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CHAPTER ONE 

It was as hot as all Hades. 

The sun not a benevolent yellow orb in the sky giving life to the land; instead it was a white, 
hot spot of malevolence searing everything. 

The old man straightened and for the umpteenth time, wiped his wet brow with an angry 
swipe of his arm. Now, not only was his arm and hand streaked with dirt but most of his 
face had a covering of sweat patterned dirt caked to his skin. 

It looked rather surreal. 

Especially because he was a beloved and respected Businessman of the district. Rarely seen 
without collar and tie. A well-tailored business suit. The latest cut from Saville Row in 
London. A figure of respectability instead of what he resembled at this moment. 

A hobo. 

A person of no fixed abode. 

Admittedly, he loved to potter in his veggie patch. His own creation. His pride and joy 
where he could immerse himself for hours away from the prying eye and strident voice of 
his wife. She wouldn't allow herself the ignominious gesture of going anywhere near the 
absurd Vegetable Patch. The old bloke spent hours of tireless work urging the products of 
his honest labour to sprout. To grow. There was nothing else like it, especially in his chosen 
field of endeavour from which he had only recently retired. 

He knew though that he could not tarry to enjoy these plants that he loved so much. 

He needed to finish this irksome chore immediately. If not sooner! 

Firstly, to get in out of this hot afternoon sun. 

Then to have a shower and dress for the occasion. The great majority of the Executive was 
meeting this evening in the front Sitting Room of his majestic abode. 

The original stone building of the district. Handed down from eldest son to eldest son for 
five generations. Beautifully restored, sensitively extended throughout its history. Of 
significant historical rating. So too was its surrounds that were for-ever dwindling such was 
the need to find the money to constantly maintain the premises. 

The meeting was to discuss that very problem. 
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The district boasted of a fine selection of historic homes, estates, and gardens. 
 
A great deal of money was made by the district, especially during the softer Spring, early 
Summer and Autumn months with 'Open Gardens' right across the area for all the 
'rubberneckers' to explore, grovel and envy over. Wanting to know firsthand how the other 
half, the upper, other half lived! 
 
The only people to turn a profit from this annual custom was the Ladies Auxiliary who 
provided tea and coffee, scones, and cake. And the Motels and Hotels of the district. 'House 
Full' signs rarely extinguished during those week-ends. 
 
He swung the mattock with anger at the thought. 
 
On his property during the Spring months, and for the number of week-ends that the gardens 
were open to the public, these purveyors of crumbs and spills positioned strategically to one 
side of the serpentine loose gravel driveway that wound up from the impressive front gates 
some two hundred metres away. The driveway then circled around an immense Pepper 
Tree. A large, loose gravel 'forecourt' became the Parking area for all those plebs whose cars 
endlessly dribbled motor oil onto the washed pale gravel surface. 
 
A fresh truckload of the expensive stuff required every year because of this. 
 
Another point of discussion, he reminded himself. 
 
The anger continued to boil. 
 
The elderly women of the Ladies Auxiliary ridiculously protected from the often-harsh sun 
or sprinkling rain, cowering under those hideously coloured gazebos donated by some 
unknown colour-blind benefactor! Spilt coffee and tea and crumbs from the thousands of 
cakes and scones that they sold, the annoying signature of their position on the gravel 
driveway! Plus, myriad small holes made by steel pegs thoughtlessly stabbed into the 
bowling green like lawn to help stabilise and hold down these hideous little tents! 
 
These thoughts made him angrier, causing him to stab the mattock harder into the 
unforgiving ground. He was down about a metre and close to the clay base. The tip of the 
mattock seemed to hit something solid. The old bloke bent down and scrapped some of the 
dirt away. It was bone and it looked to his untrained eye like a vertebrae section from the 
spine. He stepped back further along the trench, turned around and swung the mattock high. 
With a crunching sound, it seemed to strike a resistance then break through. Again, he bent 
down and was sure that he could make out a human skull. 
 
The mattock still in place. 
 
He didn't know what to do. 



5 

He very well couldn't call the Police such was his predicament. 
 
He had spent some time sweating litres digging this trench in the humid heat. Not wanting 
to ignore his toil by leaving off any further labour on this hole to start another. But he was 
sure now that a body, or more correctly a skeleton, was at the base of the trench that he had 
but almost completed. 
 
To his way of thinking he could not very well use this trench to bury his wife. 
 
Over the top of another person's last resting place. 
 
That would-be sacrilege! Completely inappropriate! 
 
He, completely ignoring the fact that he had killed his wife with a swipe of a hammer in a 
moment of madness. Of sheer rage at her constant nagging and negativity. He had now dug 
a narrow trench along the 'walkway' between the well-kept, raised vegetable garden plots to 
minimise the chance of detection. He would lay the stepping stones back over the site and 
spread any of the excess soil over the garden. The subterfuge never noticed so he surmised. 
 
That had been his plan, this hot summer's afternoon. 
 
A grand and cunning plan he had thought before he had commenced his task. 
 
The sudden disappearance of his wife didn't enter the equation or even raise an eye-brow 
such was the concentration that he imparted on this chore. 
 
Whether it was his Christian beliefs or not, he could not bring himself to cast his wife's body 
for eternity over another that neither he nor his wife knew the identity of. 
 
Never. 
 
Not in a million years! 
 
He nervously cast his eyes over the vegetable garden plots that were his pride and joy. 
 
His wife forced him to position these beds behind the old Coach House that was now the 
extensive garage with the Gardener's Quarters above. Well out of sight from the main house 
though a myriad garden beds bloomed colourfully for all to appreciate while seated out on 
the expansive Patio on those annual Open Day ceremonies. These 'Sightseers' seeming to 
enjoy the moment. So too, did his wife who basked in the glory for nought effort or 
planning or involvement in any of this! 
 
He continually mulled over these acidic thoughts and grumbled to himself on the injustice 
of the situation. 
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His wife was always in her element, entertaining this annual throng of rubberneckers. 
 
Assaulting them with a history of this place that he found not only boring but plain bad 
manners. 
 
Boasting over something requiring preservation from the prying eyes of those less fortunate 
than them. The whispers of accusation of him having married into 'good stock'. This fact 
broadcast as an aside by his wife to the milling throng who accepted it as a comic comment, 
though to those with practised ears such as himself, uttered with barbs. 
 
He always thought of himself as somewhat the outsider, even though it was he who earned 
the amounts necessary to maintain this monstrosity in a manner that others envied. 
 
She oblivious to the real costs of maintaining such a property....and preparing it for show! 
 
He had personally formed up the sixteen raised vegetable plots though the Head Gardener 
and his wife had taken over the care of the area. At his age, a daily regime a token gesture 
that he still enjoyed immensely. All but two beds bursting with healthy looking vegetable 
and salad plants that he was enormously proud of. He could never disturb those plots with 
their brimful of nature's harvest that not only feed the entire population of the Estate 
numbering him and his missus and the Head Gardener's family, but kept the Nursing Home 
closer to town in fresh vegetables and salad items all year round. 
 
They never appreciative of the fact, so it seemed to him! 
 
This negativity had only recently descended upon him. 
 
Once he was a man of immense largesse. 
 
A person who thought highly of his fellow man. 
 
A man who would often go out of his way to help anyone in need. 
 
However, since his retirement and enforced sentence with his nagging wife, some of her 
peculiarities seemed to have rubbed off onto him. He had only recently come to that 
realisation. That understanding that somehow, he was changing and he did not like that 
change in his personality at all! 
 
It worried him immensely, having perhaps the same weight as his concern over the costs 
incurred in organising these annual 'Shows'. He had for some time now, thought that this 
was in some way an olive branch offered to his wife, hoping that she would become 
appreciative and understanding of his toil. Of his worth. 
 
'All for you my Dear. All for you.' He uttered to himself although he knew before the words 
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had escaped his lips, that they always fell on deaf ears. 
 
Especially now! 
 
He needed to concentrate on the problem at hand how-ever, instead of digressing and 
allowing his thoughts to meander. 
 
He looked at this area of his garden with enormous pride. 
 
Disturbing these well-kept beds would be paramount to vandalism, to his way of thinking. 
 
The two in fallow were awaiting the late summer, early autumn seedlings. 
 
One of those would have to do. 
 
Additional compost for the next season's crop. 
 
He smiled to himself at his attempted humour. 
 
Then again, knowing his poor wife's peculiarities, the soil might well be acidic for some 
time. 
 
Again, he smiled at his own sick humour. 
 
A broader smile this time. 
 
At least the digging would be easier due to the texture of the soil and its constant turning. 
 
He jiggled the mattock from the skull, climbed awkwardly from the narrow burial plot and 
began digging a similar trench in the fallowed ground. 
 
The skeletal remains that he had disturbed now forgotten, washed from his mind by a more 
urgent quest at hand. 
 
It was a much easier dig, as well it should be. 
 
The Committee was due in a couple more hours. 
 
He needed to place his wife, cover her up and replenish the first plot so that one could never 
discern the last resting place of his wife and who-ever the skeleton was. 
 
It was hot. 
 
He didn't have a hat on. That was a bit silly, he thought. Especially in this heat! 
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He was feeling a bit queasy. 
 
A bit nauseous. 
 
A bit dizzy. 
 
Perhaps some water. He was down roughly about 120 centimetres. The mattock seemed to 
stick into the upper layer of clay. 
 
Again! He angrily thought as he wrestled with the darn thing. It wouldn't come loose no 
matter how hard he tried. 
 
He tried to release it, instead the heat got the better of him, so he thought absent-mindedly, 
as he toppled over hitting his chest on the adze-like blade standing upright on the other side 
of the mattock head. The blade skewered through his body, leaving him partly held above 
the clay subsoil base. 
 
Oh! That hurt, he thought to himself. 
 
The last thought he would ever remember. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
 
 
"Hello Darling. What has the world's best looker and most proficient Deputy Head of 
Forensic Medicine got for us this fine summer's evening?" 
 
"Good evening, Joe. By the sound of you, you seem to be bouncing back well after having 
your heart broken with the news that I am no longer available or attentive to your charms. 
Feeling frisky again, so it seems my love? After your recent bout in Hospital. All’s well, I 
hope?" 
 
The area bathed in strong light by several portable light towers. A generator hummed 
nearby indicating the power source. There were three separate lightweight gazebo type, 
collapsible tents set up amongst the raised vegetable plots. 
 
"Always itching for you, my darling. Always for you. Alas, I again miss out on my heart's 
desire….and yes, thank you from asking. The last examination some months back gave me 
a clean bill of health. It was a bit sticky for a bit, let me tell you." 
 
I gave her my most seductive smile. Or that is what it was to my way of thinking. Others 
said it looked stupid! I kissed her offered hand enveloped in two layers of heavy duty latex 
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gloves. 
 
I always hated that taste and said so! 
 
Dominique Sherbaverst gave me her best smile. 
 
"Good to see you're back on the bike, lover. But you'll have to spread the net a little further 
my love, as I'm now taken. Spoken for, alas." 
 
"I heard as much through the grape-vine. Congratulations. He's a lucky guy. Though my 
heart will remain broken. My envy a load to bare throughout eternity...." 
 
We both chuckled though Mar seemed unimpressed at the exchange. 
 
She shook her head and stamped her feet. Turning, she headed towards one of the other 
forensic tents. Every side of each tent rolled up such was the warmness of the night. Privacy 
was not of prime importance as the gawkers and Media scrum kept out front of the 
impressive front gates that guarded the property. On the Council roadway. Kept there by 
several burly Police Officers and that impressively strong plastic blue security tape that kept 
everyone at bay. 
 
"By a woman, my love. By a woman......." 
 
I left speechless, which had to be a first for me. She noticed my frozen expression. Smiling 
at her own joke. 
 
"Let's see how long that takes to get about, shall we?" A cheeky grin on her face. 
 
Dominique gave me a delicate bow from the waist, waited for my offered hand and stepped 
lightly up from the trench, taking off her two pairs of gloves as she walked quickly towards 
a Forensic Van parked nearby. She pulled a bottle of water from a large 12-volt frig/freezer. 
 
Offering both Mar and I a bottle each. 
 
It was a hot, humid night. 
 
"A hot night. Thanks." Mar quipped. She being a superior Detective. "Anything for us?" 
 
"Yeah....you've got a pick of three cadavers. Two very fresh, the other .... it’ll take us a 
while to determine how long it's been in the ground...it will need a little more work but this 
is what we have got at this stage. The old bloke in the trench. Mr. Brian Wilton-Andrews. 
Aged 69. Close to 70. Retired. Small time but extremely lucrative and successful 
Stockbroker and Insurance Broker. Worth a motzer and some. His business based in town 
though he could have worked from this salubrious dwelling if the thought had ever occurred 
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to him. I'm a little fuzzy at this stage on the manner and reason for his death. Possible heart 
attack. Heat stroke possibly. Could have even been a brain aneurysm, a stroke. Fell onto the 
sharpened adze like head of the mattock. Pierced his chest. More than likely damage to his 
heart. I think he may have bled out in that trench while unconscious going on the blood 
lying seeping into the soil there-about. That’s his wife who is lying comfortably over there 
in the wheel-barrow." 
 
She indicated with a wave of her thin, coffee coloured arm. 
 
"Death by blunt force trauma to the back of the head. A hammer was the culprit. Still neatly 
located on a raised seedling table." 
 
She pointed a long pianist finger in the direction of a small outdoor table that had several 
items and plastic seed pod casings stacked neatly on its flat surface. A hammer now in an 
Evidence bag. 
 
"The implement used is bagged and tagged. His fingerprints only on the shaft. That's 
confirmed by one of my Techs already. The wife. Aged 72. Apparently, a Cougar in her 
younger days." 
 
She couldn't keep the impertinent humour from her spiel. 
 
"Dulcie Wilton-Andrews nee Beechwood. A name of long standing in the district. This 
beautiful estate is in her name. Her family and five previous generations of the Beechwood 
family have owned it continuously since the middle to late 1800's. Thus, the suburb of 
Beechwood surrounding the estate. The house name also. Originally five thousand acres, 
now about twenty hectares which is around 50 acres...still a sizable and bloody expensive 
piece of real estate!" 
 
I held my arms out in a questioning manner. 
 
"The Wilton-Andrews' long time Accountant is awaiting your presence. In the front Sitting 
Room, along with five other members of the Committee who had arrived to participate in a 
meeting planned for earlier this evening. Supposedly to discuss the up and coming Autumn 
Open Days. George Princetown is the name of the Accountant. He gave me all that 
background as I suited up...as I surveyed the scene before we began." 
 
I could imagine Dominique giving a superb strip-tease in reverse as she donned the forensic 
suit. Where I struggled to don the piece of apparel, she slithered into it as though she had an 
audience! 
 
"The third tent......?" 
 
"Mmm...person or persons unknown. Too early to indicate sex. Age. Or country of origin, 
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race, or manner of death. The skeleton only partially uncovered. At this early stage of 
proceedings, our Mr. Wilton-Andrews came unexpectedly across the first cadaver. He has 
caused severe damage to the skull and L4 to L6 vertebrae with his trusty little mattock as he 
dug the intended burial plot for his beloved wife. It would have been quite a shock coming 
across another body, I would have thought. Indications are that another cadaver is also 
present within this trench where the old bloke saw his last grain of dirt...we'll begin a larger 
search of the area after we have completed our scan of the murder scene involving the 
Wilton-Andrews. That to me seems cut and dry though I'm no Detective. I have no idea 
what the other skeletons are doing there...perhaps as innocent as an old family plot. They 
did things like that back in the old days..." 
 
"The skeleton or skeletons are that old? Nineteenth Century perhaps?" Mar asked. Surprise 
in the tone of her voice. 
 
"Don't know at this stage but I've got a call into the husband and wife team of Forensic 
Anthropologists from the Museum. They'll be here hopefully to-morrow morning. Friends 
of mine." She added by way of explanation. 
 
"Yes...friends. A Card night would be an absolute laugh a minute at your place.... your new 
squeeze? A Morgue Attendant by any chance?" 
 
"Catty. Catty." She replied. A smile on her face. She had no intention of making it any 
easier for me. I doubted whether she would ever divulge the lucky lady's name. 
 
The three of us tugged on the water bottles and thought about this for a moment before 
tittering our agreement on the supposition that the old guy had either suffered a heat stroke, 
a heart attack or something like that to have collapsed onto the exposed upper blade of the 
mattock. It looked by his position that he had not even tried to catch himself with his arms 
as he fell which could indicate a massive attack that gave no time for such actions. 
 
"Could the old bloke have been pushed onto the mattock head?" Mar chimed in. 
 
Typical, I thought to myself! 
 
Here we have a neat little scenario that at this stage fits the known facts. 
 
Easy. 
 
Uncomplicated. 
 
Possibly a quick solution though the cadaver or cadavers are a bit of a spanner in the works. 
Then my ever-suspicious partner, Marge Hendricks must add another dimension to the 
theory. 
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"Arrh...it maybe a little hard to find any confirmation of a temporary heat stroke attack post 
mortem...and yes...I guess it would not be beyond the realms of possibility that he may have 
been pushed onto the mattock head.......yes." 
 
"Any signs of another person being present?" I countered. "Surely footprints at least. Look 
at the soil. It's relatively soft." 
 
"Yes...but that could be easily hidden. That long handle shovel there..." Mar countered. 
 
The shovel was standing erect, its metal surface sunk deep into the fallow earth not that far 
from the most recently dug trench. Its long timber handle now sheathed in clear plastic with 
an evidence tag attached. 
 
"C'mon Mar. Every vegetable plot has a shovel, a rake or some such implement sticking up 
out of the garden bed..." 
 
"That handle has quite a few prints on it...though not good examples as the handle was well 
oiled...look at the handle...never left out in the weather, I would contend." Dominique 
chimed in. 
 
"It is oiled, Joe Lind. Well-oiled and looked after. That shovel and at a guess, every 
gardening implement on this place, never left out in the weather. Obviously, you don't take 
such good care of your gardening implements!" Mar scolded. 
 
I gave her a surprised look. 
 
I didn't have any gardening implements. Or a bloody veggie patch to use the things in. My 
green thumb died a death a long time ago! 
 
She knew that! 
 
They had all rotted or rusted away! Handles just a stake of a thousand wooden splinters. 
Left out in the weather where every decent gardener of note leaves his tools. Only an idiot 
suffering from OCD would oil and garage such implements, I thought to myself. You can 
buy a rake from the local Hardware Superstore for less than five dollars...what the heck! 
 
"There is also a square mouth, long handle shovel in the trench that the old man must have 
been using. We've bagged and tagged that also......." The pert Forensic Specialist cut across 
our dribble. 
 
"So where does that leave us?" 
 
"It is possible that there was another person present, though I'd rate that as a low possibility. 
We have taken a ton of photographs of the base of the trench, some extremely obliquely, 



13 

though it was at the clay line so footprints maybe a little hard to discern.... we’ll run the 
photos through the program which will enhance every ridge and pattern that maybe there. 
Around the edge there may have been others turned over, hidden with loose soil.... we’ll 
never know for sure." The petite Forensic Pathologist added. 
 
Trust Mar to complicate things. 
 
"You guys being the Ace Detectives, will be able to sort out that quandary. Why. What. 
Wherefore and who would benefit...perhaps the old bloke was surprised by the old girl's 
lover...is pushed onto the mattock tip as retribution..." 
 
"At seventy odd, she has a lover?" Mar stammered before she realised that the Crime Scene 
Pathologist was having a go at her. 
 
Mar shook her head. 
 
I couldn't help but laugh out loud at the thought. 
 
"Good one, Dom." I congratulated her. "Not every-one can get the better of my astute 
partner...you just did!" 
 
We walked over to the figure lounging in the wheel-barrow. 
 
She did indeed look comfortable. 
 
At peace. 
 
An unlined face belied her age. She was of small stature and features. Almost birdlike in the 
sharp angles of her face. Mar immediately thought of an Aunty of hers who was known as 
the bitch of the family. She had had that same tightness around the nose and mouth. The 
small bird-like eyes. Mar let that lie to take root. 
 
"I'd like to release the bodies if I may. In this heat, they'll start to decompose quickly. I 
suspect that the two may have been out in the afternoon sun for some hours in any case. 
Anything else you would like to see? No? Then I'll make the arrangements." 
 
"One thing. Who found the bodies? Who called it in?" 
 
"For one clever Dick, you sure can't count, Lover boy!" 
 
A cut off laugh at her own jibe. 
 
"The family Accountant. George Princetown. Refer to my previous mention of his name." 
Sarcasm dripped like blood. "He, with several others were to have an appointment with both 
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the Wilton-Andrews on a better way to manage these 'Open House' occasions so that the 
said Owners of such properties are not left out of pocket. A huge number of people visit the 
area Autumn and early Spring to do the tours through these old historic places around 
hereabouts. The whole area benefits from the bi-annual pilgrimage. Except, so it seems, the 
Owners of the properties in question." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
"Mr. Princetown?" 
 
A tall, slim man stood from a comfortable sofa chair. 
 
I offered my hand. 
 
"Detective 3 Joseph Lind. This is my partner, Detective Marjory Hendricks." 
 
His handshake was firm without being eye-watering. About my height. Distinguished 
looking even though dressed casually. A pair of jeans with a crease ironed into them. 
Pseudo-faded as was the latest rage though I objected to them ironed with a crease pressed 
into the legs. That was a no-no! A golf shirt. A luxurious head of grey hair parted in the 
middle falling either side of his thin face, the neck hair falling just below the collar line. A 
little long for one his age and stature in the local 'scene', I thought to myself. An attractive 
face that beamed with life, energy, and health. An outdoors suntan. A golf fanatic I thought 
to myself. At least three times a week. Alert, clear eyes. A relaxed, friendly smile. A 
confident amble as he had crossed the room towards me. 
 
A vanity there. 
 
A man full of self-confidence in his ability to get what-ever he wanted. A people person. 
Perhaps a 'user'! 
 
"We can go into the Study next door, if that would be more suitable?" He offered as though 
he was the Owner of this mansion. 
 
We followed on cue. 
 
The Study was a large room with ceiling height doors in a wall of glass that opened out onto 
the rear Patio. The movable light towers sent shards of light to speckle dimly through a low-
slung latticework that supported a fruitless grape vine. Thick enough and well-trimmed to 
always block out the high sun of summer overhead outside the Study. Two walls book lined. 
A tall movable ladder that slid on a brass rail near the ceiling on each wall of books. An 
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impressive desk. A top of the range black leather Office Chair that one could comfortably 
sleep in. A large fireplace on the inside wall opposite the door and window line. Several dull 
green Chesterfield chairs around a low coffee table. Several landscape paintings on the 
striped velvet wallpaper hanging either side of the stone chimney stack. A large Brett 
Whitely hung in a niche in the middle of one of the book lined walls. The floor to ceiling, 
wall to wall timber bookcase made especially for the provision of the painting so it would 
appear. That gave me a hint of its age. Not that of the house itself, but the shelving which 
was a recent addition, I thought. 
Princetown gestured us to sit. 
 
He saw me eyeing off the desk. 
 
"Barton's before he became our first Prime Minister. It has been authenticated." He carefully 
slid a hand over the polished woodwork and leather. Lifted his hand to rub thumb and 
forefinger looking for any sign of dust. 
 
"Terrible business, don’t you think? Is it true that it looks as though our dear Brian took a 
hammer to Dulcie?" Without waiting for a reply, he continued, answering his own question. 
"Yes. That took a lot of years to reach boiling point...is it possible that Brian may have 
fallen on his own sword, so to speak? A true performer to the end." 
 
A hint of a chuckle. 
 
"Why do you say that, Mr. Princetown?" 
 
He seemed to ignore my question. Instead rising and heading back towards the desk. 
 
"Would the two of you care for some coffee? I've been here for well over four hours and I'm 
not only famished, but I would die for a cup of Mrs. Potter's coffee to help me stay awake. 
Mmm?" 
 
Both Mar and I nodded our agreement as he lifted the phone. 
 
It was obvious that he was a man who liked to control the situation. To have control....and 
he knew his way around this house, that was for sure! 
 
"Mrs. Potter? George Princetown. A pot of your famous coffee. For three. Cream. Sugar. 
Something to nibble. In the Study. Check whether those in the Sitting Room are in need of 
sustenance. I would suspect that would be the case." 
 
He replaced the phone and walked back to his chair. 
 
Mar and I exchanged glances and raised eye-brows in unison. 
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"Now, where were we? Poor Brian. We went to Sydney University together. Both rowing 
blues. Athletics. Skiing. Both got our pilots' licenses at the same time." A momentary smile 
crossed his face, disappearing just as quickly. "Trekked Nepal. Africa. South America. 
Antarctica together in our younger more virile days. Been firm friends since about First 
Year High School at Lakeside Brothers. Private Boarding School. Non-denominational. We 
started the business together. I the flamboyant Accountant. He the staid Stockbroker and 
Insurance Broker. Against the norm...the accepted pattern." 
 
He smiled at his attempt at humour that I found off-putting, considering his firm, life-time 
friend and business partner was, at that moment, being wheeled towards a Mortuary Van. 
We both spied it in its leisurely route across the loose gravel of the drive-way. 
 
He continued without missing a beat though the whole scene was noticeable through the 
open French doors of the Study. 
 
"A small but successful firm. He met Dulcie when her father came to us for financial advice. 
Asset rich. Only moderately wealthy and getting worse by the day, so I recall. We parted 
ways not long after that meeting. Brian and I. For a short period before we made up. 
Pressured enormously, I suspect by her family, though they could not severe our friendship. 
Not for want of trying, I might add. Brian was perhaps the most astute businessman that I 
have ever known. Made a lot of money for a lot of people around these parts. Fell into a 
hole somewhat before the GFC because he advised all his Clients to cash in their portfolios. 
Those that did made a killing on the rebound. Those that didn't lost big time. He would have 
been in the extreme minority in forecasting that collapse. Voluntarily retired after that, 
saying that he could not ever repeat that feat again...reckons it will happen again and not too 
long in the future according to him.... He had that knack. Increased the Beechwood family 
financial trust one hundred-fold...well before the GFC mind you.... we were still lads though 
our business was going gang-busters. We kept the Office here in town never wanting to 
move to the city...I think that, the restoration of the family fortune by him in a very short 
few years, had more to do with him marrying Dulcie than anything else. She was not the 
most elegant of catches in the district, I must say.... her father especially, could be very 
convincing.... although Brian lacked a certain magnetism himself, I'm afraid...I shouldn't 
speak ill of the recently departed, now should I?" 
 
As though Wilton-Andrews was just an acquaintance and not a lifelong friend as he had 
previously described. 
 
His whole demeanour was worrisome to say the least. I had suddenly gained a dislike for 
the pompous, self-important twerp. 
 
"George...do you mind me calling you George?" Mar seemed to be looking down her nose 
at him. 
 
She wanted to get him off-balance, interrupt his train of thought, though I doubted that 
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would happen. The man was too self-absorbed. 
 
A wave of his hand, his concurrence. 
 
"George...you mentioned that you thought that it only a matter of time before Mr. Wilton-
Andrews, Brian, before he killed his wife. Why do you say that?" 
 
There was a knock at the door. 
 
George sprang from his chair calling out, 'one moment, Mrs. Potter.' 
 
He bounded across the room to open the door. 
 
A good-looking woman in her late thirties, perhaps early forties seemed to hover into the 
room carrying a tray that seemed to waft the odour of coffee directly up our noses. George 
gestured to the coffee table between us. A spark of attraction displayed between the two. 
That surprised me as George was old enough to be her father.... though he did effuse a sense 
of the man of the world that some women may have found attractive. 
 
Beats me! 
 
The woman stood after she placed the tray on the low table. She was tall. Slim with a curvy 
body, a cleavage amply displayed by the low cut, maxi dress of several bright hues that she 
wore. Bright blue eyes. Sensual mouth. No make-up. She didn't look tired, though it was 
getting on to midnight. Her blondish hair pulled back tight. Blond strands escaping as 
though it had been a rush job to try and put it in a roll. 
 
She seemed nervous. Perhaps that was the wrong conclusion. She may have been labouring 
under the sad recent events. 
 
George placed his hand in the small of her back, steering her towards the door. 
 
"Thank you for that, Jenny...Are you OK?" He soothed. 
 
A slight nod of her head. 
 
That conspiratorial glance again. 
 
"Can you check the others?" An almost patronising air wrapped in a cloak of false concern. 
Again, the need to control the situation. 
 
She again gave that slight nod of her head. 
 
"Is Dan there to help you?" He asked. 
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Again, the slight nod. 
 
Could be shock I suppose, I thought to myself. 
 
"Mrs. Potter?" Mar asked from her seat. "Do you live on the premises?" 
 
"Yes." She turned around, nervously casting her eyes in Mar's direction. Placing one hand 
on the side of her neck. The other, she seemed to swipe down the front of her dress. "I look 
after the house. Dan, my husband, is the Head Gardener. I help him out when I can. I love 
gardening. He has a couple of local lads come in to help when he needs it which is most of 
the time. My Mum and Dad do most of the chores. Mum's usually in the kitchen but the 
shock's hit her bad. The Doctor's been and given her a sedative. Dad's staying with her. He 
was the Driver. The Chauffeur. Especially after old Grandma Beechwood died some twenty 
years ago. A terrible accident. She was too old to drive, so they said. My Dad's opinion too. 
He’s also the Handyman, the dog's body on the Estate. We now live in separate quarters 
above the Garage. Mum and Dad since before I was born. Mr. W.A. extended the upstairs 
area when I married Dan. To give us a flat of our own." A soft voice that was very hard to 
hear. A soft monotone showing no life. 
 
Shock, I concluded. 
 
It seemed to me that the events of the afternoon had hit her hard too, but it was deemed only 
proper that she attend to anyone who may be in the house at this time. 
 
"Please don't go anywhere, Mrs. Potter. We may want to interview you later. Your husband 
and mother and father too. OK?" 
 
I wondered on the weekly wages bill that the Wilton-Andrews incurred. It must be 
astronomical for just two people in residence! 
 
"We're not going anywhere, Detective." She replied. Being carefully led from the room by 
Princetown. He closed the door behind the woman, smiled grimly walking back across the 
room, settling back into his chair before he took over the chores of pouring coffee for us all. 
 
I thought that the essence of her reply was rather baffling. 
 
For the next 30 minutes, we were pummelled by anecdotal stories that seemed to be 
deliberate deflections to our line of questioning from this person who increasingly, was 
getting up my nose. The stories forever revolving around the antics and bravery of himself 
with his poor friend and long suffering business partner merely tagging along for the ride. In 
the end, I had had enough of this jerk and summarily dismissed him. As he was 
disappearing out the door, after we had both asked him to usher in the next person, I asked 
him not to leave the area as we would need to speak with him again. 
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His reply said it all. 
 
"Oh...I won't be going anywhere either, Detectives. I have to keep the business going as I 
was one of the few who did not take Brian's advice and lost most of my retirement fund 
during the GFC." 
 
There was an edge to his voice. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
We finished interviewing the remaining members of the Committee who had arrived for the 
meeting. All upstanding and respected members of the local community. Everyone had 
glowing reports on the long-suffering Brian Wilton-Andrews. Much less for his acerbic and 
bitter wife. Most could not hazard a guess on why the hapless gentleman had remained 
married to such a woman. For close on forty years! The guy deserved a bloody medal. 
Several hinted at a change in Brian ever since his retirement, possibly due to living in close 
contact with the 'missus' for the first time. When pushed about this character change, most 
jabbered even though the man had been a rather reticent sort of bloke for as long as they had 
known him, he had begun displaying a certain meanness, often crying poor mouth when 
every-one knew that they were rolling in the stuff. 
 
There had been no mention by anyone of children of the marriage. Both Mar and I therefore 
assumed that the marriage was rather barren in that regard. 
 
We sat for some time going over the facts, seated in the uncomfortable Chesterfield sofa 
chairs. Sitting on them, not in them! 
 
"What do you think?" Mar asked between yawns. 
 
"We'll leave the hired help until tomorrow, I reckon.... I’ll go tell them." 
 
"We should get a full financial search done on the estate...and see who the beneficiaries are 
of both their Wills...you know? The normal methodology." 
 
"You still like the idea of that Phantom Pusher, don't you?" 
 
"Not really when I think about it...but I do not like one iota, that arse-hole best friend and 
business associate George Princetown....and he is their Accountant and the best Snake Oil 
Seller that I've seen since 007 Kevin!" 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 
"Christ, I'm getting sick and tired of these shitty hours. What? We finish up around one 
O'clock this morning and we're back on deck to walk into the Office at nine of the same day. 
What would the average Blow Joe do with those hours?" 
 
"Quit. Complain to his Union more'n likely. We very well couldn't pack up and go home at 
five last night. We only just left the Office to get to the scene about that time, didn't we?" 
"A bit earlier, but we didn't have to take the call. Our Shift was about to end and we had the 
evening boys coming in within half an hour...or an hour, maybe" 
 
"It's not as if your busy social calendar is being disrupted, now is it, Joe? Stop your 
grumbling. Your shout, I'm sure. Meet you upstairs." 
 
I wandered off towards the ground floor Coffee Café while Mar headed for the bank of Lifts 
in the first level of the Basement Car Park. This upper level for those Official cars and 
Unmarkeds that would be standing there for less than 30 minutes. 
 
We could have been stretching that a bit, but what the heck, everybody and his dog did the 
same! 
 
We were only going into the Office to commence a new Murder Book, fill in Abbey on the 
case and to start the ball rolling on a full financial investigation into the Wilton-Andrews 
Estate. We would see if we could extend that to George Princetown as well. The reason for 
that pretty slim, but the tag of “Number One Person of Interest” at this stage of a case 
carried a lot of weight. We could not indicate that it was purely based on a gut feeling and a 
distinct dislike for the fellow by both of us. 
 
Abbey not convinced of our reasoning, but as a former Murder Dick himself, he was aware 
of the value of gut feelings and the often-illogical need to follow your nose. 
 
"This collection of bones? Complete bodies?" Abbey asked. 
 
"It's a bit early yet, Boss but it would appear that way. The autopsies on the Wilton-
Andrews couple will be attended to late this afternoon. Or sometime to-morrow. Dominique 
Sherbaverst is back out on site as we speak with two Forensic Pathologists from the 
Museum. We should know sometime to-day. We’re both of the opinion that it is an open 
and shut case regarding the guilt of Wilton-Andrews in killing his wife. His wife died from 
blunt force trauma to the back of the skull and Wilton-Andrews either experienced a heart 
attack while digging a burial plot for his wife who was his victim, or he suffered from heat 
stroke, collapsing onto the spear end of the mattock stuck in the upper reaches of the clay 
line. The discovered skeletons, possibly two, could be from a family plot. That was a 
common practise back in the 1800's... or even an Aboriginal site..." 
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"Or something more sinister." Mar added. 
 
"You don't think that the chap may have been helped onto the mattock point?" 
 
"We discussed that at some length. But…nah.... the body position, the way it lay over the 
spear point seems to indicate a death by accident ruling at this stage. We may know more 
after the autopsy." 
 
"That would be nice and neat. What's your movements after you bring the Murder Book into 
being?" Abbey asked. 
 
"We have to yet complete the interviews of the house servants..." 
 
"House Servants! Sounds like a scene from Upstairs; Downstairs...." 
 
"Could be if you saw the house. Bloody beautiful...." 
 
"Cold, musty, dim, with little appeal." Mar exclaimed. "Though I'd transplant the entire 
gardens and surrounds to my place any day. They show love, warmth and patience." 
 
"A fine assessment based purely on feminine intuition......" I countered. My nose out of joint 
because Mar ridiculed the old mansion. I wouldn't say no to living there, that's for sure. 
 
"If you two have nothing else to add...I'll go with you on the financial investigations as you 
have requested. Though you both kind of make a very weak case in terms of the Princetown 
examination. Especially if, as you say, it is an open and shut case that does not involve a 
third person. But...what the heck...Make sure that is under-way before you head back out 
there. OK? It's a nice drive and a beautiful day. I just might find the time for a look-see 
myself. Now go, you two. Out! I have work to do!" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
The Crime Scene Officer was just inside the elaborate, ornate double gates to the property. 
 
A large throng of media representatives huddled together near the gates. As though they 
drew solace and heat from close contact with one another. 
 
It was a chilly morning. Almost midday by the time we arrived. Low cloud. It almost looked 
as though it may snow. The opposite of yesterday that had been scorching hot! Climate 
Change! Must be. 
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I'd often thought that some-one...an Organiser of exceptional talent...could or should 
organise for one cameraman, sound, and front guy to be present at any of these events where 
the investigation is likely to drag on for days. Any reasonable footage taken, sold to the 
open market. It would save a motza in wages and wasted time hanging about Crime Scenes 
where there was nothing to see in any case. 
 
Keeping their gobs closed and spurious questions out of earshot! 
 
Instead you have this little circus every time for very little result. 
A five second sound byte on the nightly TV news if that! 
 
Absurd! 
 
Questions flung in our direction. 
 
We ignored their presence and their nosiness. 
 
We both signed in, noticing that a Mr and Mrs Pembroke had arrived at 0730 in the 
company of Dominique Sherbaverst. Presumably our visitors from the Museum. In a 
Morgue vehicle as I did not recognise the Number Plate. 
 
Another entry at 0825 intrigued me. 
 
A Mr. and Mrs Kovacs in a large People Mover Van. When I asked the Officer of this entry, 
he informed me that they were 'family' of the deceased pair, verified by the Coopers and the 
Head Gardener, a Mr. Dan Potter living on site. 
 
We drove slowly up the curved drive, our progress loudly broadcast by the scrunching of 
our tyres on the inches’ thick loose pale gravel. A uniformed Constable stood guard at both 
the front and back doors of the historic residence. Mar remarked on this seemingly over the 
top security which we had never seen before at a Murder Scene in a residential setting. 
 
Or a semi-rural setting such as this. 
 
"Some of the paintings and I guess the furniture would be worth a mint...not that I'm an 
expert but there were several paintings in the Study and the Sitting Room that seemed to 
twig my memory from my High School Art Class days." I mumbled by way of explanation. 
"...and if that desk is the original Barton Desk, then that would be worth its weight in gold." 
 
"You that far into art? Into antique furniture? Gord, you surprise me at times, Joe Lind." 
 
We drove around the back to park beside a large white People Mover and an official 
Morgue vehicle. Both parked in the shade of the old Coach House, now an umpteen car 
garage with accommodation above. 
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Dominique was making a statement. 
 
She hardly ever used these official vehicles preferring to drive her own as she felt that the 
work vehicle drew attention. Never realising that her presence alone drew enough attention! 
 
She wanted it known that she was in the company of important people. 
 
There were two Forensic Vans close to the 'dig site' as it was now known as. 
We were introduced to a late forties, early fifties husband and wife team of international 
repute. So said our beautiful Dominique by way of introduction. 
 
She seemed bewitched by their presence. 
 
Mr. David Pembroke and his wife, Kara. 
 
Both stocky. Looked as though they loved to crawl around ancient lands and even more 
ancient bone farms. They looked as though they shared the same wardrobe. Khaki hiking 
shorts and bulging, multi pocketed shirts. Each wearing a lightweight khaki fishing vest 
over that. All the pockets of these vests also bulging, presumably with their tools of trade. 
 
What-ever that might be. 
 
Ankle high Hiking boots with khaki woollen socks turned down over the top of the boots. 
Large brimmed hats that seemed to cast a shadow a mile wide with the two vestiges so deep 
in shade, it was difficult to discern the shape of their faces. 
 
When you shook their hands, it was like scraping sandpaper over your own. 
 
I imagined them owning their own Crocodile farm or being the first to explore The 
Kimberley region. 
 
They both spoke in a slow, measured style as though they felt that their objects of 
investigation, buried for countless centuries, wouldn't mind waiting an extra fifteen minutes 
while they slowly finished their eloquent introductions and proposed actions for the day. 
 
I gazed over at the team of white clad Forensic Techs on all fours who were scouring the 
ground around both pits. Looking for all the world like huge, disjointed Witchetty Grubs. I 
expected to see a large predatory bird swoop at any moment and carry off one of the forms 
clutched fiercely in its talons. 
 
I've got to get longer nights' sleep, I thought to myself! 
 
"I've got the team to go over the area once again to make sure nothing was missed." 
Sherbaverst explained. "The Pembrokes seem to think that the soil layers on either side of 
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both pits indicate that the ground has been previously disturbed. They are bringing in an 
Excavator to remove the top surface layer down to the clay line for the entire area bounded 
by those tape lines." 
 
I nodded my head in acknowledgement. 
 
That should completely fuck up the Veggie Patch for this year at least, I thought to myself. I 
wondered absent-mindedly, whether there would be anybody else who would show an 
interest in its future development again. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
 
The Coach House or more correctly, "The Stables" had been extended to double its original 
length at some stage with the first-floor accommodation added at that time. There were 
twelve double garage doors indicating a length of around forty metres! The original building 
may have had a hay loft now swallowed by the first-floor extension. A generous covered 
veranda around 150 centimetres wide ran the entire length of the building with an external 
access staircase at either end. 
 
I had no doubt that an internal staircase also existed. 
 
The bottom section was random stone with all corners and edges having the smooth faced 
bonding stone blocks as contrast to the randomness of the stone inlay. Each opening, about 
one and a half widths of a normal double garage opening, had a beautiful stone arch 
embellishment. The centre arch of what would have been the original length, around half its 
now existing extended length, had a large keystone with the year 1888 AD carved into its 
face. The first-floor construction was brick with the same matching corner stone 
configuration on external corners, window lines and doorways. All the sills, windows, and 
doors, were sandstone blocks. 
 
The structure grandiose but proportional to the old mansion on the other side of the 
driveway and courtyard. 
 
The additions, expertly done in the same style. This may have been noticeable to the trained 
eye but was not out of place. 
 
We knocked on an impressive entry door. 
 
There were two, side by side. 
 
Both recently painted. One dark blue. The other maroon. A very high gloss with shiny brass 
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fittings and fixtures. 
 
Both opened simultaneously as though the residents had been waiting behind each door for 
our knock. 
 
"Arrh.... Mrs. Potter? Jenny, isn't it?" I recognised the woman from the night before. 
 
A robust middle aged man stood at the other door. 
He extended his hand. 
 
"Cooper. Brighton Cooper. Every-one calls me 'Coop'. We'll join you in my daughter's side 
if you don't mind. My wife and I? Mary." 
 
This was not my preferred manner of interviewing. 
 
Group conversations were not my go. 
 
Nor Mar's for that matter, though it seemed somewhat petulant of us to object. 
 
The case cut and dry and we were just getting more background information so it seemed to 
us. 
 
I nodded my concurrence as we followed Jenny Potter into her half of the building. 
 
Comfortable furniture from a 'Knock down Package' Furniture Store. Most flat surfaces and 
shelves scarce of knick-knacks. A large flat screen LED TV on one of the low timber units. 
Essential minimalism! Montages of photographs hung on several walls. A narrow bookcase 
that almost touched the ceiling groaned under the weight of paperback books that bulged on 
every shelf. Recognisable Authors. Bestselling Crime stories. Romance novels and military 
history books. A beautiful Wedding photograph centred between two sets of French Doors 
that led back out onto the front veranda. Large. About 600 wide by 900 long. An ornate 
frame that looked antique that embellished the photograph. The subject couple standing 
under an immense tree that I recognised as the Pepper Tree in the centre of the front 
forecourt. 
 
Jennifer Potter noticed my interest. 
 
"Mr. W.A. took that shot. And every other shot that was worth taking of our wedding. He 
was quite a useful photographer. One of his passions. He could capture the emotion.... the 
love in a shot. He was good." 
 
She sniffled. Offered us a seat on a two-seater lounge. She removed several small cushions. 
 
A nuggetty, tanned man stood from a chair at a small Dining Table configuration. A kitchen 
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wrapped around the extremity walls. There was no division between the rooms. The Kitchen 
a utilitarian nook off the large main Lounge Room and Dining Room combined. 
 
He offered us his hand. 
 
He looked like a boxer who had gone a round or two with a rival who was a couple of 
weight divisions heavier than he. A strong voice. An honest, open face. Not a trouble line 
though his eyes showed years of squinting. Broad shoulders. Thick upper arms. His hair a 
bit too long. Unruly and thick. 
"Dan Potter, Jenny's husband." 
 
After handshakes all round, he wiped his hands down the side of his jeans as though we had 
some indeterminate, contagious disease that might strike him down. 
 
"You've met Jenny." Said as an afterthought and not a question. 
 
"Please, please sit. Jen will get us a coffee. We've only just finished breakfast. Haven't had 
the first jar of the day yet. Not much to do but organise a Front-end Loader for your 
Forensic Team. They'll sure make a mess of Mr. W.A.'s veggie patch.... he’d cry at the 
damage...a bloody shame!" 
 
His conversational gambit completed, he slumped back into the chair shaking his head.  
 
"Poor Mr. W.A." He murmured to finish. 
 
A couple were sitting on the other side of the Dining Room table. Their backs to us. They 
swivelled in their chairs to look blankly at us. Our intrusion into their grief not welcome so 
it seemed. 
 
The woman rose to shake my hand then Mar's. 
 
"Mrs. Henrietta Kovacs. My husband Keith..." She indicated a clean cut, handsome man 
seated at the table beside Dan Potter with a wave of her arm. He did not attempt to rise or to 
shake our hands. A nod of his head his introduction. He didn't like cops, I thought to myself. 
Not a rare occurrence in to-day’s climate! Henrietta Kovacs bought me back to real time. 
"…umm...Brian and Dulcie Wilton-Andrews were my parents. My mother and father." 
 
This imparted with no sense of loss, sadness, or grief. 
 
She could have been talking about the passing of a total stranger who lived down the road. 
 
We let the moment dangle. 
 
"I was never close to either parent...oh, perhaps my father, I guess. I would have lunch with 
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him out of his Office in town maybe every couple of months or so.... but this is the first time 
that I've set foot here since I left for boarding at the High School after my brother died 
almost thirty years ago, now..." She looked down at her hands. Glanced at her husband. "I 
suppose...in some ways...now that I am a mother.... Mother had two miscarriages. I was the 
oldest child, then the two miscarriages. Derek seemed to me to be an accident. Then Troy 
was born to keep him company. That's what I thought in any case. The disjointed thoughts 
of a teenage girl who was making a conscious effort to divorce her parents...more my 
mother I guess...I was ten when Derek was born. He died in a car crash just two short years 
later. A drunk driver came across the wrong side of the road. Killed my Grandmother, my 
Mother's mother who was driving...and Derek. Troy drowned in a boating accident when he 
was four...down on the river...it originally went through the property. The river...down on 
the flats close to town...mother never fully recovered. After that, she blamed everything on 
everyone else...even the sun rising each day. I copped the blame for everything, imagined or 
not. I left, promising myself that if I ever had kids, they would never know such vitriolic 
outbursts of negativity. All the time...it never let up...they never have been....my kids, that 
is." 
 
Her train of thought disjointed, showing that the death of her parents had indeed affected her 
more than she was willing to divulge. Or show. 
 
"You were where, yesterday afternoon? Sorry, it's a question that every one of you has to 
answer." 
 
Mar was straight into it. 
 
"My wife? She is a University Lecturer in Modern Literature. She finishes that at NSWU 
and goes straight to UTS where she lectures in Creative Writing. That can be confirmed, 
Detective...every Wednesday and Friday. The rest of the time she is a very successful 
Children's Book Author under the name of Henrietta Koska....my mother's maiden 
name...and a very successful writer of Women's sob stories as I call them, under the name of 
Henrietta Beechwood...." 
 
A strong voice though the question angered Mr. Kovacs. 
 
His wife looked across at her husband. 
 
"Keith does the illustrations in my children's books. Very good. He gave up a very 
successful career as a sought-after Architect to become the best house-husband in the world. 
Adores our six kids, two dogs, six Guinea pigs, six Budgies and a large, lazy cat." 
 
A look of pride and joy passed over her face. Totally at odds with the feeling in the room. 
 
"I suppose, as last in line of the Beechwood dynasty, we could be changing addresses. No?" 
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No-one replied to her query, although there seemed to be consensus amongst the group on 
that being the future. I believed that had been the subject of the conversation before our 
admittance. 
 
Kovacs show of anger possibly out of a guilt if that had been the discussion. 
 
"There is a better way to determine the cause of death, Detective. Of what transpired 
yesterday afternoon." 
 
A conciliatory tone by the older Brighton Cooper after Keith Kovacs had begun to get more 
heated as he spoke. 
"Mr. W.A. was paranoid about security. His father-in-law, Harold Beechwood the Fourth 
before him. That house is full of expensive, some very expensive art works, drapes, carpets, 
and furniture. It has a state of the art security system with camera positions that cover the 
entire grounds. All automatic. Movement controlled. I understand that a lot of possums get 
their nightly sojourns videoed. What-ever happened here yesterday, would have been 
captured and recorded. I will bet my life on it, Detective..." 
 
He gave us a placatory look, a brief smile that appeared somewhat false. Understandable I 
thought, under the circumstances. 
 
"....and you have no need to ask, for both my wife, my daughter and son-in-law and myself 
all did the Estate's shopping. Every Friday afternoon. Rain, hail, or shine. Picking up the 
post, dry cleaning, and other errands such as dropping off the harvested salad and Veggies 
to the Lakeview Retirement Village near town...and the local Community Charity Food Hall 
as we all did every Friday afternoon. We drove up the driveway just ahead of Princetown 
who seems to have forgotten to mention that fact...last night apparently...but then it wasn't 
about him!" 
 
The last comment said sarcastically. 
 
He did not like Mr. Princetown. 
 
That was obvious. 
 
Brighton Cooper took a gulp of coffee and picked up the plate of nibbles to offer us a bite to 
eat. 
 
"I appreciate that there are certain questions that need to be asked, but it appears to us that 
while Mr. W.A. did kill his Dulcie, not before time we all say, his death was a sad, sad, 
tragic accident." 
 
"Thank you for that. We did not notice any room in the house that may accommodate such 
an elaborate security set-up..." 
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"You saw Mr. W.A.'s bedroom? His Cell? Behind the Kitchen near the back door. That's 
what we call it.... but it was necessary as at times, Dulcie could get hard to control, 
especially at night time when her paranoias seem to escalate if she had not taken her 
prescribed medicines. A full moon cycle we called it! The old bloke would lock himself into 
that room. We would always lock our door at night and have the dog on guard along the 
Veranda." 
 
Good grief, I thought to myself, how the other half live! 
 
"There's a door to the side of that room. It's hard to see from the entry door. Hidden by that 
old wardrobe. You must enter the room to notice it. It goes in under the main staircase. 
Beautifully concealed." 
 
Brighton Cooper took Mar over to show her the room. 
 
She called in the Electronic Surveillance whiz-kid Technicians to assess the equipment and 
to pull off any significant video footage that would put the case to bed. 
 
There was more than sufficient to allay any fanciful theories that we may have had. 
 
Brilliantly videoed with top of the range equipment. 
 
She called me over to the small room to view the footage. It seemed to answer all the 
questions adequately. 
 
An argument that seemed to rage for some time that took the two-elderly people along the 
entire rear flagstone patio and back again. Several times. The look of hate and malice clearly 
seen on the face of the old woman. A bent old crone that could have supplied Sleeping 
Beauty with the poison apple, I thought. The conciliatory gestures becoming less and less 
obvious before I noticed anger on the old bloke's face. In his gestures and reactions to barbs 
thrown. The decisive blow. The hurried search for a wheel-barrow and digging implements 
from one of the garages, the raised mattock that rose and fell, becoming increasingly 
agitated and haphazard. The old man obviously effected increasingly by the exertion and the 
heat of the day. The discovery of the skeleton. The perplexed looks and the decisive change 
of location...and the last moments where the old man seemed to float slowly onto the raised 
pitch-spear end of the mattock. The sudden spasms and death throes. 
 
The Techs had bundled up a lot of the recording equipment and the original video of the 
preceding afternoon's events, leaving a copy, which was an automatic digital back-up 
recording, for both Mar and I to view. 
 
It was not a pretty sight and we fast-forwarded through it several times just to be sure of the 
unfolding episode. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
 
"What do you think?" Mar asked. Sadness in her voice. 
 
"That I've seen enough. Huh, in his rage he seemed to have forgotten the surveillance 
cameras….and the fact that questions would be asked about the disappearance of his wife." I 
answered glumly. "We'd better get back up to the hired help and finish off...this just about 
wraps it up." 
 
“May be not.” Mar replied. “Maybe he was intending to delete the video once he had buried 
his wife.” 
 
“Mmm…the question would have remained.” 
 
The six people were sitting around the Dining Table really meant for less. A large pot of 
coffee, a tea pot with an old fashion cosy over it and a plastic 2-litre milk-container took 
centre stage. A platter of cut sandwiches made the available area very restrictive for each 
person's mug and sandwich plate. 
 
The atmosphere was not that of a happy camp ground. 
 
We gratefully accepted the offered coffee and sandwiches. 
 
It was cool inside the Apartment. 
 
An Air-con unit hummed away quietly above a window that unfortunately looked out over 
the once luxuriant Veggie Patch. 
 
Now being attack slowly by a Front-end loader. 
 
A team of students from The Archaeology Classes at the University transported in to help 
with the uncovering of the bodies and to collate any other evidence found that may give a 
glimmer to the identity of the two known bodies now carefully revealed to the world. 
Everything under the eagle eye of the lovely Dominique and the Pembroke couple. 
 
Everyone in the loft Apartment glancing occasionally at the scene unfolding below them. 
Not really wanting to, but unable to resist. 
 
We gave them sparse information of the finding of the video evidence and its content. 
 
"What happens now?" 
 
"We prepare the Case for the Coroner and the DPP although, I would expect that there 
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would be no trial. A finding of Murder recorded against Mr. Brian Wilton-Andrews with 
him accruing a verdict of death by misadventure or accidental death, depending on what the 
Autopsy finds this afternoon. That would be my bet." 
 
I was not at all pleased with the result though my professional etiquette required that I offer 
no such platitudes. I did offer my condolences, my sincere sorrow and began to follow Mar 
from the premises as we had seen our illustrious leader down below, in deep conversation 
with Sherbaverst. 
 
"You mean for eternity; poor father will have a murder verdict against his name?" Henrietta 
cried. 
"I would imagine that will be the case. I cannot see any other alternative." Mar answered 
truthfully. 
 
"So, what happens now?" The question repeated. 
 
It took me some time to answer. 
 
"There will be a Coronal Enquiry into both deaths as I said...." 
 
"No....to us?" Mrs. Cooper responded. She on a better bandwidth to her husband's way of 
thinking than I. 
 
"Oh!" I replied somewhat perplexed. "That is not for me to even guess at, I'm afraid. I'm 
sorry." 
 
"You come into our lives. Turn it upside down and then disappear without even a backward 
glance in our direction. It appears to me that we are all the victims of this crime. Not Mrs. 
W.A. who rightfully deserved her comeuppance!" This spat out with some venom by Keith 
Kovacs. 
 
His wife tried unsuccessfully to calm the man. 
 
To no avail. 
 
Neither Mar nor I had a satisfactory response to those words, as truthfully, they were to 
some extent, correct. 
 
We walked away with nary our emotions rippled, so it would seem to those looking at us. 
 
Even though the sleepless nights and nightmares would continue unabated. 
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CHAPTER NINE 
 
 
"Boss." 
 
We acknowledged DI Church's presence. 
 
He looked steadily at Mar. Then turned to me. 
 
"Not a good completion, I see. Want to talk about it?" 
We both bowed our heads. Shook slowly in the negative. 
 
"She'll be fine Abbey, after we catch up on some sleep." 
 
"Mmm...." He responded. "The security tapes sort it all out to the DPP's satisfaction, so it 
would seem. According to the Techs. Um....I'm not available Monday. At all. Come in early 
on Tuesday. I'll shout breakfast up in the Tower. That's an order." 
 
We both noticed that the Excavator had stopped. The students seemed to be packing up and 
the internationally renowned Forensic Archaeologists were removing their white forensic 
scrubs. Cleaning up. Gathering up their tools of trade. 
 
"What's going on...what? They work Boss's hours on a Saturday?" 
 
Abbey grumbled a reply that I failed to hear. He then turned to me. 
 
"It would appear that we have a Crime Scene. It reverts to Dominique Sherbaverst's control. 
There have been three skeletal remains found so far with evidence of possibly two others in 
the dump. The three unearthed so far show signs of trauma and gunshot wounds. To the 
heads. Execution style..." 
 
I let out a groan. Looked over at Mar. We would be in this vicinity for quite some time. 
 
Abbey started to walk away. Turned as though he had forgotten something to walk back to 
us. 
 
"Remember. Next Tuesday morning early. My Office. Go home. There's nothing more you 
can do here until Dom can clear the area which she seems to think may not be until the 
middle of next week. Possibly even later. These remains are at least sixty to one hundred 
years old according to the 'Twins.'" 
 
He indicated with a wiggle of his fingers. A broad smile, pleased at his own summation and 
joke. 
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"They reckon maybe between the Wars. So! They can wait for your input for a couple of 
more days. On Monday morning. That is when Dom has now organised for our Mr. Wilton-
Andrews Autopsy. His wife's also. Bernie Ford or Sam, his Assistant will do the honours. 
She'll be out here until she's sure that no other skeletal remains exist. By then this bloody 
beautiful garden should be a bloody mess. Go home. I'll follow you towards the City to 
make sure that you do. I hear the surf's up. Have a surf to-morrow morning Joe. Even this 
afternoon. OK?" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
It was the following week before we received the official Post mortem results on the 
remains of both Dulcie Wilton-Andrews nee Beechwood and Brian Wilton-Andrews. There 
were no surprises with the results only verifying and quantifying what we already knew. 
Blunt force trauma made by a 24 oz. Carpenter's hammer found on site was as we 
suspected; and a heart attack for Mr. W.A. that caused him to collapse onto the sharpened 
20-centimetre-long spear point of a mattock, piercing his rib-cage and entering his heart. 
 
Done and dusted although a Coronal Enquiry could be some 18 months down the track with 
the entire estate frozen until the Official verdict reached. 
 
The Cooper and Potter families, on the insistence of the one remaining heir, could remain 
on the property. A Court Order was organised to allow the normal weekly bills and wages to 
be paid for the duration from the considerable sum that appeared to be available in the 
family trust account. The Cooper and Potter families would ensure that the maintenance and 
upkeep of the property continued during that period. 
 
One of the interesting caveats of the Family Trust was that the eldest, direct descendant of 
the Beechwood lineage would have sole Ownership of the entire Estate, its goods and 
chattels and the Trust Account. Further strengthened by the condition that this arrangement 
would only be legal if the heir apparent took up permanent residence at the Beechwood 
Estate. If this was not agreeable or sanctioned, then the offer was to revert to the next 
Beechwood heir in line with no other person, heir or descendant having any rights on the 
Estate or the Family Trust. 
 
I could see why the Wills and Caveats were prepared in such a manner, but it appeared to 
me to be so outdated. Intended I think, to protect the seat of the family home and the estate 
itself. This did not stop Henrietta Kovacs' Great Grandfather from reducing the size of the 
original estate to its present 50 acres. With possible reductions, allowable in the future. 
 
It was an oversight of major import, I had thought. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
 
"You and Hendricks got a minute?" 
 
It was Detective Alison Prior from Fraud and White Collar Crime. 
 
She had been the person who won the long straw to rake through the Estate dealings, the 
Wills and the Financial dealings and history of the Wilton-Andrews and George Princetown 
arrangements. 
 
"Give us an hour, can you?" 
 
"Yeah...see you then." 
 
We were in the middle of a conference with Abbey, the best boss in the world. 
 
"We now have 5 skeletal remains laid out on stainless steel tables at the Morgue. Probable 
year of death between 1920 to 1935. Four are male in an age range from early twenties to 
possibly fifty odd. The other a young woman around the seventeen to twenty-four-year age 
group. Had borne at least one child. Everyone had signatures of blunt force trauma to the 
head that would possibly have killed them, especially in the day and age of their deaths with 
three of them having the obvious sign of a bullet hole to the skull. One skull so severely 
imploded by a blow from a mattock that the damage caused almost obliterated the trace of 
the bullet hole. There are suggestions that another two bodies are in the process of being 
recovered as we speak." 
 
Abbey placed his Diary down on his desk. 
 
"This is a body dump." He added blank faced. "Not a family plot. An Aboriginal burial site 
nor the site of any old cemetery which seems to be suggested in one morning paper that I 
read yesterday." 
 
He got up to walk over to his window that gave views over Parramatta Park. Placed his 
hands in his pockets and jiggled some loose change. 
 
"These are bastards of cases." 
 
He addressed the window, not turning to look at us. 
 
"Time consuming. Particularly boring, requiring the Investigators to worm through 
mountains of old files, Missing Persons Reports and history. Usually to arrive at an 
inconclusive result. Do you two still want to run with it? We have two young bloods who 
have just attained their Detective Grading who I could give this to. Coming into the Office 
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next week. It'll sort them out, maybe. What do you say? I've given you two first choice to 
either take on the case or shovel it on." 
 
I glanced over at Mar. 
 
"Arrh, Boss. Joe and I haven't really given it much thought. Um....we've got no other 
pending cases and our Court time is kinda quiet although we have possibly two cases in the 
Coroners Court coming up...that's about it. How about we take the babes under our wings 
and they can help us on these old cases?" 
Abbey half turned to look at Mar. 
 
He shook his head. Pursed his lips and pinched them with a thumb and forefinger. 
 
He didn't agree. 
 
"You'd have them doing the dirty and uninteresting bits while you two gallivanted about. 
They'd be locked in Archives for the duration. Not a good way to blood in new and 
enthusiastic bodies into the Murder Squad. Either they take the cases completely or else you 
retain them, and I partner the new bodes up with Peta Daniels and Shmitty?" 
 
"OK. We'll retain the cases...but no active murder cases while we're on the job. We'll have 
our hands full as you say, with archive files, Missing Person records and history lessons." 
 
I could see us in a Nine to Five situation until we solved these Cold Cases. That suited me 
fine. I was totally sick of the disrupted sleep patterns. The jagged hours and twelve to 
eighteen hours a day on duty. 
 
This would revive my flagging spirits. Mar's too, I thought. 
 
Abbey had got what he had intended with us making it that much easier for him. 
 
He did not have to order us onto the cold cases. 
 
When-ever we had Cold Cases, as every Murder Squad team had their share as we've had in 
the past, we've detested them. Usually solved by either pure chance or Forensic evidence 
that was not available at the time. DNA strands left at the crime scenes. Or the cases were 
left to hang…But that didn't stop the need to delve into the archives. Into old, musty records 
stored deep in the bowels of the NSW Government Archives in a series of huge air-
conditioned buildings out in the burgs. Digitisation had yet to catch up with most of those 
records. 
 
Abbey was pleased with himself. He had a smug look on his face. 
 
We rose to leave his office. 
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"One thing......" He added. 
 
We sank back into the office chairs. 
 
"Do you remember a case that I handled before I took that six months off...for the missus 
and I to wander aimlessly around Australia....that horrible murder of Mrs. Gordon-Smith? 
No, it was well before you both joined the Force. I and Sonny Liston were both Dee fours I 
think.” He shook his head. Gave a harrumph. “Edith Gordon-Smith. She died a horrible 
death. She had ties. A lot of pressure from on high. Political connections that went way 
back. And to the very top. Yes? Federal Government and the Catholic Church. It was one of 
those cases where the state of the body still replays across my mind…in night-mares." 
 
He looked up at both of us. Trying to inform us that yes, he too still went through hell with 
certain Cases that he had been Lead Dee on many years ago. 
 
"Do you recall where my young friend, Clem Hills now resides? In that beautifully restored 
stone Stable building down in Chinatown?" 
 
I for one thought the conversation was going around in circles and full of cryptic sentences. 
 
I vaguely remembered the little guy. An ex-jockey who thought that he was the world's best 
Private Investigator. A smart mouth. Abbey was somewhat a pseudo-father figure to the 
guy. They had met some years before when Abbey used to take on Race Course Detective 
work for extra cash milling with the Punters. When he was just a Murder Dick not long 
married and needing that extra money. Clem Hills had been a halfway decent jockey until 
several bad falls in a row decreased his enthusiasm to sit on a tonne of muscle pounding 
along at breakneck speed. The little bloke had joined the ranks of the undercover Dees 
working each race day. A bond quickly developed between the two that still existed to this 
day, apparently. 
 
I nodded again at Abbey's words. More to encourage him to get through the story quickly 
and come to the point of it all. 
 
"….it was once the abode of one George Montgomery. As old as the hills. Had lived most of 
his life in the shadows of the Sydney Underworld for over sixty, perhaps eighty years. Died 
what? Five years ago. No, longer than that…closer to ten. Twelve. He had a sort of diary, a 
book on the coming and goings of the various movers and shakers of the underworld since 
before the War. Between the Wars. Hendo transcribed it and gave a copy plus the original 
back to young Clem. After the trial was over. It formed part of the evidence in poor Edith 
Gordon-Smith's gruesome murder case. I never read it. I presume that Clem did. He is doing 
research into that era and the connection between the various political parties, both State 
and Federal with the crime bosses of that time coming forward to the present. It may be 
worth your while to sit down and have a natter with him...." 
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I wasn't following the thread. 
 
What that had to do with seven bodies exhumed on a property in the Southern Highlands 
was beyond me! 
 
I gave a gesture with my arms that spoke of confusion on my part. 
 
"He's that ex-jockey who now works in the Race Course Security Branch? Plus, he's got his 
own Private Investigation Service, hasn't he?" Mar asked. 
 
"A Private Dick? Ya gotta be joking......." 
"Watch it Joe...he's like a son to me, OK?"' 
 
"Yeah, Boss. OK. Sorry." 
 
Though the information I thought, was re-bloody-diculous! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 
We caught the Lift to the ninth. 
 
Fraud and White Collar Crime took up about a quarter of their floor area, sharing the area 
with Burglary where the Murder Squad took up the entire floor area on the sixth. 
 
We swiped our Clearance Cards to gain entry and strolled over to Alison Prior's desk. 
 
She looked up as we approached. 
 
A friendly, wide smile our greeting. 
 
"Thanks for coming up. I need a smoke and a cup of coffee. Do you want to go down to 
ground or up to the Cafeteria?" 
 
That was a 'no-brainer'. 
 
While we took coffee from the Cafeteria which was reasonable, when offered the option, we 
would always swing to the ground floor Coffee Café. 
 
After we'd settled at a rear table we had to, of course, wait until the lovely Alison had first a 
sip of her coffee, light up a cigarette and then wait patiently as she perused her notes in a 
small Note Book. 
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Shorthand wiggles undecipherable to the naked eye. 
 
It took a genius and an Enigma Code Breaker to read! 
 
"Right......!" She began in an authoritative air. "You got the important bits on the Wills, the 
Estate and the caveats? The Family Trust....Came into being in 1892 on the eve of the death 
of one Harold Jameson Beechwood. He had a brood of twelve children. Was originally 
granted 7,000 acres thereabouts in the early part of the 1800's. It inferred in whispered tones 
because of regal connections back home. Made his fortune in wool, timber, and live-stock 
though he came from rich stock back home. The construction of the 'House' commenced in 
1877 with it not completed until after the death of Harold. I can guess and say that there 
may have been family feuds over the rightful heir to the property. In those days, it was 
standard practise that the eldest male son was the benefactor. But in this case, the property 
willed to one Harold Morgan Beechwood Junior, or rightfully 'The Second', who was the 
third son in line. Why this was the case, I have not been able to ascertain. You may have 
more luck if you dig that deep… if you want to." She looked up and gave a smile. A wink. 
 
She looked over at us before taking several gulps of coffee and a couple of drags on her 
cigarette. 
 
"Umm....He appears to have been one frugal fellow, increasing the area of land by small 
allotment purchases.... let’s skip the next one hundred or so years...." 
 
She took another drag and tittered at her ignorance of close to one hundred years in the 
history of the family. 
 
"In 1967, the then Owner, one Morgan Jonathan Beechwood, was looking bankruptcy in the 
face. The Trust Account, which had been extremely healthy up until around the late 1950's, 
was down to its last quarter million in to-day's values. That's when Mr. Brian Wilton-
Andrews and George Princetown appeared on the scene and the sell-off of land began. That 
along with judicious investment on the Stock Market pushed the Account balance close to 
A$25M in a very surprising short number of years, I might add. It has remained around that 
figure ever since. There are several allotments that one could call satellite properties to the 
main Estate in the names of several $2 Shelf Companies....these seem to be well hidden in 
the scheme of things and only became known when we began an investigation into 
Princetown's affairs. He has been handling these allotments hoping, one would imagine, to 
take control and ownership by proxy or by sheer stealth. He appears to be that type of 
guy…I’ll elaborate further." 
 
Again, she stopped to pull on the cigarette. 
 
"Princetown, it would seem, is quite the schemer in several ways.... The financial steerage 
from the time of Mr. W.A.'s involvement a welcome sight for any financial planner and/or 
advisor. Beautiful. One small matter. Mr. George Princetown. His personal finances are a 
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mess. He lost extremely heavily in the GFC and its aftermath....one interesting thing...he has 
been syphoning off the equivalent of between $100 and $500 a week for around the last 
couple of years...since the GFC .... from the Trust Account. Cleverly done. We are in the 
process of going right through his financial dealings for the last ten years as there are signs 
that the Beechwood Estate Trust Account was not the only raid that he habitually made. 
He'll go down for various fraudulent matters, not just the Beechwood matter. He'd know by 
now that he is on thin ice and looking at prison time...we've got him by the short and curlies. 
We have already begun arrangements against him with several Court Orders and Demands 
to secure and freeze his various business interests and trust accounts that he holds for 
clients." 
 
She straightened up, folded up her Note Book, took the last of the dregs of her coffee and lit 
up another cigarette. She had that smug look on her face of a job well done. 
"The official Report will be on your desk maybe within ten working days. A confirmation of 
this meeting in the form of a Preliminary Report will be made available to you sometime 
before the end of the week." 
 
"Well done.... you have the guy? For sure?" 
 
"Without a doubt. Yes." 
 
Both Mar and I nodded our heads, pleased with the outcome. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
"People...." She muttered with a downward inflection.... 
 
"What?" 
 
Mar slumped back in her chair, rocking it back to the point of it almost toppling over. She 
shook her head. 
 
"I was just thinking, that's all...we see all sorts in this line of work. Mostly when people are 
at their worst. Inflicting pain and misery on their fellow man..." 
 
"Don't get all philosophical on me, Marge. That will send you bonkers!" 
 
"Nah... take that AO, George Princetown for example. Comes across as the best...I'll bet that 
it was he who volunteered the most effective strategies to turn that Trust Account around. It 
was his thinking, acumen, and balls! He couldn't help but talk about himself giving you the 
impression that poor old Brian W.A. was the staid, stick in the mud. Yet that guy ends up 
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with the candy bar. Not Dulcie as I think she would never have been Princetown's type...but 
the cake, the property which Brian got to eat, as well. Then the GFC hits. He fails to take 
the advice of his friend who had the proven record...why? Because somewhere deep down, 
he wanted his dear friend to be wrong...just once! When that proved to be a furphy, he starts 
nibbling at the golden egg...not because he has criminal leanings, but because he always 
knew and secretly stewed over the fact that it was he and his advice that gave them that 
golden egg in the first place. I'll bet that when interviewed, he'll say something along the 
lines that he was only taking a small percentage of what he considered was rightfully his. I'll 
bet you a tenner!" 
 
"Yeah! So?" 
 
She shrugged her shoulders, which infuriated me. I was on the verge of getting up her. 
 
Instead I took a deep breath and asked, "These remains? How do you reckon we should 
tackle the problem? Wait a couple of weeks to find out if Forensics DNA sampling and 
dental records spits out a match? Or just dive into the Archive material?" 
 
"Background. Background first." 
 
It was my turn to shrug my shoulders and wonder on the ways of the world. 
 
I was buggered as to what she was on about, but I was not going to give her the satisfaction 
of asking her what in Holy Hell that meant! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
Some past records were in the process of digitisation off old micro-fiche film. 
 
Others never would be. 
 
The investment did not warrant the outcome so it would seem, so we would be left to delve 
through the multitude of reels of micro-fiche records of Missing Persons from the year 1920 
upwards. Not all records of that time placed on microfiche which meant that we had to 
painstakingly go through old paper records of the same period while we wore thick white 
cotton forensic gloves to prevent body oils from damaging the tissue paper thin folios of 
some of the records. 
 
We had delayed that process for some time, hoping that DNA and/or dental records would 
shed some light on the identities of the seven skeletal remains. 
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Unfortunately, the costs to provide that DNA 'chain' considered exorbitant and time 
consuming when more pressing cases called for a higher priority of forensic input and 
investment. So, our 'remains' tended to slip down the greasy slope of status, classified as 
less important as far as time, costs and priorities were concerned. 
 
Rightly so, some may say as the investigation into the homicide death of eight people some 
eighty years ago would not provide a Perpetrator to charge. This would just add a tarnished 
reputation to perhaps a person long dead. 
 
It had been a long shot that any DNA trace be linked to descendants of the deceased in any 
case. This would mean that inherited criminal traits from the forefathers to a descendant 
some four or five generations later. That a lineage of crims would be traceable through the 
DNA links. 
 
A bloody long shot, so we thought. 
 
The request remained active though, on the off-chance that at least one of the seven may be 
identified in that manner. We knew that the normal two to three-week examination time 
would blow out because of the priorities and more pressing cases, but two to three months 
as mentioned, caused me heart burn to some degree! 
 
In the meantime, we had put through the necessary requests to have the pertinent Missing 
Persons Files of that era placed in a secure Office within the Archives building. Mar insisted 
that before we tackle that onerous task, we should revisit the Beechwood Estate. 
 
What for, I had no idea and her response to my muttered query was just as mumbled reply. 
 
"Background, Joe. Background!" 
 
Brighton Cooper opened the back door to the mansion, leading us into the Study. After 
turning the lights on and the security system off, opening the outside accordion set of doors 
onto the expansive Patio, he crossed over to the open book shelving on the opposite wall to 
indicate a section where many photograph albums, manuscripts and box files of letters, 
papers, and communications were stacked. 
 
"That there, as far as I know, is the Beechwood history in writing and photographs. Six 
generations of the stuff! Almost that entire section of shelving." 
 
He gave an expansive wave of his arms. 
 
I shook my head in exasperation. What with the stack of files waiting for us at the Central 
Registry, and now this, we could be on this case for a month of Sundays straining our eyes 
in the process! 
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"Good.” Mar enthused. “Let's tackle the photographs first. Is there a photo-scanner-printer 
close by? And can you turn on the Computer?" 
 
"Yes, though Mr. W.A.'s would be password controlled." 
 
There were four separate accounts for Wilton-Andrews. All password controlled. There was 
one for his wife, that was not. 
 
"We'll need to gain access to those other accounts at some stage. Do you know if he kept a 
copy of the Passwords?" 
 
"Check the top drawer, Mar.... or under the Blotter. You never know." 
 
"Yeah right. For such a security conscious guy, I doubt...well...I'll be...what do you know! 
I'll be the last to leave the Titanic floating on my violin! Even call me Satchmo and paint my 
face with black shoe polish!" Mar exclaimed, parodying my frivolous but witty sayings. 
 
Mar had that smug look on her face. Then she looked at me with a look that said I was 
approaching insanity. 
 
"When did you arrive here, Mr. Cooper?" I asked the man who hovered about as though we 
might scratch the Barton Desk. I wanting to ignore the look on Mar's face. Telling me that 
she was right again! 
 
"Straight after I got out of the Army. Won the lottery for a free trip to Nam. My family were 
long-time friends of Brian W.A.'s family. They got me the job. For-ever grateful. You 
couldn't wish for a better boss than Mr. W.A." 
 
"You've always lived above the garage?" 
 
"Oh no. Grandfather Beechwood....Harold Beechwood Senior, really he should be called 
'The Third' to save confusion...with his son Harold...The Fourth as he was also named 
Harold...that was the last male in line to survive...he extended the garage in the late Forties, 
earlier Fifties. He was into cars. Veteran. Vintage. Most still down there. Mr. W.A. put the 
accommodation over the original Stable building for me and my Mary. I guess around the 
mid-seventies. Up until then we lived in the old Out-station building near the southern 
boundary line. When our Jenny looked to get married, Mr. W.A. put it to Dan and her about 
staying here to become the Gardener like. Dan had just finished a Horticultural Course at 
Sydney Tech. Used to travel there by train three nights a week. Get the Mail train back 
home. When they agreed, that would have been the late Nineties, he did the rest of the 
extension over the length of the Garage. For their accommodation. It's bigger than ours. But 
they're likely to have more kids then us with Jen. Mary had problems if you know what I 
mean...." 
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It always amazed me with some people. They would hold their tongue usually about family 
history and some such to most people, but would run off with so much dribble when a Cop 
was about...go figure! 
 
"What do you think will happen once the whole thing is settled? Probate. In Testate. Will. 
All the legalese sorted out." 
 
"Henrietta and Keith intend to move into the mansion. They're got six kids you know. Keith 
has sketches on what he would like to do to the house already...he's an Architect...a pool, 
tennis court, horses, and stables. There's more than enough bedrooms, though I think they 
want to brighten the place up. Inside. Especially upstairs. Larger and more Dormer windows 
he calls them. New bathrooms. New Kitchen. Bigger Family Room extending out over a 
section of the rear Patio. There's even been a mention of a Glass House off our part...like it 
was in the old days. They've said that we can stay here doing what we've always done if we 
want. Re-negotiate the wage package of course..." 
 
"And...?" 
 
"Oh, yes. We wouldn't think of going anywhere else. Not on your life!" 
 
He looked rather sheepish. Scratched his chin. Feeling it to see perhaps, if he needed to have 
a shave. 
 
"Arrh.... those bodies? The lasses tell us that most of them buried around the time between 
the Wars. 1920 to 1935. They can't yet be more specific. That would have been when 
Harold Beechwood Senior and his missus, Henrietta were in control. He was born I think in 
1890. Maybe 1870. Possibly earlier. He was in State Parliament during the First World War. 
Up until the middle of the Second World War I think. Perhaps it was Federal Parliament. 
I'm not too sure. That's why he didn't go.... would he have been in some way connected? To 
the bodies? I understand that a number out of the seven now discovered were shot in the 
head...execution style. Would he have been connected to the crimes?" 
 
"We don't know yet, Coop. We are hoping to get some inkling by wading through these 
papers and old photos. By the way.... that information should not have been disclosed...." 
 
"Oh no! We heard them talking when we were sitting having lunch. The window was open. 
Them having lunch at their Bus...we overheard their conversation...they were wondering 
like..." 
 
"In that case Coop, I must ask you not to divulge that information to anyone...and I'd ask 
that you instruct who-ever else knows that piece of information, that they keep it to 
themselves. After all, this is a murder investigation. OK? Did you know him? Old 
Beechwood the First? Or Second?" 
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I didn't know where I was with the ascension order and the names. I needed to get that 
straightened out. 
 
"Nah. He died in '75. At a ripe old age. There were three, maybe four generations of 
Beechwoods living here at that time. The year that I first got here. Henrietta died some years 
before that. Should never have been driving according to Harry Beechwood Junior...the 
Fourth...that became one of my priorities to the family. Chauffeur." 
 
I nodded my head at what he had divulged. It was going to be a confusing business, 
especially with this family’s want to name the first male born the same as the father. It 
appeared to occur for several generations. 
 
A white-board is what we needed. One of those you-beaut ones connected to the computer. I 
must approach Abbey in that regard. 
 
We waded through the albums, copying some photos that caught our attention though that 
was minimal considering the time span that they covered. We stopped for lunch when Jenny 
Potter bought in a plate of sandwiches and the best coffee that I had tasted in quite a while. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
 
"Yeah Boss. No, send the information to my e-mail address. I can pick it up here on the 
house computer. Yes, Abbey. We will organise a meeting with them before we start on the 
micro-fiche records of Missing Persons down in the Archives Building's Basement...eight 
names? You reckon they are connected? OK...we'll wait till we look at them. Yes Boss. That 
makes sense...Not to-night though, as we'll need a change of clothes. Toiletries.... Mr. 
Cooper will know of a reasonable Motel in town. It'll save us driving back and forward to 
and from the City each day. Good one Boss....maybe a week. Two at the most. There's a lot 
of stuff to wade through.... nah, we'll be able to manage. See ya, Abbey....Sure, if anything 
comes up." 
 
I raised my eyebrows as I signed off and placed my mobile back in my pocket. 
 
"We've got permission to stay for a week. Maybe two in a crunch. In a Motel in town. 
Coop? Can you recommend one?" 
 
"Stay here at the house. Jenny and my Mary are bored shitless not having anyone to care 
for...make meals for.... tidy up after them." 
 
"I don't know, Coop...at the very least, we should get the nod from the Kovacs..." 
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"That's as good as done. I'll organise that...okay?" 
 
"Good. That'll make it easier. What was that about sending some information via your e-
mail, Mar?" Cutting across their conversation. 
 
"Remember Abbey mentioning the fact that because of that George Montgomery Diary, we 
should sit down and discuss the case with Clem Hills. That Private Investigator. He was 
doing research for a book based on the relationship between certain State Parliamentarians 
and the big-time Crime Families from between the Wars up until the present...he has sent 
some information to Abbey...obviously chaffing at the bit to be involved.... or getting his 
hands on some of this early history stuff of the Beechwood family. Impatient because we 
yet, had not contacted him, so he's sent off a mouth-waterer to Abbey to get a 
response...Abbey's dropping it into my e-mail. I can pick it up from this Computer....and I 
think Abbey's nose is a-twitching because he has been the recipient of certain intelligence 
that links the Beechwoods with the Macready mob." 
 
"What!? The Sydney Crime family and the well-known Racing Identity, as they put it in the 
80's and 90's....he had the Sydney drug trade wrapped up at one stage, didn’t he? In the 60’s 
and 70’s. Now that is interesting. We'll have to keep an eye out on any mention that will 
confirm that relationship." 
 
There was the distracting peel from the computer. 
 
"You have mail, M'dear." I murmured in response to the annoying Microsoft chimes. I got 
up to stand behind Mar as the e-mail came through. 
 
"What's this? Cryptic clues or something?" 
 
"Hang on Joe. Abbey wouldn't send this onto us unless he felt that it would be useful to us. 
He's already figured it out more'n likely and has faith in our investigatory abilities...." 
 
"What a lot of rot...a rough sketch of a shed...the figure eight...and a list of eight names. 
C'mon Mar, we're being had. That little bloody ex-jockey's having a go at us...he's sitting 
back having a bloody laugh." 
 
"Shut up Joe and use your imagination!" She shot back. Annoyance in the tone of her voice. 
 
She stood to rummage through the pile of Albums that we had already perused. 
 
"Coop, when did you say that Mr. W.A. took the hay loft off the top of the original 
Stables?" Her voice had that ring of excitement only heard when she knew that she had the 
answer. A break-through in a case. 
 
"Around '75...he extended that first floor area for the entire length of the garage extension 
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when my Jenny and Dan agreed to take up employment here after they got married mid 
1978...." 
 
"And when was the extensions done on the Stable length?" 
 
"I'm not sure...but I think sometime around late 40's or early 50's...." 
 
"…And have you any idea...here we are...there was a Hothouse...or some type of 
Glasshouse abutting the rear of the original Stable building...yes? According to these couple 
of photos..." 
 
"Yeah....Actually. Both Grandma Henrietta and Grandfather Harold....Beechwood Senior, 
were both into Orchid growing. In a big way. They propagated two new species that won 
several awards in their day. “Beechwood Beautiful” and “Henrietta Happiness”. I remember 
being told that they had a superb glasshouse set-up. The trouble was they had to completely 
replace all the glass four times in five years due to bad storms. The weather builds up here 
in the southern highland district and rolls down the escarpment into the Sydney basin. It can 
get quite angry hereabouts.... they lost a lot of Orchid stock to those storms.... broke 
Henrietta's heart several times over." 
"So, the glasshouse went when they put the stable extension on?" 
 
"Oh, no. There was the bare frame, if I recall correctly. I vaguely remember old Beechwood 
saying that it was just too expensive to always having to replace all the broken glass...and 
they had slowly stopped using it as the Orchid Hothouse because of the attrition rate caused 
by the regular storms. They'd long stopped using it before that...but yes, the frame was 
completely demolished in '75. That's when we started with the raised veggie plots. Putting 
an additional one in each year until we had twelve. Mrs. W.A. was not in favour of that 
though she accepted all the kudos especially from the local press for the charitable 
donations to the Retirement Village and the Meals on Wheels and Food for the Poor drives." 
 
"Look at this photo. Taken from inside the Stable area looking out through the length of the 
Hothouse. Loose Flagstone floor. Down the right-hand side seedling tables. Easy to move. 
Check out this photo. That copse of trees that is no longer there. If one was in the copse, that 
is what you would sketch of the original Stable building and Hothouse. That perspective..." 
 
"Not a very good interpretation..." I mumbled, though Mar had hit it right on the head. 
 
"So, we now know that old George Montgomery was not a good drawer…sketcher...okay? 
But I reckon he may have been here…hiding. Why? And so bloody what, Joe Lind?!! One 
more body to find and he has identified all the victims for us! Thank you, Old George." 
 
"Mar...?" I wanted to say that she was jumping at shadows, but the more that I looked at the 
drawing and the relevant photographs, the more I knew that she was right. I just couldn't 
bring myself to say so. 



47 

Mar was taking the photographs from their setting in the Album to copy. 
 
To digitise and forward into her computer folio account to later pass through Photoshop, 
enhance and provide a copy to the Murder Book. 
 
"Abbey must have twigged to it as soon as he saw that sketch. He was here that Saturday 
morning completely taken by the Stable building.... walking around whispering how he'd 
love a set-up like that. The veggie garden that is. As you say Mar, he had confidence in our 
ability..." 
 
Mar almost choked on my acceptance of her supposition! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
 
Deirdre Douglas or more commonly called DD, was Dominique Sherbaverst's Assistant. 
The beautiful Dom otherwise indisposed, leaving her capable Assistant to finish off the 
'Dig'. 
 
We sat under the awning of the bloody big, converted bus, the Mobile Home and 
Laboratory where DD and her four Assistants were living until it became clear that the 'Dig' 
was completed. The Bus often used in the Outback on Dinosaur digs. 
 
We spread out the photographs and the sketch onto one of those collapsible picnic tables, 
filling the rotund woman in on our theory as we laid out the photos. 
 
"I'll go along with that. I was going to call it quits to-morrow if we did not come across any 
further remains this afternoon. This should give us an estimation of the position of the last 
one if we are going to accept the supposition that the figure eight represents the number of 
bodies buried here. Closer to the original building footings and at the extreme right of the 
former Hothouse's outer wall. The positioning of all the corpses would indicate that who-
ever did the burying, knew the position of each site. And by inference, was involved in the 
disposal of all the bodies. There is a clear pattern, possibly commencing as close as possible 
to the external wall of the Stable building and to the eastern wall of the now demolished Hot 
House, so that, one could assume, they had little chance of accidental interference...as the 
seedling and work table were located hard against that outer glass wall." 
 
"Or of being spotted...." One of her Forensic Techs interrupted as she shucked herself out of 
another set of grimy, dirt stained 'Scrubs'. 
 
DD nodded her head in agreement as she continued. "….and in line with the outer edge of 
the external wall of the Hothouse because the planting and seed tables could be readily 
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removed or moved out of the way for the dig and then repositioned back over the flagstones 
to minimise any future detection of the site...all agree?" 
 
The other three Techs, now in sparkling clean white Scrubs, and both Mar and I, agreed 
with the supposition. 
 
"Unfortunately, after so much time has passed, we are finding very little or no trace 
evidence at all that may help. Secondary material that may have helped would be now non-
existent." 
 
DD shrugged her shoulders as an apology. 
 
Within fifteen minutes of repositioning the front-end loader and excavating the top soil from 
the area, the eighth and final remains were unearthed. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
 
We watched the eighth and last remains exposed before we wandered back into the Study. 
Agreeing that because of the position, the body was more than likely the first buried in this 
private Cemetery. 
 
"We should assume that the Criminal Records, unlike the Missing Persons Reports, have 
been digitised to such an extent that includes our window of events. Can you bring up the 
official NSW Police site from this computer?" I asked, deep in thought. 
 
"You Doubting Thomas, Joe Lind!" 
 
Marge did the necessary links to obtain access to the NSW Criminal Records data base. She 
typed in “Michael Bristol Haig” which was the first name on the supplied list, waited the 
requisite forty-five seconds to have a mug shot fill the entire screen. A swarthy, dark haired, 
rugged, good looking guy. A prominent five O'clock shadow. Dark eyes. Thin lips 
surrounded a wide mouth. A typical English nose and slightly conspicuous over-sized ears. 
 
"Meet Mickey Haig." Mar invited as she leaned in close to the computer screen. "Two-bit 
gangster and muscle man for the O'Flannery Brothers who owned the Eastern Suburbs up to 
and including The Cross during that period. According to the Intelligence report attached." 
 
She printed off the mug shot as an A4 colour enhanced photo, spinning it across to me, 
reading the Charge Sheet as she did so. 
 
"DOB 6/2/1896. Last known address (lka) Flat 4 “Harbourside Views” 1845 Bayswater 
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Road, Potts Point. First came to the notice of the local Gendarmes when he was but a mite at 
the age of 10, would you believe. Attempted pickpocketing. Then two bit stealing charges. 
By the time that he reached adulthood, he was well known to the cops. A career criminal. 
Mostly assault charges. Assault with intent, assault causing grievous bodily harm, assault 
with a deadly weapon. Three Drunk and Disorderly charges. Resisting arrest. Small time. 
But on the charge to more brutal things!  Two separate stints at Her Majesty's pleasure for a 
one year and six month stretch each. His interaction with the Police ceased in 1927. Nothing 
after that date which meant that he was 30 at that time. I wonder why he never went to 
war.... he would have been 18 in 1914." 
 
"Wasn't the 1st. AIF all volunteers?" 
 
Marge looked over at me. Shrugged her shoulders. 
 
"Sounds like if he was one of the muscle man and stand-over guys for the O'Flannery gang, 
his criminal record and time spent in Prison would prevent that, wouldn't it?" 
 
"Could be, I guess. I mean the guy was what? Twenty-two years of age at the time of the 
Armistice in 1918...didn't they have conscription towards the end of the War? Health? A 
body deformity?" 
 
"As you said, his criminal record...his stints in jail?" 
 
"Hmm...I'll go a tenner and say that is his body out there. The closest to the edge of the 
original Stable footings...the last found but the first on the list...the first buried.... what do 
you reckon?" 
 
I didn't want to get involved in confirming pure assumption and theory as fact. I ignored the 
question. 
 
She printed the Charge Sheet off. Skipped the sheets across the desk towards me. His list of 
crimes extensive but ending suddenly in 1927. 
 
"Jayleen Temperance Lloyd...Temperance...a good name for a girl on the make. DOB 1901. 
Lka an address in Ultimo. Prostitution. Con woman. Allegedly stole a wallet and cash from 
a gentleman as he slept on a park bench after a night of drinking with fellow Veterans of 
WW1. She was 17 at the time. Her first recorded run-in with the law, but I'll bet that the 
local boys knew her well before that! Mostly prostitution charges. Being in a house of ill-
repute. Arrested on the premises of an unlicensed sly grog shop. Nothing at all substantial or 
a danger to society..." 
 
Again, an A4 sized photo copy of a mug shot. A copy of the woman's charge sheet that also 
ceased in 1927. 
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The photo, details, and profile on all eight names disclosed small time Operators and law 
breakers. Not Criminal master minds or dangerous, psychopathic killers. Everyone had 
extensive but low level run-ins with the Law which suddenly ceased at different dates 
commencing in 1927 with the last curtailment being January 1934. 
 
Mar stood and walked to the open door of the Study blowing air through her lips in 
exasperation. She stood for some moments staring at the Forensic Techs slowly revealing 
what would be the last skeleton discovered on the Beechwood Estate. 
 
"What's up Mar?" My superior detection skills showing through. 
 
"Proof, Joe. Proof!" 
 
She turned angrily towards me. 
 
"We've now got a list of eight names. A body count of eight. We assume that we have a list 
of eight names to go with those bodies, but we got bugger all!!!!" 
 
"We've got a starting point, Mar..." 
"We've got bugger all. Proof. We need proof. Why these eight if it turns out that their names 
happen to match the bodies that we've got? Why buried here? Why were they killed in such 
a fashion? Execution style. Why didn't most of them go to War when most of the men in 
any case, were in that age bracket. Who killed them? Who buried them? What is the 
connection between Harold Beechwood Senior...or the Third what-ever...and the whole 
thing! He was a sitting member of State Parliament at the time, for God's sake...the local 
State Member for this part of the World. A very important person with ties ...." She again 
blew air out through her mouth in frustration? Exasperation? 
 
I wasn't too sure. 
 
I was more than happy with our progress. For cadavers interned some eighty odd years ago, 
we had a beginning. Some of our cases didn't even have that at the start of proceedings. 
 
Marge thrust her fingers through her hair. 
 
".... And the most frustrating thing...the thing that gets up my nose the most, is that the only 
way that we may find out the answers is sequestering ourselves into an underground Office 
with no windows and lousy air-conditioning for some time...going bloody slightly mad 
watching micro-fiche film slide past our eye-balls....and burying ourselves in these musty 
records and mementoes of days gone by in this fucking Study!" 
 
She thrust her arms out in anger towards the pile of documents that we had not even 
scanned yet. 
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I knew that at times like this it was best to say nothing. 
 
Let the temperature and anger cool. 
 
Nothing was to be gained. 
 
But before I had the chance to respond to either poor oil over her anger…or to stoke the 
flames, she was off and running again! 
 
"And who really gives a fig! So, what if we close the case successfully. Identify the bodies. 
Give them names. Point the finger towards a Perpetrator. And prove it, too! Who will be 
arrested, trialled and sentence? No fucking one! They're all dead. So, what is the use? Tell 
me that, Joseph Lind. All we will have is a family who had thought highly of their 
Grandfather, their great Grandfather whose name will now be dragged through the mud. 
The family name tainted for-evermore...even associates of theirs pulled into the mire! Come 
under suspicion after all these years. Completely divorced from the actions of family 
members some...almost 100 years ago!" 
 
I let the moment hang. Thinking perhaps that she may have just momentarily stopped to 
catch her breathe. 
"And Joe, I'll tell you this, the law of averages says that we will not even come close to 
solving this mystery. It's been too many years..." 
 
After some moments and against my better judgement, I murmured, "C'mon, girlie." 
 
I knew that she hated that 'tag'. I was hoping to reroute her anger onto something else! 
 
"C'mon. Settle down. We got a start. What we can do is have some-one trace out these 
names...from genealogy records. Trace out the family trees. Then we, along with a Forensic 
Technician, can visit the direct male descendant and get a DNA sample so that when the 
DNA sample’s extracted from all these remains, we will have a match...and proof of 
identity...Hendo loves that type of delving...let's bring him across that Family Tree thing...he 
can check Electoral Role lists from that period also...the Bureau of Statistics for that period's 
Census details, if they had such things back then. We can ask Abbey if we can use him to sit 
in that little musty underground room instead of us while we enjoy the open air of this 
Study..." 
 
She turned around, still leaning against the door jamb. She pointed a finger at me. 
 
"You call me 'girlie' one more time and my boot will be a permanent fixture up your arse, 
Joe Lind!" 
 
She turned to peer out through the Study door again. Her arms crossed tightly in front of 
her. 
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"Marvellous, ain't it?" I continued. 
 
I have a death wish, I know! 
 
Knowing that my life was now in danger. At the very least, my haemorrhoids will have 
company! 
 
"We were becoming sick and tired of all those staggered hours, loss of sleep and eighteen 
hour days with only hours until the next day's work. It was becoming so obvious that even 
Abbey noticed it. Concerned about our sanity and possible burn out, he, like the excellent 
Boss that he is, would have preferred to give the Case to a team that loves this type of thing. 
Like Brent Samuels and Claire...or Wally and Jackie...but no...he sees that his two most 
brilliant Investigators are on a downer and need this case, bought on no doubt by this 
continual lack of sleep, fucked up hours and the need for some-one, some male jerk-off in 
this team, to constantly volunteer for the 'back-up' night-time relief role when there is no 
need to really do that...Abbey knows all this and rightly assesses that this Case will be a 
grinding, monotonous delving into long ago records...but it will have one positive 
element...a nine to five existence for its duration...cries of ecstasy all round..." 
 
Mar turned back to me. 
 
"You're a fucking imbecile and a pain in the arse...you want to stay on this case for why? 
So, you can catch up on some lost sleep that you alone can be blamed for losing..." 
 
A smile split her face. The blackness on her dial evaporated. She shook her head. 
 
"You're an AO, Joseph Lind. A bloody arse-hole...but you're the best partner I'm ever likely 
to have...that took some doing confessing, let me tell you…and you’re never likely to hear it 
repeated in this life-time!" 
 
"I know Mar...and Beggars can't be choosers!" I responded. 
 
The cheekiest of grins spread across my dial. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
 
Hendo jumped when the idea was put to him by Abbey. 
 
Hendo, aka Guy 'Hendo' Henderson, was perhaps the second most useful person on the 
entire floor. Second only to the Cleaner who did an absolute sterling job cleaning up our 
mess every day! 
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Hendo was one of four civilian Clerks who ensured the smooth running of the place. For the 
Day and Afternoon shifts. 
 
The Night Shift and Graveyard shift had their own Clerks. 
 
In days gone by, these duties carried out by Uniformed staff. 
 
A total waste of talent used in the most incorrect manner. 
 
The four did our report typing and other typing that required accuracy, neatness, and a 
modicum of good English. Answered the constantly ringing phones and took messages. 
Computer searches and exercises involving the advance use of computer capabilities. 
Ensured all the time sheets were up to date, the whereabouts of our sick, holiday, long 
service, and days off in lieu records were at. Where we all were at any given moment. Took 
the shorthand notes of all and every meeting that took place on the floor which could be 
more than a handful on any given day, typed these out for compilation into the relevant 
Murder Book or other document holders. Transcribed every Interview conducted in the 
Interview Rooms ensuring that copies went into the required Murder Books, computer 
duplicates, drop copies to Abbey and most importantly, were available for those small jobs 
not supposed to be handle by Officers of the Law. 
 
Like milk supplies, tea and coffee and an assortment of bickies always being available in 
our Lunch Room and that the various Lotto and Lottery syndicates were up to date and 
financial! 
 
Hendo would have also made a brilliant Investigator if he had that leaning. 
 
He loved the occasional 'Day in the Field' exercise and thought the world was a good place 
when he had the chance to worm his way through mountains of records, paperwork, or 
reports. 
 
Consequently, we didn't see him for over a week. 
 
For all we knew, he might have choked to death on all that minuscule air-borne paper grit! 
 
He eventually emerged holding a thick pile of papers. Looking paler from the fluorescent 
lighting tan. 
 
We called into the Headquarters Office for his debut performance. 
 
He had wanted to come down to the Estate. That quashed by Abbey. 
 
No reason given though one could surmise that if Hendo had seen the amount of records 
that we needed to pile through, he would have put up a bloody good reason for his input! 
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Also, the mounting financial tab for this Case was starting to climb. 
 
The first pile that he placed in front of us with some authority and ceremony, were copies of 
the Missing Person Reports. 
 
For five of the eight names. Some-one did love these people once. 
 
The next, a neat diagram of a family tree for each of those five. In particular, the direct 
paternal lineage from the 'Missing Person' to the present male descendant. 
 
Next, several pages showing details of each of those present day male descendants. In all 
cases, a License photograph of each relevant male attached. 
 
The next pile was a list of names from the AIF recruiting records. Five of the eight detailed 
including two that were not present on any of the Missing Persons Reports. Three stamped 
with 'UNSUITABLE FOR OVERSEAS SERVICE' in red across the copies. 
 
That was a big coincidence according to the three of us. 
 
The next pile was copies of the relevant Electoral Registry of 1926 with each name and 
address clearly highlighted. All eight persons identified in this record. It seemed that in 
those days, people tended to remain around the same district for most of their lives. 
 
The next pile was for one person only. 
 
That person, one of the three out of the eight not listed as missing. 
 
One George Alfred Charles, aka Charlie George, aka Freddy Charles. 
 
The oldest member by far, of the eight. 
 
A career criminal in a mid-level sort of way. Running a house of 'ill-repute'. Stand-over 
tactics. A string of assaults that left most of the recipients in hospital. Running several sly 
grog shops and SP Bookie shops. All with ties to one Jack Macready, Senior. The illegal 
premises all around Darling Harbour, what is now known as Chinatown, Ultimo, Glebe and 
Balmain. 
 
A listing of George Alfred Charles on the Electoral Registry of 1926. 
 
A family tree identifying the direct paternal lineage and the pertinent details of that present-
day male descendant including a current License photograph. 
 
We now had verification and details of the eight names, linking them with present day 
persons. 
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It was surprising and interesting that five of the descendants from the original eight, were 
known to the Police. 
 
Hereditary experts and Psychiatrists would have a field day with that piece of information! 
 
We had the bodies. We had the names. But pure supposition linked the two! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
 
When Abbey had given tacit approval for Hendo to delve into the Archive files of micro-
fiche on Missing Persons, the inference was there for us to eventually make our 
acquaintanceship with his little mate, Clem 'Lofty' Hills, Private Investigator. 
 
We eventually had to make the call so as not to give Abbey any impression that we thought 
the whole exercise a total waste of time…or transmit to him that we really didn’t want any 
busy-body member of the Public nosing into our investigation. 
 
Both Mar and I had met Clem Hills previously. 
 
A passing nod of the head along the HQ corridors. Or at a crime scene where his expertise 
called upon occasionally by Abbey. Though not necessarily welcomed by other Police 
Officers. 
 
Or not that unusual, at a crime scene that happened to have been the little jockey's bank-roll 
at the time. 
 
Not a good sign when the paying Clients end up dead! 
 
To my way of thinking, that spoke reams on the ex-jockey's capabilities and talent as a 
Private Investigator. 
 
Though by the look of his digs, he seemed to have done very well indeed! 
 
The little man led us through his accommodation. 
 
The original old stone stables purported to be over one hundred years old. 
 
I thought that I could still smell that faint whiff of horses. Not something that I'd be overly 
keen on travelling up my nostrils every day. But then, as an ex-jockey, I suppose it would be 
heaven to his olfactory system. Taking him back to his glory days, perhaps. 
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We followed him out onto a rear courtyard area covered with trellis work. A section covered 
with Climbing Rose bushes that displayed brilliant golden blooms. The beautiful sweet 
smell of rose perfume filled the air. Countless bees buzzed unconcerned over our heads. Our 
nervous attitude to their presence the complete opposite to that of the bees to us! 
 
Mar was starting to sweat. 
 
Don't tell me she is as afraid of bees, as she is of dogs I thought incredulously! I gave her a 
questioning look. Raised my eyes to a bee whizzing past. A frown of some proportion, her 
reply! 
 
A tall, slim woman rose to greet us. 
 
Attractive. Clear skin. Alive eyes. A wide, toothy, friendly smile. Perhaps early fifties 
though that assumption proved to be incorrect as the conversation picked up. She had been a 
Journalist during the Vietnam War which would put her age more accurately around the late 
sixties, early seventies. 
 
You wouldn't have guessed that in a million years, looking at her. 
 
We later captivated by her wicked wit and sense of humour that would have seemed at 
home in smoky, dimly lit bars in Saigon. 
 
She extended her hand. 
 
"I'm Cee Harrison. Lofty asked that I be present on your visit. We are collaborating on a 
book on the close connection between Political Party movers and shakers and major crime 
figures. We started out just concentrating on the period between the Wars. With the 
information that we've gleaned, that’s now extended to the present era. You'd be surprised at 
the history involved. The interconnecting tendrils of the basis of our investigation. Please, 
sit. Can I get you something to drink? Coffee? Orange juice, chilled and freshly squeezed. 
Water?" 
 
We sat down into comfortable outdoor chairs. 
 
Mar was very uneasy as three dogs circled her position. 
 
A large Rhodesian Ridge-back, a Blue Cattle Dog and a cheeky little Jack Russell. 
 
We were warned about the Jack Russell as it was likely to nip if it took a dislike to you. 
 
The other two were supposedly fine around strangers unless unleashed by an order from 
their Owner. The Jack Russell took guard at Mar's feet determined to win her over to a dog 
lover's attitude if it was the death of him! His tail swished a clean pattern in the bluestone 
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cobblestones that covered the entire extensive parking area and this little Courtyard. 
 
The dog's friendly overtures did not seem to placate Mar one iota. 
 
Clem Hills came out with a large jug of cold Orange Juice tinkling with ice cubes and 
dripping condensation lines. Four glasses deposited upside down on the tray. 
 
"Right." He slumped into a chair opposite Mar. "Help yourself. Abbey said that we may be 
able to help your latest case. Six, possibly seven skeletons so far. No? You've found the 
eighth? Good. On the Beechwood Estate. Buried around or more correctly between 1920 to 
1935. Does the name George Montgomery mean anything to the two of you? No? This used 
to be his digs for a bloody long time. Some would suggest since the Crimean War!" 
 
He looked around at his classy surroundings. Gesturing with his arms as he did so. 
Seemingly happy and content with his circumstances. 
 
"I presume that you know of the existence of a Diary?" He continued. "One of your people 
transcribed it which helped to solve the murder of Edith Gordon-Smith some time back. 
Gruesome by all accounts...." 
 
We nodded our heads to let him know that we had a glimmer of knowledge on the subject. 
 
He continued. 
 
"Old George, so it would seem, was one of those guys who could sit in a corner of a Pub 
sipping on a Schooner for seemingly hours. When other clients of the Bar were questioned 
on the attendance of the old bloke in the corner, very few would realise his presence. Old 
George though, attentive. The trouble was that the Diary, though full of fact, um…it was all 
over the place. A comment overheard on an episode in say July 1954. Two decades later his 
memory may be jogged by something or.... or by the appearance of someone.... or a tit-bit 
overheard, and he would jot down that result into those pages.... hundreds of pages apart. 
Bloody infuriating and requiring a great deal of concentration. We've digitised the thing 
further with computer links to relevant data which has helped enormously in our 
research....and in understanding more fully his train of thought and logic.... there was close 
on thirty names mentioned…. thirty persons who disappeared under suspicious 
circumstances in the corresponding period that your skeletons met their grisly deaths...but 
that took some doing using the links that we had built into the transcription....We think that 
more disappearances occurred and were mentioned higgledy-piggledy around the 1950's and 
early 60's....we haven't got that far delving into the Diary as yet....dotting the 'i's and 
crossing the 't's.....that project within itself, seems to be taking longer than we had originally 
thought, or anticipated. The entire Diary is around two, maybe close to three thousand pages 
thick.... around that thick...." He held his hands apart by about 20 centimetres. "As you can 
imagine, that is going to take some getting through...and then we have newspaper reports of 
the era to peruse yet, other books from that time to digest...we'll get there...." 
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"You must understand...." Cee picked up the strands of Clem Hills dialogue. "That period in 
history was extremely volatile. A horrendous period in the history of the World. We 
complain about the period that we are experiencing at present...not a stretch on the period 
between the Wars with the Great Depression smack dab in the middle. You had countless 
thousands of men climbing out of the trenches and expected to disappear back into the 
dreary everyday life of society. Before the term PTSD, 'shell shock' was the all-
encompassing malady The Hospitals, Institutions and Asylums were bulging at the seams 
with the more drastic cases. Catatonic imbeciles. Dreadful and inhuman reactions that did 
not dissipate unless the patient was heavily sedated. As I said, the rest were left to their own 
devices. Alcoholism, spouse bashing and child abuse was rampart. Only whispered of 
behind closed doors. And blamed on the War. A shrug of the shoulders and a get on with 
life philosophy. Hundreds, no thousands of men couldn't settle down and just disappeared. 
Walked off into the wide, blue yonder. A proportion returned. Many didn't. Others of course 
built a life. Became family men. Got on with living. Then the Depression hit. Again, a 
proportion of those who had gotten through the Great War buckled under the weight of 
personal failure. The same result. Alcoholism. Suicide. Wife bashing and child abuse. 
Desertion. Some returned. Many didn't. Just disappeared. In fact, the Police for a while 
failed to report or register Missing Person Cases. There were so many. Too few resources 
and even fewer Cops! And a fair proportion of the senior ranks had a hand out...if you get 
my drift. Some entered a life of crime. The Depression fuelled that mind-set. Then the 
Second World War. Almost two whole generations of men destroyed by The Great War and 
its aftermath and World War Two. But for our research, the thing that is most noticeable of 
the period of both Wars and the Depression, was the way crime became entrenched into 
Society and its continuance today. And its enmeshing with other forms of power such as 
Politics...." 
 
She leant across the table to replenish our glasses. 
It was excellent Orange Juice and both Mar and I said so. 
 
She lit a long, thin Panatela. 
 
Asking for our permission after she blew out the first lungful of cigar smoke. 
 
"She only smokes when she has a need to concentrate." Clem Hills joked. A look of 
fondness and fun passing between the two. I a little suspicious of the relationship. She was 
old enough to be his mother! I assessed his age at about mid-forties, surprised when he 
mentioned that he was in his mid-sixties. He looked like a middle-aged boy! 
 
"She has a need to concentrate a lot!" He added. 
 
That got him a light smack on the shoulder. 
 
"Crime has always existed and always will. But that period was the most verdant breeding 
ground for organised crime, worldwide. And its enmeshing with political parties of a 
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country. That is the basis of our book....an exposé of the era." 
 
I nodded my head, unsure even now how all this long-winded sermon was to help our case. 
 
"Take Jack William Macready as the case in point. He came out of the wharfs around 
Darling Harbour straight after the First World War ended. Had made a name for himself as 
a hard labour man, elected Union Rep. Whispered to have owned an SP Bookie place 
around Ultimo, a sly grog joint and a couple of brothels around the area during the same 
time. Operated before the War but it was the War that added to his coffers. Became 
somewhat respectable when he won pre-selection to the local seat. Romped in when a By-
election was held. Held a Portfolio, Land Management, or something similar for a few years 
before crossing over to Federal Politics. A short-lived career in that arena, losing his seat at 
the next election. Though he tried for several more elections, he never made a valiant return. 
Some say due to his shady past. Others his son, Jason Macready who was making a name 
for himself as one bad mother fucker. An out and out psychopath! As an aside, Jason 
Macready only died about eighteen months ago, after holding the strings of the Sydney 
Underworld for nigh on sixty years! The crux of this little story is that even though 
Macready Senior and Beechwood Senior were at opposite ends of the political spectrum, 
they were very firm friends...or more correctly, they became very firm friends when both 
were in attendance in State Parliament in the mid-twenties. Opposite sides of the table of 
course." 
 
"That's a given? That they were firm friends?" 
 
"Yes. A fact. Macready Senior, while he was a Minister with a Portfolio, suddenly became a 
landowner. Two tracts of land that were previously State Forest, suddenly had his signature 
on them. Both tracts around 500 hectares each. About 1300 acres. Sizeable tracts of Crown 
Land. A parcel some way out of Inverell. The other in the Southern Highlands. Around 
here. That bordered the original southern boundary of the Beechwood Estate that is now the 
suburb of Beechwood. Interesting enough, around that same time, not only was the 
Beechwood Estate enlarged in terms of land holding, but several small parcels of Crown 
land allotted to, what turned out to be, $2 Shelf Companies that could not be traced to any 
known share-holder. All investigations failed until the holdings of Harold Beechwood the 
Second made public after his death. He was the signatory of six crown land holdings of 
around 100 hectares each. About 260 acres. Close on 1500 acres in total. Interestingly, if 
you place them on a land owners map of the area, the six parcels form a corridor that is still 
untouched to this day. From the outskirts of the town to the present small Estate that is the 
Beechwood property. Not a well-known fact, even by the locals who still think that it is 
crown land and want it to remain as a green belt!' 
 
I shook my head. Not fully understanding the implications of all this information. 
 
The other three seemed to notice my confusion. 
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Mar filled in the silence that followed. 
 
"Politics...if a Politician finds that another Politician, especially one from an opposing 
faction or the Opposition...and especially one who has a questionable background...knows 
something of value and skulduggery on that opposite number, the best way to nullify that 
hold, is to have something on that opposing person as well...that way the whole thing kinda 
goes away...or is known colloquially as the balance of power...or remains the status quo or 
an understanding on the equilibrium of concern...usually remaining unpublicised. Hidden 
from view and the general consensus." 
 
"Hang on! Are you trying to tell me that Beechwood Senior agrees to allow eight bodies to 
be buried on his property to keep Macready quiet on the collusion of obtaining tracts of 
Crown land? Bullshit. If Macready Senior is as savvy a politician as you make him out to 
be, his better avenue of being rid of eight bodies is to have a burial site on his portion of 
Crown land. Isn't it?" 
 
"What happens if the remains are discovered buried on his land? He is immediately 
suspected based purely on his shady past...but his political career would most certainly be 
tainted." Cee looked across at me with her piercing blue eyes. "If he wants to implicate 
Beechwood...to have a hold over him with eight bodies buried on Beechwood land, that 
would be a more conniving way to manipulate Beechwood into a conspiracy from which he 
could never extricate himself...or more innocently, maybe Beechwood was not even aware 
of the body dump on his property. Who would think to suspect such a thing? An honest, 
respected, landed gentleman who creates a dynasty of sorts when his own son goes into 
politics representing the same seat as the father...an honoured family of the District." 
 
"That's a better explanation as far as I am concerned." 
 
Mar suggested that we continued digging through the history and paperwork at Beechwood 
House as all these suppositions were just that. Theories until something more concrete 
found. 
 
"Can we help? We're expert Researchers." Cee Harrison piped up. "And to be fair and 
honest, it would help us enormously, no doubt. In our quest to obtain as much information 
as we can into that era of State politics and underworld skulduggery." 
 
"Um..." Mar uttered. "This is a multiple Homicide Investigation. To have members of the 
Public rummaging around in what could be evidence of some import, could jeopardise its 
relevance and authenticity in a Court of Law." 
 
I could see another avenue entirely. More help on a boring and monotonous job. 
 
"Mar, I don't think that what-ever we find to incriminate, implicate or point the finger will 
ever find its way into Court. Not at this stage of proceedings, in any case. All possible 
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guilty, or persons of interest in this case, are long dead. If we ask Henrietta Kovacs for 
permission for Cee and Clem to look at their personal paper history, then I don't see a 
problem." 
 
Mar could see what I was doing. 
 
"The unearthing of the bodies will still involve a Coronal Enquiry, Joe." The tone one of an 
impatient teacher lecturing to a wayward pupil. 
 
"Henrietta Kovacs? Henrietta Koska?" Chimed in Cee Harrison. "Gord, it's a small world. Is 
she the sole heir to the Beechwood fortunes? She a Beechwood? A direct descendant? 
Bloody hell! Who'd have guessed. Good on her. She deserves all the luck in the world..." 
 
"Yes. But how do you know her?" Mar asked the excited woman. 
 
"In Australia, the literary world is rather small. Compact. A closed shop mentality really. 
Every-one knows every-one else. What they're doing. Have done and how good they are. 
She's a brilliant Author having some best sellers under her belt. Some fluffy stuff. Some 
great Children's books and a bloody brilliant lecturer in Modern Literature to boot. We've 
conversed. Exchanged e-mails. Run into each other quite regularly at Literary events. 
Charity do's and some such. Clem knows her from the track. Her father-in-law is a well-
known punter and horse follower. Unfortunately, he is confined to a wheelchair. It is usually 
Henrie who takes him to the track. She loves horses. I'll ring her. She won't mind our 
intrusion one little bit. In fact, she'll love it!" 
 
The look on Mar's face told it all. She convinced that she had just lost control of the entire 
investigation! 
 
I had the feeling that Henrietta Kovacs would not have a choice in the matter, no matter 
what! 
 
I concerned about the reaction from Abbey once he heard of the collaboration! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
 
"So?" Mar muttered out of the blue. 
 
We were on our way back down the Freeway towards the Beechwood estate. 
 
"What do you think?" 
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"That I'm feeling hungry and even though Jenny Potter and Mary Cooper prepare more than 
excellent meals, I feel like a take-away. A drive-through take-away. It has suddenly hit my 
taste buds.... that is what I think!" 
 
"It's a bit early Joe." 
 
"Maybe, but we had a Spartan lunch. If Cee Harrison is not a vegan, I'd be mighty 
surprised....and she picks at her food like a small bird. A lovely woman, don't get me wrong. 
Who has a wicked sense of humour and a laugh that is absolutely contagious. 
Gorgeous...but...I'm bloody hungry!" 
 
She pulled into a fast food outlet that boasts that their Chef Jack, is always hungry. Which 
must say something about the food that he cooks! 
 
"We're going inside, Joe Lind. I'm not sitting in a bloody car on this hot afternoon, sipping 
on a coffee while you chew through litres of fat!" 
 
We ordered. 
 
Sat at a rear table outside once for smokers only. 
 
She took a sip of coffee. 
 
"Not half bad.... when you're hanging out for one, but I wouldn't detour for a cup from 
here." She offered, surprised at her finding. "What do you think?" 
 
"I don't know, Mar. I didn't order any coffee." A deadpan look on my face. 
 
"Smart arse! What they said. Implied. Wanted." 
 
"Yeah, well. Any help with the bookwork gladly accepted. I been thinking about what they 
said though...it sounds reasonable to me. About the political conniving to have some type of 
pull, a handle even, over a friend. Or even an enemy. What a world of pain that career base 
would be. I mean, every job position in a firm of two or more people up to thousands has 
some political wrangling. Just look at the Force. Full of the BS...but politics...State or 
Federal...that says it all, really." 
 
"Mmm...I'm not so sure. We have eight persons. From opposite sides of the city. From 
opposing gangs, having territory on either side of the city. Killed supposedly by the same 
person or persons going by the common method of execution and now lying side by side 
through eternity. That's the thing that keeps coming back to me...it doesn't make sense. It 
doesn't add up." 
 
She disappeared inside herself as often she did when she cogitated over unanswerable 
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questions. 
 
"What did you say, Joe?" 
 
"Mmm? Nothing." I mumbled. A mouthful of hamburger. 
 
"About friend or foe." 
 
I shook my head. 
 
I didn't recall saying that. 
 
Then again, I may have. It wasn't that important to me at that moment. I was enjoying the 
double Angus, Australian Outback, double tomato, egg, and bacon with Tomato Sauce 
Hamburger. It was starting to slide to one side. That I found annoying. 
 
"Friend or foe..." Mar repeated. "Who do you reckon was the first person shot and buried 
there?" She added caustically. 
 
"Don't know, Mar." I answered. My head now at a dangerous side-ways angle. Tomato 
Sauce dribbling down my chin. 
 
"What are you like at eating a Meat Pie, Joe?" 
 
"Terrible. Get shit everywhere. I know a bloke who can eat a piping hot Meat Pie holding it 
in one hand with not an ounce of inside matter spilling out.... how in hell? I don't know." 
 
My partner shook her head. The expression on her face said it all. She began to look around 
for another table setting to sit at so that people wouldn't know that she was with me. 
 
I slurped up another mouthful. "I reckon...." I mumbled with my mouth full. "That it could 
have been the last skeleton found the other day. Number eight. Only by the fact of the 
position in relation to the closeness of the burial site to the old Stable footings...that would 
be my bet. Then as each new body was dumped, it was positioned further and further away 
from that spot...but following the line of the external wall of the Hot House because the 
Seed table could be used to cover the area making it harder to discern that the flagstone 
floor had been tampered with." 
 
"Yeah....I’ll go along with that." She nodded in agreement. 
 
She drifted off into that semi-trance like state of hers again. 
 
A load of laughs at times like this. 
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"We assume that the killing and burials were in the order that was detailed in the order of 
names taken from the Diary. But Cee...or was it Clem Hills? Doesn't matter. One of them 
said that the Diary did not follow a set chronological sequences and that a detail...a salient 
point could be years...or hundreds of pages away from the point of detail. When-ever he 
remembered, or had his mind jogged by a comment, an act or what-ever...he would 
habitually jot it down. Unfortunately, invariably so it would seem, well divorced from the 
salient point...at the time of the First World War, if you had a criminal record, did that 
prevent you from military service? I’m pretty sure that is how it is to-day, isn't it?" 
 
"Yeah?" 
 
I didn’t know but a single syllable word in reply was all I was into as the innards of the 
hamburger slithered onto the paper wrapper. 
 
"Is there any way of cross-referencing that a person had a criminal record?" 
 
"What do you mean? Is there any way?" 
 
She shook her head not knowing herself, where she was heading. 
 
"There appears to be at least two bods from the O'Flannery gang, with the remaining six 
coming from the west of the city...in Macready territory. All so it would seem, killed by the 
same or similar method, thus by extension, the same person. Buried by the same person so it 
would seem. If we accept that premise, then what is a hitman associated with Macready, 
doing killing seeming 'soldiers' or small time crims of the Macready gang...and offering his 
services to the opposition gang…that doesn't make sense." 
 
She looked over at me with a questioning look on her face. 
 
Expecting me, so I thought, to supply that flare of brilliant deduction that I am known for. 
 
Instead I sat there deep in thought, picking up the remnants of the hamburger and placing it 
in my mouth. Things were getting decidedly messy! I lost in the wonderful taste of the 
hamburger that I was slowly devouring. Perhaps I should recommend a knife and fork be 
supplied. 
"Doesn't matter. Let's go." She muttered impatiently. 
 
I had just finished my meal and was sliding back in the seat to relax for a bit. 
 
Mar was up and gone and I knew that if I didn't get off my arse and follow her, she 
would...or could...leave me stranded when she was in such a mood. She plain just forgot to 
wait for me, it had happened before! 
 
Infuriating. 
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Bloody infuriating! 
 
I had barely enough time to wipe my hands and chin, pick up my Thick Shake and jog after 
her. One hell of a mess left on the table to flutter about in the warm breeze. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
 
 
Lachlan O'Henry Carmody did not want to be here. 
 
In the same little, soundproof room as us. 
 
That was obvious. 
 
Helping the Cops was not high on his list of priorities. 
 
We realised that once Hendo had completed his task and supplied the information that he 
had extracted while held captive in that windowless, musty little room in the bowels of the 
NSW Archival building, the register of possible direct male descendants of our list of eight 
names would more than likely be flung everywhere across the land. 
 
Possibly even across the globe. 
 
We were in for one hell of a surprise. 
 
All but one descendant lived within the Sydney metropolitan area. Still! After four or five 
generations! It just went to show that stock from small scale crims do not change their spots. 
They still remain unimaginative, stick in the mud, little sods! The one that did not comply to 
that surprising result lived in Burnie, Tasmania. 
 
His DNA strand extracted by the cooperative Tasmanian Police and their Forensic Branch. 
At a cost of $4,760 which was almost a thousand dollars more than any other similar 
exercise across Australia. 
 
By any of the State Police Forces. The Tasmanian Government must be in dire financial 
stress, taking any financial dealing as a way of filling the coffers! 
 
No worries. The costs gladly borne by the NSW Taxpayer! 
 
We were at the Remand Section of Silverwater Prison. 
 
Carmody was awaiting his trial date. His family and the young man being unable to meet 
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bail or the conditions attached. 
 
The standard DNA extraction process not obtained until the hapless man found guilty of his 
latest little escapade and sentenced to jail time for his efforts. 
 
We did not want to wait that long! 
 
He was surly.  
 
Obviously uncooperative. 
 
Wasted little opportunity to inform us of his opinion on Law Enforcement Officers, his 
innocence and how the entire population including his De Facto, had plotted his downfall! 
 
He looked up at Mar. Defiance dancing in his eyes. 
 
"What if I don't agree?" He asked. Happy at his perceived hold over us. 
 
"Then we'll get a Court Order." 
 
"What if I still object. Ya can't force something down my throat now, can ya?" 
 
"In that case, I'll pick you up, slam you against those bars, force your mouth open and take a 
swab from the inside of your mouth and from under your tongue. I'll then pull out a clump 
of your hair by the roots. I'll then bend you over and take a swab from 6 inches up your 
arse-hole. I'll then lay you on your back and do the same thing from 6 inches up your 
dick...now that would be painful! Bloody painful, don't you think?" 
 
"Yer can't do that!" A small-time crim who thought he had just passed his Law Degree 
though by the expression on his face, he was losing that arrogant Prison stance. 
 
He had trouble holding Mar's gaze. 
 
Eventually his stare slid down to his hands, manacled together on the stainless steel topped 
table that separated us from the little jerk. 
 
His bravado seemed to drain away before our eyes as he mulled this over in his tiny little 
brain. 
 
The young Forensic Technician looked horrified. Glancing across at Mar as though she had 
just grown three heads. 
 
"Assault, common assault, assault with intent, assault causing grievous bodily harm, 
assaulting a Police officer, drunk and disorderly, causing affray, refusing to obey a Police 
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Officer in the pursuit of his duty, resisting arrest, offensive language, threatening a Police 
Officer, arrested on the premises of ill-repute, being on the premises of an illegal Sly Grog 
Shop, ditto an illegal gambling den...it could almost be your 'Wrap Sheet' now couldn't it 
Lockie? If we added a couple of DUI charges, a couple of driving while disqualified 
counts.... removed mention of premises of ill-repute, Sly Grog, illegal Gambling Dens or SP 
Bookie lodges which kinda dates it, don't you think?" 
 
"Whatcha talking about?" The insolence re-emerged. 
 
"Your... great, great grand uncle. One Michael Brendan Carmody." 
 
I flung the photo-copy of the mug shot across the table at him. 
 
He went to fling it off the table before pulling it closer to himself. For a better look. 
 
"Could be your twin, couldn't it? That portrait shot taken when he was 29. Same age as you 
are now. Arrested and awaiting trial. Got three years in Berrima Maximum. Dead within a 
year of being released in 1933." 
 
When Carmody had been escorted into the little Interview Room, we were both knocked 
over by the similarities. The look of both. They could have been mistaken for duplicate 
twins! Something like four generations apart! 
 
Carmody held the photograph closer. 
 
"Nah. Don't know him." Ignorant of the stupidity of the statement. "He looks older than me. 
What? The cops get him?" 
 
"Mick Carmody lied about his age. Was just sixteen when he enlisted in 1916. Sent to the 
Western Front. At the end of the War in 1918..." 
 
"Shows how stupid you are..." He attested. "The War ended in 1945. Even I know that!" 
 
"Lockie?" Mar looked over at him as though he was one stupid errant child. "They called 
that one World War Two, didn't they?" 
 
The young hood looked at her. Confused at her statement. 
 
"Why do you think that was the case...c'mon, Lockie...you're a bright, young man. World 
War Two? Hmm?" 
 
He let his eyes wander. Confused as to how he should answer. Wondering if it was some 
sort of trick question. 
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I let the moment drift before returning to the subject. 
 
"Your Grand Uncle stayed on in Europe after the War. In a company of Australian soldiers 
who were guarding a group of German prisoners press-ganged into scouring a small portion 
of the battlefield looking for bodies, bits of bodies, unexploded shells, and military 
equipment. Was de-mobbed in early 1920 upon his return to Australia. Became known to 
local Police within several months of his return...." 
 
"The cops killed him...because he became a trouble maker." 
 
"No Lockie...." Mar interrupted. She stopped mid-sentence, deep in thought. I went to hit 
her on the arm but she was primed and ready to go before I could affect the gesture. "His 
Crime Boss, the Warlord of the inner western suburbs, the guy behind the scenes who 
owned all those Sly Grog Shops, Gambling Dens, Brothels and SP Bookie dens...he killed 
your Uncle..." 
 
A smirk of disbelief on the young hood's face showed his resistance on the matter. 
 
"Lockie...your Grand Uncle, he was let off in Court on so many occasions because of his 
War Record...like so many others. Eventually, like you Lockie, he committed one too 
many...that got up the wrong noses...enough was enough, even if he had been a good soldier 
for his country....so he went down for a stretch...he became too unpredictable, tied to the 
bottle, possibly suffering from Shell Shock which is really Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder 
Syndrome which effected so many of the young men in those days when they came 
home...he become somewhat uncontrollable...he was one of the Crime Lords of the day, 
Jack Macready's, one of his many, bouncers, muscle-men in the Sly Grog shop, or 
Gambling Den...or Brothel...possibly he caused too much fracas, too many fights, hit some-
one of importance...I lay odds that is what happened...he put some-one in hospital who was 
from high society, a mover and shaker, possibly in politics...some-one who should not have 
been at such an illegal establishment...I'll bet on it...bad for business, our young War hero 
became....he had his head bashed in and then was shot in the back of the head sometime in 
late 1933...if you don't wake up to yourself, young man, you'll be heading for the same 
ending as your Grand Uncle did. Dead by the age of 33...not a good thought. Heh, Lockie?" 
 
I wouldn't know whether the telling of the story had any effect on the young man, but at 
least we got our DNA sample. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
 
"Shit! Where did that come from?" Surprise and disbelief in my voice. 
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We had obtained the swab. 
 
The young Forensic Tech had left. 
 
The hapless Lachlan O'Henry Carmody escorted back to his cell. Hopefully thinking about 
the wonder and majesty of family genes and pondering on his fate. 
 
Though somehow, I doubted it! 
 
We were alone in the small, stuffy room at Silverwater. 
 
"C'mon, Mar. That was out of the blue. But guess what? It just seems to make sense. It fits!" 
 
She looked over at me. There were tears in her eyes. 
 
"I heard my father, the old man. I heard his voice during the Interview. Truly Joe. It just 
fitted together as soon as I heard his voice. I can't even be sure whether he ever told me the 
story...about the local SP Bookie. Georgie Baker. When I was young. He used to talk a lot 
about the silly things that happened to himself. Georgie Baker. He was also the Male 
hairdresser of the area. Men in those days would never, ever go to a woman's Hairdresser. 
Or vice versa. Baker lived two streets over from where Dad was bought up. On the corner. 
The Hairdressing Shop attached. Back then there were no Supermarkets or grandiose 
Shopping Malls or Plazas. Just little corner shops. His Mum, my Grandmother, never liked 
Dad going there for a haircut. The local hoods hung around outside she said. Little did she 
know that they were the “Runners”, required to bet with other Bookies of the district to help 
offset betting runs and big money plunges. They either ran or used push-bikes. Cars were 
scarce for the common man...and small time crooks back then. She also said that it didn't 
matter what time of the day you walked passed the open door of the Barber shop, it always 
smelt of alcohol. Usually Whiskey. Dad said you had to walk that way to catch a bus." 
 
She looked away. Blew her nose. Wiped her eyes again. 
 
"It was also the Sly Grog Shop of the district. Back then, all Pubs closed at six sharp. Thus 
the 6 O'clock swell. Blokes leaning over the bar trying to buy their last drink before 6. Even 
a long-neck bottle in a brown paper bag. That's why Sly Grog Shops abounded. And did 
well. Most controlled by the local Crime Boss...or the Sergeant of the local Cop Shop. Same 
as Brothels back then...and Gambling joints too, according to the 'Rules and Wisdom' of my 
Dad." 
 
She looked down at her hands. 
 
The telling of a part of her life difficult for her to divulge so it would seem. I knew that it 
was a rare occurrence so I kept my mouth shut. 
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"Grandma used to cut Grandfather's hair while Granddad used to cut Dad's hair. Each sitting 
behind each other...that would have been a sight! Dad was at the age apparently where 
grooming and style were becoming high on his agenda. He was 11 or 12 he reckons. When 
the swept back sides, veranda at the front and a duck's tail at the back was all the go. Bogeys 
and Widgies time, he said. What-ever that was! And his Dad didn't have the expertise or the 
talent for such stylised haircuts. Eventually his constant nagging and whining wore his 
parents down. With One Shilling and sixpence in his pocket, about 15 cents in decimal 
currency and a considerable sum of money back in those days, he headed for that Master 
Craftsman. The Artisan of the District in male hairdressing. Georgie Baker's Barbershop. 
The smell of Whiskey greeting him before he had even got close to the Entry Door. Georgie 
Baker was pissed. Full as a goog. Staggered around the Barber's chair as he cut my Dad's 
hair. Dad was petrified. Not understanding one dribbled word muttered by the oversized 
drunk. Dad hung onto the white porcelain arm rests for grim death. An occasional sway 
would bring the sot's groin into contact with Dad's hand on the armrest. Dad didn't know 
what to do, but when the event was over Dad raced home at a fast clip. His Mum erupted 
into a wailing episode at seeing the result of 1 and 6 pence. Great clumps of hair cut out. 
Other strands sticking up all over the place. The supposed 'Square Cut' to the back of the 
neck looked more like the outline of the moon, a crescent moon, and its cratered surface. A 
bad job all round, apparently" 
 
She giggled at that. A picture crossing her mind of her father as a young teenager 
completely devastated at the debacle of the haircut. 
 
She continued. 
 
"Grand mama led my snivelling 11-year father by the ear back up to Georgie Baker's. Upon 
seeing the swaying, alcohol saturated man, who offered to re-cut my Dad's hair for nothing, 
Grandma erupted into a shrill epilogue that would have turned the ears of a Wharfie green 
with envy. Her parting words were that her son would be displayed around the streets with a 
sign pronouncing to everyone that Georgie Baker was a drunk, a paedophile, a dirty old man 
and the worst Barber in the District. Not to mention an illegal Bookie and Sly grog seller! It 
would be bad for business. Very bad! Thankfully, Dad said, exhaling a lungful of air, that 
did not happen. He wore a cap for some months though, to hide the product of the visit to 
Georgie Baker..." 
 
Mar had that quiet smile on her face that is often a partner to reminiscences. 
 
"When did yer Dad tell you that story" I asked her as she again wiped away swelling tears. 
Blew her nose on another sodden tissue. 
 
"While you were going on about Carmody's rap sheet." 
 
"What? Just a while back?" I replied incredulously. 
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"Yeah...." She countered with an embarrassed grin on her face. "He was standing over there 
in the corner." Pointing to the far corner of the small room. 
 
"C'mon Mar....." I did not continue. The look that suddenly clouded her face warned me 
against continuing. 
 
"One day, Joseph Lind...you're gunna feel my service pistol up your nostril." 
 
She stood. Straightened her skirt. Wiped down the front of her top and began to gather up 
the paperwork strewn over the table. 
 
"I saw him. I heard him. The old man. My father. It doesn’t happen much but when it does, 
it means that something is going to give. Now, it is after five. Friday night. I suggest before 
we head back to Beechwood, we look around the Restaurant strip in Parramatta. I'm 
famished and I could do with a bite to eat. A decent bite. Joe? Ring Jenny Potter and tell her 
that we're delayed and won't be back to the house until late. C'mon. Get yer arse into gear 
and let's get the hell out of here. Dad can find his own way out." 
 
She gave me a sideways glance to judge whether I was going to respond. 
 
As she left the room, I could hear her muttering repeatedly. 'Bad for business, Dad. Bloody 
bad for business!" 
 
I wasn't about to interrupt her. Not on your bloody life, girlie. Not on yer life! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 
 
 
The Beechwood House Study and combined Library Room became crowded. Especially 
when Cee Harrison and Clem Hills joined us mid-week of the following week What with all 
their fancy equipment, Laptops, and other stuff. 
 
Henrietta Kovacs had paid us a surprise visit that same day and when the two women had 
seen each other, there were squeals of delight that would have drowned out young teenage 
girls attempts! 
 
After a shared lunch with the Potters and Coopers being present at the outdoor table setting 
on the expansive Patio, we ran over what had transpired so far with the case, our thoughts 
and suppositions and the information that we had gleaned hopefully on the descendants of 
the eight named from George Montgomery's Diary. 
 
This was completely against anything that either Mar or I had ever experienced before. 
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Filling in the hired help, the heir to the Beechwood estate and two other members of the 
public to boot, on our investigation. 
 
I shook my head at the idiocy and precedence of the situation. 
 
"One of the things that I became very familiar with, while I was involved with The Blue 
Sapphire Case and the murder of Edith Gordon-Smith, was the characters associated with 
the Macready mob." Clem Hills began. "Though it mainly concerned the Jason Macready 
era, there was some overlap into his father's era, Jack Macready's time as the Crime Lord. I 
would suggest that I study all the Estate's Photograph Albums. I can scan out any photos 
that I consider need a closer inspection." 
 
He held up a large hand-held Magnifying Glass with a little LED light in it. 
 
"Something else..." 
 
This guy liked to take the lead, I thought to myself. He would have never given the horse its 
head. 
 
"…. that both Cee and I considered would be most fruitful, was the delving into newspapers 
and magazine articles of that period. All the print media back copies have long been 
digitised so 'googling' in the individual names...and say the bridging words such as 'Brothel', 
'Sly grog', 'illegal gambling den' and 'SP Bookies' should spit something helpful out. Cee is 
great at that type of stuff...we just never had the time...or had the motivation to do so, up 
until now...." 
 
I nodded my head. Mar looked sideways at me. 
 
"Umm...." Cee took over the reins. "I've done a bit of that already and I've got a name of a 
Court and Crime Reporter of the time that sounds familiar. I'm pretty sure that the guy, N.E. 
Wright is the father...or maybe grandfather..." She gave a burst of her contagious laugh. "…I 
forget how long ago the Nam War was...it still seems like yesterday sometimes.... of a guy 
who was like an older brother, perhaps father figure to me when I first set foot in Nam. 
Took me under his wing, so to speak. Taught me the ropes. The right and wrongs. Where to 
go and where to stay well clear of. A. B. Wright. He'd be well retired, but knowing that 
type, they never throw out their Diaries, their notebooks or field notes. Knowing him, he'd 
still be alive. He's too stubborn to have died. He'd be in his eighties, early nineties by now, I 
would think. It's worth a try, I think. Don't you?" 
 
"How would you go tracking him down?" Henrietta asked. "Without the help of the Police?" 
I had no idea why she should put that caveat on the question. Then paranoia stepped into my 
brain. They want to run with this themselves without any further help from us Police 
Officers! 
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"That's easy. Google. You'd be surprised what simmers to the surface with that search 
engine...and there are several others that would also help." She replied. An easy smile on her 
face. 
 
"I've only just started on the old Beechwood Estate Diaries and papers from that period," 
Mar offered. "If there is anything worthwhile and concrete to learn on the case, I think that 
it could be in those tomes. I'll keep digging in that direction." 
 
Those seated around the table turned to me. 
 
"Um...I think perhaps both Cee and Henrietta should chase out that old Reporter and see 
what that harvests..." I basically repeated what had been suggested, bringing I hoped, a 
sense of formalisation to the proceedings. Broadcasting too, I hoped, that Mar and I were 
the 'heads' of this little Research Group! "I'll need to cooperate with Dan here, and Keith on 
the replenishment program of the raised garden beds. That is the responsibility of the 
Government through the Police Force as they stuffed up the entire area. What I also suggest 
is that we vacate the Study area and supplant ourselves, our computer equipment and 
copiers and what-nots here, out onto the Dining Room table which is more than capable of 
handling all the stuff and the research material that we uncover.... it’s a bit tight in the Study 
and lacks an area where we can stretch out…. and will only get worse once we start in on 
the various directions of our research." 
 
Everyone nodded their heads in agreement. The Study was way too small for the lot of us! 
 
I figured that I had neatly side-stepped any of the digging, delving and worming through 
any old historical records, papers, diaries, and photo albums. 
 
I rather pleased with myself! 
 
But the look on Mar's face signified that she was most unimpressed. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
 
 
"A.B. Wright is in a Nursing Home in a vegetative state. I forget at times that time waits for 
no-one.... he wasn't that much older than me when we were in Vietnam....sad....um.... his 
son, Denis, is the perfect likeness to his Dad at the same age. I thought time had done a 
severe about-turn on me when he answered the door.... Um...Denis has done a fair amount 
of digging into his Grandfather's Court Reports, all of it in rough shorthand. He was a doll 
and typed out the Court Details from the original paperwork. He wants to do the same with 
all of his Grandfather's and Father's work...he says there would have to be some gems 
amongst the flotsam...." 



74 

Cee affected by the trip down memory lane and suddenly stood from the table and walked 
from the room. Henrietta went to follow her. Clem Hill stayed her with a pat on the arm as 
he stood himself. 
 
"Looks like it's up to me to tell the story...I understand that we need more than these old 
reports to confirm the identity of the young lass and her unborn child, but it is a start. 
According to the Court Reports prepared by N.E. Wright, the body could be that of 
Dorothea Victoria Vallance. Aged 13 at the time of her disappearance in 1931. According to 
the Coroner, the last person to see her alive and the Number One POI is our friend, Jack 
"Jackmac" Macready. The only reason why the disappearance of the girl caused any ripples 
at all at the time, was because Albie Vallance was the Government Whip in State 
Parliament...and his wife was a much loved and well-known Society Lady of the time. They 
were good friends with the Beechwoods and often spent time down here on the Estate." 
 
I nodded my head, taking in the information. We had a tentative connection for another of 
the bodies. 
 
"You've done a family tree to trace out the descendants on the paternal line of the Vallance 
name?" 
 
"Yes. All done. Three brothers. Two here in Sydney." 
 
'Right. I'll organise for DNA swabs and comparison examinations....so, that only leaves one 
cadaver unidentified. Not bad considering the age and condition of the skeletons." 
 
Mar cleared her throat. 
 
"We could conclude that knowing the ... arrh.... peculiarities of Harold Beechwood....the 
unborn child is his.... again, DNA testing would confirm that point." 
 
Again, I nodded my head. 
 
"Very good...we now know who they are...how they were killed...but we may never know 
the why of their demise.... sad in a way.... we could guess and my gut feeling is that we'd be 
around 80% correct in most of our suppositions, but that is not sufficient to take to the 
Coroner....he may conclude along similar lines though. You never can tell…but he will only 
deal in facts. Not suppositions or guesses." 
 
There was silence around the table. A few nods of heads. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 
 
 
Abbey sat at the head of the large Dining Room table. 
 
"Frankly, I doubt that much more will be gained by extending your stay and thus your 
additional Allowances. What could be gleaned from all these records and paper mountains 
has been achieved. Wrap it up by the end of the week. OK?" 
 
That was two days away. 
 
Both Mar and I nodded our heads in quiet acquiescence. 
 
"All your findings, assumptions and theories concerning this case of the eight skeletal 
remains...really nine actually as the lone female was with child as they used to say...I agree 
with. And I will be signing off those Reports for the Coronal Enquiry early next week. 
Nothing more gained by further digging, though I am being cautious giving you another two 
days. I feel sure that Clem and Cee....and I can see Henrietta's literary juices have been 
whetted, so I have no doubt that further delving will transpire....so be it.... Um...." He wiped 
his hand over his brow and looked down at his diary before catching Henrietta's eye. 
"Um....I am concerned with the publicity that will surround this case once it hits the Coronal 
Enquiry. I'm sure that I do not have to emphasise or enlarge on the fact that the Press will be 
all over it. The Beechwood name will be somewhat tarnished. Sullied for-evermore." 
 
This said for the benefit of Henrietta and Keith Kovacs, along with Cee and Clem Hill. 
 
"I'll just run over a few things...the greatest puzzle...one of several that has emerged in this 
case, is the identity of the lone female. It is not Jayleen Temperance Lloyd who was the 
only female name mentioned in Montgomery's Diary. We've double-checked the method 
that Hendo utilised to search out the paternal lineage and descendants of the girl. The 
methodology was spot on. Correct. So, the body is not that of our 'Dear Prudence' either. 
And the DNA search through the Data Base has come back without a hit. All that means of 
course, is that the descendants of our now 'unidentified body' do not have a criminal record, 
not employed in any of the Armed Services or any Police Force in Australia. The odds 
though, are in our favour of one day being able to match 'the line' though. So! It very well 
could be Dorothea Vallance. Time will tell. We have a reasonable theory on the 'Why', the 
'Who' and the time-frames. We have extracts from Press reports of the time on certain 
activities, melees, and names. It was sure different back then. If picked up by the Cops in 
those days, you were bloody well guilty and you were 'named and shamed' in the Press well 
before any Court time! That is not proof though! Or good enough proof to now point the 
figure of guilt squarely at the perpetrators...." 
 
He cleared his throat and shuffled a pile of papers together in front of him. He glanced at his 
own Diary for a mind jog. 
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".... Another thing that became quite clear after reading extracts from Harold Beechwood's 
diary of that period, was that the man had prior knowledge and confirmation of the murders 
and the disposal of the bodies on his property...thus in a Court of Law, he is just as guilty as 
those that did the act...supposedly on the orders of Jack William “Jackmac” Macready. It is 
abundantly clear that the senior Beechwood was more concerned about saving his own skin, 
career and name than turning in one nasty little man. By his own account, his accidental 
encounter with a 'Dear Prudence' and a boy of approximately 5 years of age who, he 
comments in his Diary, was the perfect likeness to himself at the same age, was enough for 
him to realise that the words uttered by Macready some five years previously, when asked 
about the girl, old man Beechwood interpreted in the incorrect manner. 'She's disappeared' 
taken by Beechwood that the matter, a young 17-year-old girl pregnant with his baby, had 
been…um…disposed of! Instead, he should have taken it as uttered.... more literal. But the 
words that followed in the diary clearly showed the man for what he was! An absolute arse-
hole! When informed at the time that 'she had disappeared' there was no remorse or hand-
wringing. When discovering that she was still alive, he was completely unconcerned. 
Unperturbed, as clearly indicated in his words in his Diary of the time....as there appears to 
be several.... three now that we know of.... of young adolescent girls becoming pregnant by 
him, we could expect that they all at some stage, met a gruesome death also. Where they’re 
buried is anyone's guess, but I'd put a tenner on their burial sites being on some parcel of 
land owned or previously owned by Beechwood or Macready." 
 
Abbey took a sip of the coffee and chose a piece of cake, taking several bites before 
mumbling on the taste and how bloody good it was. 
 
He turned to me with a smile on his face. Cake crumbs dropping down the front of his suit 
coat. “You guys have been living the high life while you've been holed up here...umm.... It 
is evident from details in both the senior Beechwood's diary and that of George 
Montgomery, who basically corroborates the sins of the senior Beechwood, that the 
esteemed Member of Parliament Harold Beechwood Senior had a penchant of young 
teenage girls. While this was not of great concern in that period, it was a matter that could 
have lost him his Parliamentary Position. A situation that no doubt his colleague on the 
other side of the Parliament would and could have used for his advantage...thus, both men 
had something of substance on each other...this situation of a possible illegitimate lineage of 
the Beechwood clan, could bear consequences today.... Oh...One thing! The dead foetus 
found with the remains of a young woman who was somewhere between the age of thirteen 
to nineteen years of age. She has yet to be formally identified. The DNA strands indicate 
that it was the child of Harold Beechwood. It could be surmised that he had an unhealthy 
appetite for the....um.... younger females and this could possibly be what Macready had over 
the man..." 
 
He looked down at the table. Sipped from his cup of coffee and helped himself to another 
slice of cake. Letting the moment linger, so that the fact was mulled over. 
 
"There is another thing that does concern me. Detective Hendricks and Lind mention it in 
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their report. Mr and Mrs Kovacs, I would obtain legal opinion as soon as possible if I were 
you. In mentioning the appearance of the young boy, he would have been the first in line for 
the Estate and all its trimmings at the time of Harold Beechwood's death. As rightful heir 
and first born of the man, under the Caveats of the Estate and the Family Trust, he would 
have had first choice on taking up residence here and what that would entail. That very 
point will, I stress, come to the fore, at the Enquiry. I suggest you arm yourselves for some-
one...we are talking about an estate worth more than A$125M....conservatively, to come 
worming out of the woodwork claiming to be the entitled heir of the property...more than 
likely the grandson or great grandson of the young five-year-old...DNA resources are such 
to-day, that an accidental discovery could cause you all sorts of discomfort...and a legal 
nightmare." 
 
The Kovacs looked at one another. 
 
Keith Kovac was heard to murmur, "The Sins of the Father..." 
 
I had not read that little juicy morsel in the joint Report that we both had signed. 
 
I glanced at Mar for some sort of explanation. Only to have her lean into me and whisper, 
"My old man had a conversation with me as he sat at the end of the bed the night before we 
submitted the Report. It went in as an Addendum!" 
 
Abbey glanced at Mar. obviously having heard the aside. 
 
"I do not know the legal ramifications of having these ancient Caveats on the Estate 
altered...or even wavered...but I would suggest that legal advice be sought on at least 
inserting a Clause about the Caveat only applying to descendants borne in wedlock and 
having direct ascendancy to the family name...or some such. That may prove fraught with 
danger as any such addendum...I would imagine...would need to be made 
Public...advertised. This of course is only relevant if any illegitimacy has been known of by 
the person involved...then of course the DNA evidence could or may come out of left 
field...a tricky conundrum indeed! Yes indeed, the Sins of the Father..." 
 
He nodded his head at Keith Kovac. 
 
It could come back to bite.... 
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