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CHAPTER ONE 
 
 
He prided himself on his punctuality. 
 
Some people would accuse him of OCD tendencies. 
 
He felt that punctuality was a sign of politeness and a good upbringing. Something that he 
proudly would boast about. His family roots set in helping those less fortunate then himself. 
He was carrying on the tradition of his father and his Grandfather before him. 
 
A proud family tradition. 
 
Six forty-five AM, he would step from his vehicle parked in the Reserve position on the 
third level of the underground parking area. He would enter the Lift which would quickly 
bring him to the Ground Floor and out onto the suburban street. He would then walk briskly 
the two blocks to the small corner Café where he would receive his double Java without 
having to wait. He would sit sipping on his first coffee of the day from between Seven O-
five AM until seven-thirty, reading the morning paper that the Café provided. 
 
At seven-thirty, his Secretary would stroll in to obtain her coffee. 
 
So too, his Receptionist. 
 
They would step from the corner Café together, waiting at the Pedestrian Lights to cross the 
busy street. 
 
The Clinic was on the opposite corner. 
 
The three would enter the Clinic and disarm the Alarm system. They would boot up the 
computers and settle into the comfortable chairs in the small Conference Room to discuss 
the business of the day. 
 
Patients, procedures and check-ups. 
 
At exactly eight-fifteen, the doors would be open and usually the first people to enter would 
be the remaining staff along with perhaps an early patient. 
 
Eager yet nervous. 
 
Doctor Harris-Cord would peruse his overnight e-mails and Patient Reports of to-day's 
bunch of patients. 
 
At nine exactly, he would see his first patient which usually was appointed as the first visit 
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at eight-thirty. 
 
Even the first cab off the rank had to wait the prerequisite half hour out in the Waiting 
Room! 
 
Many Patients questioned this arrangement, wondering why their appointment could not be 
made for nine instead of eight-thirty, to which the Doctor would reply, "What if I have no 
Reports or e-mails to read? A half hour of my valuable time would be wasted! Besides, with 
that extra half an hour, that is another paying Patient at $180 for the visit." 
 
It had never happened where that half hour was not filled with the frenetic viewing of 
Reports and answering important e-mail queries, but that seemed to escape the mental 
prowess of the middle-aged man. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
 
 
On this particular morning, the whole minute by minute arrangement for the beginning of 
the day was thrown into utter chaos. 
 
A traffic accident on the motorway delayed him by some minutes which meant that he 
alighted from his vehicle on the third level of the underground parking station at seven-oh-
ten. Twenty-five minutes later then was his normal practise. This meant that his normal 
brisk walk of the two blocks to his little corner Café was done at a slow jog. Still, his coffee 
was hot but the delay would mean that he was unable to read the morning newspaper. 
 
There wasn't much news this morning in any case, he reconciled with himself. He didn't feel 
like reading more about people blowing themselves up and perhaps countless others of the 
same religion. Seeking a faster way to heaven and a martyr's fame. 
 
Syria. Iraq. 
 
Another suicide attack in Israel. 
 
Paris hit by another wave of bombings. 
 
Turkey too. 
 
Another shooting spree in some State in the US... and a two second sound bite of a fire-
bombing overnight of an IVF Clinic in Melbourne. 
 
The building completely gutted. 



 
5 
 

He had listened to the News on the car radio as he drove towards his Clinic, switching it off 
to scan through the messages on his iPhone that may have landed during the night before. 
These were relayed by blue-tooth through his radio by a metallic, bodiless voice. 
 
A colleague in a most distraught voice had rung him, cutting across the radio News. Telling 
him in detail what he had just heard on the radio. He was concerned that there was a party 
hell bent on destroying as many IVF Clinics as possible...he smiled at this obvious paranoia, 
joking that conspiracy theories were thin on the ground. It just didn't happen in Australia, he 
cooed to his colleague. 
 
An accident. Pure and simple. It happens. 
 
His Secretary and Receptionist were waiting for him. Patiently standing outside the Café 
sipping on their coffees. Together they waited to cross the intersection. 
 
The 'Little Green Man' beeped his consent for them to leave the kerb. 
 
They crossed quickly to make the safety of the opposite footpath. 
 
As they did so, they heard the sound of a motor racing. All three turned to see a large 4WD 
jerk, then accelerate across the intersection towards them. It steered away then veered back, 
mounting the kerb, bouncing over it as though it was four-wheel driving on some gutted fire 
trail up in the Mountains. 
 
The Secretary screamed, then ran in one direction, dropping her coffee container as she did 
so. 
 
The Doctor and his Receptionist ran in the opposite direction, desperately hanging onto their 
warm containers as though life flowed through them. 
 
The vehicle seemed to target onto them. 
 
Hitting them at speed. 
 
Both their bodies were flung away from the vehicle as it careened across the wide footpath. 
 
The bodies smashed then slumped against the masonry wall of the Clinic building behind 
them. Slipped to the ground as the vehicle again slammed into them and breached the wall. 
 
Loose masonry began to fall loudly over the vehicle. 
 
Its motor still roaring even though it was trapped in the pile of falling masonry and 
steelwork. The windshield was shattered by falling bricks and the driver, not wearing her 
seat-belt, was flung forward and ejected half out of the large vehicle. Her head on the 
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bonnet now a bloody pulp from all of the falling debris. 
 
There were screams. 
 
People scampered out of the little corner Café. 
 
Some-one managed to reef open the door of the vehicle and turn the motor off. 
 
Others looked at the bodies of the Doctor and his Receptionist now securely trapped under 
the vehicle that would feel more at home on some rutted dirt road out past the Black Stump. 
 
The hapless body of the driver indistinct under the pile of rubble now piled all over the front 
of the large Off-roader. 
 
Sirens could be heard in the distance, getting closer. 
 
People stood around knowing that three people were dead. 
 
A terrible, horrible accident. 
 
The Secretary, a middle-aged woman, was inconsolable, now laying on the footpath metres 
away from the rear of the 4WD. Some-one had placed a blanket around her shoulders. 
 
She was shaking uncontrollable. 
 
In shock. 
 
Her complexion the colour of milk...her coffee spilt all over her causing minor burns. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
We'd spent three days down at the Goulburn Police Academy. 
 
'Revision' so they called it! And catching up on new Investigative procedures, Forensic 
Evidence Techniques and Revised Trial Procedures. 
 
Very dry! Very boring as far as I was concerned. So much so, I had a permanent bruise to 
the Kidneys where Shelley constantly jabbed me to keep me awake. 
My snoring was the give away! 
 
Those members of the Hierarchy who were present, were not amused, to put it mildly! 
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My excuse? 
 
My little baby girl was getting another tooth and her wails of anguish kept me awake while 
Tellie seemed to sleep through it! 
 
Bonjello is a Godsend. 
 
We shared Ron Pearce and his young partner Sasha Blayney's Unmarked both down to 
Goulburn and back up to Sydney again. Shelley was not that much older than the young 
Sasha. Both women were developing into Investigative Detectives of some repute. 
 
Because of their ages, they had become firm friends also. 
 
Ron Pearce and I seemed to be lost in the shadows of the two rising stars...well, Ron was 
definitely being left behind. 
 
CB, our Boss, had been mulling over whether to form a team of the two young women. 
 
Peta Daniels had voiced her opinion that while the two women were D2 Detective grade, it 
would be best to leave things as they were. The girls then had a chance to be part of a 
mentoring team as Pearcy, as a D3 and myself as a D4, were of the Grade where mentoring 
was permitted under the Policy and Procedures guidelines. 
 
Thus, the two women would always get experience with a 'green' recruit where it wouldn't 
occur if they were made a D2 Detective team in their own right. 
 
We detoured a bit on the way back up to Sydney and ended up at Stanwell Tops for a bite to 
eat and a coffee on the way back to Parramatta...a fair diversion, let me tell you that would 
put us in the Office just on knock-off time. After three days of utter bullshit and going over 
stuff that we all knew by heart, the last thing we wanted was to finish the day with a couple 
of hours in the late afternoon in the Office! 
 
We were watching the Hang Gliders take that one giant step into nothingness. 
 
"Would you do that?" Sasha asked incredulously. 
 
"Yeah...there's nothing like it...that first step...the heart is going crazy. The adrenalin is 
pumping...and then you're lifted by the updraught...it is fantastic!!" I chirped. 
 
"Ya gotta be crazy!" Pearce commented, which I expected from him. 
He had a reputation. 
 
We got the call. 
"Possible homicide, Joe. Maybe accidental. The Locals are unsure. Coalcliff. Southern Point 
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on the rocks." 
 
We looked at one another. 
 
"How'd he know we were a stone's throw away?" Sasha asked. "Do they have location 
beacons on these cars?" 
 
"Our mobiles...GPS co-ordinates which Hendo, knowing him, would have an App for, on 
his computer...lay odds." 
 
"I don't like that! Them knowing where we're at every second of the day..." 
 
"It's for our own safety too, Sash. Them knowing where we are. It would only be a problem 
if you habitually wanted to fly under the radar, so to speak, to carry out too many personal 
business trips...then it would be a problem for you...and the Boss." 
 
That quietened her down. 
 
We downed our food and coffees and headed down the steep road towards Stanwell Park 
Beach that was fully enclosed within the steep, heavily timbered escarpment and headlands. 
We followed the snaking road around the cliff line and little coves and sandy beaches and 
then into Coalcliff. 
 
We could see the gathering of vehicles on the narrow southern headland where a flat rock 
shelf met the lazy swell. Some of the vehicles parked haphazardly on the grass knoll had 
Bar lights still flashing. 
 
We headed in that direction. 
 
"Jeez, you guys sure beat the sound barrier...what? The four of you having a quiet day of it 
somewhere close. A nice day to be out of the Office in any case. Come and take a gander." 
 
"How long in the water, about?" Shelley asked as she peered down at the figure. 
 
The Body Bag had been unzipped to give us a peek. Both women bent over looking closely 
at the Victim. 
 
I stood and walked away. 
 
A glance was long enough for me! 
 
Ron followed me. 
 
Spat a couple of times onto the grass trying to rid himself of that lousy taste that crept up the 
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back of the throat, especially when "Floaters" were involved. 
 
A Floater, as they call these cases, is not a very nice thing to see, especially if the body had 
been in the water a number of days. 
 
"Any indication of the days in the water?" Sasha asked Pogowski as she stood upright, 
turning to him as she did so. He was instructing his Assists to tidy up things and get ready to 
collapse the Forensic tent. 
 
He shook his head. 
 
He zipped up the bag and motioned for the body to be removed. 
 
"We're not Magicians, young lady." He replied forcefully. D.P. had a reputation for no-
nonsense talk and he wasn't about to enter into the realms of fantasy. "We may get an idea 
on the Cutting Block by what marine creatures we find in and about her body...until then..." 
 
"Any identification?" I asked, as I returned to the small throng milling about the body. 
 
"Yes. She had a wallet in the back pocket of her Jeans...um...one Christina Sewell. Lives in 
Helensburgh. Up the hill. Is a Nurse more than likely by the Union Card... employed as an 
Assistant Clinician with the Sutherland Hospital. DoB September 1988. Twenty-eight years 
of age according to her Driver's License. We ran a simply Police Data base search on her. 
Not known to the Police according to the records...oh, a couple of Parking and speeding 
infringements. A minor traffic accident around five years ago...nothing else? You guys are 
being paid the big money to find those things out...Good morning to youse." 
 
He handed me the Wallet now in an Evidence Bag. Sealed and initialled. 
 
"She seems to have several traumatic points of severe abrasions to her head and shoulder 
area..." 
 
He turned back to face me. 
 
"Yes...some could very well be pre-mortem...but my bet is that all are post-mortem caused 
by her body being flung onto the rock shoulder of the flat rock shelf by the force of the 
swell. Even though it's been a calm period for the past several days. There's little or no rip 
activity which would mean that her body may have remained in this area close to where she 
may have fallen... or slipped in." 
"Are you suggesting an accidental death, D.P.? She could have been pushed, perhaps?" 
 
"I'm not suggesting anything of the kind, Detective...and I will not allow myself to elaborate 
at this stage. Wait for my Report with blood and tox results in about three weeks’ time. I 
will provide a Preliminary Report on the PM results by the end of next week so that you can 
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act...or not. What-ever is your want!" 
 
I walked over to the local Crime Scene Officer who stood off to one side. 
 
"Know this area well, Officer?" 
 
"It's a known fishing spot off the rocks when the swell is down or almost non-existent...like 
to-day." 
 
"Popular?" 
 
"Yes...and the headland? Where all our vehicles are? A bit of a tail-light alley at times. 
Again, when the surf is flat..." 
 
"So, if our Vic was in the water and close to the rock drop-off point for longer than a day, 
one would imagine it should have been seen prior to this, as it has been a calm sea for the 
past five days at least...do you reckon?" 
 
"Haven't much thought about it, Detective...but I guess...yeah. That makes sense." 
 
"Then why wasn't it seen before now?" 
 
The tall Constable looked down at his boots. Checking to see if the shine was still lustrous 
perhaps. Glanced up at me wondering what perhaps, was the correct answer. 
 
I looked around the slight slope of the headland. The large flat rock shelf. Along the length 
of the small beach front to my left. The higher cliffs on the northern buttress headland. The 
Constable followed my gaze. 
 
"The normal motion of the swell onto the beach..." 
 
"It's a nor-easterly swell at present...and has been so, for a while now. That's unusual for this 
time of the year. The tide would swing around the northern headland, across the beach and 
out past this southern point. If the swell was up, it would be very pronounced and the waves 
would be working well around that northern point. A fair rip would be working around these 
southern rocks. A reasonably good wave when it's working..." 
 
"You surf?" 
 
"Not as much as I used to, but yeah, when-ever I can get a chance." 
 
"Feel like a walk across the beach and up onto that northern point? Much fishing activity 
over that side?" 
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"No... a jumble of rocks and boulders from the cliff above. A jumble of submerged rocks. 
You lose too much terminal gear...on this side you've got a reasonable drop-off onto a clean 
bottom with a little bit of sand. Bream. Whiting. Nigger when they're biting...Flathead when 
the rip across the beach is working as they lay in wait for any feed borne on the current. 
There's always the chance of falling rocks around that northern headland. Not many 
perches, either. To fish safely. It's not popular, but you still get the occasional rock-hopper 
willing to risk it." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
Shells yelled out for us to wait. 
 
"Where you going, Joe?" 
 
"Can you read the surf, Shells? No? Well...it's been pretty calm for the last couple of days 
with a small nor-easterly swell. There's not much indication of a prevalent rip off the beach 
but by the look of the seas, there is a predominate tidal flow coming from the northern point 
across the beach and then out around the southern point...you can see it in the shading of the 
water...and the shape and curl of the waves...so I reckon our Vic was put into the water 
either off the small shelf section over there or thrown from the higher point of the 
headland..." 
 
I pointed to the northern headland. 
 
"You leaning towards a homicide here, Joe?" 
 
"I'm leaving my options open, Shells...do you think you and Sasha can drive around to the 
northern headland and meet us there...there's a pathway up from the beach. OK? We'll meet 
you at the top. Wait for us, huh?" 
 
The Constable and I scampered over large, strewn boulders onto a small rock ledge that 
faced towards the beach and almost south. 
 
"A good place to fish...you're up pretty high..." 
 
"With a decent southerly swell, you wouldn't stand a chance on this ledge. It would be 
almost continuously bombarded by the southern swell...you'd be blasted by spray and the 
occasional white water. Not a safe perch at all in those conditions." 
 
"But it's been a nor-easterly for the last couple of days..." I re-iterated. 
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I was thinking aloud. 
 
I looked up at the height of the headland above us. 
 
It wasn't awe-inspiring. 
 
Maybe no more than ten, maybe fifteen metres high from this small rock ledge. I noticed 
Shelley and Pearce looking down at us perched on the ledge. 
 
"Take the body from the boot of the car...toss it over the edge at this point and it is bound to 
end up in the water by sheer momentum from the drop...what do you think, Constable?" 
 
"Mmm...maybe. There's always the chance that it would get washed up onto the beach..." 
 
"If the wind was taking it that way...but we've had almost a north-westerly breeze for the 
past week, haven't we?" 
 
"Yeah, you're right. Which would push the body across the beach more than likely. I'm with 
you, Sir. We seem to have a homicide on our hands..." 
 
"We may have...so let's not be too presumptuous." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 
"Remember? We took the Dianne Reagan Homicide off you two a couple of months ago. To 
be fair, you two should adopt the death of Christina Sewell as an active case..." 
 
"Christ, Joe...we don't even know whether we have a homicide! I'm leaning towards an 
accidental death..." 
 
"Mmm...you could be right, Ron. How about we go via the home address of the Vic. in 
Helensburgh. It's on our way back to the Office in any case. OK?" 
 
"Sure....Okay. If you want to go chasing ghosts, I'm with you." 
 
Sasha gave her reluctant partner a sly glance. 
"If it's not a homicide," she quipped. "How come we haven't received a Missing Persons 
Report...and where is her vehicle?" 
 
"You've checked that point already?" Ron looked aghast at his partner. 
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I got the impression that the man was worse than I when I was but a novice and a complete 
fart as far as computer savvy was concerned. 
 
Sasha gave an exaggerated sigh of exasperation. 
 
I could now appreciate how my former partner, Marge Hendricks would have felt at my 
reticence in training myself up on all things computer-ish. 
 
"Ron? A piece of friendly advice? Do that Computer Course that the Force runs a couple of 
times every year. It is amazing how easy it becomes with practise and how much it makes 
your life so much easier...trust me. I was once a complete dunce. Wasn't I, Shells?" 
 
"Dunce wasn't the word for it, Joe. An imbecile was closer to the truth. You stubbornly 
hung on to the old fashion thought of this is the way we've always done it, and it has 
worked, so why fix the unbroken wheel...without understanding...or comprehending the 
benefits of this whizz-bang shit. He was a complete ignoramus, Ron. Once...he's marginally 
improved." 
 
"Thanks for your vote of confidence, my esteemed partner. Thank you." 
 
"We should contact the local guys to meet us at Christina's home address." Sasha mulled as 
she pulled her Mobile from its pocket. 
 
"A bit early, don't you think?" Pearce commented. A certain annoyance in the tone of his 
voice. "We don't even know whether we have a homicide or a simple suicide..." He was 
sticking to a preconceived notion, no matter what! 
 
Sasha looked at her partner. Her blood pressure rising. 
 
"If it was a suicide, where is her vehicle? What? You expected her to walk all the way from 
Helensburgh to Coalcliff? That would take the edge off any thought of suicide, I would 
suggest." Sarcasm lacing her words. 
 
I smiled at her response, glancing at Shelley, catching her eye as she negotiated up the 
Stanwell Incline heading towards Helensburgh. She gave me a little nod of her head. 
 
"I think the local guys should be called to meet us at the address. For crowd control and 
door knocking duties, first up." Shelley offered. 
 
Sasha picked up her phone and asked to be patched through to the Sutherland LAC. 
Pearce pretended not to hear her conversation. 
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CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
A double-storey Villa in a group of eight in the complex. Well-maintained. Clean and tidy. 
There were garden beds at each Unit with a beautiful display of colourful flowers. All the 
occupants took pride in their surroundings. It was good to see compared with some of the 
Housing Commission complexes we were forced to visit at times. 
 
We knocked on the front door several times to no avail. 
 
Because of the nature of the complex, it was almost impossible to gain entry to the back 
door. Shells walked swiftly towards me holding a sheath of mail. 
 
Pearce stood in the background as Sasha briefed two Constables who had turned up. Several 
more were promised, but it was the change of shift so things are a little hectic, was their 
excuse. 
 
"Um...mail from a couple of days ago...nothing collected from that time..." 
 
"You people okay? Who are youse? Friends of them? Christina and Dragan haven't been 
home all week, abouts. Can I help you? I been feeding their little dog, 'Benny.' We got the 
poor thing because it was crying and must have been as hungry as a refugee mite. A terrible 
sound. They usually let us know when theys go away...but nothing this time, which seems a 
little unusual as theys just come back from a holiday up to Thailand, I think it was...we's 
looked after the dog for them then. I's got one of me own and theys get on well together. 
Who are youse?" 
 
I saw the change in Ron. 
 
He suddenly felt that he was in the hunt. 
 
A quickening of the heartbeat. 
 
An adrenalin surge. 
 
A flaring of the nostrils. 
 
The skin tingles and the hair on the back of the neck stands up and waves in the slight 
breeze. 
 
I maybe a little imaginative in thinking that Ron Pearce would have similar reactions to 
myself, but I'd like to think that all of us Murder Dees reacted in the same manner when we 
suddenly realised that we had a 'live one'. 
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"You are?" Ron asked pleasantly, as he walked towards the woman who was wrapped in a 
dirty, light material house-coat. 
 
"Missus Reynolds. Robyn Reynolds. I'm friends with Christie and Dragan...lives next door 
here as youse can see." Stating the bloody obvious! 
 
Ron showed her his ID card. Introduced all of us. He had just taken over the case! 
 
"There's a lot of youse...what's happened?" 
 
"Missus Reynolds? Could you give us the surnames of your neighbours?" 
 
A stupid request. We already knew Christina's and a fist full of mail gave us her partner's 
surname more than likely. 
 
"Theys were living together for three years that they've been living here. Christina Sewell 
and Dragan Bromovich. Theys both work at the Sutherland Hospital...or 
thereabouts...something to do with some Fertilisation Clinic or some-think..." 
 
"Has there been any trouble between the two that you have been aware of?" 
 
"Oh...an occasional arg'ment...who doesn't argue at times...life would be bloody boring 
without a good arg'ment...less than me and me husband...and not as rowdy, if'n you know 
what I mean?" 
 
She laughed out loud. A shrill cackle like an old shrew. 
 
"Me and me husband don't make up, just get on with it...but youse know when the two of 
them have made up, let me tell youse." She cackled again. 
 
I half expected the Monty Python 'nudge, nudge, wink, wink. Know what I mean?' remark 
with a shifting of the eye-brows. 
 
Sasha was on her Mobile requesting a Forensic team and a locksmith as a matter of urgency 
to head for this address. 
 
"Missus Reynolds? Can we gain access through your place to the backyard of your 
neighbour's home? Perhaps over the dividing fence?" 
 
"You want to get in? I'll give you the key..." 
 
Pearce scratched his head. a bemused expression on his face. He'd never be so trusting of a 
neighbour, but then he had no pets. His ex-wife had got them as well! We'd heard the story 
several times as we had driven down to Goulburn and back. 
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"Have you been in their place since you last saw them?" 
 
"No... what for? You accusing me of stealing some-think? Watch your tongue, Officer!" 
 
Ron looked genuinely chastised. A guilty look on his face. 
 
"Sorry, missus." Sasha apologised for her partner. "We would never accuse you of such a 
thing. You said that you got their dog because it was crying and was hungry...did you go 
inside to fetch it?" Sasha remarked. 
 
The woman seemed to be confused. What a stupid question, was on the tip of her tongue. 
 
"How'd you expect us to get the bloody dog...we's opened the door and it came to us...you 
know? Just like that. It was hungry and thirsty an' it knew that we's would give it some food 
and water, like." 
 
"You didn't go inside?" Sasha asked again. 
 
"You accusing us of some-think too? I think you should apologise, young lady!" 
 
"Their vehicles? Would you know what type of vehicle they had?" Ron asked to get her on-
side again. 
 
"Yep. Christina had a white one. A little Hatchback and Dragan had a small 4WD. Dark 
green." 
 
That's a lot of help, I thought to myself as I turned away so that the woman could not see my 
smile. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
 
A Forensic team took almost an hour to arrive at the scene even with sirens on and lights a-
blinking. 
 
"The start of the 'Tradies' Peak Hour...and going with the traffic! Sorry." 
 
As they slipped into bio-suits, we explained the situation before handing them the front door 
key. They entered and closed the door behind them to stop us from crossing the threshold. 
 
Ten minutes. 
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Fifteen minutes. 
 
I could do with some coffee, I thought to myself. 
 
I glanced at the time on my Mobile. 
 
If Shells and I wanted to knock off on time we should go. 
 
I sauntered over to Sasha. 
 
"Shells and I don't need to be here. You should stay here with Ron. How about I take a 
Constable with us. I can drop Shells at the Station. Pick up our Unmarked from the Police 
building to drive home. The Constable can drive your Unmarked back here. What do you 
think?" 
 
She nodded her head in agreement. Gave me the key to her vehicle. 
 
The door opened. 
 
The Lead Forensic guy stood at the door. A Mobile to his ear. Calling for reinforcements. 
 
"Um...Detectives? I think we may have a primary crime scene here...plenty of blood in the 
Kitchen through to the Garage. One car position vacant...can you suit up before you come 
inside?" 
 
Sasha groaned. 
 
She knew that she was in for a late night. 
 
"An 'All Points Alert' out on the vehicle and Dragan, Sash..." 
 
"Let's see what type of car and Rego details we can get first, huh Ron?... and we'll need a 
description of our alleged Perp too, before we put it out on the airwaves." 
 
Shells and I said our farewells, feeling sorry for Sasha as she was the work-horse. I needed 
to have a word with the Boss as Sasha was being stifled by Pearce's lack of enthusiasm, 
diligence and imagination. 
 
CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
 
He looked absent-mindedly at her lolled over slightly to one side, surprised at the amount of 
blood that formed the spray pattern on the wall behind her still body. 
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He followed the spray pattern closely as it climbed towards the ceiling. 
 
"By God, it almost touches the ceiling!" He uttered slowly. 
 
Surprised at his observation. 
 
He slumped down in the hard-backed Kitchen Chair beside his wife's position. 
 
He picked up the old fashion telephone, dialling Triple 'O'. 
 
Gave his name; address and the fact that he had just shot his wife of fifty years to death and 
he was about to turn the gun on himself. He cut off the pleading voice on the other end by 
replacing the hand-piece, slowly picked up the shotgun, placed the end of the barrel in his 
mouth and pulled the trigger. 
 
The gun clattered to the floor. 
 
The force of the explosion forced his body up and away from the edge of the table. The 
chair seemed to totter at the point of equilibrium before jarring back on all four legs. 
 
It looked as though the elderly couple were seated at the small solid table waiting for their 
breakfast to be served to them. 
 
He would have been intrigued that the blood spume from his exploding head did in fact, 
reach the ceiling! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINE 
 
 
Shelley and I got the call...Murder/Suicide. 
 
Shelley grabbed the case while I was in the toot. 
 
"C'mon, Lover, you can check it in the mirror when you get home!" She shouted through the 
half-opened door of the Male Amenities. 
 
I cowered in a corner pretending that I didn't know her. 
 
All that did was force another call to arms. 
 
There had been talk at the time of the Murder Squad taking up the Eighth floor of the newly 
constructed building, that Male and Female toilets would be a combined affair. 
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The Police Union was quickly bought into the fracas with the subsequent rank and file 
outcry forcing the Hierarchy to back down. The tough male cop was aghast at having to 
share their 'space' with a hand full of females! As if they had their own private toot in their 
home. A place of privacy and relaxation away from the missus and four daughters! 
 
This opposition resulted in smaller than planned Toilets for both sexes as a separate 
Handicap facility had to be provided under the Building Code. 
 
It always amazed me that the Handicap facilities were dual sex arrangements which did not 
cause a ripple of complaint from those who had reason to use the 'asexual' facilities, but 
shared toilets for us able-bodied people was out of the question? 
 
Just not on! 
 
Go figure! 
 
In any case, the paranoid few would always grumble that the smaller arrangements were a 
spiteful reaction by the Hierarchy for their plan not being accepted, so the few would 
constantly grumble! 
 
"Joe! We've got a murder/suicide by all accounts. C'mon. Pull yer pants up and let's get 
going!!!!" 
 
These types of domestic violence murder/suicide cases were our bread and butter. 
 
This did not make it any more pleasurable or satisfying. 
 
On the contrary, the opposite was usually true! 
 
The address was in Carlingford, a stone's throw from the Office. 
 
We arrived well before the Forensic guys and the Pathologist. 
 
Muscles Sarvich, my good mate and the life partner of my professional former partner, 
Marge Hendricks, climbed from his Morgue truck. 
 
"G'day mate. How's the terrible triplets?" 
 
"Tell me about it." He said with a tired smile. "It must have been a full moon last night...or 
maybe to-night...the crankiest I've ever seen them. Usually when one goes off the deep end, 
the other two try their darnedest to pacify the complaining one. This morning getting the 
three prepared for Pre-School was an absolute chore...never again, mate. I'm demanding that 
we stop at these three...What're we got?" 
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"How come you're out doing the crime scene scrubs, mate?" 
 
"P. D. rang in sick. The flu with two others off with it and another on 'leave in lieu.' A 
bloody silly arrangement. Something has got be done with that arrangement...my own built 
up days have passed two months. There's no way I can take that amount of time off the way 
things are at the moment...anyhow, my Assists have got things organised. I need to kit up 
and take a look. Two bodies, is it? Alleged murder/suicide?" 
 
"Yeah...we'll wait out here until you and the Forensic Lead give the all clear, OK?" 
 
"Yep. Fine by me. It's your shout this week-end, isn't it?" 
 
"Arr... it always seems to be my shout according to you, mate...but yep...um...my sister and 
her husband are down from Brisbane. They'll be there also." 
 
"He's the one who likes a little card game at the end of the night, isn't he?" 
 
"Yeah...not too late a night, hopefully. Young Aleesha is giving us heaps at night..." 
 
"It's only just started, mate. Welcome to fatherhood." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
Shells and I struggled into forensic bio-suits. 
 
Opened the front door of the residence and walked down a dim hallway on a threadbare, 
dirty carpet runner to the rear of the house. A small Dining area off the typical 1960's style 
Kitchen. The two bodies sat skew-if on kitchen chairs addressing the table as though they 
were waiting for their Lunch to be served to them. 
 
I was surprised to see that both bodies had remained in a seated position after taking the full 
force of the shots that had killed them. 
 
Not a pretty sight. 
 
It never is when a human being is shot in the head with a shotgun. Single barrel or double, it 
still made one hell of a mess! 
 
You can still purchase a single or double barrel shotgun in Australia if you had agricultural 
ties. The pump action type was still being considered to be placed on the Illegal Fire-arms 
list. Especially the one hoping to be imported from Turkey that allows an incredible speed 



 
21 
 

in repeating shots! 
 
A single shot, pump action shotgun can still make a mess of the human head, regardless! 
 
The Forensic Lead gave me two clear evidence bags with two foolscap pages inserted. One 
in each. Both sides of each page filled with a scrawl. An untidy hand. Maybe under the 
circumstances I too, wouldn't be that concerned about a neat and tidy writing style. 
 
A rambling note decrying the coldness of Society. 
 
The man's opposition to the present Party in Federal and State Parliament. 
 
A descriptive story of his wife being pushed over in the street as she went to do the weekly 
shopping some weeks back. 
 
Her handbag stolen for a measly $15. 
 
They habitually used a Debit Card so as not to carry too much cash on their person. 
 
She had been sent to the Hospital after the incident where they discovered the worse. 
 
She was told that she had Breast Cancer with secondaries in her Lymph Glands. 
 
The old bloke diagnosed with Pancreatic Cancer the following week. 
 
No cure. 
 
A suggestion of Chemotherapy for both of them. 
 
It may help extend their lives by weeks...months perhaps...a wonderful outcome while one 
experiences the downside of Chemo which both knew could be extremely unpleasant. 
 
Both agreed to this pact. 
 
When all hope is lost...what is the alternative? Many people take that last step into oblivion 
as a last resort. 
 
What type of Society forces it elderly to take such drastic actions when assisted suicide 
would seem more humane. 
 
More civilised. 
 
More reasonable. 
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You'd kill a horse for less...a broken leg! 
 
A dog who was getting frail, losing its sight! 
 
I sat heavily in one of the remaining empty kitchen chairs. 
 
The blood plumes of both elderly people looking like modern art staining the bland wall 
colour. 
 
I read the meandering farewell epistle again. More slowly. Wondering what my reaction 
would be if placed in a similar predicament. The couple married for close on fifty years. 
Two kids. Six grand-kids. A brother and sister still alive to each of the pair. 
 
Options scarce. 
 
Pride paramount. 
 
Fear for the unknown. The pain. The suffering that maybe their lot. 
 
Could I make such a choice? 
 
I hoped that I would never be in that situation where such a decision was required. 
 
When all hope is lost... 
 
I looked back at the two figures still seated on the chairs. Flipped the two pages against my 
thigh and handed them to Shelley. 
 
I knew when she had finished reading them, as she sniffled a couple of times before 
blowing her nose. 
 
"Shit!" She exclaimed. "What a bugger...makes you think about the moral question of legal 
euthanasia, doesn't it?" 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
"We do it to animals of all kinds, but consider it unethical, immoral and too barbaric for us 
humans. We seem to think that we can suffer better...perhaps greater, if that makes sense. 
Makes you think, doesn't it? It's not the first time that this situation has occurred and it won't 
be the last, I guess...and still we are governed by the beliefs of Christian Leaders...who says 
that religion is not mixed up in politics...in a democracy such as ours?" 
 
"Let the bastards see a couple of these situations, eh? Do you reckon it would do any good?" 
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I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
I wouldn't know. 
 
I looked around the small room, really an alcove of sorts off the galley Kitchen. A door at 
the far end of the Kitchen led through to the Laundry and a back door onto a small rear 
covered deck. 
 
Apparently, a small dog was lying on a 'dog cushion' in the Laundry. It had been given a 
number of sleeping tablets.  
 
Accompanying them to the 'after-life' would have been the elderly couple's wishes. 
 
I rubbed my face with both hands. 
 
I suddenly felt tired. 
 
"Who called it in?" I asked no-one in particular. 
 
"A neighbour. They heard the gunshots. Knew what it was straight away. Didn't come over 
to investigate but rang the local blokes. They made the grisly discovery." 
 
I nodded my head in thanks. 
 
I still felt tired and sad. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
 
"Okay, people. Settle down. It seems that we have almost a full complement this morning. 
A bit squeezey. Must have been my offer of coffees from downstairs and a few packets of 
chocolate biscuits thrown in... Ron? Sasha? You're first cab off the rank. How are you doing 
with that 'Floater' Case of yours?" 
 
"Accidental Death, Sir...or a murder/suicide pact." Ron replied. 
 
"The live-in boyfriend? Has he been located? With him on the loose and staying under the 
radar, isn't that an indication of foul play?" 
 
"We don't think so, sir. No. Not now. His body was discovered yesterday morning. A 
Ranger got suspicious when the vehicle hadn't moved for several days. It looks like suicide. 
Carbon Monoxide poisoning. A garden hose connected into the exhaust pipe and up into the 
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vehicle." 
 
Sasha bowed her head and rubbed her brow. 
 
"Sash? Have you anything to say?" 
 
"Sir? I think it's a little too early to classify this as a murder/suicide or accidental drowning 
and suicide...there's no history of violence between the two...in fact they have been 
described as a very loving couple. They worked together in an IVF Clinic attached to the 
Hospital. Unfortunately, it was difficult to obtain corroborating evidence on the two as their 
Boss and his Receptionist were involved in that horrendous accident...remember? A couple 
of months back? Six weeks ago? They were run over by an out of control 4WD. The driver 
of the vehicle also died in the accident. The parents of..." She looked down at her iPad to 
retrieve the names. "...of Christina Sewell and Dragan Bromovich? The Sewell family are 
Farmers out of Inverell. Completely thrown by her drowning. She was a strong swimmer 
according to them. They will not accept their daughter's death as accidental drowning. They 
are most adamant on that, sir. The young couple had been up on the parent's farm prior to 
them holidaying for three weeks in Thailand. They had gone back up to Inverell for a 
Cousin's wedding. They looked like Honeymooners themselves according to all who saw 
them at the Wedding and Reception. Nothing but good vibes all around...and according to 
the Bromovich family...they live in Jannali and have done so for most of their lives...Dragan 
was not the suicidal type. A bit early for tox results but the autopsies on both persons didn't 
reveal anything untoward...one thing..." She glanced over at her partner before continuing. 
"There were no fingerprints on the length of hose. It was completely free of any trace as 
though it had been wiped down with bleach or similar..." 
 
"Where was...Dragan Bromovich's body found?" 
 
"In his vehicle, Sir." Ron Pearce stating the obvious. 
 
"No, Ron...in relation to the area where Sewell's body was found." 
 
"Bromovich's body was found in the State Forest at the head of the Escarpment...about 
twenty kilometres as the crow flies from the Headland where the girl's body was fished out 
of the water. Pretty close to their residential address at Helensburgh. Within walking 
distance, in fact. The vehicle was down off a little used fire-trail. Parked right into the bush 
so it was difficult to locate..." Sasha Blayney responded. 
 
It was obvious who was the leader in the partnership. 
 
Ron Pearce was known for his slow, almost disinterested manner and half-hearted approach 
to Cases. 
 
"Not what one expects of a person who was taking their own life...hiding so to speak. From 



 
25 
 

my experience, the person couldn't care less about concealing his vehicle. Yes? As long as 
the person is not interrupted during their attempt to take their life. Your take on the matter, 
Sasha?" 
 
"Yes sir...I agree...and it looks as though he may have had a needle puncture wound on his 
left shoulder...I do not want to draw any conclusions on that aspect until we have tox 
results..." 
 
"Any history of drug usage?" 
 
"No, Sir. None what-so-ever...and even if he had previous drug usage...a needle to the 
shoulder? Not the usual site for a drug hit, as far as I am aware, Sir." 
 
CB nodded his head. 
 
He was unlike our former Boss, DS Church aka Abbey who was more insightful in his 
comments and who had an encyclopaedic recall on every case of every team in the place. 
Clive Butler tended to throw out loose lines seeing what may take the bait and took his 
knowledge from reading the Murder Volumes and listening to his subordinates. 
 
"What did both people do at the IVF Clinic?" 
 
"Sewell was an Assisting Nurse and Bromovich was a Laboratory Clinician...he was one of 
those people who manipulated the sperm and the egg process. Coincidentally, that is where 
the couple met..." 
 
"So, you're of the opinion that these two deaths are suspicious?" 
 
"Yes sir. I am..." 
 
"I'm not of the same opinion, Sir!" Pearce quickly offered. 
 
There appeared to be a little animosity between the two. Mounting pressure building 
steadily. CB noticed the strain in the partnership. 
 
"Okay. I think you should wait for tox results on both persons before we drag in the DPP or 
write up a Report on the situation for the Coronal Enquiry. Sash? Keep me posted on 
developments, will you? Do you think you have interviewed all relevant persons on the 
case?" 
 
"Yes sir. Several times as a matter of fact, with some of them." 
 
He seemed to lean towards Sasha's reticence in coming to an early conclusion, but at this 
stage wasn't willing to take sides in the matter. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 
"Anyone else want to chuck a Case of theirs into the ring?" 
 
I threw a couple of A4 colour shots of our old couple and their suicide pact onto the Boss's 
desk around which we had assembled. 
 
"What's the chances?" I asked the throng cryptically. 
 
I knew that Shelley wasn't necessarily with me on my suspicions of the case. 
 
The set of six large photographs were passed around amid groans and moans of the ghastly 
images. Two elderly persons seated in straight back Kitchen chairs. Their heads basically 
missing. The stump of their necks a mass of blood and raw flesh with bone sticking out. The 
blood spatter climbing the wall and across the ceiling behind each of the Victims. 
 
I ran through a brief history of the couple. Their lives. Their families. The suicide notes that 
left no doubt of the intention of the two. The diagnoses and prognoses of the husband and 
wife. Their life expectancy in the weeks, maybe a month or two. 
 
A sad case. 
 
All my fellow workers listened patiently as I rolled out a summary of the case. 
 
"So, what's the problem, Joe?" 
 
"The odds of a person taking a shotgun blast to the head and remaining seated in the 
straight-backed chair......what're reckon?" 
"I'd say, highly improbable..." One of my colleagues murmured, looking at one of the 
photos that he held. 
 
"Highly impossible is my guess when you consider that both subjects are still seated on 
those chairs." I responded forcefully. "That doubles the odds against as far as I am 
concerned." 
 
Several Officers nodded their heads in support of my conclusion. 
 
"The point, Joe?" 
 
"The force of the blast would have lifted both bodies up and back...that's just plain common 
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sense knowing the power of such a close range shot...they both should have been crumpled 
wrecks against the wall some metres from where they were seated...and another thing, for 
the blood spatter pattern to be as it is for poor Jennifer Seymour, the shotgun would have 
been placed under her chin, initially blowing the top of the head off...sure, the barrel had 
been shortened, but still, George Seymour would have to had been almost kneeling in front 
of his wife in order to get to the trigger...he's an old man and to kneel...crawl to a position 
that is indicated, he would have had to be kneeling under the table..." 
 
"A thoughtful bugger, perhaps? He couldn't see himself placing the barrel in his wife's eye 
and pulling the trigger...a twisted sense of courtesy...he felt for his wife." 
 
"How's that for a thoughtful husband...it wouldn't matter. The eye or under the chin, the 
result would have been basically the same." 
 
This caused several who had sick senses of humour to start in. Causing a rapid repartee to 
begin, with giggles and guffaws to drown out all other talk. 
 
The Boss let it go for a bit, knowing that these episodes were a divergence, a letting off of 
steam to the bloody reality of the scene photographs. 
 
"C'mon guys. Settle down...this should not be an event where you can practise your 
witticisms...how tall was the elderly George?" 
 
"I'd say just short of six-foot in the old scale...yes? At his age, I would imagine he may have 
lost an inch or two...and been stooped perhaps. But still, for him to place the barrel under his 
chin, it would have been still a stretch for him to reach the trigger...and the comment you 
made George? About there being nothing much different between placing the shotgun to the 
eye or under the chin? There’s a big difference and not just in the angle of the gun, but the 
ability to pull the trigger…think about it." 
 
"What are you inferring here, Joe? That they had a helper...assisted suicide...or it is a 
straight out double homicide?" 
 
"I don't know, Boss. The Suicide note is quite clear in the fact that both agreed to help each 
other to commit suicide. Both have signed and dated the note...last Thursday's date...but..." I 
shook my head. Pulled at my right ear-lobe. "...their Medicine Cabinet? It was full of some 
very strong Painkillers. Surely that would have been a more...what? Civilised? Gentle?... 
way of doing away with each other. Taking the pills and just lying down on the bed holding 
hands waiting for the effects to take over, wouldn't you think?" 
 
"Shelley? Do you agree with Joe or do you think he is boxing at shadows?" 
 
"Again!" One of the Wags of the Office muttered, which bought a round of applause and 
laughter. CB held up a hand to cut off any further utterances. 
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"Boss? I'm with Joe to a certain extent...but you can discuss the discrepancies as he has 
outlined until the cows come home and not achieve a worthwhile result...conspiracy 
theorists. The World is full of them...it looks for all the World like a suicide pack, but... 
there is some doubt, Boss." 
 
CB nodded his head in agreement. 
 
Shelley continued, taking over from my discourse. 
 
"One thing that Joe has unearthed, is the new north-west rail link? Um...an Underground 
Station is being constructed almost across the road from the residential address of the 
Seymours. The Seymour block is a large block of ground which I reckon is at least double 
the normal building block. So are all the other blocks in the area. All have been sold to a 
Developer who apparently has signed an Agreement with the State Government for the 
building rights above the Station complex...a multi-storey Car Park and a Shopping precinct 
and Office tower where those houses now stand...and also has purchased the entire block of 
houses...around twenty in the block, except for the Seymour’s residence...according to both 
the son and daughter of the elderly Seymour, they have been offered fifteen million dollars 
to buy up that last block. The Seymours didn't want the hassles of moving and besides, 
George Seymour had purchased the block and began to build the house prior to marrying his 
young bride, Jennifer in 1966. You know, the sentimental value of the house is beyond 
value." 
 
"Fifteen million for a typical suburban dwelling! Crazy...and of course, that brings several 
other parties into the equation for consideration. Not at least the son and daughter of the 
two, as they have something to gain by the death of their parents, but also the Developer..." 
 
"...and the Real Estate Agent who is front and centre in negotiating the deals in the 
area...he...or she, would have been making a motza on the whole bloody thing...don't you 
think?" 
 
I nodded my head in agreement. 
 
"The fact that the Seymours were reticent about the sale of their block? Would that in any 
way stop the development?" 
 
"No... well, I doubt it. They'd just design the thing to sail over the top of the single block, 
more than likely...but one could see that the Developer would prefer a clean pallet to work 
with." 
 
"Have you interviewed any of the parties that you have mentioned, including family 
members?" 
 
"No Boss...that's our next step this week..." 
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"A wild goose chase, but I guess that we have to go down that road..." Shelley bemoaned. 
 
I had at least made several people think again on possible alternatives on the sad affair. 
 
Whether my assertions were correct or, as Shelley said, I was just boxing at shadows, 
remained to be seen. But I wanted to be sure that the old couple had the respect and the best 
investigative efforts that their life and deaths deserved. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
It was the end of the following week. 
 
We had spent the preceding eight days investigating every suspect who may have had a 
vested interest in the deaths of the elderly Seymours. 
 
We were on frustration overload as we were no more convinced of foul play than we were 
before we had begun. 
 
"Joe? Shells? When you come back into the Office? You'll only be gone a couple of hours, 
won't you? Pop in to see me...a coffee from downstairs would be appreciated as well." 
 
We were with the DPP for two hours, the Coroner's Investigators for another three on the 
Seymour Case and then attended an autopsy of a single male found on a suburban beach by 
early morning joggers. 
 
It looked like a typical OD case, but you are never too sure. 
 
The guy had form. Small time stuff just to have the 'readies' to buy his next fix. He had been 
a Court Appointed person on the Methadone Clinic list. Four times. Each time failing to get 
the monkey off his back. 
 
He was on that slow spiral downwards that was common with a lot of heroin users who 
could not shake the habit. 
 
A lost cause...even to themselves. With no hope, they slipped into the easy way out. 
 
Sad...and more and more Ice Addicts were going the same way. 
 
There would be Report for the Coroner. 
 
A lonely funeral. 
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A forgotten life. 
 
"Standard OD" Muscles muttered. "A waste of Taxpayers money having to do a full tox. 
We know the guy's history, his failure to kick the habit...still...a life, though wasted." 
 
That was his epitaph. A throw-away line from the Chief Forensic Pathologist. 
 
No-one would mourn, more than likely. 
 
Both Shells and I were on a downer as we plopped ourselves into our Unmarked. 
 
"Bit late with the coffee for the Boss." Shelley complained as we drove back to the Office. 
 
We were only returning to the building to get in reasonable time down in the Sub-Base 
Gym, looking forward to a half hour swim and then a thirty-minute work-out on the Rowing 
Machine for me. Calf soreness had curtailed my normal running regime. 
 
"He asked for it so we better get it, eh?" I replied. 
 
We placed the large Java container in the centre of the Boss's desk. Sat down in the Visitors 
chairs that always felt uncomfortable. 
 
"Thank Christ. I have been hanging out for this all afternoon. I didn't think you'd be that 
late...um...Sasha Blayney! Ron Pearce has requested an extended leave of absence. He is 
questioning his role as a Murder Dee...he went through that extended business with his 
wife...the IVF program which in the end placed too much strain on an already shaky 
marriage. They've separated and Ron wants out, I think..." 
 
He looked down at his hands. 
 
Grabbed the coffee container and took a large gulp. 
 
Placed it back on the desk and leaned back in his chair. His hands behind his head. 
 
"I must admit, I too have been questioning his ability. I think that he has been thwarting 
Sasha's confidence and not acting as a mentor to her but instead, a bloody hindrance. Taking 
what confidence and enthusiasm she had from her. I have approved his request for time off 
and am talking with a couple other Branches within the Force to see if he would be more 
suitable in their sphere of responsibility. Okay! But that leaves Sasha out in the cold. I think 
she is too good an operator to throw away...if I team her with you guys, I am not creating a 
precedence as Dallas Courtney was with the two of you for quite some time...and both you 
and Shells are decent mentors and educators...not that I think she needs that type of thing as 
she has already shown she is an exceptional Detective...this arrangement is not considered 
long-term, none-the-less. Okay? Have a good week-end. I've arranged for the Building 
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Custodian to move her desk hollus-bollus up beside you two this week-end...now...leave me 
in peace to enjoy this coffee." 
 
I guess that piece of news made me feel bad. 
 
I had judged Ron Pearce without knowing all of the facts. 
 
I knew that when my first wife had been killed, I went completely off the rails and without 
strong support from several friends and a very patient and very understanding Boss, I would 
not now be still here in the Force. 
 
Perhaps I was guilty of not giving the guy enough rope...maybe. 
 
I couldn't imagine how I would respond if something happened to Tellie. 
 
I doubted that I could survive. 
 
"I didn't know that Pearce and his missus were on the IVF program...that's quite expensive, 
isn't it?" I asked Shelley as we rode the Lift down to the Sub-Basement Gym. 
 
She shrugged her shoulders. 
 
"Even when we were going down to Goulburn and back he went on about the separation and 
divorce, but not that...I thought he had a couple of kids..." 
 
"Apparently not...just a dog and she got that too, according to him." 
 
Shells didn't like to add to the gossip mill, so we stood in silence as the Lift continued its 
downward plunge. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
It was a warm Saturday morning. 
 
With the Bub's now sated and gurgling away happily, lying on my stomach with her head on 
my chest, Tellie snuggled tightly into the side of my body. 
 
"We are blessed with her, aren't we?" She cooed into my ear. 
 
I could be a complete AO and state that I thought most parents the World over, would have 
thought similar thoughts during moments like this. Instead, I answered happily that I 
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thought we were. Very special people. Me with my forty-ninth birthday almost on top of 
me, lying sharing my bed with the luckiest females in all the World, having a husband and a 
father such as I. 
 
That earned a slight thump in the shoulder. 
 
"Do you think Aleesha should have a brother or a sister?" Tellie asked quietly. 
 
This of course opened up a huge can of worms for me. Being reared as a single child with 
all its pitfalls and secret wishes...and then also knowing that as a single child, you were 
indeed some-one ultra-special. But then I look at my new-found extended family with 
multiple half-brothers and sisters all rearing at least four kids each. I watch them all playing 
together as only family kids can do and think, that is the way to bring up kids...in batches! 
 
To be truthful, I didn't know how to answer the question, still burdened by my age and the 
ghosts from my upbringing. 
 
"You don't need to think too hard about it, Joe. I'm pregnant again." 
 
All the fears and spectres were quickly washed away with my happiness. 
 
Forgetting that Aleesha now was lying happily asleep on my stomach, I turned to Tellie, 
only half believing her. The look on her face told me that she wasn't joking. A muffled wail 
broke our kiss and embrace as Al voiced her disapproval about being violently wrench from 
a peaceful slumber wedged in between the two of us. I turned back over onto my back and 
gently placed my little girl-baby back on my stomach. Her head on my chest. I loosely 
placed her blanket wrap over her and pulled the sheet up over her body. 
 
Within moments she was fast asleep again. 
 
"I've always wondered on the use of that little pot belly of yours..." Tellie laughingly stated. 
 
"What do you mean? A six pack at my age. Very few men can challenge that!" 
 
"Ho, ho, ho...it would seem that all I have to do is think about becoming pregnant...and I 
fall..." 
 
"I've become redundant. Not even the pleasure of dirty, sweaty sex is required, huh? The 
milkman again?" 
 
"No, he's too old." 
 
"The Paper-boy on a Sunday morning." 
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"He's too shy and would more than likely unload himself just looking at me naked...such is 
my beauty." 
 
"Mmm...you're that good, huh...I've never noticed...how about the Tenth Day Adventist who 
seem to visit regular-like?" 
 
"He may have something between his legs but it's for procreation only. No pleasure in 
that..." 
 
"Once a year...that's your normal frequency isn't it, going by the period between each 
pregnancy..." I laughed at the thought. 
 
That earned me a thump on the arm again. A quiet titter as my darling wife snuggled into 
me. 
 
"We're running out of contenders...the Ice-man and Bottle-O stopped calling around the 
neighbourhood some sixty years ago now, so I've been told. What should we call it if it is a 
girl...didn't we have Samantha as second choice to Aleesha?" 
 
"Yeah...I don't know. We and all our friends will shorten their names. We already have 
Al...and with Samantha, we'll get Sam...it may confuse people." 
 
"Bugger the confusion of other people...." 
 
"....and both names ending in an 'a'...that's a bit unlucky, isn't it?" 
 
I looked over at my darling, a look on my face that questioned the sanity of the woman. 
 
"What kind of weird book have you been reading? I've never heard of such drivel...I don't 
know...Sam it is! You know, you're so lucky that you can fall so easily...though I reckon it is 
because of all those Olympic standard swimmers that I produce...Ron Pearce at work? They 
were trying for absolute ages...she did three IVF treatments with no luck. It broke up their 
marriage by all accounts. It apparently isn't that comfortable. A downright impersonal and 
painful way to try and fall pregnant...and so bloody expensive! I reckon that Adoption 
would be a far better alternative." 
 
"Adoption can be bloody expensive as well, you know...Mmm...Dee Dee called in for a 
coffee the other day...we were talking about...you know, whether we wanted another 
child..." 
 
"You talk this over with your girlfriend before your husband? Get her approval for a roll in 
the hay with your husband!? How the world and women's rights has progressed!" 
 
"Of course! My girlfriends make a lot more sense...she was saying something similar. One 
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of the woman in Forensics has been trying for-ever...she is almost forty. The odds 
apparently, reduced to almost zero by that age..." 
 
"Mmm....apparently there was a show on TV not that long ago about that. How the Clinics 
are almost dealing in false hopes with women of that age in order to improve the cash flow." 
 
"That's terrible...so much of to-days slant on life. Cash flow policy...bottom line 
accountancy with any thought for the Patient taking second spot...a need to think of all the 
Investors and the yearly dividend. That's disgusting." 
 
"Yeah, well...you hear of these women around forty who get their eggs frozen...an 
expensive process also and one that incurs an annual surcharge...the truth...the reality is, 
why do they do it? They must know that the chances of falling pregnant over the age of 
forty is halved as each year goes past...which starts at about 3% if you are forty...IVF has 
only a 30%-40% success rate in any case, doesn't it?" 
 
"Perhaps they're waiting for the Law to change on surrogacy?" 
 
"That's never going to happen in this country. Not in a million years...so there's another 
example of how these places prey on the hope of desperate women...it's just not right!" 
 
"It is according to those women. They survive on hope. That's what keeps them going..." 
 
"Yeah, well. Which comes first? Their hope of being able to fall pregnant by this process? 
Or the promises of the Doctor who issues that hope on a grand scale to increase his cash-
flow? What happens when all hope is lost? What do these women do? Just accept it...that 
which was obvious if only they did a little research of their own instead of listening to the 
Snake Oil Seller?" 
 
"Let's just be thankful that I can fall pregnant at the drop of a hat, huh?" 
 
"Yes, indeedy," I replied as my hands started to wander over her body. I pinched one of her 
boobs. 
 
"I don't remember dropping one of my hats." 
"Ouch...that felt...you know? You better put Al down in her cot first, lover." 
 
She giggled as I let out a groan. 
 
"She's so comfortable in the rolls of my flab......" 
 
"C'mon sweetheart, I haven't got all day, you know." 
 
"What's happening? It's usually me panting at the bit..." 
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"Pregnancy. It makes me horny. Don't you remember that from when Aleesha was lying 
inside my tummy. The first two semesters. Remember?" 
 
How could I forget. 
 
I was exhausted for several months! 
 
She let out her little giggle as I flung myself back onto the bed. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
 
We had people come from everywhere all week-end wanting to share in our News. Even my 
Dad and Step-mum came down from Port Macquarie staying overnight on the Saturday and 
driving back home on the Sunday. My Vet sister drove them down. It had been the first 
week-end that she had free in yonks. What a way to celebrate. 
 
The house was alive with people coming and going. Happy people. Smiles and laughter the 
order of the week-end. 
 
We were pleased to see the last of them late on the Sunday afternoon, using Aleesha's 
teething problems to thin the numbers! 
 
Sunday night. 
 
We were exhausted. 
 
We ordered in Pizza and sat up in bed eating after putting Aleesha to sleep. 
 
We didn't even switch the TV on for the nightly News which was about the only TV we 
watched on a good night! 
My mobile chimed out the Big Ben chimes for twelve O'clock as its ringtone. 
 
I rolled over in bed to pick the mobile up from its charging dock. 
 
"Joe? We need to talk." 
 
It was my old partner Barry Holtz. I had not spoken to him for almost two years. I had made 
it clear that I did not like being interrogated in order to further his selfish ladder climbing 
career. It was a horrible way to end an over thirty-year friendship, but I was ripping mad at 
him. 
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"I got nothing to say, Barry." 
 
Not Baz, Bazza or mate, but a cold enunciation of his first name. 
 
"Yeah, well...did you see the News to-night? No? If you had, perhaps you may have wanted 
to talk to me...I'm here in Sydney. Have been all last week and will be for another week. 
Conferences...you know how it is." 
 
"No, I don't..." A flat tone of voice. 
 
"I'm at the Park Apartments on College. In the City. There is an exceptional Restaurant on 
the tenth. Good views of the Park. I'll be going there for a meal in say...an hour. I'd like your 
company." 
 
I glanced at my watch. It was just gone half six. It must be something important as he had to 
swallow a fair bit of pride to contact me...perhaps I should go. 
 
I talked it over with Tellie who knew my inner most thoughts on my former mate and 
friend. 
 
"Go Joe...it has to be something big for him to contact you. It's been what? About two 
years? He needs you, I reckon." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
 
I sat without fanfare. 
 
Just a nod of my head. 
 
I looked around as the waiter bought out another setting for me. 
I held up my hand explaining that I would not be eating and would in fact, be staying for a 
short time only. 
 
I can be a bitch when it suited me. 
 
I looked around the dimly lit room. 
 
I was always suspicious of such a set-up. 
 
If you couldn't see the food because of the dimmed mood lighting, it spoke of poor quality 
food. 
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Or questionable cooking at best! 
 
That was my bent logic. 
 
Forget the ambience that they speak of. I would only bring my favourite woman to a place 
like this to impress her with the price of each serving, though I would want to spend the 
evening drinking in her beauty. 
 
If you couldn't make her out across the table, what's the point of it!!?? 
 
I looked across at my old friend as though he was a piece of shit. Interesting in a way, but in 
the end, what can you say about a piece of shit? 
 
He'd put on a bit of weight. His skin a little puffy and bumpy as though he was hitting the 
grog a lot more than he once did. His hair line was non-existent, his head now shiny like 
some sacred monument that the masses had to rub for good luck as they passed by. Lines on 
his face where once the youthfulness of tight skin gave him a certain rugged handsomeness. 
 
"Fatherhood must be agreeing with you...you're looking good." 
 
"In that case, I'll look twice as good when the second one is born mid-next year." 
 
"A late bloomer...congratulations are in order. A drink perhaps?" 
 
"Arrh... no. I'm driving...and I don't want a late night. I'm pretty busy next week." 
 
He could see that I wasn't here to make small talk. 
 
"Um...the News to-night? The skeletal remains of two males were found in a sandy, shallow 
grave out Malabar way. Up behind the Rifle Shooting Range...you ever been over that 
way?" 
 
That was a leading question. 
 
I railed at the obvious implication. 
 
My cynicism going into over-drive. 
 
My suspicious mind and possibly my conscience getting the better of me for acts that should 
remain hidden and not spoken of after all these years. 
 
I pushed my chair back and began to rise. 
 
Holtz pushed his plate away and held up a hand. 
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"The top floor has a small bar, a swimming pool and plenty of views of the City and 
surrounds. You ever been up there? These Apartments are used by visiting minor 
dignitaries... cops...interstate personnel not privy to more salubrious surroundings. Care to 
join me?" 
 
I looked down at his meal that he had hardly touched. I guess I kind of felt sorry for him and 
the information that he had imparted, stirred my synapses. I graciously nodded my head and 
acquiescently followed him from the room towards the bank of Lifts. 
 
He ordered a double Scotch with a dash of water. Me, a large Coke Zero with ice. He 
wanted to walk. The views spectacular as we wended our way around the perimeter of the 
open top floor. The night was warm. A slight northeaster breeze was comfortable. 
 
He eventually stopped and turned to me. 
 
"Can you remember their names?" 
 
I slowly nodded my head. 
 
"Garry Hendley and... Steven...Steve...something like Hardy...no... Ferardi...I think that may 
have been it. It's been what? Twenty-five...twenty-seven years? What did you do with the 
gun that you used?" 
 
I deliberately asked him that question to implicate him in the two murders. If he was wired, 
we'd both go down. 
 
He harrumphed. 
 
"I kept it for a number of years. We had killed them with their own pieces. Stupid really. I 
thought that I may need it as a 'throw-away' at some point...you know...an untraceable 
weapon. How bloody stupid is that? It had to have had form...some illicit act that could be 
traced via Ballistics back to the handgun. You know, going on the criminal habits of the 
two. When I came to my senses, I deposited it two miles down off the Continental 
Shelf...you?" 
 
I shook my head, realising for the first time that I had been as stupid. More stupid in fact. 
 
I laughed. 
 
Took a sip of Coke that seemed to go down the wrong way causing me to have a coughing 
fit. 
 
After I regained my dignity, I still couldn't stop smiling. 
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I spilled the beans on my little escapade of killing my oldest snitch in order to frame the 
Templeton brothers, Denny and Baby 'B' for his murder by depositing the handgun that I 
had used to kill LJ, my snitch, in their premises. I had known for a long time that the 
brothers were responsible for the murder of my first wife so many years ago, and if the two 
brothers were never going to be charged with her murder, then a framed one would help my 
sense of vengeance. The irony was that the handgun that was used to kill my wife was 
sitting beside the piece that I planted in a wardrobe in the bedroom of the house that the 
brothers called home! 
 
It was in a filthy state. The inside of the house, that is. 
 
House-keeping wasn't one of their fortes. 
 
All I had to do was to organise the Narc boys for a raid on the premises and serendipity 
would have prevailed. 
 
As it was, the AFP did raid the property some weeks later and the two did go down for 
several murders including that of my wife and my former Narcs snitch. I wasn't to know that 
my now AFP friend, Knackers working undercover as the brother's cockatoo and 
hydroponic marijuana 'farmer', had spent an inordinate amount of time passing bullets 
through the handgun that was used in my wife's shooting death so that the slug taken from 
her skull could be replaced with a more recognisable one that could be traced back to Baby 
'B's favourite little chrome handled Colt Twenty-two. 
 
The gun that I used to kill the poor old bloke? My old-time snitch, JL? 
 
That little 'throw-away' that I had kept since I had used it to end Ferardi's life so many years 
previously. 
 
Stupid, huh? 
 
But the two brothers also went down for two shooting deaths associated with that gun...let's 
just say that poetic justice prevailed at the time. 
 
This narrative told as we continued to walk the perimeter of the top floor. 
 
Barry Holtz let me finished. 
 
"So, the handgun...that you used to shoot your snitch...don't forget he was mine as well...LJ, 
wasn't it?" 
 
I nodded my head. The last time that we had spoken about LJ, he seemed to have forgotten 
his ties to the man as well, which got my suspicions sky-rocketing about his sincerity at the 
time. 
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"He was dying. Stomach Cancer. When the autopsy was carried out, the comment was that 
he must have been in terrible pain and one wondered on why he hadn't karked it already. I 
kind of did him a favour, in a way..." 
 
"Now there's a way to justify in your own mind the reason for your actions...the gun? It was 
Ferardi's?" 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
"You kept it for the same reason I kept Hendley's. A 'throw-away, just in case." 
 
He shook his head. Gave a chuckle. 
 
"I guess it lays deep in some Evidence Box down in the Registry burrow...if they trace out a 
match on the slug that killed Ferardi to the gun that was found at the Templeton Brothers' 
premises, then the obvious conclusion would be that the Brothers were responsible for the 
hit...their style as a matter of fact..." 
 
"God no! Let's say twenty-seven years ago. I doubt that the two brothers would have had 
colour back then...they'd have been terrorising a Kindergarten at best...and they belonged to 
the Angels out of Adelaide in South Australia. Okay, some smart Investigator could put two 
and two together and conclude that a member of the Angels had been paid to carry out the 
hit on Ferardi and Hendley way back when...for some slight that will never be learned...and 
the gun somehow came into the possession of the two brothers some decade or two later 
on...sounds plausible. Gang members do have their favourite little pieces." 
 
"If everything goes according to Hoyle..." 
 
"Let’s hope, eh?" 
 
"Tell me...why did we execute the two?" 
 
We stopped our lazy walk around the perimeter of the top floor of the building. Turned to 
look at the City skyline spread out before us. A lovely, still night. The city traffic just a 
quiet whoosh below us. An occasional toot of a horn. 
 
I shook my head. 
 
Chuckled. 
 
"I have no idea now...fucked if I can recall!" 
 
I nodded my head at my old partner who was now a stranger and walked away without even 
shaking the man's hand. As I descended in the Lift, I had a sudden wave of dread wash over 
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me. I now realised that the number of people who knew of my subterfuge in carrying out the 
frame on the two Templeton boys had just doubled in number. 
 
I didn't like that one iota. 
 
It could come back to bite and I earnestly believed that if there was a leak, it would come 
from Barry Holtz who at one stage was my oldest and most trusted friend. I scolded myself 
for unloading the story, wondering why I had divulged the long-hidden murder. 
 
I then scolded myself further. 
 
The damage had been done. 
 
You can't put the genie back into the bottle. 
 
What will be will be, so try not to lose sleep over it. 
 
Easier said than done. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
 
"Joe? Shelley? You're going to inherit a case from the week-end boys. Skeletal remains 
found out Malabar way early yesterday morning. Behind the Anzac Firing Range. By two 
young boys looking for lead slugs...how bloody stupid. They had to close down the Firing 
Range for fear of stray bullets when all the cops started walking about...the boys weren't 
harmed even though the shooters knew that kids played in the sandhills behind the range. 
Miss Lucky must be smiling..." 
 
I near choked on my first coffee of the day. 
Shelley seemed to hit me rather hard on the back. More severe then what was called for, in 
any case. 
 
"Thanks...but did you have a shit week-end. Taking your frustrations out on me by trying to 
slip my spine out through my stomach...maybe these unearthed cadavers are victims of stray 
bullets as well..." 
 
"Case solved. The ace Detective, Joseph Lind has solved the Case without stepping from his 
Office floor. What a man! What a bloody Ace!" 
 
I gave my partner a look that asked what did she have for breakfast. 
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She started giggling. 
 
It was contagious. 
 
I suddenly thought that I should excuse myself from the case which caused me to 
commence laughing. 
 
That made a lot of sense....'Arrh, Boss, I'm afraid that I will need to excuse myself from this 
case as it was me and my long ago professional partner, when we were both working as 
undercover Narc guys, who shot dead these two and buried them out there one bloody cold 
and rainy night...about twenty-six...maybe twenty-seven years ago...it was a bit of an 
accidental shooting...we wanted to scare information out of them...well...I say that in my 
defence, but...well...it was us, all the same.' 
 
That would never do. 
 
I just had to ride the wave. Trying not to fall off! 
 
The Boss was flabbergasted, wondering what fools he had as subordinates. One laughing 
like a Hyena with the other smiling like a Cheshire cat! 
 
"Do you mind letting me in on the joke, huh?" He asked, as he looked from me to my 
partner. 
 
We both shook our heads between laughing fits. 
 
My eyes watering up. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
 
"I think this has been a Rifle Range from around the time of the Boer War. During WW1 
and 2, those houses over there weren't there and it was an Army Camp with row upon row 
of Army tents for as far as you could see, so some-one once told me..." 
 
"Not your first visit, huh Joe?" 
 
"What? No... yeah…I haven't been out this way before. Ever...oh, except for the Rifle 
Range." 
 
She glanced across at me. That knowing, smug look on her dial. 
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"So where is the crime scene?" 
 
Shells slowed the Unmarked down and bought it to a halt beside a Police Patrol car that was 
blocking off a rutted track that disappeared around the side of the Range. We flashed our ID 
Cards to be told that was as far as we could go. He would need to order up a 4WD to take us 
on further. 
 
"The Range not being used to-day?" Shelley asked, just to make conversation. 
 
"No... we've stopped all activities off or on the Range. It's just too dangerous...most of the 
Club Members seem to understand the situation...it won't be for long as the Forensic people 
are just about finished. The bones were removed last night." 
 
A Police 4WD took us to the rear of the Range some hundreds of yards from the huge earth 
embankment that protected the business end of the range. 
 
"They still get slugs sailing over the berm on most days...kids still come into this area to 
find the lead...it's a wonder that the bodies took this long to find what with the amount of 
foot traffic that uses this area...I wouldn't be wandering about around here. A Shooting day 
or not." The Constable stated as he sped along the rutted track. 
 
Both Shells and I were hanging on for dear life! 
 
We both hopped down from the vehicle glad to be on solid earth. 
 
Dee Dee walked up to me and gave me a hug and a kiss. 
 
"Congrats, Joe. Pregnancy seems to agree with Tellie. She is beaming already." 
 
"What?" Shelley exclaimed. "You're going to be a father again!?...when had you intended 
telling me, sport? I'm the last to know, right!?" Hurt in her voice. 
 
"Shells, don't fret over it. It appears I was the second last person, just before you, to know 
the news. Everyone else was privy to the secret at least for a week. That right, Dee Dee?" 
 
"About right, Joe. About right." She giggled at her response. 
 
Shelley shook her head in mock disappointment as she gave me a hug and a kiss on the 
cheek. 
 
"So, what have we got here?" 
 
"You'll need to get confirmation from the Forensic Pathology Department but the bones 
appear to be those of two teenagers. Fifteen to twenty years of age. Male and female. Not 
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two males as was reported last night. Bullet hole to the centre of the forehead. Both victims. 
Read what you will into that with a couple of scenarios that would fit the bill. Revolver 
located with the bodies. A 38 Police Force revolver. Approximate date of death...hard to fix 
at this stage but the guess is between fifty to sixty years..." 
 
I let out an audible sigh of relief. 
 
Loud enough for both women to look up at me. 
 
That weight in the pit of my stomach miraculously vanished. 
 
"You OK, Joe? It looks as though you are pleased about something. Do you have a few 
skeletons out here too, huh? According to Pogowski who was the lead Forensic Pathologist 
on scene yesterday, it was a favourite body dump site years back...if myth can be treated as 
fact." Dee Dee commented as she looked up at me. 
 
I bowed my head to hide a smirk. 
 
Looked at my shoes which were covered in fine silty sand. Thanked who-ever was looking 
over me. A bit disgusted at myself for emptying the hidden crevices in my conscience onto 
Barry Holtz the night before, realising that there was no need to confessed to my old mate 
about my hidden excesses. 
 
"Any chance of ever identifying the two?" 
 
"Maybe. We may get lucky on a bit of trace, though the sifting nature of the sandy soil 
mixed with rainwater and the very age of the dig will be against us. DNA trace in the bones 
may give us a familial connection, if we are lucky. The revolver maybe our best clue to 
trace the two...it won't take much Lab time to trace that out...we'll let you know in a day or 
two." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
 
"What are you doing, Joe?" 
 
"Huh? What? Oh...have you ever been somewhere for the first time...knowing it was the 
first time that you'd been there, but knowing that you had seen the scene before...in every 
little detail?" 
 
I was standing on top of a bare dune, surrounded by stunted bushes and straggly Acacia and 
Bottle-brush trees. I had done a complete 360 several times trying to pinpoint the exact 
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location of where we had buried Hendley and Ferardi all those years ago. The topography 
had changed dramatically over that which was indelibly burnt into my sub-conscience. 
 
There was no chance, but I felt that I was close to the grave site. 
 
Somehow. 
 
"A lot of people have that experience. I have had a few myself...some say a previous life, 
but...I don't know. I can't tell you what it is...you reckon that you have been here before? 
The way that you were talking about its history, I thought that you may have been...what 
scenario do you think fits the facts as we know at the moment? You know, the cadavers?" 
 
"You know that I do not like doing that so early in an investigation...and we haven't even 
got ID as yet." 
 
"That's bullshit, Joe. You do it all the time...don't forget we will be mentoring Sasha next 
week...she's taken the week off. I'd say that she may be feeling a little guilty about Ron 
Pearce...you know, that old mothering instinct that us women have that distinguishes us 
from you cold males..." 
 
I remember my old partner Marge Hendricks saying something similar. Sounding a bit like 
a broken record. 
 
"She has no reason to feel that way, Shells. What-ever happened is totally Ron's fault. If 
anything, I'd say that Sasha shielded and yes...kind of protected him and carried him for 
these past few months. You have to feel sorry for him in a way, but if he can't cut it, then it 
may be best all round if he takes some time off to sort out his life...Just a week?" 
 
"Yeah. As far as I know, yeah...so what do you think?" 
 
"Fifty to sixty years ago? Late 1950's, maybe to late 1960's. Mid to late teens. Either the boy 
or the girl has a father who is in the Force, because of the Force issue revolver. The two kids 
not permitted to be together...told to end the romance. Typical teenage angst with the only 
solution a suicide pact because neither could live without the other...how's that sound?" 
 
I stood with my arms spread wide waiting for the imagined applause of the masses. 
Supremely pleased with myself. Of course, this was all enacted with my tongue firmly set in 
my cheek! 
 
"Shit, Joe, you're a fucking genius!" 
 
She pushed me as she gave a little giggle. 
 
I fell and rolled down the face of the dune, scratching myself on the holly type low bushes 
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at the base of the sand mound. I went to stand. My hand went under the dirty sand. I felt 
what could have been nothing else but bones of a hand. 
 
I had unearthed the worst possible nightmare! 
 
My stomach fell to my feet. 
 
Again, that feeling of supreme loss swept over me, as though the life that I was enjoying 
would soon end. 
 
An ominous prediction. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
 
That night I couldn't sleep. 
 
At some ungodly hour of the early morning I crawled out of bed, selected my best bottle of 
Red and sat out on the deck, sipping unfeelingly on the wine. At least I had opened the 
bottle and let it breathe for some moments before pouring my first glass full. 
 
I was on my second bottle. 
 
By this stage, the sheer beauty of the drop was wasted. 
 
I didn't care. 
 
"Joe? What are you doing out here at this time of night." 
 
I thought it was obvious and said as much. I was drinking myself into an alcoholic haze, 
dancing with skeletons over sand dunes to the timing of myriad handguns being fired. 
I shrugged my shoulders. Gave a sheepish look. 
 
I doubted that I had the physical dexterity to explain what was in my mind's eye. 
 
"Those skeletons..." Tellie offered. 
 
I opened my mouth to confess to a crime of long ago. 
 
Shut it just as quickly. 
 
Tellie was a brilliant person whom I loved dearly. With all my being...but she was a straight 
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shooter. A black and white girl who saw very few shades of grey. I doubted her ability to 
understand my actions and motives so many years ago. I had shot a man...two men if I 
included JL, my old snitch. She would not be able to forgive me, instead demanding that I 
be dragged off to spend the rest of my days in prison! 
 
I could be wrong and completely under-estimate the feelings she had for me, but I did not 
ever want to place her in that situation that completely challenged her belief system...or her 
feelings for me. 
 
Tellie woke me from my alcoholic slumber well past the time that I should have been at 
work. She found me curled up on a 'lay-low' cuddling both empty bottles as though they 
were gold. 
 
It could be the finest red wine in the country or a bottle of the cheapest plonk! 
 
It made no difference. 
 
You still felt like shit the next morning. 
 
Tellie rang in for me suggesting that I may have a twenty-four-hour wog. 
 
"He will be bright eyed and bushy tailed tomorrow!" She informed Clive Butler. 
 
I slept most of the day. 
 
"Did you hear, Joe? Those remains that you kicked over, they were of an Aboriginal 
woman. It was on the Wireless...mid-afternoon." Tellie informed me after I had surfaced, 
wanting a Kebab or some greasy concoction for Dinner that night. 
 
Again, the relief was almost palpable. 
 
For the next couple of days though, I walked around in a daze. 
 
Like a robot on automatic. 
 
I blamed that wog! That logy that had laid me low. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
 
 
"Joe Lind? Brenda Wzerlic...how goes you? Tripping over any more skeletal remains?" 
 
"You're back, young lady? Good to hear your lovely voice again. I thought that you were 
over there for a couple of years, the way that Muscles described your sabbatical. Miss home 
too much?" 
 
"Joe, it was always just a six-month tenure. Loved it and would go back again at the drop of 
a hat...except for the bloody, lousy English weather. Full on winter over there at the 
moment. The summer challenged our worst winter let me tell you. If it got to 20 over there, 
they were in the middle of the worst heatwave ever!?" She laughed at her own joke. "I was 
so glad to touch down in sunny Sydney again, let me tell you...um...those remains of the 
Aboriginal woman that you accidentally unearthed. She got under my skin a bit. Evidence 
of continual and brutal physical abuse. Old fractures healed...skull. Arms. Legs. Wrists. 
Feet. The last lot most definitely killed her...very severe trauma to the skull..." 
 
"How long? Um...approximate time of death. Could you determine a time line?" 
 
"About...um...sixty to eighty years ago. I would bet a tenner and say during the Second 
World War...'39 to '45...I've been doing a bit of detective work on the girl...um...I'd rather 
not talk about it over the phone...um...you're going over to Muscle and Marge's place 
Saturday night? I've been invited over as a welcome home gesture by Muscles. Could we 
talk about it then?" 
 
"Sure. Not a problem. Until then. Good to see you back. It will make a huge difference to 
Muscle's workload." 
 
"Yeah...he...um...he looks as though he's bending a bit under the load." 
 
"Yeah. I've been worried about him a bit. See you then." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
 
"It's a tragic case actually...from what I've been able to unearth." 
 
I didn't think it was a subject to be discussed after such a beautiful meal. Brenda seemed to 
have this...this synergy...this want to unload on us. 
 
"During WW1, there was a huge camp of Diggers that surrounded what is now known as 
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the Anzac Rifle Range. That whole headland.... the Malabar/La Perouse Peninsular was the 
last Aboriginal land still having a population of traditional natives within the greater 
metropolitan area. As was always bound to happen when there is a huge number of men 
bivouacked beside a native camp, there was a mixing. Sometime between 1914 and 1918, a 
half-cast baby girl was born. By the mid-1930's, she had grown into a stately, statuesque 
young lady of exceptional beauty...and height." 
 
Brenda passed around several faded, scratched and fuzzy shots of a group of Aborigines. 
The girl stood out as she was head and shoulders taller than her companions. 
 
"That is why I think that the remains are that girl. Five nine in the old scale. Touching 176 
centimetres matching the approximate height of our remains. Beautiful, finely chiselled 
features. A slim build. If she had been around today, I betcha she'd be an International 
Model or something similar. She was actually named Queen Mary by the troops. Diggers 
camped there for target training for WW2...at some stage, the camp was also primarily 
crowded with Yanks, so we cannot just totally blame Diggers for her disintegration...." 
 
"Where did you get these photographs from?" Marge asked, peering closely at the shots. 
 
"Huh...the National War Memorial Archives, would you believe. Several had been amongst 
a large package of letters, photographs and diaries that was gifted by some family on the 
death of their former soldier father in 2001...and a couple of others from the State Library in 
Sydney...here is another shot of her taken not long before the end of the War. You'd be 
pressed to recognise her as the same woman...sad, huh?... um...she didn't have a hope in 
hell, like so many of her mob, especially young women and girls who may have lived out 
that way. They were always going to be physically and sexually abused at that time...and the 
Law couldn't give a damn...turned a blind eye, mostly. A bloody disgrace, huh?" 
 
Brenda coughed. Took a deep breath. 
 
"Um...her remains displayed an extraordinary degree of trauma. Broken bones. Both arms 
where the fractures healed in a grotesque manner causing her arms to be deformed. Her left 
wrist so badly fractured it would have caused her hand to become unusable. Notice how her 
fingers are bent and claw-like in that later shot? I'd say that was a permanent injury. She is 
bent over in this shot. More than likely because there were signs of several fractured 
ribs...multiple times. Severe skull fractures that had partly healed. Again, I would say that 
some sort of brain injury occurred that may have affected her speech. Her gait. Her thinking. 
Her right foot was badly fractured and distorted making her limp as she walked. I'd say 
caused by her foot being stomped on...an army boot. She became the troops' sexual football. 
She may have been willing in the beginning. Sexual favours for a long neck of grog...or a 
few pennies...but it didn't take long, did it? Just a few short years...the last assault would 
have killed her. Opened up the weakened plains of her skull. The brain trauma immense...I'd 
say they just picked her up and took her around the back of the firing range. Dumped her in 
a shallow, sandy grave where she remained until Joe here, shook her hand..." 
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There was silence. 
 
No-one around the table could make eye contact. 
 
Tellie rose to walk outside. 
 
I went to follow her. 
 
Dee Dee held my arm. Shook her head and followed Tellie quickly, her eyes tear filled. 
 
"This should be made public, Brenda..." Marge stated forcefully. 
 
"I think it requires more collaborative investigation and research to ensure the authenticity 
of your suppositions, girlie." Muscles countered. "Perhaps an Investigative Journalist..." 
 
"Is there such a thing anymore?" 
 
"Channel Two. Four Corners. They'd run with it, I reckon." I offered. 
 
Several heads nodded in unison. 
 
The Dinner Party broke up not long after. 
 
No-one had the will to try and lighten the mood. 
 
"Bloody hell, Brenda should have stayed in Britain a little longer, mate." I said to Muscles 
as he stood beside our vehicle saying good night. 
 
I wanting to lightened the load a little bit. 
 
"Or you should have refrained from sliding down a sand dune at your age, Joe. Maybe." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 
 
 
"Welcome aboard, Sash." Shelley beamed, giving her friend a hug as she did so. 
 
I shook her hand. 
 
We got through the normal Monday Staff meeting without fanfare, bluster or acrimonious 
chatter. 
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Nothing interesting. 
 
I felt that I could not relay the findings on 'Queen Mary' as we had yet to receive the official 
Autopsy results or any forensic report. 
 
We returned to our desks. 
 
Me leaning back in my chair wanting to close my eyes. 
 
I couldn't, as all I saw was a wizen, young thing who spoke in tongues. Her hands and feet 
grotesquely deformed. 
 
"I've got the tox and blood work-ups on the Sewell/Bromovich Case." Sasha exclaimed. 
 
"Anything?" I asked, as I sat upright, looking over at her. 
 
"Mmm....both Vics had high levels of a sedative solution in their blood...stomach content 
suggests that they had just eaten a Dinner of Spag Bole..." 
 
"They were killed before they had finished dinner...is that right? There were remnants of the 
meal still on the table when you first surveyed the premises with Ron. That correct? Not 
something that you'd find in a couple planning a murder/suicide pact...I think we should 
visit their place of residence again. Take a walk through. What do you say? You with me, 
guys? A beautiful day for a drive...we may even stop at Stanwell Tops again for a bite of 
Lunch...I may just see if I can get a flight!" 
 
"Not when your second bub is on the way, you won't, Joseph Lind. Just not on!" 
 
"Yes, Mar" 
 
That earned me a Biro flung in my direction. I still had it, as I ducked artfully out of the 
way. 
 
Sasha shook her head. 
"You two carry on this way all the time?" 
 
"Yes. Usually." We replied in unison as we stood. Broad smiles on our dials. 
 
We headed down to the Evidence Locker in the Basement of the building. 
 
It was really a secure room within a secure room. We had to ID ourselves to obtain entry 
into the first room and sign a register, and then sign a second register in order to obtain the 
front door key of the Sewell/Bromovich residence. Our Service Number, Murder Case 
Registration Number and the period that we would require the key also had to be recorded. 
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A bloody frustrating series of steps just to obtain a bloody key! 
 
It was again a warm, fine day as we headed towards Helensburgh along Heathcote Road. 
 
"We've got the Preliminary Forensic Report and the Autopsy Report on our elderly suicide 
pact case, Shells. We're in for a busy time. Can you hold the car a bit steadier while I read it 
out to you?" 
 
"Sure, I'll press this button here and we'll float along on a cushion of air. Is that better, old 
man?" 
 
"Cut the smarts...mmm...abrasions to an area just above both knees on both of them. 
Determined to be caused by the lower upper calf area hitting the underside of the table as 
they were projected from their chairs by the force of the gunshot...this may have resulted in 
them remaining, being guided back to a sitting position on the chairs...I still think it is 
highly improbable..." 
 
"Typical Joe. Finds it hard to let go of a theory when new facts emerge, especially when it is 
his theory..." 
 
"You're full of it, Shells...staying in the chairs instead of being flung backwards by the 
force..." 
 
I looked across at Shelley. 
 
I must admit that we were trowelling it on a bit thick for Sasha's benefit. I would contend 
that as our days were filled with bloody bodies and the cruelty of mankind clearly displayed, 
any form of activity that lightens the load is good medicine. Mar and I had found it to be a 
panacea for many of our ills. 
 
"See, some-one else was concerned about them remaining in their chairs after the 
shooting...another brain in the Force. I don't feel so lonely now..." 
 
"Joe, stop the crap and just give me the facts...isn't that what you always stress on me?" 
"Good to see that you listen. Where was I? Um...The shotgun was possibly held around 
Jennifer Seymour’s mouth which resulted in a greater blood spatter to be angled against the 
wall with only secondary spatter to the ceiling. In George Seymour’s case, it is estimated 
that the gun was held in a more upright position, either with the barrel in the mouth or under 
the chin with the resultant blood spatter distinguished on the ceiling with secondary spatter 
to the wall...there goes my theory of some mysterious third person helping in the pact. What 
do you think?" 
 
"That you were always boxing at shadows on that one...." 
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"Maybe... at least we will only need to prepare a Report for the Coronal Enquiry with him 
having the final say on the matter. Maybe a good thing as it makes our life a little easier, 
hmm?" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
 
 
I ducked under the crime scene tape and unlocked the front door. Swung it open and stood 
there for some moments. I looked down at blood droplets on the threshold and on the 
floorboards just inside the door opening. The colour of the droplets were almost black by 
now. Chalk lines still surrounded each droplet to highlight their positions as they led up the 
Hallway. The droplets all but unnoticeable on the dark colour and knotting of the 
floorboards. I walked slowly into the Lounge Room and then through into the small Dining 
area adjacent to the open plan Kitchen. 
 
Shelley and Sasha followed me. 
 
There was blood trace on the Kitchen bench beside the sink. On the floor, nearby. On the 
small Kitchen table surface. On the floor near the doorway that led into the double garage. 
 
"The blood near the front door? It has been identified as Dragan's" Sasha offered. "The 
blood near the sink...the table and the floor near that doorway is Christina's." 
 
"Interesting." I muttered. 
 
I turned to retrace my steps. Sasha went to follow me. Shelley held out her arm to stop the 
young Detective. 
 
"He'll possible do this several times before he is through. Then he and I will walk slowly 
through every room in the place including the Garage before we compare notes. That's the 
way he has always done it. He taught me. Marge Hendricks, his former partner taught him 
the technique. Just follow me and do everything that I do. Keep your wits about you and 
your eyes open." 
 
"What are we looking for? This place has been gone over with a fine-tooth comb by several 
people. Forensic experts." 
 
"Yeah, you're right...but...we don't know what it is that we're looking for until we find it. 
Maybe yes, maybe no. Maybe nothing. Maybe something important. Don't know." 
 
Sasha looked at Shelley as though she was raving mad. As Shells had looked at me for 
about the first dozen crime scenes that we were involved in; and I at Marge Hendricks 
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before that. 
 
So we went through this carefully rehearsed choreography, exploring the house. Following 
the suspected trail that the Assailant may have taken as he entered the residence. We met in 
the Lounge Room. I handed Shelley a booklet. An amateurish attempt that is generally 
given to Mourners at some-one's funeral. Prepared by a Relative who knows something 
about Computers and Photoshop. 
 
"What do you think, Shells?" I eventually asked. 
 
Sasha had obediently and quietly followed our every move. I smiled to myself, chuffed by 
the expression of confusion on her face. 
 
"Who is this person and what does she mean to Christina and Dragan? A close friend? 
Family? They obviously went to her funeral as they have a copy of the Valedictory booklet. 
This place is nice and tidy...look at that bookcase, bowing under the weight of all those 
books but they are all in order. Technical Medical books, both Christina's and Dragan's 
career choice. Those books are on the middle two shelves. At a height, easy to get at. Other 
books showing their interests on the bottom three shelves. The higher shelves? All 
Fiction...except for those couple by themselves being Autobiographical...a tidy mind. A 
very tidy mind...but then you have this booklet out by itself just lying on top of the TV 
shelf. Not the right place for it, for sure...so! What do you think, girls? Give me an opinion." 
 
I glanced at Shells wanting her to keep quiet. 
 
I wanted Sasha to offer something to show both of us that she was a lateral thinker. Could 
think outside the box and possibly put forward a theory that ticked all the boxes...but a 
theory none-the-less. 
 
She seemed to sense that this was her moment. She took a step forward. Placed her iPad on 
the low TV shelf. 
 
"Um...he knocks on the door..." 
 
"Why is he, a he?" 
"A male has a better chance to overpower two adults then a female..." 
 
"Both of the deceased persons are slight people. Dragan is not a warrior. There is nothing 
really of him...almost effeminate. Christina, I would think, is more robust but still a tiny 
woman. Don't you think that a woman would have a chance against both of them?" 
 
"Yes...possible...but it is not generally a woman's attack strategy...no. I believe it to be a 
male..." 
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I nodded my head. Shelley grinned, nodding her head.  
 
Sasha was showing strength in her opinion. Her supposition. 
 
"Okay. Good. You have a strong opinion on the subject and you are willing to run with 
it...go on..." 
 
"He knocks on the door. Dragan goes to answer...we know that, as it is Dragan's blood on 
the floor near the front door. He is possibly hit in the nose which startles Dragan. He 
staggers back as blood runs between his fingers and drips to the floor..." 
 
"Why possibly hit in the nose?" 
 
"It's a great first attack procedure that has a high degree of the element of surprise. We 
haven't got the DNA trace back which would confirm whether the blood came from the nose 
or not...but it is the easiest way to surprise some-one and draw blood at the same time...a 
blow straight to the nose as soon as the door is opened by Dragan." 
 
"The Autopsy didn't indicate a broken nose..." 
 
"You don't have to break a person's nose to make it bleed...and they under-lined the fact that 
Dragan's nose did show signs of trauma...possibly a hit to the nose is their unsaid 
suggestion..." 
 
Good. She was remembering all the little things that may go unnoticed by some as they read 
the Pathology/ Post Mortem Report. 
 
"Go on..." I insisted. 
 
"Dragan staggers backward. The Assailant goes with the motion pushing Dragan back into 
the house. Out into the Kitchen. He then hits Christina in the nose as well. She bleeds 
profusely. He then hits both of them with a needle full of a sedative...the tox report does not 
indicate the drug but my guess it would be the 'date or rape drug' Rohypnol. This is to be 
confirmed, I might add. This incapacitates both Christie and Dragan very quickly. Prior to 
this, Christie had been standing at or near the sink. Feeling woozy, she sits at the small 
Kitchen table. Lays her head on the table surface and quickly becomes unconscious. Thus, 
the blood deposits on the table top...I cannot ascertain what happened to Dragan during this 
time but I would imagine that the Assailant carries Dragan out to the Garage through the 
internal door. Dumps him in the front seat of his light 4WD. A Honda SUV. He then goes 
back into the Kitchen and picks up Christie. Her nose is still leaking. He deposits her in the 
rear seat of the vehicle. He goes back inside, closing the front door, turning off all the 
lights..." 
 
"Why?" 
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"Because none of the internal lights were on, on our first inspection...with Ron that day. 
Remember?" 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
"He then drives the vehicle to the northern headland of Coalcliff Beach and throws 
Christie's body over the cliff. It falls into the water and takes two days to be spotted off the 
southern headland of the beach...we know that Christie was in the rear seat of the vehicle as 
her blood is on the rear foot-well and seat. The Assailant then drives the vehicle to the top 
of the escarpment and up a short distance of the road into the State Park. He parks it down a 
little used Fire Trail, connects a hose to the exhaust pipe that he tucks in through the rear 
window and walks back to this address where he has his car parked. The hike is about three 
kilometres so it would take about an hour unless he was a jogger." 
 
"Was both Christina and Dragan both dead before he threw her off the cliff and placed a 
hose into Dragan's vehicle?" 
 
"No... both of them were alive. Christina died from drowning as her lungs were full of sea 
water and Dragan died from Carbon Monoxide poisoning. That was ascertain at each of 
their autopsies." 
 
"Anything else?" 
 
"Yes. The guy was on the button. He did his homework. The couple had only returned from 
holidays the week before. He knew about tides and how a north-east swell with a north-
westerly wind would affect the course that the body would take. I'd say he was hoping that it 
would go around the southern headland then disappear out to sea....and he knew of the not 
oft used fire trail up in the State Park...I'd say he could be a local or a person who has spent 
some time in the area...maybe even in his younger days, surfing the area." 
 
"What about the Valediction booklet?" 
 
"I believe that you mentioned that as a red herring, sir." 
 
"I'm not your sir. I'm your senior partner. My name is Joe or you can call me 'heh you' at 
times...well done...I would have said exactly the same thing knowing all the same facts as 
you...but do not discount the importance of that booklet, Sash. Okay?" 
 
"Sir?... um, sorry. Joe? What do you mean?" 
 
"Think about it, girlie. Keep it in your head as a loose thread, huh?" 
 
Shelley leaned into the young woman. 
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"Think yourself lucky, my young friend, he rarely calls anyone 'girlie', let me tell you." 
 
"Why?" I asked. 
 
"Sir...um, sorry. Joe, why what?" 
 
"Why were the two of them killed?" 
 
She looked at me. A surprised expression on her face. 
 
"We don't know the answer to that, Joe. If we did we would have a fair idea as to whom, 
wouldn't we?" 
 
"Yes. Possibly...they have just finished a holiday in Thailand. They are the innocent drug 
mules, ignorant of what is in their luggage. The Drug guys come around to get what is 
rightfully theirs. The pair beg ignorance of the stash. They are killed and the guys get their 
stash back. End of story..." 
 
"It doesn't fit, Joe." Sasha replies. "Guys like that wouldn't worry about a convoluted 
scheme to stage a murder/suicide pact. They would have just shot them and left them where 
they fell on the Kitchen floor..." 
 
"Do not completely discount an alternate theory until you have definite proof that it doesn't 
fit. I think that we need to interview all residents of this complex again...family members, 
friends and acquaintances. Work colleagues. We need to do a complete background check 
on the two. Digging into their personal lives...it has to be related to them pissing off some-
one big time..." 
 
"You're telling me! To go to that much trouble seems so...I don't know...anal retentive." 
 
"I wouldn't have put it quite like that but, yes. The Assailant...or assailants have gone to 
some trouble to try and hide this from a straight out double homicide...again, why? Arrh... 
have you used that Template that Peta Daniels devised for background checks of persons. 
Dallas Courtney revised it to a piece of art some months before he had his accident. Which 
reminds me, Tellie and I should have he and Bennie over for Dinner in the near future. You 
too, Shells. It's been a while since I've seen the two of them. It would be interesting to know 
how he is finding the AFP working with my daughter-in-law, Malisa. She still hates to talk 
about her job as though the security of the Nation depends on her silence..." I shook my 
head in disbelief. "C'mon, let's do a door knock in this complex and for a couple of houses 
up and down the street before we head back to the Office." 
 
"Joe? You ever thought about a Tutor's position down at the Academy. You'd shit it in!" 
 
I had to smile. 
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I had never even thought of such a career move. It was way outside my expertise, so I 
thought. Way outside! 
 
I'd take the comment as a compliment to my tutoring skills, pleased with myself that I had 
impressed some-one! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 
 
 
I lifted the crime scene tape that crossed several times over the open doorway to let my two 
partners outside. 
 
As I closed the door, checking to ensure that it was latched and locked, I noticed that the 
next-door neighbour, Missus Robyn Reynolds was standing rather surreptitiously at her 
front door. Behind the security insect screen watching our every move. Still wearing the 
same drab, slightly soiled looking, light house-coat. 
 
'The nosy neighbour' I thought to myself. 'God bless their sticky-beak habits.' 
 
I nodded to Shelley as my mobile rang. Shells and Sasha began to walk towards Reynolds. 
Smiles on their faces. 
 
"Detective Lind." I answered briskly. 
 
"Officer Branson. Jerry Branson. Ballistics. Sorry this has taken a bit of time. We were 
requested to chase out the ownership on a Police issue Smith & Wesson point three eight 
revolver..." 
 
"One moment Officer Branson. I will just open up the Case File on my iPad...that's the 
trouble with these things...you can't make out the screen that well in bright sunshine. Wait 
until I sit down in my Unmarked." 
"Very well." He didn't seem that pleased to be kept waiting. 
 
I walked briskly towards the Unmarked. Opened the front passenger door. Gestured to 
Shelley that I wouldn't be that long. 
 
"Are we ready, Detective?" He was becoming impatient! 
 
"Fire away." I said pleasantly. The humour lost on him. 
 
"Arrh... where was I... yes...Serial Number SW0107624AU." 
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I repeated the serial number back to him. 
 
"Correct. It belonged to a Constable Stanley John Collins. Service Number 14567. Attached 
to Randwick Police Station. 6 June 1970 through to his death. DoB 17 September 1944. 
DoD 28 January 1984. The Revolver was never reported as missing. A major hick-up. A 
confirming e-mail is on its way as we speak." 
 
"Do you have the next of kin details? Widow's name and address? Any children?" 
 
"Detective? I understand that you are the Lead Detective on the case. The two skeletal 
remains found two weeks ago out behind the Anzac Rifle Range. Yes? Is that correct?" 
 
"That is correct..." 
 
"Then you are just as capable of tapping the keyboard for that information as I am... but you 
are the Detective-in-charge of the investigation. I'm the Ballistics and Fire-arms Officer. 
Nothing else, Detective?" 
 
"Arrh... no. No. That's all...can you repeat the information so that I can type it into my 
iPad?" 
 
There was a sigh of exasperation. 
 
"Very well, Detective." 
 
He rattled off the information again and hung up. He need not have gone through the 
information again as I had entered it into my iPad as he had spoken the first time. 
 
I just wanted to get under his skin. 
 
I can be a bitch at times. 
 
I went to alight from the Unmarked as Shelley and Sasha approached the neighbour. Two 
small white dogs stood either side of the large woman. One wagging its tail. The other 
seeming to be disinterested of the two strange women approaching the front door. 
 
I stood, scratching my head. Those little, white, fluffy dogs were renown yappers, I thought. 
These two appear to be the exception. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 
 
 
"Missus Reynolds, how are you?" 
 
"I was just saying to these two wonderful lady policemen that something like this has never 
happened around here before...murder, is it? Why are you here asking questions again? 
Wasn't it a suicide pact? Missus Kyielich up in Number Four there thinks it was murder. 
That's why you are asking more questions. Are we in danger?" 
 
"Missus Reynolds, most certainly not...the night that you think they may have gone out, 
about a week after they flew home from Thailand? Do you remember them having any 
visitors? Any strange car parked out on the street for several days in a row? Some-one 
walking from the car to their Flat?" 
 
She cocked her head to one side. Placed her index finger on the bottom of her cheek and 
pressed hard as though she was trying to gouge out a new mouth. The whole side of her face 
contorted. 
 
"Now that you mention it...a car drove into the driveway and went right to the end. Turned 
around then drove out...you know, as though he thought that this was a through-road and he 
had forgotten...each time he would slow at the front of their place and peer towards the front 
of the house..." 
 
"How many times did this occur?" 
 
"Oh...every day after they returned from Thailand. They were at work...most of the time." 
 
"About what time?" 
 
"Several times a day...and while they were away as well...and I think...that the same car may 
have been parked out on the street before they went on holidays...you know, like a Private 
Detective or something..." 
 
"Why would you say that?" 
"Why? You know, slouched down in the driver's seat as though that made him and the car 
invisible, like...that is what they do, isn't it? That's how they are on TV, isn't it?" 
 
"What type of car?" 
 
"I'm not good with cars...not a little Hatchback but Holden size. White. I thought that was 
strange as there is quite a few Visitors Car Spaces here where he could have parked...it 
made him stand out more." 
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"Could you describe the chap?" 
 
"My eyes, you know? Middle-aged bloke. Receding hairline, salt and pepper. One of those 
beards like...you know, a Mo and a goatee...don't know what you call them. Wore glasses 
with those flip down sunglass lens. They look a bit stupid, don't they...that's about it. I never 
saw him get out of the car..." 
 
"Are you sure that he was concentrating his efforts on Christie and Dragan's place?" 
 
She went blank, staring into the middle distance. 
 
"Well..." She finally replied. "Theys were the ones who were killed. Why else would he be 
stickybeaking around here for?" 
 
"Their dog?" 
 
"Bertie here...yeah. What about her? She misses them badly, but I suspected that would be 
the case..." 
 
"When we had a talk with you last time, you said that the yapping of the dog made you open 
Dragan and Christina's front door, is that right? The dog...Bertie....was half-starved and 
thirsty." 
 
The large woman nodded her head slowly. She looked to me than to Shelley and Sasha. She 
seemed to shrink slightly, going on the defensive. 
 
"The night of the homicides, did you hear the dog barking at all?" 
 
"No... can't remember really...don't know...no. I don't think so...." 
 
"Is it normally a yapper? Barks when some-one comes to the door?" 
 
"Sometimes...like here at my place, she'll start yapping when the Postie comes...and me 
husband, when he comes home from work...but other people can come to the front door and 
you won't hear a sound outa her...don't know what the difference is... youse come a-
knocking and both dogs didn't bark. Maybe it is because youse been here before." 
 
She nodded her head. Her thought had made sense to her. 
 
To me too, which meant that our man had addressed himself to the front door, possibly on 
multiple occasions. 
 
I wondered at the difference myself. Regardless, I would have thought that with both of its 
owners being physically attack, it would have gone bananas! 
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We thanked her for her cooperation and began to knock on the doors of the Flats in the 
remainder of the complex. 
 
A middle-aged woman answered our knock at Number 8 before we had time to repeat the 
staccato. 
 
"You're the cops..." A no-nonsense tone. "Waste of time talking to old busy-body Reynolds. 
She makes up the most ludicrous stories on people in this complex. I guarantee she spends 
twenty-two hours of every day, sitting behind that bloody window of hers watching every 
one come and go...I ain't seen nothing or heard nothing. Chrissie and Dragan? Lovely 
couple. Always smiling. A friendly wave. A bit of a chat...not like nosy Robyn. Once she 
starts yer need a cut lunch to hear it through..." 
 
"A white sedan, about the size of a Holden or Falcon has been seen hanging around here. 
Have you seen it?" 
 
"So it's true what Nosy Robyn has been saying. They were murdered?" 
 
"The vehicle?" 
 
"Yeah. A Ford Falcon. Late model. My son has one similar. Drives in, turns around. Goes 
back out. Slows down around Chrissie's Flat...done it several times in fact. Before, during 
and after they came back from holidays. Nothing much more I can tell you...don't look hard 
enough to suss out the driver, but it has always been just one bloke in the car...nothing else? 
Poor kids. They were good people, let me tell you." 
 
She sniffled. gently closed the door leaving us standing there. 
 
Several other people commented on the strange goings-on of a white vehicle, but nothing 
more concrete was learnt for our two hours of effort. 
 
I often wondered why in similar circumstances, people did not report such suspicious 
activities to the local cops. Just a phone call could have saved the young couple from a 
grisly death, perhaps. 
Doesn't anyone care these days? 
 
They're quite comfortable spying on their neighbours but to tell some-one in authority? 
 
Beyond their comprehension...or is it they really do not want to get involved...but if that be 
the case, then why sticky-beak in the first place? 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 
 
 
We had a light Lunch sitting at a picnic table up beside the take-off point at Stanwell 
Heights. There were no Hang-gliders about due to the sou-westerly soft breeze. 
 
I filled Shelley and Sasha in on the call from Ballistics on the gun ownership that was found 
beside the two skeletal remains two weeks previously. 
 
"Took them long enough..." 
 
"The widow has more than likely remarried...without going through the Registrar-Generals 
Records, what would be another way of trying to trace out Constable Collins widow?" 
 
I looked across at Sasha. There was silence. A munching on a sandwich. A dip into the chip 
container. A slurp of coffee. 
 
"Maybe the Police Widows Association. Does a Police widow still retain the Widows' 
Pension if she re-marries?" 
 
"I don't think so, but the Welfare side may still keep in contact, especially if there are kids 
from the first marriage involved." 
 
"Maybe that is the best way then. The PWA." Sasha contended. "But what's wrong with the 
Births, Deaths and Marriages Data Base?" 
 
"Absolutely nothing, but it always pays to have an alternative." 
 
"Shouldn't we be checking first to see if she did re-marry? She may not have...what? Her 
husband was around 40? She would have been of a similar age one could surmise. 
Sometimes they don't re-marry even if they do meet another guy...they just shack up. She 
keeps her married name..." 
 
"Or reverts to her maiden name...depending on how old the kids are. Most women keep 
their married name because of the kids. Keeps it simple...unless of course, if they re-
marry..." 
 
Shelley took out her iPad and began to dance across the keyboard. Buggered if I could do it 
that quick! 
 
Never could. Never will! 
 
She made several calls as I drank in the vista laid out before us. 
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Gently rounded escarpment headlands covered in dense foliage that fell quickly, steeply into 
the ocean. The headlands separated by small, crescent shaped beaches of golden sand. A 
series of beautifully carved scallops disappearing into the distance. The quiet hush of the 
small swell spilling up the beach. The whiteness of lazily breaking waves. The blue of the 
ocean turning darker as its depth increased. 
 
A magical vista. 
 
"C'mon. The widow of Constable Stanley John Collins resides at an address in Cronulla. 
She will be home in about an hour after having Lunch with her daughter. Her daughter will 
be with her. A Constable Stella Wright. Her married name. Out of the Sutherland LAC. We 
could have already met her as she was with some of the Uniforms who first came out to 
Chrissie and Dragan's address when we called in the Forensics team the other week...it's a 
small world, huh?" 
 
We gathered up the remains of our lunch wrappers and placed them in a forty-four-gallon 
drum that was the garbage bin. I took several shots of the unfolding panorama with my iPad. 
The scene got to me every time that I saw it. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 
 
 
"Three of you! It must be very important...please, sit. Can I get you a drink or something? 
Coffee?" 
 
We refused the offer as our Lunches had been more than adequate. 
 
"Missus..." 
 
"Horvac...it's Hungarian. My second husband. Unfortunately, he died several years ago. A 
car accident. A drunk driver ran into him...he didn't deserve to go that way. He was my 
saviour. I was blessed to have met and married him." 
 
The woman had to be late sixties. Maybe in her early seventies. Well preserved. A lustre to 
her skin. A twinkle in her eye. Laughter lines sprayed from the corners of her eyes and her 
mouth. Tall. A trim figure. Attire that was conservative yet in keeping with her age. You 
could see the quality of the fit. The cut. 
 
"You're here about those two remains found out Malabar way...the other week." The 
daughter stated. It was not a question. 
 
I nodded my head. 
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"A Revolver was located close to the remains. We have identified it as being issued to 
Senior Constable Stanley John Collins. Your first husband...your father, perhaps." 
 
I turned to the pretty, young Constable sitting in civvies. Her day off, I imagined. 
 
"Have you identified the bodies...the remains?" Beverley Horvac asked. A sadness crept 
across her face. 
 
"I'm sorry, no. We will need a DNA sample, preferably from a male member of the family 
line. If that is not possible, then yours and possibly any siblings. The results will take 
approximately six to eight weeks..." 
 
"It is Jayson. I know it." 
 
"Your husband? Stanley Collins? He died in 1984 at 40 years of age. How did he die?" 
 
"A heart attack. Suddenly. He belonged to the Bronte Surf Club. Did patrols. A big surf that 
particular week-end. A couple of people got caught in a rip. Stan and several other Patrol 
members went out to help the people. Stan suffered a massive heart attack while in the 
water. They didn't get to him in time. He drowned. Stella was seventeen. Mick was fourteen 
and Stan Junior was twelve. Jayson had disappeared the previous year aged just sixteen...we 
never heard from him again. He was the eldest of the kids.... with Stella, here." 
 
I have no idea where the thought came from. It is often described as a light bulb moment. 
 
"You're his twin." I murmured as I turned to the younger woman. 
 
She nodded her head slowly. Looked down at her hands which she was clasping together 
very tightly. Her knuckles were white. 
 
"Yes...Jay and I were as tight as any set of twins, I guess. Non-identical. I was devastated 
when he left...I kept on having these silly dreams about Miriam...everyone called her 
Mim...when Mim and Jay would walk back through the front door with six kids in 
tow...silly girlie dreams of him becoming some important Rajah or something in India..." 
She shook her head sadly. "Then I overheard Mum and Dad talking one day how Dad's 
Service-issue Revolver was missing. I knew at that moment that Jay was not coming 
back...and then when Dad died. It was all over the Papers. On TV. A real hero...he was 
being described as the perfect cop. The perfect husband and father...it was as if it was a 
different person in the Papers...in life, he was an absolute tyrant. A bully. A control 
freak...and when Jay didn't come home to comfort Mum, I knew for certain that he was 
dead. I lost it. People thought that I was grieving over Dad's death...you know, the only 
daughter. Dad's little girl. I was stunned at Dad dying, but the truth of Jay's death was the 
overwhelming emotion..." 
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She excused herself to leave the room. Her mother left us to follow her daughter. 
 
Beverley Horvac came back into the room after a moment or two holding her daughter's 
hand. Stella Wright looked sheepish as she sat beside her mother. 
 
"Sorry." They both murmured in unison. 
 
I brushed away the apology with a shake of my head. 
 
"It's understandable." I commented. "The possibility that the remains maybe Mim and 
Jayson has opened up old wounds...mixed and buried emotions...it's okay." 
 
There was silence for some moments before Beverley cleared her throat. 
 
"Um...Stan told me about the gun...oh...six months after Jayson ran away. He was in a lot of 
trouble with Work about its loss...he had to front some sort of Tribunal just before he died. I 
knew then what my son had done...Jays was a sensitive boy...Stanley was a man's man. A 
strict disciplinarian. Tough on the kids...Mim...I'd forgotten her name. How terrible." She 
turned to her daughter. A look of guilt. "Jay and she knew each other from Kindergarten 
days. Her parents were Indian. Hindi, isn't that what they are called? Their religion? Stanley 
demanded that such a relationship would never last. Wasn't on. Not in his house! He would 
rant. No son of his was going to marry a dark-skinned girl...and a non-Catholic to boot...oh, 
she was an absolutely beautiful girl. A real treasure. Polite. Intelligent. Loyal. Not afraid to 
show her emotions. She seemed to become prettier the older she got. She and Jays were 
inseparable...remember, Stells? And they were great mates...always together. She lived with 
her parents across the road. A couple of houses down." 
 
The old woman began crying, excusing herself to leave the room again. 
 
Shelley slipped outside to retrieve the Trace suitcase from the boot of the car. 
 
It contained amongst other things, several DNA Retrieval Kits. 
 
Beverley stood at the doorway into the Lounge Room. 
 
"Is it Jayson?" She asked softly. 
 
"Missus Horvac? We honestly do not know but we must go down this road to eliminate 
possibilities...do you mind if we obtain your DNA sample. You and your daughter's." 
 
"It's my son and that pretty girlfriend of his. They were inseparable." She murmured. 
 
Stella patted her mother's hand. 
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"Mine should be in the system, Detective." She offered. "I'm Uniform out of the Sutherland 
LAC." 
 
I nodded my head, stating that I thought I recognised her as she was with the LAC guys who 
first came out to Helensburgh. She nodded her head as confirmation. 
 
"You mentioned two younger brothers?" 
 
"One is in the Police Force. Mick Collins. Michael Stanley Collins. He's stationed out at 
Bourke at the moment. The other, Stan Collins Junior, is a Paramedic out at the Liverpool 
Ambulance Station...both should have their DNA samples on record..." 
 
"That makes it a little easier, then...um...Missus Horvac? We will let you know the results as 
soon as we have them. As I said, two months at the most. I'm sorry it can't be quicker but we 
don't have the magician's wand that most TV Cop shows seem to have." 
 
"I understand. Thank You, Detective. My one great wish has always been that my son 
would be discovered before I died. Thank you again." 
 
The daughter walked us to the door. 
 
"She's a grand old lady." Shelley stated as the door was opened for us. 
 
"Yes. She is. A great mother...to be honest, I have no idea why she married Dad...but I 
guess, if she hadn't, none of us would be here today...but at least she found some peace with 
Bernie Horvac. He was one of nature's true gentlemen. They were well suited. Pity the 
marriage barely lasted ten years before he died...shit happens to those that least deserve it, 
huh?" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 
 
 
For the rest of the week, Sasha and Shelley worked together on the template search into the 
backgrounds of Christina Sewell and Dragan Bromovich for little worthwhile result. At 
least it fleshed out the lives of the two deceased persons. 
 
First thing the following morning after our visit to the Horvac residence, I had taken the 
DNA samples up to Forensics with a "rush" on their handling, detailing that DNA 
comparisons were available in the system. Normally a DNA sampling comparison run 
would not be undertaken on the Cop DNA Data Base unless it was specifically requested. 
Instead, the testing would just be on the prison population and former inmates. The fact that 
Jayson Collins was one of a set of twins was extremely helpful. Doubly so as Stella's 
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sampling would also be in the system. Along with her brothers' samples. 
 
I typed up the latest information that we had received on all our cases. 
 
Went through my e-mails to isolate relevant information that was on our books so that it 
could be inserted into the correct Murder Book. 
 
Went through the Hard Copy mail to place relevant detail onto the Murder Books. 
 
I compiled a full Report on the two skeletal remains to bring that Murder Book up to date. 
 
The latest information on the 'Queen Mary' remains and the latest on the Chrissie/Dragan 
homicides. 
 
Wrote up the final Report on the OD case on the beach for the DPP and Coroner's Office. 
 
The guy's name was Sean Boric. A petty thief who had been in and out of Jail several times 
on drug related matters. His next of kin unimpressed with his passing as though it was felt 
as good riddance to a lost cause. 
 
Maybe it was, but it was still a hard outcome to swallow. 
 
Transferred, edited and amended everything that we had entered into our iPads on all the 
cases and sent copies off to both Sasha and Shelley for their input and amendment where 
necessary before the final reports were deposited as hard copy into the relevant Murder 
Books. 
 
This clerical bullshit bored the bejeesus out of me, but it was a necessary component of our 
job. It had to be done concisely and objectively as the DPP and Trial outcomes could hinge 
on its authenticity, legibility, truthfulness and correctness. 
 
It was Friday. 
 
The day after Payday. 
 
I was very much over writing reports and collating reams of paper into Murder Books. 
The girls were going shopping to spend their hard-earned on clothes that they really didn't 
require. 
 
I was feeling a little out of it, so I headed for the Sub-Basement Gym. A couple dozen laps 
of the pool. Half an hour on the rowing machine. Perhaps a couple of kilometres on the 
Walking Machine. I still had slight shin soreness, so running was out, according to one of 
the Coaches who were employed to guide us through the relevant exercise regime that 
suited. They were actually very good with one helping out on rub downs and massages. 
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After I had a rub-down, a shower and change back into my mufti gear, I headed for a little 
Café that served a reasonable coffee and concocted a decent tropical salad meal. Out of the 
way of the normal foot traffic from the Police Building. 
 
I sat out in the sun with my eyes closed. Hand on the coffee mug which I bought to my lips 
on automatic. 
 
"Mind if I join you?" 
 
It broke the spell. 
 
I opened my eyes to see the Boss slip into a chair opposite me. 
 
"Friday afternoon...I've had enough. I come here to sit and think. Often. Out of the way of 
the normal foot traffic of the lot in our building. You'd be surprised who you sometimes 
spring sitting here. Couples who are having that little Office fling...surprising sometimes to 
see who surreptitiously joins up for that little affair..." A smile on his face. 
 
He was the type of man who wouldn't mention names but just pique the interest in the 
telling. 
 
'I must come here more often,' I thought to myself. 'Get the rumour mill a-spinning. I'd only 
need to tell Dee Dee or Muscles!' 
 
His phone rang. He answered, listening for some moments. 
 
"Ballard and Savage...they're it. I'll be back in the Office in about thirty...forty minutes. OK? 
Ta." 
 
He placed the mobile back into his pocket. 
 
"I don't know what we'd do without Hendo...he runs that place, you know...Joe? I'm going to 
take some time off starting next month. My daughter is expecting her third...Oh! By the 
way, I understand congratulations are in order. You're having your second? Good on you, 
man. Well done...My daughter? They recently purchased a house up near Port Stephens. 
Water views. Absolute water frontage. A real nice little joint. They need another bedroom 
or two so my son-in-law and I are going to give it a go. Put the extensions on..." 
 
''You had experience that way?" I felt that the number of TV shows that illustrated a house 
being gutted and completely remodelled inside three weeks gave the wrong impression of 
what was actually required to achieve such a result. 
 
"Yeah. We...John and I built their first home at the back of Wyong some fifteen years ago. 
My wife and I are going to hire a caravan for the duration and live in the back yard...it will 
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be a good break, I think as it will also give us an indication on whether we can live in such 
close quarters for such a time. Abbey and his missus seem to thoroughly enjoy the life-
style...I spoke to Abbey during the week...he likes to hear the latest gossip. I guess he'll be 
back in your backyard when your second bub is born...he and Banjo love the travelling life-
style. In fact, he confesses that they couldn't stop even if that wanted to!" 
 
"It's not every body's cup of tea, Boss." 
 
"Yes, I know, that's why we're doing this test run, so to speak. We have been thinking of 
what to do when I retire. It's not that long away, you know...um...why I mention all this Joe, 
is because I have to make a decision between you and Daniels to warm my seat..." 
 
"Peta Daniels." I stated quickly. "She deserves it more than I and it won't cause too much 
heart-burn amongst certain persons..." 
 
"Most of them are gone now, Joe. That was the old guard who felt that your antics were not 
how responsible coppers should act...especially if you were in a position to one day take 
control of the Murder Squad...you wouldn't get your nose out of joint if I decided on Peta 
over you?" 
 
"No. Not at all and I wouldn't even appeal the decision." 
 
"You should, Joe. For the practise." 
 
I shook my head. 
 
"I don't need the practise, Boss." I stated matter-of-factly. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY 
 
 
"How about a cup of coffee and something to eat? I'm starving and we missed Lunch." 
 
We'd spent the morning at the Parramatta Court Building waiting for our Case to be called. 
Five minutes for an all morning wait! At least we filled in the wait conversing with DPP 
Officers who were our contacts for most of our Cases, so the morning wasn't a complete 
waste of time. 
 
I veered off towards the Coffee Pot in the Plaza area of the Police Building. 
 
"Joe, I don't want anything to eat as it will spoil my Dinner..." 
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"A Toastie. Something light. You've got to have an empty stomach. A Ham, Cheese and 
Tomato Toastie. Good for you." 
 
I spotted Savage and Ballard sitting in the afternoon sun. 
 
"Mind if we join you?" 
 
"Go for it, guys. No probs." 
 
We explained our morning. 
 
They theirs. 
 
At the City Morgue watching the Forensic Pathologist trying to do an autopsy on two bodies 
burnt to a crisp. 
 
"Bloody ghastly..." 
 
"Know what you mean...we've had a few lately ourselves. Not a good sight...where were 
your Vics burnt to death?" 
 
"That Fire-bombing yesterday morning. It's getting as bad as the US...you know? Pro-Lifers 
assaulting women walking into an Abortion Clinic even though abortion is legal...doesn't 
matter, they still take the law into their own hands...anarchy reigns supreme!" 
 
"What? Was it an Abortion Clinic?" 
 
"No. An IVF Clinic. One of the Deceased was on the table having the fertilised egg inserted 
into...you know. The other Deceased was a Clinical Nurse helping in the procedure. They 
were trapped. Had no-where to go. The entire building was gutted...it was the one...a couple 
of months back...six months ago where the Chief Doctor and his Receptionist was run over 
and killed by an out of control vehicle. Remember that?" 
 
I glanced at Shelley. 
 
She raised her eye-brows as she had a mouthful of warm Toastie. 
 
I had been thinking of a double up, but suddenly I had lost my appetite. 
 
"One of our cases...the homicide murders of Christina Sewell and her live-in, Dragan 
Bromovich...they worked at that Clinic. The one at Sutherland. Near the Hospital...you're 
not supposing...nah." 
 
"Weren't your two a murder/suicide pact?" Ron Savage asked. 
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"No... but it was made to look like that, though...we haven't progressed that Case at all. It's 
hit the proverbial brick wall." 
 
There was silence as we mulled over the facts as we knew them. 
 
Tom Ballard broke the silence. 
 
"The woman who was killed in that accident. The driver. She didn't have her seat-belt on 
and went flying through the windscreen of the 4WD. She was showered by bricks and stuff 
falling over her as she lay on the bonnet of the vehicle. Where's the connections?" 
 
"We haven't even got the dots yet, mate, so it's a little too early to start connecting them." 
 
"I think we should dig a little deeper on the connection. We have spent the past week 
looking into the background of our two Vics for little result trying to find some motive for 
their sudden deaths to no avail...maybe we need to spread our investigative wings a bit 
wider, so to speak. Look at the place of employment as it sure has suffered from bad luck 
over the past...what? Six months?" 
 
"Shells, you have such a fine turn of phrase, my girl." 
 
"Joe? Shut the fuck up, will you?" 
 
She finished off her Toastie in silence. I shrugged my shoulders. A form of apology on 
behave of my partner to my two colleagues. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 
 
 
This is where our former Boss, DS Church, ran rings around Clive Butler. 
 
Abbey would have been straight onto the correlation between the two crimes and linked 
them with the accidental deaths of the Chief Administrator and Head Doctor and his 
Receptionist killed some six months previously. 
 
CB wasn't that dexterous or have that huge memory that Abbey seemed to possess. 
 
None-the-less, as soon as we had a joint meeting with him, he was issuing orders and 
arranging Court Orders at an incredible speed. He became that superb Hunter on the scent, 
hardly able to conceal his enthusiasm to catch the prey. 
 
"Anything else?" He asked as he looked from one to the other of us crowded around  
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his desk. 
 
"I think that you and Ballard, Ron, should combine forces with Joe, Shells and Sasha. Keep 
it low key and never give the impression it is some type of mini-task force. The last thing 
we want is mass hysteria in the Media...that would never do. Make sure the left hand knows 
what the right hand is doing all the time with ample meetings to discuss the progress. Keep 
me across all developments. OK?" 
 
We took over a top corner of the Office, setting up a couple of electronic White Boards and 
a magnetic glass panel on which we displayed photographs of Chrissie and Dragan, the 
Chief Doctor of the Clinic and his Receptionist and the deceased driver of the 4WD, a 
Missus Debra Bentley with DoB, Names and other personal details. A photograph of the 
Clinic was front and centre. 
 
To me that was the connecting factor. 
 
"OK..." 
 
As the D4 amongst the gathering, I became the nominal head of the group. 
 
"We need a list of all of the employees of the Clinic as it could be a disgruntled employee, 
perhaps..." 
 
"Or a disgruntled customer, perhaps." Sasha added. 
 
"How so?" 
 
"Maybe some-one who has had multiple procedures for nil results...gone into a fair amount 
of debt to achieve a pregnancy for nil result..." 
 
"That would mean a female is carrying out these homicides...I don't think so. It has all the 
hallmarks of a man's doing to me." Ron Savage interrupted. 
 
"If we assume that the 'run down' was a deliberate act and not an accident, would you think 
that a woman would be responsible for such an act...I don't think so...yes, in hindsight, 
but..." 
 
I nodded my head at Sasha's reply. It was a good point to remember. 
 
I mentioned the recent event of Ron Pearce's marriage break-up and the reason why. 
 
I also added detail about the conversation that I had had with Tellie one Saturday morning 
not that long ago and the observation of how hope is marketed as a commodity in an effort 
to improve the profit margin...and what that meant when the majority of over-40's women 
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failed to become pregnant. 
 
"The loss of hope...a great emotional drought...an empty heart...it can lead to terrible 
things..." Sasha muttered. 
 
"...Or bugger all...let's keep a non-committal approach on the subject, eh?" Shelley warned. 
 
"Um...right...We need to do a complete background check on Debra Bentley...and obtain the 
complete report on the incident." 
 
Trying to keep relevance in the meeting. 
 
"The homicide deaths of Chrissie and Dragan occurred some months after that 
accident...that incident...was she married? Maybe a distraught husband seeking revenge for 
the death of his wife...he blames the Clinic for his wife going off the rails..." 
 
"Or some-one not connected at all...there's the rub...doesn't believe in such witchcraft...the 
meddling of nature and God's Word..." 
 
"A religious fanatic, you think?" 
 
Shelley shrugged her shoulders. Stuck out her bottom lip. 
 
"It's an angle that should not be ignored, though." 
 
We nodded our heads in unison as though we'd been rehearsing the action for some time! 
 
"The Clinic is the gel that connects all the acts, so we investigate the employees and 
customers, as I said before. A Court Order to obtain their records from the Parent Company 
first up...Sash and Shells, you two commence a complete background check on the Bentley 
woman. Ron? Tom? You obtain the Court Orders for Clients and Employees and commence 
background checks on all those names so obtained..." 
 
"And you?" Shelley mused. A smile on her face. 
 
"I'm going back to Helensburgh. There's something that we left behind on our last visit." 
 
Both women looked up at me. Cocked their heads to one side as though they were 
connected ventriloquist dolls. 
 
I didn't intend to quench their inquisitiveness, instead leaving them hanging like a pair of 
those dolls...like puppets on a string. I liked the vision that speed across my mind's eye. I 
couldn’t help but smile at the vision. Shelley though I was being condescending and 
frowned her opposition to my supposed stance. I again shook my head. 
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It didn't help. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 
 
 
I was surprised to see a Uniform sitting in a Patrol Car nosed hard up to the garage door. It 
was a very short drive-way as the tail of the vehicle was out into the common use roadway. 
I doubted though, if anyone would complain. 
 
"Good afternoon, Constable." I showed him my ID card. "You weren't here earlier this 
week..." 
 
"No, but there has been a couple of calls about persons lurking about...more than likely 
young hoods wanting to trash the residence to obtain easy drug money. I'm here for the 
duration, I think. Can you sign the Registration Book?" 
 
"Certainly." 
 
I bent down to grasp the Clipboard, noticing that I was the first signatory. 
 
"I shouldn't be too long. In and out, though I may move around the premises. OK?" 
 
The Constable nodded his head. He'd more than likely be relieved early tomorrow morning. 
A bloody boring patrol, unless you happened to nab a couple of prospective B&E beginners. 
 
I again bent in under the crime tape and unlocked the door. 
 
I'd bought a flash-light with me, unsure whether the power was on or off. 
 
It was still connected. 
 
I sat at the table still stained with the blood of Chrissie Sewell. 
 
Now almost black. 
 
I expected that the "Retrieval Team" would be given access soon. They were the group who 
made the visible signs of a bloody homicide disappear so that the house could be sold on or 
what-ever. 
 
I rubbed my face with both hands and fumbled for my mobile. 
 
I took several shots of the blood stain even though the Forensic Photographer would have 
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taken at least a dozen better quality shots. 
 
I withdrew my iPad and cruised down the 'reverse' Police Data Base on mobile phone 
numbers, looking for Dyson Charles Bell. 
 
I dialled the number into my Mobile. 
 
I identified myself. 
 
"Mister Bell? Are you the widower of Frances 'Fran' Delaloite Bell nee Chisholm?" 
 
"Yeees..." 
 
"Could my partner and I come to see you to ask a few questions?" 
 
"What is this about, Detective? You did say that you were from the Murder Squad, didn't 
you?" 
 
"Yes sir. I'd rather not discuss this over the phone. May we come and see you? Would you 
be available...say in ninety minutes?" 
 
"Do I have a choice? Do you know my employment address?" 
 
"No sir. I don't." 
 
"The Taxation Office. Parramatta. Corner of O'Connell and Macquarie Streets. Tenth floor. 
You will need to be escorted to my Office. My correct employment status is 2IC, Legal 
Advocacy Office...Taxation Complaints and Fraudulent Returns, Department for Corporate 
Issues." 
 
"You have a legal background, Sir?" 
 
"I have the necessary qualifications in Company Law. A Degree in Business Management 
and another in Accountancy...I'll be in my office until at least six to-night...I'll expect to see 
you say around two this afternoon." 
 
I glanced at the time. It had just gone eleven in the morning. This guy was used to 
organising things. He did not appear to be mourning. 
 
I rang Shelley in the Office. 
 
"Shells, we need to take a walk up to the Taxation Office a couple of blocks from our 
Office...but before we do...I'd like you to do a background check on one, Dyson Charles 
Bell. The recent widower of Frances 'Fran' Delaloite Bell nee Chisholm. She died on the 
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second of the month before last. Was buried three weeks later...the delay possibly because it 
involved an autopsy so therefore it was a sudden and unexpected death...maybe a suicide. 
Contact the Coroners' Office. I'll be back to pick you up in about two hours. OK?" 
 
"Joe? Who are these people?" 
 
"I'll explain when I get back to the Office...could you just do the check, huh?" 
 
"Okay. Okay. Keep your hat on, dude." 
 
She was trying to bait me. She had obviously been coached by my old partner, Marge 
Hendricks during a Dinner Party, perhaps! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 
 
 
"Father Cochran, is it?" 
 
"Yes, my son. How may I and the Lord be of help to you?" 
 
"I wish to speak to you, sir." I flashed my badge. "Detective Joseph Lind. Murder Squad." 
 
I fished the booklet out of my pocket. I'd placed it in a clear Evidence bag. 
 
"Do you remember conducting the funeral for this woman the month before last? The 
twenty-fourth?" 
 
He looked at the Valediction Booklet. Turned it over to read the back. 
 
"Yes. A sad case. They were not of my Parish. Or my Church. A more...um...a fellow Priest 
thought in all conscience that he could not perform the final words for the poor woman...she 
committed suicide which is a sin in the eyes of our Lord...I felt that she needed to receive 
earthly guidance as such an act would indicate to me the depth of her torment. I only hope 
that my prayers and actions will enable her to receive salvation from our Lord...we cannot 
turn these souls away from heavenly redemption for the sins that they may have committed 
during a life that has driven them to such a horrendous act..." 
 
"So, she did commit suicide?" 
 
"Most certainly." 
 
"Could I ask you the reason for her taking her own life?" 
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"That knowledge must remain within the confines of the confessional...her husband offered 
a reason which to us mere mortals, never seems to be of sufficient depth when the Son of 
God suffered considerably more on the Cross for our salvation...if there is nothing else, 
Detective, I bade you a good day, sir." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 
 
 
"So, Joe? From what hat did you pull this guy's name from?" 
 
"Did you find out anything about our Mister Dyson Charles Bell?" 
 
"Yes...he is the bright young thing who could very well be the next Assistant Commissioner 
of Taxation...um...DoB August 1974. He was married to the late Frances 'Fran' Delaloite 
Bell nee Chisholm for twenty-one years. No children in the marriage. He has a double 
Degree in Business Management and Accountancy and was in the top five per cent in 
Commercial Law in his final year. He could have had a thriving business in any of the top 
Law Firms in the country. On a six-figure salary. Instead, the Tax Office has been his 
master for his entire working life up until the present time. He recently became a widower. 
His late wife an Editor for the Fairfax Press, though she was showing signs of wanting to 
leave that industry." 
 
"Good...perhaps before she was made redundant as so many have of late." 
 
"As I said, Joe, who is this guy and why are we on our way to interview him?" 
 
"Keep your wits about you when we sit opposite him in his Office, huh?" 
 
"You can be bloody infuriating when you want to be, Joseph Lind!" 
 
We strode into the ground Floor Vestibule of the Taxation Office only blocks from our 
building. Addressed the Security Counter identifying ourselves and informing the 
Uniformed Officer of our appointment to see Dyson Bell. 
 
The chap rang through to presumably Dyson Bell who confirmed the arrangement. 
 
We were escorted to the tenth floor and the man's Office. 
 
Bell stood and introduced himself with a firm shake and a slight smile. 
 
Gestured to a number of sofa chairs arranged around a small coffee table in a corner of his 
large Office space. Requested that the security chap close the door on his way out. 
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"Murder Squad? I'm not too sure how I can help you, Detectives...um...what is this all 
about?" 
 
No mucking about as though his time was precious. 
 
"Do you know a young lady by the name of Christina Sewell?" 
 
"Christina Sewell? No. I don't believe so..." 
 
"Dragan Bromovich? Does that name mean anything to you?" 
 
"No... though I think I may remember a name like that...what is this all about?" 
 
"You live in Oyster Bay...a fair hike to and from work every day..." 
 
"Yes...my wife and I had been talking about moving closer..." He choked up. "Sorry." 
 
He extracted a clean, starched handkerchief awkwardly from his trouser pocket and blew his 
nose. Carefully, he refolded the white material and again, awkwardly placed it back in his 
pocket. 
 
"Sorry..." He again murmured, lowering his head in embarrassment. 
 
I handed him the clear Evidence sleeve. 
 
"You and your wife's name are written in this Valedictory Booklet...for a Missus Debra 
Bentley." 
 
He nodded his head slowly. 
"Why would we find this at the residence of Sewell and Bromovich? If you don't know 
them." 
 
He looked at me with a blank expression. He was lost for words, so it seemed. 
 
"It would appear that they may have attended your late wife's funeral..." 
 
"They could have, I guess. There were a lot of people...most I knew, then some from her 
Office I have never met...maybe them, perhaps." 
 
"Isn't it usual for mourners to offer condolences...introduce themselves..." 
 
"That maybe so...on the day, and even the wake that followed, I was not what one would 
say, all that interested in all the people that attended both the Church service or the event 
afterwards...I could have shaken the hand of Santa Claus with it not registering..." 
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"Your wife committed suicide..." 
 
Again, he fished his handkerchief from his pants pocket. Blew his nose. Nodded his head 
sadly. 
 
"Sorry...she was my life...even though this Office was my mistress...I never 
suspected...there was a beautiful Obit in the Paper. Prepared by her fellow workers at 
Fairfax." 
 
He had balled up the handkerchief. 
 
"How did she kill herself?" 
 
"She...um...she...an overdose of Painkillers, sleeping tablets and anything else that she could 
swallow. Washed down by a sip of her favourite Red... I was in Canberra. A Tax Office 
inter-office conference...the House-keeper discovered her body...lying on our bed. I haven't 
slept in it since...in fact, I've hardly been home, electing to stay here in Parramatta...I've 
submitted my resignation. All the hard work seems so...so useless. Futile...without her." 
 
"Sewell and Bromovich could have attended your wife's funeral..." 
 
"As I have already stated, they may have...as they may have attended Debra Bentley's 
funeral as well." 
 
"They were in Thailand at the time..." 
 
It didn't compute with the man. 
 
"So how would you explain this booklet in their residence?" 
He looked at me as though for the first time. 
 
"This couple...are they dead?" 
 
"Yes...a double homicide made to look like a murder/suicide pact..." 
 
"What has that got to do with me?" 
 
I tapped the plastic sleeve. 
 
"Are you accusing me of such an act? Straight after my wife's funeral?" 
 
"Why did your wife take her life?" 
 
He looked across the Office, spying something on the far wall above my head. 
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"Um..." He shook his head sadly. "We met at Uni... just kind of gravitated towards one 
another. We both had strong views on career, family and marriage...our careers came first in 
every way. Maybe a European trip which we have done several times. We were married in 
our last year at Uni... before I began the Law Degree. We were both adamant that our 
careers came first. A home of our own. All set up with the latest gadgetry. Good furniture 
and a car each. Money in the Bank. Then we would think about children. It went so fast and 
by the time that we both took stock and agreed that kids would be wonderful, it was too 
late!" 
 
He savagely swiped away tears welling in his eyes with the balled-up handkerchief. 
 
"Fran did four rounds of IVF. Each time she listened to the promises of hope of her falling 
pregnant. But as each year passed, the chances, realistically, fell to zero or thereabouts. I 
hadn't realised how much that loss of hope meant to her...and she just gave up...why would I 
even contemplate the murder of those two people? I would never even think to take the life 
of another human being...and as they say in the Classics, what is the motive? I'm thinking 
of...I really don't know..." 
 
He angrily swiped the air with his right arm. Aiming at something only he could see. 
 
"Um...as we used to say at Uni, just dropping out to chill...life doesn't mean much without 
my Fran." 
 
Shelley cleared her throat. 
 
"You mentioned that your wife went through four IVF procedures...where was that?" 
 
"At Sutherland...I think I read...or heard something about it being gutted by fire...two people 
were trapped inside. Not that long ago. Maybe a week or two. What a horrible way to die..." 
"Do you have the Condolence Book from your wife's funeral?" Shelley changed the point of 
attack. 
 
"Um...Me? I think so...no. Fran's sister I think, has all that stuff. Beryl Day...I'll dig out her 
address if you want, though I doubt that everyone who was at the funeral actually signed 
and added comments...but then I really don't know as I haven't looked at the Book...what's 
the point at this point in time with the emotions still raw inside me...if I was just a little less 
selfish about my stupid status, this would not have happened...um...I've had enough, 
Detectives. If there is nothing else..." 
 
"May earlier this year? Where were you? Specifically, the last week of May." 
 
He gave me a look. Swung around to face his Laptop with a scowl on his face. He realised 
that the meeting would be over when we said it was, not when he thought he may have had 
enough! 
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"Um...the last week? Melbourne. A Nation-wide conference before the EOFY barrage hit...a 
usual practise to make sure that any Tax Laws that may have been changed or constituted by 
the Federal Government were fully understood by our Assessors. Hardly a bloody holiday, 
that's for sure." 
 
"We would like to take a sample of your DNA, if that is okay by you?" 
 
"I thought that you needed a Court Order..." 
 
"We can obtain one for your benefit, if that is what you prefer...for the same results...and in 
a homicide investigation, that maybe not the best reaction to our request." 
 
He looked at Shelley, then me. Shrugged his shoulders. 
 
"Also, your fingerprints, if we may. Purely as exemplars to discount your presence at certain 
sites." 
 
"You are still of the opinion that I am guilty of something quite abhorrent to my values." 
 
"In cases like this Mister Bell, everyone associated with persons or events relevant to the 
case, however minimally, has to be considered. I'm sure you understand." 
 
By his expression, he didn't look as though he understood as Shelley took a sample of his 
DNA and fingerprints." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 
 
 
We sat at the back of a small Café and sipped on a coffee. It was not as good a drop as our 
own Coffee Joint and it may have been better to wait until we had walked the couple of 
blocks to our building. 
 
What the heck, we were there so we may as well enjoy it as best we could! 
 
"What do you think, Shells?" 
 
"That you had no right to go off on your own like that. What? You were hoping to win 
points or something? Impress our new young colleague? Perhaps Savage and Ballard with 
your investigative genius!" 
 
That had been the farthest thing from my mind. It was a loose end that niggled at me. 
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I hate loose ends! 
 
This did not seem to relax Shelley. She sat there for some moments with her chin set. 
 
"I think we should keep him on our POI list, but not a priority..." 
 
"Have we got such a list?" 
 
"No..." 
 
"I didn't think so...he admits to being in Melbourne when that IVF Clinic was burnt to the 
ground a day before the accident in Sutherland that killed the Doctor and his 
Receptionist...carried out by a Debra Bentley..." 
 
"He hasn't the pent-up fury. The want. He is ready to throw in the towel himself..." 
 
"He has thrown in the towel...submitted his resignation. From blond headed boy to tramp in 
several short months...you can see it. Drifting about with no real direction or drive...sad, 
huh? He was a man once driven. So was his missus. Now?" 
 
"That's why I don't think he is our man...he hasn't got the killer instinct." 
 
"He may have had it a while back...and in commencing this trail of destruction and 
homicides, he's now run out of puff...you know that he could have 'Fronted the Bar' with his 
qualifications. You know that a certain number of the Law Fraternity consider the Court 
Room their own theatre stage, don't you? Their chance to shine...to act." 
"Yeah. Maybe...nah...I got no such vibes off him, Shell. None what-so-ever." 
 
"A clever actor, perhaps. Sharp as a razor blade. Intelligent. Too smart for his own good..." 
 
"You have it in for him, Shells?" 
 
She shook her head. She was doing what I often do, playing the Devil's Advocate. 
 
"So, what have we got?" 
 
"Zilch. Nought. Nada. Nothing." 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 
 
 
It was the following week and little headway had been achieved. 
"To recap...have we received the employee and client lists from the parent company?" 
 
"Came in late yesterday afternoon, Joe. Ron, Sasha and I have been going through both lists 
as you and Shells have been torturing yourselves down in the Sub-Base Gym yesterday 
arvo...." 
 
"Um...remember the woman whose 4WD lost control and slammed into the side wall of the 
Clinic? Took out the Head Doctor and his Receptionist? About six months ago now? 
Deemed to be a tragic accident with she also being killed. You asked me to do a complete 
background check on her." Sasha spoke up. "Um...she is on the Client base list. She had 
four IVF procedures undertaken in a two-year period. Her husband is a Norman Bentley..." 
 
"Who?" I asked unexpectedly. Surprise in my voice. 
 
"Norman Bentley..." 
 
"Norm Bentley...there was a Dave Ford...I was looking for a Ben Holden or a Brian 
Austin...maybe some-one called Steve Royce, perhaps." 
 
Ballard and Savage were looking at me as though I had lost my sanity. Shells placed a hand 
over her mouth to hide a smile. Sasha, leaning against Shelley's desk, her bum half on, half 
off the edge of the desk, giggled in a girlish way. Trying hard to stifle the chuckle. 
 
I shook my head, unable to hide my smile. 
"I know, it's my bent sense of humour...when we went up to the 10th. floor to interview 
Dyson Bell last week. Each Work Station had a name tag attached...they were some of the 
names...A Norm Bentley had his Work Station not that far from Bell's Office. What does the 
man do at the Tax Office?" 
 
"He's the Chief Fraud Assessor...has a group of about ten people under him." 
 
"It looks as though he and Bell joined the Tax Office around the same time. Bentley has a 
double Degree in Corporate Law and the Australian Tax system..." Savage offered, looking 
down at his iPad. 
 
"And it looks as though the wives of the pair may have had their IVF procedures around the 
same time...you could draw a conclusion and state that both couples socialised with each 
other...not out of the realms of possibility seeing as how the two men had similar career 
paths and worked together." 
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"Mmm...a nice little theory insinuating collusion and possible aiding and abetting in a 
Capital Crime with both men involved after the death of their wives." 
 
Savage gestured with his hands to indicate that that wasn't a theory, but a well thought out 
connivance between the two families. 
 
"You never answered my question, Joe...where did you get Dyson Bell's name from?" 
 
"Remember that Valedictory Booklet at Chrissie and Dragan's place that I always 
maintained was a loose end? The Booklet was for Debra Bentley's funeral...but it had Fran 
and Dyson Bell's name written on the inside. A date...and time...the name of a Catholic 
Church which I presumed was for Fran Dyson's funeral...if neither Chrissie Sewell or 
Dragan Bromovich were known by either Bell or Bentley...who we have failed to interview 
as yet...what was the booklet doing there in such a conspicuous place...so out of 
position...mmm?" 
 
My four colleagues looked at me blankly, wondering from what planet I had suddenly 
immigrated from, perhaps. 
 
"Interesting, don't you think? I think we should go and interview Norm Bentley and perhaps 
pay Dyson Bell another visit. Shells, ring through to the Tax Office to see whether both 
gentlemen are in." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 
 
 
My Mobile sang in its charging dock. 
I spun on my bum across my desk to pick it up. I identified myself. 
 
"Detective Lind? This is Constable Stella Collins...we met some weeks back. My twin 
brother may very well be those remains that you found out at the Malabar Rifle Range...with 
the remains of his girlfriend beside him..." 
 
"Yes, Constable. I remember you. You were with your mother when my partner and I 
visited your mother's address...I'm afraid that we have not as yet received any advice from 
Forensics on a possible DNA match that may prove the identity of the two skeletal remains 
that were found. Perhaps another week or two..." 
 
"Thank you, Detective, but that is not the reason why I am ringing. We received a call this 
morning from a concerned neighbour of one Mister Norm Bentley." 
 
I snapped my fingers at my small team to gain their attention. 
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"You with me, Detective?" She asked pointedly. 
 
"Yes, Constable. Most certainly. Do you mind if I put you on speaker-phone so my group 
can hear you? It saves me having to repeat the conversation. Okay?" 
 
"That's fine...okay...ready? Um...The neighbour was concerned for the gentleman's safety as 
his Otto garbage bins had not been removed from out the front of his place since last 
Friday's pick-up which has never happened before...and the Porch light has not been 
extinguished for about a week. I went to take a squiz. The back door was unlocked. A 
deceased person was lying on a camp stretcher in the downstairs part of the house adjacent 
to the double garage...maybe a former Games Room...perhaps a Family Room. The upstairs 
area had been shut off, but it was spotless and did not have an appearance of being lived in. 
This downstairs area was a bit of a mess. The small adjacent Shower stall and toot needed a 
good clean. It had been let go for some time..." 
 
'Trust a woman to hone in on that fact,' I thought. 
 
"The gentleman's wife was killed in that ghastly accident where the Head Doctor of that IVF Clinic 
was accidentally run down...Missus...um...Missus Debra Bentley. I was involved in that 
incident...a ghastly scene where the bodies of the Doc and his Receptionist were caught 
under the vehicle for some time. We had to call in an Engineer as the whole façade of the 
building was threatening to collapse if we had tried to extract the vehicle from the breach in 
the wall..." 
 
"I think we'll need to get a copy of the full Report into that accident...a copy prepared for the 
benefit of the Coroner's Office...can you help us out on that one?" 
 
"I'll see what I can do...um...I think you should come out to this address in Miranda...22 
Roundtree Circuit. There are some interesting things tacked up on a wall that may help in 
your investigation into the Sewell/Bromovich murders..." 
 
"Oh? Like what?" 
 
"I think it best that you see for yourself. I have called in the Morgue and Pathology people 
and the Forensic trace team...I think you need to see this for yourself." She re-iterated 
sternly. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 
 
 
The four of us were ordered to put on bio-suits and gloves. 
 
The Forensic Trace guys not convinced that we had an OD here. 
 
Pogowski as the lead Forensic Pathologist, left no doubt as to his opinion on the cause of 
death. 
 
OD by the ingesting of an unknown quantity of Painkillers some ninety-six hours 
previously, washed down with a copious amount of good quality single malt Scotch 
Whisky. A method of suicide that was extremely hard to replicate without leaving clues of 
forceful tamping of pills into the mouth and down the throat of the Deceased. Bloody 
impossible, D.P. insisted. I was willing to go along with Pogowski's take on the incident. 
 
I stepped into the double garage area adjacent to the death scene room. 
 
A white Ford Falcon of recent vintage squatted in the available space. After we were given 
approval to taint the death room, Shells and I did our thing. Ron and Tom were bemused by 
our behaviour to say the least. Murmuring under their breaths to each other on our anal 
attentive behaviour. 
 
Sasha watched me closely. 
 
I picked up the pair of glasses lying on the bed-side table. The glasses were fitted with those 
fold-down sunglass lenses. A Kitchen straight-backed timber chair acting as the bedside 
table sitting beside the camp stretcher. Shelley nodded her head. Stroked her chin and gave 
herself a Mo with her finger to denote that the Deceased had a goatee and mo. I nodded my 
head at her. We then stood at the wall that was a mass of photographs and scribbled names. 
Every person who had worked at the Clinic was thus detailed with their home address 
details scrawled in an untidy hand beside an individual photo of each person. Included was 
their hours of employment and their mode of travel to and from work. 
 
Christina Sewell and Dragan Bromovich were detailed on the wall, including their hours of 
duty and what time they left for work and returned home each evening. 
 
He had been stalking the couple for some time, by all accounts. 
 
At least well before their trip to Thailand. I thought that their holiday may have curtailed 
their deaths by those couple of weeks. 
 
"Can you make sure that you photograph every bloody inch of that wall?" I asked the Crime 
Scene Photographer. 
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"I would if every bloody person got out of the way so that I can obey your instruction!" He 
grumbled. 
 
I motioned for my colleagues to follow me out into the garage where there was at least some 
spare space. 
 
"OK? Any comments?" 
 
"Seems quite obvious, doesn't it?" Tom Ballard replied. "We have our killer and fire-bug." 
He pointed to some half dozen long neck beer bottles having material wicks tamped into the 
necks. 
 
"Any liquid in them?" Savage asked as he knelt down to pick up one of the bottles. 
 
"Hope not!" Ballard commented. 
 
"Nah... they're all empty...he had them ready for future use...I wonder who had been the 
intended target?" 
 
I shook my head. 
 
"What about Dyson Bell?" I asked softly. "Do you think that he may have had a part to play 
in this act?" 
 
"With Norm Bentley here ending his life, I think that the guilt falls directly onto him..." 
 
"There is another five? Maybe six employees of the Clinic who remain alive..." 
 
"Maybe he thought that they played minor roles in the eventual disintegration of his wife. 
By all accounts, she endured four IVF procedures for nil result. At her age, the chances 
were extremely slim for a successful outcome in any case, regardless of what promises the 
Doctor made to the contrary...at what? Ten grand a procedure, that's not a bad pay day...she 
took it bad, had a melt-down and mowed down the Chief Doctor. It would have been he 
who perhaps made the most promising claims of success...upon her death, Norm here kept 
up with the vengeance...he would have been devastated by the death of his wife. By all 
accounts, they were very close..." 
 
Don Savage looked at his partner of several years. Nodded his head. Stood from leaning 
against the white Ford Falcon. 
 
"Why place that Valedictory Booklet at Sewell and Bromovich's place? It doesn't make any 
sense..." 
 
I shrugged my shoulders. Knelt down to examine the empty Molotov Cocktails. 
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"Maybe he had had enough...you know, he looked at the list of the remaining Clinic 
employees up on his wall and realised that he would be killing basically innocent people..." 
Sasha offered. 
 
Shelley nodded her head in agreement. Gave Sasha a smile. 
 
"Then why do this to himself when his conscience was possibly screaming out for the whole 
thing to stop?" 
 
"Maybe we were just too slow for him...in finding him...maybe he suddenly felt that he 
would never be able to face all those people who he knew...whose to know? The reasons for 
killing some-one are usually contorted in some way inside the Perp's mind...maybe he had a 
jolt of conscious. Didn't like what he had done...the evidence was up there on the wall for 
him to see every waking moment...I don't know...maybe he saw what a foul person his mate 
was...he suddenly realised that Bell had left him out there to take the fall..." 
 
"If that was the case, his evidence would have helped to convict Dyson Bell..." 
 
"Maybe it's the old mateship thing. He hated what his mate had manipulated him to do but 
he couldn't come to terms in insinuating him in the act." 
 
"We're jumping a bit trying to convince ourselves of Bell's collusion in these acts...there is 
nothing...no evidence at all to implicate the man in any of this...just because he is Bentley's 
Superior doesn't make him as guilty as Bentley." 
 
"We'll never really know..." 
 
"No... unless he has left something that implicates and explains the whole sad story..." 
 
"Nothing has been found..." 
 
"So far...it's early days yet. He is computer savvy. I bet he has a Smart-phone." I offered as a 
teaser. 
 
There was no use in trying to work out the reasoning behind a homicidal act as there is no 
real sane answer on a lot of occasions. 
 
"Joe? Dyson Bell, according to the Security Desk at the Tax Office, has gone on indefinite 
leave as of last Friday. The day after our interview with him..." Shelley cut across our 
conversation. 
 
"Mmm....and I'll bet my last penny that he will never be found. What do I think? Bell loaded 
the bullets for Bentley to fire the gun...he came into the saga after his wife committed 
suicide...we may never bring this multiple homicide case to Court...but we need to complete 
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our examination for the Coronal Enquiry. The Coroner will have the last say as to the guilt 
or not of Bell. In the meantime, we need to issue an 'alert' out on the man and provide the 
necessary paperwork to Scotland Yard and Interpol...and across the entire country...you 
never know." 
 
I hated having to admit that we may never close the Case satisfactorily and that will always 
get caught in my throat! 
 
In some ways, I felt so sorry for the women who got caught up in the hype that promised 
them a child when all hope was lost. When that finally hit home, some would get on with 
their lives while there would always be those who flipped out and who would step over the 
edge. 
 
When all hope is lost, what is left? 
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