 
Unfortunately, neither Mar nor I had any authority in replacing the young bob-haired lead 
foot from behind the wheel. 
 
Surprisingly, we eventually arrived safely at our destination after using the Brisbane Detour 
Motorway and the Bruce Highway north of Brisbane. 
 
It was a small community of decrepit houses settled deep into the bush well off the main 
northern highway. 
 
Haroldtown. 
 
An aboriginal settlement positioned well away from every convenience and service. Well 
out of harm's way, some would say. Others might proclaim “out of sight; out of mind!” 
 
One or two of the houses had the appearance of care while most were in a state of disrepair 
with broken windows, no doors, and large holes through outside walls. Burn marks from 
internal fires on some. Small shanties and humpies competed with the garbage and detritus 
in front and back yards. Skeletons of cars up on blocks. Further into the bush were vestiges 
of corrugated humpies. 
 
We must have slipped through a loosened time warp. It seemed that we were in a third 
world country and not one of the richest countries on earth. And not that far from a world 
renown strip of holiday magic! 
 
The trip into this scene that time forgot was a waste of time. 
 
Mama Wall was of a deep coffee complexion. No doubt Aboriginal descent. She was also 
either very drunk, or very high or just plain crazy. It would appear that it was the latter. Not 
a single word of sense escaped her lips the entire 20 minutes that we were there. The three 
purported sisters of Wailing Wall were only interested in when they may receive any 
financial gain from the death of their older brother. We were able to deduce that Wee-Two 
had not been raised in this burg. From a very early age he had been raised by his natural 
father further up and closer to the coast. It was learnt that the bashing victim had had trouble 
in both High School and University for 'carrying on' with older women, old enough to be his 
mother! 
 
This had resulted in his expulsion from both institutions. 
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This life-style, this devil's habit as the three girls chorused, had continued to this very day. 
 
"An altogether horrid man who could take advantage of old, lonely women. Now get out! 
You bring news of the devil with you!" The three sisters screamed in unison. 
 
A leisurely drive by comparison with no flashing lights or blaring siren took us to the 
residence of Mr. Wall Senior. 
 
A Nursing Home on the banks of a small creek. Beautifully tended gardens and grassy, tree 
spotted surrounds. More in keeping with a Government run asylum, I thought to myself. 
 
After identifying ourselves, the old lady who sat behind a high fronted reception counter 
giving you the impression that she was hiding from the world not wishing discovery, rang 
through to the Matron. 
 
The portly Matron strode out to greet us like an officious camp commander. 
 
"You wish to speak to our Mr. Wall? Do you have the correct paperwork to enable you to 
do so?"  
 
Daphne showed her the paperwork.  
 
The Matron nodded her head. "Very well. Certainly. Please follow me." 
 
I changed my opinion of her. 
 
She had suddenly become a kindly Matron who concerned herself with all her charges. 
 
We walked quickly down a corridor of shiny, highly reflective, and antiseptically clean 
vinyl sheeting with doors on either side. 
 
Some were open. 
 
Sunny, open Bed-sitter units with a small Kitchenette. Expansive terraced areas were linked 
to each unit by large sliding glass doors. An occasional figure either sat in the sun or was 
lounging on their bed. Everything smelt fresh and clean. 
 
"Some of our tenants.... that’s what we like to call them, not Nursing Home Patients... like 
to have their front door open as a sign that who-ever wants to, can pop-in... for a chat... most 
welcome. We do have a bit of a problem with that with some of our Tenants though. Our 
Mr. Georgie Wall in particular has quite a harem, so to speak." 
 
She gave a little giggle. 
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Looked up at me with somewhat an embarrassed grin. 
"I'm afraid that there are a few of our ladies who have an 'itch'.... if you know what I mean... 
and if discovered that there is a man who can still oblige, so to speak, he can become a very 
popular person... if you get my drift." 
 
Another look of slight embarrassment. 
 
The door was open, but The Matron gave a little knock before she entered. 
 
"Is that you, Mildred my dear? You're a little eager, aren't you? Our Appointment was not 
for another half hour or so." 
 
A head of tightly wound grey-white curls popped out from around a corner of the suite. 
 
"Oh!... Oh, Matron. It's you!" He looked decidedly embarrassed now. "It seems that I have 
other Visitors. Please. Do come in. This is Deborah. She was about to leave." 
 
Like a true gentleman, he escorted the somewhat shame-faced, contrite looking elderly 
woman to the door. 
 
"Perhaps we can share a cup of coffee this afternoon, my dear? Say around 3? In the garden 
at our favourite Table?" 
 
She gave a slight nod of her head. 
 
A sudden smile lit up her face. 
 
"Until then." She excitedly squealed. She reminded me of a young teenager wrapped up in 
her first feelings of love. 
 
She smoothed down her dress and walked briskly out of the small Unit. 
 
"I'm sorry Matron..." 
 
"You promised me, George, that you would tone it down..." 
 
"Yes... well... the mysteries of nature, my Dear. How am I to ignore a pleading heart? A 
bleeding soul? A lady in pain?" 
 
"Enough George. I do not want to prescribe another round of sedatives for you again. We 
will talk about that later." 
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Now the officious “Camp Commander” came to the fore, before settling back to the kind 
Matron personified. As though butter wouldn't melt in her mouth. 
 
"These people need to speak to you, George. They are from the Police." She added. 
 
He stood like a chastised boy in front of the Matron. I had an immediate vision of like 
father, so is the son. 
 
"I'm sorry Matron... but remember what happened last time. You almost had a revolt on 
your hands, Matron." 
 
Like that chastised child, he had to get the last word in! I wondered briefly who was in 
charge of the Asylum! 
 
"George... you will not be the only one being prescribed... enough. These people have 
serious business to attend to." She turned to Mar. "Come by my Office after you have 
finished your matters with George, will you?" 
 
With that she wheeled on a heel. Her rubber heeled shoe let out a screech of objection. She 
strode purposefully away back up the corridor. An occasional squeal from her shoes fading 
as she progressed. 
 
The old man stood straight. Around 170 or 5'-7” maybe 8” in the old scale. Trim at around 
70-75 kg. Not a paunch to be seen. A round, kind face. Eyes that beamed intelligence and 
fun. White teeth that I bet were still his own. An open friendly smile. A welcoming mien 
about him that oozed from every pore. His skin that light coffee colour as was his son's. 
 
"Come... come outside and sit on the terrace. It's such a lovely day for it, I think. Would any 
of you like a coffee as I'm about to make myself a cuppa. Yes? Both seats and mugs maybe 
at a premium, I'm afraid. With all of you here. We may need to pinch both cups and chairs 
from Doris next door." A quick little chuckle at his own joke. "I don't get that many guests 
in groups. They're usually one.... maybe less often as two. Please excuse the display that you 
have just witnessed. I apologise." 
 
Mar was enthralled by the old man. 
 
Me? I could see through the suave exterior... a thin veneer, so I thought. We three sat around 
an outdoor metal and glass topped table. On cold metal chairs. Dappled sunlight still 
warmed our faces even though my arse was suffering frost-bite, so it felt. A bird feeder 
hanging some way from our position was overcrowded with Rainbow Lorikeets with the 
striking scarlet-red of several King Parrots patiently awaiting their turn on tree limbs higher 
up. The sounds of the squawking, raucous birds were off-putting to Mar but I found it 
incredible. Startlingly beautiful. 
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"Give me a Canary, any day." She mumbled. 
 
George refused the offered help as he bought out a large plunger jug of coffee and four 
mugs on a tray. He placed them on the table and went back inside to retrieve milk, cream, 
sugar and chocolate biscuits. 
 
"Help yourselves, ladies and gentleman." He eyed both women as future adornments. So I 
thought, in any case. "How can I help you?" He crooned as he sat down. The action almost 
feminine. Lady-like and delicate. 
I started in before Mar could get the chocolate biscuit out of her mouth. 
"We are investigating the homicide bashing murder of your son, Wailing Wall. In Sydney, 
some weeks back. We would like to be able to take your DNA for absolute proof of 
Wailing's identity. And ask a few questions." 
 
"Yes... the Queensland Police who informed me of his death did mention that facial 
identification was a little hard to discern... you were one of those a week back weren't you, 
my dear?" He caressed Daphne's hand. 
 
I wanted to lean across the table and swipe away his clammy little tentacle. She nodded her 
head and removed her hand to awkwardly pick up her coffee mug in her left hand. 
 
The gesture not lost on the old bloke. 
 
A slimy sod, I thought to myself. Used to getting his way with the ladies. 
 
"Yes...you have my permission to collect my DNA. It may be interesting in the future to 
help track my progeny." A smile at the joke. 
 
I felt that it was somewhat of a boast. 
 
"But I don't know whether I can offer any more than that which I gave to the Police the 
other week." 
 
"Before we begin with too many questions, and before you have any coffee, perhaps we 
could extract that DNA sample?" 
 
Mar did the honours, taking only several short moments to obtain the sample. 
 
"Right...um....We were hoping that you can give us some background perhaps. We've just 
been to see his mother in Haroldtown, but I'm afraid that she was of little help. Neither were 
his three younger sisters." 
"Yes...horrid little things. They are not Wailing's sisters and that was not Wailing's 
mother..." 
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"Oh? We were under the impression........" 
 
"No! Wrongly obtained, obviously. Nothing but gold-diggers, those three. Their mother, the 
poor old thing that you may have seen on your visit, was a well-known girl of exceptional 
talent and a beautiful singing voice. All around Australia. On the Club circuit. I had a brief 
dalliance with her. I didn't even know that she was pregnant...with triplets. My first actually, 
although there are two sets of twins some-where about!" 
A smug smile that almost boiled my blood. These objects of a secret dalliance seemed to be 
Awards placed on his mantle-piece of life. To look at and boast about occasionally. 
 
"The poor dear took some type of hallucinogenic drug that was from a bad batch I'm lead to 
believe. Affected her mind badly, just about blew it actually. And also, effected the learning 
abilities of the girls while they were still in the womb." A sad nod of his head. "She had to 
move back to her mother's place in Haroldtown to be taken care of... the girls may make the 
journey if they remember maybe once a year...to get money from me. I give them $100 each 
and send them on their way, I'm afraid." 
 
"Then who is Wailing's birth mother?" Mar asked as she bit into her second chocolate 
biscuit. 
 
We'd had a breakfast on the run this morning would be her excuse. And it was coming up to 
lunchtime. 
 
That's what she'd say. 
 
I'd bet my left knacker on it! 
 
"Arrm...a beautiful woman named Deidre O'Henry. Everyone knew her as 'Diddy'. I fell in 
love with her, we fell in love with each other while we were both at QU in Brisbane. I was 
the English History and English Lit Lecturer while she was the Mathematics guru. 
Unfortunately, at the time that she fell pregnant with Wailing's older sister, she was married 
to the Dean...not a good position to be in." A sharp intake of breath. A little chuckle. "But 
we got by. Both of us became Teachers at James Cook in Townsville. Shared a wonderful 
life together until she died some time ago. It left a hole in my heart. Wailing doesn't even 
remember her...she died from complications after giving birth to him. She was older than 
me by some years...Wailing tells a romantic story of a mother of cross-blood origins who 
asked the Birthing Mother as he was born, where the loud wailing was coming from. That is 
all that story is…a story. I guess that he inherited my colouring…perhaps some cross-blood 
way back." 
 
I was sick and tired of this smug little bastard trotting out his accomplishments. 
 
Like father like son, I almost spat out! 
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I got up and strolled towards the feeder swinging in the air still crowded with birds. The 
magnificent King Parrots were now getting their fill. They took no notice of my approach. 
 
"Wailing's sister's name and whereabouts?" Daphne asked curtly. 
 
"She's a Research Fellow with QURI on the QU Campus near the Royal Hospital. A very 
intelligent and brainy woman who fortunately got her brains from both of us and her beauty 
off her mother. Brenda 'Beanie' Pembroke...that was Diddy's maiden name. I'm afraid she 
and I do not now see eye to eye...I think she may have been here twice with her brother in 
the 10 years that I've adorned these Palace walls..." Another laugh at his own joke. 
"…although I basically reared her from the age of 10 after her mother died. She sees both I 
and Wailing as basically women-haters...I have no idea...she doesn't respect either me or 
Wailing for our life-styles or habits. Everyone entitled to their opinion. We do what we do 
to survive. To like ourselves." 
 
"I'd imagine that the fees for this establishment are quite high...." Daphne intimated. 
 
"My pension from the Uni is quite generous. Arrm...Wailing has invested a sizable number 
of dollars in a very lucrative Share portfolio that seems to just grow of its own accord even 
considering the GFC some time back. He must have had the best advice..." 
 
"Where did he get his money from?" Daphne continued. 
 
"Come child...you really do not want a father to incriminate his only son, now do 
you...hmmm?" 
 
"Well...it seems strange that he could afford his life-style while drawing the Dole? And 
setting up a generous, so it seems, Portfolio for you in old age." 
 
The old man shrugged his shoulders. A hint of a smile crossed his face. 
 
"How old are you, Mr. Wall?" She asked. 
 
I knew what she was trying to do. 
 
Get him talking again. 
 
I doubted that she would prevail unless it was about himself. 
 
"Born in 1927...July 4. That puts me around the mid to late 80's. I doubt that there would be 
many men on this earth who can still satisfy a woman at that age...on some days several in 
that day...some of us can be lucky!" There was a hint of boastfulness in the tone of his 
voice. 
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"Now that is incredible! Pills?" Appealing to his vanity. 
 
"No... although I won't say that I've never had the need for them. At one stage, there was 
this woman...poor dear, she died not that long ago actually, which maybe was a blessing in 
disguise....it was creating some jealousy amongst the other women around here." A hint of 
pride in his voice. 
 

"Where did you get the Viagra from, George?" 
 
"Wailing of course. He could lay his hands on just about anything that you wanted......." 
 
"Do you think that was the reason why he was killed...his dealing in drugs. Hard and soft?" 
 
"I really don't know...but if I was to theorise I'd say it was more than likely a jealous 
husband.... he didn't have that sense about him...if the woman paid him attention he'd pour 
on the charm...without thinking about the consequences or whether there was an angry 
husband nearby...I guess I learnt the hard way myself, but not by losing my life." 
 
"But that wouldn't explain the toys that he accumulated. Making love to women wouldn't 
earn him that type of change, I wouldn't think?" 
 
"Depends on the means available, I guess...I should get a little sleep as I'll need my energy 
this afternoon. I'll show you to the door." 
 
"We'll help to take the things inside and rinse them out." 
 
"That's quite all right...." He said as he opened the door. "I'll get to them after you leave.... 
thanks for the offer." 
 
An invitation to leave wrapped in a smile and good manners. This was not the normal script. 
 
It was us who normally terminated interviews. 
 
I was flabbergasted. 
 
At no time in my career had an interview terminated with so much charm and non-violence 
and not by us. As Mar and I stood, Mar picked up the remaining chocolate biscuit. 
 
I scowled at her. 
"It looked lonely by itself in the middle of the plate." She uttered by way of explanation. 
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At the door, he shook each of our hands, bade us safe journey and was about to shut the 
door on our faces when I said. "One more thing, George. Wailings two brothers? Do you see 
them often? Was Wailing close to them?" 
 
"His two brothers? There were no others...I have no idea where you would get such 
information from. I have a set of twin boys that one could...if you wish to be 
technical...consider as Wailing's half-brothers...They were the sons of a woman that I had 
some time for...around arr...my dear wife's death. I know that Wailing did keep in contact 
with one of them.... up Childers way. On a farm." 
 
He looked down at the floor a little guiltily. As though he may have furnished a little too 
much information. 
 
"Nothing else then, Officers? Then I'll bade you good afternoon." 
 
Mar smiled that knowing smile of hers. Whispering under her breathe as the door closed on 
us. 'You one smarmy, old bastard!' 
 
Daphne appeared somewhat miffed. 
 
I just smiled the smile of a wise man. 
 
We wandered down the corridor covertly glancing into every suite that we passed that had 
its door open. Several of the 'tenants' who saw our inquisitiveness waved us in as though 
visitors were at a premium. 
 
Maybe they were. 
 
This manner of dying was not for me. 
 
I was going to go out fast and not linger in any form of Hostel, Nursing Home, or Hospital. 
 
Then again, I bet you that nearly every patient.... sorry.... tenant here would utter the same 
thoughts if asked. 
 
We eventually found the Matron's Office and ushered in with a smile. 
 
"Sorry about what you saw. I would hope that discretion would be one of your virtues?" 
 
We all nodded our heads in unison. 
Like a trio of those open-mouthed rotating heads of clowns at the Circus or Side-show Alley 
at the Royal Easter Show. 
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"Poor George is somewhat of an enigma. If we curtail the occasional visit which, by the 
way, is far less than he may have intimated in front of you, the ladies.... a few....do get a 
little upset. Some time ago he was on the verge of marrying a lovely old dear.... several 
others were jealous enough to cause actual physical harm to her...I know that it may sound 
cold but I am glad to some extent that she died...George in his own indomitable way, does a 
sterling job in keeping the peace here. I hope though, that the death of his son does not 
cause this establishment any trouble or bad press as they now say...hmm?" 
 
"No, Matron. There appears to be no connection at all between the father and the son as the 
cause of this gruesome murder. And thus, by extension, your beautiful establishment." I 
assured her. 
 
She beamed at this comment as though the Queen may have given her blessings to the 
Home! 
 
After several more minutes of niceties, we walked out into the warmth of the sun and 
climbed into the Patrol vehicle. 
 
"We have to take the DNA sample to Forensics which is located along with the Police 
Pathology and Morgue on the QU campus not that far from QURI. We could kill three birds 
with the one stone and also take advantage of their excellent Cafeteria before we visit 
'Beanie' Pembroke. What do you say?" 
 
"Sounds right to us. How long though, as I'm having stomach growls?" Complained Mar. 
"That was a bit strange though don't you think? What the Matron said." 
 
"Not really. No. I don't think so. She was just showing concern for her Home. After all, it is 
her responsibility and she would not like any dark mark against her establishment." 
 
"Did I get it wrong or misunderstand the man. I am sure that he stated early in the peace that 
Wailing had two brothers.... then he backs out of that statement." 
 
"Mmm....I'd be very sceptical about anything that the old man says." 
 
"Still....it may be useful to check out the brother aspect." 
 
"What for?" 
 
"The growing of marijuana, perhaps. Childers? That’s in the middle of an agricultural area, 
isn’t it? A prime region for the growing of marijuana leaf, I suspect." 
 
"Mmm....that's something for the Queensland Police to track out.... what do you think, girl?" 
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"Yeah...for sure.... I’ll let the Narc boys know about it." 
 
We headed south back down the Bruce Highway towards Brisbane as both Mar and I 
continued to update our Case-book notes and transcribe them onto our Laptops ready to 
send them off to the Office. 
We were now going at a reasonable speed to permit this to happen. 
 
Guy Henderson, our office “dogs-body” and one of half a dozen day shift non-Police Office 
Staff, would have his work cut out for him. Both Mar and I had three full days of notes and 
detail in our Case Note-books. He would ensure that copies would be transferred into the 
digital Murder Book while a hard copy would be attached to the Murder Book Volume that 
was kept on my desk. 
 
Abbey could read it at his leisure. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
 
"I won't be long." Daphne said as she popped the boot and jumped out of the car. 
 
She leaned into the window beside me. Our heads almost clashing. "I'll put a rush on this 
but I suspect that it will still take some 8 to 10 weeks. Should I get it sent straight down to 
your Forensic Group for the comparison?" 
 
"Arm.....yeah. Make sure that you label it Wailing Wall. Bayswater Harbourside Park 
Bashing Death. July 2013." I gave her the NSW Murder Squad Case Number. 
 
"As good as done." She informed us as she took her Crime Bag from the boot to vault up the 
front entrance steps of the Forensic Building two at a time. 
 
"She's a good kid, isn't she?" I commented to Mar. It was my turn in the front seat. "You 
finished your Notes?" 
 
"Two ticks.... she’s got the hots for you, my man. I'd be careful if I were you. There we 
go...do you want to swap Laptops so we can read each other's words on the case?" 
 
"Facts, my girl. Facts! That's all that should be put into the Murder Book." 
Marge read for some minutes. 
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"In that case, why do you write, which you now have in italics, the day after the crime scene 
visit...Jealous husband? Cuckold lover? There is no evidence at this stage to support such 
assumptions." 
 
"Because of what you said at that little meeting we had under the tree in the drizzly mist 
about the size of his member and what that…...what was his name? The young Uniform 
bloke who bought up about the backpack and iPad. Only a jealous husband or a lover who 
wanted to erase something that maybe on that iPad would go to the trouble of completely 
erasing Wee-Two's ID from us for quite some time, so it turned out." 
 
"Yeah......PC Bryce Edwards........yeah, I was impressed with him too. I'll mention that in an 
e-mail to Abbey for future thoughts.......I understand what you are saying, but it still isn't a 
fact, so therefore it shouldn't have been included in the notes that go into the Murder Book. 
This can be and is often the case, given to the Defence Team at trial. Especially in a case 
such as this. So, your personal thoughts should not be included. Them's the rules." 
 
"I've always done it....and had no opposition from Abbey about that breaking the rules...." 
 
"That's why perhaps, you are still a D2 when your talent screams a D3 or higher......you 
ignore proper protocol!" 
 
"Gord. I love you too, girlie.......then what's your excuse?" 
 
I got a clout across the back of the head that had my eyes watering. 
 
"You're bloody impossible, Joe Lind!" Was her accompanying remark. 
 
After some moments, she asked all civil-like again as Daphne climbed back into the car. 
"You ready to send?" 
 
"They'll try to make it as quickly as they can......you guys ready to go. The QURI Building 
is not that far away actually. It's pretty close in fact, just across the Oval next to the 
Morgue." 
 
"Medical Science and Research has come a long way in 200 years. They're still stealing 
cadavers and bits and pieces from the Morgue and the Death House." I sniggered. 
 
Daphne giggled her little girl giggle. 
 
Mar harrumphed from the back seat. 
 
"Yeah, almost. I'll just finish off this e-mail and then we can send all our Crime Notes off 
together. There's a strong signal here, so wait one moment." 
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After completion of our tasks and we had placed our Laptops into their sleeve shoulder 
bags, we drove up to a building that straight-away had me wondering what hallucinogenic 
drug the Architect was on when he designed the thing. It was all angles, off-set over-hangs, 
bits missing, odd shaped windows and bright mosaics of colour that gave you a giddy attack 
as you approached the front Foyer area. 
Having the Patrol Vehicle with all its finery allowed us at least, to park the thing at the base 
of the vast entry step arrangement that curled around the ubiquitous water feature, instead of 
the Visitors' Car Park some 150 metres away. 
 
Our position clearly defined as a 'Drop-off' zone only. 
 
No Standing. No Parking permitted. 
 
After enquiring as to the whereabouts of Miss Brenda Pembroke at a Reception Counter that 
defined logic although the five staff behind it were delighted with its functionality, we were 
escorted to a fifth-floor Conference Room. 
 
The Security person thought perhaps that we were going to make off with the brass door 
handle furniture as he stood at ease with his back to the door. A slight knock ordered his 
retreat.….to stand guard outside in the corridor no doubt. 
 
Until obligated to escort us from the building. 
 
An Amazon of a woman, curvaceous, well stacked, with a close-cut butch hair style except 
for a loose swirl across the left eye, a blonde streak hair rinse extenuating the tight matt of 
small curls across her scalp. Smooth, unblemished coffee-coloured skin and close on 180 
cm. tall in ridiculously high stilettos, strode purposefully into the room to extend her hand 
and introduce herself as 'Beanie' Pembroke, Assistant Head Researcher to Professor 
Higgins. 
 
I was about to ask what language did the imprisoned chimpanzees speak and whether 
pleased at their enforced incarceration when she spoke over my thoughts as though she was 
aware of the direction of my opening gambit. It would appear that the gambit has been 
heard before and my originality was not that original! I felt that the she-woman would be 
more at home in a high-class Burlesque Show more so than the Queensland University 
Research Institute. 
 
"Please....please sit. Coffee? Water? No? I know why you are here. It's about the murder of 
my younger brother in Sydney last month. It was a bit of a shock but not entirely 
unexpected. His way of life was only going to foretell his way of death, I'm sure. I really 
don't know of what help I can be to you people. I haven't seen or spoken to Wailing for 
years." 
"You accompanied him to see your father......" 
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She flicked her short finger-nails on the table top. Her white Lab coat yawned open to 
reveal a low-cut mid-blue T-shirt. You could have lost yourself in her cleavage. When she 
grows up she's gunna be one hell of a mumma, I thought to myself. Forgetting that she must 
have been around my age...never seeing the backside of forty again! 
A resigned sigh escaped her lips. 
"My father has that as a wish list item. What's the buzz words now? His bucket List. It 
would be 5 years since I have visited him and I'd guess twice that since I last saw him when 
Wailing happened to be there at the same time. I'm afraid keeping in touch with my father 
and brother do not warrant highly in my 'to do things'." Coldness in her voice. "We are what 
one would call alienated.... estranged from each other. A completely dysfunctional family. I 
know that Wailing and his father were close.... two pods so to speak......what else can I say." 
 
"Have you any idea who would be the beneficiaries of Wailing's estate, which I can tell you, 
maybe quite significant." 
 
Marge gave me a negative look. 
 
"That's of course if the Queensland Government do not consider his estate the proceeds of 
crime in which case there may be little to share." I added. 
 
She glared in my direction. 
 
"No. And I don't care! If it happens to be me and as you say, the Government do not want 
any of the ill-gotten gains, then a Charity or Charities of my choosing would benefit 
greatly.......though my partner wouldn't mind the Beamer while I wouldn't say no to the 
Harley." 
 
She smiled at her attempted humour. A wide toothy smile broke the tightness of her face 
altering her appearance to allow an extremely attractive countenance to shine through. 
 
"How are you aware of the vehicles that he drives?" I asked. "If you do not keep in regular 
contact?" 
 
Suspicion beginning to climb about the ulterior motives of this tall woman. 
 
"My partner and I have had to attend various Gala Benefits within the Research 
Community. On one occasion, early last summer, we were being assisted from our vehicle 
by the Bell-hop or Car-boy what-ever you call them...they go and park your car and bring it 
back when you are leaving. Attending a Benefit night at the Casino for research into MS. 
My brother was waiting at the kerbside for his car to be delivered.... with some raunchy 
Call-girl type hanging off his shoulder. Big tits half hanging out. But obviously on the 
downside of an entertainment career so to speak...We hardly acknowledged each other but I 
did notice the Beamer as it stopped in front of him...the bike...a similar experience at a 
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drive-through...Macca's I think...he recognised my car I think and pulled his helmet visor up 
as he was in front of us. Now...if there is nothing else?" 
 
"You were how old when your mother died?" 
 
This bought her up with a jolt. 
 
She looked down at the table and for the first time there was emotion in her voice. She held 
her hands tightly together. 
 
"I fail to see what that has to do with Wailing's murder." 
 
"We'll be the judge of what is and what isn't relevant to our enquiries." 
 
She looked through me. If stares were bullets, I'd be bleeding a bucket full! 
 
"Very well." She replied sternly. "Mum was too old to fall pregnant when she did. I was 20 
about halfway through my Uni course. I left home after Mum died. She was the only reason 
why I stayed in that house for so long. It took her two years of sheer agony after Wailing 
was born for her to die. That bastard, my father couldn't give a damn.... going out seducing 
other women for all he was worth. And Wailing has his genes....in a way I could surmise 
that it was some jealous husband catching up with the smug little bastard.......anything else?" 
 
She made no movement to get up off her chair. Or wipe away the tears from the corners of 
her eyes. 
 
The three of us gave her space to continue if she wanted to. 
 
As often happens. 
 
"She once told me that it was the worst mistake that she had made in her life...having an 
affair with him. But the 'magic' as she called it, seemed to linger for many years...and then 
she got just plain tired of his continued philandering but she couldn't tear herself away. 'On 
a good day, he could be so bloody charming, knowing which buttons to push to want her, to 
make her stay', she once said to me...I loved that lady because that is what she was...and the 
arse-hole of a father...no more needs to be said." 
 
"Do you know that your father said the same thing...that he thought it could be a jealous 
husband exacting revenge...on your brother?" 
She looked across at me with cold eyes. 
 
"What? You think perhaps that my father has repented......from what I hear he has a virtual 
harem at that Nursing Home.......all these lonely old women hanging off his every word. Or 
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hanging off something if one would want to be so obscene. That would be absolute heaven 
for him! And I can assure you sir, I am nothing like my father!" 
 
The last spat out with some force and venom. 
 
I wondered if she didn't visit her father or have any connection with her brother, how she 
knew about the harem. There didn't seem any point or relevance to the case to ask her  
about it. 
 
We wished her well, informing her she’d be kept in the loop and that she may be required 
for the trial which could be some time off. 
 
She indicated that if required to give evidence, then she would. 
 
"What the fuck that would or could be and whether it would be of any benefit to the case 
has me beat." She stated scornfully. "But if I'm needed, I'll be there. If not, I won't even 
bother to keep tabs on it or its conclusion. Good morning, Officers. I hope that I was of 
some help seeing as how you have travelled some kilometres." 
 
She nodded at the Security Officer as she headed out the door. 
 
Her authority for him to escort us out. 
 
She didn't look back at us as she headed in the opposite direction. We herded by the Guard 
towards the Lift Lobby and the Ground Floor Entrance area. The silent guy really seemed to 
earn his salary! 
 
Her high heels clacking staccato pronto-like away from us. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
 
After the hectic drive north this morning, with lights flashing and siren blasting, it was a 
leisurely drive back to the Gold Coast. 
 
We stopped at a well-known, highly recommended Take-away Fish and Chip Shop just off 
the Gold Coast Freeway and nosed the car down beside some muddy, languid river to enjoy 
the late lunch. 
We sat at a picnic table, one of several that dotted the prescribed Rest Area nestled on the 
banks of the river. Two Motorhomes and a 4WD towing a caravan were nestled under large 
Willows not far up from the bank of the river. A free camping spot for a couple of days. The 
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cries of water fowl and other birds mingled with the constant whoosh of traffic up on the 
Motorway. 
 
We three ended up talking for close on two hours about the Wall Case and the 'Spot' 
Bezzano killing. 
 
Daphne intrigued by our description of Baby Brudda, Craig Templeton and what drives a 
man like that. 
 
There was no understanding or comprehension for normal people to unravel the motives of 
such a killer. 
 
The same as it is very difficult to explain and understand the motives behind those rabid 
Muslim Terrorists who seemed to think that blowing themselves up plus perhaps hundreds 
of their own faith is explainable. 
 
It isn't. 
 
But then, neither is the true nature of War. 
 
We started off down the Freeway towards the Gold Coast. 
 
My mobile buzzed in my pocket. 
 
It was DS Church. 
 
"Just finished reading your up-dates. Monday morning first thing, I want you and Marge to 
collar Judge Palmerson in his Chambers before the start of the day. I understand that he 
hasn't anything listed until mid-morning, but that rarely makes any difference to his arrival 
time. Always on the button at 7:30 AM. Be there to greet him. OT is back on. Has his 
breakfast bought up to him from the Law Kitchen, apparently! He's heavily into Medicinal 
Tea. I want you to hold that fraudulent matter of going AWOL for close on three years now 
to Canberra over his head. He knows that once that becomes knowledge his days of being a 
Judge are very much numbered. It just may help to loosen his tongue...or cause a jewel to 
drop from his mouth. That seems to correspond with his wife commencing her dalliance 
with Wailing Wall and the placing of the love nest in her name. That's no coincidence! 
Good job. I agree with your side comment.......either a jealous husband or a lover gone cold 
in case of the Wailing Wall murder. Enjoy the week-end but don't come back to work tired, 
or hung over...." A laugh heard as he hung up. 
 
I replayed Abbey's comments and orders to Marge and Daphne. 
 
"We're getting close...I can feel it!" Responded Mar. 



94	  

"So, you now agree with my original assessment and gut feeling?" 
 
"Don't get too smug, my boy. The fat lady isn’t singing just yet. I think a turn or two is yet 
to come that may take the case in another direction away from your gut ache...." 
 
"Put your money where your mouth is. I'll lay a Fifty that it's one of the two!" 
 
"You know that's against regulations......but I'll take a tenner on it being simply a crime of 
opportunity......" 
 
Daphne joined in on the book. 
 
"I'm with Marge, here. A Tenner from me!" 
 
"OK girls. You're on!" 
 
My phone buzzed again. 
 
"That Joe Lind? This is Harry Foreman from Technical Support. We've just received 
information from the Mobile Phone Carrier Service provider. They've managed to isolate a 
mobile number. The Owner of which spent some hours in the Park on the night of the 
murder before presumably said owner of said mobile caught a ferry at around 7:10 AM on 
that morning. They presume that the Bearer caught a ferry as the passage clearly shows it on 
the water of Sydney Harbour before being lost at Manly Wharf. At that time of morning the 
traffic begins to pick up and becomes one coagulated glob apparently. But the number in 
question is 0319 666 448. Billing name Scott Tompkins. Billing Address 136 Palm Beach 
Boulevard Crescent, Palm Beach." 
 
I repeated the details back to him to check that I had it right and so Mar could also write the 
number, name and address down. 
 
"You've got it Joe......" 
 
"Thanks Harry. Good job. Well done." 
 
I signed off and filled Mar in on this information. 
 
"Crime of opportunity? You better make sure you have a spare tenner, Joe. We should see if 
we can nail this bastard first thing instead of the Judge. What do you think?" She suggested. 
 
"Really, I think that we would have a moderate to high chance of catching this guy at home 
on Sunday night more than Monday after seeing the Judge. I'll ring Abbey and see if that's 
OK. OK by you?" 
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"We don't need to change our flight plans, do we? But can we have an Unmarked placed at 
the Airport for when we fly in. We can go straight from the Airport to that address. We'll 
need wheels on Monday morning to visit the Judge in any case. What do you think?" 
 
"Good idea. I'll clear it with Abbey." 
 
An Unmarked would be waiting for us at the Airport Security Compound on Sunday 
afternoon after we landed. OT to start from when we got into the car until we got home that 
night. 
 
I don't remember much of Friday night. 
 
It was a unanimous vote to kick up our heels at the Casino. 
 
There was an overseas singer as the star attraction and afterwards, the dance floor got a 
beating with me having to satisfy two women for quite some time before Mar was taken 
from my arms by some suave muscle bound twit with blonde streaks in his hair. 
 
She eventually staggered into the Apartment early on Saturday morning in the same 
glamorous outfit that she had worn to the Casino. A little worse for wear. She didn't even 
notice that Daphne was asleep in my arms as she headed towards the shower, dropping 
clothes as she went. 
 
I got up to see if she was OK. 
 
"Fuck off, Joe. Fuck off. Why didn't you stop me from leaving with that guy last night? 
Christ I'm sore....I am not a teenager by any stretch of the imagination.... rub my back will 
you, please." 
 
I stepped into the shower to do as directed. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
 
 
We agreed to not transfer the stash of notes to Sydney but leave them in the safe keeping of 
the Queensland Police. It would be they, sometime in the future, who would need to make 
the decision on what to with the estate in any case under the 'Proceeds from Crime Act' 
regardless of the death occurring in NSW. 
 
We went through the formalities of signing off Wall's personal effects, property, and 
belongings. Once the body was definitely ID'ed through DNA analysis as that of Wall 
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Senior's son, all the formalities and release of the body would be processed and the Last 
Will and Testament acted upon. The Queensland Police Narcotics Bureau wanted clear 
possession of the Apartment for their benefit which involved further signing of release 
documents and protocol adherence in such a case. 
 
It would have been so much easier if he was murdered in Queensland at his home address 
and not in some harbour-side park in Sydney. 
 
Even he being murdered in Bosnia for example, would not have involved as much 
paperwork. 
 
But them's the breaks I guess. At least we got to spend five days on the Gold Coast. 
Something that was rare amongst the Detective teams in the Squad Room.  
 
Daphne followed through with all the correct signatories and protocols like a trooper. 
 
The Concertina Folder was signed over to our care. Anything that may affect the Will 
Reading or the Narc's further investigation that may be found in the folder, will be handed 
over to the Queensland Police post haste. We did not want to go through and itemise each 
slip of paper in the folder as this may have led to one big head-ache as to who was the 
rightful possessor of any said document at that time. 
 
The shit will free itself from the blanket in the wash, in any case. 
 
Daphne took us to the Gold Coast Airport mid-afternoon and amid a tear filled and 
somewhat awkward farewell, she left us in the Visitors' Lounge, not wishing to sit with us at 
all. 
 
"She had the hots for you, you know." Mar said as we watched Daphne's receding image. 
 
"Mmm......" Was all I could say as the lump in my throat negated any other sound from 
escaping. 
 
"Did you get into her knickers?" She asked. A playful glint in her eye. 
 
I gave her a look of a thousand cuts. Of utter disgust. Of complete disrespect. 
 
"Uh huh. You did, you horny, old dog........she was almost young enough to be your 
daughter." 
 
I gave my soon to be non-partner a thump on the upper arm. 
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We had rung Abbey at home that morning requesting that a Forensic Officer be made 
available to take DNA and hair samples and finger prints of the chap that we were going to 
see that evening. 
 
He would arrange for us to pick up an On-call Forensics Officer on the way through from 
the Airport to the Northern Beaches Peninsular. 
 
By the time that we had landed at Sydney's Kingsford Smith, picked up our goods and 
chattels, signed the necessary paperwork in triplicate to lawfully obtain the Unmarked 
Police vehicle, picked up our On-call Forensic Officer who happened to be one of the 
Officers who had attended the primary crime scene in the harbour-side park and arrived at 
the address in Palm Beach, it was pass sunset. 
 
A bitterly south-westerly wind blew straight off the southern snowfields. 
 
A clean-cut young man of around 20-24 answered our knock at the door. About 180 tall, 
solid though muscular, an athlete, a surfer by the looks of his bleached wayward hair. 
Youthful handsome features that would get the young beach girls baying. As we identified 
ourselves and produced our Murder Squad ID wallets, the chap visibly melted. 
 
Both Mar and I glanced at one another. 
 
"Are you Scott Tomkins?" I enquired. 
 
It took a moment for him to react and confirm that he was the young Scott. 
 
"We're investigating the bashing homicide of one Wailing Wall at The Bayswater 
Harbourside Park just off Bayswater Road around two months ago. We are led to believe 
that you may have been in the vicinity during and or after the crime was 
committed.......arr..... may we step inside? The wind is biting." 
 
Without a word, he opened the door wider to allow our passage. Closing it quietly behind 
us. 
 
White became the colour of his complexion. 
 
"Umm....come through." 
We followed him along a raised hallway of rich shiny Jarrah hardwood floor boards. The 
hallway opened up into a vast cathedral ceilinged room that was some 5 steps lower than the 
hall. A wall of glass gave an unfettered view to the horizon. We knew that it was the Pacific 
Ocean as it was now an inky blackness. Lights lit several Ore Carriers facing into the wind. 
An occasional spot of fluorescence indicated a choppy, wind-swept sea. 
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A stylish, slim woman stood and turned. A bleary-eyed, buzz-cut blond-grey headed man 
did the same. Slightly suspicious eyes. 
 
"What is it, son?" 
 
"Umm.......these are the Police. Mum. Dad. Homicide Detectives......umm......." 
 
"Detective Marjory Hendricks and Detective Joe Lind. This is Forensic Officer Stanley 
Bailey......." I finished for the boy. 
 
"What is it.......our boy is not involved with anything sordid, now is he? Do we need to 
contact our Solicitor?" The woman asked nervously. Defensively. 
 
We left standing on the higher level like three shags on a rock. 
 
"Would you mind if we sat down?" Mar asked. 
 
"Sorry. How rude of me. Yes. Please. Come. Sit." The woman commanded as she turned 
and pointed a Remote to turn off a giant TV. 
 
As we descended the short set of steps she came towards us. 
 
"Arr.....I'm Cecilia Tomkins. Scott's mother. This bleary-eyed gentleman is my husband, 
Scott's father, Dangar Tomkins. Dan. He's been out surfing all afternoon with the boy and 
his friends. He forgets that he is a little older than the young ones. Please. Sit. Would you 
like coffee? Tea? Water? Juice?" 
 
"Water would be fine, Mrs. Tomkins." Mar and Bailey nodded their heads in agreement. 
 
"My son......." Started Mr. Tomkins. "Do we need to speak to our Solicitor, Officer?" 
 
"That is your prerogative sir. But we are not here to accuse your son of any wrong-doing. 
On the contrary, we are led to believe that he may have been in close proximity to the 
murder scene. We would like if he would be able to tell us if he saw anything unusual." 
 
"When would that be...?" 
 
"The night of our Semi-final Indoor Cricket match......." Broke in Scott. 
 
"Oh!......that night!" Exclaimed his mother as she placed a jug of iced water and half a 
dozen tumblers on a coffee table at our knees. "That's the morning that you came home in 
such a mess from memory. Stank of stale beer as though you'd perked over yourself. You 
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should have known better, young man.... you were close to legless. Smashed out of your 
mind. You should have been ashamed of yourself." 
 
"Yes Mum......." A roll of his eyes the replicate reaction of a generation of Mum-pecked 
teenagers and young twenty-something young adults. 
 
"Is there anything that you'd like to tell us about the evening, son? Would you mind if we 
record this conversation?" 
 
"Is this a formal conversation then?" Dangar Tomkins broke in defensively. 
 
"No sir. It is not. It just helps us with a transcription later on. If you object, then perhaps it 
would be better if we continue this conversation at the Police Building Murder Room 
Offices......in Parramatta." 
 
"Let's not get too strong-arm about this......." 
 
"Regardless of the content of this conversation, we would like a sample of your son's DNA 
and his fingerprints sir......and for your son to attend a formal interview at our Offices next 
Tuesday morning......." 
 
"You'll need a warrant for that......." 
 
"No Sir. This country is not governed by US television Police Show law. We are 
investigating a serious crime. A bashing murder that left the victim in such a state that ID 
was virtually impossible. We have just now returned from Queensland where the 
identification of the victim was confirmed. Now sir, can we ask a few questions or should 
we wait until next Tuesday?" 
 
"Dad....it's OK. Really. Go ahead, Sir. Ask your questions. I really don't know that I can 
offer you anything of substance though." 
 
"Were you in the park on the night of question?" 
 
"Yeah........we'd had a pretty exhausting game. The final for Sydney and Districts. We lost. 
All the teams involved went over to the Pub across the road.... The Bay Pub I think it's 
called......we had a back room to ourselves.......we got plastered as is normally the case after 
a big game. The four of us....um......me, 'Stumps' Murphy, 'Barker' Simmonds, he lives next 
door and 'Wally' Grout. We all live up here on the peninsular. The other two further up the 
street. Been best mates since Kindergarten. Play League, Cricket and surf together. Been up 
to Queensland, Bali and Fiji together on surfing holidays. Always been mates since for-ever. 
I don't remember what time we left the Pub. None of us do. Don't know for sure where we 
fell asleep but all of us are pretty sure we slept like drunks in the Ferry wharf terminal. The 
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little shed on the wharf as we weren't that wet. The Deck Hand woke us up when the Ferry 
docked. We got off at Manly. Got the bus from there up here to home. We were all 
shattered...smashed...." 
 
"You didn't see anything suspicious? Anyone lurking about?" 
 
"Man.....I couldn't remember how far it is between the Pub and the Wharf or even if there 
are any trees in the Park.......as far as people are concerned, I think that there may have been 
a few standing out of the drizzle in the shed who were most annoyed at the four of us taking 
up a lot of the seats sleeping.......but even that is somewhat blurry......." 
 
"I see.......do you mind if we take a sample of your DNA and fingerprints......for elimination 
purposes." 
 
That wasn't exactly true as there was no other DNA or fingerprints found at the scene which 
was some 100 metres from the Wharf. 
 
The expanse of wharf, railing and shed were examined by the Forensics people who 
reported that there were too many fingerprints and the salt spray and drizzle had well and 
truly swept away any DNA evidence from the structure. Access to the wharf was via the 
track that did wind close to where Wailing's body lay hidden. 
 
"Arrm....sure. No worries." 
 
While the Forensic Officer went to work, Mar asked a question that had completely alluded 
me. 
 
"Your cricket bat.......have you used it since?" 
 
"Umm.... no. It's still in my kit bag......because we're out of the finals, the season has 
finished for us for a couple of months at least.........I should get it out and give it a good 
oil...and air out the other stuff. huh? They be stinking a bit, I reckon." 
 
"You've taken your clothes and stuff out of there and washed them, I hope?" His mother 
scolded. 
 
"Yes Mum...." Another roll of the eyes. A slight smirk on his face. 
 
"Where's your kit then?" Mar pressed. 
"Umm....down in the Garage. Do you want me to get the bat for you?" 
 
"No.....we'll follow you down." 
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We all trotted down the narrow stairway into the triple Garage. A Beamer and the latest 
model Holden Cruze sat side by side. An early model Subaru Forrester looked out of place. 
Rust marked. Dirty with stained window glass. Two surf boards still strapped to its roof 
racks. 
 
The young lad opened his kit bag. 
 
The smell was immediately identifiable to those who had that smell in their olfactory 
memory. 
 
Rotting flesh. 
 
"Don't touch anything Scott...." I immediately commanded. I turned to Bailey. "Go get your 
Crime Case. Ya got enough gloves for Marge and I?" 
 
"Yeah." He replied as he bounded back up the stairs like a greyhound. The scent of blood 
bringing out the competition in him. He quickly returned with his large Crime Case and a 
torch that every Police Vehicle, marked or unmarked has in its boot. 
 
Mrs. Tomkins couldn't stand the stench and walked slowly up the stairs. Her hand over her 
mouth. I couldn't tell if it was from the smell or the suspicion that her darling son had just 
got himself into heaps of trouble. 
 
Both Mar and I were still unsure as to the guilt of the young man. 
 
There wasn't that rush of blood that I normally get when a murder seems to be in its final 
resolution. I just had a head-ache. I hadn't had anything to eat since mid-morning. 
 
I turned to him as I put on the gloves. Both Mar and Bailey had spread out a plastic liner on 
the concrete floor of the Garage and were tentatively placing every object from the Cricket 
Kitbag out onto it. 
 
"Scott....when we came to the door.......you seemed shocked.... guilty...... perhaps even 
relieved at our appearance at your front door. Is there anything that you would like to tell 
us?" 
 
"I don't know what is making that smell.... what-ever it is it is not of my doing...." 
 
"How do you know? By your own admission, you don't remember too much of that 
morning.... isn’t that right?" 
 
"Umm........when the murder was on the TV a couple of nights later, I realised that we had 
been there at the time......." 
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"So why didn't you come forward then......it's some 6 weeks later now......that doesn't look 
like an innocent man's response, now does it?" 
 
"Son......don't say anything more." 
 
"Have the clothes that you had on that night been washed or dry-cleaned?" 
 
"You'll need a warrant........." 
 
"Mr. Tomkins.......your son is up to his balls in slime right now......not shit. But continue to 
be uncooperative with us, and the slime will very rapidly turn to shit. If you would like, ring 
your Solicitor now and get his advice. We were invited in if I remember correctly.... make 
sure you make that point." 
 
As the bat was removed from the bag, the smell got decidedly worse. I waved the strong 
torch over it. There was traces of blood, flesh, gore, brains and hair with bone or teeth 
fragments embedded into the willow. 
 
"Son.......Craig Tomkins, I am arresting you on suspicion of the murder of Wailing Wall at 
approximately 6:45 to 7:05 AM on the morning of Saturday 13th June 2013 in or near The 
Bayswater Harbourside Park in Sydney. Anything you have to say will be recorded.........." 
 
Bailey advised that he would be calling in the Forensics Van and several more Officers as 
we would need to visit the homes of the other three young man that Tomkins had 
implicated. 
 
I rang through to Northern LAC and requested a Divvy Van and any Dee that was on duty 
and at least half a dozen Uniforms to visit and hold the other three mates identified for us to 
question them. 
 
I turned the young man around, cuffed him and steered him back up the stairs. 
 
I sat him on one of the sofas next to his mother who automatically leaned away from her son 
as though he was a stranger. Craig began to cry. Tears coursing down his cheeks. 
 
"Son.......is there anything else that you would like to add.......?" 
 
A look of shock as he looked up at me. A shake of his head. 
 
"I need the addresses of those three mates of yours. Now please!" 
Dangar Tomkins stood leaning against the door jamb of the opening that led down into the 
Garage. Seemingly undecided as to where his presence should be. Protecting his sacred 
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Beamer standing in the Garage or being with his son. He lamely walked over to the kitchen 
counter and picked up his mobile, scrolling down until he found the number that he wanted. 
 
He placed the phone to his ear. 
 
"Basil? Can you come over here immediately? My son has been arrested on suspicion of 
murder...no... the police officers are still here.......no........he hasn't been taken away although 
he has cuffs on........yes........quickly. Thank You." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
 
Things happened quickly after that. 
 
The street filled with cop cars and vans with strobe lights flashing. 
 
Plain-clothed Detectives with Uniforms in tow walked up front paths of three other houses 
in the street. Cars came and went. Relatives or absent parents hurriedly came home. 
Forensic guys moved steadily from one house to another. Large paper bags carrying 
evidence collected were carefully loaded into a Forensics Van that was always being 
guarded by a Uniform Officer. Neighbours craned their necks, speculating on all the hum-
drum. Shivering to death almost with their inquisitiveness over-riding common sense. To go 
back inside into the relative warmth of hearth and fire. 
 
Drugs. Had to be drugs. That was the consensus. 
 
Young blokes. Surfers. Had to be drugs! 
 
Then the circus got serious. Some-one called a TV Station. Another turned up. Then the 
print media representatives followed any movement from house to house. Questioning 
neighbours who knew as much as they did. 
 
Which was fuck all! 
 
"Detective.......Officer. Can you tell us the reason for this raid?" 
 
Light-bulbs flashed. TV cameras swung as one by one the suspects were placed into 
separate Vans and Unmarked Police vehicles for the ride to the Police Building. The poor 
young guys' faces now public knowledge. Accused and found guilty before we had even 
pulled away from the suburban street. Theories becoming more absurd as each Reporter 
talked nonsense and sensationalised because not one iota of fact was known to them. 
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Only innuendo, rumour, and hearsay. 
 
It was well after 2:00 AM when Mar dropped me at home. Another 3-4 hours and we'd be 
heading towards the Judge's Chambers. 
 
I checked in on Billy whom I hadn't seen in close on a week. 
 
He was fast asleep, rolled up in his doona as though it was a straight-jacket curled around 
him. 
 
My nineteen-year-old, brainy, level-headed son who seemed to take my habitual non-
appearances as the norm and not concerned by it. 
 
I was too tired to feel blessed, although I knew that he was some-one special in my life. 
 
Someday I would make it up to him.......but then I'd been saying that since the day he was 
born! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 
 
 
"Good morning, Judge Palmerson. Your Honour." 
 
That was a lie. 
 
Both Mar and I had less than 4 hours’ sleep. 
 
It wasn't such a good morning for us. In fact, it was a bastard of a morning for both of us! 
And it looked as though the Judge calculated that his good morning was about to go to shit 
in a borrowed car. 
 
"Detectives?" 
 
"Hendricks and Lind, Sir. Could we have a quiet word with you?" 
 
"I think not, Officers. Both I and my wife have been interviewed by you or your 
subordinates several times now. I presume that you wished to speak to me on the same 
subject." The past tense on the emphasised word not lost on me. "I could surmise that this is 
now becoming close to Police harassment.......good morning, Officers." 
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He endeavoured to step around us. The Security Guard who had let us in and who still stood 
on guard at the end of the corridor stiffened and started to turn towards us. I stilled him with 
a wave of my arm and quietly murmured to the Judge. 
 
"We can do this the easy way, Your Honour, or the hard way after the Judicial Integrity 
Board has heard the case against you in the matter relating to your contract with the High 
Court of Australia in Canberra..." 
 
He looked at me with a 'closed shop' expression though the colour was starting to slowly 
drain from his face. He stood that way for some moments. His eyes not leaving mine, 
though I thought that I could hear the ticking of his mind working overtime. 
 
"Very well, then. If you must!" 
 
He relented, opening the door into his private domain. 
 
"You had better come into my Chambers." 
 
With a wave of his arm he beckoned us in. 
 
Under normal circumstances I would have gestured and followed the subject into the room 
as the moment of flight is about then. Gesture us in, close the door behind us and run. I 
doubted that the Judge could run the length of the corridor without suffering a coronary or 
becoming extremely breathless. 
 
"Sit." The Judge indicated a number of sofa chairs around a coffee table. "I haven't had 
Breakfast as yet though my appetite seems to have fled. Would you care for some coffee? 
Tea perhaps?" 
 
Coffee was Mar and my urgent requirement that early in the morning. We suddenly felt as 
the old man looked. Old, grey and worn out with the weight of the world on the 
shoulders...OK...OK...the lack of sleep was our disease and that was all. 
 
The Judge's career was rapidly galloping to hell on a pack-horse and he knew it. 
 
He was suffering worse than the both of us. But with a strong voice he rang down to the 
Cafeteria for his usually Pot of Medicinal Tea and a large pot of coffee, sugar and cream. 
His cup and saucer. Two coffee cups and saucers for Mar and I. Half a dozen slices of 
buttered toast on the side, thank you very much. 
 
We waited until things were placed on the coffee table before us, talking small talk and 
conferring about the arrests of the four young men of last night which now splattered every 
Daily's front page and the lead story on every morning TV show. 
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"So, you got the culprits?" He asked at one point. "Good work Detectives." 
 
"I'm not so sure that they are the Perpetrators of the crime." I replied, watching him closely 
for any reaction. 
 
There was none. 
 
"Oh?” He looked down at his shirt cuff. Not satisfied with the position, he gave both a hard 
yank. “And why not Detective?" He asked as he looked back up at me. 
 
"Because none of the four boys act guilty. If there was just the one involved, I'd put that 
down to a sociopathic or psychopathic tendency but you don't get that reaction from four 
close friends. Sure, there is some guilt but it's more to do with the fact that they do not 
remember a bloody thing because of their intoxicated state.......not that they may have 
committed the crime while in that state. They know that regardless of their inebriation, they 
could never bash a person into the next world if you know what I mean, Your Honour." 
 
"Mmm......yes. Yes. I think I do. But then the far greater majority of persons who come 
before me for murder do react the same way, Officers. Those that show guilt and remorse 
and contrition for their crime far outnumber those that don't......but the fact remains that they 
did kill another human being.......and usually some-one they are close to. Not a complete 
stranger.... although that should never be in the equation of redemption." 
 
There was something a little off-centre in those remarks, especially coming from a Judge. 
But then, they are only human too, I thought to myself by way of explanation. 
 
We had a couple of slices of toast each that went down exceptionally well. Refusing an 
offer of more. He knew that the small talk was over. 
 
"It had to happen........there's no fool like an old fool, I guess, as the saying goes. I'm nearly 
66 years of age. I could retire if I wanted to.......but there isn't that much for me to retire for. 
Don't get me wrong. I love my wife dearly but I am almost 25 years her senior. Since before 
we were married, I have been unable to have sex.......she understood that though she is 
highly sexed herself. Believe me. We tried various things for her to gain some sexual relief 
within the partnership but all seemed rather perverted.... demeaning after a while. If you 
know what I mean" 
He looked over at both of us. 
 
"No." He continued. "No. I don't believe that you could. There is never any point in trying 
to judge a comparison between my first wife and Linda. That is a meaningless exercise. But 
Linda does not come from the Law World as my first wife, Elizabeth did. Beth was a 
Solicitor. A darn good one. A ferocious reader of very high intellect. We would spend many 
a night sitting up until the wee hours discussing the finer points and the absurdities of the 
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Law......and other intellectual subjects......that is what I miss. That intellectual cut and thrust 
from a female...oh! I talk endless hours with colleagues about the same thing but it is not the 
same......and when it's your own wife who can floor you with an insight that is quite 
remarkable, logical and sensible, then you always felt challenged. Alive. Entertained." 
 
He rose from his chair. The tea cup in one hand. He walked to the floor to ceiling tinted 
window that gave views of the Harbour. 
 
"More satisfying than a lively Court joust I would say.........It's beautiful isn't it. This view. I 
never tire of it. That's why I chose to live in that Penthouse. The views are spectacular. I 
never tire of them. Day or night. It's amazing the variety of night-life in this city. You'd be 
surprised what crawls, flies and sneaks about in that park opposite at night.... Bayswater 
Park, that is." 
 
He turned. His back to the window. He took another sip of the tea and continued. 
 
"Linda has a remarkable zest for life, a beautiful and youthful body for her age.......and the 
most gorgeous tits." A twinkle in his eye. A slight smile. A boob man. One of my tribe. "A 
wonderful little girl's sense of humour and a giggle that just makes you laugh. She how-
ever, could not wrap her mind around a Parking Ticket conviction." 
 
He poured himself another cup of tea, adding a half spoonful of sugar before he sat back 
down again opposite me. 
 
"I first met Bronnie at University while doing my Law Degree. Many years ago." He smiled 
at the memory. "She too.......She overshadowed all of us males.... including all the 
girls......but she had a wandering heart. Wandering feet. Couldn't settle into a specific role 
though she would have made an excellent Judge or Queens Counsel if she so desired. We 
lost contact after I married my Beth. I ran into her one afternoon while I was on that 
rotational advisory contract with the High Court in Canberra. We clicked as they say after 
all those years. As we once did back in University. It was as if my Beth was resurrected. 
Bronnie is a cerebral acrobat.......yes, when the Contract ceased I just couldn't let it go.......I 
kept up the travel knowing that it would be my downfall one of these days. Bronnie warned 
me time and again........I will not involve her by giving you her name although I guess, if 
you are as good a Detective as I think you are, you could perhaps track her down. There is 
no advantage in that as she is not involved except to say that I was with her the week-end of 
the murder.......the arrangement corresponded with that of Linda and Wee-two. You only 
need to check the airline ticket office......" 
"Canberra is not that far down the Highway....a couple of hours drive in fact." 
"Detective Lind. I could not possibly drive that far let alone bash a man to death in the early 
morning and drive a car back to Canberra to catch a flight back to Sydney on the following 
Monday. Truly Officer, I am one of the few Judges who have their breakfast bought up to 
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my Chambers. Why? Because I am almost an invalid. I couldn't get to the Cafeteria and 
back again after a meal without the use of an electric chair." 
 
We were already aware of that fact. 
 
"Why did you sign over the Apartment 6C to Linda in the Bayswater Apartments?" 
 
"Harrumph...you have been doing your homework. As far as I know she still doesn't know 
that she is the rightful Owner of that Apartment in the building." He shook his head in 
disbelief. "I would imagine that you are already aware that I own the entire complex. What-
ever the Manager thinks of the matter, he knows what to do to keep his job. It was I who 
first broached the subject of...arr..... a surrogate lover for her satisfaction. She was not that 
responsive to the idea at first but she warmed to it when Wee-two was introduced to her. I 
am nothing but a realist. I love her very much and hope that if you need to speak to her 
again you can desist from mentioning anything that I have detailed to you this morning. Can 
you give an old man, a fool none the less, that guarantee? Detectives, I can assure you, if 
you suspect that I may have had anything to do with this abhorrent act, then you are looking 
in the wrong direction." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
 
 
"Good morning, young man." I addressed the man sitting opposite. "How did you come to 
have a nick-name like 'Barker' Simmonds? Your Christian names are Matthew Charles, 
aren't they? Mattie or Chuck would seem more applicable to me, mmm?" 
 
A slight nod of the head. 
 
We'd kept the four youths overnight in the Sub-Basement Holding cells. They had already 
been charged with 'Suspicion'. We were hoping that the overnight stay may help our cause. 
Maybe scare the shit out of the boys.... I was not enthusiastic as to the guilt of the four as 
there wasn't any buzz around the group. 
 
The guy had that gawky look about him. A thin, sharp face. Prominent buck teeth. A nose 
that seemed to dominate his face. A pointy chin. A head of hair that should have been cut to 
a quarter of an inch off his scalp as it was so wayward; as though the salt water had driven it 
berserk! A bad hair day 365 days of the year to my way of thinking. That leant-over stature 
as though that was the only way he could proceed forward. Arms that seemed a little too 
long. Hands too big matching his huge feet. 
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He was though, an incredible Spinner, so went the rumours, and an above average Surfer 
and a long-distance runner of some note. He apparently was the joker of the group. The one 
that the other three gravitated too. Led the party laughter. Told the best jokes. Was quick 
with the wit. 
 
His parents were also the poorest of the group with his father bankrupted twice over. 
 
All this learnt as background for the investigation. 
 
His Solicitor sat beside him. I'd had dealings with the guy on previous cases. He was a well-
known Solicitor of several sensational Court appearances. A good bloke actually, whose 
reputation did not seem to affect his common touch. 
 
"Barker......" began Simmonds with a slight harrumph. "I'm not a good drinker. Especially if 
I mix beer with too many spirits like Bourbon, wine and Vodka or smoothies. I perk. I useta 
perk a lot. I guess when you say, spend upwards of $60 for a night out, to see it all go down 
the gutter with what-ever you may have eaten......it eventually.... slowly got to me. I usually 
became the 'Driver designate' for the group and who-ever else could fit legally into the 
car......."A sorrowful smile. "Sometimes not." 
 
"Did you have a lot to drink the night of the murder.... the night of the Finals?" Mar asked 
quietly. 
 
"Humph...too much in fact but at least it was only beer. I have to be honest...there's been 
times...usually I'm a happy drunk in love with the world and everyone in it.... but there has 
been one or two times when I've totally lost it. I guess if it hadn't been for the mates I think I 
could have gotten myself into quite a pickle......I think that is why the others never came 
forward when we heard about the bashing.......they thought that I may have done it in one of 
my drunken rages" 
 
His Solicitor placed his hand on his young Client's shoulder. A subtle warning to shut the 
gob. 
 
"S'OK. I know that I couldn't have done anything like that though. I couldn't stand up I was 
so drunk. Stumps and Sally, that's Craig, practically carried me all the way from the Pub to 
the wharf. Wally carried both his and my kitbag and they're bloody heavy! I can remember 
that bit. The three of them complaining bitterly. All I could do was giggle. I remember that 
bit too. We've always looked out for one another. There's never been any other way." 
 
"Then why would they be worried and want to not get involved if, as you said, giggling was 
your game that night instead of going off like a madman?" Mar asked. 
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He shrugged his shoulders. Shoved out his lower lip and pulled at it with his finger and 
thumb. 
 
"I don’t know.........perhaps they were drunker than I and because of that they've not been 
able to remember me giggling like a manic schoolgirl stirring the shitter out of them.......I 
guess." 
 
I could believe that reasoning having been in a similar situation with mates when we were in 
the Academy together. Me not being able to stand but being the only one of the group who 
could remember some of the previous night's events. 
 
Mar obviously was hard pressed to understand the logic. 
 
"It's a mate thing." I murmured to her as an aside. 
 
The idea of this binge drinking mentality so foreign to me now as I have seen firsthand the 
product of such a silly habit all too clearly. 
 
"Is there anything else, Detectives? Are we done here?" Asked the Solicitor in his 'work' 
voice. I've seen him celebrating after a win at a 'local' where the charade is dropped and a 
more Strine of a voice cannot be heard. 
 
"Yes." I said, looking sideways at Mar. "What do you think?" 
 
"I think that we should release the young blokes on their own cognisance on your say-so. As 
long as the four stay with their parents and not leave the state or go overseas. Do we have 
that assurance?" 
 
"Arr.....yes, Detectives. The four of them can be released into my responsibility. Is there 
anything else." An inquisitiveness in his eyes. 
 
"No. No, I don't think so." Mar replied. She turned to me for my agreement. "If they need a 
lift home we'll arrange an unmarked for them. OK?" 
 
Mar can be so generous at times. I'll bet she'll offer me as the driver come chauffeur! 
 
We'd just spent about 40 minutes with each of the lads in separate Interview Rooms. 
 
'Barker' Simmonds was the last. 
It was patently clear that none of them knew what way was up that morning. With the four 
out cold in that tiny shed on the wharf, the Queen Mary could have tied up there without 
any of them being aware of the fact. Any-one could have crept into the shed and removed 
the cricket bats from each of their kit bags. Even the Village Idiot would have been able to 
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identify the bags as such! And that would be the Defence argument. Blind Freddy could see 
that. But it left a gap the size of Sydney Heads in our case. Apart from that though, both 
Mar and myself had never thought any of the boys capable of the crime even when we had 
examined the four kit bags at their homes. 
 
It just didn't fit! 
 
"No Sir." I succinctly replied to his question. 
 
Repeating Mar's words like a stuffed dummy sitting on a Ventriloquist’s knee. 
 
"Come to the front desk and we'll sign the necessary release forms and return all the 
possessions that we may have taken from them last night.......one more thing 'Barker'. Was 
Craig the only one of you four who had a mobile phone that night?" 
 
Barker looked a little confused. 
 
He appeared to be looking for the trap in the words. 
 
Eventually he replied. 
 
"Yeah.......why?" 
 
"Just curious that's all." I replied. 
 
"I think it may have been three?......maybe four years ago.........." 
 
He was standing, slightly stooped, leaning his weight on an arm against the wall as he 
continued. The type of guy that can be rather infuriating wanting to explain to the 'nth' 
degree every little anecdotal tale. 
 
"….... We’ve played in the District finals now for the past four years, although this is the 
first year that we have failed to reach the State Finals......too much binge drinking, I guess." 
A soft grin on his face that showed all teeth and gums. "We were in Melbourne for the 
Ausfinals that year and like this year, we got plastered there. We staggered from the Indoor 
Pitch back to the Hotel where we were staying. Got rolled. Badly. A bit of blood. A couple 
of broken teeth. Stumps ended up with a black eye. None of us could remember a bloody 
thing. We lost our mobiles, the cash from our wallets and our high-sides in the roll that none 
of us remembered. We made a pact after that. When-ever we went out and knew that we 
were going to nudge it a bit, only one of us would take his mobile......on a rolling roster 
system which is a joke within itself.... but there you go...they cost too much to replace and 
our parents.... well, mine at least, can't afford the regular outlay." 
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I nodded my head in comprehension. 
 
An iPhone sets you back a heap even if you get it on a plan. Trapped for a couple of years 
which remains in place whether you have the phone or not! More still if you purchase it 
outright. It still costs some. I know from personal experience with both Billy and I being in 
that boat at least twice! 
 
"Good plan." I said. "Good plan." 
 
"Arr....one more thing, Sir. Do we ever get our cricket kits back? They cost a bit and we all 
have our lucky things.... like gloves, me my bat, Sally his box, Wally his batting gloves and 
Stumps his Grade hat. Do we ever get these things back?" 
 
"Yes. I reckon so. Once Forensics has had their go around with them and picked off all the 
relevant forensic remains.... especially off the bats......then there should be no reason why 
they can't be returned to you.......everything except the bats I would imagine, as they will be 
Prosecution Exhibits.......maybe one of the kit bags too.......I'll check with the DPP as soon 
as the case gets to that point. But either way, it will still be some time before we can release 
any of that stuff to you.......maybe not until after the Court Case of course. I don't want to 
get your hopes up too high.......because that could be a year away, you know." 
 
"Oh......that long? I doubt whether we'll be playing next season indoor or outdoor. None of 
us can afford all new kit......that's a bummer." 
 
"Sorry....but there's nothing that we can do." I replied somewhat unhappily. "By the way, I 
can understand 'Wally' Grout......is he related?" 
 
A shake of the head in the negative his answer. 
 
"But Stumps?" I continued. "Why?" 
 
He looked to Mar and then back to me again. 
 
"You'd understand if you'd seen him naked in his early teens before he suddenly shot up to 
183 centimetres. It looked as though he had three legs......arrrm......fair dinks! Arrm…it just 
developed earlier than most, but for a while we sure could embarrass him with it!" 
 
He stood awkwardly. Offered his hand. 
 
"Thanks Sir. I got the impression early on that you believed in us." He nodded his head. 
That made me feel good inside although there was a worrying side to it. 
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I could remember when I was at the Academy, I was one of the taller recruits of my year 
standing slightly below 6'-0”. The height rule had been relaxed a lot of years before. 
 
These four young blokes seemed to tower over me, something that left me a little insecure. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 
 
 
We were sitting in Abbey's Office. 
 
It was just before lunch-time. 
 
Not a word. The air thick with disappointment. Frustration. Tiredness. 
 
"Back to square one........?" 
 
"No.....not really. We'll see if Forensics can pick something off all that cricket gear. Four 
lots. It'll take a bit of time to get through it all.......and we haven't gone through that 
Concertina Folder of Wall's yet." 
 
"The Judge?" 
 
"Arrm......I don't know. There's something there though I can't put my finger on it...." 
 
"C'mon Joe. You're a suspicious and cynical bastard.... especially when it comes to the 
supposedly upper-class of society. You know that? I actually feel sorry for the old bloke. He 
is in a bit of a bind now........he has lost his charade of the regular Canberra trips to see his 
soul mate, he'll be in the shit I reckon with The Integrity Board and he really doesn't want to 
spend 24/7 with his wife because he knows that he'll never be able to sexually satisfy her. 
That's some black ball for him to stand behind...any man to stand behind actually, and all 
because..." 
 
"He wanted his cake and eat it too!" I admonished. 
 
"Shit you're impossible at times.......Abbey.......what do you think?" 
 
"That more than two thugs committed the crime........look through the records for locals who 
have a history of Assault, Assault causing actual bodily harm, Assault with a deadly weapon 
and Assault with Intent.......something is bound to pop up soon. And that Bezzano 
killing.......you need to finish off the paperwork quick smart and take it up to the 
DPP.......they'll love to pin another murder charge on that Psycho Templeton. He'll never see 
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freedom again.......good job, OK? Now both of you go home and get some shut-eye as 
you've both had little of that over the past couple of days. Go...Shoo....Piss off out of here!" 
 
Since Marjory Hendricks had become my partner, it was an agreement between the two of 
us that she would normally drive the Unmarked. And to garage it overnight at her place, 
dropping me off beforehand and picking me up of a morning. It wasn't that far out of her 
way to do so. A couple of blocks is all. May be three kays…. 
 
We were both dead on our feet. 
 
As I wearily climbed from the Unmarked at the front of my place, I bobbed my head back 
into the cabin. 
 
"Do you want to come in for a bite to eat? I can hunt up a mean Spag Bole in no time." 
 
"Arr.....nah! I'm dead.......nah.......oh, fuck it.......I'm too dead to cook myself something. OK 
Joe. Ta for the offer." 
 
"That's what I like about you girlie, you're so decisive." 
 
As she climbed from the driver's seat she muttered, "Go fuck yourself, Joe Lind......and if 
you call me 'girlie' one more time you'll get a bullet between those bright white teeth of 
yours!" 
 
She followed me inside. 
 
Billy at home surprised the bejeezus out of me. He bent over the computer typing at a 
million kilometres an hour. 
 
"Bill, I thought you'd be at Uni. You know Marge my partner?" 
 
An absent wave to Mar without him missing a beat was his way of greeting. 
 
I was about to walk over to him to give him a dressing down, telling him not to be so 
ignorant and rude when Mar pulled me back with a shake of her head. 
 
"Can I use your shower?" 
 
"Sure......yeah. Do you need your back scrubbed? Massaged?" A glint in my eye. A maniac 
grin on my face. My loins beginning to ignore my physical condition of the moment. 
 
"Joe Lind....do not go there ever again. Understand? Never again! Just lead me to your 
Bathroom, get me a clean towel and washer and let me be......OK?" 
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"No worries. I can't give you any clean frillies, as they're in the wash, but I can give you a 
clean tracksuit set, OK?" 
 
"Yeah......your frillies as you call them, would fall off me in any case." 
 
I led her upstairs, showing her my Ensuite 2-man shower recess with its 2 shower heads and 
crutch height water stream, if you so desired. 
 
"You're a friggin' deviant, Joe Lind. A friggin' deviant." 
 
"To tell the truth that was my late wife's idea......." 
 
I got her a clean towel, soap, washer, Shampoo and Conditioner and a pair of Billy's 
trackers and T-shirt. A pair of his under-daks. They being a more suitable size for her than 
anything that I possessed. 
 
"When you're finished come downstairs. I'll be in the Kitchen cooking up a storm." 
 
I left her to it and began preparing my famous Spag-Bole. 
 
Billy came into the Kitchen as the aromas began to waft through the place. 
 
"Mmm....smells good." He gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Good to see you home, Dad. It's 
been awhile......mind if I join you?" 
 
"No.....that's fine. I'd be delighted." 
 
"Dad? There's something that I've got to talk to you about. Ya gunna hear about it sooner or 
later in any case." 
 
There was a knock at the door. 
 
"Hang on mate, hold that thought. I'll just see who that is." 
 
I stirred the pot of simmering mince a couple of times and checked the spag before I went to 
the front door. 
Ben, Billy's best mate and fellow Law Student stood sheepishly to one side. His mother, 
Maureen, Morrie to all her friends, stood dead centre at the door. 
 
Thunder on her face. 
 
Steam coming from her ears. 
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"Hi Morrie. What's up? Come in........you look as though you've just broken all your 
fingernails." 
 
"Hah......I'm not in a good mood Joe. I'm short of humour.......that smells nice." She added as 
we went through into the Kitchen. 
 
Beautiful cooking aromas will do that to the most fired up person. 
 
Better than lavender wafting through the house, I reckon. 
 
To tell the truth, I bloody hate the smell of lavender as it climbs up my nose and seems to 
stay there. 
 
Blocking it! 
 
"Sit..." 
 
I offered her one of the tall bar stools that formed the usual meeting point at the Breakfast 
Bar. I went to the stove to gently stir the contents of both large stainless steel sauce-pans. 
 
"Would you like a coffee.......help yourself. It's a fresh brew that I've only just put on. Ben, 
get your mother and me a cup. I hear that you and Bill are off the caffeine fix and gone all 
health conscious on me.......you know where everything is. There's bottled water in the small 
frig in the Laundry. Now Morrie....settle down......what's got under your bonnet?" 
 
"Do you know the Jurasavich family. Their son is in Bill and Ben's Course?" 
 
I vaguely knew the name. 
 
"Stephan has taken out Melanie a couple of times." 
 
Mel was Ben's younger sister doing her Higher School Certificate this year. She was dux of 
the school, School Captain. The most popular girl in School. A real stunner who didn't 
realise or understand the effect she had on the opposite sex. 
 
Me included! 
 
"Stephan's a nice boy." She explained. "He let it slip apparently to Mel that both Ben and 
Billy were selling drugs at Uni to help pay their way to Europe at the end of the year. The 
arrangement that I have with Ben is the same as that which you have with Billy. Dollar for 
dollar. Since this has leaked out, Missus Jurasavich rang me this morning, I've told Ben that 
all arrangements are off including the trip.......do you know anything about this drug selling 
matter, Joe?" 
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She distraught with the knowledge eating at her. 
 
Marge wandered into the Kitchen dressed in Bill's gear with her hair spun up in a towel as 
only women can do. I'd tried that trick dozens of times when my Helene was alive but for 
the life of me it didn't stay in position for very long. I have a theory now on the relative 
shape and size of heads between women and men. 
 
"Morrie......I don't know whether you've met my new partner, Marge? Marge Hendricks." 
 
"Oh! I'm sorry, I didn't know that you had company. I just barged in like a bull-dozer. Sorry. 
I'll go...." She pulled her fingers through her hair. Touched the top of her blouse. 
 
"No. Please don't go." Mar urged. "I work with Joe. He's my new partner unfortunately. A 
more stubborn, obstinate, narrow-minded man I've never met before......but he's a bloody 
good cop....stay. Join us for a late Lunch or an early Dinner. What-ever. We've been on duty 
for over 30 hours in the last 48. If I didn't have this shower I wouldn't be able to make it 
home. Joe offered to cook a meal as I'm too buggered to worry about it at my place. Join us. 
Please?" 
 
"Don't mind me, you two. Just talk about my faults as though I'm not here...yeah Morrie. 
Stay and join us. There's enough for all including the two boys as I thought that I would 
freeze the left-overs for Billy and I to enjoy during the week, when-ever. OK? He can starve 
though." 
 
We sat at the Dining Room table. Billy had ridden my Duke down the road to get some 
fresh lettuce and several long loaves of bread. Small talk and laughter ricocheted across the 
table. Morrie seemed to relax somewhat. We were spoiling ourselves with a bowl of Ice-
cream each when I bought the subject back up. 
 
"Morrie, I'm fully aware of the episode of the selling of weed to their fellow students. In a 
couple of words, they didn't! They found about a kilo of the stuff in a plastic bag tossed over 
our front fence. Jeez, this happened a while ago now. Over a year, in fact! I'd say some-one 
panicked running from the Cops and not wanting to be caught with that much on them.... 
considered a saleable quantity...possibly it would have been their last chance. Prison 
beckoned if they were caught. I never checked with the LAC guys once the boys told me 
about it. The boys knew what it was as soon as they saw it. They had no idea what the 
weight of a 'deal' was or the going price of a deal. So, they asked some guys at Uni whom 
they thought would know. Yes indeed, their little brains thought that they could possibly 
make a bit by selling it. It would save the lazy bastards from getting a part-time job to get 
that extra cash for the trip. It never occurred to them at that stage that their entire careers 
would have been in jeopardy and if they had been caught, that black mark against their 
names would prevent any involvement in any Public Service, Australia wide or a life in Law 
that they so obviously want......not to mention what the episode would have done to my 
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career also. The word obviously spread.......it was what........?" I turned to Billy. Then Ben. 
"Two nights? After you found the stash when you told me about it?" 
 
"Yeah.......three I think." Stated Billy deadpan. 
 
"There was a Bikie's Den and apparently a hydroponic set up a couple of blocks down the 
road. You know it?" I asked Morrie. 
 
"Yeah.......wasn't there a big raid there about six months back. Real mean mothers. Arrested 
for murder too?" 
 
"Yes, that's right. Both Marge and I have been involved in pinning several unsolved 
murders on them. In fact, it's been proven that one of the guys shot my wife Helene, Billy's 
mum, some ten years ago. In SA." 
 
I choked up a bit as I broadcast this revelation. I had not even told Billy. 
 
"Ya got the bastard, Dad?" 
 
I looked across at him. Nodded my head slowly. 
 
"Yeah.......with his pants down.... he’ll never see the green grass of home again. He'll die in 
prison. Obviously, the suspicion I had was that the stuff had come from the Bikies. Was 
stolen by some-one unknown. I filled the boys in on what solid bastards these guys were 
and if they even suspected that the shit that the boys had, had been stolen from them, the 
boys and possibly me, would be dead. These thugs do not mess about. So, we spent a night 
cutting it up and flushing it down the toot.......that was the extent of their drug selling 
days......OK? I would advise you not to repeat the story for fear it could get back to one or 
two of the associate Bikies. If you like, I'll ring up Missus J and assure her that both Ben 
and Billy were not involved in any drug selling. The matter had been investigated by the 
Narcotics Bureau and the Uni Undercover Narc Officers. OK? Do you want me to ring 
her?" 
 
"Yes." She nodded her head. "I think it would be better if it was coming from you. Do they 
have Undercover Narcotics Officers on campus?" 
"Most definitely." 
 
We cleaned up the late Lunch come early Dinner things. I rang Missus J while both Morrie 
and Mar were there. The explanation seemed to satisfy the fiery woman. 
 
First Morrie left in a whole lot better space than when she had arrived at my door. 
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Mar in Billy's gear climbed into the spare bed after I hurriedly had Billy and Ben change the 
bed linen. The third bedroom was where Ben usually collapsed when he ever stayed 
overnight; which was often. 
 
She reckoned that if she had tried to drive home she would have fallen asleep at the wheel. 
 
Even Billy remarked that his gear had never looked better. Unfortunately, Mar's hair reacted 
adversely to my choice of Shampoo or Conditioner as it frizzed up in a mini-Afro style. 
 
Another bad hair day which she will remind me of for eternity! 
 
I staggered up to my bed around 3 in the afternoon wanting to sleep for at least 48 hours. 
 
There was a soft knock on my door before I had that luxury. 
 
Billy and Ben crept into the darkened room. 
 
"Dad? Thanks heaps. Have a good sleep. I'll wake you around 5 to-morrow morning. Both 
Ben and I will join you for a jog OK? Mar too?" 
 
"That'd be good......Son? That matter that you wanted to talk to me about......what was it?" 
 
"Dad......that was it. The drug matter on campus. You sorted it. Thanks." 
 
"Mr. Lind. Thanks." Said Ben. "I owe you heaps......again, OK?" 
 
I'm sure I had a smile on my face as I fell asleep. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 
 
 
It was the Tuesday of the following week. 
 
We had signed off all the paperwork and related Forensic Reports and taken the file up to 
the DPP by hand in the “Bones in the Billabong” Case. 
 
Both Mar and I had spent half a day of the previous day sitting around a conference table 
going over every tiny shred of evidence with the trump card being Craig Templeton's 
confession recorded by both video and audio equipment. 
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He confessing to committing the shooting murder of one Alfonso 'Spot' Bezzano some ten 
years previously. 
 
He being fully aware of the electronic recording equipment buzzing away. He was told 
succinctly on two separate occasions that everything he said and did was being recorded. On 
both occasions the silly bastard had looked across at the camera position and stated clearly 
that he was fully aware that the room was bugged and that he was a star caught on Candid 
Camera. Acknowledging it with a silly little wave in the direction of one of the cameras. 
 
Then a signed written statement of his culpability in committing the crime in evidence. 
 
Fail safe. 
 
As good as it gets. 
 
Details of the crime that only the killer would know about coming freely from his mouth. 
 
Gotcha! 
 
But a Solicitor had not been present for his defence........something that cast a shadow over 
proceedings when it was raised. 
 
Abbey not concerned about this technicality. 
 
My desk phone rang. Both Mar and I were in Abbey's Office. 'Hendo' Henderson yelled out 
to me. 
 
"Joe! Forensics on your phone. I think you'll want to take it." He sounded excited. 
 
"Can you put it through to Abbey's line, Hendo? Thanks." 
 
"Yeah......D2 Joseph Lind Murder Squad....that's right. Me and my partner will be over 
straight away.......yeah. D2 Marjory Hendricks.…. OK?" 
 
Forensics was in a neighbouring building closer to the Hospital Precinct and the Morgue. 
There were plans to relocate them to floors above us in the new Parramatta Police building 
at some time in the future, when was anyone's guess. 
 
We ran the several blocks to the Forensics Building going straight to the seventh floor 
where a mousy, middle aged woman with thick glasses that gave her over-large eyes a scary 
appearance met us. A motherly, warm smile. A soft, almost apologetic voice. A constant 
wringing of her hands as though she needed to get warmth and movement into her 
fingertips. 
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We followed her to a small cubicle. A computer Monitor, a keyboard. Little else on her 
desktop. Nothing of any personal note. No family shots or fuzzy little stuffed toys anchored 
to her monitor. Not even a plant! 
 
The desktop was clean. Empty. Devoid of any personal detritus! 
 
"We've had this on rush. We have not as yet finished examining all pieces from each of the 
Kit bags" 
 
C'mon. C'mon, I said to myself. 
 
I shuffled in my seat in exasperation. You're keeping us here longer than what is the usual 
because you're craving human contact, I screamed at her silently. Mar must have sensed 
something in my bearing as she kicked me in the shin. 
 
"….... but we thought that as it had been intimated that the victim could have been struck by 
something similar to a cricket bat......and several of them during the course of the bashing, 
we'd concentrate on them first. Of the four taken from the four Kit bags, three have shown 
external indications of having been used in the crime. Bits of flesh, bone, gore, brain matter, 
hair and on one, tooth remnants were discerned......." 
 
I was about to fling myself across the table at her. We knew all that. We were able to 
deduce as much when we saw them for the first time. I would like to wrap up this murder 
case sometime during this century and not the next.......it was only 2013! 
 
"…......upon microscopic examination, we can determine that the hair samples matched 
those taken from the victim at the point of autopsy examination. As to the other remnants, 
the blood type is of the same group. The DNA results on the hair, flesh and brain matter will 
take some time as you are aware, although we are happy to conclude that the bats were the 
implements used in the Park Bashing murder........" 
 
I butted in knowing that this fact was all but established upon their discovery over a week 
ago. 
"Is there any evidence on these weapons that could help to identify the Perpetrators of this 
ghastly crime?" 
 
It would appear that she had a pre-arranged script to adhere to as she went on to describe the 
timber used in the fashioning of the bats as coming from some Province in India, was good 
quality willow, the shaping of the bat in some well-known cricket bat factory in the central 
area of India...possibly by an under-aged, under-paid, under-fed kid I thought to myself 
sarcastically...the taping and rubber of the handle from some factory in a small southern 
Province in China and the oil used in their regular maintenance from some small specialised 
refinery in a southern US State. 
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The World Economy, I thought to myself. 
 
I was about to blurt out was she able to identify the number of runs that each bat had scored 
and a percentage point of the number of fours and sixes involved when she divested herself 
of the best piece of news. 
 
"…......on two of the bats, after precluding all fingerprints of the Owners, there were two 
sets of identifiable prints on the edges of each....and sufficient DNA trace to be able to 
identify the other persons. Of course, that may not indicate their complicity in the 
crime…but then it may." 
 
She turned her monitor around for us to see it clearly and tapped away on her Keyboard. 
 
"One set belongs to Anthony Lucas. DOB 15 February 1980 in Sydney of Lebanese parents. 
Last known address that of his parents in Number 34 Highclere Avenue Lakemba. A small-
time muscle man and thug. Two stints of 6 months in Silverwater for ABH. The other set of 
prints is from one, Mikros Stanzio DOB 29 December 1975 in Melbourne. Moved to 
Sydney in late 1977 with the entire family. Of Greek origin. Last known address which he 
shares with his younger brother, Nickos; DOB 19 September 1977, is 2A The Tramway 
Lane, Lakemba. The brothers are well known to the Police and LAC having spent almost 
half their lives in Prison. Habitual criminals, mostly the full gambit of Assaults, DUI, Drunk 
and Disorderly, Possession of stolen Property, B and E, etc. etc. The list is quite 
comprehensive as you can see with their life of crime beginning when they were both young 
teenagers. Recently released........around four weeks before the Park bashing murder in fact. 
Jailed this time for small fry Assault with Intent and Resisting Arrest. Both getting 3 months 
each. A Pub brawl at Lakemba." 
 
She looked over her glasses at both of us. 
 
She broke into a dazzling smile. 
 
She had broken the back of the heinous crime and she knew it. 
"Mrs. Augusta. You are a gem. If I were you I'd take a bow, as you have just handed us that 
golden chalice.......thank you." I said as I stood stuffing my Crime Note-book into my back 
pocket of my jeans. "You're a gem!" I repeated. 
 
Mar offered her hand as though she was royalty, profusely thanking her for a job well done. 
 
We scampered from the building as fast as we could, again jogging the several blocks back 
to our office digs. 
 
Elation etched on both our faces. 
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When we made the Murder Room there was a rush for the Punching Bag. We both did not 
stop until we were covered in a lather of sweat. We didn't realise it but we were both 
laughing like crazed idiots for the entire time. 
 
The Office going crazy at our performance. 
 
Every-one sensed that we had just cracked open an important case. 
 
The beer would be sweet to-night. And on us! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 
 
 
"How do you want to handle it, Boss?" 
 
He had quickly read through the Crime Sheet Records of the three men. 
 
"This fits them like a glove, so I don't want to lose them. But I also don't want to jack them 
into the crime. I doubt that this is how-ever, a crime of opportunity. They were hired to do 
the job. I'll organise a 24/7 Surveillance Op on the three of them so that we get a feel for 
their habits. Their movements. In the meantime, I want the two of you to go through as 
much of the intelligence that has been gathered on the three, you know the drill. Go and see 
the LAC Commanders. Talk to the Uniforms who would know them. Hunt out known 
associates, scan through the Records of Interviews......see if we can link any of them to any 
of the persons that you have so far interviewed on the case.......by the way, have you done 
anything on that Concertina Folder of Wall's yet?" 
 
"No, Boss....we haven't.... no. It's in the Evidence Locker." 
 
"One of you go through it while the other does the legwork on our three suspects. OK? Oh, 
Joe? You're pretty fired up about these three suspects. Don't presume that they fit the bill 
until you have solid evidence.... though I like your chances." 
 
We flipped a coin as to who would collar the Office job and who would swing the travel 
outside. It was almost Spring and the warmth and fine days were returning. 
 
"…...out of five then." Insisted Mar. 
 
I still won the right to trawl through the streets while she toiled away on the paperwork. 
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The boss permitted 5 days of 24/7 close surveillance. We would then call in the Swat team 
and pounce. More than likely early morning on the sixth day. Everything was organised for 
that day.  
 
We could hardly wait. 
 
Frankly, I didn't draw the best suit as the weather turned fowl for four of the five days. 
Whistling cold southerlies, thunderstorms, hail and heavy rain hampered my every move. 
The only joy was a beer or two at a Lakemba Pub where I picked out a two-man 
surveillance team shadowing the two Stanzio brothers. 
 
The Local Area Command Uniforms offered an insight into the pair of thugs. Both of little 
brains whose combined IQ, so one veteran Uniform retorted, would not trouble body 
temperature! Strong as oxen and afraid of no-one. A belting to them, of the few that they 
ever received, was a badge of honour to both of them. In fact, after a few beers that's all they 
seemed to talk about with each other. The few times that they had been bashed up. Go 
figure on the intellect of some! 
 
Apparently the first occurring when they were but young kids of around ten and twelve. 
That they could remember in any case. 
 
By their bloody, drunken father. 
 
A bloody, big joke so it seemed. 
 
Would you believe it! 
 
There was little further intelligence to gain that was not already known. 
 
Tony Lucas was a bit of a loner who had rubbed shoulders with the two Stanzio brothers 
while the three of them were in Silverwater Jail together. More was learnt of their habits, 
their likes and dislikes and the pecking order of each in the threesome from the intelligence 
that is gathered and constantly upgraded as they shared the same cell inside the minimum-
security section of the prison. 
 
Apparently, Tony had approached the two brothers with the idea of sharing the same cell. 
He'd been singled out by some Muslim Brotherhood thugs for no apparent reason. To get 
special treatment. To have his teeth cleaned by the end of one of the boy's cocks! There's 
safety in numbers reinforced by your choice of mates when you're in prison. To Tony 
Lucas, the two brothers seemed like a good choice to minimise the risk of a cream pie so to 
speak.... or a sore arse that would make sitting down a problem. 
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That apparently, began the unlikely partnership in small time crime and thuggery that would 
end in murder. 
 
I'd just walked from the Superintendent's Office when my mobile buzzed. 
 
"Where are you, Lover boy?" It was Mar. Obviously pleased with herself. 
 
"I've just been with the Silverwater Prison Superintendent. I think that I may have exhausted 
all avenues of suitable research in regard to the three. The LAC Commanders and Uniform 
guys were helpful but I reckon that the formal Crime Sheet Record would have given as 
much.......how's it going in there?" 
 
"C'mon in. I think you will want to see this first hand." 
 
"OK......be there in say 45 minutes. See ya then......do you want a decent coffee?" 
 
"Yeah....ta." 
 
With traffic delays, I was a little later than my projected time. 
 
Mar waited until I'd settled at my desk and bought up the three guys' Records on my 
monitor. She wheeled her chair around from behind her desk to sit beside me. She sipped on 
her take-away coffee as we both read through the Arrest Sheets of the three. 
 
A shorthand history of their criminal past. 
 
"Nice little bastards, aren't they?" She stated as the mug shot of the older Stanzio brother 
returned our stares. "Small time thugs and bullies who seemed to suddenly escalate to 
murder? That just doesn't make sense. It doesn't fit the pattern of the two brothers after two 
decades of small-time crime and thuggery. Something happened. Something unexpected." 
 
"What's all this then?" I asked as I flipped over files and bound volumes piled high on my 
desk. 
"Trial Transcripts. Only the latest of the two Stanzio Brothers and Lucas. Arrest Records. 
Records of Interviews.......everything you wanted to know about our three confirmed 
suspects........" 
 
I flipped through the latest Trial Transcript as I settled back low into my chair. I swung my 
feet up onto my desk in the process. 
 
"Huh......" I picked up another bound transcript file. "I'll be........" I took a sip of my 
excellent coffee from a take-away carton. 
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"What?" 
 
"Did you know that on the last two trial matters before the Court for these two hoons, the 
last less than a year ago, the Presiding Judge was Judge Palmerson........?" 
 
"So?........bloody hell, Joseph Lind! You go looking for shadows in a blacked-out room. The 
chances of probability determine that The Judge would cross paths with these two because 
of the number of times that these two have been down...... and because The Judge must have 
been one of the busiest Criminal Judges in the system.......use your friggin' head for a 
change." 
 
She sounded miffed. 
 
"OK, then......how about this? Of all the small-time, bothersome crimes that these three 
committed, guess how many were committed outside their district.......let's say all within a 
two or three suburb radius of where they lived. Go on then. Take a guess." 
 
I could tell that she really did not want to be involved in this type of bullshit, but my little 
boy spitefulness just wouldn't let up. I moved in for the kill. 
 
"Can't guess then? I'll tell you. Up until this unfortunate incidence, the grand total of zilch. 
Zero. Narda. Nought. Fuck all.......an interesting fact no doubt, that the murder investigator's 
mind of renown cannot digest perhaps?" 
 
She cleared her throat as though something nasty had caught. Her eye lids fluttered as 
though they may take wing and fly. She breathed deeply a couple of times just to let me 
know that she was thinking of asking for a transfer and then levelled her eyes on me. 
 
With some resolve, yet with sarcasm in her voice, she continued. 
 
"There's something that I want to show you. And after that we should perhaps knock off for 
the day as it's been a long and boring one! I've been right through that Concertina Folder of 
Wall's. He certainly had a tidy mind. There's stuff like Registration papers for his cars and 
bikes and... arr... his and his father's Stock portfolio which is worth a tidy sum. His 
Will...and his father's will. One guess as to who the beneficiary is in both cases. I'll get 
Hendo to send up the stuff to Daphne. They'll need all that stuff. Other stuff too, like 
Medicare card, Drivers licence, Medibank card and the statements of other Bank Accounts. 
In other names. Four false names that were all drawing the Dole.......The cards he must have 
had on him at the time of his death. These other Accounts I want to chase down and see if 
there is any other paperwork or ID's that correspond. Or should we send those to 
Queensland too? But this......this is the interesting thing and I think he may have had a copy 
of this on his iPad or laptop that he must have had with him at the time of his death." 
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I looked through the names, addresses, money amount entries, tastes and dislikes and sexual 
preferences all written in small neat hand-writing. 
 
The Accountancy history of his business. With mind 'joggers' under each name.......that of 
an experienced Gigolo to a number of old women. 
 
"The ATO would like a copy of this...and they'll get it eventually under disclosure. These 
are his Clients, don't you think? Close on a dozen. A very busy boy. One wonders when he 
was able to rest.......let's say an average fee of $1,000 per day for 10 Clients.......to make it 
easier to figure out......on a 6-week rotation of duty." I gave a cut-off laugh at my own joke. 
Mar was not amused. "That's $10,000 cash in hand for that period. Roughly $85,000 in a 
year. Knowing his life-style and all his goodies, this was just a nice little side-line to the 
weed supply and selling racket........" 
 
"Or........if I were him, I'd be using the Client visits as a subterfuge for the distribution of the 
drugs....and if there was any harder stuff?........don't forget also that he was on the Dole all 
this time.......what?......another 20-grand tax free with these false identities adding another 
80 thou! That we now know about! This guy was sitting pretty, living like a king......all tax 
free. Un-fucking-believable!" 
 
Through all this theorising I had been examining intently all the entries. Mar continued with 
her running commentary. 
 
"Look at the entry for Linda Palmerson......yes it commenced roughly three years ago, at 
$500 per day for a three-day trip every six weeks over a week-end. OK? The cost per day 
has risen from that to 750 to 1,000 to be $1,500 per day as his last entry. I reckon that he 
was squeezing her...compare that with Mrs. Mabel Kirkpatrick, the widow of one of the 
'Faceless Men' often mentioned in the media. She became his Client some 18 months ago, at 
$400 per day. He would see her here in Sydney one day every six weeks. Two days after the 
week-end that he had with Linda Palmerson. Mabel's service bill in that 18 months has 
doubled......he is either squeezing his elderly clients, or black-mailing them or...." 
 
"…. Or is extremely confident in his ability to satisfy the Client knowing that they would be 
baying for more...and willing to pay a higher amount for it...." 
"You're disgusting. You know that? Every Client...all the others are on the Gold Coast or in 
the Hinterland. Should we get Daphne to suss them out?" 
 
"Mmm......yes." I thought about it. "Maybe not." I liked the thought of another trip to 
Paradise. 
 
"I don't like her chances of getting straight answers from the old dears. Especially if he was 
blackmailing them. They would be dreading any adverse publicity. Even if a lovely little 
wisp of a girl was sitting opposite them." Mar's voice dripped with sarcasm. "I do think 
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though, that we need to formally interview every-one of his Clients. They are in essence, all 
suspects in his death...another trip to the Gold Coast perhaps?" 
 
"What do you reckon are our chances of convincing Abbey of another trip up there?" 
 
"Next to zero, a fiver of mine says." She offered. That smirk of hers working over-time. 
 
"You're on, girlie. You're on." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 
 
 
We were in Abbey's Office sitting around the small Conference Table positioned close to 
the external windows. 
 
A view of Parramatta Park and the river lost in low mist. 
 
It was a far better panorama than the scene out of his window when we had been in town at 
the Police HQ building. This Office was also at least twice the size of his old Office that had 
given a back-street view of various lane-ways that angled off College Street. 
 
Abbey listened silently to the reasons for needing to return to Queensland. 
 
"The Queensland police officers can do just as well as you two." He countered. 
 
"Sir, with all due respect, we represent the continuity on the case. The nuance. The history. 
We're the leads on this murder investigation." 
 
That was good, I thought to myself. I'd never used that angle or that line before. I knew that 
Mar was impressed with it too as she gave me a side-ways glance that spoke heaps. 
 
"That's utter bullshit Joe!" Commented Abbey sarcastically. "Look, my money is on our 
three dumb suspects and it still being a crime of opportunity......" 
 
"If they are that dumb, then why did they take the guys iPhone, his iPad or perhaps his 
Laptop when the only thing that would have impressed them was possibly his Reebok 
Joggers or any gold bling that he wore......and his watch?" 
 
"He didn't wear a watch, Joe......you or Mar made that assessment at the crime scene." He 
replied deadpan. 
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He wanted me to really work hard for another trip to sunny Queensland. 
 
Christ I'd love to have his mind. I'd forgotten that point. Abbey was totally involved with 
some 20 Homicides that were at this moment being handled by the team of Homicide 
Officers in the Murder Room. He knew every fucking detail of every murder, so it seemed 
to me. 
 
"Look, I'm still open to your theory, Joe......but let's see what bubbles to the top when we do 
the raid. It's what? Scheduled for this coming Friday. Two days away. Friday.......there's 
something about Friday.......by the way, what would be your assessment of D2 Daphne 
Beamer doing a little leg work and organising and interviewing some of those eminent but 
horny ladies? Before then? Be very careful though. She is my favourite niece........." 
 
A smile almost split his face in two. 
 
I almost fell backwards off my chair. 
 
Mar coughed up the coffee that she had just swallowed. 
 
That information immediately altered my perspective of a return trip to Queensland. 
 
"Umm........I guess that she has a feel for the case. We saw how good she could be with 
interviewing techniques that both Marge and I were impressed with. Yeah....if she can 
organise a couple before our raid on the three suspects then perhaps we should see how she 
goes......." 
 
I was dribbling shit. I knew it. Mar knew it and by the expression on Abbey's face he also 
knew it. Not a good position for me to be in, I thought to myself. 
 
I shut up waiting for his response. 
 
He leant forward to place his elbows on his knees looking up at me with an 
incomprehensible look on his face. 
"Give her a ring. Fill her in on the latest developments. Arrange to transfer everything up to 
her out of that Folder of Wall's, except that Gigolo Diary. Make sure though, that you 
transfer the names and addresses to her of the Client base up there....so she can suss them 
out. She can make the decision who she should pass the other fraudulent stuff onto and 
when. We'll see what we get out of the raids the day after to-morrow.......is it my wife's 
birthday on Friday....no? There's something about a Friday that keeps whirling around in my 
head.......any ideas you two? No?" 
 
The blank look on our faces ended the meeting. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 
 
 
We spent the rest of the day and the following going through the Records of Interview that 
were direct transcriptions of formal and informal interviews that both Uniforms and Station 
Detectives had had with the three brainless guys. 
 
What jumped out at me was that the three of them collectively, were dumb without a bone 
of initiative or any idea about planning. Every crime that they committed appeared to be a 
spur of the moment reaction to some form of external agitation. Whether they were looking 
for fights or were the subjects of another party looking for a fight. But one thing was for 
sure, they never ran away from a fight. Even the B and E and stealing weren't a planned 
operation with a concise and thought out strategy. 
 
Every one of them appeared to be an opportunistic strike where they could see the object of 
their labour. 
 
"C'mon, I'll shout you lunch. My eyes are starting to hurt with all this reading." I offered 
across the expanse of our two desks. "We'll sit down by the river in the sunlight, OK?" 
 
We'd finished our lunch and were lying on the grass soaking up the sun along with half the 
Office workers of Parramatta. Lying on a slope that allowed us to look around without 
lifting our heads too much. 
 
"You weren't bull-shitting, were you? To Maureen, to Morrie the other week? By the way, 
she's got the hots for you. About that stash of weed that the boys found in your front yard?" 
 
"What?.......what bought that up? She's my son's best mate's Mum, that's all." 
 
"Oh....I don't know. It suddenly replayed on me the other night when I couldn't get to sleep." 
I shook my head in frustration and amazement. I knew that my partner was canny....and to 
go with that she was a straight shooter. There would be no ethical question involved in her 
putting me in if she thought that I had committed a crime. 
 
That's the trouble with stepping outside the accepted norms. The stories that you have to 
make up to cover your tracks, so to speak.......and bloody well remembering them. The more 
involved the tale, the looser ends seem to poke through! 
 
"Look......the only thing that wasn't true was that we did not cut the shit up and flush it down 
the toilet. If we had of done that, I think that I'd still have bits of weed floating around in the 
toilet bowl.......and she's had it tough for some time now with that arse-hole husband of hers 
still hovering around. He goes. He comes back. He goes. He comes back. She bloody well 
deserves better, is all." 
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"So, what did you really do with it?" 
 
I gave a chuckle. 
 
"The weed? I chucked it back over the front fence of the joint where the Bikies lived...after 
making sure that all fingerprints were erased from the plastic bag...I'm not that silly!" 
 
"Before the raid?" 
 
"I wasn't aware that the raid was even going down. It may have been the morning of the raid 
or even later before I became aware of that operation." 
 
"Why?" 
 
"Why what? What is this? Forty-four questions then go straight to jail? Do not pass go?" 
 
I had this sudden vision that Marge's sudden pairing with me seemed rather fortuitous. 
 
The cops are sly buggers. It's not unknown of the Integrity and Standards Group to do 
something like this. An 'Inside Sting'. Organise an 'insider investigator' sometime after the 
crime when the guilty party may have forgotten or lowered his guard about the matter. The 
hackles on the back of my neck rose alarmingly. I rolled over and looked down into her 
face. The sun smoothing out the age lines that were just starting to crawl from the corners of 
her eyes and mouth. A face that I could quite easily caress. And very much wanted to kiss. 
She was looking up at me with a look that I could feel in my loins. I chased away the 
moment. She was my partner; nothing else.... but then Helene had been a cop....for the AFP. 
 
Don't even go there, I chastised myself. 
 
"I threw the stash over their fence because probably, it had come from their lot. It was full 
of heads and very strong indicating its origin was hydroponic more than likely. I did not 
want to be involved with those guys in any way as they were mean buggers. I did not want 
my son or my son's mate involved with the mean mother fuckers. It was early one 
morning…. the following morning in fact, while I was jogging. From memory, on my way 
to meet up with you on the Athletic Field.... Over it went. I just kept on going. I didn't even 
think about it. Whether it was or wasn't their bag wasn't a question that I mulled over. If it 
was theirs, then they got it back...if it wasn't, then they profited from my actions. So, shoot 
me." 
 
"Did you ask yourself who may have chucked the deal over your fence?" 
 
"No....why should I have worried about that. I just wanted to get rid of the stuff as quickly 
as possible. You know, a kilo of Weed at my place? If it was found, my career would be 
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over....and more than likely, Billy wouldn't be permitted to complete his Law Studies....it 
just wasn't worth the worry." 
 
"How did you know that they had a hydroponic set-up? Why didn’t you just hand the bag 
into the Narcotics Branch? You know enough guys there to be able to make one of them a 
hero for the day." 
 
"Mar.....what's this all about?" I stood, my shadow falling across her face. She sat up. A 
shrug of her shoulders. I angrily exclaimed that I was going back to the Office. As I walked 
away I yelled out over my shoulder that the entire bloody suburb knew about it. Obviously 
well before the Cops gained that knowledge in any case. 
 
She sheepishly sat at her desk. 
 
I ignored her. 
 
It was some time, mid-afternoon in fact before she cleared her throat. 
 
I heard a small voice. 
 
"I'm sorry Joe. I'm a cop. A good one. I know that I am. The story didn't seem to gel is all. 
You're a good cop and the best partner I've ever had......and you're a bloody good father 
under the trying conditions all us cops live with......." 
 
"That's not a very supportive comparison. As far as I know you've only been partnered with 
two cops. Me and that lazy, forgetful old Bull Winkle......know what I mean?" 
 
She gave me her best smile tinged with regret. 
 
"Do you want a coffee? My shout......." 
"Yeah....OK. From down the street." 
 
That was the last time that she ever raised the question of the stash of marijuana with me. 
Which was fine with me as I really didn't know whether I was capable of outright lying to 
her without her picking up on it. If that be the case, then the whole can of worms regarding 
Knackers' and my involvement in the Templeton mess would surely be compromised and it 
more than likely would end with both Knackers and me sharing a cell while those two mean 
bastards would be walking free. 
 
Not a good thought at all! 
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CHAPTER THIRTY 
 
 
Murder Squad Officers stay well out of the way of the SWAT teams as they go about their 
business. 
 
In fact, I've stood in a neighbouring street because of the risk of gunfire. Contrary to just 
about every Cop Show on TV, we do not accompany those silly blokes breaking down the 
doors and charging into a residence shouting shit at the tops of our lungs. 
 
Those buggers take their job very seriously and rightly so. 
 
Usually they have very little knowledge of what awaits them behind those locked doors. 
They do not want to have to haul broken bodies of Homicide Cops outside with their lives 
in the balance if the raid has gone to hell and back. 
 
Some four hours before the two raids, the SWAT team arrived at the local suburban Cop 
Station. To once again go over the intended tactics, memorise the faces of those who, by 
intelligence gathering, maybe encountered within the confines of the house and to 
familiarise themselves again with the neighbourhood and surrounds. Sometimes even 
Google maps are used to enhance this knowledge. A couple of Police Unmarked vehicles 
may do a couple of swift forays up and down the particular street before the time of the raid. 
The Surveillance guys would have usually set up camp for some time in close proximity to 
the target residence, unhindered by the SWAT team. 
 
Radio chatter would increase as the hour of the raid drew closer. 
 
SOP has the 'zero hour' around one to one and a half hours before sun-up. 
They do not usually drive in like a Regiment of Mounted Rifles to screech to a halt outside 
the premises. Disgorging noisily from their steel-sided steeds. They usually disembark 
silently from their vehicles usually parked several houses away in both directions up and 
down the street. This is after other Officers have crept their way to perhaps a property to the 
rear of the subject house. Simultaneously to their alighting from their Command vehicle, 
Unmarks with Uniform guys clearly identifiable will have closed off the street at the nearest 
intersection or some hundreds of metres on either side of the target area. 
 
This is a much-rehearsed sequence of events. 
 
Sometimes phone lines cut, electricity supply turned off to the house and gas mains isolated. 
 
Of course, not all these precautions adopted on every such raid but their adherence is 
dependent on the risk assessment intelligence. 
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What is always adhered to is our position which is well back past the operating boundary of 
influence until summoned like dogs whistled at. Me? I don't mind that, though I have heard 
an occasional Homicide Detective bemoan the manner in which we are treated by the 
SWAT guys in these situations. As far as I am concerned, if they have a need to inflate their 
fragile egos in such a manner than they can go for it. You would never get me barging into 
an unlit strange house with my gun drawn.......never! 
 
Because of the assessed volatility of the Stanzio brothers when compared with that of Tony 
Lucas, a front and rear assault of their house was proposed. 
 
The raids went off simultaneously. 
 
Without a hitch. 
 
The only person hurt was the lead man entering the Lucas house-hold. 
 
He showered in a full bowl of Fruity-loop cereal and milk that Tony's mother was taking to 
her only son who was in bed. 
 
The lead guy also suffered a sore head when she managed to swing a sauce-pan at him. 
 
This he would not live down for the rest of his career. 
 
She was 5 foot nothing but with a voice heard well above the noise that the Swat team were 
making. The words 'fascist pigs' heard over the din. Repeatedly! 
 
Abbey helped at the Lucas' home. With D2 Peta Daniels and her partner D3 Helmut 
Schmidt. A man of vast intellect though little common sense. Teamed with the bulldog 
Interviewer D2 Daniels, they made a formidable pairing. 
 
We, Mar, and I, had a long way to catch up. 
 
They bought in Tony Lucas. The story going around was that Lucas's elderly mother chased 
the Transport Vehicle for some blocks before she eventually gave up. Running out of steam 
not because of the speed with which she ran, but out of breath because of the continual 
tirade she unleashed at an unbelievable volume. During this show of motherly love, Tony 
disappeared below the sill height of the vehicle. Dying of embarrassment according to 
Schmidt who sat in the back seat with the hand-cuffed prisoner. And with that typical Cop 
embellishment, it took two young Uniforms to catch the old girl such was her speed. The air 
for blocks around was turned blue because of her swearing according to her two young Cop 
pursuers! 
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The two young uniformed police officers spent some time in hospital after the chase. The 
return trip to the subject house with the old girl in tow caused them quite a few bruises and 
contusions as the old girl was quite handy with her fists, knees, and feet! 
 
The two Stanzio brothers were only just rousing from their sleep by the time that the front 
and back Swat teams met up in the middle of the house. The brothers slept in single beds in 
the same bedroom as they must have done from an early age. The younger brother Nickos 
was still clutching a Teddy Bear as he was rolled over and hand-cuffed. Both brothers 
seemed nonplussed by all the fuss and the murder charge listed against them did not seem to 
sink into the grey matter of either brother. 
 
Mar and I decided to interview the two Stanzio brothers first leaving Lucas to sweat some. 
We both thought that it would be Lucas who would be the harder to open up so a little 
simmering time would be productive in our opinion. 
 
A Court elected Legal Aid Solicitor appointed to each of the accused. 
 
"Good morning Mikros. Do you understand why you are here?" 
 
A sullen pair of eyes bored straight through me 
 
"Do you understand that you have been granted Legal Aid assistance?" 
 
Nothing altered. 
 
"Do you understand that this interview is being recorded? Both video and audio." 
 
Again, not even an eye flutter. 
 
"Do you understand that you have been arrested for the alleged murder of one Wailing Wall. 
That on the morning of Friday 13th June 2013, sometime between 6:45 and 7:05 in the AM, 
you wilfully did bash to death one Wailing Wall of Surfers Paradise, Queensland within the 
confines of the Bayswater Harbour-side Park in Sydney, NSW. The weapons used were 
willow cricket bats that you obtained from cricket kit bags that were in or around the Wet 
Weather Waiting Room Shed of the adjacent Ferry Jetty. The Bayswater Ferry Jetty. The 
owners of these kit bags were all inebriated and were 'sleeping it off' as described in the 
vernacular. It is further alleged that you committed this crime in the presence of and with 
the help of one Nickos Stanzio of 2A The Tramway Lane Lakemba and in the presence of 
and with the help of one Anthony Lucas of 34 Highclere Avenue, Lakemba. Have you 
anything to say to these allegations?" 
 
Again, not a muscle spasm. 
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"Mr. Stanzio. Can you hear what I am saying?" 
 
"What the...I'm fucking not stupid! Or fucking deaf, copper!" 
 
Huston, we have lift off. 
 
"Mr. Stanzio, I am not accusing you of being stupid. On the contrary. But do you realise the 
pickle that you, your younger brother Nickos and your mate Tony Lucas are in. You could 
go to prison for a very long time. With your previous convictions, the Court won't look too 
kindly at your case like the last time. This is not your usual mugging or assault that we have 
here. Understand? You are being accused of murder. Of killing another human being." 
 
"We didn't murder no-one. We hit him that's all. He went down like a bag of shit. We 
carried him up under the cliff overhang because it was raining though we had our raincoats 
on...." 
 
"Are you still in the possession of your raincoats?" 
 
"What? You think I'm stupid. They cost money. But it ain't raining to-day. Why would I 
have my raincoat on to-day, huh? You stupid or somethin'?" 
 
"You said that you only hit him the once......." I slid an enlarged colour photograph across to 
him. A close-up head shot that showed in detail the damage exacted. "Does that look as 
though he has been only hit once?" 
 
"We may have hit him a couple of times more just to frighten him....to rough him up a 
bit......but we didn't murder him......no fuckin' way. I ain't a killer!" 
"You say we.......who was we?" 
 
"What? You are fuckin' stupid. What? Yer memory gone. You told me a moment ago, who 
was with me......" 
"Who was that?" 
 
"Fuck me......my brother Nicky......." 
 
"You mean Nickos your brother?" 
 
"Will you listen to me, scumbag. That's what I said." He was yelling now. Angry. That's 
what I wanted. "…. Me younger brother Nicky and me mate Tony....yeah that's right.... 
Anthony Lucas. Boy, there’s a lot of dumb cops about!" 
 
"Mr. Stanzio. What did you use to hit Mr. Wall with?" 
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"Here we go again......we were just gunna use our fists to rough him up a bit and we were 
sitting down in that shed on the jetty out of the drizzle. Waiting for it to stop. Then these 
bloody drunk bastards came staggering in making one hell of a racket. I was getting a bit 
scared that they would attract attention but it was real early still......" 
 
"About what time Mr. Stanzio?" 
 
"Like I said......real early. I don't know.... about 4:30 I reckon......" 
 
"Why were you there at that hour?" 
 
"Fuck me. You dense or something? You gotta brain? Short term memory loss...doesn't that 
mean that yer gotta some awful disease or somethin'? To do a job, you twit." 
 
"You were a long way from home Mr. Stanzio. This would be the first time that you've done 
a job so far from home, isn't it?" 
 
"Yeah......I suppose so. So, what? Expand our horizons........that's what we were told to do." 
 
"That was good advice. Who told you must expand your horizons?" 
 
He looked at me with that same vacant look of before. I'd just lost him again. 
 
"Who gave you that good advice, Mr. Stanzio?" 
 
Nothing. 
No matter what I said, he would not utter another word. Just the cold vacant stare. The 
Prison wink as they say. I cajoled, slapped the table, called him stupid and uncooperative 
and because of that he, his brother and his mate were going down because we had 
irrefutable proof that the three of them in fact, had committed the crime. 
 
Which of course was not true! 
 
We now had an admission that they were there and that they had roughed him up. 
 
We had proof that they had grasped the cricket bats. That placed them at the scene. It placed 
them handling the murder weapons.... but on his own volition Mikros had admitted that they 
had roughed him up.... but murder, not on your life. 
 
Not irrefutable proof in any case. 
 
 
 



138	  

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 
 
 
"Not good?" 
 
Both Mar and I were sitting in Abbey's Office having lunch with the Boss. 
 
Take-away Thai. Mar's favourite take-away. 
 
I shook my head at the question. "We've just spent what? 45 minutes to an hour on each of 
the Stanzio Brothers and I have this funny feeling in my gut that we are going to go from 
Murder One to Manslaughter to ABH or Assault with Intent once the DPP gets hold of 
this...." 
 
"Why? Do you think that they are lying? That they have colluded with one another?" 
 
"No.....on the contrary, I think that they are incapable of lying.... oh, they can tell fibs but it 
is beyond their comprehension and ability to formulate a tale that stands up to a decent 
probe. They're not lying when they say that they didn't kill Wailing......that they just roughed 
him up. Even when they're confronted with the autopsy evidence that the first whack to the 
back of the head killed him, they deny that fact......that they're killers. When shown the 
close-up shots of the horrendous damage to Wailing's face and head, they honestly deny 
doing it! And the stupid thing is, I fucking well half believe them!" 
 
Just then my mobile skipped across the table in front of me. 
It was the Crime Scene guys doing the search of both residences. 
 
"Joe? We've just about finished here. We've tagged all the ear-rings, the rings and the gold 
chains. One of those medium sized suitcases with wheels and an extendible handle was 
found in the boot of a shitty old Commodore registered to one Makros Stanzio. Along with 
a suit carrier with a Tuxedo, a leather jacket and several long sleeve silk shirts. A plastic bag 
full of bloody clothing was also found in the boot of the car. A pair of jeans. A T-shirt. A 
tailored Jacket. And a pair of under-daks that has signs of urine and faeces on them. The 
Victim's last shit, no doubt! There was no mobile or iPhone, no Backpack, iPad or Laptop. 
No wallet. No shoes. There was $10,000 in brand new, consecutively numbered $100 bills 
in the pillow case on the bed of Macros Stanzio. A further $5,000 also brand new and 
consecutively numbered was found in a Teddy Bear that we are led to believe belonged to 
one Nickos Stanzio. We did Anthony Lucas's place first so that we could get away from the 
Mamma! Ditto $5,000 in an overnight or nappy bag in the wardrobe of Tony's bedroom. 
One diamond stud ear-ring of, at a guess at least 1.5 carats which would put its worth 
around $35-$50,000 was found in a saucer on a bed-side table. Oh....a raincoat in Tony's 
wardrobe tested for blood splatter along with a pair of cheap runners and on the bottom of a 
pair of jeans. Nothing similar was found at the Stanzio brothers' place although there were 
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two raincoats hanging from a hook on the back door. No clothing at their place tested for 
blood remains. Sorry........I guess they could have done a wash. They actually looked as 
though they did regular house cleaning with clean sheets on the beds, clean clothes in the 
wardrobes and very little mess anywhere else. Not so the Lucas house which was an 
absolute shamble! That's about it Joe.......we'll do the normal work-up for trace etc. etc. Will 
try for a preliminary report in about 2 weeks.......OK?" 
 
"Thanks mate. Not a problem. Good job. Well done. I owe you one." 
 
I filled Mar and Abbey in on the phone conversation. 
 
"Mmm........and you reckon that it will degrade to an ABH?" 
 
"If they could get above average Counsel, then I'd bet my left knacker that is exactly what 
they would barter down to with the DPP......." 
 
"Then in that case Joe, you, as sure as shit, better come up with a bit more than what you've 
got or else I'll be sharpening my filleting knife! You better go and have a word with our Mr. 
Anthony Lucas." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 
 
 
I sat down with a sigh not forced or bogus. 
 
"Mr. Anthony Lucas? I'm Detective Marjory Hendricks and this is my partner Detective 
Joseph Lind. May I call you Tony? Yes?" 
 
Mar went through the prelims again, reading his rights, ensuring that he was happy with the 
Counsel that had been provided for him and advising him that this entire conversation was 
being recorded. Both video and audio. He looked up to where he thought the camera may 
have been and gave a bright smile. 
 
What is it with some people? They crave their 15 seconds of fame so much that they even 
cream their jeans when a criminal matter is being taped. 
 
"Tony......Do you sleep with a Teddy Bear?" 
 
"Yeah....Poopy-do. I've had him since I was a baby. My dad gave him to me." 
 
"Where's your Dad now?" 
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He shrugged his shoulders. Looked down at the table. 
 
"Never knowed him. Don't know who he is...or where he is." 
 
"Are you aware that $5,000 in brand new bills was inside him?" 
 
"Oh yeah. They smell nice when they're brand new. Don't they?" 
 
"Was it your money?" 
 
"Yeah.......no-one else is allowed to put anything inside Poopy-do. He's mine!" 
 
"Where did you get the money?" 
 
"Equal shares for roughing up that dude in the park." 
 
"Equal shares? Then how come Makros Stanzio got $10,000 while you and Nikos only got 5 
each?" 
 
The tempo was broken for some moments as Tony tried to digest this piece of news. 
"Maybe he got more because he used his car. It was a long way to go. And he organised it 
all.......do you think?" 
 
Mar nodded her head. 
"Then how come you got the diamond ear-ring?" 
 
"It's not a real diamond. Mack said that real diamonds don't grow that big. It's only a... 
Zircon...from the same planet as Spock...in Star Trek!" 
 
"Tony...it's a real diamond alright. It's worth about $40,000......." 
 
"Nah....Mack said it wasn't...40? Nah....I could buy a car with that much money.... nah." 
 
"Where did the ear-ring come from?" 
 
"From the Dude we roughed up. Mack said we had to take everything off him.......so's it was 
harder for people to know who he was......." 
 
There it was. This child-like interpretation of a set of instructions.......pulling them apart to a 
base line command that is easier to follow. To obey. Not just the wallet and the jewellery as 
more than likely was the intent of the original instruction........but everything. 
 
"So why did you leave his socks on?" Mar asked. 
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He looked at Mar as though she was stupid. 
 
"It was cold," he admonished. "Me mama says that people loose most of their heat through 
their feet. You've always got to keep your socks on when it's cold." 
 
My mum used to say the same thing, I assured him. He gave a smile of victory. 
 
"Why was that important......to make sure that people didn't know who he was?" 
 
Again, another missed beat in the tempo. He looked over at both of us. Shrugged his 
shoulders. Looked somewhat befuddled. 
 
"I suppose because Mack asked us to make sure.... that’s why we took all his clothes 
off......." A little giggle. "He had a big weenie." He covered his mouth. 
 
"Was it light enough to be able to see that much, was it?" 
 
"Yeah.......it wasn't that dark at all." 
 
"What did you do with the dude's knapsack?" 
 
"We left it under the bushes near the jogging track." 
"Why?" 
 
Again, another pause. A bewildered look. 
 
"Because Mack told us too." 
 
"Who hit him first with the cricket bat?" 
 
"We jumped out in front of him from the bushes. He nearly walked into us. He didn't see us 
as he had an umbrella up and he had it down into the wind. I hit him with the cricket bat but 
it bounced off the backpack and hit him in the neck. He went down like a bag of potatoes. 
We had to hurry as there were a couple of joggers that passed us while we were waiting for 
the dude.... they didn't see us though. Mack and Nick carried him up to the overhang 
‘because it was raining while I grabbed his things and stuck them under the bush. We got 
them as we went passed to go to Mack's car. The money was on the floor wrapped up in a 
plastic bag. I don't know who put it there. None of us do........" He stopped to take a 
breather. To collect his thoughts maybe. 
 
I reckoned that he had just emptied his memory bank of the stuff that had entered and 
remained there from that night. 
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He drank half the glass of water that sat in front of him. 
 
"You picked up everything else but you left the knapsack there? Why?" 
 
"Told you already. Mack said too." 
 
"Mack is the boss?" 
 
"Yeah. He likes to be the Boss." 
 
"Where'd you get the bats?" 
 
"There were these dudes sleeping in the wharf shed. We were there for a while hoping the 
rain would stop. Mack looked in their big bags and pulled out the bats. We were gunna hit 
him with our fists to teach him a thing or two. Mack thought that the bats would be better. 
We wouldn't hurt our knuckles as much." 
 
"Did you put the bats back? You said that after you bashed him you grabbed the dude's 
things, his suitcase and walked to Mack's car. Did you put the bats back into the sleeping 
guys bags in the shed? On the wharf?" 
 
Another pained looked crossed his face. He shook his head. 
"Maybe Nick mighta done." He didn't sound convincing although that didn't indicate much. 
 
"You said that you stayed in the shed hoping that the rain would stop? Then you were 
waiting for the dude behind the bushes. How did you know it was time to go and stand 
behind the bushes? It was still raining, wasn't it?" 
 
"It had slowed to a drizzle. A mist. Mack said that the dude would be coming down the 
path. That he was going to the wharf to catch the ferry. That's how we knew." 
 
"How did Mack know that the dude was going to catch the ferry?" 
 
Another break in tempo. Another befuddled look. A shrug of the shoulders. 
 
"I dunno.......Perhaps some-one told him, huh?" 
 
"When you got the dude up under the overhang, how many times did you hit him with the 
bats?" 
 
Another shrug of the shoulders. 
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"Only a coupla times to teach him a lesson. That's what Mack said to do. Just a couple. To 
teach him a lesson." 
 
"What lesson was you trying to teach him?" 
 
"I dunno. Mack said we had to teach him a lesson, that's all." 
 
"Is it possible that he was already dead when you started to give him a couple for good 
luck?" 
 
"Nah.....we didn't kill him. I only hit him once on the jogging track. You know.......like those 
big strong dudes who have a china jaw.......hit 'em on the point of the jaw and they go down 
like a bag of shit. Big strong blokes. Just like that. One minute they're on their feet shaping 
up. Next, they're flat on their back out cold. Just like that." 
 
"Glass jaw." 
 
"What..........?" 
 
I shook my head not wanting to elaborate. 
 
"The evidence from the autopsy would indicate that you had killed him with the first blow 
of the bat. Broke his neck. He was dead when you carried him up to that overhang and 
continued to hit him a couple more times with the bats.... he was already dead!" 
 
He shook his head vigorously. 
 
"Nah, we didn't kill him. We just roughed him up a bit, that's all." 
 
Mar slid the up-close photograph of Wailing's mangle head across the table. 
 
"What's this?" 
 
He looked down at the photograph. 
 
"That's all that's left of the dude's head after you, Mack and Nick had finished with him. 
Belting him with those cricket bats." 
 
"No fucking way! No way...we didn't do that to him." 
 
We jumped from our chairs just in time to miss the stream of vomit that erupted from Tony 
Lucas's mouth. It sprayed across the table and onto the floor. 
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The Legal Aid Solicitor quickly stood and rapped on the door to be let out. He was ashen. 
He'd glanced at the photograph also. 
 
Tony Lucas started to cry. Slobber, tears and vomit dripped from his chin. 
 
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to make a mess. Don't hit me, please. Don't hit me." 
 
Mar went and touched him on the shoulder. 
 
"We're not going to hit you, Tony. It wasn't your fault. The first time that we saw the 
photograph we puked too.......it's horrible, isn't it?" 
 
"Yeah.......we didn't do that. No way. We punch a bloke in the mouth......or the nose and 
that's all. We didn't do that. We only hit him a coupla times to teach him a lesson. That's all. 
Did he die because of that?" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 
 
 
The Uniform standing guard outside the door would not enter the room. I have no idea what 
Anthony Lucas might have had to eat lately but it definitely was not from this world if the 
smell of it was any indication. 
 
Luckily all of us, including the hapless Tony, had escaped having any of the bile flung over 
our persons. The Uniform was left to organise a Cleaner while another Uniform led the poor 
Tony back down to the Holding Cells. 
 
I sat for some moments at my desk letting the playbacks of the three interviews click into 
place in my brain. 
 
I rose quickly from my chair and attacked the Punching Bag as Mar came into the Murder 
Room. 
 
A Flying Scissors Kick. My right arm extended and ready to cushion my fall as I dropped to 
the floor. I rolled over onto my left shoulder and sprang to my feet as the bag swung back at 
me. 
 
A left jab with all my body weight transferred into the punch got the bag straight in the solar 
plexus. 
 
An immediate pain shot up my arm. 
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I let out an anguished cry and grabbed at my left arm. 
 
I was sure that I had broken my wrist. 
 
"Are you OK?" Mar asked. Concern etched across her face. 
 
"Fuck no! I think I just broke my fucking wrist. Bugger." 
 
"Keep still will you......" 
 
"What are you doing?" I asked as Mar pulled out my T-shirt and began undoing my belt. 
 
"Your jeans won't fall down, will they?" She enquired as she pulled the belt from my jeans. 
She rolled the bottom of my T-shirt up over my arm in a form of a sling and then placed my 
belt around my neck and down over my arm to take the weight. 
 
There was immediate relief. 
 
"Don't you dare tell the Nurse up in First Aid that you did this on the punching bag." Abbey 
ordered as he came from his office. "Otherwise we'll have OH and S down here quick smart 
wanting to rip the bag down. I've put too much hard work into defending its right to hang 
there for it to be cut down because you can't wait until the bloody thing is swinging away 
from you instead of swinging towards you before you try for a left jab......" 
 
"Say that you slipped on Anthony Lucas's spew in Interview Room 3......." Mar interjected. 
 
"What spew?" Abbey asked. 
 
"Oh......Mar showed him that close-up shot of what remained of Wall's head after he and his 
two buddies had done their work on it...he lost it and I reckon so did that young Legal Aid 
guy...while I'm upstairs Mar, can you chase out what flight the Judge boarded on the 
Thursday before the murder. What was its ETD from Mascot and its ETA into Canberra?" 
 
"Yes Boss......." 
 
"…....and what return flight he got.......more than likely on either the following Monday 
night or possibly as an outside chance on the Tuesday morning........" 
 
"Yes Boss......." 
 
"…....and what flight our Wailing got from the Gold Coast Airport with its ETA into 
Kingsford Smith. I'd say that in order to reduce overheads he'd have flown one of those 
cheap flights. It more than likely got into Kingsford Smith within no more than an hour after 
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the Judge took off for Canberra on the same morning.......and what return flight Wailing had 
booked........" 
 
"Yes Boss." 
 
"…......and the address of that other Sydney woman client that Wailing had. I'm betting she 
lives on the lower northern peninsular. What was their reserved dalliance day which I'm 
betting was more than likely the Monday after the murder. See if we can go and see her to 
have a talk. If not, organise a warrant and get a marked car from the local LAC to bring her 
in here.........have that hanging over her head in any case." 
 
"Yes Boss." 
 
"….and check on the time again of the first ferry that hits that wharf that goes to Manly. 
Interview the Deck Hand in particular on the facts that we know about the four lads and 
whomever else may have been on the wharf at that time of morning...show him a 
photograph of Linda Palmerson. See if that jogs his memory on whether she was there or 
not." 
 
"Linda!!??" Mar said with a shock. "And not a photo of the Judge?" 
 
"What for? He was in Canberra then." I replied matter-of-factly. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 
 
 
"OK, Mack. You gotta stop mucking around. The three of you are going down for First 
Degree Murder. Do you understand that?" 
 
I let that information hang in the air. 
 
He looked around at everything else in the room except Mar and I. The same young Legal 
Aid guy sat to one side of him. He still had not recovered as his face was still pasty. 
 
"You guys are the chumps. You are sitting in here while the mastermind of this little 
scenario leads a normal life." 
Again, I let that hang. He was now looking at his hands as though they had just appeared. 
Grown perhaps a sixth finger! 
 
"By the way, do you know Judge Palmerson? He's been the Judge that sat on your last two 
cases. Who put you and your brother in Silverwater for 7 months?" I looked at Mar for 
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confirmation. "…7 months each. He just retired. Well...not exactly. He's taken sick leave 
due to stress...but they don't expect that he'll be back in Court ever again. After he plays out 
his sick leave, he'll just take a nice quiet retirement, perhaps in Canberra......or even the 
Gold Coast." 
 
"So, what's that got to do with me, me brother an' me mate?" Makros Stanzio replied. 
Unable so it seemed, by the look on his face, to follow the direction of the conversation. 
 
He was fast, was our Makros. 
 
"He will not have anything to do with any Court matter ever again." I replied somewhat 
smugly. 
 
I sat back and folded my arms across my chest as best I could. The light cast on my wrist 
kind of complicated the action. A satisfied look on my face. It just wasn't about how you 
asked a question but also how you acted out a charade in front of their eyes. Mar had kept 
her head down and had written in shorthand every word that was uttered. 
 
Unfortunately, she could not capture my Oscar winning performance. 
 
Mack's eyes wandered over the table. He began fidgeting with his hands. I let the 
momentary silence linger. He eventually broke the silence. 
 
Most of them do. 
 
"You broke your wrist." More of a statement than a question. 
 
"Yeah...I punched the wall beside the Judge's head to scare him some. It worked. He 
talked." A grin across my face. 
 
"You threatened a Judge?" Astonishment in the words. "You were gunna punch him in the 
face?" 
 
He was flabbergasted. You could almost hear the cogs ticking over. He settled slowly back 
into his chair. As far from me as he could get. 
 
"Yeah...well he's guilty as sin...but he admits now that he was never going to help you out of 
the mess that you're now in...it would have meant that if he tried, he may have lost his 
Judgeship...and he wasn't about to let that happen at all. Who would people believe in any 
case? Scumbags like you three or one of Society's most respected and loved Criminal 
Judges...no... you’re on your own...and always was going to be." 
 
He looked up at me. The look unwavering. 



148	  

"Fuckin' bullshit...she said that he would help us get small sentences. If we got caught. She 
reckoned that we wouldn't. But if we did, then...possibly week-end detention for a bit, that's 
all." 
 
"Who said that?" 
 
"His fuckin' missus. She wiggled her tits in my face something fierce. Nice tits though." 
 
"How did she know about you three and your reputation?" 
 
"I don't know.......through the Judge more'n likely." A shrug of his shoulders. 
 
"How did she contact you the first time?" 
 
"There was only one time. The other two times she rang me. She gave me a nice new 
mobile. She came into the Pub. All the guys......they had their tongues hanging out. I was 
king after that. The guys thought that I was Casanova or some-one. A legend. She offered 
me 20 to give this dude a bloody hiding......to teach him a lesson. It was easy money." 
 
"Did she say to kill him?" 
 
"No.....nothing like that. Just a couple of hits across the mouth. Enough to knock him out. 
Take everything off him so it'd be hard to identify him......get out quick as there was a lot of 
joggers about at that time of morning but because it was raining there were only one or two 
crazy bastards out and about. And us. She'd leave the cash for the job on the floor of my car 
if we did it right. It was easy. She said about the ferry time and the fact that he'd be walking 
down the pathway to the wharf. We checked it out a couple of days before and figured 
where we'd ambush him and where we would take him where no-one could see us. Easy 
as.......he fell like a sack of wheat........" 
 
"Did she tell you to take everything except the backpack?" 
 
"Yeah. How did you know about that? Funny thing......when we drove down to get a parking 
spot near the wharf, I thought I saw her with a golf club in her hand. She was swinging it 
back and forward as though she was practising her swing. Crazy eh? At 4 o'clock on a rainy 
morning. Over in the Park but near the road. But it couldn't have been her though......could 
it?" 
CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 
 
 
We knocked on the door at 6:30 in the morning. 
 
Abbey, Peta Daniels, Helmut Schmidt, Mar and I and three Uniforms. 
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It was a cold and miserable morning. A light misty drizzle that's an absolute head-ache. The 
wind was whistling through, chilling every part of my body. Let me migrate to a tropical 
island. Surely, they need excellent Homicide cops there too. 
 
The Judge eventually answered the door. 
 
"Gentlemen. Ladies. What can I do for you. This now is definitely approaching Police 
harassment. Do you realise what time it is?" 
 
"Judge Palmerson.......is your wife in?" Abbey asked. 
 
"Ur........yes. What's this about?" 
 
"We have an Arrest Warrant for your wife......." 
 
The judge took a backward step. I thought he was going to stumble and fall to the floor. I 
grabbed him by the arm. 
 
"Do not touch me, young man. That could be construed as an assault on my person. Why are 
you arresting my wife?" 
 
"For conspiracy to commit murder and attempted murder." Abbey offered the Judge the 
paperwork. "Also, Your Honour, we have a warrant to search your residence, your vehicles 
and the premises at Apartment 16C of the Bayswater Apartment Building. May we come in, 
Your Honour?" 
 
"I have no choice in the matter, so it seems." He replied after a quick scan of the paperwork 
that Abbey offered him. He opened the door wide to allow our passage into the residence. 
 
"Your wife, Sir?" 
 
He indicated a door to the left. He went and sat on a Dining Room chair with a straight back 
and an uncomfortable looking pillow. He covered his face with his hands. I am sure that he 
began to sob. 
 
"Sir......?" A panicky voice yelled from the Bedroom. "Call an Ambulance. I think she may 
have overdosed by taking some sleeping tablets." 
 
An Ambulance arrived in about 3 minutes. 
 
Mrs. Linda Gwyneth Palmerson was pronounced dead at 7:15 upon arrival at St. Vincents 
Private Hospital nearby. 
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The Judge was also admitted at the same time for shock and a suspected mild heart-attack. 
 
So that the matter could be resolved that morning, the Judge permitted the Building 
Manager to be present in his absence as the Police went about their business. 
 
A large quantity of sleeping tablets had been ingested and a suicide note detailing her part in 
the hiring of Macros Stanzio to rough up her lover and gigolo Mr. Wailing Wall was placed 
on a bedside table. Typed. No signature but then.......she was a dipsy blonde who couldn't 
get her head around a Parking infringement conviction! 
 
She had apparently panicked the night before at the TV News item that broadcast in some 
detail the Swat team raid and arrest of three suspects in the slaying of one Wailing Wall. A 
Gold Coast resident who was in Sydney on business. She had thought that the three could 
not be linked in any way to herself but the News Announcer had stated that the police 
expected further arrests in the matter. 
 
She immediately had thought that what she had regarded as a tenuous link to the three 
would be able to be traced by the Police. 
 
The missing backpack belonging to Wailing Wall was found at the end of the King size bed. 
An iPhone and an iPad were recovered from the bag. Both instruments had been so severely 
damaged by a heavy blow they were unusable. 
 
A cursory search was conducted of the residence but the items that the Police sought were in 
plain view. 
 
I came into the Linda's bedroom for one last look see. 
 
I threw back the curtains to let some light in and turned to face the door. The door was half 
closed and there, standing leaning behind the door was a golf stick. 
 
Now I wouldn't know one golf stick from another, but I picked it up in the manner that I had 
seen the experts do and took a couple of swings. Linda, I knew, was about my height so the 
club was around the correct length for me. 
 
I could picture myself strolling down the fairway waving to the adoring crowd. 10 points in 
front and never to be challenged. 
 
Mar stuck her head around the edge of the ajar door. 
 
"What the fuck you doing?" She asked incredulously. 
 
I was a little embarrassed being caught in the middle of my dream. 
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I swung the club up and let the shaft slide through my hands until they met the bulk of the 
golf head. It was close to eye level. 
 
I glanced at the metal and timber head. 
I walked over to the window to get a better look. 
 
I was sure that the dark stain on the face of the head was blood....... 
 
I called Abbey into the room asking Mar to also come in and close the door behind her. I 
drew Abbey's attention to the golf club head. 
 
He raised his eye-brows and let out a low whistle. 
 
"Get it analysed but keep it low key......very low key." 
 
I looked over at Mar with a smug look on my face. 
 
"What was the book?" I asked. 
 
"I hope you two aren't placing bets on certain aspects of your cases, are you?" He chided. 
 
"No Boss. No." We answered in unison. "Never." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 
 
 
It was towards the end of January the following year. 
 
Bill and Ben in Europe for two long months now, but were due back within the next two 
weeks. 
 
Their third year of law started about then. 
The way the weather was in the north of England and Scotland, that may be problematic. 
Glasgow, where they were at the moment, was paralysed with record snow falls that had 
killed almost 100 people and stranded thousands more. 
 
Here it was a stinking hot day. 
 
I'd missed the boy more than I would want to let on or feel. I had had the loneliest Christmas 
just gone since Helene had been killed. 
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Sure, on Christmas Eve, Morrie and I had a wonderful time at a top-rated restaurant in town 
and almost relented to spend the night together. It was Morrie who had pulled back saying 
that she really didn't need any more complications just at that particular time. 
 
Being the perfect gentleman, I had acquiesced to her wishes. 
 
It took an hour of pounding the pavement early Christmas morning to drive the demons 
from my body. 
 
I'd then spent a very enjoyable afternoon with Mar and her dysfunctional and extended 
family. Laughter all round. They all had that silly, part sick, off-centre sense of humour that 
is completely beyond the majority of the population. 
 
Shared and appreciated by too few, in my opinion. 
 
To-day though, at the end of January, it was a stinking hot day. 
 
I'd just arrived back from a 10-day holiday in Samoa, fishing the waters around the area 
with a Fishing Charter bloke who had originally come from the southern suburbs of Sydney. 
A bloke who had for a lot of years walked a fine line, especially in drug related matters. 
Although only small-fry, you could see that he was, like them all, getting a little greedy. The 
downfall of so many. 
 
He was a good bloke really. 
 
I took him out back of a Pub one night, this was when I was in Narcs, and laid it on the line 
to him.......keep this up and he would soon spend a lot of years locked up. 
 
He disappeared. Just like that. 
 
I got a Postcard from him maybe a year ago. From Samoa. A photograph of his Fishing 
Boat. “Itsadrug”. Inviting me any time for a break. A holiday. Nothing but fishing. Sun. 
Sand and plenty of Samoan beauties. An invitation for advice taken. Thank You. 
 
How could I not take up the offer? 
 
I was now back home. Sated. Relaxed. Feeling fully charged and looking to return to work. 
 
As I said, it was a stinking hot day. 
 
I had done what I usually did when alone and walked around the house naked. I had 
adjourned to the outside covered deck to bask on one of those outdoor lounge chairs to read 
the Sunday papers. 
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At some stage I had fallen asleep to be awaken how-ever, some hours later by some-one 
tickling the sole of my foot. I awoke rather groggily as I always do when I nap in the 
afternoon. Unsure of where I was or what time it was. Completely forgetting my naked 
state. 
 
"Pleasant dreams?" 
 
"Mmm?" 
 
"Erotic?" 
 
"Mmm?" 
 
I told you I awake groggy from these afternoon naps! 
 
It was Mar. 
 
She let her eyes drift to my crutch. 
 
The outstretched arm of the Statue of Liberty didn't stand a chance against my outstretched 
arm....so to speak! 
 
"The sun." I mumbled. Closing my eyes again wanting to drift off again. 
 
"Now that's a pervert for you. Turned on by the sight of the sun. Remind me never to try and 
seduce you during the evening then." 
 
"What?......no.......the warmth of the sun." I sat up, stretched, spread eagling my legs either 
side of the Lounge. 
 
"Listen. Do you mind? I'm standing on the ground with my eye level about even with your 
thing-a-ma-jig. It's not that good a sight at the best of times but when it's up and dancing 
with a smile on its face it's even worse. Go and get some gear on, will you." 
 
"Sorry. I nearly always wander around naked when nobody is around......" 
 
"I can see that......but now.......well I'm around here now, so go get some gear on. I came to 
see if you wanted to go down to the beach, have a swim in the surf, maybe an ice-cream and 
fish and chips as the sun goes down. What do you think?" 
 
"Yeah, that'd be cool." I stood with the Sunday paper held over my private parts. It's a big 
newspaper! "Do you ever read something, think it is off-kilter, fall asleep and when you 
wake up you have worked it out?" I asked her as I backed away. 
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The look of confusion on her face said it all. 
 
"I have no idea what you are talking about......" 
 
As I went inside to get my budgie-smugglers, I tossed the paper at her. I yelled out for her to 
look up the Social pages towards the back. 
 
I came back out to insults. 
 
"Go and put something decent on. Your unhealthy sexual urges for the sun have not as yet 
abated and those disgusting cossies don't hide a bloody thing." 
 
"OK. OK. I'll go and put my boardies on......look up the social pages, will you." 
 
I heard a low whistle as I came outside. 
 
"With your penchant for looking for shadows in a darkened room, I can see where you are 
going with this. Our retired Judge, His Honour, Anthony Howard Keith Palmerson has a 
new 'bunny'. Guess who? Our own Beanie Pembroke....who'd have thought?" 
 
"When we were doing that search of the Penthouse when Linda died. The Judge’s 
penthouse? Did you take any notice of the photographs that were around? There was one I 
think, of his first wife. She was a buxom, tall woman......remember what he said?........of 
superb intellect. He stated that Linda could not get her mind around a Parking Infringement 
conviction and that is why he had.......what was her name?.......Bronnie in Canberra who was 
the same age as he. Now he has it both ways in spades. Beanie Pembroke is one pure 
woman. That gown she is wearing shows her figure dramatically...and she has just been 
nominated as the Research Scientist of the Year........" 
 
"Don't run away with it, Lover boy. Your imagination is becoming unbridled. A lot of those 
Scientific types are just plain bores...though bore or not, I'd love to be able to wear a dress 
like that and stop the traffic...she looks bloody glamorous. Out of this world. That's a wig 
that she's wearing though." 
 
"Bitchy, bitchy........" 
 
She began to read aloud the caption that went with the photograph. 
 
"The Gala Event of the Year for the Scientific Community. Miss Brenda Pembroke, 
Research Scientist of the Year, accompanied by her long-time partner, the recently retired 
NSW Criminal Judge, The Honourable Anthony Palmerson." 
 
She was silent for some moments as she read more. 
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"Did you notice? She has just stepped from an AWD Beamer......not once owned by her 
younger brother by any chance?" The sarcasm dripped from her words. "I wonder how long 
'long-time' is, in newspaper-speak? Hmmm?" 
 
"You met her. Would you have classified her as a bore......mmm?" 
 
"What you are really intimating is that somehow the Judge manipulated the whole 
scenario.......that it was he who told his wife matter-of-factly about those three thugs of so 
little brains.......he who put the seeds of conspiracy into her little mind........" 
 
"Yeah.......remember he knew about his wife's dalliance with Wailing......in fact it was he 
who introduced them to each other. He admitted to that. It was he who signed over the love-
nest. Linda didn't know that the Judge knew about Wailing and was dead scared of him 
finding out about it......remember that comment when we were in his Chambers about how 
he loved the view night and day from the Penthouse and how he would never tire of 
it.......and it was surprising what one could see going on in that Park during the 
night.........and the suicide note, not signed? The Judge we know, had a Lap Top......Linda 
didn't......and it would be doubtful, going on the way that the Judge spoke of her, that she 
could even turn one on......." 
 
"She over-dosed herself........" 
 
"Did she? I guess she could have. Was there an autopsy? And was there any bi-op taken to 
check for other drugs? And I'll lay odds that because I handled the golf stick, there was no 
examination of the handle to see whose fingerprints may have been on the hilt...or anywhere 
else, for that matter." 
 
"Too late for that I think. She was cremated from memory......in a big, fussy funeral......" 
Mar circled around my Deck. "This is all a very good supposition...." She concluded. "…...a 
theory of merit on your part. I've sadly got to admit, I'm more than convinced of its 
legitimacy. That's one thing. It would be very hard to prove the complicity of the Judge 
though, now wouldn't it? There'd be no way that we could get even a conversation out of 
him. He knows the Law. He'd just clam up and challenge us to prove our supposition which 
we know would be next to Buckley's...so...by the way...how much do I owe you as you 
appear to be right? I’ll concede to your superior judgement. You were right from the 
beginning, you little, smug bastard." 
 
"Yep......afraid so.......how about we go for that surf and forget it for now eh? Your shout for 
the Ice-creams.......and the fish and chips and we'll call it square." 
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