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CHAPTER ONE 
 
I sat stiffly in the Unmarked having just turned off the motor. I was unsure how I should 
feel when one of my offspring is seriously hurt in a motor vehicle accident and is one step 
off dying. 
 
I had often told Bill he should sell the Ducati and buy a little car for him and Malisa. It was 
obvious after all these years together; they had no intention of having any kids…and he was 
now a mature adult who should not be riding around on my old bike…but…to tell the truth, 
I still donned my leathers and hit the open road on the thing. Not as often as I once did, but 
still…the thrum…the thrill of freedom can only be experienced by another Duke rider…not 
even riding a Harley has the same feeling… so who am I to cast stones on my son having 
that same adrenalin rush as I have had for so many years. 
 
The ‘Duke’ rules OK! 
 
Regardless, he was getting a little long in the tooth for riding a thumping machine to work 
every day, hail, snow, or sunshine! To the main DPP Office in town, would you believe!! 
He may not have been the only motor-bike rider in that building, but when you turned over 
that Duke motor…the thumping roar would only be appreciated by a ridiculously small 
proportion of Office Workers…most would want to know how to switch off the bloody 
noise! 
 
What can I say? What can I do when it was I who passed down that gene? 
 
“You okay, Joe?” Malisa asked from the front passenger seat beside me. 
 
I nodded my head slowly, unsure how I felt. 
 
“He could have suffered brain damage…so says the Specialist…it will be a case of wait and 
see, huh?” 
 
I nodded my head again, wondering not for the first time whether life was worth living. I 
could hear both Tellie, Marge Hendricks and Shelley threatening physical abuse if I 
continued down that track…but that feeling was never far away for me. A simple one step 
to self-destruction when things felt as though they were piling up against me…it was a 
feeling I felt often early in my career as an undercover narcs cop…that edge of oblivion 
never off my shoulders in those days…now it was back… 
 
Yes, I had noticed that regardless of my son’s condition…or anyone’s for that matter, the 
thoughts had turned becoming more about me than anything else. A selfish and self-
absorbed state, I would contend. I wondered not for the first time, why this was so…I really 
didn’t know…the headlights catching me in their periphery…just… before I became like 
that pinned butterfly, mesmerised, and frightened into inaction by the strength of those 
lights…that black-hole feeling. 
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“The worse part about all this shit is I think I could be pregnant…it has taken us a lot of 
tries and false alarms…but…this time I think I am…what a shit…you know?” She turned to 
me wiping tears from her eyes. “If Bill dies or is brain damaged and not capable of 
knowing…or loving…or enjoying the fruit of so many years in trying…I don’t know what 
I’m going to do if I am…Mum and Dad still haven’t spoken to me in a civil way because 
Bill and I have been living in sin in their eyes…to now expect a baby in that sinful situation 
would I think, just push them over the edge…they’d have divorced me as their daughter a 
long time ago…” 
 
“It’s funny how babies can often break down those barriers…and congratulations my 
dear…” I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek, giving her a hug. She held on. I could 
hear the sobs and felt the tears on my neck. 
 
“It’s okay, Mal. You will always have a home here…no matter what happens in the 
future…hear me?” 
 
Between sobs she nodded her head. 
 
Sniffles took over leaving a bunch of Tissues in a right royal wet mess…I hated Tissues of 
any type in my car. People just drop them on the floor. Sure, that is better than tossing them 
out the window but surely, why can’t they take them as they alight…I hate that box of 
Tissues on the rear parcel Tray beside the Bowls Hat…it usually is a twenty-year old Volvo 
driven by an old coot with grey or no hair at all! 
 
That’s how it was when I was a young strapper. Now of course it hadn’t change much 
except for the car. Usually a ten-year-old Holden Commodore! 
 
My mind kind of wanders when I am under stress…as you can see. 
 
“Please don’t tell anyone just yet, okay Joe? I’ll wait until I have confirmation through the 
Doctor, okay? And…and I want to wait until Bill is better so I can tell him then”. 
 
“Yeah, okay…Bill will be fine. No worries. He’ll be fine…” Attempting to convince myself 
as I tried to impart some positive vibes on Malisa. 
 
We had sat around draughty corridors waiting for Bill to be wheeled out of the Operating 
Theatre for a lot of hours that slid past. It was close to three in the morning, close to seven 
hours since Bill was T-boned on his bike coming home after a late session at work. The 
Uniform who was first on scene informed me that the man who had driven purposefully into 
Bill on the Ducati had a history of bad driving. He was as high as a bloody kite and at 
present he was driving on a disqualified License having lost it for three years…on two 
occasions…he’d be coming up to his third disqualification because of the bingle with my 
son…and he was driving an unroadworthy, unregistered and uninsured vehicle…again. 
 
He was a serial twit who didn’t have anything between his ears! 
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The Surgeon had come out of the Operating Theatre to inform us that Bill was placed in an 
induced coma and only time would tell whether he would be okay. It had been iffy there for 
a while…we were told by another Doctor it was not a good idea to hang around as we 
needed to be strong, alert and healthy if we wanted to help Bill…consequently we had 
driven home in silence…each with our own thoughts…it was close on four in the morning, 
and I doubted I would be able to sleep. 
 
Mal left me sitting in my 4WD under the Carport. Hopping out of the vehicle to go off to 
bed. 
 
I didn’t know what to do…even though I will always admit that my grandmother then my 
Mother-in-Law had more to do with Bill’s upbringing then I ever did, we had survived the 
years of teenage life with Bill and I bonding strongly on the pleasurable trips in the Van 
looking for that perfect wave. We not only became a good father and son combination with 
mutual respect, but we also became good mates as well. 
 
I couldn’t sleep so I walked around the Kitchen in tight little circles, drinking copious 
amounts of coffee…not a good practise if I wanted to sleep! Silly really… 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
 
 
“How’s your son, Joe?” Denny Turner, the well-respected Head of the Murder Squad asked 
as she propped to turn to me half in, half out of her Office. 
 
I shook my head, feeling as though I was on the verge of crying…I felt as though all eyes 
were on me…me caught in the headlights with everyone knowing of my son’s accident and 
his prognosis. 
 
That’s how I felt! Like that little rabbit frozen by the headlights of a car unable to move. 
Unsure of how I should act with all eyes upon me…me so tired beyond description not 
knowing how I should react. 
 
“Arrh…yeah…not too good, I’m afraid. He is still up in Critical Care hanging on by the 
short and curlies…they have him in an induced coma now. Thank Christ he had a decent 
quality helmet which saved his brain matter from being splattered over the windscreen of 
the vehicle who hit him…an unlicensed driver in an unregistered vehicle who was high as a 
kite on Ice and drunk as a skunk…driving straight through a red light…hopefully, he will 
have the book thrown at him. This is his fifth infringement of driving while disqualified. 
What is it with these guys? No common sense, no brains and no sense of 
responsibility…they think they’re above the Law so they can snub their noses at it…really 
clever little twits”. I replied angrily. 
 
I was building myself up to almost breaking point, frustrated by my inability to do anything 
constructive to help my son. 
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I guess I could always invade the stupid prick’s home and belt the shit out of him. That is 
what I would like to do…mirroring the young prick’s complete ignorance of society’s rules. 
The only person who would suffer from such a reaction would be me! Losing my job and 
having a criminal history sticking on me for the duration…the silly idiot who had caused all 
this grief and sorrow oblivious to another’s turmoil. Not caring about anything else except 
his little world where everyone was out to get him…he was the real victim according to him 
and his family. 
 
I had a feeling I would be repeating this mantra over the coming days! I really didn’t know 
if I could continue with the litany of frustration, anger, and sorrow without bursting a 
poople valve. 
 
“Joe? You’re due time off. Why don’t you take some of it?” 
 
I shook my head. 
 
Tellie and Malisa had been offered the same deal. The three of us having cumulative Leave 
that we had not taken…in fact not including Long Service Leave and Annual Leave that we 
all should have taken…but hadn’t. As we had all agreed when talking over the situation last 
night, we all thought work was the best place to be. Getting our minds off Bill and his 
prognosis. Burying ourselves in the work we loved instead of sitting at home staring at one 
another across the Dining Table, sipping on an endless supply of coffee…or sitting in 
uncomfortable visitors’ chairs in Bill’s Wardroom, having to engage in small talk with 
Bill’s army of friends and work colleagues as they popped in to see how ‘the man’ was! 
 
Nah! 
 
We had all agreed to go to work…and bore the shit out of our colleagues with endless reams 
of what we thought of the cad who had shattered our lives asunder…Shelley was first in 
line. A special Ship-to-Shore conversation that should have cost her heaps but was on the 
house according to the captain. She was on a Pacific Cruise trying to get over the last still-
birth she had suffered. For her, that was the last attempt…both physically, emotionally and I 
suspect psychologically as well. She was not even going to think of the alternatives. IVF, 
Surrogacy, Foster, or Adoption. Being a mother was now out for her. She had taken 
extended leave and would not be back for months…the last month or two on No Pay with 
Brin flying home from Honiara in the Solomon Islands. Shells continuing the cruise up 
through South-East Asia to Japan. She would fly home from there, hopefully with her mind 
in gear and an acceptance of her lot…a motherless hen who would continue to care for all 
her adopted animals with care, thought and tenderness. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
I looked down at the prone figure almost lost in the waist-height kikuyu grass. 
 
“Who called it in?” I asked no one in particular. Looking up to glance around at the 
gathered throng. Dumped bodies have a way of bringing out the ‘Onlookers’ who should 
have remained at the local Police Station. When there was no response, I turned to the Lead 
Constable on-site. 
 
“Do you have any idea who called it in?” 
 
“No, Detective…it was an anonymous call into Crime Stoppers, so the Sarge has told 
me…all that was said was that there was a body in a translucent plastic bag at this location. 
It was either someone walking down that trail which is very popular…specially to walk the 
dog…or someone living over in that new Estate on the other side of the gully and creek. It 
was a male though…I’d say elderly or some-one who smoked heavily…or had done so in 
the past…” 
 
I nodded my head as I continued to look down at the body. 
 
“Any trace?” I asked the Head Forensic Trace Officer as I turned to look at her. I suspected 
she was a new lass as I had not run across her before. 
 
“I doubt we will get anything worthwhile from either the body or the plastic body-bag. The 
body has been washed down fully clothed as you can see at first glance…his clothes…even 
his hair is quite wet…and the plastic bag was also washed down using some type of heavy-
duty commercial detergent which would obscure if not delete any fingerprints or other 
trace…” 
 
“Away from here?” After I said it, I thought to myself how dumb it sounded. I gave her a 
smile and raised my hand in a form of apology. 
 
“Yes…of course…I do not see a hose or a detergent bottle anywhere about”. There was no 
humour in her voice, and she sounded quite irritated. “He more than likely was carried 
here…yes…” This repeated to emphasise the point. “More than likely was, which would 
indicate three or four persons involved. There is a bush track just over where our vehicles 
are parked…yours too, Detective. What…one hundred metres away, if that. The track 
comes out onto the busy arterial road which you came in on, sir. This dirt track is a favourite 
hang-out for all the kids on their dirt-bikes, registered or not”. We both glanced in that 
direction. “That area closed off with Police tape is where the vehicles were parked. We’re 
hoping that we may get lucky and pick something up that may identify the vehicle or 
vehicles…yes?” 
 
“Mmm…not from that new Estate? I mean, the body wasn’t carried from the new Estate”. 
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“Anything is possible Detective, but I doubt it. The gully and creek crossing are quite steep 
around both banks and even though the walking trail goes up at an angle on both sides to 
ease the ascent, carrying a body from that direction would not be easy. I mean, there could 
be a creek crossing further up or downstream that wasn’t as steep or difficult but…” She 
cocked her head and an eyebrow as she shrugged her shoulders. I got the meaning. “We will 
check that out later after we have dealt with the primary area of where the body was 
dumped, yes?” 
 
“Mmm…cause of death?” 
 
The Forensic Pathologist stood with a groan. He had been on his haunches for the entire 
time I had been asking questions. 
 
“Bita? You’re new here, eh? Our illustrious Murder Dee is Joe Lind. One of the best though 
he is at loose ends without his regular partner. No insult meant, Detective Chalmers…” This 
said with a smile. “Arrh, Joe? Please meet the newest colleague with the Forensic Trace 
Scientific Team. Bita Hurststein recently of Germany. Their loss, our gain. She is over here 
on a one year posting to gain more experience and learn our ways at doing things. She’ll 
have plenty to tell her colleagues back in Germany on how funny us Australians are…” This 
was accompanied by a chuckle which Andrew Waller was not known for. He usually was a 
decidedly reticent type of person…things were looking up if he had loosened up. 
 
“Funny?” Bita Hurststein asked as she turned to look at Waller. “I wouldn’t say that. From 
what I’ve seen so far, you are very well trained and extremely professional. You hide what 
you would say when confronted by the worst of our profession with humour, something us 
Germans need to learn. How to laugh in the face of adversity. At times we can be too 
serious which has consequences…we are up towards the top of the most suicides in the 
Profession worldwide. Not a detail we are proud of…” 
 
A slight accent as if she had a lisp. She shook my offered hand and smiled. Sunshine 
seemed to peep from behind clouds…she had a wonderful smile. I said as much which 
earned me an embarrassed glance. I didn’t know whether to apologise or just grin. I did 
neither having learnt that Germans find it hard to be light while at work. 
 
“Your English is excellent”. I stated to cover what could have been an embarrassing gaff if 
the woman was one of those rabid feminists, where a compliment is not appreciated. 
 
Andrew Waller smiled at me. 
 
“I never thought of you as a peace maker, Drew…apologising to Chalmers for your off-the-
cuff remark”. 
 
“Then you have learnt something new to-day, eh?” He replied, laughter in his words. 
 
I nodded, giving my temporary colleague Doug Chalmers a wink, hoping that was enough 
to cool things. 
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“Our Vic? Probable cause of Death?” I asked. Even to me my language was stilted and 
shorthand this morning. I needed to chill out a bit. People may make allowances on my 
son’s malady for a couple of days, but it wears thin after about a week or two. Funny how 
that works. 
 
“He has been shot in the knee…which may give us a clue to his career choice at least and 
then had his throat slit ear to ear…very noticeable when all the blood has been washed 
way…it looks rather…mmm…well, not as grotesque as it would have been with a lot of the 
blood about. Know what I mean?” Waller enjoyed the length and depth of the cut without 
the presence of blood. To me it looked grotesque! An angry gash that didn’t belong. 
 
I didn’t and he didn’t want to take it further. Gory bits and sordid details were not being 
digested as they once were when I was younger…a problem I was having difficulty 
overcoming as I aged. 
 
“He’s been bled out…for what reason I do not want to contemplate and washed down to 
make sure no trace exists on his clothes or body. They shoot him in the knee to obtain what 
information they needed from him, then slit his throat after he obliges…how come the 
plastic bag is not…you know…bloated with body gases?” This summation would normally 
draw Shelley into an alternate theory if she were with me. Doug Chalmers could not be 
drawn into a quirky riposte no matter how hard I tried. 
 
“Not enough time for all those microbes to begin their work and two…there is a three-inch 
hole…you know, about a seventy-five-millimetre hole in one side of the bag to permit gases 
to escape…” 
 
“And grubs, ants and whatever other insects being drawn to the stench of death…” 
 
“I’d say this is a fresh drop as there is no insect activity yet. You had enough, Joe? I want to 
lift him up and away before the news gets out to all those lovely insects to come a-calling”. 
 
I nodded, glancing over at the back fence-line of the newish Estate as I did. Cocked my 
head for Chalmers to follow me. The lengths of the back-fence line were hidden by trees 
and underbrush which was quite dense in spots along the top of the gully though there was a 
gap that allowed unobstructed vision at one point. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
I stood at the edge of the drop-off. It was surprisingly steep. The difference in levels from 
where we were standing to the level of the creek bed was about six metres. Yeah, a bit of a 
chore if our dead body had been carried this way; wrapped in plastic or not, it would have 
been some feat to carry him down into the creek bed then up the other side to dump him 
where we found him! 
 



9 
 

“Too steep…” Doug muttered. 
 
I nodded but was not willing to concede the point as being impossible just yet. I started off 
down the slope, slipping down the steep bank more than stepping carefully. My safety boots 
were not meant for dirt tracks of a Kokoda Track gradient. I had a similar task in scaling the 
other side and was out of breath, doubling over, my straightened arms cupping my knees. 
Doug was red-faced but not fighting for breath as I was…still…I had twenty years on the 
lad was my poor excuse. With all the aerobic exercises, running and swimming I was doing 
should have had me in peak condition…something was dragging me back…that heart attack 
I endured had never repaired my heart back to peak performance…I’ll blame the Doctors 
who failed in their duty. Is there any way you could sue them? They had said I would be as 
good as new after they inserted a stent or two…as good as new? Not on your life, dear boy! 
 
“You’d be bloody good riding a bike on the descent and ascent up the other side…it would 
separate the boys from the aces, don’t you reckon?” Chalmers muttered with a smile. “I 
reckon there’s been a lot of broken bones attributable to that descent or ascent, huh?” 
 
I nodded not really in sync with my temporary partner’s nattering or conclusions. 
 
It was a good one hundred metres to the fence-line of the Estate from where we were 
standing at the top of the decline. The fencing, the preferred metal light green…or ‘forest 
green’ colour as it was referred to, stretched, and snaked following the serpentine creek bed. 
This grass nature ‘strip’ keeping the same width for as long as I could see. I noticed back 
fences onto this cleared ‘nature strip’ had gates inserted. The homes of young yahoos who 
had a dirt bike or two, I presumed. The nature strip itself looked as though it was used as a 
type of racetrack going by the various tracks scoured into the grass. I reckon there would be 
one hell of noise created by the dirt bikes doing their thing, either racing along this ‘speed-
way’ or venturing across the creek crossing to speed off into the bush. 
 
An old bloke was sitting on an upturned milk crate leaning against the fence line, a long-
neck bottle in a paper bag its insulation from the bright morning sun. A bit early for me but 
then again, I had given the habit up ages ago…though I still loved a quality Red and was 
partial to a Dry White when I served up sea-food off the Barby…but even then, having a 
wine of any class was out for me at this time of morning. It takes a special type of drinker to 
enjoy an early ale I always thought. 
 
“Good morning, sir…” I stopped near him and spun around to peer back across the creek. 
He would have an uninterrupted view of the body dump. 
 
“You saw the body being carried from a vehicle and dumped into the long grass over there, 
huh? This morning?” 
 
He squinted as he looked up. 
 
“I might have…and whatever, it’s interrupted my sleep. I do night shift, so this is the period 
between my dinner and time to go to bed for me. I bin complaining ever since I began night 
shift about the sounds of those bastard dirt bikes screaming up and down here like it was an 
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important race! To get to sleep I have got to knock meself out with a long neck…not a 
clever way to spend yer sleeping hours…” 
 
“Mmm…I can sympathise with you sir. You saw the body dump though, didn’t you? You 
called it in to Crime Stoppers, didn’t you sir?” 
 
He kept his head lowered so I couldn’t see his eyes. He muttered something which I missed, 
asking him again to repeat what he had just said. He shook his head, refusing to obey my 
request. 
 
“You’ve got good eyes, sir…from here”. That comment made him look up towards the 
activity on the other side of the gully. “You arrh…you called it in…saying that the body 
was wrapped in a translucent plastic bag…mighty good eye-sight to see that from here…” I 
gazed towards the body dump where Crime Scene Forensic guys were going about their 
business, scouring the area of long grass around where the body was dropped. 
 
The guy had a wheeze and a shortness of breath. He looked up at me, squinting badly. His 
teeth were yellow…what you could make out as most were nothing but vacant spaces like 
palings missing from an expanse of fence-line! The bloke struggled to his feet, losing the 
last of the beer from the bottle, letting the dregs dribble to the ground. He looked up at me, 
squinting at me giving the impression he was smiling. He vigorously shook his head as he 
headed towards the gate in his back fence. 
 
“What time was it that you called it in?” I wanted a bloody answer with him being the only 
person in sight, so take your pick. 
 
“Fuck you bastards…a bloke tries to do the right thing…his social duty… and gets hauled 
over the coals for it. Why? Because I got ‘priors’…” He turned to glare at me. “That about 
right, copper?” 
 
“Sir, I don’t know you from Jesus Christ! The time? What time did you call it in?” 
 
“Yeah, well…I’ve felt I’ve been crucified by you bastards several times in the past…but 
that is the past. You bloody cops would have a better idea about that than me…” 
 
I stood there nodding at him, a smirk on my face. 
 
“The time, sir…” 
 
“As soon as they left, I walked over to have a peek at what they left there…I was expecting 
rubbish…that’s the usual habit of most irresponsible gnats…but I got a shock cause it was a 
bloody body. I high-tailed it back here and called it in…about six…closer to 
seven…satisfied? I’ve had enough of yer…going to bed. Goodnight, coppers”. He turned as 
he made his gate. “At least with all youse coppers about to-day, we won’t have the noise of 
bloody dirt bikes breaking the silence in two. I should get a good night’s sleep, eh?” He 
flicked his thumb off his forehead as though he was saluting and swayed across his back 
lawn to the back door, disappearing into the gloom of the house. 
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“More than one longneck, I reckon…” Doug commented. 
 
“Mmm…yeah…” I walked out into the middle of the grassy raceway. Stood looking both 
ways along the length of back fencing. All made of Colourbond Steel. I wondered what had 
happened to the old hardwood paling fences. I can remember as a lad being 
surrounded…being kept within a smallish backyard by an old grey timber paling fence 
which had more character than an anaemic ‘colour-bond’ metal fence-line. I suffered like 
most kids with bloody long splinters in my hands…but that’s what you’d expect if you were 
trying to balance as you walked along the top timber rail…that and two broken arms that 
never taught me…I could almost run along that top rail before I thought of some other 
derring-do! 
 
“There’s got to be a walkway along here somewhere…to give access from the street back to 
this nature strip. The Council would need access to mow the area. They’d use a sit-on 
mower of some type…maybe even a slasher Tractor”. I mumbled as I continued to walk the 
fence-line until we came to an access laneway. “Yep…I should have been a Council Planner 
or whatever…let’s interview as many locals as we can to get a feel for the area”. 
 
I lost my bearings a bit after knocking on neighbourhood doors getting the usual hear 
nothing; see nothing though there were those who enjoyed the chat. We learnt little for our 
endeavour eventually knocking on the front door of our ‘drinker’ by mistake. 
 
“Fuck me!” Someone roared from the other side of the door. It was wrenched open followed 
by a string of expletives. Both Doug and I stepped to either side of the door opening…just 
in case. 
 
“You bloody coppers again…yes I called the body-dump into Crime Stoppers. Yer satisfied 
now? Five blokes. Two cars. One a Toyota Landcruiser a bit worse for wear. An early 
model. Dings all about it as though he had a bad day four-wheel driving somewhere. The 
paint job bleached and poor. They got the body from the back of that 4WD. The other 
vehicle? Don’t know these new cars. They all look the same to me now. It was silver in 
colour…a Merc I reckon. Couldn’t see much of it as it had followed the 4WD along the 
track. The 4WD was white…well, white mixed with rust stains all about. The Rego plates 
started with HD followed by the number 46…then it could have been an E or an F and a B 
or an R after that. My name is Bryce Haughton Humphreys, but everyone knows me as 
Bruce Humphreys. I’ve worked at the same place for twenty years…after being sprung from 
Silverwater…am the Night Supervisor at the nearby Masters Food Company. Moved into 
this house after it was built ‘bout twelve months ago. Am paying it off…I live alone if you 
are wondering…if there is nothing else…I reckon yer coppers can find out more about me 
seeing I’s bin inside…I need my beauty sleep. A g’day to youse…” 
 
He shut the door in our faces. 
 
My nose began to itch. 
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Yeah, I know. I was drawing a long bow just because the guy had done time…it was our 
usual reaction though. Crims were always Crims to us regardless of whether they’d seen the 
light or still walked down the wrong side of the street…rightly or wrongly, that was our 
view. Once a Crim, always a Crim!! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 
“Got him…arrh…two thousand and one”. I exclaimed as I gazed at my iPad. “An eighteen-
month sentence for possessing a commercial quantity of dried cannabis leaf. Served just 
over twelve months, out on parole for good behaviour. Did a stretch a couple of years before 
on the same charge…a bloke who never learns…or someone who thinks he has learnt and 
believed he is always one step ahead of us. His juvenile record sealed but you could draw 
conclusions on why he spent time in a juvey jail. He had just turned twenty-six on that 
second stint…puts him middle forties now. Hmm…interesting. He was one of five guys 
nabbed at the same time. The other four had longer sentences…makes you think what they 
now think of their former mate…might be worthwhile following through with them…” 
 
Chalmers scratched his head before cocking it to one side in a questioning manner. 
 
“What has all that got to do with the body dump?” 
 
I had lost him. 
 
“You smell the place when he opened the door?” I looked over at him, the tiny table hardly 
allowing us to place a coffee cup and my iPad comfortably on it. “He’s still dealing in 
drugs…and he smokes the weed…all the players have to be investigated including ex-crims 
as they are usually tied up in the murder somehow…or they have their nose to the ground 
and can sniff out the undercurrents…” 
 
“Again, I cannot work out why you are concentrating all your energy on a retired ex-crim 
who called the body dump in?” 
 
“Because for all the reasons I just gave you”. 
 
“By his own admission he no longer engages in the murkier side of life…” Doug replied, 
getting a little hot under the collar. “So why?” Again, Doug looked at me wondering about 
that second head that had suddenly appeared between my shoulders. 
 
“He’s still dealing…he’s still involved which goes against all the innocent shit he offered 
us…” I held my arms akimbo in a questioning manner. It had all made sense to me. 
 
“Fair enough…but what has that got to do with the body dump? He called it in! If he were 
somehow involved, he would have kept a low profile…wouldn’t he?” He was starting to 
shit me with his constant…with his bloody nagging, not wanting to take on board what I 
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was saying and keep it in his mind on the off chance that something links the players 
together. He has had no more than four months experience in this job as a Murder Dee… 
 
I silently counted to three, taking sips of my coffee to calm me down. Getting angry with 
my inexperienced partner would not help matters. The man had come from Robbery and 
Crimes to Persons which tends to narrow down their investigative inquisitiveness and 
thinking out of the box. He filled that role to perfection! 
 
I nodded in partial agreement as I bent forward to grab my coffee cup. We were up the road 
in the small shopping precinct that was the centre of this newish Estate. I had my iPad out 
and had been scrolling through the life and times of one Bryce Haughton Humphreys aka 
Bruce Humphreys. 
 
“You got anything on that 4WD vehicle?” I asked Chalmers who was able to balance his 
iPad on a knee, one leg crossed over the other. 
 
“Not yet…” He replied. “But that is another thing. If Bryce Humphreys were involved, he 
surely wouldn’t have given us the Plate Number of the vehicle…or partial Number Plate, 
now would he?” 
 
“If he has”. I responded quickly. 
 
Doug shot me a glance, still wondering I suspected, where the second head had come from. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
“Scuse me? Can I have another coffee…um…and um…one slice of toasted…I mean toasted 
close to deep brown sour dough with butter and vegemite. Do you want something, Doug?” 
 
He held his hand up. He was concentrating on his iPad and thus, couldn’t do two things at 
once. 
 
“No…um, no, I’m right, thanks”. 
 
“I reckon our Vic will be known to us…” 
 
“We normally take the fingerprints of the victim and run it through the National Data Base 
ourselves, don’t we? While we are on site?” 
 
“Yeah, us or Forensics…but we couldn’t this time as we would have had to puncture the 
plastic sheathing which could have fouled up evidence and the chain of evidence. No, they 
will go through the process at the time of the post-mortem. After they bag and tag that thick 
plastic bag…but yes, I’ll bet the price of this lunch that he will be in the works…past jail 
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times…and I reckon they’ll find trace on the inside of that sheeting. Possibly even partial 
fingerprints if we’re lucky”. 
 
“If that is the case, why bother with the washing down of the man and the same on the 
plastic sheeting once the plastic envelope was sealed?” 
 
“To hide their identity, I would think…they would have thought themselves as being 
smarter than the average dicks…they weren’t worried about the vics identity knowing we 
would chase it down eventually…but we still could have them as known Associates of our 
Vic if we are lucky”. 
 
“Yer reckon!? Yeah…maybe”. Doug nodded his head. That made sense to him. He had a 
long way to go before you could confidently say he was a Murder Dee in the making…a 
long way! 
 
“Still…all this secrecy…trying their best to leave nothing that would indicate their 
identity…and where he was dumped. Out of the way and a pain to get him there…” 
 
“Yeah, I thought of that. Maybe…just maybe the whole thing was set up that way to give 
our elderly witness sitting on a milk crate a warning, perhaps…” 
 
“Again, we are back to if that is the case, why would Humphreys call it in…it puts him in 
the cross-hairs…caught in the headlights”. 
 
I nodded my head. Doug was showing finally that he was starting to think like a Murder 
Dee. 
 
I rang the Hospital to see how Bill was, the doctor relaying there had been no 
change…bugger me! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
 
It was a tough afternoon walking the streets within proximity to the body dump. Asking 
questions, sometimes silly, getting silly remarks in return. We didn’t think we would gain 
anything worthwhile, but it was something we had to do. Staying in the area until lights 
came on and the flicker of blue light as the TV screens lit up to tell us people were home 
from work. It was counterproductive in a sense as all these people we questioned that 
afternoon and night were more than likely at work when the dump occurred. But maybe 
there was an early morning jogger who may have seen something…that hope proved 
fruitless which amazed me. This was a new Estate, so the inhabitants were all…well mostly 
around the same age…just starting families in the new house…there was bound to be a 
runner…or a bike-rider…doing the same circuit with like-minded masochists. 
 
I was surprised when this wasn’t the case. 
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Nothing worthwhile for our worn shoe leather! 
 
I arrived home just as Tellie was putting the girls down to bed. They were pardoned for 
another half an hour to play with Daddy…or at least for Daddy to read the current favourite 
book. Daddy was far better than anyone else at reading these stories, always going off at a 
tangent into a completely different story coming from my mind in an instant. The girls 
would giggle away knowing that their fav story was being cut to shreds! Daddy was so 
clever in making up new stories sometimes funnier than the one they wanted to hear…and 
my poetry rivalled Doctor Seuss for rhythm and rhyme with mine coming in an instant off 
the top of my head…so clever, I always told myself. 
 
I had often promised myself that when I retired from the Force, I would begin writing down 
all those little ditties…one day…and if I had forgotten them, all I needed to do was ask the 
girls…they’d remember! 
 
I walked out into the Kitchen to give Tellie a hug only to be almost bowled over by my 
three dogs wanting my attention now that the girls were settled in bed. 
 
“You’re getting as bad as me with multiple pets…” Shelley stuttered, laughter in her voice 
as she said the words. 
 
I looked up, totally surprised. 
 
“What the blazes are you doing here?” I asked as I gave her a hug. I looked from Tells, to 
Shells and onto Malisa. “You are supposed to be in…what…Ho Chi Minh City…or 
somewhere up there, aren’t you?” 
 
“I couldn’t leave you guys alone to worry about Bill. Mal needed me…so here I am.” A 
fling of her arms and a thrust of her hips. I must admit, she looked a million dollars. “I flew 
out of Saigon…sorry, Ho Che Ming City. Brin and I. We only missed Seoul in South Korea 
and Osaka and Tokyo…we can always do that tour later…though I do have doubts of 
missing Japan…no…Mal needed us and we can always do Japan as a separate tour later”. 
 
“The money you’ve lost…” 
 
“No…the Cruise people and the captain were fantastic. I have a chit for a cruise around 
EnZed any time within the next two years…fifty percent off…I am going to stay here with 
Mal until Bill comes home…good to see you Joe. You were the only one left out of the 
loop. Surprise, surprise. Have you missed me?” 
 
“Like a wet week with severe diarrhoea thrown in…” 
 
“See! What did I tell everyone…he has missed me!” 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
 
I sat up in the Viewing Area above the ‘Cutting Room’ directly over the table. A thick pane 
of glass at an angle protected us from the smells, sounds, and aromas of the ‘Cutting Room’. 
The plastic sheath had been cut away and placed into an evidence bag to be sent up to the 
Forensic Science team for microscopic examination. Before the victim’s hands were 
enveloped in paper bags, his fingerprints were taken and within a couple of minutes his 
identity was known. 
 
“Hemo ‘Jimmy the Hood’ Mahmoud”. The Forensic Pathology Assistant to the ‘Cutter’ said 
into the overhead microphone. 
 
The name crackled out of the speaker above my head. This communication avenue there for 
Medical Students viewing an autopsy as part of their training to become Doctors. Hopefully, 
there would be those who would become Forensic Pathologists once they gained their 
medical degree. 
 
“DoB November Nineteen Seventy-Nine making him just on forty years of age. DoD 
yesterday. Two stints in the clink, both for drug possession of a saleable quantity. A stint in 
Juvenile for a similar offence. He was high on the list of interest to both the Narcotics and 
the Gang Related team. The relevant Officers are noted with a red flag linking the two 
coppers and our Deceased”. The young woman added. “His reputation was not having a 
working brain if you read his last entry by his parole Officer at the time”. 
 
“We going to inform his wife and family?” Doug Chalmers asked under his breath. 
 
“Seems as though Destiny has selected us over a lot of Officers who deserve the task far 
more than us humble servants of the Force…I think we should prepare ourselves by wearing 
our vests. I reckon we will become the targets as soon as we turn our backs to return to our 
Unmarked”. 
 
Chalmers shook his head at my black humour. He needed to lighten up a bit. 
 
By this stage, the Victim’s clothes had been cut from his body leaving a slightly flabby 
individual almost covered in tattoos, some of which were prison-grade tatts. 
 
“He was carrying, Joe. A Police Special Glock Seventeen…also a flick-knife…” 
 
“Didn’t seem to be much good to him…it could show he was surprised and immobilized 
very quickly…” I replied, titling my head towards the speaker above my head. I didn’t have 
a clue where in hell the microphone was so speaking into the speaker seemed logical to me. 
“Um…give Ballistics the handgun so they can try to trace it out…hopefully it may have 
history of some sort”. 
 
The young Assist looked up at me and nodded. 
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“Done as we speak, Detective”. 
 
“Amongst friends, so he thought”. Doug offered quietly. 
 
I nodded my head. Yes, amongst friends. He could have been relaxed sharing a drink or two 
amongst friends…that could very well give us a direction. A quick visit up to Police 
Intelligence will give us names on both sides of the spectrum. Then again, if he thought 
himself amongst friends, why the need to carry? Even dumb twits knew not to carry their 
favourite handgun on the off chance they got pulled over and were frisked…double the risk 
if known to the local boys as this bloke was. Carrying means jail time…you can bet on it! 
 
Muscles had begun the ‘Y’-incision. He paused to look up at me, a smile on his face. My 
cue to get the heck out of there! 
 
“Yeah, okay mate…we’re out of here. See you on the week-end, huh?” 
 
“Aren’t we all going to visit Billy to-night, after which we are going to our favourite Pizza 
Joint? Charlie’s joint? The joint you introduced us all to, making us forego any other Pizza 
joint in the Sydney Basin as they pale into insignificance by comparison…” 
 
“Arrh, yeah. I almost forgot about that…oh, by the way…” Muscles was standing there over 
the Vic, his hand poised with a scalpel already having begun the incision. “Um…Shelley 
has cut short her Cruise and has come home to be with Mal…Mal is on Special Leave for 
the moment. She admitted last night she was no good at work which could have had dire 
consequences if she had fucked up…so Shells is staying at our joint with Mal for however 
long…see you to-night”. 
 
“Shell’s not coming back to work?” 
 
“Not in the short term…no. She has another month off herself…and then she must make 
that decision. She’ll be back annoying the shit outa me, mate. Bet on it!” 
 
We began to ease our way out of the Viewing Chamber to head for our car. Muscles knew 
when I’d had enough…a ‘Y’ Incision was not my favourite spectacle! 
 
Doug had opened the driver’s door before asking the question that must have been churning 
about in his head. 
 
“If Shelley does come back…um…what will happen to me?” 
 
“You possibly will make up a threesome with us…it has been done on many occasions 
before…or circumstances may arise where you will be teamed back with Bartholomew…” 
 
“No…I would object to that…um…between you and the gate post…and um… really, she is 
fine with Bert Matthews. They make a good team, so I’ve been told through the office 
grapevine”. 
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“Oh!? You wouldn’t want to get back with her, why not?” 
 
“Um…she is hard to take over several days and if the Case is a bit…you know, she allows 
herself to only think down one track. If you say anything opposing her point of view, she 
simmers for bloody hours making the time with her awfully hard to take…she is so full on 
and doesn’t have a funny bone at all”. 
 
“Um…yeah, I kind of figured that and…yeah, they do seem to get on fine which surprises 
the hell out of me…but Bert is not that far from Retirement…” 
 
“At least three years, Joe…” Doug countered. 
 
He’d obviously been making enquiries. I guess I would too if placed in that predicament and 
not really wanting to be partnered again with the woman who had been his partner when 
both had first come into the Murder Squad. I should have taken the conversation further at 
that point, but I did not do so…something I may regret in the future. I always thought it was 
unwise to partner the two together…both inexperienced. Both should have been paired with 
experienced officers…well…that is what had happened. I was set free when Shelley took 
extended leave after her last attempt at falling pregnant. Chambers slotted in with me while 
the young Susanne Bartholomew was paired with Bert Matthews who was in the twilight of 
his career. His solemn character and plodding manner always got results but if I had 
partnered with him, I’d be pulling out my hair after day one! 
 
Susie seemed to dovetail neatly with the old bloke which was another feather in the boss’s 
cap as it had been her suggestion which had been ridiculed by us senior Dees…shows you 
what type of astute boss our Denny Turner was… 
 
“Yeah, mate, I hear you…but we don’t know his accrual in annual leave, sick leave, time 
off in lieu and long service holidays. You could bet we all had about twelve months at least. 
But to be fair, Bert has always been the type to go right until the end…take all that accrued 
time in cash…if he is allowed by the Bean Counters…they seem to want to minimise that 
practise…less cash to park out as far as they are concerned…” 
 
 
CHAPTER NINE 
 
 
We made a tight family unit as we attended the Hearing where the driver who almost killed 
Bill was having his fifteen seconds of fame in his own mind…or infamy in our minds! 
There were joint gasps as the matters were read to the Court. The cops were trying to throw 
the book at the guy, Angelo Papadis. Aged thirty-two. Small time crim and big-time 
irresponsible adult as far as driving a vehicle was concerned. He had had his License 
revoked on five separate occasions from the time he gained it when he was old enough to 
apply for one. Mostly for bracketed speeding offences or driving under the influence. His 
vehicle was adjudged as being unroadworthy on two separate occasions when he was caught 
driving it. Unregistered, uninsured and he unable to obtain a Driver’s License until ten years 
hence…yet he continued to ignore whatever the Law threw at him! 
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The Victim of this man’s total disregard for the ‘Rules of the Road’ and his responsibility in 
adhering to such rules may have very well have cost the life of my son who was also a 
reputable young man with a promising rising star for the Prosecution in the DPP 
hierarchy…a ‘brother-in-arms’ to the Magistrate in all Cases. That would ensure an 
unfavourable outcome for the crud! 
 
I thought then the Accused had been lucky not to have been in this situation years ago. He 
was a wreck waiting to happen. His family were also in Court. Two opposing ‘teams’ that 
could end up in a brawl, going on how my group was reacting to asides from his side. There 
was always an excuse for each offence as it was being read out to the Court. Mostly blaming 
local coppers harassing and waiting for the man to drive out of his drive. This triggered the 
ire of the Magistrate who threatened to clear the Court if the general hum of opposition 
continued. 
 
It was his Court, and he was not going to tolerate the hum of dissension for much longer. 
 
This caused a wail from the Accused’s mother with shrieks of him being a good boy…to let 
him go and on her mother’s grave, her boy would tread a saintly path from here on in! It had 
been a common wail that had softened many a Magistrate’s heart, giving the mother the 
benefit of the doubt! This time it was not going to work, and sentencing was to be held over 
until the following week…keeping us all on tenterhooks. 
 
We tried to stay away from the Accused’s dysfunctional family without success as we 
exited the Court House building. They seemed to want to stay close and fling insults at us. 
The very design of the exterior of the building only adding the want to be close enough to 
each other to create a toxic atmosphere!! 
 
There were jeers and accusations of how poor and damaged our descendants were; how we 
were picking on a God-fearing family just because they were Lebanese and how their poor 
boy was rotting in prison, not being allowed to walk with his family before the sentence was 
passed down, though that was curtailed when the Bail money was found to allow the 
miscreant to walk the streets for another week at least. 
 
We ignored it as much as we could but a couple of raised single fingers also raised the 
temperature within this excitable family. I continually coaxed my family and group of 
friends away, steering them to the local Leagues Club which was supposed to have good 
meals for reasonable costs. After a good couple of hours, we started to break up. Me going 
with Doug and Muscles who I would drop off at the Lidcombe Forensic Science, Morgue 
Precinct and Coroners’ Offices before I and Doug headed for the Office…just to appear for 
the Boss’s sake and allow me my daily ritual down in the Gym and heated pool. 
 
Shells, Mal and Dee Dee Symonds had driven in with Tellie in an official vehicle, allowing 
them also to park in the bowels of the Court Building across from the St. James Plaza area. 
Tellie doubted whether she would return to work. Dee Dee encouraging her to take what 
there was of the afternoon off…there appeared to be little enthusiasm, so everyone gathered 
at my place and sat out on the deck with a drink in hand to wipe away the remaining hours 
of sunlight. 
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CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
I sat with a sigh, wondering why I had returned to work at all. I should have gone straight to 
the Hospital to read Bill the Newspaper of the day as I normally did, always making me late 
for dinner and reducing quality time with the girls. I figured that this hiatus would not 
overly affect them but could be of major benefit to Bill. 
 
Another thirty to forty-five minutes and I could knock off, not before I had done my usual 
forty-five-minute ritual down in the Sub-Basement. 
 
“Joe? While you were gone, I paid a visit to Police Intelligence and Narcotics. 
Um…interesting…yeah, very interesting”. Doug Chalmers smiled as though he had figured 
out where the golden Chalise was buried for the past two thousand years. 
 
I nodded my head, leaning forward trying to get the man to let me in on the interesting parts 
to no avail. I was looking for a shorthanded version in any case, as I had intentions of 
knocking off a bit earlier to go and see Bill. That made possible by a reduction of time in the 
Gym and by doing two or three laps less in the pool. 
 
He didn’t take my cue! There was no way I wanted to prime the man. I had a feeling that his 
information would roll out making us both late in knocking off! 
 
“Arrh, Doug? Can we leave it until to-morrow morning? I reckon we would run out of time 
with your news. To-morrow morning, huh?” I requested as I stood, readying myself to hurry 
to the Hospital. This would make me a little early in popping in to see Bill, but I reckon it 
was well worth it. I didn’t feel at all guilty in closing the man down…or me not doing my 
normal stint in the pool and Gym, this to give the man a subtle hint… 
 
I was thirty minutes earlier than my usual time to sit with my son and walked into his 
wardroom that was a little crowded to say the least! There were friends from the DPP’s 
Office, his gym, his squash club and his bicycle club. I had forgotten that Bill was usually 
up at sparrows’ fart joining an early morning group of bike riders to pedal their way to the 
Manly Promenade and return. This they did three times a week causing a mad rush to be on 
time to sit at their office desks. He would do thirty minutes in the Office Gym every 
afternoon. Three times a week he would then join a Squash Team readying themselves for 
competition with other Public Servant bastions held once a year. I hadn’t known, but Bill 
and his Squash partner had held the trophy for four consecutive years…he was always 
averse to trumpeting his successes and without the occasional ‘update’ from Malisa, his 
athletic achievements and Court ‘wins’ would not be common knowledge at our joint. 
 
I did not know whether it was my appearance at the Wardroom door or not, but the crowd 
started to thin very quickly. I was disappointed with this result, but what can you say, there 
was a generation gap for sure, and I guess me being a copper would make certain persons 
nervous if we were rubbing shoulders…I guess. I was surprised to see Billy turning his head 
as they all said their byes with promises to turn up on the morrow…it was a good excuse to 
get out of that last hour of work when things seemed to drag extremely slowly! 
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I pulled one of the Visitors chairs close to the top of his bed…as close as I could get. I said 
my usual greeting and began a monologue on my day at the Office. He always enjoyed this 
monologue, and I could almost see a smile begin to crease his face…almost. After I 
exhausted that subject, I began to detail what had happened in Court. 
 
“Sentencing Hearing next week. I think the guy may have the book thrown at him. I got the 
opinion the Magistrate was not that chuffed by the goings-on of his family, especially his 
mother. I reckon because of her behaviour; he has never had to stand up and feel responsible 
for anything he has ever done. The string of traffic offences stretched for two pages. He is a 
serial offender. He’ll get the maximum of around eight…” Bill’s head turned to me as 
though he was about to respond. Ben walked in and yelled his greeting which caused Bill to 
turn towards his life-long friend. 
 
Let me be clear on these reactions from Bill. When I say he turned his head there was but 
minimum movement, but enough to make you notice…it was only the beginning, huh? 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
 
“Not a welcoming look, is it?” Chalmers murmured as he lent forward and peered passed 
me at the block and the house that looked for all the world as though it was experiencing a 
demolition contract that was signed with half the demolition occurring up to this point. Half 
the house appeared collapsed. On closer inspection, it was the carport on the side of the 
building that had crumpled to the ground. The height of the grass and weeds gave you a sign 
on when a mower had scythed through the front and side yards…sometime towards the days 
of Captain James Cook I would think. The rust stained and filthy 4WD seemed to be 
swamped in a sea of long grass up to its underside and higher. 
 
“House proud is not in their vocabulary, so it seems”. I responded as I undid my seat belt 
and opened the car door after informing Comcentral of our intentions, the address we were 
interested in and our projected length of time we thought we would be away from our 
Unmarked. This was a ‘law’ that was always obeyed as our very lives could depend on our 
first report if something went pear-shaped. 
 
We strolled up the path that was just trodden grass until we reached the small Porch area. 
Knocked on the door and moved to one side. I was going to knock again but felt the 
footfalls on the inside floor being transmitted onto the front Porch area. I looked around, 
suspicious that the Porch may collapse at any moment…the whole appearance of the house 
gave you that feeling. 
 
The door creaked open slowly after moments of us standing there. 
 
“Yeh…wad-arr-u-want?” 
 
“Charlie Hills?” I held my ID card out to him. 



22 
 

He squinted at it before looking up and down the street. Satisfied, he opened his door wider 
and stood upright, challenging us with his size. A big bloke…a really big bloke who took up 
most of the door opening in height and width! 
 
“You a friend of ‘Jimmy the Hood’ Mahmoud?” 
 
“Nah…never heard of him…anything else coppers? If not, yer can get off me property…” 
 
“Your vehicle was noticed at the body drop out near McGraths Hill…and it is a fair 
assumption that Hemo Mahmoud was transported to the scene where he was dumped in 
your vehicle…” 
 
“Nah…don’t know what youse are on about…if me wheels had been pinched, could have 
been, I guess…some-one coulda knocked off me wheels…done what they wanted and as 
right good people, returned me wheels back to here…” He craned his neck to make sure his 
‘wheels’ were parked in his front driveway. A nod of his head sufficient proof that the 
‘thief’ had returned his rust bucket. “I could have been going for a piss and never noticed 
me loss…you know, up that bush track…the drop done without me being around…” 
 
Blokes like this think they are switched on and intelligent. Clever ideas seemed to leap from 
them like fleas off a dog about to be given a wash. The problem was they couldn’t 
remember what they said at the beginning of a sentence to the last bit…and to have a 
modicum of truth in the saying was a mighty achievement! 
 
“So, you have admitted that you and your vehicle were up that bush track. What bush track? 
We never mentioned anything about a bush track…there were four of yer. I guess Hemo 
was a little hard to carry even for a short distance from your 4WD to where you dumped his 
body. Being wrapped up in plastic might have been a clever way to diminish the chance of 
trace from your body…and yer three other mates, being transferred onto the body, but it 
sure makes it harder to carry the body, huh? Your known associates Jerry Martin, Bray 
Herdios and Stephan Sparta huh? They helped yer, didn’t they?” 
 
“Yeah, what about them? We play cards together every week…” 
 
“Last week?” 
 
“Nah…haven’t played for a while”. 
 
“Who asked you to dump Mahmoud?” 
 
“Don’t know what yers are talking about…” 
 
“George Perdy perhaps. A witness says he saw the man standing from his car which was 
parked in behind your vehicle on the bush track. Talk on the streets is Perdy wants to 
expand his domain and be rid of all the little wannabes feeding around the edges of the drug 
pool. We know you and the other three are called in to do his dirty work…always. This 
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time, you were seen…bad planning, huh? Should have done the job in the middle of the 
night…least risk to you maybe?” 
 
He shook his head slowly, thought about the answer before replying as though the future of 
the world depended on his response. 
 
“Our headlights would have jigged with some-one living close by…and besides, me 
headlights don’t work…need to fix them sometime, eh?” 
 
“So, you thought early morning instead of late at night because your headlights don’t 
work…just on sparrow’s fart, eh? That’s when you dumped the body, huh?” 
 
“Don’t know what yer are talking about…and I’ve never heard of Perdy…was that his 
name?” 
 
I turned at the sound of a flat-top truck reversing across the council kerb and gutter. Two 
Patrol Wagons pulled up behind our vehicle. Uniforms Constables from the local Area 
Command spilled from the Wagons. 
 
“What the fuck…what do you think you’re doing, arse-holes? That’s me wheels! You can’t 
go pinching me wheels like that…” 
 
“Check the Court Order. It will show that we can and will transport your vehicle to the 
Forensic Impoundment Yard for forensic examination…is there anything you would like to 
say before the examination is conducted?” 
 
He raised his arms in a gesture of failure and anxiety. Swinging them down to slap his hips. 
He knew he couldn’t stop the process. 
 
“Anyone else home?” I asked already knowing the answer. His missus and two kids had left 
hours ago. The missus took the kids to School before continuing to her work. 
 
I tucked the Order into the man’s trackie-dak waist band, ordered him to turn with his hands 
behind his back. Chalmers hand-cuffed him and led him down to our Unmarked as the 
grimy 4WD was winched up onto the Flat-top. He looked distraught as he watch the pride 
of his life being tied to the flat-top truck. 
 
The Registration Number that had partially been given to us was the decisive factor. We had 
the guy and his associates on toast. Well, we were confident that we had the matter in hand. 
As we had approached Charlie Hills address, the same scenario was occurring at his mates’ 
addresses. 
 
Bruce Humphreys had come through though he would not be rewarded. Instead, a Narc 
boys team were arresting the guy as we had conducted our swoop…no charity for the crims. 
They don’t expect it and don’t want it as it can brand them for life…of being a cop’s snitch. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 
We kept the four of them for thirty hours just to make their Legal Counsel work for their 
high fees rates. 
 
Interviewing them twice each to receive nothing in return. We realistically had nothing on 
them except suspicion rolled around little facts. None of them slipped up or divulged any 
other information. All we had was suspicions based on the reputation and livelihood of the 
four, the slip-up on the ‘bush track’ piece and the evidence of a very sus bloke who had a 
reputation just as bad as the four with doing time his speciality. We still did not have 
anything that showed Humphreys had prior dealings with the four except they had been all 
arrested on the same night around twenty years ago. Humphreys kept on saying he was 
being judged purely on association…while arguing he had no association with the four. 
Back then, they were all sentenced to do time, Humphreys a little less than the gang of four. 
 
I was still convinced that Humphreys was central to our investigations into ‘Jimmy the 
Hood’ Mahmoud’s homicide death. Chalmers still not convinced, again parroting why 
would a bloke call the body dump into Crimestoppers if he were somehow involved in the 
death of Mahmoud. 
 
We needed more than that if we ever wanted to arrest and charge the four. We were hoping 
Forensics may turn something up during their search of the vehicles of the four. 
 
Stephan Sparta’s wife continued like a mad woman as she watched the family car being 
slipped up onto a tray-truck. Asking over and over how she was expected to get to work 
without their car for how-ever long. Just then, a bus drove past the property. 
 
“Where do you work, Missus?” 
 
“Chatswood…” She replied angrily. 
 
“A bus out the front of your joint here to Castle Hill…a train from there straight through to 
Chatswood. No worries, Missus”. 
 
That information did not appease her and before we led her husband away in handcuffs, the 
missus gave him a couple of belts in the stomach and a couple across his face. He took it all 
without a murmur, looking for all the world like a little kid being chastised by his mother. 
The strong-arm man had disappeared! 
 
Go figure… 
 
We even pulled in their Boss who called in his Solicitor and was free again within two 
hours of us calling on him at his home. 
 
“Evidence! We want clear and concise evidence. I guess we will have to wait until 
Forensics gives us their final report…something is bound to poke out from that…” Doug 
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muttered, frustratingly slapping his hand on the table of the small Interviewing Room. We 
had just watched ‘The Boss’ walk. A smug grin telling us to go to hell! 
 
“Doug? We may not get anything conclusive from them…one good thing, it will take some 
time before they return Charlie Hills vehicle to him…” 
 
“Does this happen often? You know…us knowing conclusively who the Perps are and what 
they were doing but cannot prove our suspicions with collaborative evidence that would 
stand on its own in Court?” 
 
“Yeah…repeatedly… it’s part of the job. If you want immediate gratification, give away 
your desire to be a murder cop and become a Bank Teller, a Sales Assistant, or a Clerk in a 
Government Department. Often the only way we get a conviction is years later when some-
one comes forward wanting a payback…no honour amongst thieves though they’ll stick like 
glue for the present if they receive a decent dollar for their troubles”. 
 
“Christ, what a bloody frustrating business…” 
 
“Yeah, it can be if you let it, but time has a way of winding things up, usually from an angle 
we had not thought of. Cheer up! You sat opposite one of Sydney’s really bad boys…you 
can bet your superannuation you will sit opposite him again…if not him, then all his 
henchmen before the day you retire from the Force”. 
 
“I don’t know whether that is enough…” 
 
“It has to be Doug…otherwise you end up batty looking towards the high cliffs at South 
Head to end your misery!” 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
I sat heavily with a drawn-out sigh opposite Bruce Humphreys. 
 
“Copper, what the fuck am I doing here. Either charge me with something or let me walk. 
What’s it to fucking be? Man…I try to do the right thing and report what I saw…don’t 
expect me to be so helpful again, huh?” 
 
“We pulled in George Perdy and his four henchmen. Charlie Hills. Jerry Martin, Bray 
Herdios and Stephan Sparta all at the same time as your arrest. Why did we pull you in? We 
suspect you have had dealings with Perdy. More than likely through Charlie Hills. He is the 
brains out of the four. He looks after the smoothly running day to day illegal dealings of the 
Perdy empire…God have mercy on his soul”. 
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“I don’t know what you are talking about. Sure, I have heard of those guys…they’re heavy 
guys, outside my circle of friends. Knowed them but never knowed them if you get my 
drift”. 
 
I eased myself back hard in the seat. Cocked my head and gave the man my most menacing 
grimace. 
 
“We brought you in Brucey boy, for your own protection. You gave us the lead that led to 
those guys…we were looking after you, understand?” 
 
“You’re full of bullshit, man. Absolutely full of it…and again, yer cutting into my sleeping 
hours…I’ll have another shit night the same as before, yer bastards!” 
 
“You knew each of those guys…in fact you did time with them…they had a longer shift 
than you, but they were once your mates. You were all arrested together. They got longer 
shifts than your couple of months…they dirty about that, huh? What happened to break up 
the happy lives of Perdy’s boys and yerself?” 
 
He tried to stare me out, failing dismally. I shouldn’t put weight on that victory as most 
Crims aren’t good at it because they’re weighed down with all the lies they have told over a 
life-time. He shook his head, looked down at the tabletop convinced that he would be held 
for the duration. 
 
We let him loose three hours later. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
Everyone in Court was beginning to get fidgety. Quiet murmurs and shuffling feet the 
loudest sounds. The Magistrate dropped his anvil to order quiet in his Court. 
 
For a second time, the name of the guilty guy was read out. 
 
At last a Court Sheriff fronted the Bar to inform the Court that the Offender had fled the 
Country. I happened to look over at the man’s mother as she glanced at me. We locked 
stares with her pouting then smiling slightly. A triumphant air about her mien. 
 
“Missus Papadis? Do you know where your son is?” 
 
“My boy not a bad boy. He no deserved to be here in Court. He gone home…to Lebanon 
where they do not put innocent boys in jail…” 
 
She had remained seated during the entire conversation which rattled the Magistrate. 
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“I see…I will instruct the Court to prepare an Open Arrest Form. Your son will be arrested 
if he so much as steps foot on Australian or its Protectorates soil again. Do you understand, 
Missus Papadis? And please stand when addressing this Court or else I will be compelled to 
have the Sherriff place you under arrest. Do you understand that?” 
 
She nodded her head and opened her mouth to respond. 
 
“Please stand if you wish to address this Court, Missus Papadis”. 
 
For the first time we were witness to a ‘Lebanese’ back. She struggled to her feet, wiping 
her eyes with a tiny handkerchief. Her stature twisted and bent. 
 
“You Judge. You have stopped me from seeing my son when he has done nothing wrong. 
You are the guilty one in this Court…you have taken my son away from me…” 
 
The Magistrate ignored her, looking down his nose at her from on high. Wondering I felt 
sure, whether it was worthwhile in having her stay for a day or two at the Governor’s 
Pleasure. In the end he shook his head slightly, glancing across at me before asking for the 
next Case to front the Court. 
 
We shuffled out of the Courtroom. Me unintentionally walking beside Missus Papadis out 
of the building. She now had a sprightly gait and a smile on her face. If I had my Glock, I 
may have been tempted to stick it up her nose. I stood at the top of the entrance steps 
watching as the Papadis crowd fired up cigarettes, laughing and joking between themselves. 
Their young blokes turning to stare up at our little throng, giving the one finger salute. They 
thought they had won, not scared to rub it in. Eventually, they would all be doing time I 
figured as I stood there trying to shepherd my lot. 
 
“I’ll lay a bet that Angelo Papadis used a brother’s or cousin’s Passport. If he is not back in 
Oz, it won’t be long before he does return. It would be a shit existence over there compared 
to the double storey house with pool the bloke is living in over here…and he wouldn’t have 
his beloved vehicle over there. Like chalk and bloody cheese”. Ben murmured to me. 
 
I nodded in agreement. Ben had it in one. 
 
“We know their address?” 
 
“What, you want to keep eyes on the joint? They wouldn’t be so stupid as to let him 
home…would they? They’d be wise to have him living with another part of the family in 
Victoria or maybe South Australia…and if you got caught anywhere near the home, they 
could claim Police harassment…that advice I give freely, thinking purely of your career and 
standing within the Force…and I won’t charge you”. Ben chuckled, slapping me on the 
back as he began to walk down the stone steps of the Court House. 
 
Ben and Billy had done their Higher School, University and Law Degree days together. 
While Bill chose the DPP Office, Ben went where the money is…as a bloody good but 
young Defence Barrister. The two were still close…we were planning a family holiday up 
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to Byron Bay sometime next year outside School Holidays. Ben and his latest as well …all 
of us including my girls… I was looking forward to teaching them how to ride a surfboard. 
Now? I didn’t know for sure… 
 
“Mmm…you and I maybe. It would be just like them and their cocksure patronising attitude 
to have him cocooned in the family home thinking that the whole thing will be forgotten in 
a couple of weeks. It’ll just blow over and us cops being circus clowns, will forget about it 
looking at more important matters. He’ll be out and driving around by the end of the 
month…I may just call in a couple of favours…you didn’t hear that son, okay?” 
 
Ben glanced at me before replying with a shake of his head. 
 
“Joe? I’m on the opposite side of the Law to you defending those cocksure twits who get 
themselves into trouble and have you breathing down their necks…if you intend to put in a 
couple of nights having eyes on the Papadis residence out Sans Souci way, I’d recommend 
against it…you have more to lose than that Lebanese family. Stay away, Joe. Just go home 
and get a good night’s sleep”. He looked over at me not sure of my intentions. “What do 
you think Bill would say about it?” 
 
“Yeah, yer right…but I feel I have to do something”. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
 
It’s bad practise to leave your vehicle doors unlocked when you are on a midnight 
surveillance jaunt. 
 
This was the third night in a row where I had parked my 4WD somewhere around the 
Papadis home, keeping an eye on the two-storey mansion via my two external rear mirrors, 
manually adjusting either one to allow me to squiz unobtrusively at the home without 
turning around. Lounging back with the seat back down low…or watching through a pair of 
binoculars as I was parked on the sea-side parking area that ran along the sandy shoreline. 
 
This is when I use to chain smoke or drink gallons of coffee. The smell of java and the 
plume of smoke could very well have had exposed me on numerous surveillance nights, but 
what the heck, it was still better than losing shoe leather doing a ‘door to door’. Nowadays, 
there were no smokers doing surveillance work and the preferred liquid was bottled 
water…how boring have we become? 
 
My passenger door swung open suddenly making me almost shit my pants. Just as quick a 
figure hopped into the passenger front seat and closed the door quietly. I fumbled to find my 
Glock. 
 
“Detective? Leave it, okay? I’m friend, not foe. What the fuck you doing?” 
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He showed me his Border Force badge and handgun…a Glock fifteen like mine except mine 
was a ten magazine Glock. Not as heavy, easier to bring to bear…though to-night I had 
troubles and as I always said, if you needed more than ten bullets to get you out of trouble, 
you were in deep poo! 
 
“Um…me? Um…enjoying the fresh night air…” 
 
“You and me both, Detective. We ran your Rego Plates, so we know who you are…” 
 
“That’s more than I know about you, mate”. 
 
“You saw my badge…let’s just say we were asked by the Court to run surveillance on the 
Papadis family home just in case we see the young Angelo scooting about. We’re Border 
Force and Customs guys…the AO has not left our shore…we know that for sure so that is 
what we are doing, now you…what the effin’ hell are you doing?” 
 
“Um…letting my motor cool…it’s been running hot…” That comment almost made both of 
us laugh. We had to hide our smiles. The Officer looked over at me and shook his head. 
 
“Detective Lind? What were you going to do if the subject of our joint surveillance exercise 
showed himself? Keep in mind you have not been requested to attend to this address by any 
member of the Court, you are the father of the guy who was hit in a night-time vehicle 
accident by the crud who is hiding inside that address… and you have no right to be 
anywhere within cooee of this address…what would you have done if the little Leb bastard 
strolled out of that residence down the road? You touch him and he could have you for 
assault and as you are here outside any official requirement or request, he could have you 
for harassment…your lengthy career on a knife edge…had you thought of that?” 
 
I stared straight ahead through the windscreen, my mind in neutral and my palms sweaty on 
the steering wheel. 
 
“Understand Detective, if the bastard had done the same to my son, I would want to do the 
same as you are doing…for the past three nights. I’m sorry about your son…and I’m sorry 
for you. Do me and you a favour and get the fuck outa here, huh? I will not report this 
incident, okay?” 
 
He opened the door slowly and slipped from the seat. He quietly clicked the door closed and 
began to walk away. 
 
I locked all the doors, took a deep breath, and turned the motor over. As I drove slowly up 
the street away from the address, I turned on my lights and kept on driving…so that I wasn’t 
within cooee of the address. That was the last night I did such a stupid thing. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
 
My mobile phone buzzed then began to ring. 
 
“Joe? Where are you?” 
 
“Too far away from where you are going to tell me we should be because there is a dead 
body there…somewhere!” 
 
“Joe, it is yours no matter what you say…where are you?” 
 
I turned to Doug who was doing the honours. Driving beautifully within all Road rules and 
speed limits. 
 
“Um…we are driving east along Fairfield Road to get onto Woodville Road to head north 
towards the Office”. He yelled so I did not have to repeat the information. 
 
“That’s near Smithfield. A slight detour to the new Clubhouse of the Devils Blood MC 
gang. There are reinforcements on site just in case there is a sudden influx of members on 
their loud Harleys…at present there are only two members present. One Deceased, the 
former Head of the group and another, the alleged Perp who is the current Head of the 
Clan…all yours Joe. Good luck”. 
 
“Thanks heaps, Hendo…what would we do without you?” 
 
Hendo was our uncomplaining, whipping post Head Clerk who knew more than anyone else 
what was going on in the Murder Squad at any hour of the day. Our very existence relied on 
his navigating talents in steering the whole group through every shoal and reef. Of course, 
you will never hear that said in front of the Boss, but without Hendo’s steerage, the place 
would not function… but never hint at that to the Boss. 
 
“I hate to think…good afternoon to you both. A beautiful day to be out of the Office. I am 
envious…” 
 
You walk into one Bikie’s Club House you have seen them all. A ‘Eureka’ Flag alongside 
the Australian Flag. Far right-wing politics was their Bible. A swastika or two noticeable. A 
large mosaic of Bikie paraphernalia with the Gang’s name front and centre. A collection of 
beer bottles and stubbies. Cans from different countries showing ‘the lads’ had done a bit of 
travel…all over the place. The biggest Flat screen TV I had ever seen which would have 
cost a motza. 
 
No worries for these guys. Money was never in short supply though they rarely invested any 
of it towards their domiciles. I could never figure that, as they were never embarrassed by 
the ‘ready’ they had lying about. Sure, you needed ready coin for that next drug transaction 
but still…though every bloke with ‘colour’ had a top of the range Harley with personal bits 
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and pieces that added quite a bit to the value of the thing. Apart from that, there was never 
any show of throwing the cash around. I wondered because of that, why they did it at all? 
 
These guys were known as the ‘DEVIL’S BLOOD’ MOTORCYCLE GANG. An illegal 
motorcycle gang in every State of the land as were all these gangs who controlled and 
supplied the major proportion of all drugs sold in Australia. 
 
I walk around the guy lying in his own pool of blood. The polished concrete floor helping to 
enlarge the puddle. I circled again, sat on my haunches opening the guy’s mouth with a biro 
that had been a present from my girls…oh how to abuse such a gift I thought. ‘I must 
remember to turf this biro and not do what I normally do with it, chew at its end’. I thought 
to myself. 
 
“What’s in his mouth?” I asked Bree Wzerlic who had squatted beside me. 
 
“One-hundred-dollar notes…I’d say about twenty of them…” She raised her eyebrows as 
she looked at me. Gave a shrug of her shoulders as to the reason for this act. She couldn’t 
help me with a why… 
 
“That’s a cheap death!” I commented. “I thought the going rate was around the forty ‘G’ 
mark. Two grand!? Hardly enough to check the safety on your handgun…” I looked at the 
gun now encompassed in an Evidence Bag on the adjacent Bar-top. “Your normal choice, 
ma’ man?” I asked as I stood and turned to the dude who had his hands manacled behind his 
back. He was seated on a leather sofa facing away from the body and towards the wall size 
TV screen. A scowl telling me he wasn’t going to be cooperative. A Constable on either 
side holding his upper arms. I doubted he would run far or fast as he was a little overweight. 
That was being nice! The growing sign that most Gang Members were becoming 
senile…well, maybe not…but still middle-aged and overweight was most gang members 
though they could still swing an arm with malice. 
 
I looked at the guy getting past his scowl. He reminded me of someone…in another lifetime 
I thought. As the face fell into focus in my mind, I felt a chill go through my body. 
 
“Barry George Hadley? Know him?” I asked suddenly as I sat on a stool that I had dragged 
away from the front of the bar to position in front of him. The ‘scowler’ glanced at me 
before looking away. 
 
“Okay, we’ll try another tack. Your name, old man?” I smiled to offset his grimace. 
 
“Stefan Georgios Peder. Born July 1974 in Greece. Aged forty-five. Married to Elizabeth 
Crowley for twenty-five years. Three kids of the union. Rumours he also has a long-term 
mistress by the name of Angelica Papadis…” Bree Wzerlic read from a note-book. 
 
I wasn’t quick enough to realise that connection. 
 
“Um…Done five separate stints at the Governor’s Pleasure. The last ten years ago for 
carrying an illegal weapon…a handgun and a flick-knife and carrying a commercial 
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quantity of an illicit drug…MDMA. Got three. Did two. Released early for good behaviour. 
Has been out and clean for eight years”. The local Station Sergeant standing beside the 
Suspect agreed with the information that Wzerlic had offered. He gave me a grin as I tried 
to catch whatever had been flung at me with me being too slow to grab at it as it flew past. I 
nodded, wondering how anyone could keep a scowl on the face for so long…and how such 
a middle-aged, flabby, slovenly overweight bloke could support a wife and kids and a lover 
on the side! 
 
What…women around these parts having a style and taste challenge shortage!? 
 
“Why did you shoot him…close range…you couldn’t miss…” 
 
“He did…” A voice as rough as sandpaper making me want to cough to clear the airways. 
 
“He did what? Miss?” I looked surprised. “You gunna plead self-defence, huh?” 
 
“It was either him or me…so if that is decreed as self-defence, then I am…as long as I get 
clearance from my Solicitor”. He growled. He looked up at me with a blank face which was 
better than the scowl. That coldness again flew passed me as his face was about a picture-
perfect copy now that he had an expression of blankness. Barry George Hadley was alive 
and well…now that was a worry…as he lost his scowl, it sent a shiver through my body. I 
had no doubt that I was looking at Barry George Hadley or his close descendant thirty-four 
years after his death. 
 
My mind zoomed back to those days. 
 
The fact that I was working alone then as an Undercover Narcs Cop because my partner of 
close to five years, Barry Holtz quit the life and walked away from what I considered at the 
time as one of the best partnerships in the entire Force and the best in Narcs undercover 
work that I could see at the time. 
 
A dark night…dirty sand in my shoes…a shovel…a hole in the sandy ground that was 
rapidly filled in. 
 
“Barry George Hadley? Do you know him?” I asked again. This time a little more 
forcefully. 
 
The Bikie nodded his head slowly. Looked up at me, a smile slowly appearing as he stared 
me down. 
 
“What if I do? How come you know him? You’re about the right age…you a cop around the 
time my grandfather disappeared, huh? All sorts of stories according to my father. He 
reckoned the cops of that time got rid of him as he was an embarrassment…threatening to 
name a couple of cops who were walking on the wrong side of the street…taking a little 
back-hander once a month to turn a blind eye…or forget something…you know?” The 
smile never diminished, but to me it took on a nasty edge. “How do you know him?” He 
repeated. “He was my grandfather on my mother’s side. What’s he to you?” 
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‘A friendly Snitch who whispered good intel into my ear for years when I was in undercover 
Narcs’ I quickly replied only in my mind…then he got greedy demanding more for each 
snippet of information. If I did not agree, he could name names, describe certain things, and 
locate buried bodies who I had to get rid of. In undercover narcs in those days you lived and 
survived by your wits and not be concerned if a crim or two had to suddenly disappear. 
 
I did not want to implicate myself in a crime from so long ago…or admit I once had 
dealings with the man. The disappearance being forgotten by most…except for one or two 
who really knew what happened to the man. The knowledge buried amongst other 
memories, so I had thought. 
 
A dark night with only a slither of moon. Dark grey clouds scudding past. A freezing wind, 
sand in my runners…a short-handle spade in my hand. What sweat I oozed seemed to freeze 
on my skin…sand in the high-back Runners making it uncomfortable to walk…a shot that 
was whipped away by the wind…I sat for some moments breathing deeply waiting for my 
heart-beat to stabilise before I shovelled sand over the body. 
 
I was jolted back to the present by Doug who had a worried look wondering where I had 
escaped to. 
 
“Yeah…um…yeah…you say you were acting in self-defence…that the Deceased fired at 
you but missed…there has been a careful examination of all walls and ceiling within this 
building…nothing has been found. No bullet holes…nothing, naught, nada…not even an 
expended slug or shell casing. Can you explain that for me, please?” 
 
I turned to Doug. 
 
“Um…organise a GSR test on the man…and the victim…and where is his gun?” 
 
“Under him, so I am led to believe”. 
 
“Mmm…why were you playing cowboys without the Indians, Mister Peder” I twisted my 
head to address the aging Bikie. 
 
He bowed his head, shaking it stubbornly. I doubted we would get anything more out of the 
man. He was escorted out of the building as noisy ‘Hogs’ could be heard coming onto the 
property. We may need reinforcements depending on which way these ‘Indians’ react to the 
news. I left the death scene and wandered out to the small knot of Club members who were 
still sitting on their machines. They watched sullenly as ‘the Boss’ was escorted to a Paddy 
Wagon and driven away. I saw the slight hand signal from Peder for his guys to cool it…to 
leave and stay away for as long as the cops were in the Clubhouse. 
 
I wandered around the outside of the building, pacing out the metres from the back of the 
structure to the back and side fences. The Lot was quite large, being four times larger than 
the normal quarter acre residential block. A large block in the middle of suburbia, they were 
sitting on a pretty penny. How do they do it? I slowly walked back inside the premises and 
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again crouched down over the Deceased as close as I could without stepping into the pooled 
blood. 
 
“Detective? We would like to remove the Victim…how long will you be?” 
 
I looked across at Bree Wzerlic with an expression suggesting surprise at her being on site. 
 
“Yeah, Bree…in a moment. Make sure you do that GSR on both his arms and hands. Would 
it be possible to place the gun under the body without upsetting the natural pooling of his 
blood?” 
 
“Mmm…yes. He could have been rolled before the blood began to pool, pushing the gun 
under and then allowing the body to roll back into the position we now see…” 
 
“Wouldn’t that mean the guy was still alive? The blood pool would only expand if blood 
were still pumping from the body, wouldn’t it?” 
 
“Well, yes…maybe…” 
 
“Where was he hit?” 
 
“We don’t know until we roll him over…” 
 
“Then do it, Bree…how’s that husband of yours? Still loving the Parrot, the Galah and his 
two Rosellas?” 
 
“Hah…yes…and the dog, the Iguana and the two cats. He threatens to leave the Surgical 
life and open up a Refuge for unloved animals…somewhere…we haven’t got to the location 
yet, but I feel that it isn’t that far away…” She bent instructing her Assistances on how to 
turn the body carefully. “On two girls, lift him straight onto the gurney face up. Try not to 
cause too much damage to the blood pool…one…two…good one”. 
 
“Three bullets…close range…didn’t kill him straight away. I’d say he died from loss of 
blood…close range, Joe. I’d say the chest shot was only millimetres away…the guy has 
been assassinated Joe. That’s what it looks like to me…I have serious doubts on the self-
defence plea that the Perp is aiming for…” 
 
“And he pushes the gun under the body to support his story of self-defence…nah…he has 
staged the whole thing. I’m with you Bree, on this one…” 
 
“How’s your boy, Joe?” 
 
“No change but at least that is a good sign. He came around for about five minutes the other 
day. Knew Mal and even spoke to her in a croaky voice before he lapsed back into a coma 
again…they say this could happen repeatedly before he comes out of it…I know it has to be 
hard for him…but all those who love him find it extremely difficult. Wanting him to snap 
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out of it just like that…” I snapped my fingers together. :The Doctors can’t tell us his long-
term prognosis as yet…we have to wait…” 
 
“That’s a good sign, Joe. A good sign”. She gave me a smile, a pat on my shoulder. “He’ll 
come out of it when he is good and ready, Joe. Don’t fret it, huh?” 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
 
“Detective Lind? This is Garry Abdul. Senior Ballistics Officer out at Lidcombe. We were 
given a Glock 17 last week. The shooting death of Albore Gregor Draka aka Greg Drake by 
Stefan Georgios Peder, Murder Number 2019/9/20/MS123/JL/DC…in the Devils Blood 
Club House apparently”. 
 
“Yes. You have something for me already…what, the handgun has history?” 
 
“Yes…um…several years ago. The pistol was stolen from a Gun Enthusiast and Gun Shop 
Owner Burton O’Brien. The shop is in Wollongong. Two thousand and twelve. It was used 
by unknown shooters to put a slug into…arrh…hang on…” There was the sound of a 
keyboard rapidly tapping before he returned, apologising for his slackness. “Two Senior 
Constables doing a normal traffic stop of a reportedly stolen Audi Sports…on President 
Avenue Sans Souci…um…December two thousand and fourteen”. 
 
I let out a low whistle as I remembered that shooting well. It would seem half the Force was 
turned out to investigate it. One of the guys was now back at work while the other, the 
driver of the Pursuit Vehicle, was shot in the chest. The latest scuttlebutt had him still a bit 
of a nervous wreck. Married, two kids and he cannot look at the outside world. 
 
“It was suspected that one Albore Gregor Draka aka Greg Drake was the shooter. His 
accomplice remains unknown”. I replied, letting the incident come into focus. The shooting 
had rocked the Force. It wasn’t something you expected from a simple road stop…while 
there were theories galore, there was nothing substantive to enable an arrest to occur even 
though a huge police presence was assembled trying to break the case. 
 
“Yes, Detective…I thought you should know as quickly as possible”. 
 
“Thank you, Officer Abdul…you’ve done well. That puts a bit more interest into a normal 
shooting death. Can I expect your Report sometime soon?” 
 
“Our Report will be attached to the Prelim Report from Forensic Trace so it could be with 
you as early as next week or as late as a couple of months away…depends on how good and 
quick Forensic Trace do their work…” 
 
“I understand Garry. Thanks for that…” 
 



36 
 

I hung up scratching my head. A connection between a MC Gang and the shooting of the 
twenty-first Century. I made a call up to Police Intelligence to discuss this surprising event. 
 
Mal Lachlan was another of that mould who had been an outstanding Police Officer. A gun 
fired haphazardly had severed his spine causing permanent disability with his body 
paralysed from the waist down. He could have given it all away taking compensation to sit 
staring out of a front window of his home, but instead he suggested a role in Police 
Intelligence. There were two other similar disabled coppers working in the Team…and 
doing excellent work. Loving every minute knowing they were doing something 
worthwhile. 
 
“Jeez Joe! You suggesting a connection between Greg Drake and that shooting of two 
Highway Patrol Blues?” I could hear the slight noise of a keyboard being tickled. “Here we 
are…um…Drake was suspected with both cops giving a reasonable description of the man. 
Drake went underground and could not be found until later the following year. He had a 
cast-iron alibi according to him that had him in Yugoslavia at the time of the 
shooting…though certain Police Officers did not believe the story…and now the bastard is 
dead! Shot by his long-time mate and fellow Bikie member. Karma…it’s real and here is an 
example of it”. A smile in his voice. “The guy could very well have been his accomplice in 
that shooting. They were good mates for years until recently when they had a major falling 
out that near blasted the Devils Blood MC apart. Drake was caught mucking about with 
George Peder’s mistress…George leapfrogged over Drake for the CEO position at the Club. 
Those aware saying the affair was common knowledge and not appreciated. Even these 
hoods had a sense of fairness in things. There’s justice in that joint, huh? Reports indicated a 
major internal scuffle with several members getting out to form their own Club…the 
‘BUSTED ANGELS’ who have become sworn enemies of the Devils Blood group. A 
couple of tit-for-tat drive-by shootings and people disappearing without a trace…the Police 
were never called…surprisingly, Drake remained at the Club and became the 2IC below 
George Peder which is a wonder in itself! Perhaps the saying ‘keep your friends close; your 
enemies even closer’ applies here…and the gun that was used by Peder to shoot dead his 
mate…it has history”. 
 
“No…the other way around, Mal. George’s testimony has him defending himself in the 
shoot-out…he shot Drake in self-defence. One shot to the chest of Drake which was his 
story but that was wrong. Peder pumped three shots into Draka. One at point-blank range 
into his chest. Drake’s gun is the weapon we are talking about, and tests showed that the 
gun had not been fired at that time which puts the mocka on George’s confession. To now 
have Drake’s gun linked to the shooting of those two Road Cops put a whole new light on 
that incident”. 
 
“Yeah, seems that way…” 
 
“While I’ve got you, Mal. Any links between those two we have been talking about and 
Bruce Humphreys?” 
 
“Jeez...zus, fuck man. Now you are really talking nonsense. Humphreys is considered a 
low-grade crim who sells small quantities of cannabis to supplement his wages…um…” I 
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heard the rapid tempo of keyboard keys again. “Um…interesting. Joe? Give me a couple of 
hours and I’ll get back to you…no, look at the time…one thing though. Humphreys is 
suspected of getting his supply from Peder…is suspected but not proven, Joe. This time 
tomorrow, okay?” 
 
“One other thing…we have the Albore Gregor Draka aka Greg Drake shooting death in the 
Devils Blood MC Club House. Stefan Peder will be charged with the shooting 
homicide…yeah….is there any known connection between Peder, the MC Gang and Perdy 
and his henchmen?” 
 
I had no idea why I asked about that connection. It just flew out of my mouth without me 
thinking. 
 
“I’ll have to take that on board, Joe. Off the top of my head, no…they would not walk in the 
same circles…but you never know when illegal activities are involved. Crims are known to 
have strange bedfellows. Give me a couple of days, will you?” 
 
“Thanks, Mal…no worries. Say g’day to the missus…” 
 
“Yeah…the best man won, eh?” 
 
“Always, mate. Always”. 
 
That comment meant to be explained…maybe later…or left to mature or be forgotten. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
 
The Court Room was crowded with Angelo Papadis’s family and my Billy’s friends and 
family. 
 
Papadis was given the rounds of the Kitchen for not obeying a Court edict to show up 
several weeks ago at the final day of proceedings against him. 
 
“Do you have a reason for your non-attendance on that occasion, young man?” The 
Magistrate asked, looking over the top of his glasses perched towards the tip of his nose. 
 
Angelo Papadis stood, his hands together behind his back. His head bowed. 
 
“Young man?” 
 
“No, your Honour…I was sick with diarrhoea…” 
 
“Your mother was in attendance. She could have told the Court why you didn’t attend when 
you were supposed to…I will take your excuse with a little salt. Why was it necessary for 
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Border Force and Customs Officials to be used in tracking you down to your place of 
residence. I have it on good authority you did not scat off to Lebanon as relayed by your 
mother to the Court. She lied to the Court which will have consequences for her…and you 
were again pulled over driving that unregistered, uninsured and not roadworthy vehicle by 
those same Officers. Have you anything to say for yourself, young man?” 
 
There wasn’t any response from Angelo Papadis. 
 
“Right…Your previous arrests show you have scant regard for the rules of the road or that 
you show any remorse for the life you almost took…I sentence you to twelve years in jail 
with a non-parole period of ten years and six months. I am not sure that such a lengthy stay 
in prison will help you at all…but one can only hope. Take the prisoner away, Officer”. 
 
A wail of some magnitude began coming from all the womenfolk on the other side of the 
aisleway from our positions. It rose then fell in intensity…then rose again. It was minutes 
before the Court Officers could clear the Court…except for a lone figure who refused to 
budge. Missus Papadis was given a three-week sentence for causing this mayhem and for 
lying to the Court. As she was led from the Court by three burly Court Officers, she 
screamed at the Magistrate blaming him for her broken heart! 
 
The Magistrate was heard to quip that that was the first time in his entire life where he broke 
a woman’s heart by his very presence! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
 
He held the door open with his knee as he extracted the house key from the door lock. He 
did a double take at his woman standing in the typical firing position holding a pistol 
double-handed out in front of her crouched stance. His first thought was why wouldn’t the 
stupid bitch help him with the shopping…she should be able to see he was in a bit of strife 
with it…then he eyed the gun… 
 
‘I taught her well’, he thought to himself as he straightened, still holding the front door ajar. 
 
“Hey, pussy cat? What do think you’re doing pointing that old throw-away at me. You point 
a gun at a person you gotta shoot, right? I taught you well…” He muttered, a grin growing 
on his face. To his way of thinking, if she were going to shoot, she would have already fired 
off at least a double tap…two in a row. He kept his foot on the half-opened door as he 
juggled plastic shopping bags from one hand to the other. He heard and simultaneously felt 
the heat of the bullet pass his chin, taking out a sliver of bone and flesh. He felt the blood 
ooze down under his chin onto his neck. It took a while for his body to react in a painful 
way…and it hurt like bloody hell, but he was not going to show his lover that it hurt. He 
stood there in disbelief at her having taken a pot shot at him. The bullet crossed the Lift 
Foyer area and embedded itself in the opposite wall. 
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“Fuck girl!! What’s got into you?” A worried look to go with the words. He was now 
getting a little scared. 
 
“Why’d you shoot Gregor?” She shrieked, adding a string of expletives to describe him. He 
didn’t seem surprised by the list of disdain she had shouted at him. 
 
“It was self-defence…you know that. I told you before…” 
 
“Bullshit! The cops arrested you on a murder rap. I paid the Bail surety to get you out until 
you head to Court in what? Eighteen months? Two years? Why did you shoot him?” She 
again screamed. “You been to Court…that shows you shot my Gregor…why? What did he 
do to you?” There was a note of sorrow, of pain in her words. 
 
“Because he was cruelling in on my woman…” 
 
He straightened, readying himself to drop the pile of groceries and three excellent bottles of 
Cab Merlot. He reckoned the fire-proof front door would stop any bullet…better than his 
chin at least! He braced himself to spring backwards hoping to drop the plastic bags of 
shopping. Wanting the door to shut before she could fire off another shot. He thought all 
this out but was frozen by his mistress’s reply. 
 
“You’re a stupid jerk…we’ve been having it off with each other for a couple of years 
now…at least he could keep it up”. 
 
He readied himself though he was in two minds. To spring at this little chicken or run the 
other way with the fire-proof door between him and the gun! He didn’t get enough time to 
think it through. He felt the bullet hit his shoulder and half turn him as another entered his 
neck and explode the area in a mass of spurting blood and flesh. He sunk down to the floor, 
his leg still holding the door ajar. His eyes focussed on the woman. A surprised look his last 
expression in life. 
 
Angelica Papadis walked slowly to the quivering body still holding the pistol tightly in the 
two-handed grip. She placed the muzzle against George Peder’s temple and fired a bullet 
into his skull. His body fell sidewards half out into the Lift Foyer, half into her Lounge 
floor. 
 
She walked steadily across the room to drop the handgun on the Kitchen top and sat in her 
favourite lounge chair…she could hear the cop sirens getting closer. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
 
“Angelica Papadis, is it?” I asked after I had stepped around the Victim still lying half in, 
half out of the Unit floor. Chalmers gave the body a wide berth not even wanting to look at 
the mess. The blood pool was now covering half the Lift Lobby and dripping down the first 
of the concrete steps wrapped around the Lift Shaft as the fire escape staircase. 
 
“You by any chance related to the Papadis family living in that two-storey mansion looking 
over Botany Bay at Sans Souci?” 
 
“Yeah, unfortunately…they’re a bunch of losers, whingers and scabs…I’m glad to be away 
from them…” 
 
“Seems to me you’ve gone from the frying pan into the fire…why did you shoot George 
Peder?” 
 
“Because he shot Gregor Draka…you know…Greg Drake…him and I were lovers for a 
couple of years. We didn’t think Peder knew…” 
 
I sat down beside the good-looking young woman whose face was a smear full of mascara. 
 
“Um…Peder was charged with the shooting homicide of Draka…I reckon he was going 
down for some time as we also had him as the main supplier and seller of dried leaf and 
MDMA tabs in his area…I reckon he was looking at twenty, minimum…wasn’t that good 
enough?” 
 
She looked over at me, her face devoid of emotion. Nodded as she stood and headed for the 
Kitchen. 
 
“I’m making meself a coffee. You want one? When in hell are they going to get the fat slob 
out of my sight!?” 
 
I stood to stand beside the Kitchen Breakfast Bar, so I still had her in plain sight, shaking 
my head as I hadn’t long finished a large coffee at the Office. 
 
“I felt a lot better about killing him than having to go see him once a month for however 
long he was put away for…I’m now free of him…and my seriously crazy family”. She 
added, tightening her lips before pursing them which turned into a smile that had me smiling 
with her. The young Constable standing beside her re-attached the handcuffs after she had 
prepared a coffee for herself and him. 
 
I thought about her logic and was impressed, though it was a little of cut off your nose to 
spite your face. I shook my head trying to rid myself of the smile. It didn’t work! 
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CHAPTER TWENTY ONE 
 
 
“Joe…I can give you a preliminary Report on the body in the plastic bag…um…on Hemo 
“Jimmy the Hood” Mahmoud’s remains”. 
 
“Well, it’s been a while since I have spoken to you, Dee Dee…” 
 
“Joe? You serious? I was over at your place the other night when we all went to Charlie’s 
Pizza Place…am I that transparent…” She giggled. 
 
“Oh…um…” For the life of me I couldn’t remember her being with us. 
 
“Jeez Joe. I was with Tamara…you know, my live-in lover? Remember? She’s a Station 
Sergeant up the mountains…you really get on well with her…she was one of those Uniform 
persons who defended your actions a while ago when the Rank and File bought charges 
against…you had accused a large section of the uniform ranks of dereliction of duty that 
had you almost out the door…remember?” 
 
“Yeah…sorry…so stupid of me…” Even though I said I remembered, I didn’t. My excuse 
to myself was that my plate was overflowing what with Bill and all… 
 
“Sorry…yeah…anything good for me?” 
 
“The inside of the plastic sheeting…several fingerprints and partials. DNA traces caught in 
the seams on both ends of the sheeting…I mean, why go to so much trouble trying to seal 
both ends when the long edges down the length of the body weren’t sealed. They just had 
duct-tape down the length…they could have done the same with the ends…but the illogical 
sealing of the bag revealed several good fingerprints on the inside or sticky side of the 
tape…” 
 
“Wouldn’t all trace be tainted if not destroyed by the heat generated by the machine used to 
heat-seal both ends?” 
 
“That’s what we thought, but we ran the traces anyway…they came up gold. We have DNA 
trace on the inside of the sheeting. Charlie Hills, Jerry Martin, and Stephan Sparta. 
Fingerprints and DNA in the system. The three of them have done time…and the silver 
chalice…Ginger Perdy’s DNA locked in one of the heat-seams. Definitely his and not 
affected in any way by the heat process to weld the plastic together”. 
 
“Wow…that’s a jackpot a couple of times over…anything else?” 
 
“Yes…they washed down Mahmoud’s body…I presume as it was hung up like a side of 
beef. The only reason they may have done this washing of the entire body while he still had 
his clothes on was to rid any evidence in DNA trace transference they may have left on the 
gent as they hoisted him up…” 
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“Makes sense…” I commented. 
 
“Yeah…um, a T-shirt and a shirt was found not far from the body dump. Anything like that 
we always give the once over just on the off-chance…Silly buggers went to so much trouble 
trying to eliminate DNA trace and transfer of their DNA onto Mahmoud’s but forgot about 
transfer the other way. Both the T-Shirt and shirt had traces of both Bray Herdios and 
Stephan Sparta. Bray owned the T-shirt and Stephan the casual shirt…both had Mahmoud’s 
DNA on the material as transfer when they hoisted the guy up…that’s our thought on the 
DNA transfer in any case…that would have been excruciating for Mahmoud hanging like 
that with a shot-up knee…he would have been in all sorts of pain”. 
 
“So that DNA transfer? Solid gold? They really cannot say that is not their clothes, can 
they? Not with their DNA all over the material?” 
 
“Can’t be explained away with any other reason or explanation that I can think of”. 
 
“You are one clever lady…and promise, I will never forget you again…” I had not realised 
she had been out at the body dump. She was one of the white coloured bio-suited figures 
crawling around on all fours, I supposed…like giant Witchetty Grubs caught out in the sun! 
 
“Promises, promises…and let’s keep this from Tellie. Being my Boss, she would be better 
off not knowing about our little…you know…têté a têté, huh?” I smiled as I hung up, asking 
Chalmers to come up to my desk. 
 
I filled him in on what I had just learned. 
 
“We pick the five of them up?” 
 
I scratched my chin and leaned back in my chair as I thought the matter over. 
 
“Arrh, no, not yet…we need that information in a written report before we act…and…we 
need a little more evidence of their movements that day…signal lights and traffic monitors 
first. We have a fair idea of which way Charlie Hills headed for home after dumping the 
body of Mahmoud. Let’s see if we can pick him out as he heads that way…also Perdy’s 
wheels are pretty well a rare sight on our roads so let’s see if we can do a similar exercise on 
the boss-man”. 
 
Chalmers nodded though I wasn’t sure what he was agreeing to as he had that blank stare. 
 
“What would you do after you and your mates have just dumped a body?” I asked quietly, 
expecting an intelligent and thoughtful reply. 
 
“To get out of the area as quickly as possible”. He replied quickly. 
 
“Yeah, I’ll go along with that. What else?” 
 



43 
 

He looked around as though the answer may come to him from any direction. He shrugged 
his shoulders as he offered his answer. 
 
“It was bloody early when they first set out with Mahmoud alive in the back of the 4WD, so 
they may have not had breakfast as yet”. 
 
“Good point…” I responded. “You have just added another question into the mix. For them 
to get from wherever they did over Mahmoud to the body dump, they must have begun 
early. Did they pick up Mahmoud from his residence or place of work? Where does he 
work? And if it were from his place of residence, was there any examination done on the 
premises that would put Perdy and his henchmen at that location?” 
 
I reached over to grab my Mobile and ‘speed-dialled’ Tellie’s number. I filled her in on my 
request. 
 
“Hang on…” The sounds of a keyboard rapidly but softly tapped. “Here we are…Hemo 
Mahmoud…yes Joe. We did a search of his place to find nothing. A trawl of his place of 
works…a firm where he worked the night shift…” 
 
That jogged my memory as Humphreys worked at the same firm…and as the Night Shift 
Supervisor. 
 
“A handprint of Charlie Hills on the metal door of Mahmoud’s change locker…he 
apparently, according to the records held by the firm, showed that Mahmoud had applied for 
an early mark on the morning of his death…he walked straight into it, so it seems”. 
 
“Yeh…and we have a clear chain of evidence to show Mahmoud’s last known movements 
occurred in company with his adversary, Charlie Hills. Excellent work Tells. Ta for that”. 
 
I hung up and leaned back in my chair, thinking of the latest bit of evidence that had 
emerged from the gloom. I was miffed as we had not addressed that avenue of the 
investigation. I slowly shook my head telling myself it was far too late to linger on the 
point. Doug jolted me from my thoughts. He continued as though my activity did not 
interrupt the earlier conversation…beats me! 
 
“Maybe they were a little thirsty after all the exertion of that morning. A bit early still for 
breakfast…but a coffee…Perdy always drinks at a coffee joint on the Parramatta Café strip 
whenever he is out that way. Parramatta is about halfway between the body dump and his 
work office close to the Cross…the guy who runs the Coffee joint? An old partner of his 
who lost a lung…and the use of an arm…a shoot-out in a Surry Hills laneway going back a 
while. Perdy rolled him for the Café…it’s all in that bloody thick report that Mal Lachlan 
did up for us…remember?” 
 
To be truthful I hadn’t and had not read the Report. I had other things on my mind. Once 
ain’t good; twice getting lax; thrice is a severe problem! Was all these sudden brain fades 
just the result of Billy’s problem or was there something deeper going on? 
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I didn’t want to know so I buried the thought, not wanting to re-visit it any time soon. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
 
“Joe? Further to our conversation yesterday, I couldn’t find any connection between Bruce 
Humphreys and any of George Perdy’s heavies. The only possible connection is between he 
and Hemo Mahmoud back ten years about. They were both in Silverwater Remand Centre 
at the same time but there is no evidence that they rubbed shoulders or began a relationship 
that has lasted over the years…though our intelligence on the two shows they may have 
worked together occasionally over the period after they both were released from 
Silverwater”. 
 
“I don’t know about that. I remember there being a connection. Having Mahmoud’s body 
dumped in front of Humphries as a warning…to curb the man’s tendency to ‘trade’ in 
Perdy’s area of influence… that’s my opinion, I must admit. The whole bloody thing 
intimates that Humphries and Mahmoud were more than just co-interns at Silverwater 
Prison…know what I mean? In fact, we have just learnt as of yesterday afternoon, 
Mahmoud worked at the same Firm that Humphreys worked at…both on night shift with 
Humphreys being the Shift Supervisor…so there is your connection. We both missed that 
point, huh?” 
 
“Um…yeah…maybe…sorry…at the same firm, you say…yes…um…your other enquiry 
about Hemo Mahmoud and the Perdy boys? Or the Devils Blood MC Gang? Mahmoud had 
been a member of the Club for a few short years. He never earned Club recognition and 
could not wear colour. He had a falling out with the then CEO of the Club. Gregor Draka 
aka Greg Drake…which may have caused him to drift over to the Perdy boys because he 
was related to Stephan Sparta…um…unsure whether it was by blood or marriage. You want 
me to chase that out? Yeah? Okay? Um…yeah…another thing…Draka was stepped over by 
Peder for the Head job. There appeared to be bad blood between the two with Drake playing 
up with Peder’s woman…that would be enough I reckon for Peder to shoot the guy in cold 
blood…” Mal Lachlan theorised. 
 
“Mmm…you’re right. We’ve not long come back from a Unit in Kogarah…it is owned by 
Peder for his mistress to live in rent free according to the woman in question…Peder was 
shot by Angelica Papadis because Peder shot Draka and was going to plead ‘self-defence’. 
She didn’t like that much…obviously the news hasn’t reached you yet…a nice little 
threesome…they always end bad, huh?” 
 
I sat back and tried to isolate our Cases. That was almost impossible as there seemed to be 
tenuous and strong connections with all parties except one. Bruce Humphreys appeared to 
stand out by himself. There was something wrong with that. As Chalmers had said while 
on-site with the Mahmoud body dump, why would Humphreys call in the body dump and 
volunteer information if he was involved? 
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Why indeed? 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 
 
 
I was going to go straight home, have a meal, put the girls to bed and then pay a visit to Bill. 
Malisa rang me as I was about to head to the Sub-Basement pool and Gym. 
 
“Joe? Bill’s awake…he’s talking, Joe”. She started to cry. 
 
I quickly backtracked, loaded up my gear and headed for the Basement parking area for 
official vehicles. I reckon I made the Hospital in thirty, but not fast enough to catch Bill in a 
lucid moment. 
 
“He said hi to me, Joe. Called me by name, said he was thirsty, drank half a cup of water 
and asked what had happened before blacking out again…but he was with us for…oh…I 
don’t know, about five minutes. The Doctor said it was not unusual and will occur 
repeatedly before he regains consciousness fully. The mind is checking out its hard drive 
and fault patterns figuring out which needed maintenance, repair or detouring 
around…that’s the best way he could describe it…but Joe, he knew me! He recognised 
me!” 
 
She buried her head into my shoulder as we stood at the end of his bed. Bill recognised her 
sobbing as he moved his head ever so slightly. 
 
“You hungry?” I asked as I could eat Maccas out which was a sad thing to confess. 
 
“No…not really. Tellie suggested a night out for the lot of us…you know, Charlie’s Pizza 
Joint again where you and Knackers used to go…” 
 
I glanced over at Shelley who was sitting in a corner visitor chair. She too had been crying 
though she tried to give me a smile which failed miserably. 
 
“What do you think?” I asked her. 
 
“I don’t know, Joe. It would be awful if he woke up again and no-one was here to comfort 
him…know what I mean?” 
 
“We can’t keep a twenty-four-hour vigil on the off-chance he wakes again…besides, the 
Hospital wouldn’t let us. Apart from that, I reckon if his ‘vitals’ changed detailing he had in 
fact woken up, the room would soon be filled with Nursing staff checking if everything 
were all right…” 
 
“Yeah…three ran into the room here with the Doctor when he woke before…so yeah, he 
wouldn’t be alone, would he?” 
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I nodded my head. 
 
“Then yeah, let’s go as I am famished. Ring Tellie to get the girls ready and we will meet 
them there”. 
 
As we walked out of the Hospital, I asked Shelley how she was holding up. She took her 
time replying. The delay caused me to turn and look at her. 
 
“Yeah…good, in a way. No worries. I am happy for Mal thinking she could be pregnant. 
She and Bill have been trying for longer than Brin and me…yeah, I’m happy for her…and 
Bill? He is going to pull through and come out of it a winner…” 
 
“Yeah, okay. You have said some words about other people…how are you holding up?” 
 
She pressed her lips together, a habit I used to see quite regularly. 
 
“Nah, it’s okay Joe. Both Brin and I have accepted our lot…we’ll think about our 
alternatives when things settle down. I’m more worried about Bill and Mal. I’d hate to see 
them lose the bubs…it would be a kick in the guts for both”. She smiled up at me as she 
looped her arm through mine. “I must be okay as I am missing work and yeah…even you”. 
She giggled. 
 
“Now that’s a good sign…when do you reckon?” 
 
“I have an appointment with my Obstet and Gyno next week, with my GP and with the 
Head Shrink…um… at work next Friday after seeing the Force’s Nominated Doctor. If I 
pass successfully through all those hoops, I reckon I’ll be back the week after next…won’t 
that be cool?” 
 
“Oh, shit yeah…I’ve missed our conversation on the Meaning of Life and other 
philosophical questions…” 
 
“Shit yeah…me too like a hole in the head”. She dug me in the side of my ribs. Things were 
looking up. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
 
 
We spent the rest of the week and the following week sitting with Traffic Control and the 
Tollway Traffic Monitoring Officers. Both Organisations now kept their traffic monitoring 
videos for two years as per the Government edict on Counter-Terrorist regimes. All Mobile 
Carriers had to store all network traffic for the same time span for the same reason. 
 
It was a Godsend to us and all Law Enforcement Agencies Australia wide. 
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In fits and starts we checked both Perdy’s route from the north-west corridor all the way 
into Parramatta. Bray Herdios was the flavour of the month with the Boss as he sat beside 
‘The Man’ in his two hundred thou Merc while Jerry Martin and Stephan Sparta sat in 
Charlie Hills’ clapped out 4WD having trouble keeping up with the Boss! 
 
“While we are here, how about we back-track the vehicles from the rear of Humphries’ 
place out back of McGraths Hill back to where-ever they did the heavy shit on poor 
Mahmoud. The two-vehicle convoy would not be hard to pick up at that time of morning as 
they would have had Mahmoud shitting ice-cubes from before sun-up on that morning. We 
would pick up blood and trace that would further link the four hoods and their Boss to the 
murder I reckon if we can zero in on it”. I offered as the brainwave suddenly hit me. I was 
crook on myself as I should have suggested that avenue of investigation while we were 
standing over the guy that morning, weeks previously. 
 
“Sounds good to me, Joe…I never thought of that”. 
 
‘You’re failing me, bro…I’m not very impressed with you being unable to connect the dots 
of a Case…when in Christ is Shelley coming back’, I thought frustratingly to myself, 
becoming impatient as the days rolled slowly by. I was hanging out for her logic and 
repartee. 
 
This latest item added another week out of the Office for us both. Crammed into a stuffy 
cupboard with a Traffic Monitoring Officer who needed to clean his teeth a little more each 
morning and have a regular morning shower …yeah, I know, we were in the middle of the 
worst drought to hit the eastern states of Australia but that is no excuse…the bloke could 
even go for a morning swim at his neighbourhood Swimming Pool to help us out…no? 
 
I peered at the monitor screen. 
 
“They just drove out of that building?” I asked, wanting confirmation. 
 
“Yeah, looks like it…can we save that image…and can you give us the street name and 
suburb? I would want to ‘Google Map’ that address and get a couple of ‘stills’ of the façade 
of the building…can we do that?” I asked Mister Halitosis. 
 
“Yes, I think so…let me try, okay?” 
 
I walked out of the cupboard sized room to get breathe fresh air. I noticed the Head Monitor 
guy give a wry smile as I stood at the back of the large room that showed dozens of TV 
monitors of various locations on all the Motorways that were now bisecting Sydney. The 
bastard had suggested his ‘Number One Officer’ to go with us into the room…if I ever see 
the bastard doing something wrong on the road, I will personally make a citizen’s arrest just 
as payback for making us spend hours with Mister Halitosis within a confined space! 
 
Doug Chalmers came out of the room, taking noticeable deep breathes as he came up to 
stand beside me, a wry smile telling me he had to exit quickly or else suffer in the extreme. 
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“That Property? It is vacant and there is a huge great ‘For Sale’ on the façade…” 
 
“Oh!? We better organise a forensic search of the interior as quick as possible…how far 
behind is Google Earth on their street photography exercise? Do they do updates, do you 
know?” 
 
By the vacant look on my partner’s face it was obvious that he didn’t know. 
 
“While we’re waiting for all the information we need to be collated, ring to find out the 
frequency of the street photography…through the Google Office here in Sydney. That was 
at the back of Roseville Racecourse wasn’t it? There seemed to be quite a few derelict 
buildings out around there, huh?” 
 
Chalmers was busy trying to speak to Google Central in Sydney and could not help me with 
my enquiry…I know I was sounding down on the man, but…I guess I have been spoilt with 
my prior partners, though I must admit I had my share of round pegs in square holes too 
over the years! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 
 
 
We followed the small convoy of official vehicles onto the site. There was a clear passage 
to the side of the building between large piles of broken concrete and twisted steelwork. A 
huge opening allowed us to drive straight inside the dilapidated structure. It was a large, 
cavernous area. A heavy duty travelling crane was positioned at one end of the building. 
Railroad tracks led nowhere having long been dug up on the exterior of the building, I 
presumed. The industrial building had once been the complex where railway carriages and 
goods wagons were manufactured. 
 
I mentally noted that spur-lines looked as though they had run into large industrial-type 
buildings nearby, only a couple still standing albeit in a dilapidated, unused, and unloved 
state. 
 
Shelley was sitting shotgun in the front passenger seat beside Chalmers who was driving. I 
lounged comfortably in the back seat. 
 
“Super Six corrugated fibro sheeting…” I commented. “I think we should all be suited up in 
full bio-suits, masks and googles. There isn’t a surface that hasn’t been holed or collapsed 
on the roofline and walls. I’d say this structure would have been erected late forties to early 
fifties. Asbestos particles in the bloody air I reckon…” 
 
This was confirmed as the Lead Forensic Trace Officer, Estelle Lind waved us back out of 
the building. She followed all the vehicles as they reversed into the bright sunshine and back 
out onto the street. Tellie was already wearing a mask…not one of those surgical masks but 
one of those heavy-duty commercial mothers. 



49 
 

“Sorry guys, but I want you all in bio-suits, including shoe covers and goggles. We haven’t 
enough of these expensive masks, but I think the standard medical mask will do if you pinch 
it tightly over your nose. I’d be very surprised if we don’t walk in the dust that is lying 
about, kicking up asbestos particles. C’mon everyone…Dee Dee will help you all to get 
fitted out while we get a couple of light stands working from one of our generators…always 
keep your masks on”. 
 
I turned at the sound of Patrol vehicles forming a perimeter screen around the neighbouring 
streets. No way were they going to come onto the site the way we were ‘gearing up’. No 
way! 
 
“Thanks for inviting me along, partner…you sure have my health foremost in your mind…” 
Shelley said condescendingly. Chalmers had all but dropped out of our conversation, 
knowing when his thoughts weren’t wanted. 
 
“Thank you, my dear. Unfortunately, the Snake Catcher could not attend but he offered 
some advice to be careful about some residents in here…” I replied. 
 
“What!! There’s snakes inside the building!?” Shelley did not like snakes. Spiders, lizards, 
and all other creatures she loved…but snakes!? 
 
I turned and smiled at her. 
 
“Jeez Joe…I need this like a hole in my head…next time you’ll have my Glock up yer 
bloody nose…” 
 
“Oh, how I love to see your beaming face…no, at the moment I think it could be described 
as a glowering black expression…but still, I’ve missed it!” 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 
 
 
The concrete floor was littered with debris and a dust layer that showed the building may 
have been vacant since the Jurassic Period. Two different tyre tracks led to the far corner of 
the building where a fire hose was unrolled and lay like some giant dead snake in a washed 
down area. The tyre tracks circled back to leave the building as they had entered. 
 
The Forensic team spread out, all concentrating on finding the best example of the tyre tread 
while others began to examine the washed down area. The pooling of water in this area had 
evaporated over hot weeks gone by, but what was left glowed under the ‘luminosity lamp’ 
showing a great pool of dried blood. A series of lamp stands were then set up to bathe the 
area in light. Thick rope dangled from an overhead beam and a block and tackle with a 
chain link hung from the rope. 
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The Team was excited about this saying that blood, prints and DNA trace would be lifted if 
not from the chain, then from the steel block. No-one was allowed inside the area covered 
by the artificial lamp tripods so Shelley, Doug Chalmers and I wandered around the 
periphery of the area. Shelley stopped suddenly and stooped to pick up a used cigarette butt 
with others being noted as they had that ‘newness’ about them. One of the Forensic team 
waddled over seeming quite distressed that Shelley had picked up the butt even though she 
had latex on. 
 
Another light tripod stand was positioned around this spot and again, down on all fours, two 
Forensic Technicians identified, photographed, measured, and eventually placed each butt 
into an Evidence Bag. The number of butts would indicate either a chain-smoker or a couple 
of dudes being here for quite a period. 
 
We wandered back towards the central position where Mahmoud would have spent his last 
moments, upside down watching his life-blood pump away. Three Officers on step-ladders 
were examining the Block for fingerprints and latent DNA trace. After excitedly 
proclaiming useable prints and DNA trace were noticeable, they were ‘lifted’ from the large 
block, after which they carefully lowered the block and tackle to the floor. Two officers 
were minutely examining the length of the looped chain, not confident of finding any 
useable material …but they had to go through the exercise just in case. 
 
We all walked back through the building and out onto the street where an assortment of 
official vehicles were haphazardly parked…blocking the road to all others. We wormed out 
of bio-suits, latex gloves and surgical masks tossing everything into a bio-mat drum. It was 
time for a break and a cup of coffee or a bottle of water, whatever was your poison. A 
mobile ‘Tuck Shop’ truck beeped its appearance, organised I guess by the Forensic people. 
I’d say they were going to be on-site for at least a couple of days. 
 
Good business for Mister Truck Shop! 
 
“Do you need to go back in, Joe?” Tellie asked me as she changed the filter blocks on her 
commercial breathing apparatus. “We’ll be here for the rest of the day and maybe tomorrow 
and the next. We’ll have to go right through the building to be completely satisfied that we 
have picked everything up. Even without knowing anything about what we have recovered 
so far, if the tyre tread patterns match those of our suspects, we will have them on 
toast…proving both vehicles and their drivers were here at the spot where Mahmoud met 
his death…but with the amount of trace we have ‘lifted’ so far, if that matches our suspects, 
we’ll have them manacled. It will be a long couple of days for us, so I won’t come to the 
Hospital with you to-night…so get your own dinner, okay. I’ll be home normal time, but I 
think I’ll be knackered, so I’ll look after myself and the girls. Okay?” She leant into me to 
give me a peck on the cheek. 
 
Times were changing! Once upon a time I could not even refer to her as ‘love’ if we were 
talking on the phone on an official call! Now here she was, practically giving me a huge hug 
and kiss in front of all her subordinates! 
 
Wow!! I’m one lucky son of a bitch, huh? 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 
 
 
My phone buzzed in my pocket as we rode the Lift to our floor. 
 
It was Tellie. 
 
“Where are you, Joe? We have found a couple of bodies. It looks as though this may have 
been a favoured spot to do away with people. Two bodies have fatal bullet wounds. Two 
others look as though…we don’t know yet, but I’d say they died from over-doses. We’ll 
need a Forensic Pathologist out here. I have already spoken to Muscles; he will send out 
Pogowski and two Assists…you want to retrace your steps?” 
 
“Let me have a talk with the Boss…off the top of my head I’d say we have stumbled across 
a body dump and if we presume Perdy is in the middle of Mahmoud’s death, I wouldn’t 
mind betting Perdy may have been involved in those other deaths…it follows, eh?” 
 
“Yeah, well…let me know who may be coming out from your lot please as we will have to 
stand back before we start digging around too much until a Murder Dee has also examined 
the sites”. 
 
“Yeah, okay…but if you have four more bodies that loads us up a bit…” 
 
“There’s three of you now that Shells is back…” 
 
“I reckon that maybe what the Boss says as well. Thanks for that, my love!” 
 
“My pleasure, handsome. See you in about an hour eh?” 
 
Shelley shook her head having heard the crux of the conversation. 
 
“Geez Joe, things never change with you. You have always been a magnet for body 
remains. You know how to load a girl up who has just come back on board. If I had any 
common sense, I would ask the Boss for a transfer as you have a partner already”. 
 
“You couldn’t and wouldn’t even try that…you’ve missed my clever articulation for the 
couple of months you’ve been off work, haven’t you?” 
 
“Hah, I don’t know how to answer that as I am unsure what articulation means…is it 
something to do with semi-trailers?” 
 
I shook my head…it was good she was home. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 
 
 
I went to walk into the Boss’s Office but stalled at her door as she held up her hand. 
 
“You, Doug and Shells have got it, Joe…to me it could be the work of Perdy…he was 
always a cruel bastard”. She nodded to show she had made up her mind, as though she knew 
what my opening gambit may have been. I started towards my desk to inform my two 
partners what went down when I heard Shelley swear angrily. 
 
“You okay?” I asked as I drew up beside her. 
 
She hobbled to her chair and slumped into it, lifting her right leg as she did. A look of pain 
as she did so, the moan an added inflection to show she had feelings. I wrongfully accused 
of her being a baby to which her expression was a good enough reply. 
 
“Whoops…you’ve either broken it or dislocated your little toe, I reckon”. I diagnosed as I 
held her foot. 
 
“Thanks, Doctor Lind”. She leant across her desk to pick up her phone. “What’s the Nurse’s 
number, Joe?” 
 
“How should I know! I’m not Directory Assistance…” 
 
“Steady on, old man. I need a little sympathy…” 
 
I rung through to the front switchboard asking that they patch me through to the Nurse’s 
Station. The Nurse appeared in less than fifteen minutes. 
 
“Yep…dislocated or broken…both can be real pain makers…I’ll strap it up to the two next 
toes to keep it in place…when I do this, we will know straight away whether it is a break or 
a dislocation. Either way, I’ll give you a referral for an X-ray…” Shelley yelped. “Yep, it’s 
a dislocation, I reckon. Go home, keep your foot elevated as much as possible and keep off 
your feet as much as possible”. 
 
“No bloody way. This is my first day back from three months off almost…” 
 
“Sorry. You are off work for two weeks at least…and here is the Referral for an X-ray. See 
your doctor as soon as you can”. 
 
Shelley lowered her head as the Boss came to stand beside her. 
 
“Christ…some people have all the luck, eh? How did you do it, Shells? You haven’t got 
your safety boots on…um…my report will say that you had taken your boots off as you felt 
you had a stone or something in the right-hand boot. You took your boot off, stood, went to 
walk but swung your toes into the desk steel leg which either dislocated or broke your little 
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toe…got it everyone? Joe? Can you take our little battler home please…drop Doug at that 
murder scene and return to join up with him…everyone good with that?” 
 
She began to walk towards her Office, but turned to face Shells, placing a hand on her 
shoulder. 
 
“Let me know what your doctor says and how long you think you maybe off, okay? I’ll 
have to write up an Accident Report for you to be off on Compo…I would imagine you are 
out of Sick Leave, huh?” 
 
Shelley did that tightening of her lips as she nodded at the Boss. 
 
We walked slowly towards the Lift Lobby. Shelley surprised at how much her toe ached 
even though the Nurse had given her two pain-killing tablets. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 
 
 
“That’s an absolute bastard, huh?” Shells moaned as she slumped into the front passenger 
seat. 
 
“Mmm…have you fallen over or got a little unsteady on your feet lately” I asked, concern 
lacing every word. 
 
“What!?” Shelley retorted, turning her body to look at me doing up my seat-belt in the back 
seat. 
 
“You know, you basically have only two toes plus your big toe…your toes help to make 
you stand tall…your toes help in steadying you…with your balance…” 
 
“Your toes? Do they? I have never heard of that…you sure, Joe?” 
 
“Yeah. Which makes you wonder…you basically now have two little toes and one big toe 
because the little toe is strapped to two of the neighbouring toes…do you feel unsteady on 
your feet?” 
 
“No, I don’t think so…no.” 
 
“There you go…why have we got four toes that look relatively alike and a big toe that looks 
nothing like your other toes…why? If you’re having only your big toe and two small ones to 
steady you at the moment with the way they are strapped up, why do you need any more? If 
we take that further…” 
 
“We’re not…and I’m not…” Shelley replied deadpan, a little giggle telling me she was in 
fact taking all this in…so I thought. 
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“Why have we five digits on each foot…and like our feet, we have five digits on each hand 
with four fingers relatively alike and one thumb! Why?” 
 
“Why what!?” 
 
“Why is there this symmetry with our bodies?” 
 
“We’d look rather ugly if we weren’t…” 
 
“But would we? If all of us…since humanity first roamed these hills being not symmetrical, 
we wouldn’t notice it as a strange thing…and if one guy were born being symmetrical, they 
more than likely would have him stoned to death as being you know…not following the rest 
of mankind in their asymmetrical appearance…and why do we have this certain splay with 
four fingers and all our toes? Why aren’t our toes cut off as square endings to our feet? 
Wouldn’t it be easier to design shoes for us if that were the case? You know…imagine all 
your toes the same length which would give your feet a squared off image instead of the 
splayed appearance we have now…why?” 
 
Shelley turned to Doug as he entered the traffic stream after we exited the Police Building. 
 
“You see what I have had to put up with for nigh on ten years?” 
 
Doug chuckled, the first time for him since he partnered with me. 
 
“Shells? Do you want to go home or stay at my place with Mal as you have been doing?” 
 
“Shit! I’ll have to think about that…I think if you continue the way you do, then my Glock a 
permanent item jammed up your nose…so…um…I better have a talk with Mal before I 
make that decision. I can’t expect her to mollycoddle me at her place, now can I?” 
 
“Mmm…instead of going to either Shells place out Ingleburn way…or to my place, head 
for that old, decrepit Industrial building where we were this morning…Shells can stay in the 
car while we have a hunt around. A look see”. 
 
It was a short journey from the Parramatta Police building to the back of Rose Hill 
Racecourse at Camellia. 
 
We again had to don the bio-suit, shoe coverings, latex gloves, goggles, and this time we 
were given industrial grade breathing masks. We followed one of the Forensic Technicians 
to the rear of the building at the other end opposite from where we assumed ‘Jimmy the 
Hood’ was done over and killed. We climbed up a set of steel steps that shimmied as we 
ascended onto a mezzanine level which must have been the Office area in the building’s 
heyday. It was at the end of the building away from the street frontage. 
 
“It’s been sound-proofed. I’d say there was plenty of noise coming from the Factory Floor 
when it was a going concern as a heavy engineering workshop”. The Tech offered. 
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“What would they have made here?” Doug asked. 
 
The Tech shrugged his shoulders. “Some pretty heavy stuff…because of those rail lines that 
may have connected to any of several spur-lines, I’d say maybe carriages…you 
know…maybe coal carriages”. Doug and I nodded, really none the wiser. 
 
We weren’t allowed to enter the room where two bodies were lying on filthy single 
mattresses. The skin, flesh, muscle, and tendon were missing in huge clumps as though 
eaten away by insect activity. Their clothes hung off them like St. Vinnies rejects. 
 
“Mostly rats…they’ll always go for the good cuts of meat first. The tongue, heart, liver…” 
Pogowski uttered as he came over to greet us at the doorway. “It’s been a while Joe, since 
our paths crossed”. He said pleasantly. 
 
Over the years I had known him on countless body dumps, he had gone from a sullen, sour 
man of very few words to a man who liked a chat. Since he obtained a divorce and had 
hooked up with his male partner, he had become increasingly sociable and likable. He had 
always been a conscientious worker but now there was a vast difference in how he 
conducted an on-site examination. 
 
“Two males…maybe between thirty and forty-five. Killed by a single bullet to the side of 
the head. Both their feet and hands were bound with heavy duty duct tape. Killed…this will 
be confirmed or changed once I get both on the cutting block, but I’d say no longer than six 
weeks ago…on the outside, ten weeks. The slow pattern of decomposition has been caused 
by these Offices being heavily insulated which has allowed a more constant temperature 
even between night and daytime temperatures…would you like to see the other two bodies? 
Again, we can only look at them from the doorway”. 
 
I nodded as he squeezed past me to head further along the mezzanine level on an outside 
cantilevered steel walkway. 
 
“Can’t let you inside this room yet, as the Forensic Trace people are still working the room. 
Again, two males of the same age as the other two. The way they are set up suggests 
overdoses…to me a staged set-up with the two forced to be injected. Can’t tell you why 
except the way the two again have been trussed up with Gaffer Tape, the syringes are close 
to the bodies and there is no other evidence of bullet wounds or knife attacks…but it is still 
early days, okay? Um…I have got to get back to the other room as we are about ready to lift 
them into body bags and have them transported back to the Cutting Block. Good to see you 
again, Joe. How’s your son?” 
 
I nodded slowly, turning to look at the man. 
 
“Little to no change, thanks for asking, although he came out of it for about five minutes the 
other day. I wasn’t there but his partner was, and she says he knew her immediately. Called 
her by her name, saying he was thirsty before he went back under…” I cocked my head and 
shrugged my shoulders. 
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“That’s a good sign, Joe. Very encouraging…he’s likely to do that again…and again before 
he decides he is well enough to join the world once more…that’s a good sign, Joe. Truly”. 
He patted me on the upper arm, something that he had never done before. It was as though 
he had once hated that type of closeness with his fellow workers. Now? Things were 
completely different. It was good to see the change in such a talented Forensic Pathologist. 
His world was complete…he’d found his true calling after so many years of heartache and 
sorrow… 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY 
 
 
I leant back in my Office chair to stretch my body. I had received the official video range of 
the two vehicles entering the vacant industrial building and coming back out two hours later 
to continue to the body dump opposite Bruce Humphrey’s abode. I had been looking at the 
tape repeatedly, not sure as to why I was doing so…but something had woken me last night 
and wouldn’t allow me to get back to sleep again. Something that now I could not bring into 
focus. 
 
I thought it must have something to do with this tape…but I guess I was wrong on that 
count. 
 
I glanced at the time surprised at how quickly the day was progressing. We needed to be at 
Parramatta Court for the Preliminary Hearing on the Angelica Papadis Homicide Shooting 
Charge of George Peder. I rushed to the Toilet Block, telling Chalmers to get his arse into 
gear as I passed him. I splashed water onto my face and re-did what little hair I had left. Did 
a pee and came back to wash my hands when my mobile rang. 
 
“Joe Lind, Murder Squad”, I answered crisply, my voice reverberating around the tiled 
room. 
 
“You in a hurry, Joe? I can leave it until later if you like…” 
 
“No Tells…it’s fine. Why are you ringing?” 
 
“We confiscated Perdy’s wheels overnight. The guys at the Forensic Impoundment Yard 
have been working on it all morning…the tyre tread pattern matches one of the trails into 
that murder dump…why would Perdy change his MO so noticeably from those four bodies 
we found at the deserted building behind the Racecourse to dumping ‘Jimmy the Hood’ 
Mahmoud’s body where he did?” 
 
“Um…” I gestured for Chalmers to get going. “Sorry…we are due in Court inside thirty 
minutes for Angelica Papadis’s Prelim Hearing…why would Perdy change his MO? To 
warn Humphreys off…well, that is what I suspect. To me that avenue becomes more 
conclusive as the Case progresses. Perdy was out of patience with these small fry biting into 
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his area of influence…you know, in his drug selling area. He felt that his empire was being 
challenge so he had to show these small fry operators that he was serious…and to show his 
other ‘heavies’ that he would not tolerate such shenanigans…that Perdy was serious. What 
better way of doing that than getting rid of a couple of opposition small teams…low-life 
guys who were like infuriating bloody bees buzzing constantly around the edges of his 
realm…nothing positive to back that up, just my sixth sense”. 
 
“From what?” 
 
“A long story…I’ll tell you over Dinner to-night. Gotta go, love. See you at home to-night”. 
 
We made the Court Building with minutes to spare. The DPP Rep wasn’t that impressed 
though he asked after Bill and his progress. He had woken for the second time as Mal, and 
Shelley left his room last night. 
 
“An encouraging sign”. The DPP Rep confided. “A good sign”. 
 
As we settled at the prosecution table, we were asked to vacate the Chambers as quickly as 
we could. Going out through the turnstiles we noticed a huddle of Uniforms and Court 
Officers holding tightly onto old girl Papadis. 
 
“Whisper has it she tried to get through the X-ray machine with a handgun in the pocket of 
her overcoat…she was threatening to blow your head off. You were the target…the one 
caught in the headlights. If not for you, her son and daughter would be enjoying the evening 
meal with the entire family…now there were two large holes at the family table. Her family 
is dwindling, and she doesn’t like that”. A Court Attendant whispered as we slowly vacated 
to the Council footpath. He stayed by my side for the entire time. These guys take their 
responsibilities very seriously, I thought to myself. I didn’t at all feel as though I was in any 
danger. 
 
We congregated around the foyer area and out onto the street for thirty minutes before we 
were again led back into Court. 
 
Thirty minutes later we had enough proof before the Court to take Angelica Papadis to 
Court for the homicide death of George Peder. Just before being led from Court, she 
changed her plea to guilty which made things a whole lot better. She would be tried before 
three Judges and not the usual twelve-man jury with the Prosecution Case almost absolute 
once the guilty plea is entered. 
 
We walked slowly from Court heading for a coffee joint to sit and think. 
 
“Detective?” Someone yelled. I turned slowly to be almost steamrolled by a giant of a man. 
 
“Detective? We have put a twenty-four/seven covert and overt group surveillance team on 
your residence. Because of the obvious turn of events with old woman Papadis, there is a 
chance one or two of her remaining sons may try to…err…um…put a few pot-shots into the 
front of your house…or maybe something more sinister”. 
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“Yeah…ta…um, yeah…thanks. You think something like that could happen?” 
 
“The Papadis family. Persistent as a Hyena pack on a freshly killed carcass. They’re small 
time annoying bastards who shimmy around the edges of the wrong side of the street. 
Known to hire themselves out when the action is to their advantage…like…arrh…you and 
your family. We’ll stay close, okay” 
 
He was plainclothes, thus attached to the Tactical Response Team or something similar. I 
nodded at the guy as he wheeled and was lost in the crowd still milling around outside the 
building. Several Court Sheriffs were trying their darnedest to break up the small crowd. I 
looked about shifting my eyes through the throng trying to pick anyone taking more than a 
passing interest in me. Nothing stood out as far as I could see…though I wasn’t worried for 
me but more concerned about Tellie and the girls. 
 
I nodded at Chalmers to follow me as I walked towards Church Street and the string of 
Cafes and Restaurants. I headed for the small Café that we had used previously to enjoy a 
mocha in peace. It was several blocks from the Police Building and down from the Council 
footpath thus would not get the usual cop crowd wanting a reprieve from their duties for a 
while. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 
 
 
“Yeah…” He half grunted. “It was really queer. I felt like an animal caught in the 
headlights. He had his high beam on which was blinding…” This said in muffled, grunted 
words, two at a time between breaths. At least he was conscious…a big breakthrough! 
 
I patted him on the shoulder. 
 
“You’ll have plenty of time to tell us exactly what happened though it has been recorded on 
several nearby security cameras which was a big plus during the man’s trial, let me tell you. 
You sure took a mighty clout. You were catapulted into the air to land on the bonnet of his 
car. It looked as though he was trying to flee as he drove over the duke…” 
 
“Has he been arrested?” 
 
“Yes…and sentenced. Twelve years with a non-parole of ten and three months. His priors 
were read out in Court. The guy is a serial offender not caring at all about the rules of the 
road or the Laws of the country. The sentence really got up his family’s noses. His mother 
and father spent forty-eight in the clink for disregarding and insulting the Magistrate…quite 
frankly, I would have given the two of them a lot more than that…” 
 
“Lebanese?” Bill asked in a croaky voice. 
 
I nodded my head. 
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“I’ve been out for that long…holy cow. Mal? Is she okay?” Tears tracked down his cheeks. 
“Yeah…that’s all I remember…the bloody headlights on high beam…everything else is a 
blur…not even that…just nothing”. 
 
I heard the running feet through the General Ward as Mal hurried to catch her man before he 
might just pop off again. She was crying as she hurried into the room, Shelley hobbling 
along behind her. Mal buried her head into Bill’s shoulder and cried her heart out, relief in 
every sob. 
 
Bill had a fair way to go but we had crossed an important bridge. His left leg needed more 
surgery as did his head. He would need skin grafts to make him look as he once did. His 
athletic days and championship Squash play may well be over with the prognosis being he 
would walk with a noticeable limp and with the aid of a cane…still…he was alive and 
progressing slowly according to his Specialist Doctors. 
 
I closed my eyes and thought of leaving the two alone, but Bill turned me around. 
 
“You talk to the Doctors, Dad?” 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
“All good, huh?” 
 
“Yes son. All good. I’m just going downstairs for a coffee to allow you two to catch 
up…it’s been a while. Shells? You coming with me?” 
 
“Arrh…yes, sure”. 
 
The bastard who caused all this pain and suffering hasn’t a clue of the damage he has 
caused, and I doubt he will ever think of his Victim with any form of sympathy or 
contrition, I thought to myself as I allowed Shelley to hook her arm through mine in leaving 
the Wardroom. 
 
“It’s good, huh?” You could hear the joy in her voice. 
 
“Yeah…exceptional…” I replied as we rode the Lift down to the Ground Floor and the 
Hospital Cafeteria. “I think he doesn’t know his athletic and squash days are over yet. That 
maybe the next high hurdle he needs to jump over…” 
 
Shelley nodded her head. 
 
“Yeah…the realisation when it comes might be a severe jolt to his self-belief”. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 
 
 
“A magnificent vehicle eh? No change from two hundred thou…worked over by that AMG 
crowd to make it sportier, faster, more powerful than the factory model. I can see me sitting 
inside it”. 
 
“You and every Forensic Tech in the yard, Detective…” 
 
“Hah. How’d you go with it?” 
 
“Apart from everyone wanting to at least drive around the yard in it? Good…we can 
confirm that the tyre tread pattern found on the floor of that empty Industrial Shed did 
indeed come from this vehicle and the 4WD that we still have here…we did a complete 
forensic scrape of all surfaces in both vehicles. It will take time to look through the forensic 
litter separating the good from the bad. Give us about two…three weeks. Um…one other 
thing. The owner of the Merc? He rings on the hour every hour wanting his car back…” 
 
“Let him sweat for another day or two. Middle of next week, eh? I am hoping to interview 
him early next week, so I want him a little angry. A little jittery. The 4WD? It should be off 
the road, don’t you think?” 
 
“My thoughts exactly…I’ll let the owner know that he isn’t getting his vehicle back as it is 
unroadworthy and is going to the Wreckers…” 
 
“Anything worthwhile in that vehicle?” 
 
“Depends on what you mean as worthwhile. There was some grease deposits and rust 
particles removed from…” 
 
“A chain belonging to a block and tackle found at that Industrial building?” 
 
“Yeah…we’ve done an analysis and have a match…umm…one other thing, the roof-racks 
on the 4WD? They supported an aluminium ladder…or step ladder…tied down on the racks 
quite recently”. 
 
“There was one of those step-ladders that you can convert into a ladder found leaning 
against the wall close to where we surmise the Victim was shot in the knee and then hauled 
up by the ankles to have his throat cut ear to ear. I guess they needed the ladder to hoy a 
rope over the beam to support the block and tackle…that would have weighed a bit as they 
lifted it up to hook over the rope…I guess they would then have lowered the block and 
tackle hook until they could hook that over the duct tape holding his legs together…and 
then just heaved on the reverse chain to haul him up to a comfortable height to slit his 
throat…it would have been an absolute bugger for him knowing he was about to die…” 
 
I shook my head as I thought about it. Regardless of the reputation of the poor sod, I could 
almost feel the sheer horror that he felt…caught between the headlights… 
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“Ouch! Nasty”. 
 
“Yeah. We’re dealing with very nasty shit-holes, that we know could deliver excruciating 
pain before they kill their victim and think nothing of it…true sadists!” 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 
 
 
Charlie Hills looked relaxed with not a care in the world. He could not understand why he 
had been pulled in and his main beef was that he would not be getting back his favourite 
4WD. 
 
“Charlie? It’s unroadworthy, it’s riddled with rust, the headlights don’t work, neither does 
the windscreen wipers or washers, nor the tail-light and brake lights, the speedo doesn’t 
work nor does the fuel gauge or horn”. 
 
“That’s fine, I’ll get all those things fixed…no worries. Too easy”. 
 
“No Charlie, it’s permanently off the road. It’s gone to the Wreckers…or will when we have 
finished with it”. 
 
“Okay, okay… no use arguing with youse coppers. If that is all, I’m outa here…yer got 
bugger all on me…” Reinforced with a scowl that made him look like some sort of devil. 
 
“Sit, Charlie!” I stated forcefully. 
 
He looked at me, a startled look on his face. He nodded and slowly settled back into the 
straight-back chair that was bolted to the floor. 
 
“Okay, okay. What do you want from me?” 
 
I spun a photograph over to him. 
 
“Justin Banks? Know him?” 
 
“Should I?” He replied without looking at the photo. 
 
“Check out the photo, Charlie. Look at it as though it was a page ripped from the Bible. Do 
you know him?” 
 
He leaned in close to examine the shot like a marionette in an extravagant manner. 
 
“Nah…never seen him before…why?” 
 
I slid another photo over to him, placing it beside the shot of Banks. 
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“Haseem Laetoli…do you know him?” 
 
He leant towards the photograph to shake his head as he straightened to look directly at me. 
 
“Nah…don’t know him…don’t know him”. He repeated. 
 
Another shot carefully placed before him above the other two so that each photograph could 
not be ignored. 
 
“Andrew ‘Killer’ Wallace…know him?” 
 
“Same as the other two…nah”. He waved a hand over the shots parodying a mime 
performing before an audience. 
 
He wiped his hands on the sides of his jeans. Wiped at his mouth with his lower arm. Sweat 
globules had erupted on his brow…he was nervous and getting worse. 
 
Another photo placed beside the Wallace shot. He decisively shook his head no…but with 
that shot, he seemed to have troubles tearing his eyes away… 
 
“Wait a minute…um…I may have served time the same time as him…yeah, could be 
him…bin a long time…” 
 
“Sam Horwitz…about your age and according to the information we have on you and him, 
you were mates inside…” 
 
“Yeah…that’s right…it’s bin a long time since I’ve seen him…” 
 
“Not recently? Say around two months ago…maybe three?” 
 
He looked up at me. Licked his lips and took a gulp of water from a water bottle. His hands 
were shaking slightly. He moved his eyes around not able to focus on any one spot. I laid a 
photo of the façade of the Industrial building at top of the four mug shots so that they 
remained in his vision. 
 
“Recognise the joint, Charlie?” 
 
He wiped his hands up and down his thighs again. He again shook his head, but he did not 
make eye contact. 
 
I placed another photo beside the façade shot of the building. This one taken inside the 
structure showing the block and tackle with the hook about two metres off the floor. 
 
“Look familiar, Charlie?” 
 
He shook his head, but a nervous tic became noticeable in his left eye. 
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“I may have taken the Boss to look at the joint…it was for sale…but it was in a backwater 
place with little future…and the costs just to demolish and clear the site would be 
astronomical, not just from the removal of asbestos all over the site, but the concrete floor 
would be heavy-duty and expensive to rip up…” 
 
He was rambling and he knew it. 
 
“You always show the Boss this type of premises?” 
 
“Yeah…he always asks that I keep an eye out…for a good property that has potential…” 
 
“For your Boss, George Perdy? When was this with this building?” 
 
“Oh, jeez…um…a good twelve months ago…” 
 
“I see…did you ever drive into the building?” 
 
“Jeez no…it was full of asbestos…you’d have to be mad”. 
 
“So, you never entered the building at all?” 
 
“Nah…we drove up and down the street in front of the building trying to get a rough idea of 
the size of the site…” 
 
“Four point eight hectares…it says so on the large For Sale sign…” 
 
He grunted, not sure if a response was needed. 
 
I placed another shot over the façade photo. 
 
“What’s this?” He asked as he leant forward to look closely at the photograph. 
 
“Tyre tread patterns…they match your vehicle’s exactly. Both front and rear tyre treads. A 
track that showed your 4WD driving into the building, coming to a halt close to where that 
block and tackle was positioned…and then driving out of the building the same way you 
came in…but using a wider arc to do so”. 
 
I slid an autopsy shot of ‘Jimmy the Hood’ Mahmoud across to him. The ‘Y’ incision 
stitched up, the corpse a deadly pallor. Charlie looked at it and when he realised what type 
of shot it was, he quickly looked away. 
 
“Surely you know him, Charlie. You helped to lift him so the hook of that block and tackle 
could be attached to the binding around his ankles. You watched as your Boss put a bullet 
into his knee. You then pulled on the chain to lift his body up so that his throat was about 
the height of your shoulders…you then slit him ear to ear and left him to bleed out. You 
then helped to wash him down before wrapping him in heavy-duty construction plastic 
sheeting. With help from your three mates youse placed him in the back of your vehicle. 
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You then followed your boss out to McGraths Hill where you dumped his body. Up a short 
dirt track beside a deep gully…a new sub-division of family homes on the other side of the 
gully…a nice area I reckon to bring up kids”. 
 
“I…no…I…I didn’t do that…no…sure, I put him in…arrh…” 
 
“You put him where?” 
 
The moments ticked by, eventually I coughed to break the silence. 
 
I slowly placed another shot on top of one of the other photographs. 
 
“What’s this then?” 
 
“Your fingerprint/handprint…” 
 
“Yeah, so?” 
 
“On the front side of Mahmoud’s Change Locker at his place of work…can I theorise about 
how that print came to be? We have video of you entering the building…walking with the 
Deceased into the Staff Locker Room…and you accompanying Mahmoud out to your 
vehicle within the confines of the Visitor Parking Area…on the morning of his death…a 
couple of hours before his death…he knocked off two hours earlier than his usual knock-off 
time…just on sun-up”. I leaned towards him across the small table that separated us. “You 
and your Boss in that swank vehicle were seen…and recorded on dashcam, exiting that dirt 
track to join the main arterial road out of the district…it joined onto Old Windsor Road 
which took you into Parramatta…no, not you and your mates…just your Boss who sat out 
in the sun to enjoy a cup of java at his former Henchman’s café…you know the joint, 
you’ve sat there with your Boss…not this time though, eh? You obey your Boss’s 
commands but you’re not good enough to share a table and enjoy a coffee…after you did 
your dirty deeds for the man”. 
 
He refused to answer any more questions. We booked him on a Homicide charge of killing 
Hemo Mahmoud and being an accessory in the homicide deaths of Banks, Laetoli, Wallace 
and Horwitz. 
 
He didn’t object but asked to be allowed one phone call. It was to Perdy asking for his top-
notch Solicitor to represent him in Court…he figured he needed it!. 
 
We would go through the same process with his Counsel being present so that we could 
officially charge him with the five homicide murders. We did not at that time intimate we 
had his DNA on the block and tackle, within both rooms where the remains were position or 
on the ladder left leaning against a wall near where Mahmoud had bled out. His fingerprints 
were all over the ladder and on the Fire Hose he unrolled while Jerry Martin turned the 
isolating cock on so that Mahmoud could be washed down. 
 
That would come later. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 
 
 
I was surprised by the reactions of the other three. 
 
Bray Herdios lived up to his First Name and brayed loudly, almost singing his innocence 
with all the sordid stuff cruelly administered by Charlie Hills, Jerry Martin and the big Boss, 
George Perdy. 
 
“Why do this, man? Why kill the first four in a less brutal manner and then Mahmoud in 
such a way? Sadistically, huh?” 
 
He shrugged his shoulders, pouted his bottom lip suggesting that we ask the Boss. 
 
“It’s so out of character, mate. George has never been this callous or cruel before, has he?” 
 
“George!? Man, you cross him, you are dead…” He must have suddenly realised what he 
had said. “Yeah…when he knows who squealed, he’ll have me killed. I want protection. 
You know, like in another country. Canada? New Zealand, South Africa…not England, 
no…yeah? You gotta do that for me, man…ya gotta. He’s one of the cruellest blokes I’ve 
ever seen. There was no reason to knee-cap the…” 
 
He stopped mid-sentence. 
 
“You were there? You saw your Boss knee-cap Mahmoud just to see him squirm about in 
agony…and when he was lifted up using that block and tackle, he must have hurt even 
worse…I reckon he would have screamed his lungs out, huh?” 
 
There was silence except for our combined breathing. I thought we may have lost him until 
a couple of deep sobs escaped from the man. He had been trying to hold it in…until it 
became too much. 
 
“Yeah…the guy was crying…moaning…begging for his life…begging to get it over with as 
he couldn’t stand the pain…I…um…I went and sat in Hillsey’s heap and closed my eyes, 
but I couldn’t block out the crying…the begging to end it…the Boss just smiled…can you 
believe it? He just laughed…and then he slit his throat”. 
 
“Perdy? George Perdy slit Mahmoud’s throat, is that right?” 
 
The guy was weeping covering his face with both hands, but he managed to nod… 
 
“Even Hillsey was turned off by that as he turned away…and I’ve seen him do some real 
cruel things hisself...” 
 
We talked about State’s Witness and what it would entail. 
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“Man. If I agree to that I’m a dead man no matter where you hide me…let me think about it, 
huh?” 
 
Jerry Martin sat in the chair staring at a spot above my head only he could see. He did not 
remark or react to any of the questions asked of him. 
 
“Your DNA and prints were found on that big wheel that lets the water flow from the fire 
hose…and your prints were found on the ladder. What? You were steadying it as Charlie 
Hills tied a rope around the beam to attach the block and tackle to? Is that about right?” 
 
Nothing. 
 
In the end we charged him with being an accessory to the Homicide murder of Hemo 
Mahmoud and being involved in the deaths of Justin Banks, Haseem Laetoli, Andrew 
Wallace and Sam Horwitz. 
 
“What? Who the fucking hell are those blokes? You guys are trying to stitch me up for 
something I didn’t do! Just like youse coppers. I was no-where to be seen when those blokes 
were killed. If yer gunna ask how I knew about them four, then I would answer by saying 
Hillsey told me…took great delight in all the details including pumping the first two with 
pure Heroin. The Boss thought that was an expensive way of doing away with a couple of 
low-lifes when a bullet to the head was so much cheaper…yeah, the Boss did those four and 
I was no-where to be seen”. 
 
He glared at me for the first time…he was still charged with the five murders as I thought 
we could turn this bloke to become a Prosecution Witness against Perdy also. The usual 
outcome to this type of crime puts the tiddlers in prison while the King Pin remains free. 
Here we had a chance to charge the King Pin and I was not about to let the opportunity slip 
through my fingers. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 
 
 
George Perdy was impeccably dressed. Not an ‘off the peg’ suit for him! A pocket 
handkerchief to match the silk tie. His hair beautifully layered and cut, a shave that was so 
close, his skin gleamed. 
 
He sat as though the World was all right and he did not have a worry at all. His Lawyer was 
one of the best in Sydney and had been involved in high-profile Cases mostly for other 
‘Horse Racing Identities’ as the Media labels these guys. Enjoying the notoriety as they 
walked from Court each day under the camera lens of the Media. A wry smile, a raising of 
his hand as he muttered ‘no comment’ to the inquisitive TV journalists. 
 
“When do I get my car back?” Immediately on the attack. His Solicitor placed a calming 
hand on Perdy’s wrist. 
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“I expect it will be ready for a Tech to deliver it to your door by the end of the week…” 
 
“No…no, I will pick it up from your Impoundment Yard. Say tomorrow. No-one drives my 
car except me!” The ‘me’ amply stressed. 
 
“Your wife…or mistress, perhaps?” 
 
“No-one but me drives that car…what is this?” 
 
I had placed a photo showing in detail the tyre tread pattern as the vehicle had entered the 
vacant Industrial building. 
 
“That is a photograph of a tyre tread pattern taken from inside this building…:” I placed the 
photo of the façade of the building. “It matches your vehicle’s tread patterns exactly…the 
thing is, your vehicle is a one of a kind…there is no other that looks like yours or goes like 
yours in Australia…it was driven into this vacant building where ’Jimmy the Hood’ 
Mahmoud was knee-capped and then had his throat slit from ear to ear as he hung upside 
down like a slaughtered beast…where Justin Banks and Haseem Laetoli were trussed up 
and then shot…one bullet to the temple…where Andrew Wallace and Sam Horwitz were 
trussed up and injected with a massive dose of pure heroin…do you deny those five deaths, 
sir? You have just stated that no-one else drives your car so…” I spread my hands. “The 
tyre tracks locate your vehicle at that crumbling old factory where five persons were 
brutally killed…” 
 
I carefully placed another shot of the dirt track where Mahmoud’s body was dumped. The 
entranceway at the junction with the main arterial road of the suburb. 
 
“You drove your car on that dirt track, following Charlie Hills clapped-out 4WD…that is 
where Hemo ‘Jimmy the Hood’ Mahmoud’s body was dumped”. 
 
“Hah…I would never drive my car up a dirt track like that…” 
 
“We have dashcam vision taken by a vehicle driving past that intersection of you exiting 
that track back onto the arterial road. You headed for Parramatta to sit quietly by yourself to 
have a morning mocha on your own. Is that right, sir?” 
 
I placed another shot of him enjoying his morning mocha. Sitting outside in the sun. 
 
He went to open his mouth but was stopped by his Lawyer placing his hand tightly around 
Perdy’s wrist. So tight in fact, that Perdy shot him a glance that would have killed a lessor 
person. 
 
I had immense pleasure in calling out the lengthy list of Capital Offences the man had 
committed stating that we would oppose Bail unless all his Passports were handed over to 
us. We were aware of three Passports in different names issued to the man. There could be 
more… 
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Again, he started to complain, standing to pound the table once or twice, spittle flying 
threatening both me and Chalmers with death. He ranted, his raised voice booming around 
the small Interview Room before his Legal Counsel could calm him. By that time, he had 
inadvertently spoken of other homicides by his hand and that was what he was going to do 
with both of us. The spittle flew and his blood pressure mounted. He knew he was in shit up 
to his armpits with his carefree, rich life with fancy clothes and fancier cars to end very 
soon…and for a long time. I was doubtful he would see freedom again before he died. I 
wondered whether the life he chose was now satisfactory to him. 
 
His Legal Counsel would sure earn his money on this Case! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 
 
 
“You bloody coppers will make me lose me job, the way yer keeping me awake when I 
shoulda be sleeping…okay, what do you want now?” 
 
We had knocked on his door around two in the afternoon and suggested he come with us to 
the Office. He was very upset and at one stage refused to cooperate with us. I mentioned we 
could have him on a ‘Selling’ Charge if he did not want to accommodate our request. He 
begrudgingly walked to our Unmarked, grumbling all the way back to the Office. 
 
We left him in Interview Room Two while we organised the Technician who would control 
all the video and audio feeds and to load up the video for him to view. We felt after he had 
viewed it, it would ensure his further cooperation. 
 
I sat opposite the guy while my partner Doug Chalmers sat to one side. 
 
“Okay…okay! What do you bastards want?” 
 
I clicked on the remote but froze the shot until he realised what it was. 
 
“You enjoy the late Lunch you had with Charlie Hills? Jerry Martin? Now what would you 
be doing having a pleasurable Lunch with those two bastards…Perdy’s Muscle men? 
What…about three weeks before Hemo ‘Jimmy the Hood’ Mahmoud’s savage death? He 
was a friend of yours, wasn’t he? You and he got together during your last stint in 
Silverwater…been friends since…and I suspect, was your partner in selling dried leaf, huh? 
It was you who got Hemo a job on night duty at your place of employment. Hemo was hard 
to employ because of his low IQ…but you looked after him, huh? Why? Like a guardian 
angel, hey Brucey? Why…I tell you. Hemo always did as he was told…he was easily led, 
huh?” 
 
Humphreys dropped his head, shaking it slowly as though he was unimpressed with my 
assertions. 
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“You’re talking shit, copper…” He mumbled. 
 
“I don’t think so…and that video up there on the TV screen makes for interesting viewing”. 
 
I clicked the ‘forward button’. Chalmers and I had seen the video before, but we still 
watched with interest. Humphreys eventual raised his head as he could not resist from doing 
so. A TV on so people just turn to watch the screen…an almost innate reaction. 
 
“You don’t look that happy, do you Bruce? A good meal paid for by Perdy perhaps…you 
look as though it is the last supper for you, huh? Going on your expression”. 
 
Humphreys tried to look away but couldn’t… 
 
“Let me tell you a little story, eh Bruce? You and Mahmoud started up a friendship right 
from the time you were in Silverwater together which involved the selling of dried 
leaf…and for the past eighteen months, a considerable amount of MDMA. Your supplier? 
Stefan Peder the CEO of the Devils Blood MC Club. But you were starting to expand your 
business…into Perdy territory which he didn’t like…hence the pleasurable Lunch with two 
of Perdy’s top henchmen. They tried to talk to you friendly-like but as an added impetus, 
they threatened to kill either you or Mahmoud if you didn’t reign in your expansion 
plans…how’m I doing, Bruce? Fairly well, so far?” 
 
I glared at the man who was now slouched in his bolted down chair. I half expected him to 
slither to the floor. Buggered if I thought slouching in these hard-backed straight chairs was 
comfortable. 
 
“But you had something over your mate…you had been mates with a couple of the Perdy 
crew on your first stint in prison…and somehow, that meant something even to you lot. 
Mahmoud was considered a hothead ratbag who didn’t have the mind of a gnat! You knew 
they would go after Hemo Mahmoud first before having you in their headlights. You and 
Hemo talked it over and decided to continue with your expansion ideas…which, 
unfortunately for Hemo, spelt his death knell. They shot the poor bastard who never had a 
clever or original thought in his mind…they shot him in the knee…that was a message 
meant for you. Then they slung him up by the feet which must have been an excruciating 
time for your mate with that buggered knee. They hung him up like a side of beef and slit 
his throat ear to ear and let him bleed out. After his blood was purged, they hosed and 
washed him down, clothes and all. They then wrapped him in heavy-duty clear construction 
plastic sheet which they hermetically sealed at both ends. All the time ensuring they had 
latex gloves on so they would not leave any fingerprints. They then hosed down this water-
tight, sealed bag before loading it into Charlie Hills decrepit old 4WD”. 
 
I took a couple of large gulps of water before continuing. The man was still slouched, giving 
the appearance of an innocent man not really interested in the story. 
 
“The boys knew that every morning you would sit habitually on that milk crate and have a 
long-neck before going inside to sleep for a few hours…maybe have a toke or two of your 
product…so they dumped Hemo Mahmoud’s body in full view of you…a warning that you 
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would be next if you didn’t pull your horns in and go back to your small patch to sell 
cannabis and MDMA…that really didn’t help you out as the monthly payments on your 
house loan were always going to make you broke…every bloody month for the next twenty 
years or so…so you had to expand your enterprise…a real quandary, eh Bruce. You had a 
brainwave that morning as you peered down at your mate’s body…ring it into Crime 
Stoppers with enough information for us bumbling cops to be able to pin the homicide onto 
Perdy and his four henchman…all in one throw of the dice leaving you to expand as much 
as you liked…Perdy and his four henchmen charged with your mate’s homicide. Have I got 
it right, hmm Bruce? And guess what? You had it in one! But there is one right royal twist 
to your story, isn’t there? You never figure that Stefan Peder, the CEO of the Devils Blood 
MC Club would be arrested for killing his underling Gregor Draka aka Greg Drake…then 
he is killed by a rampaging, violent woman wanting blood for what he did to her lover. That 
bloody well ensured your drug supply line dried up…and they’re hard to organise and 
control as a level of trust has to be built only after transaction have been successfully 
completed…that takes time doesn’t it Bruce? Time you don’t have…a real fucking pity, 
huh?” 
 
I looked down at the man who appeared to still not be paying attention. I pounded the 
tabletop with my fist which made him sit up straight, a look of surprise that had me holding 
in a laugh. 
 
“Um…to round out this story there is one chapter left. Several Detectives from Narcotics 
are wanting a word with you…another stint for you, eh…” 
 
I leaned across the table towards him. Standing with my arms locked straight with my hands 
clutching the tabletop edge. 
 
“A word, Bruce. Your house will be sold under ‘The assets acquired by criminal activity’ 
with the profit going into the State Coffers…a win/win for all of us, eh Brucey? You’re 
right out of those headlight beams now…for a couple of years, eh Brucey?” 
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