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CHAPTER ONE 
 
 
He couldn't remember when he hadn't lived on the streets. 
 
That didn't mean much really, as his brain was some-what addled by the cheap plonk that 
was his choice of liquid. He would have preferred a decent Scotch, but finances had been a 
little stretched to say the least, since his long-time dive into alcoholism and homelessness. 
 
Still, he reminded himself, these digs were about the best that he had experienced. 
 
Cool in Summer. 
 
Relatively warm in Winter. 
 
Completely out of the rain and the cold winds that could whistle cruelly passed the hidey-
hole. And the pedestrians above him supplied him with a trickle of cigarette butts. Those 
who knew that he resided below their feet, would often leave him a half-eaten sandwich or 
some other morsel. Dropping it down to him as they passed overhead, walking quickly up 
the concrete ramp to their place of employment. Pretending that there were no such thing as 
homeless guys so close below them. Dirty, hungry men finding refuge living under a 
concrete ramp at the front of a modern, architectural office monolith. Sleeping on 
cardboard, even wrapping themselves in large cardboard cartons or sheaths of newspapers. 
 
Satisfying their somewhat guilty feelings by leaving a morsel as they quickened their gait to 
return to the real world. 
 
Their attendance required urgently at their desk. As though the fate of the World awaited 
their panicked return! 
 
He sniggered at these cynical thoughts. 
 
People thought that they were so important, as though their brief sojourn to the Toilet, to 
grab a coffee or to have a quick smoke at the front of the building would affect the 
equilibrium of Nature.... of the World and of all things! 
 
People were so wasteful too! 
 
He would often think that half his kindly donors would be lost if they found themselves in 
similar circumstances as he. 
 
They wouldn't survive. 
 
That thought pleased him. 
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He living on the streets for so long, proof of his resilience and street smarts. 
 
Of his survival instincts. 
 
A half-eaten apple dropped down beside him. 
 
A half a sandwich in a white paper bag that some-one had paid good money for, thrown in 
his direction. 
 
A cigarette pack with three unlit smokes followed. 
 
‘It must be Pay Day for all the Office plebs up there,’ he thought to himself. ‘Certainly, the 
eagle has shat plentifully for me to-day!’ He giggled at the rewards seeming to be dropped 
from Heaven. He wasn’t going to knock back the sudden largesse of the crowd above! 
 
He had a hell of job trying to decide which of his windfalls he should partake in first! 
 
It was one of those lucky lunch breaks that bought manna from heaven. The donors would 
hardly think twice of their wastefulness, possibly tempering that guilt with the knowledge 
that they had been so thoughtful to the 'Alco', the 'Bum', the ‘Homeless Tramp’ who resided 
out of sight below them. 
 
He rolled over smelling himself for the first time that morning. Like a dead dog. Perhaps a 
fresh turd smelled better. He would need to visit the Shelter soon otherwise they'd be 
looking for him. Prising him out from his hidey-hole. Making a fuss, pretending to be 
thoughtful. Showing concern for him. But other eyes would be watching the fracas. Waiting 
until he disappeared to take ownership of his little palace. 
 
A drunken fight would result if he wanted to reclaim what was rightfully his. 
 
He doubted that he could survive such a melee, though he knew that amongst his ‘band’, 
there were those who respected his proprietorship over these digs. He had yet to defend his 
patch though he knew that there were others who wouldn’t need asking to make a claim! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
 
 
It was the smell that people started to complain about. 
 
It hung heavy in the still morning air as the Office Workers scurried to their respective 
floors. 
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Another day of labour. 
 
Of saving the World from itself! 
 
The Manager of the nearby Homeless Shelter crawled into the void under the concrete 
Handicap Ramp to discover the body as the guy hadn’t shown up for his habitual Sunday 
meal, shower, and a change of clean clothes. 
 
This lower section of the void barricaded from the view of the constant flow of pedestrian 
traffic above by the dense Camellia Hedge on the open, Public side while the small gap 
between the ramp and the façade of the building on the other side served as the ingress and 
egress point. 
 
The white flowers now coming into bloom dotted the darker, shiny green of the leaves. 
These pure white blooms exuded their subtle perfume. Bees buzzed from flower to flower, 
ignorant of the ghastly deathbed within spitting distance of their honest endeavour. 
 
Old Man Arthur 'Artie' Goodman had made the area his home for nigh on five years. A 
harmless old bloke who didn't bother a soul, even when he was off his face dead drunk. 
 
An occasional slurred expletive but nothing above a murmur. A series of words that may 
have meant something to the old bloke, but was gibberish to those who may have overheard. 
 
'Wouldn't hurt a fly' the consensus of all whom my partner and I interviewed that morning. 
 
The old bloke poisoned, we quickly surmised. The offending apple still clutched in his 
hand. 
 
The smell of his rotting flesh putrid within the confines of the void. 
 
I had started to crawl under the dense Camelia hedge to gain entry to his last resting place. 
 
I gave up as soon as I got a nose full. 
 
Marjory Hendricks, Detective Two of the NSW Murder Squad, my partner and the brains of 
the team for the past five years, informed me that there was an easier way to gain entry from 
the other side of the concrete ramp. I backed out and stood, brushing the damp dirt from my 
trousers as I did so. 
 
"Detective Lind! You are compromising the crime scene. Bloody hell, get yourself away 
from there until we give you permission to walk roughshod over our area. Out! You hear 
me?" 
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"That's not the acerbic, educated tones of one born in The Manor. How goes you, 'Muscles'? 
I heard that you were back. Staying long? How was your lazy sojourn on the Continent? 
Cold?" 
 
"Joe.... it's good to be home. That's not to say that I didn't enjoy myself over there. It was an 
interesting time. I'm still on call with the Defence Department and the Commonwealth War 
Graves Commission.... though my services should not be needed again.... hopefully. We 
managed to identify ninety-nine percent of the remains.... mostly Australian and British. 
Two Canadians. It was a very interesting sabbatical, to say the least. Now, if you want a 
closer look, then come in as we all had crawled in! Through the fucking front door!" 
 
I ignored the instruction angrily given though I heard Marge’s girlish giggle. 
 
"Did you catch up with the old bloke. He's still alive and kicking, I hope? Not far from 
where you were digging to your heart’s content, so I understand." 
 
"Very much so. It'll take something extraordinary to pole-axe Bernie Ford. In fact, he came 
down from Brussels to help with the dig a couple of times. According to the old bloke, the 
UN International Crimes Commission is, at the moment, a little light on 'body farms' and 
Crimes against Humanity. Perhaps the ongoing war zones still festering in certain areas of 
the World do not permit the finding of more mass graves until cease-fires are agreed 
upon…and remain in place so that his team’s presence can be assured of safe conduct. He’ll 
have to wait until the conflict peters out.... who’s to know! The inactivity bores the crap out 
of our Bernie. After we finished at the Fromelles dig, I joined Bernie for almost twelve 
months on the Forensic Medicine Tutelage Courses Trail through The Netherlands, 
Belgium, France, and Britain.... he had that much free time on his hands... you know how he 
hates standing around... he’s held in very high regards over there, though his tenure may be 
coming to a close. He hinted several times that he missed home... and he wanted to wind 
back his activities. Said he'd had enough. He's approaching seventy-five... next year…. and 
it is starting to show, unfortunately. His mind has lost a little of its sharpness..." 
 
"It would still be sharper than ninety-nine percent of the entire population... you staying 
here? Replacing that pompous arse English Professor. Hopefully?" 
 
"Huh, don't know if I want that top job, Joe. More a headache than a satisfaction. We must 
have a night out soon, with Marge here, now that I'm back. The Professor, Albert Newnes 
seems to fit the hole of that position very well. Very capably and a lovely man to boot. It's 
got me beat how he wasn’t considered good enough by the Interviewing Committee when 
they appointed that pompous arse English Professor over him. He or the pert Dominique 
Sherbaverst. Politics, one suspects. He’s now got the job, but if I were him, I think I would 
know where they could stick it! They wanted rid of that pompous ass from London, I 
reckon. I heard whispers on the guy while I was in London with Bernie. I think that I'll 
remain the 2IC of the Forensic Pathology Section. These outdoor sojourns agree with me 
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more than all my time spent indoors. Except of course, those long days in the Post Mortem 
Room..." He smiled at his rider. 
 
Brian Sarvich crawled out from beneath the concrete ramp and wormed out of his scrubs. 
Lit a cigarette. Between hungry inhales of cigarette smoke, he indicated that yes, his 
wandering days were over.... unless the CWGC wanted more of his time, which he very 
much doubted. 
 
"You should know better, Muscles. When did you take that ghastly habit up?" 
 
He shook his head, more out of embarrassment, I thought. 
 
"Yeah... well... I've heard that you and the abrasive Professor hit it off immediately, hmm? 
How could I ever disbelieve that, huh?" 
 
Offence the best form of defence. It was my turn to show discomfort. Maybe a snigger of 
sarcasm said it all. We both chuckled. 
 
"He sure knew how to rub people the wrong way, did our English Professor. He headed for 
Melbourne, so I was told. To take up a position down there..." 
 
"Yeah. He said that the weather would be more to his liking..." 
 
"Wait until the middle of next summer with days on end over forty and see if that is to his 
liking...." 
 
"Couldn't happen to a nicer bloke..." 
 
We both laughed at that comment. 
 
Brian 'Muscles' Sarvich stubbed out his cigarette, placing the squashed butt in a small 
plastic container with a pop-off lid. The smell emanating from it indicating that it was full 
of the remains of his recently acquired habit. He dropped the container into the Bio-mat 
drum along with his dirt stained scrubs, booties, and latex gloves. 
 
"French cigarettes..." His attempt at explaining the strong aroma. 
 
I shook my head, wondering on the man’s sanity. Taking up the habit at his time in life 
seemed a bloody idiotic thing to do. 
 
"What's your take on the body, Muscles? Any sign of foul play?" 
 
"Huh, I know I'm good, Joe, but a fortune cookie I don't have. The body has degenerated to 
such an extent, out here in the open, that a cause of death may be hard to determine... even 
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with an exhaustive autopsy and blood toxicology. If I was a betting man, I'd say possible 
asphyxiation where he may have gagged on something that he was eating. You know, he’d 
be always hungry and when something of substance drops down to him, he may have eaten 
it with too much gusto. There was a fair amount of material in his mouth. I've bagged that. 
Forensics can tell us what it is. Possibly a bite of a sandwich. Could've regurgitated. 
Possible gone down the wrong way. He may have hoed into it a bit too enthusiastically as he 
hadn't eaten for some time... by the looks of him... I don't know really until I do a stomach 
analysis. Possible seizure. Maybe an epileptic episode or even some sort of allergic reaction 
to something that he ate... he could have even been poisoned." He scratched the side of his 
cheek. Passed his hand through his thinning hair. Looked about it as though he may have 
lost the Cup of Salvation. "…some-one may not have taken kindly to his place of residence 
in front of their most salubrious Office Tower. I'll know more precisely after the post-
mortem. We've picked up and parcelled just about every scrap and crumb of food 
hereabouts but that maybe a fruitless exercise. What with the time line, every insect, 
cockroach, ant, and those pesky Indian Mynahs up there screeching their displeasure at our 
intrusion, they've had a bloody feast for the past week or so.... umm… there was a half 
smoked rollie behind his ear that was the same as two others found in a cigarette pack. A 
good set of fingerprints lifted from the pack may give us something. I doubt that he could 
afford that luxury whether it was rollies or tailor-mades.... we may get some DNA off the 
paper of the rollies... he was still holding a half-eaten apple that had very good teeth 
incisions... but that would possibly mean we need to take the dental images of everyone in 
the building on the chance that the apple was a present from one of them... the Wicked 
Witch returns with a poison apple... oh dear! My imagination is getting the better of me... 
and then there are some remnants of sandwiches to be dissected for poison trace, I guess. It 
appears that his house-keeping skills were a little wayward. So, my take on the death? I've 
given you enough alternatives to play with, so go play detective, Joe. You're still good at 
that, aren't you?" 
 
He looked me in the eye as he took another cigarette from its pack, lighting up as he 
swivelled around to take in the surrounding area. 
 
"I'm finished Joe." 
 
He turned to give Marge a hug and a kiss on the cheek. 
 
"Girl, you are looking more gorgeous than how I remembered you. You are radiating 
healthiness, from what I can see. You found the right man, yet? If not, give this guy a 
chance, will you?" 
 
"Men... they never really change! The lot of you!" 
 
"A meal is out of the question then, Marge?" 
 
"You hitting on me, handsome?" 
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Muscles laughed. 
 
“Only if you accept, my lovely.” 
 
I nodded towards the discarded small container full of butts. 
 
"They'll kill you every time...." I interrupted before turning to walk away. 
 
The young Forensic Pathologist ignored my jibe. I wondered whether I had uttered the 
words to tail him off his flirtatious gambits with Marge! 
 
"That's about it. Maybe dead for five to seven days. I'll be more specific after the Post-
Mortem... until then... can I remove the body? And Marge, the offer stands, OK?" He added 
as he turned to her, giving her a secret wink. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
"Call me Frank. Everyone else does." 
 
"Frank, it is. Frank Perez, that right? You found the body, right?" 
 
"Yeah... um... I run the Homeless Shelter up on Elizabeth Street for the Sydney City 
Council. Arty... his name was Arthur Goodman... he would come in for the Sunday meal 
without fail. Have a shower, a change of clothes usually and come back here to his digs. 
Without fail. He didn't turn up last week-end, so by this morning, I started to worry about 
him. Came down here... to find him... dead." 
 
He shook his head sadly. Bowed his head and sniffled. 
 
"How long had he been in residence here?" 
 
"Bloody hell... five or more years, I think. Good bloke. It was the pick... the digs... it will be 
up for auction by this afternoon I reckon... out of the weather. Relatively warm. Dry. Out of 
the wind.” He looked around at the well-kept lawns and trimmed bushes. “Everyone knew 
him. Used to drop smokes, food, fruit down beside the ramp for him... never any trouble. 
The Security guys even kept an eye out on him... he'd be in his mid-sixties about. Maybe a 
little older. Maybe closer to seventy. A Vietnam Vet. Couldn't settle back down once he did 
his stint. Went onto the streets after he threatened his missus a couple of times... couldn't 
reconcile with the way he had treated her... and his kids... alcohol kept him homeless... 
wasn't into drugs of any kind. Even refused to take head-ache tablets... go figure. An 
intelligent man whose mind degenerated because of the shit plonk he preferred... Christ... 
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this is the third homeless guy that has been killed in the past... four weeks, I'd say. Some-
one sure has it out for them... they're usually where they are for no fault of their own... just a 
sad state of affairs. Anything else I can help you with?" 
 
"Next of kin?" 
 
"As I said... he once had a missus and a couple of kids so I believe, but I don't know where 
they are or even if they are still alive...and other family? Siblings or parents? Don’t know. 
We had his ex-missus down as next of kin if something like this happened. We couldn’t 
contact her. Musta moved." 
 
"Arthur Goodman? You sure?" 
 
"Yeah... I'm sure. He keeps a wallet and some personal stuff at the shelter... better there than 
being rolled for it... I'll get you his gear to-morrow, OK?" 
 
"No. My partner will drive you back so that she can collect his belongings from you to-
day." 
 
I turned to Mar raising my eye-brows as I did. 
 
Frank nodded his head. 
 
"Have you heard anything about another two homicides of homeless guys in the past month 
or two?" I asked her. “Close. Around here? Any other team in the Squad pick them up, do 
you know?” 
 
"No, Joe. Get onto the Boss so that he can make some enquiries while we're here. He more 
than likely can organise something with the relevant LAC boys to have them hand over the 
cases to us... maybe it was thought unimportant enough not to follow protocol. You know, 
Street guys are not that high up the totem pole... or perhaps it was obvious that they died 
from natural causes… it happens. You know, their life-style." 
 
"True... still... they're human beings... and there is a code of conduct that has to be adhered 
to in any homicide investigation." 
 
I walked over to Perez who was now talking to a group of the building's security people. 
Employees of the firm that were the major resident of the multi-storey building in front of 
us. The handicap ramp a means of entry into the building. 
 
I waved to catch the attention of the gentleman. 
 
He scurried towards me as though I was the king and he a mere servant beckoning him for 
an audience. 
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"Yes Detective. You ready to take me back to the Shelter?" 
 
"Yes, Sir. But one thing, you mentioned that there had been two other recent incidents 
involving homeless guys. You said killed. Do you mean homicide or death by natural 
causes? How did you know about them?" 
 
"Arrh... one of them... Habrib El Halarab... known more commonly around the area as 
'Hairy Harry'. He frequented my Shelter. Another harmless guy. Took a lot of years for the 
things that he saw during the Iraqi/Iranian War and the rule of Saddam Hussein to filter 
through. PTSD. Anxiety. Depression. Self-harm delusions. But he wouldn't hurt a fly. 
Completely anti-social, though he opened up somewhat with one of our Counsellors. The 
trouble with a lot of these people is that certain medicines and drugs can make a huge 
difference to their well-being and life... to the quality of their lives… but you cannot rely on 
them sticking to that self-medicating regime... they really need to have 24/7 hospital care of 
some sort... especially guys like Artie who served their country with distinction... blame the 
Government for that short-sighted ruling. Harry supposedly choked on his own bile... after 
taking some form of gagging medication, read bad, home-made, cheap plonk into that. 
That's my bet... but who am I to question the professionals. The other bloke... Samuel 
Deakin... Samuel Byron Deakin... I only know of his demise by the talk from some of the 
guys who come into my shelter. Fell in front of a bus... or train... though there are those who 
say that he was pushed... I really don't know. I'll go with your Partner... Detective? No one 
really cares whether these people live or die. I think that some-one needs to care more about 
it. Have a good day, sir." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
I was sitting at a picnic table in a beautifully landscaped expanse at the front of the Office 
building. A serene and private area that the Office Workers used as their outside lunch area 
when weather permitted. Dappled sunlight filtered through several stately White Gums that 
gave a light and dark appearance. The whole area shielded by dense, tall planted hedges 
from the busy arterial road that ran past the building. There were a few Staffers still seated 
enjoying the warmth of the winter’s sun. The habitual late 'returners' from lunch. Perhaps I 
was being a little unkind. For all I knew, they could have had a delayed commencement to 
their usual regulated lunch break. Most though, having by this time, long returned to their 
Office to sear under the heat of the fluorescent light glare of their air-conditioned 
surroundings. 
 
I know what I preferred! 
 
I was waiting for Marge to return before starting in on my lunch. A Mushroom and Broccoli 
salad that had been recommended to me by one of the Office girls who had shared the area 
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with me for but a brief moment. She visibly upset that a human body had been nearby for 
several days before discovery. 
 
Mar walked up to me. 
I could tell by the way that she held her shoulders, the slight bow of her head and the 
absence of that purposeful gait, that it wasn't a good day for her. 
 
"How'd you go?" I asked as she sat opposite me. I slid a plastic container across to her. 
 
"What is it?" She asked disinterestedly. 
 
"Mushroom and Broccoli salad. It was recommended to me by one of the Office girls." 
 
"So, to impress her, you got her to scurry away at your command to fetch some for you...and 
me!" 
 
I thought that this was somewhat of a sarcastic and negative thing to say... unthankful even 
if it was the truth. Instead of replying, I sucked on a coffee. 
 
"The coffee's good." I offered as a reply. 
 
"Mmm...." She appeared not interested in anything that I could offer. 
 
"So? How did it go?" I asked again. 
 
She took several bites of the salad. A delicate sip of the steaming hot coffee. 
 
"Sometimes..." She looked off into the middle distance. Shook her head. "I don't know... we 
see the worst of humanity in this job. There are very few instances where we can honestly 
say that a particular ‘job’..." She indicated by a wiggle of her fingers. "…you know, a case 
that absolutely makes the sun shine, if you know what I mean.... makes us happy on the 
outcome... we watch and pull apart what one human being can inhumanely and cruelly, with 
fore-thought and emotion, do to another person... and it usually is ghastly." 
 
She was in one of her moods which seemed to be becoming more frequent if I wasn't 
mistaken. I knew well enough to leave it alone. A whack on a shoulder, even once a strong 
blow to the solar plexus, the outcome of a smart reply on my behalf. 
 
I knew that she'd run out of breath shortly. 
 
"He wasn't a National Serviceman. He was Regular Army. Signed up before the 'Marble 
Drop' began. Did three Tours of Duty to Vietnam. Won a bravery medal for some heroic 
deed while over there. A Military Medal or something. Twice, would you believe. To end 
up here living rough under a cold concrete Handicap Ramp. More than likely killed because 
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who-ever, didn't like bloody bums fouling up the appearance of their beautiful building... a 
bloody war hero would you believe... another one fallen through the cracks. How many 
times do you hear that one?" 
 
She ran her fingers through her hair and savagely swiped away tears. I let the silence grow 
as we finished off our meal. Drank the dregs of our coffee. 
 
Her words echoed the sad truth of the matter. 
 
It didn't matter if the victim was a homeless bum. An unwashed, filthy Alcoholic. A person 
who should have been in State Care for a particular mental disorder or the Druggie hooked 
on smack who would eventually disappear. A premature death, their pre-destined sentence. 
A weak husband who mentally snaps when the right to see his kids is taken from him. The 
one thing that makes him human, wrenched from his life. And myriad degrees of reason for 
this swell of human tragedy in between. We see them all. All in their moment of death. All 
having fallen through the cracks. 
 
That crack seemed to be for-ever widening. 
 
"Do any good here?" 
 
I looked around. Shook my head. The Forensic Trace Team were still here. The LAC 
Uniforms had wrapped it up leaving a couple of their number to interview persons as they 
came and went from the building. 
 
“Nah… not so far, in any case. I doubt that we’ll get anything worthwhile from the Office 
plebs. Poisoned? I have a feeling he may have choked on his own bile. We’ll know more 
after the PM…it is scheduled for the day after to-morrow but may slip if more important 
priorities come up. Even in death these guys don’t rate, huh?” 
 
Her mood was contagious. 
 
"It's like an Ants' nest. Scratch the top surface and hundreds of 'em emerge to scurry about. 
Most didn't even know the existence of the guy...." I nodded towards the tall building. 
 
"That'd be right..." Mar interjected. A sad muttering that said a thousand words. 
 
"…and those that did, would represent around a ten per cent mark. Of that percentage, there 
would have been perhaps only another ten per cent that may have dropped the occasional 
smoke, half-smoked butt, food scraps or maybe a dollar or two down to him. They at least, 
showed some emotion knowing of his death. The common reaction by all those persons was 
'who would want to kill a harmless old bum'! I doubt that we will get much more by 
continuing with this, though we'll leave the local lads here to keep interviewing staff as they 
come and go from the building. Maybe something will pop out of the writhing mass." 
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Mar's general demeanour was definitely contagious. 
 
"Mar? Let's get back to the Office and burn off some calories for a while, eh?" 
The panacea for depression. 
 
Punish the body for about an hour in the Sub-Basement Gym, until it screams for relief. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 
"Joe? I've had a word with the LAC Station Sergeant for the Southern Sydney District. 
Those other two 'Homeless Homicides' are being handed over to us within ten days. You 
should have all the paperwork by then. Go see the Uniform guys, those who were on-site at 
both Scenes, to get their accounts of the cases.... and you're right. I definitely got the 
impression that the deaths were given low priority to look at when time and work permitted. 
In other words, they'd be slipped down the list until they were considered cold! They had no 
reasonable explanation as to why they were not referred to us in the first instance... I'll be 
including that in the next monthly meeting of Department Heads. You can bet on it!" 
 
Our Boss was a stickler for protocol, especially when it concerned unexplained, sudden 
deaths and obvious homicides. Our Department was not called the Homicide Squad for no 
reason, he would rant. Chief Superintendent Robert Clifford James Church aka 'Abbey' to 
all and sundry, was a fierce defender of his patch and personnel. And a bloody good boss 
and good all-round bloke to boot. His mind was like a sponge that absorbed and collated 
every nuance of all homicides that his subordinates were handling. In our weekly 'Status 
Meetings', it was usually he who would offer that tit-bit from left field that would allow a 
stalled case to get that injection to re-start. This was all the more remarkable when you 
considered that there were twelve two-man teams on the ten-hour day-time shift. Each team 
would usually have at least two to three on-going investigations and most had at least two 
‘Unsolve' Folders cluttering up their desks. 
 
Marge and I were one of the lucky teams that had a clear desk with no 'Outstanding' Cases 
allotted at present. 
 
That could change suddenly. 
 
As of now, it looked as though we would inherit the three 'Homeless Homicide' cases. 
 
We also had three Court Cases that required our appearance pending, so a full load, as is 
always the case, suddenly descends onto you when you had thought that some sort of hiatus, 
a break in proceedings, was at hand. 
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Some things never change! 
 
Mar and I sauntered back into the Office feeling refreshed and sated after spending thirty 
minutes in the Gym followed by five quick laps of the pool. A quick rub-down and a hot 
shower took the time away from our duties to ninety minutes. 
 
But our outlook on life had improved. 
 
I took a lunge at our famous Punching Bag that took pride of place in the centre of the room. 
 
Many had attempted its removal. 
 
It always returned much to the chagrin of a number of the hierarchy who felt that it was not 
what one should see in a productive office environment. Especially small-minded members 
of the public who may frequent our inner sanctum. Completely ignorant of its inherent 
benefits to us Staff. 
 
Abbey always felt that it's very presence helped with team morale. 
 
He was right. 
 
After many a difficult case, or a win or a frustrating failure, the bag was attacked. The staff 
hardly reacted to some-one venting their pleasure or pain unless the bag reacted by 
knocking its protagonist off his feet. This invariably bought a stifled cheer, a chuckle, a 
disparaging remark or a sarcastic clap from whom-ever may have witnessed the event. 
 
I took a swing as I passed, heading towards my desk. I missed the bloody bag entirely and 
landed flat on my face on the thick matting to the whoops of laughter and scattered 
applause. 
 
I blame the rigorous work-out that I had just finished! 
 
Mar got the giggles. 
 
My charade worked, bringing her countenance back to the happy looking woman that I had 
not seen now for some days. 
 
"Joe? Mar? You're up." 
 
Our illustrious Head Clerk, Guy 'Hendo' Henderson yelled out across the room. 
As I said, it can change in a heart-beat. 
 
We gathered up a new Murder Book, Case Folder, Case Note-Books, Murder File Number 
that must pre-fix all external requests for action and details, grabbed our gear off our desks 
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and headed for the door. What with our Smartphone, tablet and notebooks, pockets on 
ourselves were at a premium, especially for me. Mar just loaded more stuff into her 
voluminous shoulder bag. Its strap complaining of the additional weight! 
 
"Where?" Marge asked, as we took the Lift to the Sub-Basement Vehicle Area. She was 
back to her old self. 
 
A new sniff of a case. 
 
The eyes alert. The skin tingling. 
 
"Surry Hills. Just around the corner from the 'Homeless Homicide' where we were this 
morning." 
 
"Christ! Not another homeless guy, I hope." She said aloud, as we made our car. 
 
"If it is, it's on the sixth floor of that new Unit Block just off Elizabeth. Around the Corner 
from the Office Building that we were at before lunch, so I doubt it." 
 
"Oh!? That one... It is considered the place to live at the moment, in that area. Filled with 
beautiful people. I read that somewhere recently." Her sarcasm was palpable. She was 
slipping again. But then, I may have been a little over-critical. Blame it on my partner's 
recent spate of melancholia. 
 
We headed into town going over the details of what we now referred to as the 'Homeless 
Homicides' cases. 
 
Listing possible scenarios. 
 
Noting things that we needed to chase out. 
 
The Post Mortem schedule time for the chap found this morning. 
 
It would possibly be early next week going on the way that previous post mortems were 
being conducted. 
 
The Coroners’ Office, especially the Pathology Department and Morgue Area, were 
critically short staffed since the staff relocations took place. Since Bernie Ford left for 
Europe actually. That was somewhat criminal in some peoples' eyes as Bernie had given 
six-months prior knowledge of his appointment to the International Criminal Court. More 
than ample time to slot in a couple more Pathologists of good character instead of that silly 
pompous sod that they hired from London. And he lasted less than six months before 
moving to Melbourne, complaining that Sydney's weather was not sympathetic to his 
health! But the damage had been done while he had occupied the Chief's chair with a record 
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number of people gaining positions in other parts of the Country, or taking early retirement 
packages, just to be rid of the bloke. 
 
The silly sod! 
 
I reckoned that once he experiences the long hot Melbourne summers, he'll be heading for 
Milford Sound on the southern extremity of New Zealand! 
 
At least Marge smiled at that! 
 
We also would need to obtain the Post Mortem results of the other two guys that we had 
reason to believe, maybe homicide cases. 
 
Interviewing the Autopsy Pathologist who performed on the two corpses for their personal 
take on the results. It could at times, differ from the official, dry details that were written 
down. 
 
People to follow up, especially family of the three deceased. 
 
Picking through the small wooden Bowls Ball case that held all of Arthur Goodman's 
worldly goods. Pitifully slim. 
 
Any similar effects that maybe being held by the Shelter on the other two. 
 
We could pop into the Shelter after we had finished at this new crime scene as it was a 
stone's throw away. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
It's the smell that reaches out to sicken the senses. 
 
It's the unmistakable odour of rotting flesh. 
 
I've smelled it hundreds of times before and will have smelled it thousands of time prior to 
my career ending. But you never quite accepted the stink. Or become used to it. Blasé to its 
hanging, heavy presence. And it made you wonder every time why the odour was never 
recognised as that of a rotting cadaver by the general public. It was as if they ignored the 
premise that it may be another human being lying in close proximity. Dead. Slowly rotting 
away with half the population of the local insect world basking on its glory. 
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Marge volunteered to do the door-knocking of the other residents of the complex while I 
had to plod through the 'Death Unit'. 
 
As she said by way of explanation, the smell was definitely wanting her to throw up. She'd 
had enough of that this morning with the homeless guy. This I found hard to register as she 
was usually ghoulish, displaying a macabre sense of humour on previous occasions around 
rotting human remains. Seemingly completely oblivious to the cloying stench. 
 
I again was the one to writhe into forensic scrubs before being permitted into the Unit. 
 
Caramine Lees was the attending Forensic Crime Scene Lead. 
 
"Carmie? What have you got for me, this fine afternoon?" 
 
Cheerfulness was my middle name, especially when the stench cloud hung heavily in the 
air. You’d do almost anything to get your mind off the smell. 
 
"Come out onto the Balcony, Joe. I need a breather." 
 
She gave instructions to a number of similar suited-up Pathologist Assistants who were 
photographing, measuring and collating things that I couldn't see. Both bent over the body 
as though it was another wonder of the natural world. Which in a way I guess it is, as the 
human species is that highest example of Evolution, isn’t it? The result of millions of flukes 
so it seems, in its march out of the primordial swamp. 
 
Caramine let out a breath of air as though she had not breathed for the entire time that she 
was inside the Unit. 
 
"Phew.... Jesus, I hate these...." 
 
She took a long swig of water from a bottle extracted from a nearby Esky. 
 
"Dead bodies lying about for days slowly fermenting. It’s not a good sight." 
 
Another long swig. She patted her pockets as reformed smokers are apt to do when they are 
craving for one. Leant out over the Balcony railing as though she was trying hard to get 
away from the ghastly scene. She looked out into the middle distance. 
 
I felt that she wasn't herself, though I failed to ask if everything was alright. 
 
She turned back to me. There was no enthusiasm in her mien or voice. 
"Marcos 'Mark' Szalovic pronounced 'Shalovich'. Aged thirty-eight. Purchased the Unit off 
the plans approximately three years ago. Been a permanent resident for the last twenty-four 
months since the complex was completed. Shared the Apartment with his official long-term 
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partner, Jeremy Lavatollo. Aged thirty-six. It was he who found the body. Called it in. He is 
in the neighbouring Unit being comforted by the neighbour and awaiting your piercing 
questions. The deceased was shot through the chest. One bullet. No exit wound. Possibly a 
small calibre hand gun. A pillow was used as a silencer.... it helps to soften the reverb 
qualities of the shot more than silence it. The gun close enough to leave GSR on his skin 
and starring of the bullet entry wound. Caused by blow-back of the muzzle gases. The 
pillow wouldn't stun or deaden their influence. Time of death a little iffy. Maybe four... up 
to six, maybe seven days ago. Insect activity will give us a better take on the time of death. 
The main sliding door into the Bedroom was completely open. An invitation for any 
marauding insect in the District to come thither. A feast is in the offering. Um… The couple 
upwardly mobile, plenty of spare cash. Both in the Entertainment Industry. Marcos a 
member of Mensa though he shunned the intellectual pursuits for more artistic themes. 
Could play the Piano, was a Flamenco Guitarist of some repute who actually preferred to be 
a lead guitarist in a semi-professional Pub Band called 'Green Mustard', would you believe. 
Not really looking for their big break, instead just doing the gigs for pocket money, a free 
beer or two and for the fun of it. They'd never become international stars according to those 
in the know. He earns his readies as a Production Sound Manager on big 'gigs' and is a 
Record Producer in demand. An absolute genius in all regards and a 'pro' at what-ever he 
puts his mind to. You know, one of those guys that can do just about anything without really 
trying. Everything comes that easy. Gives me the shits, that type of person." 
 
She took another swig from the bottle of water. Offered me the bottle before continuing. 
 
"A lot of peripheral trace and indications that there has been a fair few people who wander 
through the joint. Apparently, the majority of the complex is like that. You'll find very few 
locked front doors. Every-one loves every-one else, so the list of Suspects and exemplars 
are going to be mind-blowing." 
 
"That it?" I asked dead-pan. Trying to deflect her demeanour in the form of a 'stir'. 
 
"Fuck, Joe.... do you want me to do your job completely for you?... Jesus!" She huffed as 
she walked quickly back into the interior of the Apartment. Angrily re-fitting her mask over 
her face. 
 
What is wrong with the female half of the population at the moment? 
 
They've all taken cranky tablets or something. Maybe it's me? My humour losing its appeal? 
 
No... not on, I scolded myself. Though I must admit begrudgingly that my sense of humour 
is not brilliant to more than half of the population of the Earth! 
 
I took a surgical mask from a Crime Scene Kitbag, rubbing a thin film of Vicks Vapour Rub 
over the outside surface before placing the mask over my mouth and nose. The Vapour Rub 
helped to mask the insidious stench. 
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I wandered from room to room, surprised at the size of the Apartment. Three large 
bedrooms. A Study. A huge double Bathroom with Spa Bath. The Laundry a large triple 
doored cupboard in the hallway opposite the Bathroom. A long, wide Entry Hallway almost 
a room in itself. The walls of which were liberally splattered with original artwork on both 
walls. Spotlights illuminating the display giving the impression of an Art Gallery. The 
Hallway lead from the front door, passed the Bedroom suites, opening out into a large 
Lounge/Dining and open plan Master Kitchen. A Family Room on the other side with 
magnificent views of the CBD skyline. A very generous Balcony that swept around two 
sides of the Apartment in a continuous elliptical curve. The internal ceilings were around 
the three-metre mark. 
 
Because of that, I had the impression that the building had originally been designed as a 
multi-storey car park, God forbid! 
 
The third bedroom, larger than my Bedroom by half, appeared to be set up for music 
practise. The walls and ceiling were lined with sound baffling. An electric keyboard, several 
guitars, electric and acoustic, a drum machine and assorted speaker systems and sound 
mixing, dubbing and recording platforms filled the room. The door was a double door in 
thickness with one directly behind the other. Each opening in the opposite direction. This 
was perhaps the untidiest room of the Apartment with the rest of the Unit sparkling clean. 
House Cleaning help, was the guess. Laundry help and possibly even a Cook, I thought 
sarcastically to myself. Though the inclusion of Hired Help did throw up more possibilities. 
More suspects to interview. Each presumably having their own key. I placed the thought 
into another folder within my mind, but jotted down the possibility in my Note-Book on the 
prospect that it might slip my mind. 
 
In saying that about Hired Help, it still had that lazy, lived-in look and feel. The furniture 
and furnishings helping with that affect. The Pad owned by two cool guys who had an 
appreciation of what was considered cool, but expensive! 
 
The Master Bedroom was what I would long for. A king-sized bed. Two walk-in Robes. On 
either side of the king size bed. Access formed by openings on either side of the ceiling 
height bed-head. These openings gave access into both Dressing Areas and the large 
attached Ensuite Bathroom in the centre. Original artworks adorned the walls. Paintings and 
sketches of nudes artfully done. The signature was a stylised 'Marcos.' There had been an 
understated example of the same nude paintings in the Lounge Area that I noticed, as I had 
walked through the Apartment. I understood what Caramine was on about. I couldn't help 
but marvel at the man's abilities. His talent. 
 
Go figure that! 
It was a joint that I could comfortably relocate to! 
 
If I had the 'ready cash'. 
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I slid opened drawers, rifled through the personal belongings in the bedroom and Robes. 
The normal paraphernalia of two committed guys. Top quality clothes. Labels that sang of 
overseas sojourns. A plethora of gold chains and other jewellery. Diamond studs that would 
cost my annual salary. Robbery was out for a motive as nothing appeared to have been 
taken or even rummaged through. I dawdled into the Kitchen and opened and closed doors. 
 
Anyone spying my procedure would wonder if I had lost the Vegemite! 
 
After I had completed this trawl through every nook and cranny of the Apartment, I returned 
to the Main Bedroom where the naked body lay on the bed. Half covered with a white as 
white sheet of finest linen. The bullet wound dead centre of his buffed chest. 
 
"He was asleep...." It wasn't a question. "With the door unlocked? That doesn't seem right, 
even for this open-door fraternity." 
 
Carmie stood upright to look at me. A nothing expression on her face. 
 
I answered myself. 
 
"I reckon. Which means that who-ever, they had a key...." I added. Not wanting Caramine to 
take over the role of Investigator again. 
 
"Not necessarily... but maybe yes. As I said before, with this floor at least, it was a come 
and go type of situation. It would appear that the front doors were never locked. The way 
the security was set up, it was nigh on impossible for anyone to be able to gain entry onto 
this floor from the Lift without first inserting the front door Apartment key into a separate 
key-way in the Lift. The Front Entry door key to the complex also had to be inserted into 
another key-way before the Lift would take you to the right floor. The only way to over-ride 
the system was from your Apartment by way of buzzing open the front door.... there's three 
cameras that show three different shots of the front door and who-ever is buzzing. This 
comes up as separate images on that Pad near each of the Unit doors. You can operate the 
front door and the Lift to stop at your floor. Not completely fool-proof, but the best system 
that I have seen so far...... in any multi-storey, residential building in Sydney." 
 
It would appear that she liked to be the 'Investigator' no matter what mood she was in! 
 
"How many Units on this floor? And…I have seen similar set-ups before. The problem with 
this type of security system is some-one could buzz a particular Apartment. Then apologise 
for their error saying they meant to buzz Apartment 6D, for example. Asking to be let in so 
they didn’t have to buzz again. So they are buzzed in!" 
"Yeah…but they still cannot make the floor, say the Sixth Floor as they do not have the 
Main Door key or the Apartment key to insert into the Lift. They’re stuck at the Ground 
Floor Lobby.” She gave me a look. “To answer your question. Four....which is duplicated 
for the next three floors. Six through nine. Ten is the indoor/outdoor Pool, the Gym and the 
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Roof Garden. Beautiful, so I've been told though a quiet word about several of the plants.... 
if you know what I mean. The Veggie Patch up there keeps the residence in fresh produce, 
so I am led to believe.... tended by a number of the Residents and the Building Manager's 
son. Eleven is a Penthouse built over the Gym and Pool that apparently has to be seen to be 
believed. The building's a double tower, both square-shaped joined in the middle of one of 
the corners where the Lift Lobby and a double set of Fire Stairs is located. The square 
outline of the adjoined towers is softened by the curved form of the Balconies spiralling 
around each of the towers giving a threaded appearance of the outside... like a spiral... or the 
thread of a screw... looks good..." 
 
"Since when have you been a contributor to Architectural Weekly?" 
 
"…Architecture was my first preference... which I should have continued with... at least 
then I would have been rid of rotting, putrid, bloody corpses.... the First through Five are 
your standard two bedroom Units. Eight to each floor. Four to each dominant square of the 
spires. Three levels of sub-basement parking. The Manager lives on the Ground Floor right 
beside the Front Foyer area. He has an Office of sorts in the first level of the sub-basement. 
Cold as all hell, I've been told. His ground floor has three bedrooms with a small yard. The 
largest by far of all the Ground Floor Units. Five other ground floor units have their own 
little yard area. Now that I have fulfilled my role as the Real Estate Agent, you'll need at 
least one point two... and that would give you one of the smaller two-bedroom units on the 
lower floors... can't give you a price on one of these on the upper floors... though I would 
imagine that you’d get no change from one point seven through to two point two…. and the 
Penthouse is definitely out of your league, looking at the quality and cut of your clothes. 
Sorry, handsome." 
 
She gave me one of her sexy smiles as she poked around the bed. Lifting the sheets up to 
peer at the lower half of the body. She wiggled her eye-brows and murmured something that 
I only half heard. 
 
Something like 'go bro', but I couldn't be sure. 
 
"That would mean that it is possible that some-one on this floor is the killer..." 
 
"A good summation, Sherlock...you'll make a good Dee one of these days. Now...you had 
enough? Can we move the poor man? Hmm?" 
 
"Anger... who-ever did this was seeking revenge for something that the Vic did or didn't do. 
To push a pillow onto the chest and shoot through it shows malice and fore-thought. It's not 
a crime of impulse or disassociation... this was done with passion..." 
"Yes...well...Poirot, may we remove the body now, merci?" Caramine Lees sniggered. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
 
"Mister Lavatollo? Jeremy Lavatollo? Um... I'm Detective Joseph Lind. Homicide Squad. 
Can I ask you a few questions?" 
 
"Um... yeah...I guess… sure, but I've just spent some time with another Detective. She's in 
the toilet actually... Detective Hendricks? I think that was her name." 
 
The man appeared disorientated. In shock. His eyes red-rimmed. His nose also a reddish hue 
from the sniffles, perhaps. 
 
Mar walked into the room smiling sheepishly. 
 
"You OK?" A woman called from the Kitchen area. 
 
I looked over at my partner as though seeing her for the first time. I had not picked up that 
there was anything wrong with her this morning. Maybe one of those wogs that seem to 
circle round every now and then. I had to admit, she did look a little pasty around the face. 
 
"Yeah. Fine. Just a little nauseous, that's all. Arrh… Joe? You've been introduced to Jeremy 
Lavatollo. The Decease's partner. This is Belinda Byfield, their neighbour..." 
 
A tubby woman of around five feet nothing appeared from the Kitchen area. A young-
looking, over-fifties woman in clothes from a bygone hippy age. A round, happy face. 
Sparkling eyes. A severe hair cut that displayed the colours of the rainbow in streaks across 
her head. Advertising even to the uninitiated and ignorant, her sexual preference. 
 
"Hi, Detective. Good morning... no, not the right expression for this morning, is it? Coffee? 
I've just made a cup for Margie here. You have it the same way, Detective? Pleased to meet 
cha." She called as she again disappeared into the Kitchen. 
 
The delicate aroma of ground coffee beans teased my nostrils. It smelt like heaven after 
spending over an hour in the neighbouring Unit with its stench hanging heavy in the still air 
of the closed-up Apartment. 
 
"Can I see Mark? Before he is taken from me?" The man began to sniffle. He blew his nose. 
Again, for the umpteenth thousand time, going on the colour of it! 
 
Dabbed at his eyes. 
"Sorry. I'm not much good at this..." 
 
I let the moment slide for a bit. 
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"It's not easy for any-one who unluckily finds themselves in the same predicament.... I 
would suggest that your memories of your partner not be marred by what you may see now. 
I'm sorry, but I think it would be unwise... you did find him?" 
 
"Yes... but I really didn't look at him, if you know what I mean. The smell was enough to 
tell me what the situation was... um... as I told your Partner here, I've been in Singapore and 
New Zealand preparing for several new Advertisements to be shot... location shoots... I've 
been away for ten days…" 
 
"Did you try to contact Marcos, during that time? While you were away?" 
 
He nodded his head slightly as though he was digesting the question in great detail to see 
whether there was any double meaning in the words. 
 
"I spoke to him the week-end before last... he was hoping to get his Band...um... Green 
Mustard together…. A silly name really…” He gave half a laugh, half a sob. “Um… get the 
band together to round out several songs that he had written. He was hoping to get a CD out 
of it. He already had the Record Company more than interested in the venture. Times like 
that he does not like to be interrupted, especially by mobile phones. I sent him an e-mail 
about every second night..." 
 
"Did you receive any replies?" 
 
He shook his head in the negative. 
 
"After that discussion that I had with him on that last week-end, I knew that I would not 
receive a reply to any of my messages unless he broke the gig up early... usually because it 
wasn't going as planned, then you really shouldn't talk to him at all, until he gets the rage 
out of his system. He, um... Marcos... when he gets a head of steam up on any of his many 
'projects', he becomes totally engrossed. Nothing else matters... except gallons of coffee... 
I've known him long enough to leave him well enough alone when he gets that way..." 
 
"So, he has a temper?" 
 
"Oh! I've painted him the wrong way... no... no way. He didn't have a temper per çe, more a 
frustration builds within him if it doesn't go according to Hoyle... he expects a lot of 
himself...." 
 
"...and if it doesn't go according to his wishes?" 
 
"No... no tantrums as such... oh! He would get moody. Introspective. Quiet.... you know? 
Withdrawn." 
 
"Would he lash out. Take out his frustrations on some-one, perhaps?" 
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"No... no. I've never seen him verbally or physically abuse anyone because of his 
frustration. It was a case of him taking it out on himself... if there was any reaction at all." 
 
I nodded my head. These artistic types were known to fly off the handle at the smallest of 
disappointments. I would imagine that Jeremy Lavatollo would be no different, thus 
possibly rubbing some-one the wrong way. While I was thinking this over, Lavatollo 
continued. 
 
"Those paintings? He disappeared for over six weeks. Came back with them under his arm. 
Very good stuff. We have friends in the Art World who are very impressed, wanting him to 
concentrate and do some more artwork... Jerry didn't think much of them. He was 
disappointed at the end result and thought that he could have done better. He hated it when I 
got them framed and hung... but then, everyone commented positively when they saw 
them... which helped towards him accepting them… eventually. Unfortunately, Marcos 
moves from one to the next project... he would have gotten back the urge at some time in 
the future to revisit them to improve on them... when the juices would flow, so he would 
say.... now.... I don't know what to do.... without him." 
 
Mar and I sat with Jeremy Lavatollo for about an hour, gently prodding the man with 
questions. Hoping to glean any piece of information that would assist, point us in a 
particular direction. 
 
The chap was bereft with emotion. 
 
At times sobbing uncontrollable. 
 
At other times sitting like a stunned mullet staring at nothing. 
 
Nothing was achieved, except to learn that Belinda Byfield was a songwriter of note and the 
authoress of several well-known advertising jingles and tunes. Apparently a very lucrative 
by-line, if her abode was any indication. 
 
"Oh... one thing before we leave you in peace, Mr. Lavatollo. Did you need to open your 
front door with a key? When you came from the Airport." 
 
"Um... I don't... yes. I think so... Yes, I did because I had my luggage which meant that I had 
to juggle things about. Yes. The door was locked." 
 
I liked the way that he was at first unsure whether he had or hadn't. That is the way one 
would reply, as it would be fact that required some mental examination. It was one of those 
things that would be an almost automatic action. 
 
We left to continue with the door knock. 
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"Who-ever is the killer knows the arrangements of these floors. If the door is unlocked 
you're welcome. Come right in. If it's locked, you leave well enough alone. Don't even 
bother knocking......" 
 
"Which would indicate a resident... and some-one more than likely living on one of these 
three floors Six through Eight." Mar added. 
 
"Do the crime. Leave quickly, locking the door behind you. No-one bothers the Apartment 
until the partner returns from his overseas sojourn... plenty of time for things to go off... and 
any possible evidence or trace to sink into the ooze of the cadaver's detritus." 
 
"Yeah... but what about the Cleaning Staff. They'd have their own key. And surely the 
cleaning duties would be done at least once a week..." 
 
"Good point, Hendricks. Good point. We need to have a word with them... Christ, it's good 
it isn't the Butler. I was getting sick and tired of that scenario." I said comically. 
 
It bought a raised eye-brow from Mar. 
 
That was all. 
 
It would appear that the majority of residents were professional people with very few at 
home at this time of day. 
 
An after-hours trawl would be required. 
 
O/T had again been restricted with only those enquiries considered of an urgent nature 
capable of drawing the penalty rate. Anything outside the meaning of 'an urgent nature' but 
requiring our attention outside the normal Day Shift Duty time, could be undertaken as an 
exercise of 'time off in lieu'. History had shown that this arrangement was absolutely useless 
as just about every Officer in the Force had additional time owing from the last time that 
this procedure had been adopted. Due to the pressures and workload, those hours would 
never likely be redeemed. 
 
The State Government cyclically enforced this ban on Overtime when-ever State funding 
became a little tight. The Police Force usually the first recipient. 
 
"Perhaps we should drop a line to the Newspapers on this silly procedure, indicating that the 
Government is either Homophobic or Hobo-phobic!" I uttered, wanting to lighten the mood. 
 
"You've been waiting to use that line since we got here, haven't you, Joe?" Mar asked 
acidly. 
 
I felt insulted by the accusation. More I guess, because she had it in one! 



 
27 

"Well, what do you think?" She continued. 
 
"I thought that the line was rather clever...." 
 
"You would!" 
 
"Let's suss out the Contract Cleaners first before we draw any conclusions. They've got 
access to several floors... maybe not the bottom three. I guess they could have lost a set of 
keys, I suppose...or some-one from that floor would be my other bet... there's another two 
residences on that floor that need to be interviewed..." 
 
"Motive?" 
 
I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
"Guesses are a bit thin, at the moment. Perhaps he was having an affair... professional 
jealousy of some degree... maybe he owed some-one something... I don't know at this stage, 
and as we both know, a total waste of brain power trying to guess a motive... we need to 
interview those other band members of Green Mustard. They were possibly the last persons 
to see the man alive. Let's drop into the Shelter. We may get something additional on the 
Homeless Homicides. Then drop in to see the Cleaners. A married couple, William Jane 
Domestic Services P/L. They have a residential address in Balmain. Then back here to see 
who we can pick up in the night trawl. OK?" 
 
"That's a plan.... we got enough time in that plan to have something to eat... we skipped 
lunch, don't forget" Marjory murmured. 
 
I could tell that she wasn't that enthusiastic for an extended day, to say the least. Neither one 
of us though, without saying a word, would ever leave the serious end of interviews to any-
one else, regardless. 
 
As we waited for the Lift to pick us up at the Eighth Floor, I peered around the Lobby area. 
 
"It's a pity really that these Lobbies, on each floor, don't have cameras like in the Ground 
Floor Foyer area. It would've made our job that much easier..." 
 
"If pigs could fly..." 
"We'd have light and airy bacon!" I replied wittingly, which again bought no response from 
my partner. 
 
Jeez, she sure was having a down day or my humour was wearing thin, I thought to myself. 
 
"I think I need to change partners. Get some-one who appreciates my sense of humour." 
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She hummed the Impossible Dream. 
 
I was unsure whether she was referring to a new partner or one receptive to my humour. I 
guess it could've been both, I thought defensively. 
 
"hearing the same joke line several times dulls the effect, ma man. Oh, Joe. Remind me, will 
you. I've put the DVD copies of the video recordings taken from the Outdoor Pathway, the 
front Foyer and the two lifts, along with a list of all residents and their employment 
addresses and phone numbers in the boot of the Unmarked. Those things that Benji Martino 
gave me while you were hanging out on the Balcony of the Murder Apartment with your 
former squeeze. Even did the correct thing and popped them into evidence bags. You'll need 
to remind me to give them to you... I'm a little scatterbrain at the moment, OK? Carmie? 
She OK?" 
 
"Yeah…well…a little down, I would suspect. Who says you're like that, just at the 
moment?" Quick at the witticism. 
 
"Shut the fuck up, Joe Lind!" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
 
"Frank Perez? Where can we find him?" 
 
The question seemed to addle the old bloke sunning himself in the late afternoon sun. Half 
in, half out of a chair on the front veranda of the Shelter. He looked as though he was going 
to slither out of the chair to drop onto the ground at any moment. 
 
Frank popped his head out of an open window at the far end of the veranda at the sound of 
our enquiry. 
 
"Detectives. Come through. No. Perhaps we could sit out in the sun ourselves, actually. I 
doubt that the three of us would be comfortable in my tiny little Office... and you would not 
be impressed by the state that it is in at the moment... well, all the time, actually. It 
accommodates me and me alone, I'm afraid." 
He smiled as his head disappeared from the open window. 
 
He scampered out onto the veranda pulling sunglasses over his eyes as he dragged a couple 
of decrepit chairs over to a chipped-top table that had seen better days. The timber top 
weather stained. 
 
"Would you care for something to drink. Coffee? Water? Coke?" 



 
29 

We both nodded our thanks and declined the offer. 
 
"OK. Anything?" He asked hopefully. 
 
We both shook our heads. 
 
"Sorry." I exclaimed. "It's maybe a little too early to get a handle on the why's and where-
fore's of the homicide... you mentioned..." I looked down at my Note-book. 
 
"Habrib El Halarab..." Mar chimed in 
 
She was good with names. 
 
"Hairy Harry... yes... he was a regular here at the Shelter... another harmless guy who at 
times could be terrified of his own shadow... he wasn't an Alcoholic even though he could 
drink to excess on the odd occasion... his mind was his demon... with the correct doses of 
anti-psychotic and anti-depressant drugs, I reckon that he could have been a functioning 
human being of some benefit to Society...." 
 
He sadly shook his head at the unfairness of it all. 
 
"As with Artie, has Harry any personal effects that were held here?" 
 
"Yes. I was going to ring you about that. We even have a small bag belonging to Deakin. I'll 
get them for you." 
 
He again scurried away, returning just as quickly carrying a bulging pillow case and a small 
carry bag. 
 
"The pillow case is Deakin's. The bag is Harry's. I've not tampered with either." 
 
That seemed an 'off' thing to say from my perspective, though I did not react to it. 
 
"Have any of the three been involved in any troubles over... say... the last six months?" 
"These men are always being hurt. Injured. Some grog fuelled young men on a heavy night 
out seem to think that these old Bums are easy pickings to roll, though what for, I'll never 
know. Some sort of misguided egotism, I would suspect. Or just plain sadism. It would be 
rare that any of the guests at the shelter... or those that come in each week, did not show 
some kind of injury that they sustained during that past week. One or two per week end up 
in Hospital. They're given a wash, clean clothes, a meal, patched up and they're out on the 
street within twenty-four hours, usually. If their injuries aren't that bad. So yes, the three of 
them have been part of that cycle over the past six months, too. Tragic, but what can you 
do?" 
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He waved at an old bloke who hobbled out from the front door of the Shelter. Instructing 
him to take care and come back next week for a shower." 
 
"To be fair," He continued. "Some of the injuries are self-inflicted. Falling down dead drunk 
usually, for most of them." He added sadly. "An occasional, very occasional scuffle between 
two of them because of some insult that they think that they have suffered from one 
another... who knows?" 
 
We sat in silence for some moments. The warmth of the dying sun comforting on our 
bodies. 
 
"Arr... Detectives? If there's nothing else? I've got to go do my rounds to see if every-one 
who should be here is here for the evening meal and the night. Lock things down. If you'll 
excuse me..." 
 
"Are you the only one here? You know...staff wise?" 
 
"No... no. We have some really nice people who work here. Luckily, we obtain a Grant each 
year from the City Council and the State Government that covers the operating costs 
including me, my Assistant, the Head Cook and the Cleaning guy. The kitchen staff though, 
they're helped by a couple of the old blokes. Additional Cleaning staff come from the local 
Church and again, a couple of the old blokes help out as best they can. I have a Helper, like 
a Secretary. If it wasn't for her, I doubt that I could manage. About two dozen Volunteers 
who help out on a rotating roster... a full house gives us over one hundred staying 
overnight... we could provide for double that, the way things are... and it's getting worse, 
especially with the number of females and juveniles living rough... if there's nothing else?" 
 
I walked out to our Unmarked to obtain a Receipt Book. Returning, I looked up at the 
Lodgings wondering where they put all the bods each and every night! 
 
I filled out an official Receipt Form for the belongings. 
 
"There's no homeless women here? It's just a Men's Refuge?" Mar asked as she stood. 
 
"No, not staying overnight, if that is what you mean... we have about a dozen regulars who 
are women though they don't sleep here, but at the Female Refuge further down Elizabeth. 
They haven't the Kitchen or washing facilities that we have here. If that's all, Detectives? I 
have to lock up. Is that OK?" 
 
"One more thing...” I added as I gave him the Official Receipt. Our unintended delaying 
tactic becoming a nuisance to the man. "You mentioned that you thought it was homicide... 
of the other two? What is that opinion based on, Frank? And…is there an area that the three 
may go which is…um…more likely to get them into trouble with those young blokes that 
you mentioned earlier?" 
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"Opposite the Pub there is a Park. Further up the road. It can get quite heavy there. The local 
Uniforms drive by several times every night. My suspicions about possible murder of the 
other two? Oh!... Arr... just a feeling. The way that the local lads reacted... and I suppose, 
the comments from quite a few of the guys who knew the two... as though they couldn't 
believe their deaths were by natural causes... you know?" 
 
I nodded my head. Looked out onto the street following a hoon as he sped carelessly by. 
The exhaust note breaking the relative silence of the surroundings. I shifted the chair that I 
had been sitting in back to its original position. An unease settling in on me. I nodded my 
head slowly. 
 
We walked to the veranda edge and shook hands with Perez, wondering as we did so, how 
the hell he kept on going. He scurried out of sight as we ambled to our Unmarked, placing 
the belongings into two separate Evidence bags. Sealing and signing them off. 
 
"Balmain?" I asked Mar. 
 
"Yeah. Let's do it." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINE 
 
 
If you could describe the human frame in terms of dog breeds, the guy who answered the 
door to our loud knock was a pedigree racing Greyhound. He had the appearance of a 
marathon runner who had just completed a double marathon that afternoon. Losing a couple 
of kilograms in the process! Taking all the fat and meat from his frame. I lay odds on him 
being a rabid Vegan! Over 180 centimetres tall. All skin and bone, not an ounce of fat on 
him. The skin pulled tight over angular ridges and corners. A bald, shiny head. Soft grey 
eyes. A wide mouth. Sharp chin. A long, thin nose. 
 
"Yeah? If ya selling it, I ain't buying it! If'n ya preachin' it, I still ain't buying it......" 
 
We flashed our ID cards. 
"Oh! Arr.... Coppers. Arr....sorry. What can I do for you? Look.... come in. The neighbours 
will have it out around the suburb in no time at all...." 
 
We followed him down a long narrow hallway that was typical of the narrow fronted, 
double storey Victorian terraces that still abounded around the inner suburbs of the City. 
Around past the steep set of wooden stairs that led to the upper floor. Through a Lounge 
Room sparsely but expertly furnished into a Kitchen that most homes would be proud to call 
theirs. The rear of the Terrace had been opened up with a sloping glass roof and full width 
opening glass rear wall. The outside came inside when fully opened. A small Dining nook 
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and a large Family Room the extension expertly undertaken. A separate BBQ area under the 
stars but still under a glass pergola that extended from the triple glass roof-line off the rear 
wall of the Terrace house. 
 
A woman was busy cooking, throwing fistfuls of vegetables into a large stewing pot. To my 
surprise meat was braising in the pot. Its aroma unmistakeable. And delicious! 
 
"Arr.... Janey? Coppers. They're here to ask us some questions...." He turned to both of us. 
"Coffee? Perhaps some of Janey's famous stew?" 
 
What with the beautiful aroma floating around the room, how could we refuse? It had been 
some six hours since we had Lunch. We both nodded our thanks as two steaming bowls 
were placed in front of us. 
 
"You gotta gun? All coppers carry guns. And Pepper Spray. And them electric ray guns. 
And two-way radios...." Two boys, certainly twins as you could not tell them apart, about 
eight years of age, excitedly jabbered at us. 
 
"Andy! Sam! Enough! If you have finished your Dinner you can turn the TV on for a bit 
before we do your homework and get ready for bed. Keep the sound down, though. Please, 
the Police are here to ask us some questions. No eaves-dropping." 
 
The man carried a coffee pot to the table and sat opposite us. 
 
"Sorry about the boys...." 
 
"They're fine...." Mar replied with a wave of her hand. "That stew was de-bloody-licious. 
Thank you. We haven't had a chance to eat since late morning...." She explained, 
embarrassed. 
 
She had made short thrift of the contents of the bowl. 
 
"I hadn't realised how famished I was!" She added. Again, showing embarrassment. 
"Have more then. Janey makes enough up to carry us through for a week.... now, what's this 
all about? I noticed that you were Homicide Cops.... what's going on? Does Janey need to be 
here, too?" 
 
I nodded my head. The woman came to sit beside her husband. 
 
"William.......?" 
 
"Bill, please.... Bill Wynyard. Janey, me wife...." 
 
"You clean several residences in the Surrey Hills block just off Elizabeth in South Sydney?" 
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"The new tower block. The Surrey Towers. Not long been completed. We have seven 
clients there now.... including the Penthouse suite.... now that's a Pad ya gotta look at. Janey, 
my brother Jack, his missus and I do the cleaning at each, once a week. Janey and Jack's 
wife, Sandy does the Laundry at each of the Apartments also once a week... what's this 
about? Something to do with one of the tenants in that block? Who? Who’s dead?" 
 
"You do the Jeremy Lavatollo and Marcos Szalovic Apartment.... arr.... Number 6A..... once 
a week?" 
 
"Jerry and Markie? Yeah.... what’s happened?" 
 
He turned to his wife with a worried look on his angular face. 
 
"Something happen to them?" 
 
"Why would you ask that?" 
 
He shrugged his shoulders. 
 
"You know... they're obviously gay... there are still people out there even to-day, who do not 
have a high opinion of gay guys...you’re Murder Detectives and you asking about the two." 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
"Did you clean their Apartment this week?" 
 
"Arr... No...." He leaned back in his chair. "No." He repeated more forcefully. "Markie.... 
when he gets his head into gear, he doesn't like anyone or anything interrupting him.... 
especially if Jerry is away, which is quite frequent.... are they OK? What's going on.... a 
robbery and because of the absence of a Butler, the cleaning staff are next in line as 
suspects...." This was spat out with some venom. The wife placed a hand on her husband's 
arm. He absent-mindedly looked down at it before waving an apology towards us. 
"Sorry... I had no right to say that... um... I guess that you have already discovered. I've got 
form. Way back in ancient history but it is attached to you for life.... why are you asking 
these questions?" 
 
We filled them in on the discovery of Marcos's body. 
 
"Homicide guys.... he was murdered, wasn't he?" 
 
The colour on both their faces drained. 
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"How's Jerry. He's not a suspect surely? He'd be absolutely devastated. The two of them 
were so.... committed to one another. A great couple. Shit! How did it happen? How did he 
die? When?" 
 
"You do the cleaning every week...." 
 
"Markie... as I said... arr.... not last week. Jerry was due home to-day, maybe by the week-
end... Mark rang... oh... it was Friday of last week I think...' He turned to his wife for 
qualification. "… no... on Sat'dee, about nine in the morning he rang and confirmed if we 
would do a clean and launder before Jerry got home. They're booked in for to-morrow PM. 
We do the Penthouse in the morning.... I guess that is in abeyance, huh?" 
 
He took out a starched, clean handkerchief from his pants pocket to blow his nose. 
 
"Sorry... it's just that he was one of the good guys..." 
 
He roughly swiped at his eyes. He handed the handkerchief to his wife. She blew her nose. 
Dabbed at her eyes. Nothing like sharing when you're happily married, I thought to myself. 
My wife and I had done similar things way back when. 
 
I'd noticed a large nude painting done in charcoals. Very large. Beautifully posed. Seductive 
in its purity. In its innocence. I'd glanced at it as William allowed his emotions to surface. 
Embarrassed for him. 
 
"Yeah... Marc did that. About a year ago. He was enthralled by Janey's build. That's Janey." 
 
I glanced at the woman. Hopefully in a non-lustful fashion. She looked away from me with 
a somewhat embarrassed expression on her face. Maybe I hadn't succeeded. My usual poker 
face having let me down again! I then thought to myself in somewhat of a defensive flair, 
that if she was so embarrassed, then the subject should not be so exposed on their bloody 
wall. 
 
"I used to... you know.... do nude poses for the Art Classes at East Sydney Tech. Good 
money when you didn't have much. Before I met Bill... so I wasn't fazed by it much when 
Markie asked me to pose for him one day. Although, by then, I'd had the two boys with the 
Caesar scar still there. Mark wasn't fazed about that... and you know... I knew that he was 
gay so there was no... you know... um... bad vibes about it... It was Markie's first attempt at 
painting nudes... wouldn't you love to be able to do such a thing first up... yeah... he must 
have filled a large Sketch book or two with rough drawings before he attempted that... but 
that is pure genius, don't you reckon... he was like that, no matter what he tried... we have 
some copies of his poetry in the rough first edition I think they call it... beautiful... Christ! 
It’s framed up on our Lounge wall. What a bloody waste to humanity. He had so much to 
offer..." 
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"When did you commence cleaning for them?" 
 
William took over as Janey stood to stir the stew with its beautiful aromatic scents filling 
our nostrils. 
 
"Arrm...jeez… Simon Pettigrew... he was the Property Developer guy who financed and did 
the general plans of the complex. He knew what he wanted. An Architect took it from there 
apparently. Simon lives in the Penthouse on the eleventh, above the Gym which maybe a 
mistake..." 
 
He laughed at the thought before continuing. 
 
"…we used to do his cleaning when he lived in another tower complex at Milson's Point. 
Superb Harbour views. That helped to finance the other complex, I suspect... at Surrey Hills. 
The word just got around as the Apartments were sold. We now do about a third of the 
residents from the sixth upwards. Seven all up I guess, below from the Ground through to 
the Penthouse. With several other residential contracts on both sides of the Harbour, we're 
kept pretty busy. We have seven plus Jane and I and my brother and sister-in-law doing the 
work. As you can see, it pays to do a spot-on job." 
 
"Security arrangements?" 
 
"We have the same bunch of employees that we started with. About six, maybe eight years 
ago. They've all been security cleared. Passed the police and kids checks. I'd bet my entire 
business on none of them being involved... in fact, there is only two other persons beside 
Jack and his wife who help at Surrey Hills and they don't do the guys' Apartment.... if we 
manage to spring a couple more Apartments in that block, we'll have to put on more staff... 
we already know who we'll ask if that be the case... good help is hard to get and just as hard 
to keep, if you know what I mean. And honesty is paramount in cases such as that. When ya 
cleaning some-one's place, especially when they ain't there...." 
 
"No. I meant what security arrangements for your ingress and egress into the complex? I 
understand that the mode of security of the Surrey Towers is considered one of the best?" 
 
"Oh! Yes! That's right. A bit of a pain actually when we're going between floors. With our 
stuff, though I've had a couple of trolleys made that helps heaps. Saves lugging the gear 
about. We have a full set of keys in our Office safe and another that I keep with me at all 
times..." 
 
"You said that other employees do several of the Units on the lower floors. They don't enter 
any other of the floors? Higher up? Past the sixth?" 
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"Yes, they do. They also help us on the 8B and D, 9A and the Penthouse. In the mornings. 
Then we do 7C and 6A, B and D while the couple both work on the lower floors in the 
afternoon. I give Jack the keys. He works with the other pair..." 
 
"We'll need to talk to all your employees who work those floors in the Surrey Towers 
complex..." 
 
"Sure. I understand. Janey will get you a list with addresses and telephone numbers before 
you leave here. OK?" 
 
"We believe that it is almost impossible to pass between floors without the use of two keys 
in the lift. Would that be right?" 
 
"Yes....and no. That is how the security system was devised. The best that we've seen.... but 
the residents have found a way around that actually... from the sixth through to the eighth I 
suppose; the place is like an open-door atrium in a sense. If your front door is unlocked, 
people can just come and go. In saying that, if for some reason, you don't want any 
disturbance at that particular time, you just lock your door. They respect that statement as 
far as we understand. One big, happy family...." 
 
"But between floors, too?" 
 
"Umm.... yes. As I said, from six through to eight. They leave the fire doors chocked ajar. 
Totally illegal. The Building Manager has torn his hair out trying to curtail the habit... um... 
to no avail, so it seems... which... I'm sorry... that may have just made your job all the 
harder, I guess. In terms of suspects." 
 
We both nodded our heads in unison. I almost groaned aloud. 
 
"Most of the Residents are professional people, so it seems." Mar said this more of a 
statement and not a question. 
 
"Yeah. And behind the scenes in the Entertainment business. In the Arts... the Building 
Manager, Benji Martino should be able to assist on the movements and times of each of the 
residents so that you can get them at times to suit yourselves.... he’d also have video 
footage..." 
We spent another hour discussing with William and Jane their take on the residents that they 
were aware of. There was nothing in particular and nothing stood out. Janey ran off a list of 
their employees who were involved in the cleaning of the complex. 
 
We were shocked at how the time had flown. 
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With a promise to return to again try the best stew that I had ever had, we gave them our 
Business Cards, asking them to contact us if anything, however small and mundane, came to 
mind. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
"I would have bet my house that he was a Vegan...." 
 
"Arr... there you go, first impression and all that. Class 101 in Investigative Skills. You're 
losing your skills, my handsome man. But that would have to be the best Stew that I've 
tasted since my Grandma was alive. And I managed to keep it down which is the first thing 
in ages...." 
 
"Yeah... I've noticed that you've been off, over the past couple of days... and yesterday, you 
definitely were not a good colour." 
 
"You and half the bloody Squad Room have noticed, so it seems, going by the remarks and 
asides" 
 
"Shows you that you're well loved... You been to the Docs?" 
 
"Nah.... but I think that I should make an appointment, sooner than later..." 
 
"Bloody oath. You could very well be infecting me with what-ever bug you're got!" 
 
"Typical bloody male. More worried about himself than showing any sympathy to his 
partner. I doubt very much that it be contagious in any case...." 
 
"Yeah?... you were talking a while ago about Class 101. Don't self-diagnosed. Leave it to 
the experts! You hear?" 
 
"Yes, Boss! What do you want to do as it’s getting rather late? It will be close to 9 by the 
time we get back to the Surrey Towers. Too late, don't you reckon?" 
 
"I guess... how about we call into the Building Manager and have a word with him? What 
was his name again?" 
 
"Benji Martino.... nah. I got about all we'd get from him while you were sniffing around the 
Murder Apartment. As I said before, I went straight down to him as I wanted what may 
have been filmed on all those fancy cameras. I'll give it to you later. To-morrow.... I want to 
go home. Crawl into bed. I've had enough. OK? We've been on the go since around 7 this 
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morning. And in one day we've picked up four homicides... that's got to be a record! My 
head is a-thrumming" 
 
I looked over at her. It wasn't like her at all. She now worried me. 
 
"Look, I'll take you first thing to see my Doctor." I offered. 
 
"No, you won't, handsome. My Doctor is a bloody good man. I'll make an appointment first 
thing. You find your own way into the Office, alright?" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
 
It was frowned upon. 
 
Almost, but not quite against the Protocol and Procedures wording that us lowly detectives 
worked with. 
 
That is, that during any investigative period of a homicide, the Lead Detectives did not work 
as individuals. Interviews for background information and to help in formulating a list of 
suspects would always be conducted by a pair of Officers. In close support with one 
another. 
 
Sometimes this Procedure was 'bent' to achieve a more fluid approach. This at the discretion 
of the two-man team involved. 
 
It paid to have trust in your team member! 
 
I have no idea why such a basic tenet in any homicide case should be ignored. 
 
I could think cynically and mutter to myself that the death of three homeless guys was not a 
Priority One against that of a Case of an upstanding, outstanding talented and hugely 
popular, openly self-confessed Gay's ghastly demise. 
 
The guy's death had been the usual sensational one minute blurb of every News Bulletin on 
television and radio station last night and hard copy 'Headline' in this morning's newspapers. 
Abbey called me into his Office as I came into the Squad Room to commence my day's shift 
after a half hour exercise regime in the Sub-Basement Gym. 
 
"Marge won't be in to-day. What were your plans?" 
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"We had hoped to get back to the Building Manager of the Surrey Towers on the '6A 
Shooting Death..." We had already given it an Office 'By-line'. "Umm… and interview the 
local lads on the ‘Homeless Homicides’. I understand that the Post Mortem on our poison 
case of yesterday morning has been postponed. A back-log in the Morgue. It may occur 
mid-next week so they now inform us. It could be another week or more. Who's to know." 
 
"Positive advice on it being a deliberate poisoning?" 
 
"Arr... no. Not really. A poisoning in any case, so the initial on-site body probe indicates..." 
 
"It was pretty far gone, by all accounts. Up to seven to ten days max. is the going theory, 
isn't it?" 
 
"Yeah. We maybe more absolute after the post-mortem... Muscles is pretty sure of the 
poison angle though. We have two possible alternatives on the method used. Either a 
cigarette or a half-eaten apple... both have been sent off to Forensics." 
 
"Arr.... the old poison apple trick. A method of ancient murderous intent...." 
 
Abbey was trying too hard to be light-hearted. Something was amiss. I sat silently waiting 
for the clanger. It didn't take long. 
 
"OK. If Mar looks like she maybe off for a while, then we may partner you next week with 
Peta Daniels until further notice. She comes back on deck after using up some of her 'time 
off in lieu'. It's a bloody mess this system of no overtime but 'time in lieu'. The Powers to be 
don't seem to realise that most of the Dees work more than the required ten-hour shift on 
any given day. Bloody hell, most of you have over six weeks accrued time off in lieu owing 
to you that will never be used unless, like Schmitty, you're close to retirement age. Schmitty 
is using up all of his accrued 'time off in lieu' and sick leave. I doubt that he'll be back 
before his official retirement date... go see the LAC guys this morning on the Homeless 
Homicide cases. This afternoon, get your Murder book up to date... let's hope it's nothing 
bad that Marge has picked up otherwise you'll partner with Daniels until further notice. Now 
leave me in peace, will you?" 
 
I stood my ground in front of his desk. 
 
He looked up at me as though surprised to see me still within the confines of his Office. 
"Nothing more...." His way of dismissal. 
"Boss... um... are you suggesting that we prioritise these separate cases so that one takes 
precedence over the other... that I can continue with the 'Homeless Homicides' on my own 
but the '6A Shooting Death' requires that I have a partner, as per protocol, before I proceed 
any further on that case?" 
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He looked up at me for some moments before standing. Stepping to the window that gave 
views over the park, he jingled loose change in his pocket. 
 
"Joe... when it suits, you can be a stickler for the rules. At other times, you break so many I 
can't pick up the pieces with a Front-end Loader. You will be interviewing LAC guys on the 
Homeless Homicides by yourself. That's not against procedures. You are working 'in house'. 
With members of the Force. Understand? The 6A Shooting Death has climbed to the top of 
our Priority List, the Number One Case of the Murder Squad as of this morning because of 
all the publicity surrounding this guy's death and the fact that pressure has been exerted 
from high above." 
 
He turned around to face me. 
 
"Is it fair? Fucked if I know, fucked if I care! The same attitude you should adopt! Is there 
an inequality in prioritising the investigative powers of one case over another? You can bet 
on it! Especially when that priority is the subject of every News item in the land... you 
haven't heard that from me and I will for-ever deny stating as much... but I guess that life 
ain't fair. Just like death! Now.... out of here and do your job as well as I know that you can. 
If you give equal amounts of effort to both cases, I am sure that you can solve both cases in 
a suitable time-frame and to the expectations of all... I repeat, of all who are watching us. I 
know that you won't let me down, Joe. Now go do what you do best. Make a nuisance of 
yourself!" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 
I spent all morning delving into the background of each of the Victims of the 'Homeless 
Homicides' case. 
 
Unsurprising, the most information gleaned was for the ex-Vietnam Vet, Arthur 'Artie' 
Goodman. There were even several newspaper and magazine stories on the bravery of the 
man. This of course of a date after the conscience of the Nation was pricked over the 
horrible way that the returning Vets had been treated by both the majority of the populace, 
the Politicians and the Media in general. 
 
It was perhaps the late eighties that the official records stopped on the man. Rates, Driver's 
License, Debit Plastic and Library Card membership stopped. It was as though he fell off 
the face of the Earth with no official recognition of his existence recorded after a certain 
date. A Divorce Nisi and an AVO listed in October, Nineteen Eighty-nine. Uncontested. 
Two 'Drunk and Disorderly' Charges in early Nineteen Ninety not recorded and that was it. 
 
Twenty-four years of anonymity! 
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I would need to follow up with family and relatives, so I followed the trail of the ex-missus. 
 
She never remarried, although she was living in a De Facto relationship with a Garry 
Burgess at an address in Wamberal on the Central Coast of NSW. The daughter of the 
marriage had married herself. The older son of the Goodman union had committed suicide 
at the turn of the century aged twenty-six. 
 
The ripples from our selfish and thoughtless actions never abate. 
 
Samuel Byron Deakin proved to be a surprise. 
 
The eldest son of a very influential and respected Medical Professor who still carried out 
top-notch surgery to-day. The Lad, the Dux of a very up-market Private School where the 
future movers and shakers of the land were supposed to be educated even though the 
majority of the current crop of Leaders in Commerce, Trade and Politics defied that widely 
held belief. 
 
Deakin was prominent in University Politics and considered a somewhat radical 'left-
winger' who was destined for future honours. He gained 'Blues' in rowing, rugby and 
athletics and always was in the top 5% of each year's Honours as he sailed through a Law 
Course, specialising in International Law. Many saw him destined for work with the United 
Nations or investigative work with the International Criminal Court. That being his desire. 
Then suddenly he disappeared within months of almost completing his Degree. It was 
rumoured that he spent some years 'back-packing' around Europe and the Far East where the 
pull of the easy life and easy drugs was whispered as his undoing. There was no evidence of 
when he returned to Australia. The first of many offences recorded against him for causing a 
nuisance of himself in front of the Media and the Leaders of the Land was some years later. 
Nothing serious. Nothing dangerous and never as an inebriated young man. Seemingly just 
an angry man with sporadic psychotic episodes. He had no fix address and it could be 
assumed that he had lived on the street for some thirty years before his death. No contact 
made with family members or past friends so the Uniforms had elicited. He had been 
diagnosed with Paranoid Schizophrenia and various other mental disorders by a Court 
appointed Psychiatrist. The man slipping through the cracks with no further back-up 
therapies or consultations. Medication was shunned by the man as the Devils' Revenge, as 
though he preferred the addled brain and what it engendered. 
 
He was considered a rather harmless and tragic example of where the brain just gives up the 
chase of trying to achieve what others expect of a person. 
 
A sibling and a son. 
'Hairy Harry'... Habrib El Halarab.... had even less history that could be chased out. 
 
He had been sponsored by his family who had achieved Refugee Status after the First Iraq 
War and had been granted asylum in Australia in the late-Nineties at the age of forty-seven. 
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Within two years he was living on the street after a period of being under close professional 
care for various mental problems. All relating to his experiences in a war-torn country that 
knew little peace for over forty years. His high fall from grace within the Hussain Guards 
was instrumental in him being held in prison in that country until after the removal of the 
tyrant. It was suggested that this complete reversal of a former hero of the country during 
the Iraq/Iranian War was because of his open dissension against the slaughter of thousands 
of his own countrymen. Gassed on the orders of Saddam Hussein because of their differing 
religious beliefs. 
 
His life on the streets involved numerous tussles with the local Uniform guys mainly for 
Hairy Harry's use of foul language and numerous verbal outbursts. Occasionally fuelled by 
alcohol. There was never any physical abuse to the Public and his rantings on the evils of 
the Islamic religion and in particular the Shi'ite ruling party of his old country were usually 
associated with too much alcohol. Usually he was held overnight, usually not charged, 
cleaned up and driven back to the Surrey Hills Shelter. He would drift in and out of this 
establishment, preferring the solitude of living rough on his own. 
 
I printed out all the pertinent information on the three Victims and inserted them into the 
relevant Murder Books. The whole exercise of going through what little information I could 
glean on the guys made me feel melancholic. 
 
I wondered, as I sat at my desk staring into the middle distance, what one would find in a 
search of the 'ether' on my life in years to come. I would like to think that a little more of 
substance was found, but in all honesty, I doubted it. Whether a homeless person or a hard-
working, diligent Public Servant, our brief histories would in some ways be very similar. 
Extremely scant and dry denoting the passing of another human being. My hard work and 
diligence, honesty and moral compass not recorded. The number of Murder Cases 
successfully completed not rating a mention! 
 
My character there for others to assume. 
 
A sad reflection on how each of us is recorded for posterity. A life-long trait of honesty, 
integrity and diligence not recorded. 
 
I stood up and went sixty seconds with the Punching Bag. Knocking the feeling of 
melancholia and feeling sorry for myself and the harmless victims of these crimes from my 
brain. 
 
No-one applauded or cat-called my sweating attempts to knock the bejesus out of the bag as 
they all could tell that frustration and a feeling of hopelessness was the driving force in my 
obvious fury. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
Before leaving the Office to interview as many of the relevant LAC Uniforms as I could 
who had some involvement with the three Victims, I rang the Morgue. 
 
Brian 'Muscles' Sarvich eventually came on the line. 
 
"Sorry about that, Detective. We're a little short staffed down here at the moment, though 
that should be remedied by next week. It would appear that several Staffers from 
Melbourne, where our former Chief Forensic Pathologist and all round AO, Professor 
Harold George Wilcox now reigns, have fallen over themselves in volunteering to be 
contracted for at least a period of one to two months up here to help us out. All expenses 
paid for, living away from home expenses and being boarded in one of the best Serviced 
Apartment buildings in the City. At the State's expense, of course. I shouldn't complain as 
we urgently need the help. Several Court Cases have had to be delayed due to the back-
logged system... enough of me and my problems, how can I help you?" 
 
"Sorry to take up your time, but we've just been handed an additional two suspect 
homicides. Of homeless guys." I spelled out the names of the two to him. "I need copies of 
the original Autopsy results. Perhaps with Forensic addenda if there is any of substance. 
Any chance of getting them if I pop in... say around one. One thirty this afternoon?" 
 
I gave him the names of the Victims. 
 
"Yes. I suppose. I don't remember doing the post-mortems or writing up the reports on the 
two subjects. What's the DOD's on them?" 
 
I gave him the information. 
 
"Yes, well. That was in the days of our bristling Professor. I'll need to read the Reports 
myself and countersign them before giving them to you... can you make it a little later? Say 
two perhaps? I’ll get them from our Records and look through them as I’m eating Lunch." 
 
I agreed to see him at that time. 
 
I secured one of the pool cars. 
 
Something that I detested in the extreme, as they all were former Highway Pursuit Vehicles 
in their glory days. Most of the whizz-bang gadgetry had been removed except for Police 
radios and readily recognisable radio aerials. Some still had the in-board computer, while 
the siren and light bar, the colourful duco and Police decals made the vehicles stand out like 
an Ice-Cream Truck in the middle of a funeral procession of black cars! 
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I had arranged to interview as many of the Uniforms who had previous dealings with the 
three Victims at the Police HQ building in College Street. As an 'All present' Conference 
meeting. That was their caveat on their agreement to the arrangement. No individual 
interviews would be sanctioned or conducted. 
 
It was more to the Uniforms advantage than mine. I did not like their caveat but as I felt that 
in not agreeing to their demand would mean that I would gain very little from them any 
other way, I reluctantly agreed to the meeting. 
 
I made good time into the City. 
 
If nothing else, an easily identifiable Police vehicle has an easier path than an Unmarked. 
The number of times that a slight honk of the horn caused immediate reaction of drivers to 
take immediate detours into neighbouring lanes was rather laughable. We were not 
permitted to use the siren unless an emergency situation existed, though the dab of the horn 
was all that was required! 
 
There were twenty-two Constables present as I came into one of the many Conference 
Rooms within the confines of the building. One got the impression that Conferences were 
the order of the day going by the number of rooms available for such use. 
 
I had a choice of an Amphitheatre that held close to two hundred people down to a room 
that held a maximum of ten persons. 
 
A Kitchenette, Coffee and other beverage facilities and Male and Female toilets included! 
 
I settled on a room that could hold a maximum of forty persons with all the ancillary 
services included. This also meant that a neighbouring Electronics Room with full audio and 
video facilities were at my disposal, if I required them. 
 
I declined the offered added service. 
 
Something that in mulling over the matter later, I was sorry about. It could have prevented 
many a sleepless night! 
I was amazed at the over-all attitude of the local Uniforms in dealing with Homeless 
Persons, their alleged treatment and injuries received from whom-ever and their deaths by 
foul or natural causes. 
In some ways, I guess that I could understand the ambivalence shown by most of the chaps 
in this regard. It would seem like a rapidly spinning, revolving door. A call-out to apprehend 
these chaps who would be causing but a little nuisance with no violence involved, would 
necessitate some paperwork time on their part. If the decision was made for a Court 
appearance, more downtime would be involved with no resolution to the problem offered by 
the Court. So, in the end, the easiest thing to do would be, in most cases, take the offending 
chap back to the Station to dry out or drop him at one of the Shelters in the neighbourhood. 
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Paperwork would still be involved but of a lessor nature. 
 
The problem seemed to have no right or wrong action or solution. 
 
But the majority of the Officers seemed unperturbed by obvious injuries of these people, 
thinking perhaps a drunken fall or an excuse of a fight between drunken cohorts was the 
cause. If the injuries were substantial, then a 'drop-off' at the local Emergency Department 
absolved them of any further actions. Except of cause, the noting of the incident in their 
daily logs. 
 
To find one dead was usually attributed to living it rough, possible exposure, perhaps heart 
failure due to their living standards and hygiene, choking on their own bile due to over-
intoxication or falling down dead drunk onto or into a life-threatening situation. A history of 
mental anguish was generally miss-diagnosed as the habit of a life-long drinker whether he 
was an alcoholic or not! 
 
That particularly surprised me. 
 
When I mentioned the history of both 'Hairy Harry' and Artie Goodman, all seemed to be 
somewhat surprised to say the least. Even in death, there seemed to be little enthusiasm in 
delving into who the victim really was. The comment most often heard was he was just a 
'homeless guy' used as some form of justification for their own ineptitude and lack of 
investigation and due diligence. 
 
By the end of the ninety-minute meeting, I was literally seething. 
 
I realised for the first time since being paired with Marjory Hendricks that it was she who 
could release those pressures within me by a snide remark or an educated stance on the 
matter. Or take over the proceedings to allow me to simmer down to a controllable 
temperature. I was apt to fly off at the handle in situations like this that affected me greatly. 
 
I had to sit and simmer for a while to let the moment pass, otherwise I may have ended my 
career there and then by saying all the wrong things. 
Even if they happened to be right. 
 
Cutting off my nose to spite my face was a continuing habit of mine. Mar knew this and 
could artfully manipulate me away from that explosive moment without me even being 
aware of what she was doing. 
 
I sure did miss the girl. One bloody day and I was pining her absence! 
 
What did my subconscious mind really think of her absence? I feared that it may be a more 
longer sabbatical then I cared for or even wanted to contemplate. 
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I sat there in silence listening to the litany of excuses and reasons for the total ineptitude. It 
slowly simmered to a few half-hearted apologies. I took three deep breaths before I began. 
 
Consciously relaxing each limb in turn. 
 
"Ladies and Gentlemen, I am not here to point fingers or find fault. I am here to gather 
information, assimilate and collate any facts that will help in assisting with these tragic 
affairs. I have the support of your LAC Commanders in that objective. What I need from 
you is copies of all your records, Daily logs, Note Book details and any other information 
relating to these three unfortunate persons. Anything where your interaction into their lives 
has occurred. Let's say that has spanned the last twelve months. I stress, any and all detail in 
that regard... within seven working days. Dutifully organised as per dates and separate folios 
for each of these men.... you can e-mail your reports to the Murder Squad address, attention 
Detective J. Lind. OK?" 
 
There were quiet murmurs, mostly of dissension and frustration from the congregation at 
having to process back through daily Log Books for the twelve-month duration. 
 
The most vocal LAC Commander spoke up. 
 
"I'll be hammering each and every one of you to comply. If I see anybody shirking from this 
exercise you will have me to answer to. Understand?" 
 
I considered him one of the good guys. 
 
Another Commander present, I was of the opinion who conveyed the attitude down through 
the ranks of these crimes taking a low priority in the general daily responsibilities of the 
Uniforms. 
 
He didn’t offer a comment, but by the look on his face, he was not in favour in any 
investigative procedure that may put he or his men in poor light. 
 
The meeting wrapped up quickly with everyone heading to the exit doors as though an 
emergency evacuation had been ordered. I shook hands with those LAC Commanders who 
had bothered to show, several of whom I had prior business with. Usually over dead bodies 
found in their District of responsibility. 
 
I walked down to the Sub-Basement 'temporary' vehicle parking lot not confident in the 
quality or authenticity of the reports that I may receive. Each Officer had a Superior, his 
own backside and his career to protect. I opened the door of the brightly decaled Pursuit 
Vehicle as my name was called. 
 
I turned, half in, half out of the car. 
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"Yes?" I enquired of the two female Constables who were walking towards me. 
 
They had several large envelopes in their hands. 
 
These they offered to me and by way of explanation, murmured that they were sure that 
another three victims had been found dead in the area under suspicious circumstances. They 
were not how-ever, going to go as far as stating that they had been murdered. They had 
never received any post-mortem details and were unsure if any further investigative 
resources were being expended on the matter. Perhaps it may be useful to my investigations. 
 
That's all I needed. 
 
Another possible three homicides shoved at me! 
 
The two women disappeared quickly after I had thanked them. 
 
I started the vehicle up, turned on the air-conditioner full blast and skimmed through the 
papers that had been given to me. It certainly followed the same failure of duty to follow up 
and to make a reasonable attempt to determine the validity and cause of death... and to do 
follow investigative procedures on each of the deaths. 
 
I dialled up the City Morgue again, requesting that I be put through to 'Muscles' Sarvich. 
 
"Sorry about this, but I have another three names......" 
 
"Shit... what Hornet's nest have you annoyed?... I should have known from previous 
experience that you and Hendricks always cause work or bother to others. Just joking, Joe. 
Just joking! Give us their names and Date of Death. Also, where their bodies were 
discovered and who was the LAC Commander. OK? Go." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
Brian 'Muscles' Sarvich stood about 170 centimetres tall. In cotton socks! Average height 
for Australian males, he would always say in his defence. A luxurious head of hair that was 
showing premature greyness. He hadn't hit forty years of age yet! A thin, long face. Alert, 
intelligent eyes that always sparkled enthusiastically. A ball of energy that defied his body 
shape. That of a pre-pubescent youth whose muscle mass and shape had yet to define itself. 
Thus, his nickname. He was one of the most intelligent men whom I knew and was an 
absolute riot at any Dinner party to which he was invited. For both his intelligent take on 
many subjects and his rather black humour. He was always on the guest list for that reason, 
though the pressures of the Morgue relegated those invites to very few occasions. 
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His profession and job took priority, so any romantic links were usually severed within a 
very short time. He had been a friend of both Marge and I since before he did his European 
sojourn and it was good that the Morgue once again had an excellent Forensic Pathologist of 
note. 
 
Because of his age and his expertise, his tenure in Sydney was always going to be tenuous. 
He was in demand the world over. 
 
"Christ Joe. You've bumped it up to six. Can you leave it with me for a couple of days? I 
need to examine the entire post-mortem protocol of the five previous cases to ascertain with 
reasonable certainty that we have homicides here. I think that I'll need to conduct a Video 
conference link with Melbourne and Perth. The Assistant on three of the cases is in Perth. 
The lead on two was our derogatory friend in Melbourne. I need some time Joe. I'm sorry." 
 
He looked away sheepishly. Perhaps a little embarrassed that he could not satisfy my wants 
immediately. 
 
"You had lunch yet?" He asked as a rider. 
 
"No. No, I haven't, actually." 
 
"My shout then, as a conciliatory gesture. There's a fine Chinese up the road. Small and 
comfortable with an excellent choice of food on the menu. We dine there regularly. My 
crew. Just to let go of the mountain of work that we have on our books at the moment. Let's 
go then." 
 
We were actually walking back to the City Morgue building after the meal before he 
broached the subject of the 'Homeless Homicides'. 
 
"You're frustrated with the manner and priority of the cases, aren't you?" He asked as he 
walked hurriedly to keep up with my usual lope. 
"Yeah. I bloody well am. We should have been called to at least three of them that I can 
ascertain instead of the one that we saw you at yesterday morning. There are signs of 
ineptitude and a failure to conform to protocol in the investigative procedures for all the 
others that I can see. That is with just a cursory flip through the information that I was given 
on the three this morning. And even Abbey is prioritising my time requesting that I allocate 
my time more to the 6A Shooting Death at the Surrey Towers that we visited yesterday 
afternoon. Because of the pressure from high above and the media explosion that the case 
has engendered. Meanwhile, possibly six homeless guys sink in the mire of paperwork and 
not enough time... what, the first case is twelve months old, isn't it?" 
 
"Yeah... older actually, but from what I could see in just a skim of the details myself of the 
post-mortems, the cause of death is extremely 'iffy' and possibly very subjective. Not good 
enough, though I say that with some trepidation." 
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"And the problem with the lot of them, except for Artie Goodman's body of last week, I'd 
hazard a guess and say that the other five bodies have long ago been released......" 
 
"Cremated more than likely. And I'd lay a bet and say that they were burnt together though 
you would never hear me utter those words again and all persons involved would flatly 
refute that allegation... but homeless persons? Paupers' graves? Paupers' funerals? I'm not a 
betting man, but..." 
 
I nodded my head in agreement. 
 
The sadness enveloped me again. 
 
Six guys who no-one cared about, erased from this earth. 
 
It happened every day. 
 
It's a cruel world where the destitute and homeless don't stand a chance in hell of a 
reasonable inquiry into their questionable deaths. 
 
It reminded me of the string of deaths of homosexuals in the nineteen eighties around Bondi 
Beach. No investigative power was placed on those deaths either. It had only just been 
publicised. Something like thirty victims not given the time by the local Police, just pushed 
under the carpet as Gay Deaths. Something that they deserved. 
 
I was not about to let the same thing happen to these homeless deaths. 
 
That was a promise to myself! 
 
My cynicism was becoming palpable. I needed Mar beside me. 
 
I stood beside the brightly decaled Police vehicle about to say thank you for a beautiful 
meal. 
 
“Carmie? You’ve come across her on several murder scenes over the past few weeks. How 
does she seem to you, Joe?” 
 
I scratched my head. Opened the door. Shook my head. 
 
“You know… a little uptight. A bit moody, perhaps. Not her usual bright and bubbly self. 
But she recently ended a relationship…. I don’t think it had been something long-term. That 
could have her in a bit of a rut. And working under that prick from London. He used to load 
her up something fierce. That may have taken some time to bubble to the surface. She’ll be 
right, Muscles. She’ll bounce back in a while. OK?” 
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He looked at me and then looked away. Nodded his head slowly. 
 
“Yeah. You’re right. She’ll be right.” 
 
He didn’t sound convinced. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
 
"What-ever else happens around this case of the 'Homeless Homicides', one thing should 
come out of it." 
 
I slapped my hand on Abbey's desk. 
 
Anger in every word. 
 
"That is, that those Officers responsible for this general lack of emotion, of responsibility 
and complete ambivalence, should be charge with 'Dereliction of Duty'. At the minimum!" 
 
I was off and running. Expressing my frustration as forcefully as I could. 
 
I shook my head as I thought of this morning's proceedings. Every word uttered seemed to 
be framed with protection of self, of each other and of the line command. The only two that 
showed any gumption was the two female Constables who handed me another possible 
three homicide cases. Even they could not state unequivocally that the three cases involved 
murder. But hinting instead, that the papers within their folders may help with the over-all 
investigation! 
 
"Yeah....I heard that it was a rather embarrassing display of guilty solidarity and not one of 
'we maybe fucked up.' Another three? Similar to the others, you think?" 
 
"A bit early Boss, to make a statement to that effect. I've requested the full Autopsy and 
forensic result reports on all cases. And all notes and details from the Uniforms' Daily logs 
and Note books.... going back a year of their involvement and association with the initial 
three. That may take up to a week to get together...." 
 
"Can you handle the load? With Peta Daniels' help? We'll be chucking her straight into the 
deep end... I guess it's not the first time that has happened. I'll think about a Task Force if 
the Autopsy results indicate that we may now have six 'Homeless Homicides'. Take it 
completely out of your hands so that you can concentrate, you and Daniels, on the 6A 
Shooting Death." 
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There it was again. 
 
That predilection to prioritise one case over the other. I realised that Abbey would be taking 
heat from just about everyone on the 6A Murder Case being solved expeditiously, but still... 
 
"Boss, if we get an early break on the Shooting Death, I'd like to retain the Homeless 
Homicides. That case upsets me more than a silver spoon, well-connected gay guy's death." 
 
"I didn't hear that, Joe and I think that you should retract that statement." 
 
He looked up at me with a steely look. 
 
I nodded my head. Looking suitably chastised. 
 
"Let me think it over. What is your course of action on the 6A Murder investigation from 
here on in?" 
 
"Investigate fully the background history of the Cleaning Company, the Building Manager, 
the Vic and his partner and their association with others on the same floor. Background 
check on all the residents on those floors that seemed to have this open-door philosophy 
with the Vic and his partner. Await the autopsy findings though I doubt we'll learn any more 
of significance in that regard and I'd be very surprised if the smoking gun comes from any 
of the forensic trace that has been collated from the crime scene. From what has been learnt, 
the Apartments on Floors six through eight especially, are like a revolving door with every-
one coming and going as they please. I feel sure that the guilty party comes from one of 
those three floors. If we can find the motive for the crime of either passion or revenge, then 
we'll have a finger to point at the Perpetrator." 
 
"Mmm...... just remember, the deceased was very well connected. A father of high standing 
in the Banking world. An older brother a lobbyist of some clout in Federal politics and an 
Uncle who is a sitting State Member...they combined are exerting some pressure that is 
coming from the Police Commissioner down… and the partner? A bit of a blind alley 
perhaps. Something to hide?" 
 
"I don't think so. Either that or he is the world's greatest actor and the world's best liar. No.... 
his flight came in on schedule late that morning. He was accompanied by his Personal 
Assistant, Cinematographer, Cameraman, Production Manager and Outdoor Producer. All 
heavy industry guys themselves. The time line indicates that he summoned the LAC 
Uniforms after coming straight from the Airport to his place of residence. To discover the 
body. No. I have no negative vibes about Jeremy." 
 
"The Lavatollo family... that was the surname, right? Jeremy? The partner? Way back. If it’s 
the same family, they owned several Restaurants. The Lavatollo family did. Cafes that 
would now be more correctly described as Coffee Shops. One particular one in Parramatta 
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from memory, was fire-bombed... oh... late seventies, I think. The word was that they 
refused to pay 'protection money' to a Lebanese family who owned the Parramatta Cafe 
'strip'. There were a couple of minor scuffles. A drive-by or three that resulted in a toddler 
being near shot. Nothing was proven but we suspected the Mamouff family or their hangers-
on. As payback for the fire-bombing, was the consensus at the time. They immediately 
coming to the conclusion.... based on nothing but prejudice... was that it was the work of the 
Lavatollo family... the payback for the near shooting of the toddler. After that, everything 
died down. A truce existed. The Police never laid charges.... or even responsibility, though 
there were those who suspected... keep in mind that this knowledge I impart, is from a long-
forgotten dark recess in my mind that should be confirmed by a little delving into past 
records. Okay? The Mamouff family left the Parramatta 'strip' to the Lavatollo family and 
opened up a string of good quality Restaurants in the City, Surrey Hills and the Eastern 
Suburbs. The turf of each family has been recognised and respected ever since then... is our 
Jeremy related?" 
 
He never failed to surprise me with his encyclopaedic memory of all facets of crime 
committed in this city for seemingly, the past one hundred years! 
 
I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
"Don't know Boss...... I intended to start background checks to-morrow with Daniels." 
 
"Okay. I'll leave it with you for the present." 
 
He strode off down the length of the Squad Room towards his Office. He tapped his 
Number Two, D4 'Sonny' Liston on the shoulder suggesting a walk in the park or a cup of 
fine coffee was in order. It was obvious that I and my two case, seven murder work load 
would be the main discussion point. But he was one hell of a Boss-man with his 
encyclopaedic mind never failing to amaze. 
 
I bought up the Criminal Records Department on my computer and typed in all the names of 
the employees and owners of William Jane Domestic Services P/L that had been given to 
me the previous evening. 
 
William W Wynyard (the W standing for nothing!) had been a bit of a hothead in his late 
teens. Over a three-year period up until he was twenty years of age, he had a string of 
speeding and related charges. He lost his licence twice for continued speeding offences. 
Fines went unpaid. Several DUI charges were his final downfall. This was well before RBT 
roadside facilities. Drunk driving suspects were made to walk the white line and had to be 
taken to either the nearest hospital or one of the larger Police Stations for urine samples to 
be given. For his continued snub of Authority, he was given a three-month Jail term. That 
was the last time that Bill Wynyard was anywhere outside the law. 
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Several of his employees either had a small number of speeding fines with nothing habitual 
or dangerous and parking infringement notices of later dates. Presumably while in the 
employ of the firm as the Parking Infringement notices were all paid the same way. By 
cheque and within the allotted time. All were Business cheques of William Jane Domestic 
Services P/L. 
 
I wondered whether their Business Accountant had found a way to claim these fines as a 
business expense. If he had, he was worth his weight in gold! 
 
I printed out the information and was about to enter Lavatollo into the system when my 
mobile buzzed in its dock 
 
"Detective Three Lind. Yes?" I answered softly. Still not used to the D3 grading. 
 
"Petra Gomerosky, Joe...." 
 
"Grommet, how's it hanging? You haven't stayed in touch.... or been surfing out on my 
patch for a while. What can I do for you?" 
 
"We had a 'Priority One' this afternoon.... with a rocket attached. I'll send you the details 
after I get off the phone, but we've got a match on the slug that killed your Marcos 'Mark' 
Szalovic." 
 
"What.... a post-mortem was conducted this afternoon? I should have been told!" 
 
At best, it was an error on my part. At worse, Muscles failed to inform me of the intended 
procedure. 
 
I should have attended. 
 
"As far as I know it's still in progress... the slug was extracted and sent post-haste up to us. 
I've got a match straight away... to a drive-by some twenty-two years ago... bless our cotton 
socks that we've entered the twenty-first century with the National Ballistics Digital Data 
Base only being completed earlier this year... you've no idea how much difference that 
makes... we're starting to uncover one large pile of related fire-arms infringements... it's 
been a real boon...." 
 
"I didn't know that, Grommet. I guess I should read my internal e-mails more carefully 
before trashing them, eh? Let me guess... a little misunderstanding between the Lavatollo 
and the Mamouff families." 
 
"Arrh…No, Joe. Not that I'm aware of. Although the Mamouff family is mentioned along 
with another Lebanese family of some disrepute back then. The Malaki family. Allegedly 
over drug territory, so it is surmised with a question mark on the file. Several incidences of 
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tit-for-tat shootings with several different rifles and hand guns used. Our gun of interest was 
used in two of the five incidents. Thought you'd want to know straight away because of the 
pressure that is so bloody apparent." 
 
"Yeah, Grommet. I’m feeling down here. Yeah. Thanks for that. When am I likely to see 
you on an early morning wave again?" 
 
"Not for a while Joe. I'm pregnant...." 
 
"Heh…Congratulations, girlie. When is it due?" 
 
"If I can hang on and stop getting bloody frustrated with myself, in three weeks’ time." 
 
"That's great, Grommet. Congrats again. Hope it runs smooth. A little surf board in order?" 
 
"As soon as the kid can walk, Joe...or sooner!" 
 
"The name again...." 
 
"I'll send you down a Prelim Report straight away. You'll have it inside two minutes." 
 
"Thanks, sweetheart. Again, congrats and I hope all goes well." 
 
"It better! I've been carrying the bloody load for nine months almost. It owes me big time 
for an easy birth." 
 
"If only it was that easy to control." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
 
I hadn't even docked my mobile, when it again buzzed in my hand. 
 
"Joe Lind. Yes?" 
 
"Bloody dead right, Dude. You’ve got it in one." 
 
She was trying to pull every one of my strings. 
 
"Mar? You been to the Doc's yet?" 
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"Yep. So's I'll be off for a bit, I reckon. Solved the Homeless Guy's murder and the 6A 
Shooting yet?" 
 
"What do you care. You're off on sick leave, Mar. Leave it be...." 
 
"I'm your partner Joe. Long term, even if Peta Daniels helps you out a bit.... and besides, 
you haven't rung me, so I got the right. What are you doing for tea to-night? Want to do our 
favourite Pizza Cafe? So's you can bring me up to speed on both cases?" 
 
"I guess there's no way around it? I'm guaranteed to catch what-ever luggie you have, I 
guess. Should you be going out at night time, though?" 
 
"I doubt that you'll catch what I have.... and nope, there's no way around it. Not if you don't 
want me harassing you twenty times a day with what you would call, nuisance calls." 
 
"Mar, you're on sick leave. You don't need work...." 
 
"Dude, don’t tell me what I need and don’t need. Yes, I do. I'm going slowly bonkers with 
this inactivity. At least let me think about the cases even if it doesn't solve a thing except my 
bloody boredom... Joe, just remember, you've done it to me each time that you were laid 
low.... remember?" 
 
She had me on that. 
 
I sighed that sigh of relinquishment. 
 
"What time? I'll pick you up." 
 
"Nah... I'll pick you up at six thirty… to make sure that you turn up… just kidding! You'll 
need to get the car back to the office for your use.... and the stuff that I got from the 
Building Manager of the Surrey Towers is still in the boot. You'll need to pass that along to 
Forensics and go through the other stuff yourself. I haven't touched it, so don't worry, the 
chain of evidence is still in place. Abbey's already told me to organise it. OK?" 
 
"OK. Yep. Six thirty it is. See you then." 
 
The comment about Abbey really didn't register. If I had been thinking about it, it would 
have meant that he and Mar had had a discussion sometime that day. 
 
It didn't occur to me until some days later! 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
"Detective Lind? I'm told that I may be able to help in your homicide investigation. Senior 
Constable Masra Kallat of Police Intelligence.... don't disappoint with the usual crap. 
There's nothing that you can add that I've not heard before!" 
 
I had just finished updating the Murder Book on Marcos 'Mark' Szalovic. It was decided to 
separate the three 'Homeless Homicide' victims into separate Murder Books and add another 
three for the latest three that were offered to me earlier that day. One of the Staffers spent 
most of the time assembling the six separate Murder Books and collating and copying 
details that were a constant in each of the cases. These I separated from the Szalovic's tome 
placing the six on the opposite side of my desk. This was where I usually sat the 'Unsolves' 
that I usually had. I was hoping that this action was not some type of omen. That these six 
cases would not also slide into the 'Unsolve' category. It was getting a little cramped. 
 

◦ Arthur 'Artie' Goodman 
◦ Habrib El Halarab aka 'Hairy Harry' 
◦ Samuel Byron Deakin 
◦ James 'Jimmy' Little 
◦ Alfonse 'Johnny the Greek' Brazzotti 
◦ Hatza 'Bottles' Bershaz 

 
Pride of place was now Marcos 'Mark' Szalovic's Murder Book sitting by itself on the left-
hand side of my desk. It too had now enlarged to its second volume in quick smart time! 
 
"I'll hold my tongue... Masra? Did I get it right?" 
 
"Call me Matt. Every-one else does. So, you need some background on the ongoing thirty-
year feud between the Mamouff and Lavatollo families." 
 
"Actually, I have just received information relating to the handgun that was used in the 
Szalovic murder. You hear about it, yeah? It would appear that the last time that it was used 
was in a series of tit-for-tat drive-by shootings that involved the Malaki and Mamouff 
families. Some twenty-two years ago. Bass Hill and Regents Park. If possible, I would like 
some background on the associations, family structures, alleged criminal involvement and 
interaction between those two families and whether there is any link to Jeremy Lavatollo or 
our shooting victim, Szalovic. Can do?" 
 
There was silence for some moments. 
 
I actually felt sorry for the bloke. 
 
He would have busted a poople valve in collating a Dossier on the Mamouff and Lavatollo 
connections. 
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"Jez-zus... I've just spent several hours collating a Dossier on the Lavatollo and Mamouff 
family links. Look... um... I'll send that down by internal mail. It'll hit your desk possibly 
Monday morning. I'll start a similar search on the connections that you ask for. I should 
have a Dossier compiled by the middle of next week. Will that suffice?" 
 
"Sorry to stuff you around, mate... that'll be fine. One more thing... the name Benji Martino. 
If you come across it in connection with any of these families, can you delve into the links 
and criminal activities that that name may engender?" 
 
"Sure. Consider it done... Benji Martino... would you like to know the real name of Santa 
Claus too, while I have some spare time?" 
 
"Now, now, Matt. Cattiness is not your best suit...." 
 
"She's fine, mate. No worries. What else has a busy man got to do! Give me the Murder 
Case number, will you?" 
 
The request about Martino came from left field. 
 
I had no idea why I had mentioned it! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
 
I'd signed off for the afternoon, spent forty minutes in the Gym, had a rub-down, a shower 
and had entered the Squad Room to greet the night shift early starters and to gather up my 
things to head home. 
I figured that I could get home just as Mar came by to pick me up. 
 
I was somewhat nervous about our date. Not too sure if there was any ulterior motive or bad 
news that she was going to spring on me. 
 
I had that feeling though. 
 
She would say it was my usual negative or cynical approach that made me fear such things. 
 
My mobile buzzed. 
 
It was Brian 'Muscles' Sarvich. 
 
"You're working late, Muscles...and ya didn’t inform me of your intention to cut up the 6A 
Shooting victim." 
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"Yeah. Well. Nothing really unusual in to-day's climate and the way that this joint is being 
run at the moment. On a bloody shoe-string too, I might add. Um... I've just finished that 
post mortem on our shooting victim that you just mentioned. 6A. The Surrey Towers? Sorry 
about not getting to you but it was a rush job with orders from on high. Um…nothing I can 
give you that will open the case up for you...sorry." 
 
"Not right, Muscles. We've already got a trace on the slug. The gun shows up in several 
drive-byes of about a quarter of a century ago. It's a start, so something has come of it..." 
 
"Yeah, well... from what the Crime Scene guys tell me, there's nothing so far sticking out on 
all the forensic trace... sorry... the Report you'll have about the middle of the week after next 
after blood toxicology and organ analysis is complete. I'm a bit down... this was about the 
most perfect specimen that I have seen for quite some time. He... arr... should be the 
perfection, the pinnacle, the Adonis, the Greek God that the rest of us mere mortals should 
wish to aspire to... cases like this are such a waste. He needed to have died on the Operating 
Table so that just about every organ and tissue of his could be have been retrieved for 
transplant options... he did not have one bad spot on his entire body... oh! Sorry. Two teeth 
extracted I'd say in his late teens. I'm going to open a bloody good bottle of red to-night and 
drink him out..." 
 
"I'd join you except I have a previous arrangement." I replied. "Thanks for the info...don’t 
drink a whole bottle by yourself when you’re feeling down. Not good therapy. To-morrow 
night I’ll come over and we can drown our sorrows together." 
 
"You’re on. Not much help though. Enjoy your night. Have a drink on me, will you?" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
 
"So! Where we at?" Mar asked immediately as we were seated at a corner table. Our usual 
spot. A view out through the front window to the car park extremities and the busy arterial 
road beyond. 
 
The family swell was still in progress with wailing infants and kids screaming around us, 
playing 'catch me' between the tables of the other Diners. Their parents oblivious to the 
scowls of other customers who were looking for a more subdued time to enjoy arguably, the 
best Pizzas in town. 
 
I calmed Mar's enthusiasm for an immediate update with a slight wave of my hand. 
 
"Steady on, girlie. Let's order first." 
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I noticed that she refused her normally ordered Dry White that she always had when we 
came to this joint. Instead a carafe of iced water was bought to take up precious room on the 
table. 
 
She wriggled around in her chair as though she'd just been bombarded with a cloud of fleas, 
not settling until I began a narrative on the two cases. 
 
Shaking her head as I finished, she bemoaned the fact that she was not there to keep an eye 
on me. 
 
"What… you're not me bloody mother, Mar. What have you got to be so protective about. I 
remember when you first joined me, you stated that you were not going to protect or mother 
me as you had had enough of that with 'Bull' Winkle!" 
 
"Gawd, you men always need to be protected. I haven't had a thought about him in quite 
some time. Joe... it sure looks like I need to mother you a bit... you've gone off the rails a bit 
while I've been away." 
 
"C'mon, Mar. Get real, will you? You've been off work for what... two whole days! You've 
been away longer from the 'job' than that without me going into meltdown as you reckoned I 
would at the time." 
 
It suddenly hit me that I had had, for the past couple of days, this scary thought in the back 
of my mind that Mar was not coming back to work. For some reason, I thought that she was 
on the verge of resigning. Go figure! No, I scolded myself. She would talk it out with me 
first before she did something so drastic. I would be able to talk her out of such a decision in 
any case... wouldn't I? 
 
She leant towards me across the table. A serious look in her eye as she stared straight at me. 
"Joe...at times you’re like a bloody kid in a Lolly Shop. At other times like a bull at a gate. I 
reckon that you've gone off half-cocked again. You’re going to make nothing but enemies 
and place yourself in a very tenuous position, from what I’ve heard. Take the Artie 
Goodman death. I was there Joe, as Muscles put forward so many different scenarios 
concerning the death of the old guy that to grab one and run with it, is absolutely absurd. 
Bad form. And career busting. To then front a group of Uniforms and basically accuse them 
of fucking up not on one case, but three, really shows no bloody sense... but a sense of self-
righteousness and bluster that belies the facts of the deaths... almost a self-destructive 
move!" 
 
"Bullshit!" I reacted. "I didn't accuse anyone of anything...." 
 
My voice was rising in response. 
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"Joe... Christ... Muscles gave us so many alternatives as cause of death... and the one 
suggestion of death by poison was chucked in more as an after-thought. You stand up in 
front of a crowd of Uniforms and insinuate lethargy and lack of diligence in several cases 
where death by misadventure or even homicide was never mentioned... anywhere!! Christ!!" 
 
She poured herself a glass of water and gulped down half of it in one go. Placed the glass 
carefully on the table-top and waved a finger in my direction. 
 
"Joe, there's more than one way to communicate your view and you are a master in non-
verbal communication. Why do you think that you're never invited to Squad Poker nights, 
huh? They can read your hand almost by the expression on your face, you drip! You 
bluffing is like breeze compared to a tropical Cyclone... You’ve even managed to push 
Abbey into a bit of a corner by not telling him everything about the case... he takes you on 
face value which amazes me... he'll defend you, or any other of his personnel to the hilt but 
only when he is assured of knowing all the facts... you’ve blindsided him in regards to the 
Homeless Homicides. I'd say you’ve kind of fooled yourself because of your anti-snob, anti-
gay stance..." 
 
"I am not anti-gay... or anti-snob for that matter!" I retorted angrily, interrupting her 
denunciation, though the latter sounded unconvincing even to me. 
 
Mar gave me one of her patronising smirks. 
 
"… the situation of the two cases are poles apart but you... you feel cheated... feel wronged 
because the 'upmarket' gay death has taken precedence over a poor, homeless bum. You've 
lost your perspective, your objectivity and your neutrality on both cases... if I'd a been on 
deck, I could have at least steered you gently away, as I've done on other occasions." 
 
The comments of my insecurities and shortcomings made me see red and I went to push 
back my chair to stand. 
 
"Don't be a spoilt arsehole, Joseph Lind. You're a bloody mature adult, so act like one." 
She spat this out like a scolding mother. 
 
"You're too good a Detective to continue to run with your pre-conceived ideas of righting 
the wrongs of the world. You won't, you know, no matter how hard you try... and going 
around wanting to rectify the attitude of two dozen Uniforms will only gain you enemies 
that you do not need… and to rectify their perceived wrong-doings? Not a bloody hope in 
hell! So just do what you know how to do best and leave the unfair world to others... before 
you find yourself facing the Standards and Ethics guys. OK" 
 
She placed her hand over mine and gave it a squeeze. Her eyes softened as she looked at me 
for some moments. 
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"Um.... I've got some news, Joe. I'm pregnant." 
 
She continued to look at me. Hoping beyond hope that I would react in the manner that gave 
her hope for the future. 
 
Wow... the change in direction left me speechless! 
 
I sat for some moments unable to form words before I stammered out, "Pregnant? How? 
Bloody hell, Marge Hendricks, you sure know how to drop a bomb-shell to change the 
subject!" 
 
"If you don't know by now, it's been sheer luck that you've got a son." She giggled out the 
words. 
 
"Who? Does that mean that you won't be returning to work? Does Abbey know?" 
 
The world seemed to tilt on its axis. 
 
"Sorry..." I stammered. "Um.... have you made a decision about it? The future? It'll be hard 
to be a single mum juggling a career as a Murder Dee and motherhood... what do you want 
to do?" 
 
"I want to talk it over with you. I need your advice. Your friendship...” 
 
“You sure started out in the right manner for that!” 
 
We both chuckled. 
 
“… that's why I wanted to see you to-night. I didn't want to make a decision that didn't 
involve you... I see the Specialist next week... I don't think that you know of my history..." 
 
She filled her glass with water again with a shaking hand. I refilled my wine glass. My 
selection of the Red was superb, I thought to myself. I may need another bottle the way to-
night was panning out! 
 
"…before you had even commenced as a Murder Dick... and not that long after I had been 
partnered with 'Bull' Winkle, I fell pregnant. I had just turned twenty. Could have been close 
to twenty-one. About the same time as Peta Daniels in fact. It was her second bubs. I was 
living with a guy whom I met in the Academy. We loved one another. I had only found out 
that I was pregnant some weeks prior to Mum and Dad being killed in an horrific road 
accident up north. They'd been to see my older sister on the Sunshine Coast. Just south of 
Ballina. A truck came onto the wrong side of the road. The truck driver had fallen asleep. I 
was devastated. I was close to both of them. They were the best. There was some concern 
that I would lose the baby... because of Mum and Dad’s deaths... you know... but we got 
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through it. It was a hard time for all of us. We sold Mum and Dad's house. That's how I 
could afford the joint that I'm in now... Um... then Tony was drowned in a surf accident... a 
surf boat overturned... one of those things... just bloody bad luck. The surf wasn't even that 
big or rough. Just bloody bad luck. I saw the whole thing. I was there. We belonged to the 
same Surf Club. The baby came early. There on the beach. They couldn't save it. A little 
girl. Belinda Louise Hendricks...." 
 
She bowed her head. Her hair fell either side of her face. She stayed that way for some 
moments before she threw her head backwards, hand combed her hair behind her ears. 
Swallowing hard a couple of times. She looked over at me through misty eyes. 
 
This was the first time that I had heard this story. 
 
Tears filled my eyes. 
 
I was holding her hands without knowing that I was clutching them tightly. 
 
"Joe... my hands. You're hurting them." 
 
We hadn't touched the Pizza in front of us. 
 
"I've often wondered what I'd do, if I fell pregnant again. And time is running out. I'll be 
thirty-seven next birthday, with time rolling by. That bloody clock and all that entails. My 
Doctor is a little concerned about that. What'll I do? Do I really want the baby that much to 
end my career for it? Something that I truly love? If I did keep the baby, would I ever blame 
the little guy for ending my chosen path through life? My career that I love?" She shook her 
head. Again, she bowed her head to allow her hair to fall either side of her face. I figured 
that this was her way of hiding the fact that she was crying. 
I'm pretty quick that way. 
 
"Is it a boy?" I asked raspingly. 
 
"Don't know. It's way too early to tell just yet..." 
 
I nodded my head... it's always a he... or an 'it' in the early stages of pregnancy. 
 
"I know it’s a man's way of looking at things, but what will you do? Money wise? Can you 
afford to exist as a single Mum? Sure, you own the house that you live in but... I was 
exceptionally lucky I guess. Bill was only ten when his mother was killed. I had my mother-
in-law move in to basically be with him... to really look after him which she offered... her 
Bill had died some years before and she really didn't like living by herself... then when she 
died, my mother moved in to help. Similar circumstances actually. Bill was seventeen by 
then and could care for himself... but you'll be starting from scratch with not that many 
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options as far as help goes... Your Mum and Dad are gone. Your sister's still in 
Queensland... and your brother? Seattle, isn't he? America?" 
 
She nodded her head. Mumbled a yes. 
 
"You'll be on your own for what... the first couple of years at least until you can get early 
childcare...and that is bloody expensive." 
 
She nodded her head in agreement. 
 
"I know. I've thought about that and it... it scares the hell out of me. To be on my own 
bringing up a child... especially a baby. Especially without my Mum. But I wouldn't be the 
first and I won't be the last to be placed in that situation. I should get a fair payout from 
work what with the accumulated 'time off in lieu', holidays and long service 
leave...superannuation as a bulk payment. I figure around one fifty to two hundred thou. If I 
look after it, I reckon that I can stretch that out until the child is school age..." 
 
"You've thought it through and already come to a conclusion?" 
 
"No. No, I haven't. All these things have been whirling around in my head for the past week 
or two." 
 
"A couple of weeks! You've known for that long?" I retorted, flabbergasted at the 
knowledge and rather hurt that she had taken this long to tell me. 
 
"Joe. Joe. Get down off that self-constructed throne, will ya? I've had an inkling, if you want 
to know. And then pretended that if I didn't think about it, it couldn't be true. It was only 
yesterday, that it was confirmed... yesterday. I'm seven weeks. You are the first person to 
know, OK?" 
My pride took a backward step. This was not about me, I had to tell myself again. 
"It seems that the initial emotion was disbelief. Not wanting to know the truth because you 
did not want to be pregnant... who's the father? Surely from an emotional and financial 
aspect, he has a role to play even if you don't want him to be a permanent thing in your 
life...." 
 
She shook her head. 
 
"Why do you say that?" She asked as she looked up at me. 
 
"You haven't mentioned him..." 
 
"And I won't. Just to say that he is not in a position to help." 
 
"He's married..." 
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"It's of no concern of yours..." 
 
"But it may be of concern to him... he has a right to know, at least. A chance to voice his 
opinion on the matter." 
 
"No... he's out of the picture completely. Okay? No more mention of him at all. Thank you." 
 
This said forcefully. 
 
What I thought of the matter was not going to make one ounce of difference to her attitude. 
I breathed deeply. Looked around the room, then down at the Pizza that we still hadn't 
touched. 
 
"Sooo..." I waved the Waitress over. "Any chance of reheating?" 
 
"It won't taste as nice, Joe. We'll make another for you, as you are good customers." 
 
"Thank you. Ta. That's good of you." 
 
We ended up down on my patch late that night. 
 
Strolling along the water's edge arm in arm. Talking about everything and nothing. It was 
well past two in the morning when the night chill commenced its descent before we called it 
quits. 
 
Marge slept peacefully in my arms until a sudden stomach spasm made her spring from my 
bed for the toilet. The sun coming painfully through the open Bedroom windows. 
 
That's how we spent the entire week-end, talking about it and not talking about it. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
 
"Joe? When you're settled, come in, will ya?" 
 
Peta Daniels was already seated in Abbey's Office. A cup of coffee warming her hands. 
 
"Looks like we're an item for a while, Joe. That'll get the old wags' tongues a’ talking." 
 
"The old wags' comments aren't worth worrying about. Just scurrilous rumour for sure!" I 
answered with a smile. "G'day Peta. Good to have you back. Enjoy your break?" 
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"Being a full-time mother for four weeks. Nah! I needed to get back to work to have a 
bloody holiday!" 
 
We all laughed. 
 
"Did you see yesterday morning's paper, Joe?" 
 
I shook my head no. 
 
"Too busy all week-end to worry about what was in the rags." 
 
"Good surf, huh?" 
 
"Yeah....that'll do as an excuse..." 
 
"There was a front-page story about a National War Hero being poisoned to death. Living 
on the streets for twenty-odd years because the Government couldn't support or care for 
those men that they deliberately sent overseas to War. A scathing article on the ineptitude of 
the Government, Veteran Affairs and the Medical and Mental Health Departments... I'd say 
that this morning there are quite a few Bureaucrats who could have sore arses and egos by 
lunch time!" 
 
"Bloody hell, that's all we need..." 
 
He pushed yesterday morning's paper over to me. The headlines screamed:  
 

HOMELESS HERO'S 
HORRIFIC HOMICIDE 

I rubbed my face with both of my hands vigorously. I wondered to myself where in hell the 
Papers had gotten whiff of the death. 
 
There would be those who would gladly point the finger at me! 
 
"Joe, I've got a meeting in thirty with the hierarchy on the homicide of Artie Goodman and 
then I'll be out of the Office until late this afternoon. Is there anything more on the death 
that I should know that is not included in your Murder Book on the subject?" 
 
I looked down at my hands. Marge’s words of Friday night ringing in my ears. 
 
"I may have... um... overplayed my hand a little..." 
 
I leaned back in the chair to gather my thoughts, knowing that I was on shaky ground. Very 
shaky ground. And knowing that Abbey, in his wisdom, would be now aware of all the facts 
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as I suspected that he had had words with both Marge and Muscles Sarvich sometime over 
the week-end perhaps. 
 
Mar's words of Friday night continued to echo inside my head. 
 
"The cause of death is not known at this stage and very well may not be ascertained as an 
absolute even after the post mortem, due to the condition of the body. Seven to ten days out 
in the open is the estimated time-line... that can play havoc with any absolute post mortem 
results..." 
 
Abbey was nodding his head throughout my narration as though agreeing with me. 
 
"… and the other five suspicious deaths are also not absolute as being by foul means. I am 
awaiting a full dossier with forensic addenda on the cases. Goodman's post mortem may not 
occur for another week... so to speculate at this stage may not be wise... and I would image 
that this... um... uncertainty will place a huge amount of pressure on the Forensic 
Pathologist who was Lead on the case." 
 
"Arrh… a News Release from the Commissioner should be so worded, don’t you think?" 
 
"Yes, Boss." 
 
"Also, worded to allay any thoughts that the Murder Squad and its Officers hold others 
responsible for the supposition that the proper protocols, procedures and conclusions in the 
matter of his unfortunate death were considered improper, irresponsible or incorrect?" 
 
"I think that would be a wise move, Boss." 
 
"Goodman's autopsy is now scheduled for one O'clock this afternoon. I suggest that you be 
present for the entire proceedings. Peta Daniels, I think, should visit the Surrey Towers to 
interview as many residents as she can with you until your presence is due at the City 
Morgue. Understand, Joe?" 
I nodded my head in acquiescence. 
 
Abbey never failed to amaze. 
 
I knew in a sense, that he was telling me to pull my head in but at the same time showing 
that he would go into bat for me when the chips were down even when I was found wanting. 
 
I took the thick Sunday Paper back to my desk and quickly scanned through the lead article. 
 
The apparent anger of the headlines for the manner of Goodman's supposed demise quickly 
dissipated as the bulk of the story concentrated its bitterness on the Government's inability 
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and irresponsibility on not being able to care for veterans that it ordered overseas at its beck 
and call. 
 
The actual purported killing of Goodman seemed to take a back seat. It became just another 
political back-stab that was so frequent in to-day's climate. 
 
Even after the Coronal Inquiry into Arthur Goodman's death some twenty-seven months 
later, the reporting concentrated again on an attack of the Government's failure to maintain, 
improve or introduce new protocol that would ensure that all veterans would be ably cared 
for. 
 
At that time of the Coronal verdict, there was not one apology or retraction over the false 
headline claims of a horrific homicide that had been splattered across the various 
newspapers at the time of the man's body being found! 
 
That disgusted me! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
 
 
"Good Lord! I'm all but questioned out!" Exclaimed the paunchy, elderly man who 
answered our incessant knock at his door. 
 
He laughed at his own humour. 
 
"Really," he continued. "I doubt that I could offer you guys any more of my insightful 
knowledge concerning poor Markie's death. As I've repeated so many times since his death, 
a bloody tragedy, that's for sure." 
 
It struck me then that the man standing in front of us reminded me of some-one. I couldn't 
place it. Or twig whether it was his face, the shape of his head, his body or his manner. I 
wished that Mar was with me. She'd be able to recognise what it was immediately. She was 
good like that. 
 
I'd forgotten that she had already interviewed the guy and thus obviously, had not made a 
connection. 
 
"Come in, guys. Come in. You'll exhaust me and my supply of coffee with your bloody 
questions if you don't catch the culprit soon." 
 
Again, a titter at his attempted humour. 
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We sat in a threadbare three-seater lounge feeling dirty as we sunk lower. The under-
springing or Dunlopillow cushions seeming to groan their age at our combined weight. Two 
reclining lounge chairs, a scatter rug, a small Coffee Table, a tiny table on which balanced a 
huge Flat-screen TV and that was all in the large room. An old print of some Greek Island 
surrounded by sparkling aqua coloured sea looking abandoned and small on one wall. A 
badly faded Madonna and child print hanging askew above the TV screen. There was a 
small dirty looking, crumpled scatter rug centred under the coffee table. A pair of black 
brooding eyes from some sort of aged, white fluffy dog gave us the once over before they 
closed. Satisfied that our presence did not threaten his prone existence. 
 
We shook our heads at the offered selection of drinks and tit-bits. Both of us sure that some 
virulent strain of Ebola or some other exotic disease would be passed onto us unwary 
visitors. 
 
"Mr. Martino...." 
 
"Call me Benji... or Ben like everyone else does... me dog's name is Benji... " 
 
He again tittered his satisfaction at his sense of humour. 
 
He had seated himself in one of the Recliners that was positioned at an angle to us. The 
seating arrangements planned for optimum viewing of the TV Screen and not for friendly 
chatter. He viewed us out of the corner of his eye, his head positioned as though the TV was 
on with the favourite show of his choice beaming out. 
 
"Yes..." Daniels began again. "Arrh, Ben. You live here alone?" 
 
"No. Me for-ever grumbling wife and my son and daughter-in-law and their young boy 
come with the joy of living here." 
 
"Your son? What does he do?" 
 
"As little as possible…” Again, the titter. When he realised that we were not laughing with 
him, he looked away, embarrassed. “Arrh…He looks after the outside areas. Does the 
gardening. Mowing. Planting stuff. He oversees the roof garden. The pool. The gym. Cleans 
the common areas outside. He also looks after two other blocks of flats for Mr. Pettigrew. 
One in Redfern. The other in North Parramatta." 
 
"And you, sir?" 
 
"I'm the Building Manager. We have an Office down in the Resident Parking area. In a 
garage. It's bloody cold down there at this time of year." He said. 
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I was still wondering what the Building Manager's responsibilities were when the son 
seemed to carry out those duties that I thought were part of the Building Manager's. 
 
"Yes. I understand that you have been the Building Manager since the complex was 
completed. Is that right, Sir?" 
 
"I see that you talk between yourselves, then?" 
 
"Arrh, yes." 
 
Daniels for some reason, seemed nervous. Completely unsure of what question to ask or in 
what direction she should go. I had never seen that in her in all of my associations with her 
previously. 
 
"How did you become the Manager then, Sir?" 
 
"I was the first to move in, actually. Well before the paint had dried. They were still 
finishing off the top floors. The crane was still in position and the outside scaffolding had 
not been removed." 
 
"Yes, but how did you get the Manager's job. It must be quite a good job for a bloke as 
yourself. Accommodation supplied and all. In such a swank complex." 
 
I sometimes wonder how I had performed prior to the advent of iPads, iPhones, Computers, 
Laptops and other assorted gadgets. The Tablets that we had were mini-computers in all 
regards and were constantly connected to the 'ether world' and the Office. We could hold the 
things and rotate or redirect the lens onto the Interviewee while we held the tablet in a 
natural position without the person spying the screen, while the Interviewer could 
occasionally glance down to ensure that the subject was in full screen and being recorded. 
Ensuring that we had not slipped up to the Madonna and Child picture hanging askew on the 
wall behind said Subject or dropped down to take a lovely shot of the sleeping dog. Who 
hadn't moved a muscle. An ear. Or an eye since we had first sat down. 
 
At the time of the introduction of these time-saving devices, there was some explosive 
bursts about privacy and the rights of others. This had died quickly as it was explained that 
one of the reasons that Interviewing Dees worked in pairs was so that one could ask the 
questions while the other wrote shorthand scribbles into the Case Notebook! Now, with 
these whizz-bang devices, the interview could be streamed, in real time, straight to the 
Office, onto my Laptop while a voice recognition program automatically typed up a hard 
copy addition for the Murder Book. Each Murder Book now had several pockets into which 
three Flash drives were inserted along with two CD's just in case. The back-up files. All 
interviews were thus treated this way, either in real time or when we hit the Office. 
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So bloody surreal was this process that anyone could view the Interview while seated in the 
Office. 
 
My mobile buzzed in my pocket. 
 
I handed Peta Daniels my tablet as I answered. 
 
I stood and walked towards the front door noticing that the tiles on the floor were spotless. 
 
Silly really. 
 
"Joe? That's Benny Mattoni... don't you recognise him?" It was Abbey. "I thought I'd check 
your feed. OK? Benny was Semo Pitagrou's Bagman, stand-over guy and hitman many 
years ago. Whispers had him having six notches in his gun. Benny's claim to fame is that at 
a time before the turn of the century, he was the only felon in Australia who had served time 
in Prisons in every State of Australia. Including the Northern Territory. A lovely man who 
was quite harmless normally but when his boss said growl, the guy was all teeth. Pitagrou... 
you’ve got to know him, Joe. He was big-time into drug importation around the time that 
you were skipping about undercover in Narcotics.... never served any time but suspected... 
no... known to be once Mr. Big in the importation of drugs through the Mediterranean pipe-
line... Marseilles. Istanbul. Know him?" 
 
I clicked my fingers. 
 
Gave my brow a thump with an open palm. 
 
Jeez-zus. I'm getting fucking slow, I thought to myself! 
 
That's why Benny had seemed so familiar. During my undercover Narc days, we had tried 
several stings to try and nab Pitagrou and his henchman to no avail. 
 
It was suggested that Pitagrou had several high-ranking Cops in his pocket and was 
continuously ahead of the game on every occasion, gaining the inside gen on any sting to 
grab him with incriminating evidence. Of course, nothing was ever proven and those that 
may have been in that position have long retired from the Force with the majority having 
died peacefully in their beds. 
"It was claimed that Benny was run over by his Boss as Semo sped away from a Cop bust 
on some property in Bexley... I think it was. Benny managed to throw a bag of money 
purported to hold hundreds of thousands back into the car as he fell out of it. He went under 
the wheels. Hip. Leg. Ribs. A horrible mess apparently, if my memory serves... all hospital 
bills paid for by who knows... you wouldn't be Einstein if you guessed correctly. 
Intelligence has it that both have shunned the 'dark side' to live the life of Riley in their 
retirement years... who'd of thought. Leave you with it. I'll see you to-morrow morning." 
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I walked slowly back into the Lounge Room and sat back down. Crossed my legs casually. 
A grim smile on my dial. 
 
"Benny......" I began. "Benny... have you kept in contact with Semo?" 
 
I couldn't help it. I had a smirk on my face. As hard as I tried, my poker face needed work! 
 
The old man's face clouded over. The open cheerful expression closed down to be replaced 
with an impassive scowl. 
 
"Semo Pitagrou... now there's a name from the past." I glanced over at Daniels as I took my 
Tablet from her. She looked at me with a questioning expression. She had spent her entire 
career in Homicide dealing with dead bodies. Not live Drug Lords. 
 
"I used to be in Narcotics. Vice. Before I found my niche in the Murder Squad...." I 
explained to the sullen figure now slouched back in his Lazi-boy. 
 
"You gotta round... what? No-body like ya?" 
 
He didn't laugh at his attempted humour. 
 
I harrumphed. 
 
"You could be right about that Benny... would I by any chance, recognise Simon Pettigrew? 
If I knocked on the Penthouse Apartment door?" 
 
He looked up at the ceiling. Scratched his nose as though it needed re-shaping. Bit at his 
bottom lip. 
"Look... we've... I've co-operated with you cops on the murder of Marcos. I've given you 
what video vision we had taken from the Ground Floor Lobby, the front entry door and the 
two Lift cameras for that period of five to ten days ago from when poor Marcos was found 
by his partner on Thursday of last week. I gave you guys the list of all the 
Owners/Occupiers and Renters to that lovely lady Detective the day that the place was full 
of you cops after poor Jerry found Markie... and the list included all places of employment 
and bloody phone numbers for good measure... I told that pretty young Detective that I saw 
nothing or heard nothing around the time that they think poor Marcos chopped it... the only 
troubles that we've had here is them on floors Six through Eight chocking the bloody Fire 
Doors open and possums in me veggie patch out the back... I've bent over backwards to do 
the right thing for you cops, so give me a break, will ya? We've retired from the game. Fair 
dinkum. I'm too old for that shit. I hurt too much and I ain't quick of mind or step no more. 
Understand? Please, leave me be in peace, will youse?" 
 
There was an insistent pleading edge to his voice. 
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"If we go up to see Pettigrew or Pitagrou, what-ever, will he be able to help us in our 
enquiries? Confirm what you have just said? Could it be assumed that the construction of 
this complex would have been financed by drug money or from finances illegally 
obtained?" 
 
"Bloody hell, Detective. Give us a break will ya?... and nah... though he'd say what I've just 
said. That Markie was one of the most beautiful, honest, open, generous, talented persons 
that I've ever known. Not an enemy in the world... I know that sounds cliché but it's true... 
Simon would say the same thing if he was here... but... he's in Switzerland. In a Clinic. 
Stomach Cancer. Been there for... almost a month. His wife will confirm it when she comes 
back into town in a fortnight. If that's all, I need to organise an Electrician for Apartment 
9C... they're having problems with their security pad and screen." 
 
"Would there be any outstanding Warrants or Papers still out on you or your Boss?" 
 
The old man shook his head slowly as he had trouble extricating himself from his favourite 
chair. 
 
"Detectives? The door? See yourselves out, will you?" 
 
Daniels gave me a look as we walked down the narrow Hallway. 
 
"I don't know whether that was the right approach, Joe. We'll get fuck all co-operation from 
him for the course of this investigation. Don't you agree?" She murmured as we let 
ourselves out into the warm, sunny day. 
 
"It was worth watching the slimy bastard squirm, partner." 
 
By the look on her face, I doubted that she agreed with my summation. 
 
She was not Mar, that was for sure. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
 
I glanced at my watch as we walked towards our Unmarked. 
 
"The Sixth Floor. Apartments C and D. Let's see if we can catch anyone at home before we 
need to get to the City Morgue." 
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We backtracked and took the Lift to the sixth floor after contacting Belinda Byfield to allow 
us to gain entry first into the Ground Floor Foyer area and then into the Lift and the Sixth 
Floor. 
 
"Painful... it may be a good security arrangement, but it sure is a pain in the butt! You may 
have been right about upsetting Benny Martino. I doubt that he would have been 
cooperative and opened the Ground Floor Entry Door if we had of buzzed him for help." 
 
Daniels gave me a side-ways glanced. Nodded her head. 
 
I knocked loudly several times on Apartment 6D door before we headed towards the other 
Apartment door across the common Lobby area. 6C. We both turned as we heard the door to 
Apartment 6D slowly open behind us. 
 
"Yes? Did you knock? You're the Police? I heard what happened. I'm sorry, I doubt that I 
can help at all with your questions." 
 
"You are?" Daniels asked, as we both stepped towards the woman. 
 
"Sharna... Sharna Sullivan. And yes, I knew Marcos. I often spent time in his Flat playing 
my guitar with him and singing. We wrote a few songs together. A charming, intelligent, 
gentle, funny man. He was a most wonderful person. One of nature's greatest joys. He will 
be sorely missed." She sniffled. 
 
"Do you mind answering a few questions, Miss... arr.... Sullivan?" 
 
"As I said, I doubt that I'll be able to help you. I was released from Hospital this week-end 
gone. I've been in Hospital for over two weeks, I'm afraid. I lost my baby and with 
complications... it was touch and go for me, I'm afraid...." Tears welled in her eyes. "It's the 
third time... and I've had three miscarriages besides... the Doctors tell me I should not try 
again... sorry. If there's nothing else?" 
 
"No... I'm so sorry. As a mother myself who has lost a baby that I so looked forward to, I 
can understand your grief..." Daniels purred softly. 
 
"Yes. Thank you." 
She closed the door gently as she backed into the dim Apartment. 
 
Belinda Byfield came out of her Apartment understanding immediately what had transpired. 
 
"Sad, eh? I'm keeping an eye on her... becoming quite the little nurse I am, what with Jerry 
needing a mother figure at the moment. When can he get back into his Apartment, 
Detective? Any time soon? I'm just taking some Broth to poor Sharna. Her partner Bella 
Sanderson works bloody long hours. She's a Floor Manager/Operation Manager/Outside 
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Broadcast Manager at the TV Station. And dog's body for all I know. They've been trying 
for a baby now for longer than they've lived here. There must be something wrong inside... 
you know... women's stuff. This time they've done a heap of tests on her to see what the 
problem might be. Poor girl. It looks like that was her last chance at it. She's devastated." 
 
"Arr... Ms. Byfield, I'm sorry, but as long as there's tape on the door and a Uniform posted 
in the Lobby, I'm afraid Jeremy Lavatollo won't be allowed to enter... and I can't give you 
any indication for how long that situation will exist. Sorry. You wouldn't happen to know 
the whereabouts of the residents of 6C, would you?" 
 
"George and Mildred...hah, sorry. That's what we call them. Lenny and Jo Anderson. A 
lovely old couple. A bit doddery. The original Bohemian couple, we jokingly have labelled 
them. He was a Book Reviewer. She an Artist of some repute but hand tremors have bought 
her career to an end, unfortunately. They're on some European holiday and river cruise. 
Down the Rhine I think... for another month or two." 
 
"This complex appears to be quite the Artistic retirement retreat......" 
 
"Steady on, young fella... I'm not that bloody old, but I guess you could get that idea... this 
floor and the two above have a good smattering of artistic persons in residence. And it's 
good as there's no egos involved either... which would surprise a lot of people. Now that 
Marcos has gone, there may be a bit of infighting to achieve a delta figure. I have no idea if 
this concentration of like-minded people was a conscious thing or it just happened... I'll get 
this broth to Sharna... she needs building up, spiritually, mentally and physically." 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 
 
 
I knocked on the door that required several coats of paint. The front yard was a beautiful 
example of Australiana dry bush specimens gone native. 
 
A machete was required to progress up the front path to the door such was the growth! 
 
The door opened slowly as though the hinges had rusted in the closed position some 
centuries ago. A figure stood in the gloom of the interior of the house. 
 
"Detective Three, Joseph Lind. I'm the Lead Detective on the death of Arthur Goodman. I 
believe that you were Mrs. Goodman at one stage?" 
 
There was silence. 
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"Missus Goodman, is it?" 
 
"You a cop? Or one of those pesky Reporters?" A strong nasally voice. 
 
"Yes, missus. A Police Officer. Joseph Lind. Murder Squad. I'm looking into the death of 
your husband, Arthur Goodman." 
 
"I divorced Artie some time ago... um.... go around the side of the house and up onto the 
side veranda." 
 
I had to head back out to the front gate and enter down a driveway that was regularly 
mowed. Stepped up onto the veranda to be greeted by a robust woman who had been 
attractive in her younger days. Lines now carved canyons into her face. Wrinkles radiated 
from the corners of her eyes and mouth. Her hair bottled bleach and thinning. 
 
"I'm sorry about that. We have been assaulted by TV cameras and Reporters who think 
nothing of peering in through windows and yelling out questions as though they were 
interviewing the entire Central Coast...." 
 
"I understand. I'm sorry, Missus... what shall I call you?" 
 
"McCawley... Helen McCauley... that's my maiden name... um... how can I help? Detective? 
Before you begin, Artie's possessions?" 
 
I looked up at the woman forming an opinion of her that wasn't nice! The guy was a bloody 
homeless guy, for God's sake, I wanted to yell in her face. His possessions not exactly 
extravagant! 
 
"... I was led to belief that he was in possession of his bravery and service medals. And the 
Citations that went with them. My daughter was hoping...he was her father, after all..." 
 
"Yes. Ms. McCauley. I understand that your daughter, as Arthur's closest living heir, would 
want and is entitled to her father's estate and all that means, though the matter has to be 
resolved to the Coroner's satisfaction before such things can be released to the appropriate 
person or persons. There's testate and probate...though I’d say that would be a mere 
formality." 
"Even his Medals and his citations... if they are amongst his things? Is that correct?" 
 
"Yes... all his worldly goods and chattels, as they say. I'm sorry. I suggest that you leave the 
matter in the hands of your Solicitor..." 
 
"Good Grief, Detective. I'm a Pensioner. I'm not entitled to a War Widow's pension or 
nothing, though I'm not complaining. Artie was a handful prior to me kicking him out. I 
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shouldn't speak unkindly of the dead, now should I? I'm afraid that I can't afford that! A 
Solicitor to act on behalf of my daughter." 
 
"At least a letter with copies of your Wedding Certificate, Divorce papers and your 
Daughter's Birth Certificate should be presented to the closest Legal Aid Office. They will 
know how to assist you in this matter. Or there's a place in town... I forget what it’s called... 
or perhaps Veterans Affairs or the Legal Officer associated with the RSL may be able to 
help you. There are several alternatives...." 
 
I got the impression she felt that others should do the heavy lifting without any input from 
herself. 
 
"That place in town specialises in uncontested wills of the deceased and those that have died 
without making a will out... again, Legal Aid should be able to help you satisfactorily." 
 
"One thing Detective, the Reporter who has been harassing us? He has indicated that Arthur 
managed to accumulate just about every cent that he received from the Government in 
Pension Payments. It would appear that it is cheap if you know how, to live on the streets 
and beg charity from others." This statement spat out. "It's been suggested that it is a sizable 
amount. Can you indicate whether that is true or not?" 
 
"Again, I'm sorry Ms. McCauley. I cannot comment except to say that he had two bank 
accounts with one a Trust account in his daughter's name... I understand that her married 
name is Delta Goodman-Price... is that correct?" 
 
"Yes, Detective. That is correct. I ask these questions not for myself, but on behalf of my 
daughter." 
 
"I understand, Ms. McCauley." 
I was not obtaining a good impression of Goodman's former wife and had drawn a mind's 
picture of her as an officious, society climbing, acerbic old woman who found it hard to 
admit to ever being attached to a now homeless guy. But gloried in his fame as a hero for 
the short time that Goodman stayed at home before being thrown out as a drunk. A woman 
who held herself tightly. Was not funny and could never see the positive of any side of life. 
Then again, I could be totally wrong. It would not be the first time in that regard! 
 
"I have no idea how the Media may have been made aware of the content of his possessions 
or the manner of his death... but then..." 
 
"Yes, I understand. It has become something of a circus. One wonders whether the same 
degree of interest would be shown if Arthur had been just another sad case of the death of a 
homeless person. Or just an ordinary Sapper or Nacho who just did his tour of duty and got 
on with life... Thank You, Detective... can you indicate a time-line when this may be 
resolved?" 
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“An interesting question Ms. McCauley. An interesting question. Um... I suggest that Legal 
Aid would be in a better position to advise you on the possible time-frame involved. One 
thing though, Ms. McCauley, your ex-husband, was he allergic to anything that you were 
aware of... or was he diabetic?" 
 
"No to both questions as far as I'm aware though it’s been a long time since I last saw him. I 
would imagine that his... um... life-style and drinking habits may have had an influenced in 
him being diabetic after we separated... it's possible. He was drinking heavily for several 
years before that, but at least during that time I could keep an eye on what he ate. I 
understand that his post mortem was undertaken yesterday? Was there any indication of 
how he died? Was he murdered?" 
 
"Um... it's a little early yet for results, though I guess it wouldn't harm for me to mention 
that he had Bowel Cancer that would have caused his death inside 12 months, according to 
the Pathologist who performed the post mortem. It will be around another two weeks before 
blood and toxicology results are confirmed. All these things will come out during the 
Coronal Inquiry which, I would imagine, may be held within eighteen months. I will say 
that the indications are that he did not meet with foul play. He could have suffered some sort 
of seizure, hypoglycaemic event or some sort of allergic episode that caused him to choke 
on a sandwich that he was eating at the time..." 
 
"Oh... the poor dear. I wouldn't wish that on my worst enemy... forgive me, Detective. I am 
giving you the wrong impression. I didn't hate the man... in fact, I felt sorry for him. It 
wasn't his fault that what he experienced over there all those years ago would haunt him to 
his dying day... um... That is why you asked about allergies and diabetics, Detective? You 
are more inclined to believe that reason for his death then say, some-one poisoning him?" 
 
"Yes, Ms. McCauley. Though I can't add any more or be more specific. I thank you for your 
time." 
 
I had said more than I should have and half expected it to be in to-morrow's Newspaper. 
Maybe I had informed the woman of a more banal manner of his death as some sort of 
ulterior reason so that the manner of death may end up out there to combat the sensationalist 
Headlines of the week-end Newspapers. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
 
 
"Joe, while you were on the phone, a call came through from Forensics. They want us up 
there." 
 
"On which case?" 
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"The 6A Shooting homicide. They've been doing a forensic trawl through the Vic's two 
Laptops. Something interesting has shown up apparently. In say, twenty minutes?" Daniels 
informed me as she twisted her Desk Chair around and rumbled it across the floor to my 
desk. 
 
She had changed the furniture around. 
 
Mar had sat opposite me. 
 
Facing me. 
 
Daniels had pooh-poohed that idea immediately, saying that she would prefer to sit at her 
own desk on the other side of the Squad Room than be forced to look at my ugly mug all 
day. It was enough when we were in the car, she had added comically! 
 
We wandered up to the Ninth-Floor Crime Scene Evidence Retrieval Unit, being introduced 
to a middle aged, paunchy man with coke bottle glasses and the complexion the colour of an 
overcast sky. He had obviously spent a misspent youth in front of a computer screen. Not a 
Snooker table! 
 
Harry Weston had a fierce handshake and a bad case of halitosis! 
 
"Detectives. I thought that you would prefer to see this rather than read about it in a dry 
report that I shall write for you... this is a copy of what we found on one of the Victim's 
Laptops. The other contains some superb poetry and a lot of gobbledegook that only he may 
have appreciated." 
He caressed a keyboard and a large screen filled with writing. 
 
"This is a Web page that the Victim had. Promoting himself as a more than plausible sperm 
donor. He was very confident in himself being a cut above the average... I have no idea 
what the Australian laws are on IVF Sperm Donors and their ability to advertise their 
attributes or not, but it struck me as somewhat egotistical, which was at odds with what the 
general assumption was of the man..." 
 
I sat on a tall bench stool and read the spiel. 
 
"This is a Web page?" I asked again, sounding incredulous. 
 
Weston nodded his head sternly. 
 
I turned to Daniels. 
 
"Do you know the laws in regards to self-advertising for Sperm Donors and whether it is 
allowable under Australian law?" 
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“No. Not at all, but my instinct tells me that it is illegal. I think that we'll need to speak with 
some-one in the DPP's office. I do know that patients involved in the IVF program can 
select their donor of choice based on what is supplied in, what we would call a 'Felons' 
Photograph Gallery... a Rogues' Gallery, of sorts." 
 
"What... you're given the choice?" 
 
“Yes. As far as I know. Yes. Nationality. Intelligence. Build. Family health history 
including that of each donor. The professional and even athletic standing of the prospective 
donor... though the identification of the person is not provided." 
 
“So! For instance, the woman of the other day... in Apartment 6D... she could have selected 
for example, our Vic as her Sperm Donor? That's not that far out of left field statement, as it 
would appear that she is in a lesbian relationship..." 
 
"That hadn't occurred to me, Joe... or I hadn't connected the dots so to speak... a good point. 
Yes. I think so. That's possible. In all honesty, from what we know of the man, she'd be 
slightly potty not to do so. I sure would if I was in that invidious position. If he was a 
registered Donor. Yes. It makes sense. She was friendly with him. Lived basically next door 
to him. If the whole process had been done through an IVF Clinic, then I don't think you 
would need to be a genius yourself to be able to pick out Marcos from the 'line-up' that the 
Clinic provided... guess that it was Marcos... I mean... he seems to be one in a million, 
doesn't he? Wasn’t it Muscles who marvelled over the man’s physique and the condition of 
all of his organs?" 
 
I nodded my head. The synapses commencing to buzz into life though for the life of me, 
they had not as yet, connected! 
 
"I guess so." I replied, not too sure how I should answer. I got the impression that my new 
partner was a little exasperated by my lack of empathy and understanding of the situation. 
 
She continued. 
 
"I would imagine that there’s a very rigorous psychological, medical and physical 
examinations involved before each male was selected as a Donor... that would be the case in 
all IVF Sperm Donor situations, I would imagine. Here in Australia." 
"They're then allowed to have their own Web Page?" 
 
"I don't know about that... I think as far as Clinical selection is concerned, there would be a 
degree of anonymity involved. I think that is the Law." 
 
"Which would mean that this type of Web Page would be frowned upon. It may be 
allowable in say, the US... or perhaps some South-east Asian countries but not here. Don't 
you think?" 
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Daniels shrugged her shoulders. 
 
Weston butted in. 
 
"The Web Page was created and registered in the US. They seem to allow these things, 
though there is reference to an IVF Clinic in Westmead close to the Kids Hospital." 
 
"That may not be viewed very kindly if we are correct in our assumptions about the legal 
status of such things here in Australia. Could you print out those pages, Harry?" 
 
"Would you like a list of satisfied customers?" 
 
"Good Grief! What! They're on the site, too?" I was flabbergasted. 
 
"Yes... around thirty-five glowing testimonials." 
 
"Would he receive any financial benefit for his services?" 
 
Again, Daniels shrugged her shoulders. 
 
“If he didn’t, then it would be purely an ego thing, don’t you think?” 
 
“No… there may be some humanitarian motive involved. Selflessness, wanting to help 
another human being through no fault of their own finding themselves in a position in which 
he can help.” 
 
I gave her a look of incredibility. 
 
"Good Lord.” I replied. “This world is becoming frightening... you could have siblings... 
half brothers and sisters coming together in future years completely ignorant of the 
connection... that is scary to me! Believe me, I've only found out recently that I'm one of a 
much larger family, myself. That was a huge upheaval for me, personally... couldn't... if a 
half brother and sister, say in the future, got together without knowing of the sibling 
background... couldn't this cause massive birth defects?" 
 
Daniels and Weston exchanged glances. Shrugged their shoulders, giving me a look that 
seemed to say that my imagination was running away with itself. Again! 
 
“The chances of a healthy pregnancy and child is fraught with danger with the odds against 
the normal birth process. There are so many conditions, causes and pitfalls that make such a 
success a bad bet…which only highlights the miracle of birth and child-birth.” 
 
They again looked at me as though I had grown horns. My cynicism and negativity were 
well known within the Murder Squad, but now, it was expanding in the other direction! 
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As we settled back into our desk chairs in the cavernous Murder Squad Room, Peta Daniels 
trundled up to my desk on her office chair. 
 
"What did that information have to do with the State of Denmark?" 
 
"My Nanna used to say that... I have no idea, but I didn't want to suppress the guy's 
enthusiasm. It doesn't help us in any way, as far as I can see. At the moment... but just think, 
that connection and circle is growing smaller, to my way of thinking." 
 
We both shrugged our shoulders in unison, which made us both laugh. 
 
The whole thing whizzed around in my brain for some moments. 
 
"Just think, we have a gay guy setting up a business as a sperm donor... I mean... would he 
find it difficult to even have sex with a woman? It wouldn't be an ejaculation into a beaker 
and the woman making the necessary arrangements for the little swimmers to do their job... 
it would have to be via penetration. The sex act... that doesn't seem right. How do they do 
it?" 
 
Daniels looked at me. Shook her head. 
 
“Joe? Marge would often say that your imagination was a curse and an advantage. They 
take an egg from the woman, insert your little swimmer as you call them, into the egg and 
for a number of days…I think…the fertile egg is kept in a Petrie Disk before being inserted 
into the prospective mother. Hopefully the process is accepted by the host and the woman 
goes the full cycle. I seem to remember that the process has a low rate of success, though.” 
 
“They don’t…. you know?” 
 
“Good grief! The guy would be exhausted, I would imagine.” She laughed. 
 
“That’s so impersonal…” 
 
“Maybe. But the need to have children…” She shrugged. A frown crossed her brow. "Could 
being gay be passed on as a hereditary thing?" 
It was my turn to shrug my shoulders. But the question again seemed to fire up a group of 
synapsis which began to whir around inside my brain looking for a dock to secure to. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 
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It was just over two weeks since I had ambled through Apartment 6A with the smell of 
Vicks Vapour Rub on my face mask cleaning out my nasal passages. 
 
We had literally hit that brick wall where all avenues of investigation seemed to have been 
expended. The Murder Book had grown rapidly to almost four volumes with exhaustive 
background checks on every resident that we had interviewed within the Surrey Towers. My 
nose still itched whenever Benny Mattoni aka Benji Martino's name cruised across my grey 
matter, though there was nothing that implicated the man. Or his son, who seemed to have a 
permanent angry disposition. 
 
The family tree and brief history of every person and associate of the Lavatollo, Mamouff 
and Malaki families filled an entire Volume. The Police Intelligence Unit had done more 
than asked. I had no idea whether the information was relevant but at least we had a 
connection. 
 
The one and only of the case so far. 
 
That is, the gun used in the murder had history. 
 
How this was connected to our case was at this stage, beyond comprehension. Both of us 
felt how-ever, that all it would take was one additional dot being connected and the whole 
thing would fall into place. 
Many homicide cases were like that. 
 
At our weekly Status Report Meeting that was held this morning, there were no sudden 
suggestions from any of the other Murder Squad personnel. Even Abbey did not have a 
suggestion from left field that would normally make us sit up and take notice. 
 
"How's the Homeless Homicide Cases coming along?" He had asked. 
 
"We have a meeting early to-morrow afternoon at the Morgue with Brian Sarvich. He has 
perused all the post mortem results of the six cases and is willing to sign off on them. The 
Scientific Unit is also willing to sign off with the forensic reports. What little there was on 
the other five cases. Muscles Sarvich apparently has interviewed the obnoxious English 
Professor who now resides in Melbourne and has spoken to the Assistant who was on three 
of the post mortems. She now resides in Perth. We'll be able to report more fully after to-
morrow afternoon, Boss." 
 
"OK. I'll leave you with it. Keep us abreast of the situation. I suggest you spend some time 
going back over the Murder Book details of the 6A Murder Case. I think that missing link is 
somewhere in those volumes. You're just not picking it up. OK? Nothing else from any-one 
else? Everything good? We seem to have an average clearance rate this month so that is 
good. Keep it up. OK, every-one, out of here and back to work... um... Sonny... Hendo... 
could you two please remain after the rest have ambled out of the Office?" 
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We all filed out of the Conference Room heading back towards our desks. Light banter the 
order of the day. We were the only team that seemed to be bogged down with no evident 
forward movement on any of the seven cases that we now had on our desk. 
 
I had a funny feeling that I was the topic of conversation between Abbey, the Murder Squad 
2IC and the Operational Manpower Manager, Guy 'Hendo' Henderson. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 
 
 
"Let's take the most recent case first........" Brian 'Muscles' Sarvich offered, as he gestured us 
to take a seat around a small conference table. "…Arthur Goodman. I think that you are 
aware of the results? Post mortem and forensic trace? We obtained his Army Service Health 
record from the ADF and a similar health record from the three doctors that he used prior to 
his Army days and after his discharge date..." He handed us a copy of the Reports. "…There 
was nothing in those records that would indicate any contributing factor. Sorry Joe, but the 
guy basically choked to death. Possibly a coughing episode as he ate a sandwich too 
enthusiastically. No sign of foul play. No poisons or trace to indicate such, found anywhere 
near, on or in the body or surrounds. As I indicated in preliminary discussions with you on 
the afternoon of the post mortem, he had advanced Bowel Cancer that must have been 
giving him some discomfort, one would have thought. It would have limited his life-span to 
something around twelve months or thereabouts. I will be signing off on his death as 
accidental death for the Coroner." 
 
Muscles took a sip of water. 
 
He looked sheepishly at me. 
 
Turning to Daniels, possibly hoping that she would concur with his thoughts left unsaid. 
That I had indeed gone off half-cocked on this one. I finished my shorthanded notes in the 
pertinent Case Note Book. Daniels pressed 'pause' on her phone. She raised her eye-brows 
at me when she noticed me glancing across at her and her Smartphone. 
 
"You’ve got to get up to date, Joe.” Muscles retorted between chuckles. He had caught the 
by-play between the two of us. 
 
Muscles' assistant, a pert little dynamo named Sarah Fields who looked too young to be 
here, let alone carry out post mortems in the neighbouring Autopsy Bay, let out a laugh. 
 
"Men, they can be so bloody slow!" She commented, hoping that I would respond to her 
bait. I sat there passively trying hard to ignore the barbs. 
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Eventually I had to fill in the silence and the occasional harrumph and giggle. 
 
"I forgot to bring my Tablet. We've not long been handed them so I still haven't learnt, as a 
habit, to carry them around every time that I step outside the Office... besides, they're too 
bloody bulky!" 
 
"You could have always used your iPhone, you know." Sarah Fields smirked. 
 
"Don't get too smart, young lady. You're not too old to lay across my knee and give you a 
spanking." 
 
"Many men have tried. Many men have failed." She said with a laugh. 
 
"Right... I haven't the time to go through the other five cases in any detail, suffice to say that 
I, Sarah and the Boss have painstakingly conducted an exhaustive examination of all the 
deaths. The Post Mortem protocol, the organ biopsies, blood and toxicology results and the 
gathered forensic trace reports. Gone through the lot of them with a fine-tooth comb. The 
Boss has interviewed all Officers involved in each case and perused the initial post mortem 
results and forensic analysis. The initial conclusions reached will remain. That is, in all 
cases, the deaths will be countersigned as being accidental with those evaluations being 
passed onto the Coroner. I doubt that he will disagree with those findings..." He looked over 
at me, a hang-dog look on his face. "I'm sorry, Joe. I know that this will leave you out on 
that proverbial limb..." 
 
He knew what this may possibly mean. 
 
After the meeting was adjourned, Daniels and I sat in the car for some moments before she 
turned to me. 
 
"This could make it difficult for you Joe... if the LAC Commanders or any number of the 
Uniforms guys want to place a formal complaint on what they may perceive as incorrect 
behaviour on your part with the Standards and Ethics guys, then you could find yourself in 
somewhat of an embarrassing situation. Know what I mean?" 
 
"Yeah. I know. I thought of that. Nothing I can do now... let's pay a visit to Marge 
Hendricks on our way back to the Office. I'll drive, otherwise I'll think too much." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 
 
 
I kissed her on both cheeks and hugged her tightly after she appeared at her door. 
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"How you going, girlie?" 
 
"Don't you girlie me, Joe Lind. Otherwise I'll land one on you! Hear me? I'll make you both 
a coffee. How's it been working with this brain-dead imbecile while I've been away, Peta? 
Bloody difficult?" 
 
She gave Peta a hug as she said this, gesturing both of us over her threshold and into her 
home. 
 
"Yeah... he needs to be pointed in the right direction all the time... and his complete 
disassociation of all new procedures and whizz-bang gadgetry to make our lives easier in 
the field, has to be seen to be believed..." 
 
I ignored the banter of the two women as I walked quickly through Mar's abode towards the 
kitchen. 
 
"I'll come over on the week-end to clean this place up a bit. Bring Billy and Mal..." 
 
"Ha, so they can do the work, while you sit and watch TV." 
 
"…It looks as though some-one has not been keeping up appearances..." 
"You touch one little thing in my house and you'll get a kick between the legs that will end 
your days as a lover. The only sex that you'll be able to consummate will be of the oral 
variety... with your own implement that will be firmly rooted somewhere in your throat!" 
 
"Christ...you two are like a quarrelling, old married couple! You always like this?" Daniels 
offered with a laugh. 
 
We both gave her a look that could kill! Daniels slipped onto a high Bar Stool at the Kitchen 
Bench unaffected. 
 
We were both losing the force! 
 
I busied myself with the Coffee Machine that I had bought Mar several years ago as a 
Christmas present. I glanced across at my errant partner. She had a bit more colour in her 
face from when I had seen her several days previously. And her eyes were getting back the 
sparkle. Her stature too, looked more assured. Her tongue was well and truly back to its 
very best, I mused to myself. 
 
"How you feeling, Mar?" 
 
"Fine, Joe. Fine. Thanks for keeping up the supply of food and doing a bit of shopping for 
me. It's much appreciated. Ta." 
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I nodded my head. 
 
"Can't let you starve, Hendricks." I looked over at her with a concerned look on my face. 
“You OK with it? Your choice?" 
 
Marge Hendricks glanced at Daniels. 
 
A little embarrassed talking about it in front of a woman who had three kids. 
 
Mar had no idea on Daniels thoughts on abortion. 
 
"It's OK, Marge. I've always believed that it is the woman's right of choice. I know that it 
would have been a difficult choice for you to make and you didn't make it lightly. You 
coming back to work soon?" 
 
Mar nodded her head. 
 
"Yeah. Soon. I'll use up some more of my holidays... and time off in lieu. Abbey's been 
keeping a close eye on me. And this goon here is getting to the point of overstaying his 
welcome. I practically see more of him now than when I was working chauffeur for the guy 
ten to twelve hours a day!" 
"Jeez… complaining females... yer never gunna please them...I should know that by now! 
Go up to your Cousin's place behind Coffs. It will be good for you. They'll mother you a bit 
as that is what you should have for a while." 
 
Thinking that my sympathetic words and suggestion would be well received. Hendricks' 
eyes welled up. She excused herself and walked quickly from the room. I had a stunned 
look on my face. 
 
I turned to Daniels with a surprised expression. 
 
"What?" I exclaimed with my arms spread in a questioning manner. 
"Jesus, Joe... don't you ever think before you open your mouth. She's just had an abortion 
and you're talking about bloody mothering... bloody hell Joe, you can be a bloody 
imbecile..." 
 
"It's OK, Peta." Mar mumbled between blowing her nose as she re-entered the Kitchen area. 
"He's just a bloody twit at times, is all. A lovable twit that at times, can be something 
special… on those odd occasions. It shouldn't have taken you too long to realise that..." 
 
I knew to comment, to offer an apology, even to try for a clever line may see me breath my 
last gasp of air. I shut up and busied myself with coffee mugs. 
 



 
87 

For about an hour we sat around Hendricks' small kitchen table discussing to-day's 
proceedings at the Morgue and the stalled 6A Homicide case. 
 
"Arrh, Sunshine. You've got yourself in quite a pickle this time, Loverboy. I can't believe 
that you'd forgo the offered recording of the meeting. That's not like you, Joe. Usually with 
that type of thing, you've got your mind on the job..." 
 
"I've been worried about you, Mar..." 
 
"Whoa, Loverboy! Nice sentiments and all that, but don't go putting the guilt trip on me... 
especially when it's you falling from grace. If you manage to worm your way out of this 
one, you will never be the flavour of the month with quite a few of the Uniform guys... and 
they've got long memories." 
 
"Not to worry. I'll lay odds that some of the Uniforms present would have taped the 
proceedings on their mobiles..." 
 
"Is he always this bloody dumb?" Daniels asked, as she glanced at Hendricks. 
 
"Afraid so..." 
 
"Don't mind me. Just carry on a conversation in an insulting manner as though I'm not here." 
"You’re still not with us, are you, Joe? If some-one did tape the proceedings on their 
mobile, they sure as hell aren't going to give the evidence to you if it helps your cause in any 
way... against their complaint... and if it shows you in bad light, which I'll lay odds it would, 
then you'll get to see it at the Standards and Ethics meeting as part of their case not 
yours…if you make it to there..." 
 
"Good to see I have the whole-hearted support of my fellow Officers!" 
 
"Who bloody well know the shortcomings and failures of one of their fellow Officers...." 
 
We sat in silence for some moments, letting time drift. 
Mar placed the conversation back onto familiar territory where I felt safe. 
 
"Motive! What's the motive? You just don't walk into a guy's pad in the middle of the night, 
pick up a pillow, place it against his chest, put a gun to the pillow and fire a shot through 
that straight into his chest... and then walk out making sure that you lock the door as you 
know the situation on that floor and the several others above... for no good reason at all. I'd 
hazard a guess and say that if you find the connection between the former owners of the 
hand gun and some-one living on either floor six through eight, then you'll immediately 
solve the case... was the background histories of all residents exhaustive... going back 
years... how old was Marcos? Late thirties. Is the school history included on all the 
residents’ backgrounds?" 



 
88 

"Schools? Why schools?" 
 
"The majority of the residents are in the Arts or Entertainment business. Yes? Passionate 
people. Driven, professional people. About half of those are homosexual. Again passionate, 
emotional people who have possibly experienced quite a bit growing up. Bullying at school. 
Rejection. Even guilt themselves about their sexual leaning. The full gambit maybe... it's a 
thought." 
 
"In this day and age?" I exclaimed. 
 
"Too right. It maybe the time of enlightenment with homosexuality out in the open more 
these days, but prejudices still exist as it always has in the school atmosphere. Why do you 
think there is an enormous jump in youth suicides over past years?" 
 
"Not because some kid comes out..." 
 
"You'd be surprised... Jeez Joe, where were you when Billy was in his young teens. A lot of 
kids around that age are totally confused about their sexuality... whether they're gay or not... 
or anything in between... why don't the girls like them... aren't they good looking enough? 
Do they show an effeminate side that some of the male class mates fear... or at least despise 
or ridicule... why can’t they be part of the ‘in’ crowd? The gang? Any gang? On every 
bloody level, they're confused and unsure... and it's a darn sight worse than in our age 
because the kids are more aware... and have all these Social Media sites where they can 
bully in relative anonymity..." 
 
"Christ... you make it sound like a jungle out there at that time. It wasn't for me..." 
 
Marge shook her head. 
 
"Because you weren't in a minority clique... and for you, School was a long time ago with 
memories glossing over the hard times in any case, Loverboy. The mind has a funny way of 
anaesthetising that period or any period where you were lost and alone... for some of us at 
least." 
I shook my head, looking down at the table top before answering. 
 
"It's bloody social media and the ease with which kids to-day use it without fully 
understanding that what-ever is flippantly... and in most cases quite innocently stated on 
Twitter or Face Book or what-ever, it is there for the duration. For all to see. Not like in the 
old days when a throw-away line can be forgotten, apologised for or ignored. And is usually 
said within ear-shot of a small number of kids... with not the entire School and District 
tuning into it." 
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"He's really anti-progress in a lot of ways, is our Joe. Anal attentive even." Marge butted in. 
A snigger on her face. Daniels replied with a smirk of her own. The expression sufficient. 
Words not required. 
 
I continued with my spiel as though no interruption had been noticed. 
 
"…you won't catch me using those programs and I've been caught so many times where my 
humour does not come across as such in e-mails either... unless I warn the recipient of said 
e-mail with a 'lol' or 'FATFL' which I only found out recently, stood for 'falling about the 
floor laughing'... how bloody idiotic that you have to prefix things to ensure that your reader 
doesn't get the wrong idea. And that's the downfall of all forms of Social Media. Kids aren't 
proficient in word construction and the fact that the spoken word is but a very small part of 
communication..." 
 
Daniels nodded her head slowly. 
 
"Stated by a man who is completely ignorant of the fact that as a Dee, he should have a 
poker face but fails dismally in that regard." 
 
Both women laughed loudly at that comment. 
 
It was beyond me! 
 
The atmosphere settled down to that comfortable silence while the three of us finished our 
coffees. 
 
Daniels' eyes gained that glazed over, far-away look as though she was looking at 
something without seeing it properly. 
 
"School... yeah. That's the connection... bullying perhaps." 
 
"What?" Chorused both Mar and I in unison. 
 
Daniels shook her head. 
 
Glanced at both of us before peering down into her empty coffee mug. 
 
"I don't know... there's something that I read in one of the volumes of the Murder Book the 
other day that kind of twigged but didn't. It made me think that I had read something similar 
about some-one else of interest in the case... but it didn't register clearly, if you know what I 
mean." 
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"Sleep on it." I suggested. "Don't even think about it now. Wipe it from your brain, but 
when you climb into bed to-night before you go to sleep, mull it over as you drift off... it'll 
come to you during the night." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 
 
 
"You on a leash? Grounded?" Daniels asked as I slumped into my chair behind my desk. 
 
I absent-mindedly adjusted the computer screen. 
 
Fiddled with it. 
 
I'd just spent several hours, most of the morning, in the Boss's office being hit from all 
sides. Even 'Sonny' Liston seemed to have morphed into his name-sake and was 
pummelling me from head to toe. I had the feeling that I was completely out of the loop and 
what-ever was happening was totally out of my control. Or knowledge. 
 
I had thought that the meeting that I had had with the Uniforms at the Police HQ building in 
town had gone down if not successfully, then with a degree of satisfaction, as I had forced 
the attitudes and lack of professionalism of the company of blue shirts, out into the open. 
 
Perhaps they felt that the best form of defence was offence and had commenced 
proceedings. I knew that in cases such as this, the subject of the complaints, being me in this 
case, was usually the last to know of any political wrangling. 
 
It was as if I had this small part of my brain missing. As though it had been cauterised. 
Disconnected. 
 
It apparently wasn't just what I had said being the problem with a fair few of those present, 
but in the manner that I had said such things... and my expressions at the time that I either 
said things or as a reaction to them detailing specifics. I was in essence, being crucified, 
drawn and quartered for what-ever I was thinking in response to the telling. 
 
That was the fact that I could not fathom. 
The conversation at Marge's home the day before, crossed my mind. At me being a lousy 
Poker Player as the cards that I had were reflected in expressions on my face. 
 
I seemed to be missing something, as it didn't compute. I was perplexed by what was 
happening as to me, the meeting had been successful. No shit flung or received!? 
 
What the...? 
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I looked across at Daniels. 
 
She had a worried look on her face. 
 
I gave her question some thought before answering. 
 
"Nah, though that maybe only days away. The Indians are apparently circling, though they 
haven't let off any arrows as yet. It won't be long. The trouble is, my history is littered with 
my bruising of fellow Officers who are too thin skinned and insecure for their own good and 
harbour grudges into the bargain! I know that I can rub people the wrong way and will 
never be awarded a diplomatic post in Washington or Moscow... and to make matters worse, 
I have not performed that well over the last couple of cases... several occasions of note that 
has earned the ire of Abbey... and a reprimand or two from him into the bargain as well." 
 
I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
'What the heck' I thought to myself. Life goes on. Being in the poo was second nature to me, 
almost! 
 
"Look Joe. For what it's worth, I've been here in the Squad for over twice as many years as 
you have. Almost three times as long in fact. Abbey has always been my Boss. He has never 
hung an Officer out to dry or dropped him like a ton of bricks without that Officer having 
deserved it. Having really fucked up in a big way. You do not challenge anyone of those 
guys for the simpleton smuck of the year... by a long shot, let me tell you. Abbey won't let 
you go down without a fight, I can assure you... now, if you're not on a leash, then let's go. 
I've been slaving my guts out all morning backtracking that little connection that I was 
trying to remember at Mar's place yesterday." 
 
"Well... did you comply with my advice and wake up this morning with it buzzing in your 
head?" 
 
She looked up at me. A smile cracked across her face. A look of success in her eyes. 
 
"Yes and no... Yep... I think that we just may have found the connection." 
 
"That sure is comforting... an avenue to turn up into and accelerate. At last a direction you 
reckon? Fantastic, I think! Go? Where?" 
 
"I'll tell you on the way. Make sure that you grab your Tablet and phone, OK? Let's get the 
fuck outa here" 
 
I sat in the car as we eased toward the South-western Motorway. 
 
"Where we going?" 
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"Goulburn." 
 
"Goulburn!? What's in Goulburn except for cold weather and biting winds? It's a bit bloody 
late to head down there now, you know. It'll put us back in town around ten or eleven to-
night if whom-ever you want to speak to prolongs the interview. Why not wait until to-
morrow?" 
 
"We got other things to do to-morrow. And we're heading to Our Lady of the Cross Catholic 
Ladies Boarding College..." 
 
"Then that clears it up... why?" 
 
"To see a teacher... who teaches there..." 
 
"I certainly hope so..." 
 
"…by the name of Yashir Ashton nee Mamouff. She is the younger sister of the five 
Mamouff brothers who now reside at the Governor's Pleasure at Long Bay... oh... except for 
the eldest of the five who is in Goulburn Maxi. He is a real mean mother... apparently." 
 
"Yes... and?" 
 
“Yashir Mamouff went to the McKellar Catholic Girls High School from Year Seven 
through to Year Ten along with Teresa Malaki and Bella Sanderson. There is some evidence 
to indicate that the three were as thick as thieves right through Primary School and High 
School, though the Mamouff and Malaki families were not too pleased about the 
association. Concerned sufficiently that the Mamouff family removed their daughter to 
another school for Years Eleven and Twelve when they moved address to the Eastern 
Suburbs." 
 
I shook my head. 
 
"Let's keep the hate a ‘boiling." I cynically offered. 
 
"Yeah. Sad really, isn't it. And short sighted too, by all accounts. The feisty young lady 
really resented the family edict to such an extent that she hasn't spoken to her family since 
she began Teachers College. She has been married for close on ten years and has three 
children. She works part-time as a Teacher of English and English and Australian Lit. I 
doubt that she is even aware that her eldest brother resides not that far from her..." 
 
I settled back in the seat and closed my eyes. Letting the sun warm my body as it streamed 
through the front windscreen. It was mid-afternoon and I was thinking that an overnight stay 
would be the most astute alternative. 
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"I didn't bring a tooth brush." Peta Daniels muttered, as though she was reading my mind. 
"It would be a good idea to stay in Goulburn overnight, don't you think?" 
 
"I'll ring Abbey on that...and see if we can get into the Maxi section to interview the eldest 
Mamouff boy. Abbey knows every-one of importance..." 
 
"Why do we need to interview the Mamouff man? He'd be a middle-aged thug by now with 
jail house tatts and a corrupt and bitter mind." 
 
"We have not established ownership of the gun. Sure, we assume that it was one of the 
Mamouff boys who held and fired it during those couple of 'drive-byes' all those years ago 
and thus owned the gun, but it could have been a cousin... or even a mate for that matter. 
We need to have the evidence chain..." 
 
"And you think that he'll just come out and confess to it... sure coppers, dats me gun. A 
bloody, little bewdy. Me fav'rite gun of all time. I lost it. Not bloody likely! And besides, a 
more important point... we haven’t got the gun. We may know the make and appearance of 
the thing but we don't know where it is... do we?" 
 
"First things first. If he is not made aware of the gun being used in a recent homicide and 
therefore cannot be charged with the supplying of a prohibitive and illegal weapon that was 
used to shoot to death a person which would immediately implicate him with a charge of 
'before the fact', his memory of his favourite gun just might obtain a statement that goes 
something like 'sure, coppers, that's me gun'. That's all we need to confirm the evidence 
trail. And if Yashir Ashton can substantiate that statement of her eldest brother, all the better 
for the evidential trail. Worth the risk don't you think? The other thing is that if what you 
have told me is correct, and that Bella Sanderson is implicated in having obtained the gun 
from one Yashir Mamouff all those years ago while they were still at school and then used 
the gun in the homicide of Marcos 'Mark' Szalovic some twenty-odd years later, I'd bet my 
house on the gun being somewhere inside Apartment 6D..." 
 
"Nah... you think? Why?" 
 
"Because it represents something to her... I don't know what... but it would be bloody 
unusual for a person, and more so for a woman, to hoard such a weapon for all these years... 
what? Over twenty years, unless there is some significant value in it to her..." 
There was silence as Peta ran this through her mind. Driving straight into a late winter's 
setting sun with the sunshade pulled down low that made her hunch over the steering wheel. 
 
She glanced over at me. A smile on her face. Nodded her head. 
 
"Jeez. And you're a thinking, crafty copper too. Get onto Abbey. It may be best to wait until 
to-morrow morning to interview Yashir Ashton at home. It's her day off to-morrow. I'll need 
to alert my husband that I'm spending a cold night in Goulburn with a thinking, crafty, hot, 
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young copper as my bed mate..." She got a fit of giggles. "Do you think that it is too early to 
get Abbey to organise a Search Warrant for entry into Bella Sanderson and Sharna 
Sullivan's Apartment? 6D?" 
 
"Maybe... but I'll fill him in. If we get conformation of the tracking of the gun, that will 
make the application that much easier to obtain... we very well might be on the verge, here 
girlie. Bloody good work, I'd say." 
 
There was excitement in my voice. I felt the end was near. 
 
"Calm it down, man. We've got a while to go... and you're never too sure how people are 
going to react. To provide the information that we're looking for. From my experience, to 
expect that smoking gun is a sure way to get egg on your face..." 
 
"I have no idea what type of gun would shoot egg... no... don't spoil the moment, partner. 
Don't spoil the moment. Wrap yourself in its embrace." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 
 
 
It took Abbey around thirty minutes to get back to us on the car phone speaker. 
 
"Ten to-morrow morning, after things have settled down after morning shift change-over, 
morning Exercise, breakfast, showers and what-ever else happens in the Supermax section 
of Goulburn Jail... Glenda Bateman. She's the Assistant Super. Max Percival is on some 
type of overseas fact finding trip on Super-Max Prisons and what not... not a bad job if you 
can get it. Change your itinerary. Interview the Ashton woman late this afternoon. She does 
the Special Needs Class after the normal school bell. She'll wait until you arrive, up until 
five when she needs to get home to get her kids settled and begin the evening meal 
preparation. Hope you took a tooth-brush each and a change of clothes... no worries, I guess 
to-morrow morning will be OK as that Prison has a stale smell all of its own. You'll marry 
in quite well! Oh... I'll leave the Warrant until we get confirmation of the gun being placed 
in the hands of Sanderson. Ring me first thing to-morrow morning as I'm giving myself an 
early mark. I'm going to see a Defence Lawyer about a case that she needs to think about..." 
The last comment set the hairs on the back of my neck a’waving. 
 
We could hear him laugh as he signed off. 
 
"Well, that settles it. The whole bloody Office will give us heaps to-morrow afternoon when 
we get back... small minds." Peta added. 
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"Buggered if I'm going back into work straight up. I'll be going home first to change my 
clothes and if sufficient time then still exists, I'll think about walking in late in the afternoon, 
if at all!" 
 
"Never thought about that. Sounds like a good plan to me. You can drop me at my place 
which is the easier route, then take the Unmarked to your joint. I'll find my own way into 
work the next day. The kids will love me being home so early when they get out of school. 
What was the arrangement between Marge and yourself concerning the car?" 
 
"She always took it home. It's a very short detour to drop me off and pick me up for her on 
the way into work. As the crow flies, we are only about three kays from each other. That's 
why we usually did the evening jog together. There's an Athletic Field midway between the 
two of our homes, so that's good... I'm not too sure whether she'll be back for sure. After 
everything...." 
 
"Joe? Yes, she will. She loves the job. It's her life. Truly. Like me. I was lucky that my 
husband had a job that he could transfer to our home so he is there with the kids when-ever. 
Otherwise, I sometimes scare myself about what choice I would have settled on. The hubby 
and kids or the job. I often think that I'd turn down my marriage for the job... strange, isn’t 
it!? Men… or very few, have to make a similar decision, but I reckon that all women do at 
some stage in their careers. That knowledge sometimes gets up his nose a bit. My Hubby is 
fantastic, usually. But there are moments when he is feeling insecure and unloved. Men. 
You’re all like kids at times, wanting a mother instead of a wife and lover!" She chuckled at 
the telling. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY 
 
 
We were directed to the Teachers' Staff Room that looked out onto a bitumen surfaced 
playground that had a high, steel portal frame and roof sheeting covering more than a half of 
its area. It was huge. Gone were the days of lunchtime in the sun. I wouldn't want to be 
standing under the structure during one of those famous Goulburn southerly busters howling 
straight off the snow fields. 
 
The roof would surely thrum! 
We sat opposite the woman in comfortable sofa chairs. A small, low coffee table separating 
us. I had trouble positioning my Tablet to focus in to her full face on the screen. 
 
I so much wanted it to be perfect. 
 
There are some women who are totally aware of their beauty and the effect that they have 
on others. There are others, like Yashir Ashton, who are totally unaware of their striking 
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beauty and instead, are quite shy and reserved about it. Almost self-conscious of their looks. 
She was tall and slender with a stance that showed that while she was aware and proud of 
her height, her beauty was for others to decide upon. 
 
"I'm afraid that I cannot think of a single thing that I may be able to help you with, Officers. 
You did say that you are Murder Squad Detectives from Sydney. I spoke to your boss about 
an hour ago... and was it you, Detective, whom I spoke to this morning?" 
 
Daniels nodded her head. 
 
She looked nervously from Daniels to I. 
 
I was star-struck. Tongue tied. 
 
The smouldering good looks of Eastern Mediterranean and Italian women. The dark eyes 
that were large and innocent. A sensuous mouth, slightly too large. A delicate nose that the 
Italian film star of a bygone era, Gina Lollobrigida spent thousands of dollars on, trying to 
emulate. A delicate face that was shrouded by glistening long hair that was tied very loosely 
at the nape of her neck by a large tortoise-shell clasp. Small girlish breasts. A long frock to 
the floor that neither hid nor revealed too much of her figure. 
"Can I get you a coffee each?" She asked quietly. Her speech and inflection perfect. What 
one would expect from an English Teacher, I thought. I had this sudden thought that I would 
defend her honour against all takers. Mar was right. I could lose my sense of neutrality and 
objectivity extremely easily. 
 
We both declined the offer. 
 
Daniels started in with no ceremony or getting to know you natter. 
 
"You were a student at the McKellar Catholic School for Girls at Granville. 
 
"Yes. From Year One up to Year Ten when my parents moved to Watsons Bay." 
 
"You, as Yashir Mamouff, were very good friends with Teresa Malaki and Bella Sanderson 
throughout that period." 
 
She nodded her head timidly. 
 
"Yes. Much to the chagrin of my and Teresa's parents. We should not have become friends 
with an Australian. We were expected to remain loyal to our Lebanese heritage and not to 
even have anything to do with another Lebanese family who were considered our enemy." 
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She shook her head. An exquisite smile lightened her face. Perfect teeth. The memories still 
warm in her mind. She focused on a spot behind us. On the far wall. As though a video was 
casting an image there of a time long gone. 
 
"If my memory of those times is accurate, the Mamouff and Malaki families came from 
different parts of Lebanon. Bringing their prejudices of each other to Australia with them. 
Expecting their children and grand-children to carry on the ugly and senseless tradition. 
Neither Teresa nor I were willing to co-operate. Bella of course, couldn't understand this 
blood hatred between the families especially when the original sin that caused this rift could 
not be recalled by either family patriarch. It was just there. It was not my place to question 
such things. A young and inquisitive girl did not need to know. It was for the men to decide 
the rigidity and action over this matter, my Grandpapa would mumble each time that I 
attempted to get to the bottom of the blood feud. Silly. Just plain stupid. Something 
happened during the First World War when Turkey ruled the area. One hundred years ago, 
would you believe!" 
 
"Have you kept in contact with either girl? Seen them? Spent time with them?" 
 
Yashir looked again from me to Daniels. A wrinkling of her brow displaying her growing 
concern. 
 
"What's this all about? I haven't kept in contact with either girl, much to my shame. I lost 
contact with both of them the moment that my family moved. It took me some time to 
realise that that was the real reason for the move. A half million dollars move to sever my 
friendship with the two of them. I tried to look up Bella when I started at Teachers 
College... after my determined split from my entire family. What has happened. Has either 
girl been murdered?" 
 
"Why would you ask such a question?" 
 
She looked around the room giving the impression that she was a little confused. Or 
possibly frustrated and angry at our seemingly irrelevant questions that to her, were about 
ancient history. 
 
"Because you're both Murder Squad Detectives from Sydney. Look, I'm willing to cooperate 
and answer your questions as long as you are honest with me. Understand? I will walk out 
of here in a moment if you do not level with me. OK?" 
 
The feisty young girl shone through. She leant forward, lifting her eye-brows questioningly 
as she did so. We were about to lose her. 
 
"You gave Bella Sanderson a handgun around the time when you were in Year Ten. Just 
before your family’s move to the Eastern Suburbs. Didn't you? It belonged to your eldest 
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brother, didn't it? We are trying to establish the Ownership lineage of the gun in question." I 
babbled out, hoping that my concern and thought of her leaving was not too obvious. 
 
Daniels swung her tablet around so that the woman could see a photograph of a similar hand 
gun. 
 
"Gawd, it's so long ago. Over twenty years. I haven't thought about it since then. Would I be 
in trouble after all these years? For giving her a gun? Would I somehow be responsible if 
the gun was used in a crime, after all these years?" 
 
"No, Yashir. Certainly not. You've heard of the Statute of Limitations. It is well outside that 
legal framework. We just would like to be able to trace... to discover the ownership of the 
gun over those twenty-odd years..." 
 
"Has Bella shot some-one with it? No. It's too long ago. Knowing Bella, she would have 
gotten rid of it as soon as her father left... she really hated handling the cold, evil thing. 
That’s what she said of it at the time. Um…that is why I gave her the gun. Her father was a 
bully and a drunk. He'd abuse Bella's mother at a drop of a hat. Bella stood up to him to 
protect her mother a couple of times. She was put into Hospital on each occasion. She and 
her mother were becoming more concerned for their safety. Bella knew about my five 
brothers. Street thugs. They had a whole heap of guns. I lifted a lot of the guns up to see 
how heavy they were. That gun felt the most comfortable though I can remember still being 
surprised of its weight. I had to kind of teach Bella to hold it with both hands. I had seen my 
brothers do the same out in the backyard as I spied them through my bedroom curtains. 
Playing silly games with all their guns. Mum and Dad seemed to ignore the displays even 
though they knew what was happening. Knowing that it was totally illegal." 
 
She crossed her legs at her ankles and smoothed down her long dress. 
 
"Perhaps if they'd have been a little stricter, all my brothers would not be in Jail right now. 
From memory, Bella didn't need the gun at all. The Police took her father away for abusing 
her mother and her. I didn't ask for it back as Yousuf had bashed me up after he had found it 
missing. He accused me of stealing and hiding his favourite gun. He couldn't make me 
confess, no matter how hard he hit me..." 
 
There seemed to be a triumphant and steely look on her face. She jutted her chin out in a 
sign of stubbornness. 
 
"…Mama in the end, came out to attack him with a broom. The big sook cried from what I 
can remember. That made me feel good as I hadn't cried one tear as he was belting into me. 
Is that what you wanted from me. The confession that yes, I did steal the gun that looks like 
the one in that photo and yes, I did give it to Bella all those years ago? We moved to 
Watsons Bay a little after that if I recall correctly. I forgot about it. The gun." 
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"Yes. And I promise you..." I said earnestly, drowning in the pools of her large dark eyes. 
"...you will not hear of this from the Police ever again. Thank you for your cooperation. You 
were indeed a brave girl wanting to help save your best friend and championing over the 
belting that your brother gave you. Thank you." 
 
"Some friend I turned out to be. Not keeping in contact or even attempting to regain contact 
with either one of them once I was rid of my family... things just kept on getting in the 
way... a terrible excuse, I must say." 
 
"It happens to a lot of us. Losing old friends and gaining new ones as we live our lives is a 
part of the maturing process, I think." 
 
She nodded her head slowly as we rose to leave. 
 
"Detectives? Is Bella in trouble?" 
 
"We honestly don't know at this stage. All we will say is that we need to question her again 
in regards to the gun and its whereabouts. We hope that she can help with our enquiries..." 
 
The standard draft reply. 
 
She seemed satisfied, even though the truth was a bit stretched. 
Daniels gave me a filthy look as we headed towards the car. 
 
"That famous poker face of yours seems to only work with females, Joe. You know that?" 
 
"Bloody hell, you can be as cruel as Mar. What? My Poker face famous or something?" 
 
"Have you ever wondered why you are not a regular at our Poker nights... surely you can 
figure out why. You are supposed to be one of the brightest Dees in the Squad Room." 
 
I didn't have a clue what she was on about or how she may have gotten a whiff of my 
famous poker face. I wouldn’t have thought that it was a subject of discussion amongst my 
colleagues. Maybe I was wrong in that regard. 
 
We hurried into town to buy some toiletries and king-sized T-shirts to wear to bed. We were 
in abutting Units. Daniels was not that keen to take a Twin, saying that she had heard that I 
was a screaming snorer. 
 
While her husband was supposedly a silent sleeper, any noise during the night, woke her. 
 
Her excuse was that she was a light sleeper. 
 
 



 
100 

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 
 
 
The Paragon Cafe was still in the middle of the Shopping strip in Goulburn. 
 
I could remember as a boy when the Highway went straight through the middle of town 
until it radically dog-legged at the western extremity of the shopping strip. Long before the 
Motorway was constructed, isolating the town from the vast proportion of travellers going 
to and from the Nation's Capital. Back then, Goulburn was the habitual stop on the way to 
Canberra. Each School Holiday that we went that way to visit my Aunt Ruth, my Nanna's 
sister who lived with my Uncle Rob just out of Gunning on a Sheep Station, we would stop 
for a 'drink stop' at the Paragon. 
 
They made the best Milk Shakes in the country, so I had thought as a lad. 
 
It was Aunt Ruth who first tried to tell me that my mother had run off when I was but a mite 
and it was my real mother's Mum who had bought me up. Me thinking that she was my real 
Mum. Of course, I wouldn't believe my Aunt's story and after that attempted revelation, that 
was the last time that I visited the farm. It was only on the death of my Nanna that the truth 
came out. Including the fact that Uncle Rob was in fact my grandfather. Aunt Ruth his 
second wife…. well, they never married, in fact. By then I was a strapping twenty-year old 
working as an undercover cop in Narcotics and about to be married. 
 
The large plate of scrambled eggs and bacon were as I remembered. 
 
The meal too large to finish. The local pig farmers had a ready supply of recycled food from 
this Cafe every day. Paid for by the tourists going through town. Since Adam wore shorts 
and long socks, I thought to myself as I finished off my coffee and waddled to the counter to 
pay the Bill. 
 
As instructed, we had rung Abbey first thing. 
 
We had not even been out of bed! Our due appointment time at the Prison was ten. We 
could have either slept in, jogged about or taken a scenic tour around the town. Typically, it 
was bloody freezing with a biting, cold wind coming straight off the snowfields. 
 
We elected to stay in bed. Daniels coming in to lie in the other single bed in my room so 
that we could watch the morning TV News and have a natter on what and how we would 
conduct the interview with the Mamouff crim. 
 
Abbey had listened attentively to our recounting of the meeting with Yashir Ashton and her 
admission. Then my theory on the possible location of the gun and the probable cause for 
the shooting. I felt that the motive was now plain and clear for all to see. Abbey suggested a 
calmer approach and to wait a little longer before jumping to conclusions. That manner of 
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action could often back-fire and cause grief to the individual. That comment rattled my 
nerves. Daniels, listening on speaker-phone, gave me that worried look again. 
 
"I'll organise a Search Warrant for you to expedite within the next day or two. A thorough 
search of the Apartment 6D and its associated Sub-Basement garage and vehicles. OK? In 
regard to the IVF Clinic... a fishing expedition maybe wise. I've organised a meeting first 
thing the day after next to obtain some background on the legal angles of the field and the 
rights and obligations of both the Sperm donor and recipient... it apparently is a legal 
minefield with the laws now requiring some modification and up-date due to this cyber-
connection that can straddle Australian laws. Great work. I think that I may not see you here 
in the Office until to-morrow. I think you are onto the home straight on this one. Keep it 
going, as time maybe short!" 
 
Again, that comment caused me concern. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 
 
 
As soon as you enter the isolated precinct of the Maximum-Security Wing of Goulburn Jail, 
an invisible weight seems to descend to sit uncomfortably on your shoulders. It is a 
depressing atmosphere that gains momentum and further weight as your footfalls echo down 
the broad corridor in front of you. 
 
The expression on Yousuf Mamouff's face only added to the feeling of having left the rest 
of the world behind. You took one look at the sullen man and knew that here was the typical 
example of the Jailbird Habitual. He was due out on parole within months but you could 
safely bet your house on his almost immediate return to the embrace of the Devil's House. 
 
"So? What you guys want? You coppers must think I'm stupid to even give youse the time 
of day..." 
"Then you must be stupid...." He didn't seem to get the point. "We just thought that you'd be 
interested in your favourite little handgun coming to light..." 
 
"Favourite little hand gun?" He asked slowly, thrusting his head to the side in some sort of 
non-verbal communication that only he could comprehend. 
 
Daniels spun her Tablet around to show him a photograph of a little Beretta. A silly little 
gun that lost a lot of its accuracy if the target was more than four metres away. It still paced 
a punch though in killing power if you were lucky to hit the target some sixty metres from 
you. 
 
He looked steadily at the picture. 
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"That's not me gun. Mine had chrome indents on the stock from what I remember. It was 
good to carry in an ankle holster as back-up... or in the small of ya back. It didn't stick out 
like a lot of bigger guns. I thought me sister had stolen it, but even with a belting, she 
reckoned she didn't... I don't know where I lost it..." 
 
"Your revolver was used a couple of times during several 'drive-byes'. Shooting up the 
Malaki family home at Regents Park. Around the early nineties, wasn't it?" 
 
"Christ, that was a long time ago. A lot has happened since then... what if I did use it instead 
of sticking a great big rifle out of the car window... ya can't get me for that now, you know. 
I ain't that stupid." 
 
"No... but only because no-one was killed. I reckon that you'd know your rights like most 
Jailbird Lawyers. And you're right. We just want to find out what happened to it. That's all." 
 
The overweight, puffy face, dirty skinned man shrugged his shoulders. Pushed his bottom 
lip out and stared at Daniels chest. 
 
"Okay... you reckon that you lost it? Where? Any ideas?" 
 
"I still reckon that me sister took it. Can't tell you why I think that as I don't know. But she 
took it to give to her friend. Either Malaki or that Australian bitch that she shouldn't have 
ever called friends...she should have known her place as a proud Leb." 
 
"Why not?" Daniels asked incredulously. 
 
"Why not what? Talk to that Malaki and Sanderson bitch? Because we don't mix with 
Australians…. or Lebs that cross us. Us Lebs are a proud people... we stick to our own 
kind." 
 
"Um… it was OK for her, your little sister, to be friends with Teresa Malaki for a long time. 
The Lebanese family that you feuded with for years..." 
 
"Yeah... they's were still Lebs like us...not Australians." 
 
"That doesn't make sense... and it stinks of prejudice. Do you mix in here?" 
 
"Ya have no choice if ya want to stay alive. That's different." 
 
"Okay, you believe that your little pea-shooter with the chrome inlay butt, was stolen by 
your sister to give to a friend of hers. Why do you think that is the case?" 
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"You think I'm stupid. I bashed up the Malaki girl. She told me. But I couldn't get close to 
the Sanderson bitch as there was cops all around her place at the time... and then other 
things happened..." 
 
"Like?" 
 
"We moved. I was put in the clink for the first time with two of me brothers for drug 
possession and having illegal guns so they reckon... so trying to get back another gun didn't 
seem to make much sense..." 
 
"No. I guess not." 
 
We sat there for some moments looking across at the professional Crim who may not realise 
it, but I thought that he'd gasp his last breath in prison. Bank the house on it, I reckoned. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 
 
 
"You got a plan, Ace?" 
 
I was driving the Unmarked back up the Motorway towards the city. 
 
"Yeah. I was a little perturbed at something that Abbey said about time running out. I would 
like to close this down as quickly as possible. How about we pay that Clinic a visit. It's not 
that far out of our way. I can backtrack to your joint, drop you at home and head to mine 
from there. What do you say?" 
 
She looked across at me with a furrowed brow, taking some time to answer with a non-
committal 'mmm' as her reply. 
 
"What?" I asked. Exasperation in my question. 
 
"Joe, it appears to me that you're racing time... just be careful, that's how mistakes are 
made." 
"Yeah... well... what the heck. It would appear that I may have made one hell of a mistake 
that very well could end my career. The least I can do is to try and roll up this investigation 
as a kind of swan song..." 
 
"How very heroic of you... still out to save the world... but mind my words, OK?" 
 
Parking was at a premium within the Hospital precinct and eventually we parked within the 
grounds at the Emergency Vehicle Entry Bays. I lowered the Police Vehicle ID card that 
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was always on the back of the sun visor into clear view. It was a fifteen-minute walk back 
out of the Hospital grounds to the Clinic. 
 
"It's getting close to lunch..." I murmured as we passed a Sandwich Shop. 
 
"You have got to be joking. I'm still trying to digest that bloody big breakfast that we had at 
Goulburn this morning..." 
 
"A coffee then?" 
 
"OK...but that's all I'm having." 
 
As we sat enjoying only our second coffee of the day, we talked over how we would 
approach with a line of enquiry at the Clinic. 
 
"What we have to be careful about, is that we haven't got a Warrant or Court Order. These 
medical establishments are paranoid about Patient confidentiality and I think with the Media 
attention that Marcos's homicide has generated, they will be very averse to answering any 
questions..." 
 
"We keep it general... or threaten to bring in the troops with a Court Order to completely 
rubbish their Patient records. The heavy-hand hit approach! As it is a Homicide 
investigation with the subject of our enquiries in the Morgue, then confidentiality is not a 
legal defence in failing to cooperate..." 
 
"That will need to be clarified, as I don't think that is exactly kosher... are you sure of it?" 
 
"It's worked plenty of times before." I replied. A smile on my face. 
 
"OK...let's finish up and hit it. Have we got a name of the Director? The Boss? Who-ever?" 
 
"No..." 
 
"Bloody hell, Joe, we're going in a bit cold, aren't we? A bit underdone?" 
 
I smiled. 
"The surprise element works most times..." 
 
"I thought that you said the heavy-handed approach was your most successful ruse?" 
 
I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
Gave Daniels my most innocent little boy smile. 
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Going by the expression on her face, it didn't win her over to my side! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 
 
 
We walked purposefully into the Reception Area of the Clinic. 
 
It was tastefully furnished in subdued colours. Colour coordinated furnishings. Most of the 
chairs in the Room occupied. Business was good! 
 
The thing that sparkled was the young Receptionist. Partially hidden behind a high 
Reception Counter shelf. I would have thought that a kindly, old matronly type of woman 
would be more suitable. Several women glanced up from their reading of the latest Show 
Biz scandal in those typical Women's magazines. Just as quickly reverting their eyes as it 
was obvious that we were the Police. 
I flashed my ID Card. 
 
"Murder Squad Detective Joseph Lind. And this is my partner, Murder Squad Detective 
Peta Daniels. We would like a word with the Manager of this establishment, if that is 
possible. She is in the building, is she not?" 
 
This said loud enough for all persons present to overhear. 
 
Several of the women tried to hide behind the smallness of the magazines held up to their 
faces. 
 
"I'm sorry. She is busy at the moment... um... I guess this is about poor Marcos... Marcos 
Szalovic?" 
 
She had the correct pronunciation of his surname. 
 
"You knew the deceased then?" 
 
"Yes, I did. One of our favourites... an absolute Prince..." 
 
"What do you mean by favourite?" 
 
She seemed to sense that she had over-stepped the mark and revealed way too much! 
 
"I'm sorry... I don't think it is my place to discuss our Donor base. I'm sure that it is against 
our written policy..." 
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She nervously ran her fingers through her short-bobbed hair. Adjusted the neck-line of her 
blouse. 
 
"And I hope that murder is thus included also." 
 
She blanched at the statement. On the edge of tears, she stammered that it would be best if 
she could summons Greta Enfield to see us. 
 
"She's not a Doctor?" 
 
Her hand wavered over the numbers of a small telephone switch pad. 
 
"Er... no. She is the highly-qualified Manager of this establishment. The Doctors are on the 
medical side of things. Too busy to deal with the day to day running of the Clinic. She has a 
Business Degree. Is a Charter Accountant and has run one of this city's finest Private 
Hospitals for some years. Very successfully, I might add." 
 
"It is a pleasure to find an employee who is willing to laud the qualities of her employer in 
such a way. Would you mind showing us through to her Office?" 
 
"I'll just let her know of your presence first, if that is all right by you?" 
 
"Yes. Of course. Please forgive my discourteousness. Just point us in the right direction." 
 
I was sure that Daniels was on the verge of collapsing to the floor in an apoplectic burst of 
laughter. 
 
The pretty young thing employed more for her appearance and cleavage show, murmured 
softly into a micro head-set. Looking away embarrassingly when it was obvious that our 
intrusion was not at all welcomed. And casting quick glances in our direction when our 
names were mentioned. She nodded her head slowly and offered a profuse apology for her 
time spent talking to her Boss. She indicated a door at the other end of the Reception area, 
brightly announcing that she would buzz us through as we approach the door clearly 
marked:  
 

Private. 
No Entry Permitted. 

 
"Go straight through. Down the corridor in front of you to the far end. A set of stairs. Ms. 
Enfield will wait for you at the top of the stairs." 
 
These directions accompanied by a warm, friendly smile. This was obviously what she had 
been employed for! 
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I had a sudden image flash across the grey matter of my brain of a scene out of Gone with 
the Wind, where Scarlet awaits the return of Brett, standing with heaving breast at the top of 
the grand stair-case. 
 
Silly really! 
 
The woman whom we met didn't look at all like Scarlet O'Hara. 
 
Instead it was she whom I thought should have been the first choice to man the Reception 
Desk. The archetypical friendly, old, matronly person. Her friendly disposition gradually 
dissipated as we neared her position at the top of the stairs. A minimum of introduction, a 
cold handshake and a litany of reasons why the meeting would not last for long. 
 
Her anger and impatience at our intrusion readily communicated to us. 
 
After we were lead to her large Office, she gestured towards two comfortable looking sofa 
chairs opposite a hard, upright chair that she sat awkwardly into. The arrangement in one 
corner of a large Office suite of modern décor of the same muted colour scheme as the 
Waiting Area downstairs. 
 
There was an impressive display of framed Citations and Degrees from ANU and NSWU. A 
lone photograph of a couple in the late stages of life on a large, modern glass-topped desk, a 
leather writing pad, a telephone and a mobile in its dock, a Laptop centred exactly on the 
leather pad and a pen. A long, low, blonde grained credenza sat against the wall behind her 
desk. Glowing in its lack of anything cluttering its long wide top. That was it. The view 
from two large windows displayed dense foliage and glimpses of traffic passing which 
seemed more interesting to me. 
 
"Marcos Szalovic. Yes. A poor state of affairs. As you can imagine, I cannot offer you any 
information regarding Marcos's involvement with this Clinic without breaking Client 
Confidentiality clauses between the two parties. There seems little reason to prolong this 
meeting any further." 
 
"We are investigating a brutal murder and we believe that the connection is your Clinic. We 
have a fair amount of detail concerning Szalovic's involvement as a Sperm Donor for your 
Clinic through his Web Page..." 
There was a degree of discomfort shown after I had uttered these words. The woman looked 
from Daniels to me before replying. 
 
"Yes. Well, we have attempted on several occasions to have that particular item removed. It 
seems that as it was posted in the US, it some-how circumvents Australian Laws regarding 
establishments such as ours and our right to advertise... or not… and the right of individuals 
to advertise their wares, if you know what I mean." 
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"But you do provide a list of Donors and their personal details to every intending IVF 
recipient, don't you? The fact that he, Marcos, readily identifies himself... and names your 
Clinic as his sole place of engagement for want of a better description, would enable the 
prospective Client to readily identify Marcos from the personal history that you provide 
against what his description entails on his Web Page?" 
 
"Your point?" She coldly stated as she looked at me as though I was some sort of buzzing 
insect that had invaded her inner sanctum and required to be slain... or drowned in a 
prolonged burst of insecticide. 
 
So it seemed to me. 
 
"It would seem that he is a Donor in high demand? Would that be correct?" 
 
She nodded her head slowly. Neither agreeing or disagreeing. Again, a look that could only 
be described as icy! 
 
"So, his Web Page was... um… surely a source of some return for your Clinic at no cost to 
yourself?" 
 
Again, she nodded her head before adding curtly that it was still against Australian Law in 
that regard. 
 
"From what we have been able to ascertain, the Web Page has existed for over three years. 
You have only just begun legal action to have its removal undertaken since the homicide of 
Marcos. Would that be correct?" 
 
"Your point?" 
 
"That you were quite willing to allow this circumvention of the Law because it was good for 
business. Tell me, if I wanted to become a successful Sperm Donor, want checks and 
balances are involved?" 
 
She looked over at me. Gave me an up and down appraisal. Still the coldness in her eyes. 
 
"You would be scratched at the first barrier." 
"Oh! Why?" 
 
"A former heavy smoker. A Drinker with signs of liver damage. A slackness of skin tone. 
Your muscle mass and toning show that you exercise regularly though it is a losing battle 
with the signs of premature aging creeping around the edges. What other ailments, and I'd 
say there are a few that would be revealed with a series of blood tests, MIR's and full body 
X-rays, I could only guess at, at this stage... and you fall way outside the upper age limit 
allowable for our sperm donors." 
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I suddenly felt old and jaded. Ready for the junk heap and I had not as yet, reached fifty! 
 
Daniels bowed her head. I'm sure to hide a smile. 
 
"No DNA Investigation?" Daniels asked, once she regained her composure. 
 
"We will be introducing that in the near future. A complete DNA procedure, but as you 
should be aware, such procedures are very lengthy and expensive though the costs involved 
have halved over the past five years." 
 
"And Medical history?" 
 
"Yes....a complete medical history is required from every prospective Donor subject...." 
 
"Including the family lineage?" 
 
"Oh, yes. That is very important. The more that Medical Science discovers, the more we 
find out about the inheritance of good genes..." 
 
"And Szalovic's supplied medical history was satisfactory?" 
 
"Yes. As far as I know. I am on the Interviewing Panel that gives final approval for a 
particular person seeking to become a Sperm Donor. I alone approve their final passage. It 
is imperative that the family medical history is supplied." 
 
"Under a Doctor's Letterhead of course?" 
 
"Yes. Certainly. That gives it credibility." 
 
"Yes...." 
 
I looked up at the ceiling, slouched further into the chair and slowly crossed my legs at the 
ankles. This display of improper deportment bought a slight scowl to the elderly woman 
sitting opposite us. 
 
"…um... I could relocate to another City perhaps,” I began. “...Interstate... let's say to start 
up a new business. As part of that process, I dig out the name of a good local Doctor. The 
initial appointment is then usually taken up with the recounting of my medical history...and 
my parents history and cause of death. Would that be a fair take on the process?" 
 
"Yes. But the protocols of such things are changing with every patient's medical precis 
being on a National Data Base..." 
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"That has not been adopted as yet. It is still sitting around in some corner of Parliament 
House in Canberra gathering dust... though I understand that a person can arrange a precis to 
be made available. Doctor to Doctor, so to speak... but the scenario that I have just 
described is the usual practice. Would that be correct. A Patient's telling of his medical 
history?" 
 
"Your point, Detective?" 
 
"I'm not doubting the veracity of the supplied information... yes I am, in fact... you see, as 
with every Homicide investigation, the usual lists of suspects come from the immediate 
family and circle of friends. In over eighty per cent of all homicides. A sad fact, don't you 
think?" 
 
I looked across at her. Sitting up, I leant toward her. Threatening to enter her space. 
 
"…So, our immediate direction of investigation is to delve into the family and background 
of the Victim. Exhaustively. We had a problem with Marcos... we could not trace out his 
family tree or any known relatives. It was as if he was dropped from an alien spaceship. By 
his own bio-page on the Web Page and the supplied information that is contained in his Bio 
that you have, he states that even his Grand-parents were exceptionally healthy with no 
flaws at all that he was aware of... and he has been described even by the Forensic 
Pathologist who conducted his post mortem... as the most perfect human specimen that he 
has seen in his entire career. Now that could be correct in all regards, but this lack of 
history... of family history that can be traced... that worries me. It smacks of something to 
hide. The important point is that did your Clinic take the account of his medical history as 
fact without making any further enquiries of your own?" 
 
The woman stared icily at me for some moments. 
 
"What would be the point in the Donor lying about his medical history... and that of his 
family?" 
 
I shrugged my shoulders 
 
"I hate having such a huge loose end staring me in the face, when a back-ground check of 
the guy is never carried out by your Clinic." 
 
"Um... wait one moment." 
She struggled somewhat to rise from the chair. She limped to her desk and tapped away on 
the key-board of her Laptop. 
 
"His parents immigrated from the Czech Republic as children accompanied by the parents 
and Grandparents straight after the War. A whole shipload so I am led to believe. In 1947. 
He was born in Sydney in 1976. His mother died from complications of child birth. His twin 
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sister was still-born. His mother was really too old to carry. She was 46 at the time. He has 
no other siblings. His father died in 1980 when Marcos was four years of age and he was 
reared by neighbours who were good parents to him. According to his narration. There was 
no formalised adoption in place. Their surname was Sheffield. Gloria and John. Neighbours 
of his parents and good friends apparently. Perhaps that is why it has been difficult for you 
to track down the history. I think he may have adopted the surname all the way through 
School, only reverting to his family name after University." 
 
"You have had this confirmed? Could we have a print-out of that information?" 
 
She limped back to her chair ignoring the question and request. 
 
"Can we have a print-out of that information please?" I repeated. 
 
"As I said before, that would amount to an invasion of our confidentiality agreement with 
the Client….and a Court order would be appropriate." 
 
She was closing down. 
 
"The Client is dead. Cold-bloodedly murdered. A Homicide Investigation precludes those 
arrangements." 
 
"I am not aware of that fact taking precedents." 
 
"Look, we can have a Search Warrant issued within twenty-four hours and have a bevy of 
Uniform Police come stampeding through your records spying everything and anything that 
may or may not be of relevance to our case... all I require is a print out of what the Victim 
provided to you as his medical history and that of his supposed family. If all the subjects are 
dead, then I cannot see the problem. More than likely, you will dump said information into a 
land-fill, shred it or rip up the information within six months in any case." 
 
She sat for some moments before nodding her head, agreeing to the request. 
 
She again rose awkwardly to walk to her desk, flying her fingers lightly across the keyboard 
of her Laptop. She then turned to the long credenza behind her desk. Opening a door, she 
bent awkwardly to a printer whirring into life and extracted a thin stack of printed paper. 
She crossed the room to thrust them into my hands. 
 
"If there is nothing else?" 
 
"Thanks for that. Yes. There is. His Web Page also included over thirty glowing reports of 
ecstatic women for whom his sperm was successful. We know that a Sharna Sullivan was an 
IVF recipient here at your Clinic. We are also led to believe that she opted to have, as her 
Sperm Donor, Marcos Szalovic. Exclusively. We are led to believe that she initially had 
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three miscarriages followed around an eighteen-month interval before she had three separate 
horrendous birth incidents, some thirteen months apart where the child was either still-born 
or alive at the time of birth with all three incidences suffering tragic and life-threatening 
malformations that precluded any sort of medical help to prolong the lives of the babies. 
They were in fact left to die. Ms. Sullivan has only recently been released from hospital 
after that last event with her Gynaecologist’s words echoing in her ears. That she should not 
endeavour to fall pregnant again as it more than likely will kill her. She is distraught beyond 
belief. Apparently, the quest for a baby for her and her partner Bella Sanderson, has been a 
life-long dream for the two of them. These tribulations, as you can understand, has placed 
an enormous personal weight on each of them and their relationship..." 
 
I paused and looked out the window. Something flashed across the periphery of my brain 
and was gone. I was too slow to catch the whirlwind. 
 
Ms. Enfield had squirmed in her hard-backed chair as I began to mention this extremely sad 
case. A look of guilt, more than sadness seemed to emanate from her eyes. 
 
"Yes...." She agreed. "Initially two miscarriages. Then a thirteen months’ period before she 
fell pregnant with it going almost full term. Another one after an eighteen months’ hiatus 
that also ended short term. Then this last one which went full term though, yes, so I am 
reliably informed, the baby was horrifically malformed..." 
 
"So, you are aware of this case and Ms. Sullivan's choice of Sperm Donor. Marcos and no-
one else?" 
 
The woman looked down at the floor. Coughed. She even looked as though she was having 
trouble holding back tears. 
 
"I'm aware of the case. That one definitely falls within the parameters of our confidentiality 
clauses." 
 
"It might... but generally speaking, what is the chance of such a run of bad luck?" 
 
"Bad luck?" 
 
She looked up at me with the sadness having been replaced by anger. 
 
"Detective, falling pregnant naturally is fraught with danger. The number of reasons why 
there is an unsuccessful marrying of an egg and a spermatozoon is still not fully understood 
by the experts. It could be said to be a matter of luck. We know a lot, Detective. But the 
more we know the more we learn of the great number of things that we don't know. The IVF 
procedure has come a long way since its inception. But it is a long way from perfection. 
Your 80% figure on family related homicides that you mentioned before, is still way above 
the success rate of the IVF program. We do not have all the answers as to why there is a 
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failure, a miscarriage cause, stillborn or even the mother's body completely rejecting the 
fertilised egg. There is still a lot to learn. It is an inexact science even with new discoveries 
and drugs appearing almost monthly. What we do now know of the history of Ms. Sullivan's 
case is that she has an extremely rare but small malformation in the DNA strain. This in 
itself and of itself does not represent a problem for a natural and successful outcome. Her 
condition is just one of hundreds that can cause a failure in the IVF process... or even in 
natural conception. Hers is a one in approximately two million condition. Extremely rare... 
arrh... look, I think that I have gone far enough. Please. I have work to do. Please. If you 
will?" 
 
She stood painfully and gestured towards the door. 
 
"I'm sure that you can find your own way out. The same way that you came in. Good 
afternoon, Detectives." 
 
"One more thing. If the Sperm Donor is similarly afflicted, with a DNA malformation that 
makes it impossible to conceive successfully, this could be the reason for Ms. Sullivan's 
situation. You stated before that a complete DNA investigation of Donors and Recipients 
was not an option because of cost... and time... would that be a fair call?" 
 
She looked at me icily. 
 
"I have nothing more to add. Good Afternoon, Detectives." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 
 
 
Daniels let out a low whistle. 
 
"Well done, Joe. Well done." 
 
She slapped me on the back as we walked quickly back towards the car. 
 
"A coffee. Please. I need a coffee. My head hurts." 
 
"There is a Coffee Pot and Sandwich Place at the front of the Hospital. Near the Main 
Entrance from memory. My last was born here. That's how I know. Have you spoken to 
Marge lately?" 
 
"No. Not since we called in the other day. I should have rung her as we drove down to 
Goulburn..." I stopped mid-sentence. 
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"What, Joe?" 
 
"The file. Mar had some notes typed up in the Murder Book... which is getting way too 
thick at now five Volumes... when she had interviewed that... that Byfield woman? Was that 
her name? In Apartment 6B besides Marcos and Jeremy's Pad? She mentioned that Sharna 
Sullivan had a series of DNA tests that showed up that small malformation that Ms. Enfield 
just mentioned... but those tests were conducted after the second pregnancy some eighteen 
months ago according to the notes. I'm bloody sure of it! According to what that Byfield 
woman informed Mar at the time. I'll bet my house that they conducted similar tests on our 
victim to discover that he also had a similar malformation in the DNA strain... you wouldn't 
do one without the other, especially when Sullivan had chosen her Marcos as the one and 
only Donor for her. That would be the normal procedure one would think, after so many 
miscarriages and deformed births. Which means that they were well aware of the problem 
before the last attempt at conception... now that's got to be iffy and great grounds for a 
sensational lawsuit, I would have thought? You?... and notice when she stated the number of 
pregnancies that Sullivan had had, it didn’t correspond with the number that we know 
of…did it?" 
"More than that, Joe... there is your motive. Sanderson had the means. The gun. The 
opportunity and the motive..." 
 
"But why kill Marcos? Surely a more logical step would be to expose the Clinic in a 
malpractice suit. That would be more satisfying... and bloody more rewarding, one would 
think?" 
 
"Mmm... yesss... but what would happen if they left the Clinic out of the last attempt…or 
several? You said yourself, the last but one incident was around the time that they moved 
into the Surrey Towers... how fortuitous to suddenly find themselves living next door to 
your Adonis?" 
 
"But... lesbians and a gay guy getting it off... is that even possible?" 
 
"Well, why not? They have the same mechanical things as us straight people. It may have 
been uncomfortable, no doubt. And bloody embarrassing perhaps, but maybe they looked at 
it being solely the Clinic's fault for the failures previously and not the combined 
malformation of their DNA... if they had been told about the situation at the time. Which I 
am starting to think they may not have been informed...the Clinic kept that information from 
them…” 
 
“Yeah…I’m with you on that. The Clinic fails to tell either of them about the malformation 
that when combined, causes abhorrent birth deformities or miscarriages. Which would be a 
basis for a very one-sided legal claim, I would have thought…” 
 
“…so, to their way of thinking, they would be just cutting out the middle-man so to speak, 
with them thinking that that process would minimise the risk... but when it doesn't, 
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Sanderson has had enough. Her partner is a complete mess. Gutted. Depressed. Brittle. 
Completely defeated. Never likely to be the same again. She snaps and takes out her 
vengeance on the one person that she can touch. You've always said, that to you, it was a 
crime of passion. Of planning and fore-thought. It fits to my way of thinking Joe. You?" 
 
"Mmm... yeah. Yes. I guess. But what do we do about it? Storm into Apartment 6D with a 
Search Warrant looking for a handgun? That could send Sullivan around the twist as she 
would realise what it was all about. She's already very vulnerable and down. I couldn't do 
that to her." 
 
"I'm sorry Joe, but if we are correct in our suppositions, then she will be confronted with the 
truth sooner or later... and that will be in the next day or two, one would think." 
 
"Mmm..." 
 
"So? We give ourselves that early mark that we promised or do we attack the case. I can see 
that you're chaffing at the bit... you love the hunt, but more, once the quarry is cornered, you 
hit over-drive... and there's the rub. You're too easy to read... but what amazes me is that 
with women, you are so much better. It seems that your famous poker face fails you only 
with men!" 
 
She let out a laugh at the comment. 
 
"What's with my ability to bullshit or otherwise. My open-faced honesty is getting a 
withering attack of late..." 
 
"Open-faced honesty, be buggered!... Well... really, that's why you are in the shit with the 
Standards and Ethics Group at the moment..." 
 
"Don't remind me. I have a bad feeling about the outcome of the Disciplinary Hearing 
Panel. And I'm getting uppity about when it will occur. They keep you hanging by the short 
and curlies, to really space you out. A bloody little mind game... and I have the same feeling 
about Hendricks not returning to work. Similar." 
 
"I don't see it that way, Joe. Not at all. I've said that before. C'mon, let's go and see what 
Bella Sanderson has to say when we visit her again. OK?" 
 
"You don't want an early mark?" 
"Nah... not when we are that close." She indicated with her finger and thumb. "We're on top 
of it, Joe. I can feel it." 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 
 
An overweight Security Guard who found it hard to lead us around into a back lot, puffed as 
he led us behind what could only be a huge Sound Stage. 
 
"Bella and her crew are checking out our Outdoor Broadcast Vans. We have a large outdoor 
commitment later next week. Bella will be the Co-ordinating and Production Manager of the 
whole she-bang. A bloody big feather in her cap, but she deserves it." He wheezed as he led 
us around to the Back-Lot Parking area. 
 
Bella saw us approaching before we really spotted her. 
 
We heard her yell out. 
 
"Brad. You're it, I'm afraid." 
 
She gave a young man who ran to her side, a clip-board and a head-set that was draped 
loosely around her neck. 
 
"Get onto Ki and Randy Phillips. Tell them I doubt that I'll be back and they need to replace 
me... OK?" 
 
She walked slowly towards us. 
 
"Can we keep this low-key? Until we at least get to your car, can we not have a show of 
hand-cuffs or police brutality? Please? I'll come with you to answer all your questions. I've 
been waiting for you guys to show up. I knew it was only a matter of time. So please?" 
 
We walked with her to our Unmarked. 
 
Just three people walking casually away from another group of workmen who were rapidly 
crowding about. All with confused looks on their faces. We looked for all the world like 
friends having a break. Perhaps going for a coffee together. 
 
The least we could do under the circumstances, I thought to myself. 
 
This was one of those cases that Mar had hinted at only days ago. One that left a sour note. 
A feeling of sadness. Of no satisfaction gained by its closure. 
The portly Security Guard and by now a spectator ring of workmen watched our retreating 
figures. Scratching their heads and possibly comparing notes on the strange event that had 
just taken place in front of them. 
 
Even though we had warned her without giving her the 'Rights' speech or even suggesting 
that she was being arrested on suspicion of killing one Marcos 'Markie' Szalovic, with 
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Daniels sitting in the back beside her, Sanderson voluntarily and without a break, admitted 
to the killing. 
 
The motive was as we had hypothesised. 
 
The opportunity and method, as we suspected. 
 
Her reason for hanging onto the handgun for all these years was one of sentimentality. 
 
Go figure! 
 
That a friend would risk the ire and retribution of a bullying brother so that she, Bella could 
be safe from her bullying and drunk father. By her own volition, she often wondered that if 
the situation had arisen, whether she would have had the strength to shoot at her father. She 
seemed to answer that the shooting of Marcos, who for a long time was considered a close 
friend to both women, provided her with the answer. She stated that in looking back, she 
was sorry that she hadn't aimed and pulled the trigger at her father. She was reminded 
several times that she did not need to recount the incidences and confess to us without the 
presence of her Solicitor. 
 
She felt that regardless, she needed to get the weight removed from her shoulders by 
confessing to her sins as though we were her Parish Priests and Confessors. 
 
The by-gone days of preaching and brain-washing in religious theory in a Catholic Girls' 
School never leaves the soul so it would seem, regardless for how long those very teachings 
are stacked in the back rooms of the brain. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 
 
 
We can hold a suspect in a Homicide Case for up to forty-eight hours without charge. 
 
Bella had been advised of her rights and her ability to not answer any questions until she 
was accompanied and had been instructed by Legal Counsel. 
 
She waved away all those rights. 
I was flabbergasted when her Counsel did show early the next morning. 
 
It was the weaselling little, bald headed, cuckold husband of Jennifer Stevenson, King 
Langley. Jennifer Stevenson the lady who had warmed my heart for too brief a period not 
that long ago. 
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The attraction between he and Jennifer most obviously, had to be one of the mind! 
 
He was immediately on the attack after spending less than fifteen minutes with his Client. 
Storming into Abbey's Office demanding that as every known procedure had been violated 
in the arrest of his Client, all charges should be dropped and she should be released 
forthwith. 
 
"Counsellor, if you would take the time to view the recording that was taken from the very 
minute that my Officers approached your Client, then you may notice that your Client was 
advised on so many occasions that she need not say a single thing. At no time did my 
Officers request that your Client accompany them back here for questioning into the matter, 
and time and again they advised your Client that she should not say anything until she had 
legal counsel. She voluntarily and without volition, suggested that she accompany my two 
Officers all of which was dutifully recorded and videoed. She was willing to forego all said 
advice as she wanted to get the weight hanging heavy from her shoulders, removed by 
confessing to the crime." 
"She was forcibly placed in the back seat of a Police vehicle with a Police Officer 
practically sitting on her. If that is not police brutality and police harassment, I don't know 
what is." 
 
"Yer right. Yer don't know apparently, Counsellor." 
 
Abbey stood from behind his desk and leant towards the little man. Invading his space. 
 
"I have already had words to my Officers about them not hand-cuffing the suspect... which 
is police procedure in such matters... and an Officer sitting in the back seat beside the 
woman is standard procedure especially when said woman is not restrained. And I should 
mention that said Police Officer is somewhat smaller in stature than your client." 
 
The little man stormed out of Abbey's Office. His slight stature making mockery of the 
show. 
 
I had to step sideways to avoid a collision, as he had not seen my approach. 
 
I tapped on Abbey's door and walked in, slouching into one of the Visitor chairs. It wasn't 
yet my normal start-up time and I wanted to get down to the Gym to begin to rid myself of 
those fast-developing aging processes that were hinted at the day before by Ms. Greta 
Enfield during our interview at the IVF Clinic. 
 
"Didja hear the news this morning, Boss? Somehow, they've got hold of the fact that a 
suspect has been arrested for the brutal slaying of our poor Marcos. It was also reported that 
the woman had resided on the same floor as the victim and was a well-known and close 
neighbour to the victim. So went the story. Where do they get these things? All I hope is 
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that Sharna Sullivan wasn't privy to the broadcast, as I think it would shatter her 
completely." 
 
"She'll find out some time to-day is my bet... and there's nothing that you can do to prevent 
it. Sorry." 
 
I stood to leave. To get in a couple of laps before I signed on. 
 
"Joe?" Abbey stood and came around his desk to shake my hand. "Good job, son. You and 
Daniels. You didn't disappoint. You should be proud of yourselves." 
 
"Yeah, right. Thanks. But it seems rather hollow, yer know? What with Mar making that 
decision to abort her baby... and this case all about that invisible pull to become pregnant at 
any cost... choices and consequences... and with this Disciplinary Hearing hanging about 
without a clue on who the complainants are or the strength of their case...I have very few 
choices in the matter." 
 
"The complainants and the strength of their case you will never be a party to, by the way. 
The complainants and their case is never disclosed to The Accused. This, so I understand, a 
means to stop some high-ranking Officer who may have a case to answer, taking out his 
fury on those that had placed the original complaint...." 
 
"That's a bit thin, Boss. Ain't it?" 
 
"Archaic? Yes. Draconian? Yes, but apparently justified, if history has taught us anything. 
Sorry. I visited Jennifer Stevenson yesterday. To get a better understanding of the process 
involved and what we could do to mount a defence... she is quite willing to help out, Joe, if 
it is needed. If the initial edict goes against you and you need to mount an Appeal... that is 
when you are permitted Legal Presence... I… um... must admit to being somewhat ignorant 
of the process." 
 
Abbey's phone rang. He leant back to his desk to take the call. I started to remove myself 
from his Office. 
 
He stayed me with a wave of his hand. Mouthing that I should stay. 
 
"Thanks for that, Muscles. What a bastard! Fuck!" 
 
He closed down his mobile. 
 
"Arr... first. Sonny, come in for a tick." He yelled for his 2IC. 
Abbey looked shocked. 
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He turned around several times before slumping into one of the Visitor chairs in front of his 
desk. 
 
"Sonny, can you organise an Ambulance. Here. Now. This floor. Straight away. Get our 
Nurse to come down here, too. Then organise with St. Vincents Private to prepare a Room. 
Guard inside and out. 24/7 Suicide watch until further notice. That was Muscles Sarvich. He 
has just been called out to an apparent suicide. One Sharna Sullivan. Apartment 6D of the 
Surrey Tower complex. Shot herself through the ear. With a little Beretta with chrome inlay 
grips on the butt. The shot woke the neighbour, a Ms. Byfield who rang it in... shit! 
Apparently, there's a note beside the body. She must have heard one of the broadcasts about 
her partner being arrested for the homicide. What a bloody mess. A bloody pity. Shit! Um... 
we need to charge Sanderson while her Counsel is still with her... then organise her to be 
moved to the hospital. Joe? Wait until Daniels turns up for work. She usually is in by now... 
what a bloody...we should have visited her place last night…we fucked up bad! Shit!" 
 
Abbey covered his face in his hands. 
 
I sat heavily beside the Boss. My heart beating savagely in my chest. My mobile buzzed in 
my pocket. I absent-mindedly thought that it may have been Mar who had already been 
informed. 
 
"You've heard?" I asked as way of answering my phone. 
 
"I beg your pardon. This is the Convenor of the Standards and Ethics Disciplinary 
Committee Panel. We request your presence here this morning at ten O'clock. Fifth floor 
Police HQ Building in College Street in the city. Do not be late." 
 
"Sir, it's just gone nine, sir! It would be nigh on impossible for me get from my Office into 
town at this time of the morning in an hour. The peak hour crawl wouldn’t permit that, sir." 
 
"Very well. Be here by ten-thirty then. Don't be late. Good morning to you." 
 
Abbey and Sonny had got the gist of the call. 
 
"The Panel?" Abbey asked as he stood unsteadily. "There's no telling how it will go but 
that's not a good sign, especially after what has just transpired... Sonny? Who's the best 
Pursuit driver that we've got? Junior or Scotty? Tell them to collect a Pool car. Make sure 
the siren and light bar operate. Joe. Just go with the two of them, OK? They'll get you into 
town in plenty of time. Good luck... Sonny and I along with Daniels will do the arraignment 
of Sanderson. OK?'" 
 
Both he and Sonny shook my hand. Slapped me on the shoulder. 
"You'll be OK." 
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They both said in unison, though their combined positive vibes didn't reach my brain. I felt 
like Daniel in the Lion's den. Where in hell did that long ago parable surface from? Religion 
and me parted ways when I was but a lad! 
 
We had just stepped into the Lift when we heard the utter anguish in a scream that would 
for-ever echo through the brains of all those who heard it reverberate right through the 
Murder Squad Room. 
 
Bella Sanderson had just been given the sad and heart-breaking news of the death of her 
beloved. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 
 
 
Abbey rolled over, groggy with sleep. 
His wife hit him in the ribs again. 
 
"That's your phone, Bob. Answer the bloody thing before I toss it through the window. It's 
not gone two yet. Jeezus." 
 
He picked the phone up and put it to his ear. 
 
"Bob? Sorry about this. Yer know I wouldn't go ringing yer at this hour unless it was an 
emergency." 
 
It was Barry Bellamy, better known as Santa because of his rotund stature and full, white as 
snow beard. 
 
He did the Christmas Santa Claus party for Cops' kids and the homeless people up at the 
Cross every year. Had done for years. He was the Night Shift Supervisor of the Murder 
Squad Room, looking after two lots of two, eight man teams that overlapped each other by 
six hours in their standard ten hour shifts. 
 
His was a busier shift than the day shift duties. 
 
It was the bewitching hour between ten at night and three in the morning for homicides and 
unexplained deaths. Alcohol the culprit in over sixty percent of the cases. Drugs taking care 
of the other forty per cent, especially with the advent of Ice on the streets. 
 
A most destructive and habit forming drug that was a danger to user, abuser, victim and 
arresting Officers alike. 
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Abbey walked from the bedroom down the hall into the kitchen to make a pot of coffee. He 
figured that he may need to wake quickly. 
 
"It's OK, Santa. What's up?" 
 
"Just had a call from the Watch House at Darling Harbour. They picked up what they 
thought was a Drunk sleeping it off. Down on one of the wharves or thereabouts. Couldn't 
smell any alcohol on him. Thought crossed their minds it was drugs as the guy got a bit 
testy. They backed off and pulled their Tasers. The guy identified himself as Detective 
Three Joe Lind, though he couldn't produce an ID Card. And he didn't have a gun though 
the imprint of his holster was still visible. So too an ankle 'throw-away' which they 
admonished him about as being against Policy and Procedures. This bought an unexpected 
response of some belligerence and anger. They called for back-up. Took them some time to 
calm the guy down. He's still in lock-up and doesn't seem to care..." 
 
"Yeah... it'll be Joe. He had to front that Committal Panel with S and E to-day. About those 
Uniforms shirking their responsibilities in calling in any suspect death to us Murder Squad 
guys in the first instance. They took offence at Joe's reactions to their casual and lame 
excuses. Took the high road and placed a complaint in on him..." 
 
"Shit! Sometimes it just doesn't seem worth the trouble to get out of bed of a morning..." 
 
"I'm feeling like that now. You would have heard about the outcome yesterday? Of the 6A 
Shooting Homicide?" 
 
"Yeah. A really bad deal all round. They hurt, huh?" 
 
"Yes. They do. Look, can you ring the Watch House. Tell them I'll be there in say, no more 
than ninety minutes? OK?" 
 
"The way they were talking, I think you could leave him there in peace until your normal 
start up time... looks like he had a loser at the S and E Hearing. What does that mean, by the 
way?" 
 
"From what I've been able to find out in the last couple of days, if the decision goes against 
him, he is immediately stood down from his position, though he remains on full pay. There 
is a time schedule of thirty-one days where an Appeal can be submitted. That Appeal, how-
ever, has to offer substantive new evidence that has a chance of over-turning the original 
decision. If an Appeal of such quality is not forthcoming within that time-frame, then the 
Officer is requested to submit his resignation from the Force with all entitlements intact. If 
that course is not voluntarily addressed, then the Officer is summarily dismissed with 
complete loss of all entitlements." 
"That's bloody harsh, ain't it? What's considered as substantive new evidence, by the way?" 
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"That's the crux of the matter. As best as I can ascertain, it is not to be a repetition of the 
original defence. It must be something that has not been pondered over by the Panel 
previously... so as not to waste their valuable time... and glowing Character References even 
from the Prime Minister himself is not considered as substantive new evidence." 
 
"Shit! How long has this existed... not now. I'll talk about it with you at a later date. Bloody 
hell though, it’s a bit like a bloody Inquisition, like in the Middle Ages." 
 
"Sure seems that way, huh? Thanks for contacting me, Santa. We'll sit and have a meal very 
soon. In fact, here. I need to get the Barbie cranked up. It's been too long. I'll ring you for a 
date. OK?" 
 
"No worries. See you, Bob." 
 
Abbey's wife, Banjo wandered into the Kitchen half asleep. Wrapped tightly in her dressing 
gown. There was still a chill at this time of morning. 
 
"What's up?" She yawned. 
 
Abbey filled her in on what he thought may have happened, as she busied herself making 
Scrambled eggs and bacon for both of them. The smell filling the kitchen. 
 
"Go and have a shower and get dressed... and Abbey... bring him back here. I can look out 
for him for a while." 
 
"You want to do that for him?" 
 
"Sure. He's one of the good guys along with most of your staff. Though I never see him at 
the Poker nights when it's your turn. Why not?" 
 
"He's a terrible Poker player... and he doesn't... or hasn't improved one iota over the years!" 
Abbey laughed as he walked quickly up the hallway towards the Bathroom. 
 
"Yer got five minutes before the eggs are done, so hurry up." 
 
"You’re a doll, my dear. What would I ever do without you?" 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE 
 
 
"Good Lord, Boss. You look as though you've been here all night." 
 
"Hello, Marge. It sure feels like that, I can assure you. Good to have you back. Are you sure 
that you don't require any additional time off?" 
 
"No. I'm cool. I was going slowly bonkers once everything settled down." 
 
Mar looked around the Murder Squad Room. 
 
"Where's Joe? I've tried to ring him on his mobile. It's turned off or something. It won't even 
accept any SMS messages." 
 
"Arr... he's been stood down. The S and E Disciplinarian Tribunal Panel handed down its 
finding late yesterday afternoon. It found him guilty. He has been stood down on full pay 
but he had to relinquish his ID Card, his gun and his mobile. Stupid, don't you reckon?" 
 
"Bloody Hell! How does he do it so easily? What does all that mean?" 
 
Abbey filled her in on the steps involved in submitting an Appeal and what that entailed. 
 
"So? What new substantive evidence is there?" 
 
Abbey shook his head. 
 
"We're trying to work out a strategy..." 
 
"You don't sound confident... he's gone, hasn't he?" 
 
"If we can't work out an appeal that is acceptable to the Panel, then yes. It doesn't look 
good." 
 
Hendricks stood up and looked around. 
 
There was a mingling of confusion, sadness and worry etched on her face. She stood there 
for some moments before turning to her Boss and with arms akimbo asked, "Why... what 
did I make the decision for? To get back to work. Work that I loved. It doesn't seem to have 
been worth the sacrifice now. It fucking stinks….without Joe, we’re not a team." 
 
She started to sob quietly. Abbey quickly walked around from behind his desk and held her 
as she dropped her head on his shoulder and sobbed. 
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CHAPTER FORTY 
 
 
His phone rang. Church reached across his desk to pick up. 
 
"DS Church? How are you. It's Brian Sarvich from the Coroner’s Office. I'm acting 2IC in 
the Forensic Pathology Department…" 
 
"Yes... Muscles... I know who you are... you were Bernie Ford's Assist for a lot of years. 
You couldn't have had a better Teacher and Mentor, you know. How can I help you?" 
 
"Arr... Yeah... Um, I just found out that Detective Joe Lind has been stood down..." 
 
"Yes, the five men panel of the Standards and Ethics Group, have found in their wisdom, 
just cause to stand down one of my best Investigatory Officers for reasons that really insults 
my intelligence." 
 
"How does that system work, Sir?" 
 
"Joseph has thirty-one days to mount an appeal. The Appeal can only be mounted if 
substantive new evidence is submitted that will overturn the initial findings. What is 
considered substantive new evidence is only understood by the Members of the Appeal 
Panel who, unfortunately, are the same members who initially found that Joseph had a 
reasonable case to answer. If an Appeal of such quality is not submitted within that thirty-
one-day period, then the guilty party will be required in the first instance, to offer his 
resignation. If this is not acceptable to said person, then the Panel can assert that the guilty 
party be dismissed immediately with all entitlements forfeited... archaic, eh what?" 
 
"Jez-zus, yes! Without any rights. Have you been able to gather any material that may fall 
within the guidelines so written?" 
 
"Arr... no... and the Pantry is looking rather bare. His illustrious twenty-four-year career 
with glowing reports from every field that he has worked in, including glowing reports from 
AFP personnel, not to mention a swag of others from outside the Force, is not considered 
substantive new evidence in the case. Unfortunately." 
 
"How is Joe taking it?" 
 
"As can be expected, he is shattered... forgive me for asking, but what is your interest in this 
sad state of affairs?" 
 
"Joe is one of the good guys. There aren't that many... and I consider that Marge and Joe are 
personal friends of mine. I've been out of the system for some eighteen months but we 
shared a meal or too before and since my sabbatical to the green fields of northern France 
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and Belgium... and to be totally honest, I owe Joe...big time. Um…Bernie Ford has been on 
my back about it. He too, holds Joe and Marge in high regard. I have no idea how he came 
to know of the situation as he is in The Netherlands at the moment. I wouldn’t mind betting 
through a conversation with one of the Panellists…knowing Bernie. His contacts are 
extraordinary. It was he who bent my ear over the phone and came up with a possible 
solution... I am sure that you are aware that our Bernie Ford is not one for bureaucracy-
bullshit and double speak, and he has little regard for those people who hide behind it... so... 
I do not wish to discuss the matter further over the phone. I'm sure that you understand. 
Could you possibly come into town to my Office... say for a Chinese take-away and chat? 
Say around twelve? To-day?" 
 
"Yes... short notice but yes, every moment counts. Do you mind if I bring my 2IC 'Sonny' 
Liston and Marge Hendricks along?" 
"No, that's cool. I'll have my Assist, Caramine Lees, who has done most of the research this 
morning into the matter... with me and my Boss, Professor Albert Charles Newnes... if 
there's a free Chinese take-away involved, his presence cannot be ignored. Say in two 
hours?" 
 
"Yes. Fine. See you then." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FORTY-ONE 
 
 
The small Meeting Table was crammed with Chinese Take-away cartons and plastic 
containers. The aroma within the room seeming to be the panacea to cure all troubles. 
 
Water and Soft Drink the liquid of choice. 
 
War Stories and famous cases, the talking point across the table. Laughter and small talk 
washing away the reason for the meeting for the moment. 
 
'Muscles' Sarvich's recollections of his time helping an International team to dig up the 
remains of the Fromelles Lost Legion bought silence to the room with that line bringing 
recollections also of his time in catching up with the legendary Bernie Ford. 
 
The man who had as many dear friends and respected colleagues as those who wanted to cut 
his throat. But all were in awe of the man's ability and mental agility, drive and conduct at 
crime scenes. The gory ones with Bernie's behaviour bringing the most warmth, 
recollections and laughter. 
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Abbey watched happily as Hendricks and 'Muscles' parried each other with light hearted 
humour and 'stir'. He was sure that there was an electric spark between the two but it 
seemed that neither was aware of it. 
 
A coffee trolley was wheeled into the room, again overpowering with its aroma. 
 
The Take-away things were removed from the table and a mountain of files relocated from 
several chairs lined against a wall onto the table in front of 'Muscles' Sarvich. 
 
"Right, let's get down to business and the reason why we are all gathered. Firstly, Detective 
Lind came straight from that, um... that meeting with the Uniforms and several LAC 
Commanders to here. He was devastated. Completely gutted. It was that meeting and the 
perceived slights and insulting mannerisms of Joe towards his audience at that meeting that 
was the catalyst for a number of those Uniforms and a certain Commander to submit a 
formal series of complaints against him. Is that correct?" 
Abbey nodded his head and picked up the thread. 
 
"Firstly... let me be absolutely clear on this matter. I am privy to information that should not 
have been released by any member of the Panel. So, what-ever I say is to be dealt with in 
the strictness of confidences... I understand that there were twenty-two Uniforms present 
ranging from Probationary Constable up to Station Sergeant and two LAC Commanders at 
that meeting. It was on the suggestion of those present, that no individual, one on one 
interviews would be approved. Joe felt that he had to agree to that condition in order to get 
to the crux of the matter. That being the attitude and lack of diligence shown by those 
present to a series of recent deaths of homeless men that could have been interpreted as 
suspicious." 
 
Abbey eased back in his chair. Rubbed his ear-lobe before continuing. 
 
"Umm.... Suspect enough in Joe's mind that should have ensured that the Murder Squad 
should have been involved in the first instant. Though the names or number of complainants 
is never released by The Panel, there were approximately twelve complaints made against 
Joe Lind for his perceived reactions to comments made at that meeting. Also, there were six 
mobile phone recordings made of the proceedings. All of which were submitted as evidence 
for the case of the complainants. Admittedly, all were trained on Joe with no such 
recordings made of the audience or their non-communication gestures. To my way of 
thinking, those recordings should not have been allowed as evidence due to that fact... it was 
a one-way street. I have a copy for our viewing..." 
 
Abbey looked around the room. There was no TV or video feed. 
 
"Should we ask how you got that information or the copy of that video from a mobile 
phone?" Caramine Lees asked. A smirk on her face. 
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Abbey returned the smirk, replying in a soft voice. 
 
"No. But I will say a couple of things. Firstly, this recording was not one of those used as 
evidence against Joe at the Hearing. This recording was made in approximately the middle 
of the throng so that a fair bit of negative comments and dissenting asides from the audience 
was picked up in the recording. It is also clearer to hear those asides on this tape than was 
supposedly recorded on the tapes that were submitted as part of the Complainants case. You 
can understand why this tape was not a part of the deposition because of that fact. Also, the 
Operator knew how to operate the zoom capability of the phone camera and hold the blasted 
thing relatively tightly without little shuddering. He has captured a better and clearer image 
of Joe's expressive... um... shall we say... facial tics as a lot of the negative talk was relayed. 
Far better, so it would seem, then the submitted examples of the Complainants. I will have 
to believe that that is the case as I cannot look at those recordings submitted to the Panel for 
comparisons." 
 
Again, Abbey looked around the room for a monitor, hoping to use his Laptop as the base 
connected to any monitor so that all in the room could view the video stream. 
 
"Arr... yes. Sorry. I didn't think of that. This room is actually usually used as a holding 
room, a privacy area for grieving relatives and the like when they have to come into the 
Morgue to view bodies for ID purposes... the Conference Room upstairs has all the whizz-
bang stuff, but I thought that it was too open. Any-one and every-one comes and goes... 
sorry." 
 
Sarvich stammered his apology. 
 
Abbey held up his hand. Skipped a CD box across the table. 
 
"A copy. It's rather interesting not in what was said, but the tone in which it was said by the 
Uniform guys. There was a definite air of defensiveness, an undercurrent in everything that 
they said to protect oneself, the arse, the career and the line boss... if more attention had 
been made of that fact and not Joe Lind's poker face..." That comment bought a smattering 
of giggles. "…then I feel that these deliberations would not have been handed down." 
 
"When was the last time that any-one played Poker with Joe?" Muscles asked between fits 
of giggling. "I mean, he was banned from the serious play well before I went overseas! He 
still hasn't learnt! God help us." 
 
This bought a moment of light-hearted banter around the table. 
 
"Only the first time and that was enough!" Marjory Hendricks commented. "He's even 
worse when you play him at Chinese Checkers, Draughts or Euchre!" 
 
Every-one laughed. 
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"Right... look, we don't have much time. We are due at The Spit at around three..." Sarvich 
interrupted. 
 
There were questioning looks from around the table. 
 
"Um... I've been in Court, as you can imagine, on many occasion. The one person who 
impresses me the most for her street-fighting qualities, her bear-trap mental prowess and 
quality and her fierce drive to right the wrongs is the star DPP Prosecutor, Jennifer 
Stevenson. She is on maternity leave as of the moment with the bubs due next month. I 
understand that the Appeal Process does permit the Defence to have legal presence. But 
only during its Appeal submission process, so she tells me. I could think of no-one better 
than she to represent Joe... and she tells me Abbey, that you have been in discussion with 
her about representing Joe at the same time as I..." 
 
Abbey shook his head in agreement. 
 
"Yes, I have. I first contacted her for information on the whole Appeals Process, as I was 
rather ignorant of the mechanisms required. She offered her time and expertise immediately 
that she was told that it was Joe in strife...I think she may have a soft spot for our Joe." 
 
There were side-ways glances from several of those who knew a little more than Abbey, so 
it seemed. 
 
"You do realise..." Mar began. 
 
She was chopped off by 'Muscles'. 
 
"Yes. I am aware of that and also Joe's dalliance with Caramine here..." 
 
"Seems that I'm about the only female who has not been over-awed by Joe's charm…. or his 
sense of humour." Marjory replied. 
 
There was a slight disappointed tone in the words that Abbey picked up on. He gave her a 
quick glance, before speaking over 'Muscles'. 
 
"Um... this may prove to be of a somewhat embarrassing element in Joe's defence against 
the charges, don't you think. That the female personnel who have been paramount in 
gathering the defence material have had a relationship, how-ever tenuous, with Joe. If it was 
bought to the attention of The Panel, it could be detrimental to the cause." 
 
He wiggled his eye-brows to accentuate the point. 
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"That is something that we need to take up with Jennifer Stevenson... time is getting away 
from us so I will abbreviate my take on the manner of what I consider constitutes 
substantive new evidence..." 
 
He cleared his throat and took several large gulps from a glass of water. 
 
"As you are aware, every Lead Forensic Officer and Forensic Pathologist and the Assist 
who go onto a crime scene, murder or otherwise, makes mountainous comments into a 
Dictaphone... some prefer to use their Smartphone... of the crime-scene, the weather, the 
ambient temperature, an initial description of the victim, his placement... etcetera, etcetera. 
Everything! The lurid jokes. The macabre commentary of others, the involvement or non-
involvement and astuteness of questions of the Police Officers involved. Those first on 
scene and those that turn up later. A whole mish-mash of details, facts, theories and 
commentary of all and sundry around the scene. Because of the need to keep an attachment 
to reality, many of us think that they're on some sort of Comedy Theatre stage. Bernie Ford 
is the legend that we all aspire to." 
There were chuckles from all present as Bernie's sense of humour at Crime Scenes, 
especially those of a gorier nature, jogged memories. 
 
"It is our way of remaining sane when we are knee deep in blood and gore and what one 
human being can do to another. Realising I guess, that in most cases, the Perp is never that 
ghoulish, sadistic psychopath but more like you or I. It is easy for us to look past that 
behaviour but if the recordings were ever made public, then I'm afraid, the General Public 
would not be able to comprehend, to empathise with the commentary and block out those 
often-disrespectful moments that sometimes are expressed about the Victim even..." 
 
Again, he took a couple of mouthfuls of water. He was nervous. He glanced at Caramine 
Lees. She took over the commentary. 
 
"To say that these recordings would be savagely edited once it came to transcription into the 
initial Crime Scene commentary would be an understatement. But those initial recordings 
and the direct transcription of them are not destroyed. They are sealed and attached to a 
special pocket at the back of every Post Mortem and Forensic File. They are never meant to 
be opened or listened to or read again. They are kept for-ever more in the Coroners 
Department File Registry. The reports that you guys see from us are the savagely edited and 
dried words of bureaucracy-speak. As it should be, otherwise most of us, including your 
Lead Detectives, would in most cases, not have a job…or be sued for everything including 
the pants that we wear!" 
 
This comment too, bought memories of Crime Scene behaviour flooding back. A bowed 
head or two depicting a sense of guilt, even a smile at one’s own behaviour and comments, 
perhaps. 
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"Getting back to the initial three deaths suspected of being by foul means, the last, the death 
of that Vietnam Hero, is a prime example of Joe taking the bit and running with the wrong 
conclusion and ignoring all the other possibilities that were hypothesised at the time. But it 
was the only one where the death was suspect at the initial death scene... meaning that you 
Murder Dees were called onto the scene. As per protocol and procedures. Speaking of the 
initial other two, both were, at the time of the Crime Scene Investigation, not cut and dry as 
far as cause of death. And it was thus expressed. Clearly, I might add on a number of 
occasions. At that point, the Officer-in-Charge, being the most senior of the LAC guys, 
should have, as per protocol and procedures, called in you Murder Dees. This was not 
done... a point in our favour...they were still either unexplained or sudden deaths at the time 
of initial contact by both the Forensic Pathologist and the LAC lads which should have 
meant that the Murder Squad needed to be involved even just for that initial crime-scene 
visit. The Findings of the Autopsy would indicate the cause of death in most cases with the 
input of the Detectives only required for the Report for the Coroner. That is Policy and 
Procedures clearly stated!" 
 
She paused for some moments to gather her thoughts. 
"Um… if we now take the six cases as the litmus, then only two of them were resolved as 
categorically being death by natural causes at the time of the initial probe of the body. At 
the Crime Scene. That left the other four in the classification of death by unknown means at 
the initial probe with the post mortem and forensic trace investigation eventually 
determining that they too, were by natural causes. I should stress that the cause of death for 
those four were made all the more difficult by the fact that the time of death and the time-
line to their discovery was in days with one being almost two weeks. That being the over-
riding reason for the determination to be too difficult and 'iffy' under the circumstances. The 
final determination of that case took some months of forensic, blood, tissue, toxicology and 
trace investigation. Eventually providing sufficient proof that would satisfy the Coroner in 
his findings... and understand, to get to that point with confidence that the Coroner would 
not over-ride the conclusions of the Forensic Pathology Department on the case, takes a 
very real effort of dotting the I's and crossing the 'T's. No-one likes their work to be second-
guessed or his findings thrown out or overturned. It is a major slap to ego and self-esteem." 
 
She paused to take several gulps of water and to look at her notes. 
 
"Those four uncertain cases... it is interesting to read the initial... I stress the initial 
transcription report and to listen to the site recording.... and I paraphrase Abbey in saying 
that it is not the written word that is the Pandora's Box, but the tone in the words of those on 
site who have over-all responsibility for each of the cases. I would hazard a guess and say 
that the same group of Officers and Uniforms were present in three of those four cases that 
we are concentrating on...." 
 
She again stopped to take a couple of sips of water before continuing. 
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"Did that Chinese have MSG in it? It sure has made me thirsty.... umm... it is obvious that 
the general attitude, though not actually stated, was that these deaths of homeless guys was 
but a bloody nuisance in all respects and it will be found that due to their life-style, manner 
of living, their alcohol intact... keeping in mind that one of them was not a drinker... or a 
habitual one at least... and their eating habits, as far as those Uniforms on-site were 
concerned, contributed to their deaths, which therefore prejudiced their decision not to 
involve the Murder Squad. Leave it be and sweep it under the carpet. It is not important that 
at that stage, their suppositions on cause of death would eventually prove to be correct... 
what is of greater concern is the atmosphere of the whole thing being a waste of the time 
and resources with better work awaiting their endeavour. It also is quite evident that little 
work was carried out on the standard protocol and procedures surrounding the unexplained 
death of a person. Such as a thorough search of the surrounding area by chain-walking, 
carrying out extensive interviews of the surrounding residents, a trawl of surrounding streets 
for vehicles that should not be there or stand out and ascertaining the location of all nearby 
camera locations and whether they may help in the standard investigation procedures... none 
of that... and the general tone was... another drunken bum off the streets which saves us 
having to continually ask him to move along, placing him in the ‘drying out cell’ overnight 
or dropping him off at the Hospital or the Homeless Shelter... that was an obvious sigh of 
relief in that regard... with jokes to back up their relief!" 
 
"Enough... clearly displayed that would be labelled as substantive new evidence that would 
overturn the initial finding?" Mar asked hopefully. 
 
"I believe so." Caramine Lees stated. 
 
"And what I have heard of the initial Site dictations and read in the transcriptions, so do I." 
Muscles Sarvich added. 
 
"One thing... and please don't think that I'm a wet blanket..." There were smiles of 
concurrence as a stir from all the others seated around the table. "…yes, OK. Maybe that's 
exactly what I am although I'd like to think that I'm the Devil's Advocate... as it seems that 
the entire legal and policing force, though knowing of these site dictation recordings, do not 
acknowledge their existence, but understand explicitly the implications of them ever being 
made public... in doing so, the legal decision has been set not to include them in any Court 
proceedings thus negating them now being used as our defence? Would that be a reasonable 
assumption... that we indeed could be opening that Pandora's Box that could have severe 
impediments and implication in any further Crime Scene investigation?" 
 
There was silence around the table. 
 
That was the crux, the rub of the matter. Could and should it be adopted as the Defence 
evidence knowing that a precedence of some magnitude may have been effected. 
 
Eventually, Professor Newnes spoke for the first time. 
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"I think that should be the first question that the lovely, radiantly and obviously pregnant 
Jennifer Stevenson be asked before you jump into any of the substance of the matter." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FORTY-TWO 
 
 
Abbey, Marge Hendricks, Muscles Sarvich and Caramine Lees drove up to The Spit to 
Jennifer Stevenson's address. 
 
Some women seem to thrive during a pregnancy while others plod through it hoping for it to 
end sooner than later. Then there are others who are bed-ridden for weeks on end, their 
systems totally inadequate, so it seems, to support the life that was growing inside them. 
 
Jennifer Stevenson was one of the former. 
 
A glowing, radiant, healthy looking woman who was over the moon that she was 'with 
child'. 
They sat around a Dining Table now littered with the remnants of coffee mugs and cake 
crumbs. Jennifer drank water and refrained from nibbling on the chocolate cake. 
 
"The first question involves the opening of the Pandora's Box if we use the unedited initial 
Crime Scene verbals, recordings and transcriptions. What precedence is this likely to have 
on future Crime Scene investigations? My initial thoughts are that it should make no 
difference at all. As the Complainants material is not freely available to us or anyone else to 
ponder over, so too any material evidence that we deemed important enough, and of 
substantive qualities that would be considered new, as submitted by the Defence team in 
attempting to overturn the initial determination. I will, to be on the safe side, investigate that 
further to be sure of the facts. But this is not a Court of Law. It is a Hearing where the 
evidential chain is not handled in the same manner as a civil or criminal matter. So 
therefore, it shouldn't have any effect of opening that sacred Box. As I said, I will look 
further into that matter to be sure…but…" 
 
She took several sips of water before continuing. 
 
"The important thing is that any new evidence has to be just that. Something that the panel 
has not viewed before... this recording as such, does fall into the category in one respect but 
could be deemed as just another edition of the number that they have previously viewed. 
But in terms of strategy that should be our first gambit. The use of this phone recording. I'm 
told that it is of far better quality than those that had been viewed by the Panel previously, 
so we should use it. The reason why it was not submitted was the clearly heard asides of the 
plaintiffs. It would not have helped their cause. Correct?” 
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She turned to Church for confirmation. 
 
Abbey nodded his head. 
 
“OK. The second should be the recording of the Crime Scene gabble. What I want is the 
example of what you deem to be the weakest example and the strongest in terms of 
negativity and that air of ambivalence and lack of due diligence in carrying out an 
investigation as per Protocol, Policy and Procedures. That is because we do not want to bore 
them with slight versions of the one story as there is six such episodes. Is that correct? And 
they were made to sit through the entire six editions of the phone videos on Joe's reactions 
to their statements... we do not want to test their patience at such a critical time. Agreed?" 
 
There were nods of heads in unison. 
 
"For a Hearing that supposedly is held in camera with all submitted material never to be 
released to any-one outside that room, we seem to know a fair bit of the substance of the 
complaint..." Mar commented. 
This bought a sideways glance from both Stevenson and Abbey. Stevenson again sipped 
some water and flipped over several pages of rough notes. She had obviously begun a 
strategic analysis of the Appeal as soon as she had been contacted and made the decision to 
be the Defence Counsel. 
 
"Right, then the weakest and the strongest examples will do, though I will 
view…arrh…listen to all of them myself." 
 
She again paused before continuing. 
 
"I don't know if you are aware that the Panel rotates out after a six-month cyclic stint." 
 
She glanced at all those seated around the table. Shakes of heads indicated their ignorance. 
 
"There is only two persons who remain as permanent members. Abel Garter who is the 
Legal Representative for the Panel. An able man... pun intended... who sees the law as black 
and white and does not appreciate the nuances that can be introduced during any form of 
conversation. Or argument. All shades of grey are out for him. He likes things presented as 
facts. Not supposition, innuendo or trying to achieve a scenario that suits the facts but 
causes doubt that absolves the guilty party. A good man for common sense. I can see him 
being the one who did vote against the initial edict that was handed down, primarily because 
he felt that facial expressions were not of themselves, the absolute signs of guilt. As I have 
said, black and white. He will be on our side. The other permanent head is the Assistant 
Commissioner of the S and E Group. A career cop who rose up through the ranks from 
Probationary Constable to his present status through hard work and an excellent work ethic. 
He does tend to be conciliatory towards any Uniform Officer who is placed in front of him. 
Plain-clothes guys are not his sweet tooth, I'm afraid. Though his honesty and work ethic 
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could be to our benefit. The three rotating Officials are usually from the Police hierarchy 
with one being from the Staff Association. I know for a fact that this relevant Official will 
be the Assistant Secretary of the Police Association, Gertie Bainsborough. A staunch 
supporter of female rights in the Force and a believer in the shattering of the glass ceiling." 
 
She paused to leaf through her rough notes before continuing. 
 
"Um....Another will be the Assistant Commissioner, Human Resources. Bronwyn Keeler. 
The mother of six kids, would you believe. The last member who will be rotating in, I am 
not aware of... but the important thing is those two women... with Abel Garter. The final 
edict on Appeal usually takes some weeks to be posted by the Panel which would put that 
date well into the area of my projected hospitalisation to give birth. Under those conditions, 
the case will need to be taken over by the incoming Panel members...because of that 
'Continuum of Legal Counsel' clause. That is definitely to our advantage. It seems a bit..." 
 
She waved her hand to indicate her thoughts on the matter. 
 
"…wishy-washy… but it seems that this aspect of the Panel Hearing By-Laws was inserted 
to ensure that matters before that particular Panel were dealt with expeditiously and within 
the rotation tenure. There were cases that apparently went on for years, being shafted from 
one after the other of the Panels. In one known case against a well-known 'bent' Cop, no-one 
wanted to make a decision, so the matter was just handed over to each rotating sitting 
Panel...with three new sitting Members deliberating over the matter time and again…with 
nothing happening…. for years!" 
 
"But I thought that the rotation will not be taking place until after the thirty-one-day 
Appeals period is ended?" 
 
"Yes, you are right. But one of the enigmas...one of the illogical terms in allowing the 
Defence to be represented, is that his Legal Counsel can only be terminated by the Guilty 
person. The Appellant. The Panel can only step in if Counsel has been killed or been subject 
to an emergency situation. For all other conditions, to allow a constant, unfettered 
representation of the Client, the rotating Panel can allow the complainants to resubmit their 
case and you can have the absurd situation where the new Panel can and has over-ridden the 
original order... based on that scenario having been experienced. The way that I have 
described it, it seems to be an unwieldy bit of bureaucracy... but the Panel would be lucky to 
sit for more than a two-week period in any six-month tenure such is the rareness for their 
service." 
 
"Yes... but how does that piece of information help us? This continuum of Counsel?" 
 
"I would say that child birth does not constitute death or an emergency or life-threatening 
event... especially in the eyes of a mother of six..." 
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"So therefore... you submit the Appeal material at a time but within the required thirty-one-
day period knowing then that you will have the baby which will automatically push the case 
over into the period of the new Panel members taking up their posts...hopefully looking at 
the initial evidence in a different light than the original Panel Members or viewing the 
Appeal material to Joe's advantage... do you think that they will tumble to the ruse?" 
 
"What if they do? There is nothing that I can see that will be available to them to rule 
against the time-honoured protocol. And if that does upset one or two of the old crones, then 
I will ask permission to bring my baby into Court to breast feed it at prescribed times... two 
mothers on the Panel? They need a consensus in reaching a decision, not an accordant vote. 
That means we would only need to sway one other member to our cause for an overturning 
of the initial decision. But that is all food for thought. That approach will be utilised only if 
we cannot mount an Appeal with convincing new substantive material. My take on how the 
Panel view our submission will temper my strategy in that regard. I think you may have the 
key in these files. Leave them with me to peruse. Let's say we meet this time next week 
when I will run over my strategy. Um... here. At my house. Make sure that Joe comes as I'll 
need his signature on papers that will have to be submitted within two days after that to 
comply with the thirty-one-day period... so we cannot have any hiccups. There is no excuse 
allowable for not submitting an Appeal within the time-frame. If we do not conform, then 
Joe has no recourse, I'm afraid... he's hung out to dry." 
 
"One other thing." Abbey pointed out. "Joe's previous association with yourself and 
Caramine here, who has done the majority of the research on the matter, so far..." 
 
"I understand... let them or the complainants mention or even make reference to these 
associations. I'll bury them with so many policy and procedural tit-bits that now, in this 
modern day and age, have been incorporated into our Employment By-laws, they'll be 
spinning their wheels for years to come... and a member or two will know that I too, can 
play a similar game... they'll know that they need to protect their own arses in that type of 
thing. If mud starts to fly then I always carry a raincoat, an umbrella and a slingshot!" 
 
We all laughed at her acted out belligerence. 
 
“I am a little miffed, though. Joe and I both thought that our budding relationship was 
conducted in a most clandestine manner with no-one ever suspecting a thing! I am most 
disappointed!” 
 
Again, we all had a chuckle at her self-disparaging remarks. 
 
“The old saying about The Office and secret affairs? It has stood the test of time, my dear.” 
 
“Yes, I’m afraid so.” She glanced at Caramine. They shared a secret smile. 
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"Arr.....God forbid if this happens, but what would be the outcome if your bubs decided to 
come early?" 
 
"Nothing changes. They will have no recourse but to hold the Hearing date over until such 
time as I am capable of undertaking the Case... again it relates to the continuum of 
representation by Legal Counsel as I detailed earlier." 
 
We drove back towards the City Coroner’s Office complex in a completely different mood 
than when we had started out. 
 
We felt that we could beat the rap and have Joe Lind returned to the fold. 
 
After Muscles and Caramine were left at their place of work, Abbey turned to Marge. 
 
"Come have dinner with us. Joe is staying at our place for a while. He didn't want to be a 
burden on Billy. He and Ben are in the middle of their Final Exams. Up all night cramming. 
You up to it?" 
 
Her face brightened. 
 
For the first time in close on a week, that pert smile cracked the stony look of her face. 
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