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This is the 43rd Novella in the series detailing the life and career of Murder Squad Detective 
Joseph Lind. 
 
It is the 23rd story where Detectives Shelley Anne Shields and Joseph Lind are partners and 
considered the most successful Detectives on the Murder Squad floor 
 
Detective Lind can’t wait until the end of Winter for his ‘booked’ extended Holiday to more 
warmer parts in northern Queensland to begin. This sojourn ordered by the Boss of the 
Murder Squad, DS Clive Butler as Lind is ‘on the brink’ after the trio of gruesome ‘Kiddie 
Homicides’ tests his very mettle and questions the reasons for continuing in his chosen 
profession. 
 
He does not want to be involved in multiple Homicide Cases so close to his intended date of 
Leave. He hopes that he can leave his partner with a clean plate before he begins his 
Holidays. 
 
 
SYNOPSIS: 
 
The Holiday ‘Coastal Strip’ from Tweed Heads on the far north coast border of NSW 
through to the Sunshine Coast in Queensland, is Australia’s holiday ‘Capital’. 
 
This Holiday Mecca also draws a large demand for soft and hard drugs, the entire business 
controlled by three or four competing illegal Bikie Gangs who ‘own’ that part of Australia. 
They constantly challenge one another for a bigger share of the ‘pie’ and the warring 
factions are often at loggerheads that involve ‘drive-by’ shootings, damage to property, 
torching of Properties and Clubhouses and even the death of members and family. 
 
Into this cauldron comes a newcomer. 
 
A third tier Criminal Family from the western suburbs of Sydney. This triggers a vendetta 
that spans several years and the death of many of the participants, or so it seems to both the 
Queensland and NSW Police Forces who some will accuse, have sat back, and waited until 
the Gangs have killed each other off! 
 
A vehicular explosion kills the elderly mother and matriarch and only teen-age son of this 
low-grade Crime Family, leaving the daughter of the woman and the mother of the lad slain 
to conduct her own vicious revenge acts on the perpetrators of the crime. 
 
Detectives Lind and Shields involved in a fatal vehicle accident. The two only shaken but 
kept in Hospital overnight as a precaution. 
 
The death of two young lads and the dumping of their battered bodies has them scratching 
their heads, wondering what the connection is or if there is a connection between all parties 
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and acts of violence involved to the Surfers Paradise illegal Bikie gangs. The death toll 
mounts slowly over the years, reinforcing the notion that death is for keeps and the warring 
parties only stopping when forced by premature deaths that leads to the extinction of one or 
more of the Bikie gangs on the Gold Coast. 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ONE 
 
 
“Joe? A minute, please”. 
 
I hated these types of requests from the Boss. It always spelt trouble, or a difficult Case 
dropped into my lap unexpectantly. I stood at his doorway, thinking that in not fully entering 
his domain, I could dilute anything he may request or offer…or God Forbid, even refuse it! 
 
How ridiculous is that? 
 
“Human Resources have just informed me that you now have twelve weeks of Annual Leave 
accrued. You should be taking your annual four-weeks’ leave each year as it comes due. Hear 
me? It would seem Abbey may have been a bit lax in keeping on top of this aspect of personnel 
control…” 
 
That made my hackles rise and I was about to step into his domain and defend Abbey’s 
honour…until I realised that the old Boss had been gone for more than three years and it was 
now Clive’s responsibility to keep on top of such things. He was trying to ‘shift responsibility’ 
onto a person who was not present and could not defend himself. I opened my mouth to 
comment as such, but the word diplomacy flashed across my grey matter. 
 
Prudence is knowing when to shut your bloody big mouth, some-one once screamed at me! 
 
I couldn’t for the life of me recall who it was! 
 
I nodded my head sheepishly, accepting blame when I really thought none was due on my 
part. 
 
Tact is always allowing the Boss to think that he is right on every occasion. I think the same 
person who has slipped my mind, may have also said this as a jewel of knowledge, so he 
thought at the time…buggered if I could recall the obvious Statesman! 
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“Not on, Joe…” The Boss continued. “If you do not take it, you could lose it. Considering 
your recent…um…those three Cases involving Child Abuse and Homicides, I think you 
should consider some time off…no…I am ordering you to take at least six weeks off, 
understand? Your Time-off-in-lieu is also way over the accepted amount of sixteen 
hours…less than two full working days…you have accrued twenty-two full days. Close to 
two hundred bloody hours! Bloody hell, Joe! You need to consider reducing that level, 
otherwise you could lose it…you know it’s expected to be capped at sixteen hours maximum 
at any given time…and no more…two bloody days maximum! Hear me? I know that is hard 
to control, especially here in the Murder Squad when hours and standard shift hours can often 
be tossed out the window and usually are, but twenty-two full days? That is the most gained 
of any of the Officers on the floor! C’mon, Joe, you need to keep on top of it. Okay? It is your 
responsibility, hear me?” 
 
“Boss? I can’t afford to take…” 
 
He held up a hand to stop me going any further. 
 
“A suggestion that I will approve…turn your ‘Accrued Time Off in Lieu’ into cash. Keep that 
arrangement on the QT please as I will have a rush of your colleagues wanting to turn their 
hours into cash as well if it becomes common knowledge...” I nodded my head knowing that 
it was a common practise for him to approve the protocol. It was frowned upon by the 
Hierarchy for the regular members of the Force, but at least they had the nous to know that 
the usual eight-to-ten-hour day and forty-fifty hour week was as fluid as the ocean in the 
Murder Squad. “That should give you almost four weeks on full pay. It will get rid of that 
accrued hourly amount and give you some additional cash at the same time to go to New 
Zealand…or somewhere…The Maldives or the Cook Islands, which I understand are 
beautiful…especially at this time of year outside the Cyclone season…” 
 
“Yeah, Boss! That’ll be the day…with two young kiddies under the age of four? Bloody 
impossible I reckon to engage them on a four-hour plane flight otherwise I’m with you on 
that suggestion as a holiday destination!” 
 
“What-ever, Joe. Regardless of anything else, you need a break…that’s an order, man. Okay. 
Plan it, okay? Immediately, hear me?” 
 
When I arrived home that night and explained the situation, Tellie jumped at the idea, and we 
wracked our brains trying to plan an extended time away that we could afford and wanted to 
do. 
 
We settled on far north Queensland outside the Cyclone season and before the commencement 
of the ‘Wet’. 
 
The proposed extended holiday unfortunately delayed until late Winter, early Spring because 
we had not booked in enough advanced time. The alternative, two weeks painting out the 
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Grannie Flat never seriously considered, though Tellie and Malisa had definite ideas in that 
area! 
 
What-ever, the delay in taking the time off suited us better, if the truth be known. The 
Apartment building in Cairns glowingly recommended to us by my half-sister in Coolum, 
who invited us up to her place before we headed further north, was sufficient for us to make 
enquiries about the Apartment complex. 
 
The delay of some months due to the Self-Service Apartments not available until then. We 
booked in for a two-and-a-half-week stay, with a two-week stay at my stepsister’s place at 
Coolum on the Sunshine Coast of Queensland. This extended the break to seven weeks once 
the drive up there and back was taken into consideration. A couple of short hops from Sydney 
to Coolum and then up to Cairns. 
 
With Aleesha almost four and Sam just on two, these mites would always dictate the daily 
mileage covered! 
 
None-the-less, it was something to look forward to and I was hanging out for the overdue 
break! 
 
It would be the first such odyssey with my family. 
 
We also were considering placing the 4WD on the train to do the two-thousand-kilometre trip 
north from Brisbane to Cairns in comfort. Tellie was to chase that out, while I slaved away at 
work waiting for the date of my holidays to come closer. 
 
It drifted at a snail’s pace, so it seemed. 
 
All I needed was another gruesome ‘kiddie’ homicide and I may very well take off 
prematurely! 
 
I was that close…that close! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
 
 
“What does that mean, Nanna? Just waving your arms about as though that may signify a 
direction. Up or down…what do you mean? Where is He? Where is Heaven? He must be 
somewhere, mustn’t He be? He must have an address…a phone number and a Post Code, like 
all of us…drive around in a cool car as we were made in his image, so it says in the Scriptures, 
so if we have those things, then He must, too. If He is like us, why is He so scared to show 
himself? And nanna?” This was the crunch for the kid. “In Human Studies at School a couple 
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of weeks ago, we learnt that through DNA investigations, it was found that the human species 
began around one hundred thousand years ago and originated near the Rift Valley in north-
eastern Africa…near the Horn of Africa. If that is true, then we all started as black people 
which means that He must have also been black!” 
 
He knew that would send shivers up his Grand-nanna’s spine. He turned away from her to 
hide his smile. 
 
“That is ridiculous, my young man!” She shook her head, not even contemplating such a 
thought, wondering not for the first time, where these silly ideas came from. Sacrilegious, she 
angrily proclaimed to herself. “You know? He’s everywhere. He is! Truly. That is the beauty 
of it. He knows what you are doing…what you are thinking every moment of the day”. The 
old girl croaked out, a smile on her face. The other nonsense already forgotten. 
 
“How can that be? What do you mean, Nanna?” 
 
“You’ve got to have Faith. Then you will know”. 
 
She patted his knee as though this will provide him with the answers that he searched for. 
 
“But even those with ‘Faith’ can’t define it. Can’t give a decent description of it…or Him. 
Don’t really know where it is, so how can you believe it yourself when you don’t know? I 
mean, it’s an important point, isn’t it? Where you go when you die? My Dad believed when 
you are dead, you are dead and we are being arrogant in believing that we continue living in 
some hazy, magical after-life…not even the animals go to Heaven, do they? And if Heaven 
were as you believe, with everything hunky-dory, everything perfect in every regard, it would 
be so boring, so Dad says. My Dad says that you’ve got to have storms to appreciate beautiful, 
calm days. You’ve got to experience sadness to know when you are happy and you’ve got to 
have tried McDonalds and Broccoli to know when you have a good meal, like the way you 
cook, Nanna. You have to know negative things of life to really like all the good things that 
abound throughout your life…and when I die and there is such a thing as Heaven, I don’t 
want to be just floating about not being seen…or heard…or not knowing where I am…and if 
there is such a thing as life after death, how come we can’t keep in contact?” 
 
The old woman gave a slight smile. Nodded at her young charge…so like his father she 
thought. She could remember when she was that age, questioning the unquestionable. It is 
written that you don’t need to prove anything if you have faith…don’t need to question the 
unquestionable. She again patted the young boy’s knee. 
 
This one was a thinker, she thought to herself. He will grow to be a Father doing God’s work. 
That knowledge, that faith in the future pleased her. She crossed herself as she smiled. 
 
“If he wasn’t black, then he wasn’t white skinned as the area where he grew up everyone was 
olive skinned so why do they always portray Him in paintings as being white skinned…is that 



8 

considered superior? And most of the famous paintings depicting Him were painted several 
centuries after He died, so how can they be accurate in their depiction of His appearance?” 
 
She again patted his knee, thinking for the first time how indeed could they accurately depict 
Him? 
 
The two watched from the back seat as the mother to the boy and daughter to the old girl 
placed flowers on the grave, crossed herself and stood with head bowed, wrapping her arms 
around herself against the cold. 
 
It was blustery. 
 
A cold wind blew across the open Cemetery with scudding drizzle more an annoyance than 
not. She had insisted that her elderly mother stay in the car. She did not want her getting a 
chill at her age. It would be the death of her. Her son could keep the old girl company. He was 
the old girl’s favourite, in any case. They could both sit in the warmth of the car while she 
completed her weekly ritual of laying flowers on the grave of her late husband. 
 
Well, this was outside the usual week-end ritual. It was five years to-day since her husband 
was suddenly and brutally taken from her. 
 
A long, lonely, and sad time it had been for her without her husband. He had been a good 
man. A good husband, father, and provider. There may be some who would not agree with 
that sentiment, but what the heck, you made your own way through life as best you could. 
The only problem she had was the constant harassment of the Police who seemed to constantly 
breath down their necks, every chance they could. It was no fault of theirs, just Coppers trying 
to eke out a living as best they could also…so her husband had once said. What would he 
know, the Coppers continued with their harassment after he died. 
 
She brushed that thought away as being counter-productive and negative. They had to do 
something she supposed, so why not harass them and her enlarged family…what would they 
know! 
 
The two seated in the warmth of the car ambivalent to the weekly habit, not fully 
understanding the implications of the gesture. 
 
The woman would religiously lay flowers at the gravesite every week. Sometimes she was 
angry that they could not have a family vault…a Mausoleum built to house those that have 
departed this world. All the family members keeping each other company through eternity…if 
they at all knew! There were so many who had met a grisly and premature end…but she was 
returning the favour in spades to those who showed scant respect for her family. She smiled 
at this, looking around at the puny Headstones of a similar height and size. All in a row. 
Regimented, so the Groundsman could drive his Tractor easily down each row to mow the 
lawns. In one day! Driving his little Tractor over the bodies of those who were buried there. 
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The Cemetery people would not allow such things as large Family Vaults in this part of the 
cemetery, or for that matter, anywhere! Sacrilegious, she had screamed at them. To have this 
undersized little gravestone like all the others was such an insult to his memory…and to the 
family name….and the brothers and other family members scattered like chaff across this neat 
lawn cemetery…a Mausoleum, which is what her family and extended family should have! 
With huge, winged angels and an edifice of Gabriel blowing the Horn of Eternity guarding 
the glowing marble edifice. 
 
People would know they were important…but this sorry excuse for a headstone…like all the 
others…her husband would be spinning right now…not resting in peace. That was not right, 
she angrily thought. Stamping her foot without realising she was stomping on his remains! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
The woman stood, crossed herself and started towards the car, only to be violently lifted and 
flung backwards by the percussion wave.…then the noise hit her like a sledgehammer. She 
knew without thinking, what had caused it. 
 
A giant plume and flame seemed to erupt from the luxury, imported sedan standing in the 
Cemetery drive. 
 
It flew into the air, landing on its roof with a ghastly sound of twisted, tortured metal. 
 
The vehicle now an enormous ball of flame. 
 
Bits and pieces blew off to fall like rain around her. 
 
Nothing could survive the incinerator effect. 
 
The explosion. 
 
She rolled over and rose to her knees on the wet grass and wailed as loud as a banshee keening 
for all the lost souls that have vanished, dying viciously since time began, so the wail seemed 
to denote. 
 
Her father…her husband…and now her only son. Her mother, bless their souls. How her 
brother would stamp around! His anger uncontrollable…he would want immediate revenge. 
His immediate action to organise that revenge. Finally, he would be compelled to join in the 
on-going vendetta that she had been waging since the violent death of her husband. There was 
some comfort in that thought as she sat there, tears streaming down her face. Blood from 
small cuts and abrasions from flying shrapnel mixing with those tears. 
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The question of when it would stop never entered her head. Upon her death seemed to be the 
only answer that she could grasp at but knowing conclusively that a lot more lives would be 
ended before this was all over. 
 
There would be no words uttered between the dead and the living, no matter what the old 
woman or young boy had discussed as their last utterances. 
 
Death is for keeps though they who were lost would never broadcast this to The Living. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
Shelley stopped the ‘Unmarked’ some distance from the Crime Scene taped boundary line. A 
perimeter set up with blue crime scene tape cordoning off a large area. The tape fluttering in 
the cold breeze. Cones like a mini forest of yellow plastic Pine trees littered the area, colouring 
some distance away from the centre of the blast to designate the debris and their landing 
points. 
 
The rippling affect and severity of the explosion noticeable for all to see. 
 
The regimented and similar sized head-stones closest to the point of the explosion, either split 
asunder into thousands of pieces of stone, or left lying, the gold-leafed, simple epitaphs facing 
the leaden sky. 
 
I stood from our Unmarked and stretched. 
 
Looked about the peaceful scene of the Cemetery that followed the slope of the ground down 
towards the local lagoon. On one side of the main dirt roadway that split the Cemetery in two, 
the usual higgle-de-piggily array of old-fashion tombstones of other times seemed like a 
serration tearing at the low cloud cover. The other side, a neat collection of similar heighted 
headstones marked the last resting place of a more modern era. The simple headstones affixed 
to a narrow concrete ‘pathway’ parallel and of equidistance from each row. The only problem 
to me was the need to walk over beautifully kept lawn to reach your destination. A loved one 
who had died, but in doing so you walked over the bodies buried below your feet of other 
poor departed souls! 
 
I didn’t know about that! 
 
But then again, once you’re dead, you’re dead, death is for keeps so some believe, so who 
cares…but what of the beliefs of others. It seemed to laugh at the strong beliefs of those who 
thought there was a ‘Higher Being’ who controlled our very being, every breath we took and 
decided on our parting, and who believed in a life after death…would they be aware of us 
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mortals treading all over their remains? I remember as a kid going to a Cemetery with my 
Nanna to visit some-one, so she would say. I chastised for walking over the graves of 
others…does it really matter or are we becoming more a society of non-believers where the 
trudging over the remains of others means little? 
 
When you are dead, you are dead…death is for keeps! 
 
I lifted the crime tape to allow Shelley Shields, my partner, to walk under. We signed onto the 
Crime Scene Attendance Register and walked towards the blackened shell of what I surmised 
was once a car. 
 
“Bloody hell!” I exclaimed quietly at I stood looking at what was once a vehicle which had 
two occupants inside when it exploded in a huge ball of flame and sound. 
 
“Yeah. The Perp either wanted to ensure the kill or he didn’t understand the true power of 
plastic explosives. Over the top…he must have had a ready supply of the stuff which is 
exceedingly difficult for an individual to obtain in this country. Its importation and sale is 
extremely heavily policed”. 
 
The guy turned to me. Shook my hand. Introduced himself to Shelley. 
 
“Barton Lynch…everyone calls me Bart…um…Explosives Expert, so they say”. A boyish 
grin. “I don’t think we have crossed paths before. I’m in a small section of Ballistics under 
the umbrella of the Forensic Trace Unit. I spend most of my time out at the Holsworthy Army 
Barracks learning everything about explosives and what they will do to a person, a vehicle 
and to buildings. A really cool place to be, let me tell you”. A smile on his face as he cast his 
eyes over the destruction as though it was a new-born baby. A sheer delight for him on this 
oppressive, blustery wintry morning. 
 
Obviously, a man who loved his job, I thought to myself. 
 
I gave him a nod. A quick smile. Shelley was giving him the once over, three times over so I 
thought. I nudged her in the hip to break her trance. The bloke was almost old enough to be 
her father. 
 
“How’s Brin?” I asked. A smile on my face. Brin being her warmth and company. His name 
was Greg Simmonds, and I still did not know where Brin came from, but she referred to him 
as Brin more times than not. He was now a Senior Constable out of the Liverpool LAC Cop 
Station. In line for further promotion, so I’d heard it whispered in the corridors of power. 
 
She shook her head, asking whether she could get close to the vehicle. 
 
“No. Forensics along with my team, are still working the scene. Maybe an hour…” 
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I looked up to the access road that divided the cemetery neatly in two. 
 
An Ambulance parked beside a Morgue truck waiting patiently for its cargo. Bits and pieces 
of the bodies of the two vehicle occupants when found, dutifully bagged, and tagged. The 
remnants scattered within a huge area of the blast zone. Farther still, going on the condition 
of the metal that once was a luxury vehicle. 
 
“The mother?” I asked, nodding towards the Ambulance. 
 
“Yes. I’m surprised it’s still here. She was in a bad way. A Missus Angela Malouf, her birth 
name she goes by now…her son Michael Afasti-Malouf, aged seventeen and her mother, 
Angelina Malouf, aged seventy-nine. Both blown into a million shreds of tissue that the 
Crows, Kookaburras, and Magpies will be picking up for bloody weeks if the Forensic people 
fail to find all the bits and pieces…a veritable feast for them, I reckon”. 
 
I again cast my eyes around the scene, noticing for the first time two guys from the Gang 
Related Crimes Unit, Reg West, and Barry Noble. They had appeared from around the side of 
the Ambulance. 
 
I nodded at them. 
 
Reg touched his brow with an index finger by way of recognition. His trade-mark hello. 
 
Things between the Murder Squad and the GRCU members had thawed a hell of a lot since 
Deputy Commissioner White and several of his cronies given the ultimatum of taking 
Retirement or they could expect the Standards and Ethics guys to start an examination of their 
careers. Negative whispers amongst the ranks were rife and most stated that they were all 
true. DC White was one who had both hands in the honey pot, and I could vouch on the 
authenticity of some of the rumours. 
 
The ‘Old Guard’ was gradually being whittled away. Not soon enough for some! 
 
Now, us and the Gang Related guys were as thick as thieves…almost. Cooperating in a way 
that had never happened before…all because certain high-grade persons had either retired or 
been pushed or ordered to make that decision with threats of internal investigations being held 
over their heads if they had opted to remain. 
 
“Reg…” I shook his hand. Did likewise with Barry Noble who I knew from the ‘Old Days’ 
in Narcotics and Vice. He about ten years my senior and with a ‘tag’ of his own. I wouldn’t 
trust his shadow to follow behind obediently. One of those guys who came with baggage and 
would always carry it. Why he paired up with Reg West was a complete mystery. Perhaps to 
keep Noble on the straight and narrow until he retired which was but months away, so went 
the scuttlebutt. 
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“What are you guys doing out here?” I asked, looking down at the ground to hide a smirk. 
 
“The mother? Angela Malouf? She was here placing flowers on her late husband’s grave…” 
 
I nodded looking across at him expecting him to elaborate. This could take some time in the 
telling, I thought. I glanced over at Shelley who was deliberately ignoring my look. 
 
“Yeah…I guess it would be a shock. Her son…and her elderly mother, wasn’t it?” 
 
They nodded in unison. 
 
“Ferdi Sardi…know him, Joe? Seriously injured in a vehicle accident up on the North Coast 
as he returned home from a meeting with members of the White Skulls Bikie Gang up on the 
Gold Coast. Negotiating with them to increase his drug distribution network up into 
Queensland. Buggered if we can really work out why he even thought of it! He was the 
husband of the recently departed, elderly Angelina Malouf…aged seventy-eight, or 
thereabouts in that shell of a wreck over there. Angelina dying this morning, as you know. 
Sardi the Grandfather of a family that was well known throughout the Western Suburbs for a 
lot of reasons…all bad!” He looked out at the mass of headstones in the old part of the 
cemetery. “Mastouf Afasti? Know of him? The husband of the beautiful junior Angela 
Malouf. Old man Sardi was his Godfather. Also, Sardi’s son-in-law. Gunned down perhaps 
five years ago about, as he did some weeding in his Veggie Patch in his own backyard. There 
has been a smattering of revenge shootings, arson attacks, home invasions and drive-by 
shootings for years now to repay the favour. Several rival Lebanese gangs squirming for more 
elbow room and a larger part of the drug supply and selling pie…along with several known 
bikie gangs just to muddy the water even further…all giving the Queensland cops a continual 
headache! For bloody years now…” 
 
“Arrh, Jesus. We’re in the middle of a little tit-for-tat. She supposed to have been in the 
vehicle…is that what you think? Angela Malouf? She was the real target? She was also meant 
to die in the explosion…it went off a little prematurely…you think?” I asked. 
 
The feeling of dread starting to worm in the pit of my stomach. The Case fought over like in 
the old days when the GRCU membership had more pull than the Murder Squad. 
 
“No…I don’t think so, but…I guess it could be as you suggest. But no, I don’t think so. Expect 
an immediate retaliation as the woman will be hopping mad…as mad as a sock full of 
grasshoppers. I couldn’t hazard a guess on who the target will be but… there are several 
families who will be shitting razor blades at the moment, let me tell you… arrh… because of 
that, I reckon we should work together, huh? We’ll have our hands full in the coming weeks, 
I reckon”. 
 
“Let me clear it with the Boss first, okay? You should do the same, eh?” 
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A slight nod his acknowledgement of the suggestion. He could appreciate the politics between 
our Branches. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 
I turned to the sound of tyres on the gravel roadway. The Ambulance did a three-point turn 
and slowly headed up the slope towards the exit gate of the Cemetery. 
 
“She was in a bad way…can be expected, I guess…she wasn’t up to any questions”. As 
though that statement closed the book for me. 
 
“I would have liked a word with her…” I commented as I tugged at my ear. 
 
“She was in a pretty bad way…” West repeated. “They had her heavily sedated”. 
 
I thought she couldn’t have been that bad as they spent some time with her before they walked 
over to where Shells and I were standing. Never mind, I thought to myself, we’ll get a chance 
at the Hospital later to-day. 
 
I shivered. 
 
The cold was seeping into my bones, and we were only a week into the cold part of the year  
 
Another scudding drizzle glided over the area. I hunched my shoulders and turned the collar 
of my suit coat up which was a little silly when I thought about it. The action not likely to 
save me from getting wet! 
 
I walked over to where Shells was standing. The Forensic Trace people had approved us 
getting up close and personnel to the bombed out, charred wreck of a car. I amazed at the 
destruction of twisted, blackened metal that once had been a vehicle with impeccable safety 
built into its very skin. The wreck laughing at the reputation, so it seemed to my warped sense 
of absurd. 
 
“I reckon they knew what they were doing…” Barton Lynch muttered as he bent down to 
inspect the insides of the shell. He then stood and pointed to the underside of the floor pan 
metal. “They placed a small cache of the explosive up under the rear seat cut-up of the bottom 
panel of the vehicle. On the underside of the floor panel up in front of the fuel tank. Another 
placed under the similar cut-up that forms the front seat panel base of the under-floor area. 
Either one I would imagine would have done the trick…killed who-ever was inside the vehicle 
at the time…two I guess to be on the safe side, though it was over-kill”. 
 



15 

“So, they could have been targeting the driver?” 
 
“Mmm…anyone inside the vehicle at the time of the explosion…the grandmother, mother or 
the son…take your pick”. 
 
“How would they have ignited the explosive?” 
 
“A simple detonator. An electrical charge more than likely from a Mobile Phone…the Perps 
ring the number. The phone rings which involves enough electrical impulse to charge the 
detonator. The two separate charges connected by a couple of thin wires tacked up to the 
underside of the vehicle shell by gaffer tape, more than likely. We’ll find pieces of it 
eventually. Even fingerprints if we’re lucky. Give us a couple more hours. I doubt that they 
would have spent no more than ten minutes placing the charges and the detonators, wires, and 
phone. Maybe she parks the vehicle overnight in her driveway and not in the garage. Even 
out on the street…depending on where she lives. You know, around Paddington, off-street 
parking is non-existent…mmm…though I doubt they’d have much trouble getting into a 
garage if they wanted to…that’s for you to check out, huh?” 
 
“Mmm…with all the gadgetry and now knowing who the vics are and their history, the garage 
would be like the house. Like fucking Fort Knox! Um…your comment about the detonation 
process which would show who-ever was tailing the vehicle. May have even turned off onto 
the Cemetery road and propped up the top there…” Pointing up the hill to the crest where the 
road diverged off the main road to come into the Cemetery grounds. “Propped on the crest of 
the hill and watched the mother alight and walk down the aisle of head-stones. Made sure 
possibly, that she was well out of the killing zone”. I suggested. “Which means that she was 
not the targeted person. Who-ever it was, was making a statement to the woman. We can get 
you at any time…and possibly they were also letting her know that someone close to them 
had been murdered, and they were letting her know that this was payback time…who is the 
Sardi stroke Afasti stroke Malouf family warring with?” I asked no-one. Just voicing an 
opinion to try and make sense of the situation. This type of murder is always caused by tit-
for-tat incidents…this being payback for some slight…perhaps a murder of one of their own. 
 
Shelley shifted on her feet. 
 
“Joe? Like always, you’re picking over scraps…boxing at shadows in a darkened room…” 
 
“Seems logical”. Barton Lynch commented. A smile on his face. “I like it…” He smiled at 
Shelley. 
 
“Don’t encourage the old man, Bart”. Shelley scolded. “Have you a son who works out of the 
Liverpool LAC Cop Station? George Lynch? If he isn’t your son, then you have a double, 
though around half your age…” 
 
Lynch nodded proudly. Smiled. 
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“Yeah…I tried like blazes to keep him from joining up, but he had his mind set. He loves it”. 
 
The two GRCU guys ambled over. 
 
“Not much more for us to see, Joe. If you need any more background stuff, give us a yell. The 
Police Intelligence Unit will supply you with a mountain of stuff on the family and the 
various…um…you know? Participants and other parties of interest, just as well as we 
can…and their records would be in better order”. He chuckled. 
 
I got the impression that they were not that interested in continuing with the investigation, 
giving us complete control. It occurred to me then, that the list of suspects was an extensive 
list. He had already obtained instructions from his Boss who this minute, would be conversing 
with Clive Butler, our Boss, was my guess. 
 
“Yeah, right”. I replied. “We may sit down in a couple of days and get your gist on things, if 
that is okay by you blokes?” 
 
“Yeah. No worries. Glad to be able to help. Give us a tingle”. 
 
That blew me away. Things were looking up. We were all on the same side, so it now seemed. 
 
“Um…one thing. The woman’s address…know it off hand? Bart thought it was Paddington 
only because of the luxury car model…” I asked, a smile to go with the ‘stir’. 
 
“Just look up the surname…either the married or maiden name, in the Police Register of 
known criminals. I doubt that it has altered over the past fifty years, thereabouts. Merrylands 
or Guildford, thereabouts. I hear you are now the Force’s whiz on a Tablet…is that true?” 
Again, a smile at what he thought was funny…at my expense! 
 
Co-operation only went so far, so it seemed. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
“You wouldn’t call them Crime Lord royalty of Sydney and surrounds. They’d have to be 
third tier, if anything. Even fourth grade if you’re not feeling charitable! They knew their 
place in the scheme of things and were satisfied with that…for a lot of bloody years”. He 
looked over at us as he leant his forearms on his desk. Clasped his hands. An earnest 
expression on his face. Shook his head. “The Sardi and the last generation, the Afasti 
families…now I guess, the Malouf family line is slowly being reduced. The entire family not 
the brightest torches in the batch, but they knew their limitations, I reckon. Old man Ferdi 
Sardi was never going to climb the heap to individually control the drug traffic coming into 
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Sydney from the Melbourne Docks. By design or good luck, he reached a position which left 
him one down from the Wholesalers in Melbourne and two up from the Street Sellers in 
Sydney. If either got burnt by the Victorian Coppers, Border Patrol and Customs, us or the 
AFP, his position would always remain intact, so it would seem…for bloody yonks it 
remained that way!” 
 
Jamison Hardy from Police Intelligence turned in his Office chair at the sound of a Printer 
whirring to life. 
 
Spun a couple of A4 colour mug shots across his desk towards us. James, or Jimmy as he 
preferred to be known, was an old Undercover Cop a generation ahead of my stint in the 
ranks. He had moved into Police Intelligence when the team formed way back in 
Commissioner Allen days. He spoke highly of his illustrious, former Boss, saying he had 
enough on him to ensure he spent his retirement days in Prison. 
 
It never happened! 
 
Go figure! 
 
I looked carefully at the mug shots of old man Ferdi, his son-in-law Mastouf Afasti, Angelina 
Malouf and her daughter and wife of Afasti, Angela Malouf, as she is now known as since her 
husband’s demise. 
 
Another six A4 mugshots skimmed across the table towards me. 
 
“All dead. All brothers, cousins, or generals of the Sardi and Afasti mob. Don’t get me wrong, 
they gave as good as they got…um…it all started with Ferdi Sardi…I have no idea what 
possessed the man as he had a nice little, safe business at a level he could control….and was 
making a comfortable living for himself and the entire family line. There was a couple of 
business ventures that went bung around that time and money may have been tight. That’s an 
educated guess, by the way…Um… A string of Kebab Shops, two Pizza joints and a couple 
of Home Unit Developments that didn’t earn him the money he thought he would make from 
the enterprises. What-ever, he decided to look north to expand his Drug Distribution pipeline. 
Surfers Paradise. The Gold Coast. The only trouble with that was he did it at the time three 
Bikie groups began a very serious turf war up there for the same reason. The White Skulls, 
The Nomads and The Rebels…even The Winged Angels and a couple of other groups as well. 
It was one of the hotspots for drug distribution and selling in Australia…and still is. Bloody 
bad timing on his part, is all I’ll say…he walked into the Lions’ Den when all the Lions were 
going at it to gain supremacy of the area up there…from the NSW border town of Tweed 
Heads up to the Sunshine Coast. Australia’s holiday Mecca”. 
 
He again turned as the printer sputtered back into life. A series of A5 shots. Two to an A4 page 
again spun across his desk towards me. 
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“Twelve Bikies killed in the last five years. Also, three women. Bikie moles. Two wives of 
high standing Bikies, four kids, at least a dozen Hogs destroyed, and three Club Houses burnt 
to the ground. It got bloody serious for a while…and is still bubbling along nicely as we speak, 
thank you very much. The Queensland Cops have their hands full and have had for about the 
last five to ten years, about. We can’t, in all honesty lay all guilt on Sardi and his boys down 
here as the local Bikie gangs up there would have had something to do with the in-fighting as 
well. They at each other’s throats with Ferdi walking straight into the middle of it”. 
 
He shook his head. Chuckled at the situation. 
 
“What-ever! On Ferdi’s third trip to negotiate a safe pipeline into Queensland, it must not 
have gone to plan. He had to have trod on one too many toes. He was on his way back down 
to Sydney. His vehicle ran off the road and slammed into a tree. Younis Sardi killed instantly. 
He was Ferdi’s older brother. Ferdi’s younger brother Merdi also was killed though it took 
two weeks for him to die and only after they took him off the life-support machines. The 
Vehicle Accident Unit could not determine the cause of the accident but stated the vehicle 
may have veered to miss a Roo…or something…an Echidna perhaps. There was no evidence 
of any system failure within the vehicle. Bang! Straight into a massive tree at over one-
hundred kays an hour. The Sardi and Afasti families knew straight away who to blame…take 
your pick out of all the Bikie gangs they had being negotiating with up there…that’s how the 
whole thing started. This latest explosion that killed old woman Angelina Sardi nee Malouf? 
And Angela Malouf’s seventeen-year-old son? Retribution for the torching of six hogs up on 
the Gold Coast about six weeks ago…that was getting too close…a Hog is family to these 
guys. More important, more treasured than a wife or kids…or even the bloody dog!” 
 
“Any of this provable if brought before a Court of Law?” 
 
“What do you reckon, Detective? If it were that good, we’d be standing on the steps of the St. 
James Criminal Court building right now”. 
 
I tidied up the pile of photographs, bouncing them on the desk to place them into a Folder. 
They would help to fill out the Murder Book I had sitting on my desk. Another Case never 
solved by the looks of it. An ‘Unsolve’ left to settle, mocking me every time that I sat at my 
desk. I stood, shook the old bloke’s hand suggesting that I owed the old bugger a shout, 
thanking him for the back-ground material. 
 
“I’ll get a family tree and a written summary of what I have described to you…by the end of 
the week…um…every Pay Day I have two Schooners down at the Club. Without fail, mate. 
The Eels Club across town. It’s far enough away from here to not see any of the Bosses 
drinking there…” 
 
“They’d all be drinking at the Union Club, wouldn’t they?” 
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“Yeah, I guess. Next Thursday I expect to see you. It’s been a while between drinks, let me 
tell you. A natter over a beer or two and more valuable information may be forthcoming. It 
would be good to catch up on old times and the bastards who ruled the roost back then…you’d 
know a few that would take two schooners to tell, eh?” A chuckle as I promised him of my 
presence next Thursday and we were out of there. To tarry may have cost me several more 
beers! 
 
I gave him a wave as I followed Shelley off the floor heading for the Lift Lobby. I would 
honour the invitation as he was one of the good guys soon to slip into the oblivion of the 
retirement age, like many with which I had once worked. 
 
That made me do a double-take. I never thought I was that old or placed in the senior ranks 
by others! That truth came as a shock to me! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
 
I put a call into the Forensic Trace Unit. 
 
“Bloody hell, Joe, we’re not magicians down here. Expect something in a few weeks…” 
 
“Sorry…um…did you do a Trace Search at the home of the old girl. Whether she parked her 
car out front, in the drive-way or a garage?” 
 
“Arrh…Joe? That sounds like your sphere of responsibility…but yes, we did a complete 
search of the area where the vehicle is usually parked overnight. In the driveway would you 
believe, which we found surprising, knowing the nature of their business and the recent 
history of tit-for-tat killings. Stupid, really. Not very security conscious in some ways and 
completely overboard in other ways. The house has about a dozen surveillance cameras on 
show. I’d hazard a guess and say there were double that, which you couldn’t see…and yet she 
goes and parks her car in the bloody driveway! Bloody nonsensical! We also have surveillance 
footage from several nearby residences. Acceptable quality footage. We will send it down 
when we have named the villains knowing that you people are stretched, outside your safety 
zone at this moment. We would not normally be so benevolent but…” 
 
“Your help is gratefully accepted, Dee Dee”. I was on the verge of laughing at her attempt at 
being condescending. “A name or at least the Rego details of a vehicle leaving the address 
would be greatly appreciated. Do you reckon you can provide that? That would help heaps. 
You and Tellie going to the Pictures this week-end?” 
 
This was their usual fortnightly habit where the two of them…and sometimes Melisa and 
several other female friends would all celebrate on a girls’ night out. 
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“Yep…to allow you quality time with your daughters, my good man. Saturday night. A meal 
in town at a quality Restaurant, a couple of drinks and then the show…thank you very much. 
Don’t get Mal and Bill to help you out, my dear…” 
 
“I would never waste the opportunity for quality time with my daughters…” 
 
“Mmm…we’ll get something of value to you within ten working days, okay?” 
 
“The address? In Guildford and not Paddington?” 
 
“These people…and people like them, do not understand the aura of living in Paddington. 
They would rather build a two-storey monstrosity on a regular suburban building block out 
in the Burbs…the colourful western suburbs of Sydney. A comfort zone sort of thing, I think. 
See ya”. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
 
We headed towards the Hospital to interview Angela Malouf. A short phone call to the 
Attending Doctor confirmed that she was well enough to answer questions. 
 
It took us three goes of stop-start crawling to make the major intersection controlled by Traffic 
Lights. 
 
“Bloody Hell! We should know better than to head towards the City this time of the 
morning…the traffic is getting worse, don’t you think?” 
 
“I reckon that it doesn’t matter anymore, it’s like this all day!” Shelley bemoaned. 
 
We got the green arrow and began to crawl across the wide intersection. 
 
“Fuck, Shells…watch…bloody shit…bloody hell, what a stupid bastard, he went straight 
through against that red light…you okay? Shit! That was some ride, huh?” 
 
That’s how long it took the series of collisions to occur! 
 
This was all I managed to shout before the Unmarked spun several times. A noise like an 
explosion accompanied our several three-sixties and we ended up broadside, colliding into 
the Traffic Light stanchion on the central median strip. A car on our inside T-boned, ending 
up on its roof. I didn’t know whether it had rolled several times due to the collision as I was 
too busy wondering what the hell was going on. 
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Screeching tyres, shrieking wrecked metal and broken glass. Metal panels re-modelled 
instantaneously into something not intended to be their shape. Complete plastic body panels 
wrenched from the vehicles and sent spinning dangerously across the intersection. Broken 
bones and screams of agony. 
 
The culprit had ignored the green light on a ‘left turn only’ lane and had continued straight 
across into the intersection collecting us, the vehicle turning with us and another car behind 
us. The young occupants had staggered out of the speeding small 4WD and taken off like 
frightened rabbits. I didn’t know or see at the time that one of the fleeing youths was being 
helped by two of his mates. 
 
“You okay, Shells? Your shoulder?” 
 
“No, no. Yeah. I’m fine…a little bruising, my left shoulder is sore from the seatbelt, a couple 
of cuts from flying glass. A bump on the head…no, no, I’m okay. My right shoulder is fine. 
Not even a bump. You?” 
 
“Yeah, okay, a little shook up. I can’t get out as the door is slammed hard up against the Traffic 
Light post. The side and front air-bags saved us from any serious injuries, I reckon…” 
 
I could hear sirens in the background. Several people leaned into our Unmarked to ask if we 
were all right. They helped Shells out, to lay her on the grass of the centre median strip verge. 
Me? Once they knew I was okay, they left to look after the injured in the other two cars. I 
heard a mumbled comment about some-one dead. 
 
Bugger! 
 
The bastard had gone through a red light at speed. What bloody for, I remember saying 
repeatedly as I sat alone in the driver’s seat. There was no way I could extricate myself and 
crawl across to the passenger side. I would have to be patient and wait until some-one came 
to move the Unmarked so I could get out! If the door opened, which I doubted! The accident 
should teach me a lesson. I rarely drove our Unmarked if Shelley was with me. This was one 
of those rare occasions that I had sat in the driver’s seat without really thinking. 
 
An omen, maybe? 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINE 
 
 
We spent all that day and the following night in Hospital to be on the safe side. Our 
accommodation a shared indent, as no Wardrooms were available. The area quickly filling 
with firstly, Hospital Staff then family, friends, and colleagues once informed of our accident. 
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Perhaps because we were Coppers, we were detained for a little longer than normal for 
observation…but before we had a meal that night, we were wheeled into a two-bed 
Wardroom. A trail of well-wishers following along behind like Brown’s cows. Shelley was 
most boisterous in having to share the same Room as I for a night. 
 
‘He snores like a chain-saw’, was her gripe. Tellie nodding her head in sympathy along with 
Marge and Malisa. I hadn’t thought that so many females were aware of my nightly habit…my 
son said something funny that I missed, but the gathered congregation roared with 
laughter…at my expense! 
 
Two people killed, two others seriously injured with one of those on the critical list and not 
expected to make it through the night, was the fall-out of the senseless accident. 
 
The driver and two other occupants of the stolen vehicle never found, although blood in both 
the front and rear passenger seats would mean at least two of them had suffered injuries! DNA 
matching was not productive meaning neither were in the ‘Felons List’. 
 
Doesn’t that shit you!? 
 
The worrying aspect was Shelley’s knock on the head which caused some bruising. A large 
egg noticeable on the side of her head. We had no idea how she had sustained the injury as 
the side airbag should have saved her from any such collision with something that hard to 
cause such an injury to her head. I can vouch for the hardness of her skull! It had to be in the 
‘hardness grade’ of emery, about! I won’t go as far as diamonds, as she could make something 
of that! 
 
We were ordered home for the rest of the week by a worried Boss…one bloody working day 
and the weekend! I reckon he more concerned about losing his Ace Detective team in one foul 
swoop. It had never happened before, and he didn’t want it happening on his watch. 
 
I sorely tempted to bring my Holiday Date forward to get the hell out of there! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
The following week, we detoured to stay away from the intersection not wanting to press our 
luck. 
 
Stupid really, but what the heck…if you don’t know, you will never understand. 
 
Came to a halt opposite Angela Malouf’s residence. Crime scene tape still fluttered in the 
breeze, blocking off her driveway and concrete standing area in front of her garage door. 
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We knocked on her door to have it opened slowly as though the person had been standing 
behind the door waiting for the knock for her to react! I guess she could have seen us pull up, 
guessing we were coppers and positioned herself behind her front door…or something like 
that. 
 
“Triffic!” She exclaimed as she looked us up and down. “More bloody cops! When can I get 
me garage and driveway back? At least yer stayed away from me when I was in Hospital, eh? 
Shows yer got some manners, I’s s’pose. But yer annoying me before I can bury me mother 
and son…though there appears to be little left of them to bury, like…when can I get the pieces 
back to bury them, huh?” 
 
I handed her a Court Order allowing us to search her house and surrounds. Turned and nodded 
to a swatch of Uniforms and several Officers from the Forensic Trace Team, the Drug Squad, 
and the GRCU team. 
 
“What’s this then?” She asked as she tried to hand back the document. She knew exactly what 
it was. 
 
“Missus Afasti? It permits us access to your house and in doing so, being able to search and 
hold any evidence that may be applicable to the death of your mother and son…” 
 
“What!!?? You think I kilt my own kind!? What are you? Raving mad or just plain dumb?” 
 
I gestured for the swatch of Cops to enter the house. 
 
We spent all day looking through every nook and cranny, including the back yard and garden. 
Turning over soil in the beautifully kept plots in the front and back yards. Very little for our 
efforts until we splayed off a sheet of drywall Gyprock in one of the upstairs Bedrooms that 
seemed unoccupied. A Junk Room, more or less. The Gyprock walls not painted having us 
ask why that was so…a new wall of less vintage than the rest of the house. 
 
A small hand-held X-ray machine had shown ‘shadows’ inside the cavity of the timber studs 
sheeted either side with dry wall Gyprock. Maybe insulation…but it was an internal wall so 
what the heck!? 
 
Bingo! 
 
The entire cavity between the studwork and the other side of Gyprock stuffed, piled high for 
its entire wall length, with fifty and one-hundred note wads of money enveloped in heavy 
plastic. The woman genuinely amazed at the discovery, shouting that the stash of notes did 
not belong to her. She seemed suitably surprised. As surprised as us, almost! 
 
A combined whistle from the gang of Officers gathered. 
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“Detective?” One of the Forensic Officers interrupted my amazement at seeing more money 
than I would make in three lifetimes. 
 
It always amazed me how these people could secret such huge sums of money away and never 
be tempted to use any of it. To drop a ten here or there. They had become so paranoid of 
detection, dealing in cash only would bring down the wrath of every Police Force within the 
Commonwealth onto their heads, so they believed. I could not resist the temptation but would 
want to count out the money every other bloody week if it was mine! Like Scrooge Mc Duck 
in his Money Bin! 
 
I smiled at the thought. 
 
I turned to the FO. Nodded my head. 
 
There had to be money-laundering scams suitable to ensure huge stashes such as this did not 
accumulate, though I could not think of one, off-hand! Perhaps working the tables and poker 
machines in the nearby Leagues Club…nah…that takes patience and the want to spend hours 
sitting in an uncomfortable high stool…not my idea of a plausible way to launder money. 
 
“This is one of three Mobile phones we have found on the premises. All have recent activity 
on them so they must belong to Missus Malouf. This one…” He scrolled through photographs. 
Some innocuous and of no importance. 
 
“That batch, Detective…um…we’ve called in the Digital Forensic people to take control of 
the three instruments…but…and…arrh…the ATO to take control of the money stash”. 
 
I looked at the shots on one of the Mobiles. A dozen Hogs lined up outside some Pub…by the 
signs on the Pub awning, it could be north NSW or Queensland. I shrugged my shoulders and 
looked at the guy. 
 
“Yeah?” 
 
“The row of bikes? I think they are the ones torched…oh…about a couple of months ago 
now…remember? It was on all the TV News Shows… and old girl Malouf and Angela’s son’s 
death was the payback price rendered which is the thoughts from the GRCU boys that I have 
spoken to”. 
 
“The trouble with that is her father was murdered what? A dozen years ago? Her husband 
killed five years ago now. That’s a long time to wait to seek revenge…that is not the style of 
Bikie gangs or Crime Families that I know of…” 
 
“Yeah, agreed. But we are not privy to what may have occurred in those intervening years. 
There may have been a lot of niggling perhaps…so says the GRCU guys here…or even overt 
pleas to quell the violence and tit-for-tat killings…we just don’t know, but to have his hog 
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destroyed in such a manner would make most Bikies see red…and if this act wasn’t associated 
with the deaths of either old man Ferdi Sardi or his Son-in-Law, Afasti, then it was revenge 
for something else that occurred. This destruction occurred only recently, Detective. It might 
be prudent to check with the Gold Coast Cops on what has transpired over the past five years 
to keep the hate bubbling along…” 
 
He obviously angered that I had not listened to him properly. It took a while to click. 
 
“In which case, we shouldn’t speculate”. 
 
I gave him a glance to show that I was the Detective around here, while he was the FO. He 
wandered off forlornly, like a dog with its tail between his legs. 
 
“Joe? That was a little harsh. He was only trying to help…and he was right old man, the act 
of destroying those Hogs occurred a month or two ago. Six weeks. You should be asking the 
question what a photo like that is doing on her Mobile…how did it come to be on her phone 
and who may have sent her the images…and are they the Hogs destroyed?” 
 
“Mmm…yeah, well…if he spent as much time undertaking his forte as he spends gabbing, 
we’d have a mountain of forensic evidence up to our armpits, don’t you think?” 
 
Shelley shook her head as she bundled up another couple of wads of paper money to have 
transported back to the Tax Office. I reckoned conservatively amounting to AU$2M…oh, to 
have that type of money just lying around, could you imagine the holiday you could take your 
family on? 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
 
“Joe? Shells? You’re up. Two bodies found in the front yard of a Housing Commission Unit 
complex at Merrylands. One shot each. Indications are their final resting place is not the 
primary crime scene…that location still to be found, so the local boys are saying. Here’s the 
File Number and Murder Book Volume to fill in, in your usual professional manner to crowd 
out your desk, Joe. To go with the usual mess on top of your desk day in, day out. Go to it, 
guys…” 
 
“No need to be so chirpy this time of morning. We’ve got enough work with the Malouf Case 
and their bloody residence overflowing with ready cash. The Forensic guys will be there for 
most of to-day as well. We were hoping to get to the Malouf woman this morning…we can’t 
keep her for too long…” 
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We had just appeared from our morning Sub-Base exercise regime smelling of scented soap 
and under-arm deodorant though the underlying aroma was still that of chlorine which not 
even the strongest deodorant could mask successfully. 
 
I frankly did not want another Case so close to my Holiday break as Shelley could be left with 
the crumbs to tidy up by herself. Then again, with the break for such a prolonged period, she 
was bound to snare a Case or two for her to blunder her way through by herself. Perhaps the 
Boss had plans to pair her with a young, enthusiastic Probational Detective who believed the 
Murder Squad was an area of boundless excitement and travel! 
 
Go figure! 
 
No, as a D2, she could not mentor a ‘green’ Detective according to the Policy and Procedures 
Manual. That wouldn’t stop her being paired with a D3 or above whose own partner was on 
Leave. The Boss would sort out something, I felt sure. 
 
“She’s not going anywhere fast, Joe. You’ve got her ankle tied to her home, haven’t you?” 
 
“Her sister’s place up the street from her home address…yeah…it wasn’t me but the Drug 
Squad. They do not like large sums of money lying around with no plausible reason for its 
existence. It makes their collective noses itch…thus the ankle tying her to the spot. She steps 
outside that house and the bloody thing sends out a warning alarm and tells the Drug guys she 
is wandering. She apparently has learnt her limitations”. 
 
It seemed ludicrous that we had to approach the Court to obtain permission for the ankle 
bracelet with her Solicitor trying every trick in the book to have the decision overturned…he 
earnt his money that morning…to no avail. 
 
We headed out from the Basement Parking area into a cloudy day. It had been a clear sunny 
morning when I had left home for work. A sou-westerly wind chilled you down quickly. 
 
The information given by Hendo was a little off. Unusual on his part. I must remember to 
give him a jab about his incorrect advice on the matter! 
 
Merrylands was a hop and a skip from Parramatta, and we arrived inside half an hour without 
the need of siren or flashing lights. The entire length of the street cordoned off. Not a Housing 
Commission unit complex in sight, so I thought as I stood beside our Unmarked and surveyed 
the area. 
 
The road was straight, running down beside a parkland area that had a chain-wire mesh fence 
as its boundary line. A grass verge some three metres wide fronted this run of fencing for its 
entire length. A deep gutter its junction with the road surface. Why a Parkland area required 
a one-hundred- and eighty-centimetre-high perimeter man-proof fencing around it had me 
beat! 
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The opposite side of this straight length of road was a mishmash of housing designs that may 
have been complimentary to some. To me, with some well-maintained while most lagged with 
lack of attention or love, I was looking at a suburban ghetto in the embryonic stages of 
development. 
 
The two bodies lay beside one another on the grassy verge. One body hard up to the fence-
line. It was obvious the bodies flung from the back of a Ute or truck or something similar… 
while the vehicle slowed for the process to occur. Maybe from the boot of a stationary car, as 
an alternative. 
 
A minimum of three persons involved, I thought to myself as I nodded at the teams on site. 
One driving with two on the back chucking the bodies as far as they could. One holding the 
inert body under the armpits, another holding the bound ankles. That was my quick assertion 
of the scene. That theory could be proven totally wrong, but I was willing to run with it for 
the moment. 
 
A canvas screen now erected to screen the area from on-lookers and nosy-parkers who had 
gathered in numbers on the opposite side of the road. No Forensic tent this morning. I had no 
idea why not. I could have done with one to crawl into to get away from the blasted icy wind! 
 
“Anything to help us?” I asked light-heartedly as I gazed at the bodies. 
 
“What do you think this is, some type of charity donation drop-off point, merely for your 
benefit, Detective? Stand back and keep out of our way and sometime soon, we may be able 
to give you something…” 
 
“Just get on site, did we? Still a little sleepy…” I should learn to stop with some people not 
appreciating the lightness of the conversation, especially on a morning such as this. 
 
That earned me a couple of cold stares to go with the temperature which had to be still close 
to zero. Winter was hanging on grimly. Others needed a break also. That was patently obvious! 
 
Pogowski stretched as he straightened his back. Glanced at me and gave a wave of his hand 
as a way of apologising. Shook his head as he glanced at me sheepishly. 
 
“Sorry, Detective. That was uncalled for…even if I have been up all night and looks as though 
this will develop into a double shift…” He looked at me sheepishly. Nodded his head. 
“Um…let’s see. Both victims bound and gagged. Beaten severely around the head and upper 
torso before stabbed twice in the neck. Either wound could have been the death wound. No 
identification on them. Male. Perhaps mid-to-late teens. Maybe a little older. Middle Eastern 
appearance. Could be Italian or further east. Lebanese. Both deceased before tossed from a 
vehicle, more than likely. The Uniforms have identified possibly plastic sheeting used to roll 
the Victims in, up in a Building Skip on the side of the road…further up”. He gave a jab with 
his arm. “Up the street. The Forensic guys are examining said Bin as we speak. They may 
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have something more concrete for you, Detectives. A forensic examination already conducted 
around this area for little result…which enhances the scenario of them being tossed from a 
vehicle. If there is nothing more, we would like to remove the bodies…” 
 
No ‘thank you’ or ‘how’s your father’ conversation. To me not a gentlemanly way to start on 
a bitterly cold morning like this…but then, up all night bent over bodies…it would make me 
a little acerbic as well. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 
The Lead Uniform from the Merrylands Station joined us as we headed up the street at a brisk 
walk. This a way to try and warm up a bit. Sergeant Daniel Sutton had trouble keeping up 
with Shells and me. I knew him as the 2IC of the Parramatta Cop Shop before he obtained the 
promotion to Station Sergeant at Merrylands. A good bloke. 
 
“Joe? Been a while. Shelley? Still with this mammoth, or has he joined the Tech brigade and 
learnt how to turn his Mobile and iPad on?” 
 
We all had a giggle. Obviously, I was somewhat of a talking point over Morning Tea break 
back when. 
 
“Dan, you will be pleased to know that I have now completed three Courses and excelled in 
all three. Done a Refresher Course in Advanced Computer Use. Even completed an Advanced 
Computer and Photoshop Course about six months ago…” 
 
“Yeah, I know. Impressive. One of my girls did the same Course. Sandra McCormack. She 
has moved onto the Fraud Squad. The AFP had their hooks out for her also…” 
 
“Yeah, Sandy…she was a whizz. A good operator. She told me she had put in for Fraud, but 
it all depended on her Interview Examination and how she managed the Advanced Computer 
Course. I heard she did extra well…good on her. These bodies…what’s your thoughts on 
them?” 
 
“Kids…maybe drug mules…maybe not. No ID, so we will have to wait for a Missing Persons’ 
Report on the two unless they have a Juvenile record and are in the system. We don’t think 
they are local…not known to our guys in any case, so they have been moved a fair distance 
from outside our Local Area Command district, I’d say…before being dumped here…they’re 
from out of our area. A good body dump location as this is a dead-end street with little 
traffic…and the local citizens hereabouts are not friends with us local coppers. Arrh… another 
attempt to conceal the identities for as long as possible. The Plastic sheeting with blood smears 
all over it…” He looked up and nodded to several Uniforms who were standing guard at the 
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large Construction Skip. “Don’t know, Joe. They go to all this trouble to hide the identity of 
the two and are sloppy in concealing evidence that connected, and which may provide us with 
something….it doesn’t sit right with me…there could be a simple explanation for it. Like a 
Tradie here on site, yesterday cutting himself badly and they made him spill his blood on the 
plastic they had down to protect the newly installed carpet…in that small Unit complex under 
construction there”. 
 
He nodded his head towards a small construction site. A two-storey Unit Block almost 
completed where the almost full Industrial Bin was located near the front boundary line. We 
were lucky to grab the bin as it could have been prepared for removal in the next day or two…I 
wondered if our perps had wind of this exercise thus were confident the plastic sheeting would 
be gone by the time the bodies had been discovered. 
 
“Or timber flooring…” Shelley broke my train of thought. 
 
“Yeah…we’ll have to wait until they do a blood analysis comparative test with our two 
deceased persons to check on the authenticity and connection of the plastic sheeting”. 
 
“Mmm…” I had my doubts on its relevance, agreeing with Dan’s interpretation. Then again, 
if it was the sloppy work of our Perps, then a ten-dollar bill on fingerprints all over the 
sheeting. 
 
We watched as a Forensic Team carefully removed the large plastic sheet from the Skip and 
then begin a careful examination of the inside of the bin looking for any other scraps of 
evidence that maybe pertinent to the two homicides. 
 
“The two boys? They were brutally clubbed before given a quick death blow to the neck with 
a large knife. Two thrusts. I’d say hit with a couple of big fists beforehand. They punished for 
something that they did wrong. No attempted crimes that went pear-shaped in our area in the 
last two weeks about, but as I stated earlier, I reckon they are from out of this area”. 
 
I nodded my head. I partially agreed with his theory. 
 
“Any witnesses to the body dump?” Shelley asked as she surveyed the length of the street and 
the residences opposite. “Any security cameras catch sight of the incident?” She added though 
she was not confident this part of Sydney could afford an elaborate security system. 
 
“No. Nothing. No-one seen or heard a bloody thing. A Missus Rosa Rocca in Number One-
eighty-four…nearly opposite the body dump, says that her dog woke her about two-thirty this 
morning growling…which it hardly ever did according to her. She didn’t get out of bed or 
look out the front window, but she heard a vehicle turn around in the street. Its headlights 
illuminated her Bedroom. Sounded like a truck with bad gears…they crunched and the sound 
when it reversed…a beep-beep-beep which annoyed her…she still didn’t get out of bed. It 
was too bloody cold, according to her…” 
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“Yeah, well. I would have to agree with her!” 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
“A Sam Welch has had a long-term history of communication with Angelina Malouf and her 
daughter Angela. Welch is a known Stand-Over man, Bouncer and Intimidator around the 
Gold Coast and Sunshine Coast areas. No Police Record but is known to the local guys. Is not 
an Associate of any of the Bikie gangs up that way, that I could discover during my searches 
on the chap. The local blokes up there always have him on their radar, but he has managed to 
stay clean…well…they think it is his style on several incidents involving the local Bikie 
gangs, though they cannot imagine why he would be involved. They jokingly say that they 
have let him be up until now. What’s wrong with getting rid of a bit of the low life, huh?” He 
chuckled. 
 
“Yeah…as long as there is no periphery damage which is always going to happen”. I gave the 
guy a look meant to reprimand his opinion on the matter. “What’s his speciality?” 
 
“For want of a better description, a gun for hire…there were several photographs of lines of 
Harley-Davidson bikes outside a known Bikie Pub up in the Hinterland behind the Gold Coast 
sent from his Mobile to Malouf’s Mobile. The same spot where a line of bikes were recently 
torched. It was reported and sensationalised by all the Media outlets. The local Uniforms were 
expecting hell to pay as a revenge series of paybacks. You can imagine the extent of damage 
that would cause. Hogs are closer to the hearts of these guys than anything else. The line of 
Hogs destroyed. Some months before the elderly Malouf and the son were killed in that 
vehicle explosion…it doesn’t take Einstein to figure out the sequence of events…” 
 
“Why were the Bikes torched?” I scratched my head as I was a little impatient. 
 
“I reckon maybe for the death of Angela’s husband, Mastouf Afasti…plus there has been a 
string of ‘Drive-by’ shootings spraying the front facades of houses belonging to certain Bikie 
members up around that way. Some superficial wounds, but it turned bad when a wife and 
child were shot dead in that manner. There have been several fires started on other premises 
that luckily, were brought under control before much damage was done…and you know, little 
irritating incidents to keep the boys on their toes…going on for about the last five years at 
least…” 
 
“Mmm…Afasti was murdered some five years ago now. I cannot see Angela Malouf or her 
mother waiting patiently for four and a half years after the event to take revenge on Afasti’s 
death…and from what I can see, there is no proof that any Queensland Bikie gang member 
took part in the killing of Afasti…that we know of. According to the Coronal Enquiry into the 
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deaths, it was thought accidental…what? You reckon our Malouf family don’t believe the 
findings of the Court?” 
 
A shrug of the shoulders his reply. 
 
All these loose ends worried me. 
 
There was just too many for my liking. From my experience neither Bikie Gangs nor Drug 
Suppliers…top of the heap or a lowly third-grade Lebanese family rating do not buggerise 
around when it comes to revenge hits. No finesse shown… both parties hit hard and fast so 
there is no misunderstanding as to the action…or why it had been undertaken. I was still 
having trouble connecting the Afasti family to this known ‘gun for hire’ bloke…but I guess 
anything is possible when vengeance is the flavour of the month. 
 
I nodded my head, letting the information settle. I thanked the GRCU officer for his input. 
These guys knew more what was happening in Queensland than their own backyard! 
 
I turned to the Forensic Officer who was hovering in the background. 
 
“Anything else, Taylor?” I asked curtly. 
 
“No…my Report will be down to you by the end of the week”. 
 
My Mobile buzzed in my pocket. 
 
“Detective Lind? Barton Lynch. Forensics Technician. We met at that vehicle explosion at the 
cemetery not long back. Just to give you a heads up, the Plastics Explosive package used was 
from a batch stolen from the Repository at Holsworthy Army Barracks some ten months ago. 
I’d say the entire flinched amount was used in the exercise…which is an unsettling thing. To 
have any amount of plastics explosive floating about out there, is a real worry, but in the hands 
of some Bikie dude? The trigger mechanism we are still trying to piece together. The Mobile, 
ditto. Should be able to give you more concise information within two weeks. Thanks”. 
 
He rung off. 
 
A no-nonsense time of guy who hated talking on the phone, I reckon. 
 
“Anything worthwhile?” Shelley asked as she came up to stand beside me. 
 
“The Explosive used in the elderly Malouf killing was stolen from Holsworthy Army Base 
ten months ago. I cannot see it ending up in Queensland and then being used back down 
here…it’s…you know…though the period doesn’t compute. Ten months ago…would that 
indicate prior planning for the hit on old woman Afasti and her grandson? Possibly Angie 



32 

Malouf who did escape being part of the explosion”. I scratched my neck and pulled at my 
earlobe. “Ten months…nah…that doesn’t add up”. 
 
Shelley titled her head, not convinced of my logic.  
 
Them’s the breaks. 
 
“Umm…we need to get approval to travel up to the Gold Coast to interview one Sam Welch 
who seems to have a close relationship with Angela Malouf…a known Heavy for hire, 
apparently. We need to do a search on him, okay? When we get back to the Office”. 
 
“Next week, Joe. We have Court time on Thursday and Friday this week. In town. The Sophie 
Weldon Manslaughter Case”. 
 
I nodded my head as I slumped down into the passenger seat of our Unmarked. 
 
“We got time Shells, before we need to head back to the Office. Let’s go see Angela Malouf 
again…” 
 
“What about?” 
 
“Let’s see if she flinches at the mention of the name Sam Welch, huh?” 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
Malouf lived on the other side of the Guildford Shopping precinct, so we headed there, after 
outstaying our welcome at the body dump in Merrylands. Learning no more than we already 
had gathered. We would need to keep an eye on all Missing Persons Reports and hopefully, 
the autopsy may give us something when fingerprint and DNA samples are rushed through 
the system. The DNA analysis could take another month. 
 
“Missus Malouf, Angela Malouf here?” I asked the frail, old woman who answered the door 
of the two-storey mansion that did not blend into the surrounding streetscape. Another house 
built to every boundary fence line. Heavy Mediterranean influences especially with the 
upstairs balustrading on both the upstairs and ground floor verandas. You could almost 
imagine the building overlooking vineyards or olive groves. Rolling hills with a guitar 
strumming in the background. A Ciao shouted, wafting on the slight breeze over the hills! 
 
In fact, to be truthful, the bloody house stuck out like a Gum Tree on top of Uluru! 
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“You policemans and lady-cop…” Not a question, just a statement. We both nodded, standing 
there with our ID Cards held at arm’s length for her to see. She did not glance at them. 
 
“Round the back…I buzz the side-gate open. You not welcome in my house. You say my sister 
a bad person. We lose our father…and now our mother. My sister loses her husband and now 
her only son. We have no-one left except our brother. Three nieces who we are trying to marry 
off to good Lebanese stock so they can take over the family businesses. My nephew, he not 
interested in finding out who did these things to my family…he a gentle man ashamed of his 
family…and now, you pester my sister. Around back. I buzz open side-gate. Go”. 
 
“Shells? How does it feel to be relegated to the Tradesman’s Entry?” I asked as I stepped 
down off the front Porch and headed towards a side-gate of major proportions. 
 
“Just keep your wits about you, Joe…” 
 
The gate buzzed open, and I carefully, slowly opened it wide. We had no idea what may be 
on the other side. Thankfully, nothing, but a pathway between well-tended veggie patches. It 
looked as though they could cater for the entire neighbourhood! Giving food to the needy. I 
doubted that, as they’d be the type to only sell for a profit. 
 
“Missus Malouf?” 
 
The woman was sitting in an expensive looking outdoor sofa chair sipping a glass of 
water…or what-ever. The sound of tinkling ice as she placed the glass back on the table. She 
looked over as we headed towards her, giving us a look down her nose that said it all as she 
slid her expensive sunglasses down her nose. 
 
“A few questions…if we may, Missus Malouf”. 
 
We sat opposite her. There was no offer of water or coffee or ‘how’s yer father’ conversation. 
We would have refused the offers in any case. 
 
“Do you know a Sam Welch?” 
 
“Should I?” Not a flutter of recognition at the name. She was one cool woman. 
 
“He sent you a number of photographs via his Mobile Phone to one of your Mobile Phones 
that showed a line of Harley-Davidson bikes outside a Pub in Southern Queensland. Up in the 
Hinterland up behind Coolangatta to be precise”. 
 
She shook her head, denying any knowledge of the transmission or of the person. 
 
This could be as hard as pulling teeth. 
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“I have no idea what you are talking about copper…and as you still have my Mobiles in your 
possession, I cannot see for myself…perhaps I am a fan of motor-cycles…” 
 
“All those Hogs, as they are named by their riders, torched some-time after that photograph 
was transmitted to you. Burnt beyond recognition. To a Bikie, that is the one thing that really 
gets their goat up…nothing worse. Yer can kill their wives, their kids and their dogs, torch 
their homes and yes, even their Club-houses, but damage or kill their hogs, that really gets 
their noses out of joint…” 
 
“Yes? Detective, I’ll take your word on that…why are you here?” 
 
“We think your mother and son, being the two people closest to you in all the world, killed as 
payback for the damage caused to those Hogs…” 
 
“That’s ridiculous, Detective. I know nothing of what you say…if there is nothing else…” 
 
She stood, steadily placing the waterglass back onto the glass-topped table and began to walk 
towards a large sliding glass door as cool as a cucumber. She turned as she grasped the door 
handle. 
 
“Detectives? You can leave the same way as you entered, through the side gate. My sister will 
not allow you entry through her house. Oh, when do I get this ridiculous ankle thing taken 
off…and when do I get my home back again?” 
 
“When we have completed our enquiries into the deaths of your mother and son…it is for 
your own protection as we think an attempt could be made on your life…your house? That is 
another question. Somehow, I think it could be sequestered by the State Government as an 
item obtained under the Proceeds from Crime Act. You will be notified either way in due 
course”. 
 
“Detective, that is utterly ridiculous…are you saying I will never get my house back…” She 
didn’t wait for any response from us, instead sliding the door open and stepping through into 
the dim interior. 
 
Shelley had a smile on her lips as she closed the side-gate. More a grimace I thought. Perhaps 
she thought the Tradesman’s Entrance was below her status in life! Then again, the gunmen 
who had gunned down her father had entered through that side gate… 
 
I don’t know, but I enjoyed rattling the woman’s cage! 
 
I guess I couldn’t blame Angela Malouf for her anger and animosity to us Cops. As far as I 
knew, she had been interviewed by Shells and me, The Drug Squad who had applied to the 
Court for the fitting of the ankle ‘bracelet’, the Gang Related Crimes Unit and even a visit 
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from two Cops from Queensland who were questioning her about all the illegal activity 
around several Bikie Gangs on the Gold Coast and further afield! 
 
I would be a little pissed off at the frequency of our combined involvement with her. Then 
again, in her game and after what contraband was discovered at her residential address, she 
should have expected to be flavour of the month amongst us Cops and the various Branches 
involved. 
 
I would have if the shoe were on the other foot! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
 
We spent the morning at the Central Courts in the City. Shelley and I were heading towards 
our favourite little Café whenever we were in the City after our appearance in Court. Before 
the swell of the Lunch-time crowd overwhelmed the streets. 
 
The Second Assist for the Prosecution was heading our way, so we walked with him down 
towards Martin Plaza. 
 
He was one of the good-guys and a friend of my son, Bill. Not full of himself and having this 
attitude that Lawyers and Cops should not mix, especially if you were prosecuting the same 
Case. 
 
He was one of those 'half full' sorts of blokes. 
 
Me? 
 
I was the type to look at the half full glass and wonder who had been drinking out of my glass 
when I wasn't looking...either that or wondering why they didn't use smaller glasses! 
 
He'd always greet you with 'what a wonderful day it is to-day' even if storm clouds were 
visible on the horizon. 
 
That type of bloke gave me the shits, if the truth be known...kidding himself that it wasn't 
going to rain to-day, so he hadn't thought to bring his umbrella. Getting wet through in the 
process. Laughing at his own mishap! 
 
I’d heard it said that Optimists are just Pessimists ignorant of the facts…he was a bit like that! 
 
He was waiting at the kerb to cross the road. Waiting for the little green man to give him 
permission to cross. Toes right on the edge of the kerb line as though it was a race and when 
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the lights turned to the 'green man', he was off and running as though the race won by being 
first to the opposite kerb line was an Olympic event. Perhaps a fist raised in the air at his 
accomplishment…I could just see it! Him expecting a Gold Medal to be hung around his neck 
for the world class accomplishment. 
 
He bent his body to look down the road passed the swarm of other Office Workers waiting 
their turn to cross. He looked at the stream of vehicles and Buses, thinking he could sprint 
across the road if there was a break in the traffic. 
 
He was having Lunch with his brother, a regular occurrence when-ever he was in town. 
 
The Bus wasn't going that fast. 
 
Thirty at a guess. 
 
The leading edge of the ‘elephant-ear’ rear-view mirrors of the bus caught his head with a 
loud smack. He violently flung off-balance with the rear double wheels of the bus going over 
his inert body. By that stage, it was arguable whether he felt a thing. His head split open like 
a watermelon. His body now crushed by the rear wheels. 
 
Screams. 
 
People running. 
 
People fainting. 
 
The passengers on the bus, those standing were flung forwards as the startled driver applied 
the emergency brakes. Many suffering broken bones, bruising and grazes because of the 
sudden stop. 
 
The main thoroughfare of the City immediately in gridlock and would remain as such for 
several hours until some sense of order was made of the tragedy. 
 
We had left him less than five minutes earlier to enter that favourite Restaurant, oblivious to 
his sudden and startling demise. Enjoyed our meal. 
 
Leaving the Restaurant, we commented on the mass of people, blinking bar-lights of 
Ambulances and Cop cars, still not knowing that a man we both knew, respected, and liked, 
and whom we had conversed with but moments before, was now dead. 
 
A young wife who was pregnant. 
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Several hours later as we settled at our desks back in the Office, the Boss sauntered up to give 
us the sad news. I was shocked. Shelley headed for the Toilets and then gave herself an early 
mark. 
 
Death…sudden and violent, can occur close to one-self with a personal reaction so different 
from that when we stare at an inert body lying in a pool of blood having met a brutal ending. 
Some-one we didn’t know making all the difference to our emotional state. 
 
Death is for keeps… 
 
I was ready for that Holiday! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
 
“Detective Lind, is it? This is Detective Harry Coombes of the Gold Coast Police Station. I’m 
assigned to meet you to-morrow morning at Surfers Paradise Airport…we were to pick up 
Sam Welch yesterday? To hold him overnight for you to interview him to-morrow. Your whole 
point in flying up here…” 
 
“Yes, Detective Coombs…what has happened?” 
 
“Welch has gone to ground. We cannot find him. I’d say he had a tip-off…” 
 
“Shit!! Angela Malouf, I’ll lay odds. We interviewed her the day before yesterday…bugger!” 
 
“She would have used a throw-away Mobile. You know, one of those cheap ones you can pick 
up at the Supermarket, more than likely…to give our man a heads-up that we were interested 
in him…” 
 
“Do you have a ‘locator’ out on Welch’s Mobile? Tracking him?” 
 
“Yes, we did have. His phone was turned off late last Wednesday afternoon…the battery 
removed which buggered us…” 
 
“I’ll bet about an hour after we visited Angela Malouf last Wednesday…bugger! It will be 
another nail in Malouf’s coffin. We’ll get her eventually. Thanks for that, Detective. Keep an 
eye out for the guy as we still want to talk to him. He may be the only way through Malouf’s 
defences and the confirmation we need to nail the woman. As much as I like the idea of the 
Bikie population being decimated, I still detest the killing of a human being…” 
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“Yes, well, the Bikie population has been decreasing for quite a few years up here and it hasn’t 
been due to natural attrition, if you get my drift. Um…we have an ‘All points’ out on the guy. 
He’ll bob his head up sooner than later. We’ll catch up, Detective. Until then…” 
 
He hung up. 
 
I swore under my breath. 
 
Shelley had heard the gist of the conversation and knew what had happened. She raised her 
eyebrows and grimaced. 
 
“Bugger, Joe. I was looking forward to the trip, hoping for warmer weather…” 
 
“You been paying attention to the nightly News and the weather forecasts lately. It’s only 
slightly warmer up there than down here…not something that I wanted when thinking of our 
two-week stay up there as part of our holiday break”. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
 
I checked the Missing Person Reports that had come in over the weekend. One caught my eye 
with physical attributes matching one of our Victims dumped next to the fenced Parkland at 
the back of Merrylands at the beginning of last week. 
 
“Shells? What do you reckon? Feel like a quick trip out to St. Marys?” 
 
“Ring first, oh Wise One. It may save us some time…” 
 
“You’re knocking back some time out of the Office, eh?” 
 
I rang, speaking for only a couple of minutes. Placed my Mobile back into its dock with a 
sigh. 
 
“The lad was located at a friend’s place Sunday afternoon. He forgot to tell his parents what 
he was doing on the week-end…just a phone call to inform the local cops that the lad had 
been found would be a polite thing to do, that’s all we ask”. 
 
“It’s a bit strange that the two lads have not been posted as missing…maybe they are street 
run-aways. Have you checked old Missing Person files?” 
 
“How far back do you want to go?” 
 



39 

“Let’s say both lads are sixteen…maybe three years…” 
 
“That’s current. If they were on the list, it should have come up. Go back a little further, 
perhaps…maybe they are Students on Student Visas. Their parents would not necessarily twig 
to the fact that they are missing as it’s only been a week to the day almost…” 
 
“Good point…which makes it difficult for us. How in hell can we trace them out if they are 
overseas students…and they sure are young looking for their age as that would put them at 
over eighteen, wouldn’t it?” 
 
“Mmm…yeah…and these guys look Eastern Mediterranean…that would not compute, would 
it? Most of these Overseas Students on Student Visas are Chinese, Japanese, Malaysian, East 
Asian, not Mediterranean. Check with the Student Registry at the Uni of NSW. That would 
give us a sign at least”. 
 
“One of the guys had a cast on his left arm. Quite an impressive cast. Why don’t you check 
with Pogowski to see what type of break it was…if it were severe, he would have had X-rays. 
At a Hospital Emergency Department, more than likely. We can start ringing around…” 
 
“Brilliant, Shells. Go to it…why didn’t I think of that?” 
 
“What are you going to do while I do all the work?” 
 
“Sit on the Toilet and think…read the paper if one has been left in the cubicle…” 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
 
I didn’t leave my chair as I had informed Shelley. To sit and ponder the state of the Nation 
while on the toot. Instead, I looked up the Murder Book to see who had conducted the autopsy 
on both Victims, telling Shells that I would do the honours. 
 
“Good…that allows me time to sit on the toot and ponder the state of the nation. See you in 
thirty!” She said sarcastically as she stood, picking up her shoulder bag before striding 
towards the Murder Squad Entry door. 
 
I rang P.G. Pogowski at the Morgue, asking him to supply in plain English, the type of break, 
its location on the arm, the estimated time that the break may have occurred and why I needed 
this information. I had told Shelley to hold off on making any enquiries into the matter to any 
Emergency Departments of all suburban Hospitals until I could obtain this information. We 
needed it instead of running in circles of ever-decreasing size. 
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Besides, the Health people would not appreciate queries of a non-specific nature, no matter 
how important we considered them. 
 
“Pogowski, this may be the only way of identifying the young chap…and through him, 
identify his mate”. 
 
“Mmm…Detective, it would be better if I made those enquiries. At least I know quite a few 
of the Overseeing Doctors at most Emergency Departments within the Sydney Basin. I can 
talk the talk and supply the necessary autopsy X-rays to them in a matter of seconds. You 
know, an e-Mail with the most pertinent X-Ray attached. To be frank, Detective, I will know 
what I am talking about and can talk on a level that will get results”. 
 
To put it mildly, I didn’t know whether I had just been insulted, put in my place, or been 
offered the better plan…or all three in one! By the time that I had made up my mind that he 
was indeed helping and was forthright in his opinion as he normally is in so little words, he 
had hung up! 
 
I guess I just needed to be patient and wait for the outcome. 
 
I rang Muscles and filled him at what had just happened. He would need to be aware of one 
of his subordinate’s time spent on the hunt as a request from a member of the Murder Squad. 
His time allotted to the Murder File Number. 
 
I reckon that I could hear his laugh even after he had hung up! It would tickle his off-centre 
sense of humour at me being usurped in a pleasant manner by one of his guys. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
 
Both Shelley and I had our hands full gathering background information on the Sardi-Afasti-
Malouf Crime family, hoping to snag something from the histories that might help in 
understanding and getting a feel on the vendetta conducted between Angela Malouf and the 
illegal White Skulls Bikie gang in Queensland…with several other gangs in the picture as 
well, just to muddy the waters. 
 
I was having trouble accepting this long-range feud. 
 
“Old man Ferdi Sardi’s two brothers’ deaths were both handed down as an accidental finding 
in that car accident as they came back from Queensland. It severely injured Ferdi Sardi with 
a long recuperation period afterwards. He was a spent force after that, just satisfied to potter 
around in his Veggie Patch until he was shot dead amongst his tomato plants. The same as his 
son-in-law, Mastouf Afasti. What? Six…seven years ago, now. Five, huh? Why are we seeing 
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a tit-for-tat war after the road accident when the Coroner handed down accidental death so 
many years ago? And why does the packet of Plastic explosive travel to Queensland and back 
again…and why use all of it on the hit when a third would have done the trick?” 
 
Shelley looked up at me with a blank expression on her face. 
 
“Go on Joe…what are you thinking?” 
 
It was my turn to have a blank expression on my face. 
 
“Coffee…I need a coffee. I’ll get you a latte, my dear?” 
 
She nodded her head. In reality, I just needed to take a walk to clear the cobwebs. 
 
I wandered back into the Squad Room some forty minutes later with two large take-away 
coffee containers. 
 
“Jeez, that took a while. What? You had to pick the beans off the tree yourself?” 
 
“Nah…” I stated glumly as I deposited the coffee container on her desk and sank slowly into 
my chair. “Some blokes did that for me. I just had to dry, roast, and grind the bloody things…” 
 
I didn’t feel like telling her that I had sat on the toot for some time mulling over the Case. 
 
Shelley gave me a look. 
 
“A bloke from Correctional Services rang while you were labouring away roasting those 
beans…” She took a sip, a smile on her face. “An excellent blend. You should consider 
becoming a Barista and flirting with the mauve and pink-haired old women…you forgot to 
take your Mobile…um…Josh Weldon? Sophie Weldon’s father…the little girl who starved 
to death in her cot? He…um…he was found in his cell this morning. Out Silverwater Remand 
Centre. OD’ed. They couldn’t revive him…” 
 
I slumped further down in my chair and covered my face with my hands. 
 
“Bloody Hell!” I exploded. “We opposed bail as we thought he would be a danger to himself 
on the outside…never thinking for one moment that it would be just as bad on the inside. 
Betcha it was a heroin overdose. Sure, he liked Meth, but the way the two of them…him and 
his missus were the first time that I saw them, it was a heroin high. Bombed out of their brains. 
If it had been Meth, he wouldn’t have been able to keep still…would have been wide awake 
for days. They couldn’t keep their eyes open the first time we saw them…heroin for sure…I 
guess like fashion statements, drug usage does the cycle every decade or so”. 
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“Depends where they are on the trip, doesn’t it? But I will bow to your greater knowledge in 
such things. You okay about it?” 
 
“Yeah…nah. I don’t know. Now the three innocent young victims of those savage attacks on 
them will never see their Assailants hauled before a Court to hear their sentencing…no-one 
will know the pain and suffering of the three…that’s what really shits me…not a fucking 
cretin to stand before the Judge to answer for his callous acts!” 
 
“The Coronal Enquiries will bring it to the attention of the Public…” 
 
“Big deal…who said it? Aleesha Petrova that time. She was sitting in the back of our 
Unmarked and you and I were going on with our usual verbal dribble. She spoke up and said 
before the Lord, everyone will have to answer for their sins…and another time she said all 
who enter the Kingdom of Heaven will have their earthly sins washed from them…that is 
so…yeah, sure, I want revenge, but that!? When you are dead your sins die with you! Death 
is for keeps and nothing you can do will ever serve as punishment to those who die before 
being given their just desserts…an absolute bugger…those poor kids…I still see them 
sometimes…it wakes me up and it sure is freezing in the early hours of the morning at this 
time of year…” 
 
“The Caped Crusader has spoken. He wants justice for all wrong doers…oh, the great one, 
the Ghost Who Walks…” Shells swung her arms wide in mock admiration 
 
“You ever wondered where he kept his horse…it is never shown in the Bat Cave…” 
 
“The Skull Cave…what was his horse’s name. Devil was his dog, wasn’t it? A wolf from 
memory”. 
 
“Yeah…Sally. The horse was called Sally…or was it Mister Ed?” I responded dead pan. 
 
“Sally be buggered…you ever wonder why the heroes of our youth all wore masks?” 
 
“To protect them in their daytime careers…um…Superman didn’t”. 
 
“He wore the equivalent when he was in civvies…glasses…you never saw him go back to 
pick up his discarded suits did you? It would be costing him a fortune at the Tailors”. 
 
At least I had a smile on my dial as I headed for the Lift Lobby. Shells was good like that. I’d 
had enough. I was going home. Shells would stay here for another hour and then do her thirty 
minutes down in the Sub-Base. Me? I just wanted to open a decent red and see the bottom of 
the bottle inside an hour! It still wouldn’t ease the hurt I felt inside. 
 
I thought better of it and headed towards Ellen Phelps Suite on the tenth. The Shrink who I 
had been seeing twice a week since given the three Child Homicide Cases. The fact that no-
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one would answer for these gruesome crimes seemed to weigh more heavily on my shoulders 
than the actual homicides, so I seemed to think at this moment. I was so…pissed off! 
 
I joined Shelley in the Sub-Base heated pool as she just completed her first five lengths at 
maximum output. She was resting at the side of the pool, breathing in gulps of air. She raised 
her eyebrows when she saw me, knowing full well where I had gotten to for the past hour and 
fifteen. 
 
I gave her a tight smile. 
 
“You okay, old man?” 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
“Hero. The Phantom’s horse is called Hero…and you are right, you never knew where the 
horse was stabled…it was white too…what is it with white horses?”. 
 
“What? You spent the last hour with the Shrink and that is all you learnt? Wow, what a session 
that must have been…Hopalong Cassidy had a white horse too…Trigger” 
 
“Nah…I don’t think so. Trigger was Roy Rogers horse, wasn’t it? A magnificent…I forget 
the name of the type of horse…Palomino I think… but its mane and tail were both long…and 
blonde…” 
 
“Arrh…your first recollections of the opposite sex…only blondes though. Men! How bloody 
shallow are they!?” 
 
We couldn’t help but share the laugh. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
 
It was a relaxing weekend, thank God! 
 
We did our usual Saturday night meal with Muscles, Marge, and the triplets. Shelley and Brin 
also came over. This time it was at my joint with me cooking up a storm. The weather kept us 
indoors for most of the evening. The exciting bit was the christening of the Dining Table that 
I had made with my own hands. Sure, it had taken over twelve months for its completion and 
inaugural showing with all of us having to use muscles we didn’t know we had just getting it 
from my Men’s Shed to the Dining Room, but it was a project close to my heart. 
 
My design. 
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My blood, sweat and tears…literally. 
 
Several of my half-brothers and sister’s and their families, came over on the Sunday. Those 
that lived in the Sydney area, at least. Again, the weather kept us all indoors for the entire day. 
 
No matter how perfect the result, or how many people thought it a masterpiece, I still would 
never be satisfied, seeing faults that no-one else noticed or they having the good manners to 
shut their mouths about, so I would always contend! But still, I was pleased with the product. 
A very heavy, fifty-millimetre-thick slab of three separate planks of seasoned Red River Gum 
joined with dowels and secret dovetail slivers to hold the joints. The colour and grain work 
emphasised by the oil I used as the finishing coat. You could hardly make out the joints such 
was the workmanship…and matching of the grain, so I proudly proclaimed. As hard as Hades 
and just as heavy, supported on two ten by seventy-five by ten mill thick steel square, black 
frames that I had welded together! Hopefully, these metal frames would be strong enough, 
sturdy enough and robust to support the weight of the timber as if they failed, the result would 
be severed toes or sliced off kneecaps!!! 
 
Tellie and Malisa had selected the chairs to go with the table and they were superb. No way 
could I yet, make Dining Room chairs that not only looked good but were also comfortable. 
 
I had always enjoyed the pottering about with timber, even back at School where Woodwork 
was one of my favourite subjects. 
 
It is every man’s dream to have some type of Man’s Shed. A place to do??? What-ever. 
 
I had for years slowly built up a reasonable selection of hand and power tools, but at some 
time in the distant past, the garage and by extension my Shed, was taken over by Malisa, 
Bill’s love, and became crowded out with bits of furniture and junk that she manically picked 
up or bought during her weekly trawls through the Junk and Second-hand Shops all over 
Sydney. She was the one who spent more time during that period using my selection of tools. 
Turning junk into treasure. She had an eye for design and perspective. She had spent just as 
much time helping me make the table as I, us pottering around together. 
 
It had been the terrible murders of Pedra and his son Bruno Bresciano that had shone that 
torch on what I had always wanted in a Man’s Shed. Bresciano’s shed was an eye-opener. 
Filled with all the equipment one would need to satisfy the hobby of pottering around…well, 
maybe one could call his set-up, a semi-professional shed. The work that the old man and his 
mate from across the street churned out, was top notch. Something of which I could only 
dream! 
 
But the sight of Nirvana in that Shed and all its fittings and storage cupboards spurred me on 
to drop hints to Malisa that I needed my shed back…it took several years before I began to 
make specialised wall cabinets for all my tools, movable solid bases on which sat Sanders, 
Grinders, small Band saws and jigsaws. At least once a month I would buy that one piece of 
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equipment necessary for me to become an artisan as though that was all that was required to 
achieve a reasonable result. 
 
Sure, the results were not stunning, professional looking or impressive, but every-one was 
suitably enthralled and immediately ordered their bit of furniture. No-one knew the number 
of times that something went wrong during the evolution of something or other. It never 
divulged and was a closely guarded secret on my part. 
 
Ellen Phelps thought that spending some time in my Man’s Shed, not sacrificing the valuable 
time with Tellie and the girls, was exactly what I needed to get my mind totally off certain 
Cases that continuously haunted my mind. 
 
Quality time with the family? Quality time doing what one enjoyed and finding pleasurable? 
 
How do you prioritise such times to suit all needs? And find the time to give both sufficient 
attention? 
 
It was good though, as the occasional ‘pop-in’ by my old mate Knackers or Muscles or whom-
ever, would result in me stopping…unless I was gluing together some intricate piece…and 
sharing a coffee or a beer if the weather called for it. 
 
I enjoy those times immensely. In my Man-shed. Proudly displaying my Tool Cabinet which 
most claimed designed and built by an OCD freak! Yes… maybe no, but what is wrong with 
having a place for everything and everything in its place? 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
 
 
“Sorry about the delay, Detective. I didn’t think it would take so long for Emergency 
Departments to reply to my query. Westmead only came back this morning…they were the 
last and would you believe, the Hospital where the young chap was attended to for a broken 
arm. A compound fracture. I now have a better understanding of what you two must go 
through all the bloody time…bloody frustrating, let me tell you. Better you than I. I’ll stick 
to dead bodies and cutting them up as at least they talk to me!” 
 
“It goes without saying, doesn’t it?” I replied. The words slipping out before I could stop 
them. A certain sarcasm in my tone of voice. Pogowski was the type to take the comment the 
wrong way. Bugger! “Sorry PD…that came out the wrong way”. 
 
He seemed to not notice. 
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“This guy is definitely our boy. Paulo Gonoletti. Has his own Medicare Card. DOB September 
1995. Twenty-two years of age…” 
 
“I wouldn’t have thought…I had him at mid to late teens…” 
 
“There you go…by a fortuitous piece of luck, the blood make-up and DNA analysis for the 
two ‘Bodies at the Park Fence’ Case also hit my desk this morning. You will get a full report 
by the end of the week. Both the blood and DNA had a match in the system. We got a match 
with Gonoletti’s blood comparison test. A bad vehicle accident at the intersection of the 
Cumberland Highway and the Great Western Highway earlier this month. Um…it would 
appear Gonoletti was in the rear seat of the vehicle that caused the accident. He and the other 
two occupants of the vehicle ran from the scene. That would have been painful as the arm was 
a severe compound break in two places. He told the Emergency Admittance Clerk that he fell 
off his skateboard…I would doubt that story…so did she”. 
 
“Hang on, Pogowski. That was the accident in which we were involved. Shells and me. We 
were a bit shaken and that was all, but we were kept overnight at Westmead Hospital. You 
telling me that one of our Deceased was in the vehicle that caused that accident? And at the 
same Hospital as us…serendipity, huh?” 
 
The comment didn’t compute with the man. 
 
“Blood and DNA don’t lie, Detective…” 
 
The guy has got to liven up a bit, I thought to myself. 
 
“What’s the chances…um…personal details like home address. Family…you got it?” I had a 
smile on my face. I doubted that he would pick that up by the tone of my voice. Here’s hoping 
in any case. 
 
“I can give you what he supplied to the Admittance Clerk which corresponded with his 
Medicare Card details. That is all, Detective. As I have said, a full Report by the end of the 
week”. 
 
“Nothing on his two mates? Or the guy who was dumped beside him?” 
 
“Nothing as yet…take it easy”. 
 
He hung up after giving me the lad’s personal details. 
 
I slumped back in my chair and relayed the conversation to Shelley. 
 
“What or where is the connection?” She asked, arms akimbo. 
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“Buggered if I know. I’ll do a search on the lad and see what comes up”. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
 
“Yes? You knock on door? What you want?” 
 
No wonder kids of today are lousy at English, half the population can’t talk it properly! 
 
“Missus Gonoletti? I am Detective Joseph Lind. My partner Detective Shelley Shields. May 
we ask you a few questions…um…is there some-one who can be with you?” 
 
“Why I need company…and no, you cannot come into my house. I not know you”. 
 
I looked at the near neighbours’ places, satisfying myself that we did not have sticky-beaks 
leaning over side fences. 
 
“I’m sorry I have to inform you that your son Paulo, was found dead some days ago…” 
 
“What you mean dead. I talk to him…maybe a couple of weeks ago…” 
 
“Is there some-one we can call to be with you?” 
 
“My sister inside. She stays with us. Sleeps in Paulo’s room. He left home a coupla months 
ago saying he know better…better than what, I say. He not know!” 
 
“Do you know any of his friends and where he and they may live?” 
 
“No…you say my Paulie dead. What you mean live? Where he live…he dead, you say. He 
not need somewhere to live. When can I see him? When can I have his body? You have his 
body, no?” 
 
“You can ring the City Morgue to make arrangements. Are you sure you do not know any of 
his friends?” 
 
“No. I do not. I already say that to you. The City Morgue, you say. That is where his body is. 
Yes?” 
 
She closed the door quietly in our faces even before I could nod my head. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 
 
 
“You’re getting as good as Dallas. The AFP will be after you if you’re not careful…” The 
comment accompanied by her little giggle. “The question is, is it legal?” 
 
“As explained to me by our illustrious former colleague, Dallas Courtney way back in the 
past, they changed the Laws…the Federal Laws, when we had all that Terrorist stuff going 
on. It flowed through to State Law allowing State Cops to adopt similar actions. It meant that 
we could investigate without the constant need for Court Orders to obtain certain evidence…” 
 
“But doesn’t that just relate to suspected Terrorist activities?” 
 
I shook my head. 
 
“No. They left the door open. Ajar…it hasn’t been challenged yet where such actions are used 
to help catch common criminals. It will be interesting to see what happens if it ever is 
challenged in a Court of Law…” 
 
“Or the High Court…” 
 
“Yeah, but doesn’t it beat banging our heads together when we are dealing with bureaucrats 
and some such similar animals! Here we are…this is the address of our Deceased as held in 
the Centrelink computers…let’s see who is home, shall we?” 
 
We parked on the opposite side of the street. I opened the passenger door and stood and 
stretched. I usually didn’t like tapping away on a Laptop while the car was in motion, but I 
was improving with practise and age. I looked up and down the street. There was a large Petrol 
Station at the end of the street. A busy arterial road the cross street going on the number of 
cars that whizzed past the intersection. Typical suburbia with most houses well-loved and 
treated with care. The occasional rebel without a lawnmower, sticking out like a pimple on a 
pumpkin. The address we had was one of a complex of three Flats built on the suburban block. 
The complex going down the depth of the Lot with the driveway down one side. Not that old, 
I surmised. I wondered how the Vic could afford the rent. 
 
“Maybe he shares…” Shelley commented, as though reading my thoughts. 
 
“We’re a stone’s throw from Westmead Hospital…two blocks maybe…” 
 
Shelley glanced at me as we strode across the street. 
 
“So?” 
 
I shrugged, tilting my head. 
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“Just an observation…a closeness to the Hospital that would be handy for Nurses sharing 
something like this…and Paulo Gonoletti went to the Accident and Emergency Department 
of the Hospital to get patched up. I wonder if his two mates were also sufficiently injured to 
require admission…or a patch up. Blood deposits on the passenger front seat showed that, 
with the driver escaping severe injury…bloody lucky. We should check and see if Gonoletti 
was accompanied by one or two mates…a visit to the Hospital when we finish here…” 
 
“We’ll more than likely require a Court Order for them to release any information to us…” 
 
“Mmm…all we need are names at this point. Enough to at least identify the other body”. 
 
I knocked, Shelley standing to one side off the small front veranda, her right hand resting on 
her hip near her gun holster. 
 
“Yeah, dudes…you’ve interrupted me sleep so it better be important…” He glanced down at 
my offered ID Card and began to close the door. I put a size seven-and-a-half ‘dancer’s shoe’ 
in safety boots into the opening and pushed the door with all my might. 
 
“Joe, yer can’t do that…” She went to grab my arm. 
 
“Shells, if we wait around for a Court Order to enter the premises, the twit will have pissed 
off…never to be found”. 
 
She shook her head, not with me on this one. 
 
The youth fell over backwards onto the floor yelling out about Police brutality. I held him 
with a boot to his chest. He quickly fell silent. I picked him up, turned him around and 
slammed him hard into the wall of the Hallway. 
 
“Okay, sunshine, why are you adopting such tactics?” I showed him my ID Card again. He 
looked at it as though for the first time. 
 
“Cops, huh”. He relaxed. I still held my arm across his chest, up near his throat. 
 
“I thought…you know? I thought you may have been those dudes…those heavies who tried 
to gain entry the other night…they were yelling out wanting to know whether Brian Menetti 
lived here. I told them they had the wrong address…I didn’t know no Menetti dude. Didn’t 
know what they were talking about. They left, kicking the door almost off his hinges”. 
 
“When was this?” 
 
“The other night…maybe last week…” 
 
“You know them? Seen them before?” 
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I stood away from the youth as he arranged his clothing, rubbed his chest. Shook his head no. 
 
A head popped out from a doorway further down the dim Hallway and walked comfortably, 
but quickly towards us. 
 
“Okay guys, you’ve shown your brutal side, how about you show some sensitivity”. A smile 
on the young bloke’s face a mile wild, as though he was inviting the Queen into his humble 
abode. 
 
I demanded that he stay where he was and to identify himself. 
 
“Whoa Officers, isn’t it? You’re Cops, right? I know enough to know that you cannot just 
barge your way into a person’s home. I’m Julius Menetti…um…my brother, Bruno? 
Brian…he is lying down in that bedroom. He injured himself a couple of weeks ago. I’m a 
Nurse at Westmead. I come in about every second day to see how he is going. My Mum comes 
in and tidies up the joint. Cooks a week’s worth of meals in advance for the guys. You know 
how four guys can live…like bloody pigs. Um…the guy that you had on his back on the floor? 
Youssouf Mammouff. My brother’s mate…lives here with the other three…” 
 
I grabbed the youth roughly and steered him towards the young Politician. Directing both to 
enter the Bedroom. I surprised at the neatness of the place. Shelley followed me and then went 
further into the house to check that no-one else was about. 
 
She came back and shook her head. 
 
“Nah…and as clean as a button. Young homebodies, so it seems. What a revelation!” 
 
“Me Mum…” Julius Menetti embarrassingly explained. “It’s about time she stopped molly-
coddling her youngest boy, huh?” He smiled… 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
 
 
“Bruno Menetti, is it?” I asked the lad lying on the bed, propped up with several large pillows. 
His left arm in a sling. That golden-brown corona around his eye suggesting a beautiful black 
eye at one stage. His right ankle strapped up tightly in bandaging, also elevated with a pillow. 
 
“Yer lucky yer got a brother who knows what he is doing…I’m Detective Joseph Lind and 
this my partner Detective Shelley Shield. Tell me son, how did you receive those injuries?” 
 
“Um…skate-board…going too fast down a hill that was way too steep…” 
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I noticed that his brother looked down at the floor at this comment. A slight grin displaying 
his disbelief of the offered fact. He rubbed his eyes with his hand. 
“Your mate? Paulo Gonoletti? Did he suffer the same fate…falling off a skate-board?” 
 
There was an exchange of worried glances between Menetti and Mammouff. The young 
Mammouff now sitting at the end of the bed rubbing his chest. 
 
“Paulo? Has he been around lately?” Shelley asked. “And his mate?” 
 
“Um…Paulie and Scat…they ain’t been home for a while. Maybe they went back to their 
oldies’ joints. They was having troubles with money…now we will too without them putting 
in their share…” 
 
“You don’t work?” 
 
“Not at the moment, as you can see, I’m kinda incapable”. Stating the obvious as though we 
were stupid or something. There was a hint of insolence about the lad. “But with the Dole and 
the other three sharing the joint, I could manage…” 
 
“Your mates? They work?” 
 
“Yeah. Youssouf here is doing his Nurse’s Aide Certificate…and Paul and Scats are Wards-
men at the Hospital. Westmead. It’s a block away”. 
 
“What is Scat’s correct name?” Shelley asked as I looked carefully around the room. There 
was silence. I looked at the older Julius Menetti and raised my eyebrows. 
 
“Guys? I gotta go. I’m due on duty in thirty-five…” He informed us nervously. 
 
“You stay until we say you can leave”. I commanded. The young man slumped back into the 
chair beside the bed. 
 
“Officer? Can I just ring Work to say that I maybe a little late…and mention your names?” 
 
“You can say anything you like but you’re not leaving here until I give the okay. Understood?” 
 
Julius slide a Mobile from his pocket and speed-dialled a number. I waited until he had 
finished. Both Bruno and Youssouf avoided eye contact. Shelley moved closer to the bed and 
spun her Tablet so that firstly Bruno then Youssouf could see the photographs. The three 
appeared to become more docile, less impudent. 
 
“Is that Paulo Gonoletti and…Scat? What is his proper name?” 
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“Peter Holloway…he tends to run when trouble looms…Scats, that’s him…both look dead. 
Is that right?” 
 
“That’s correct. Bashed savagely and then stabbed in the neck. Their bodies dumped beside a 
Park in Merrylands, not far away as the crow flies. Would you three guys know why they met 
such a grisly end?” 
 
There was silence. 
 
“I’ll ask you again…have you any idea why they were viciously assaulted then stabbed to 
death? Tossed onto a Council verge down Merrylands way…any ideas, eh?” 
 
Again silence. Guilty looks from Youssouf and Brian Menetti. 
 
“When was the last time you guys saw either one of them?” 
 
Again silence. 
 
“We have evidence to suggest that both Paulo and you Brian, sustained injuries during a very 
severe and fatal vehicle accident at the beginning of this month. At the intersection controlled 
by Traffic Lights at the Cumberland Highway and the Great Western Highway. Both blood 
and DNA trace puts you Brian, and your mate Paulo in that vehicle that caused the accident. 
The vehicle stolen from an address in Randwick earlier that same day. I’ll bet the driver was 
either Holloway or you, Mammouff. Do either of you have anything to say?” 
 
Again, they avoided eye contact, their heads downcast. 
 
“Gentlemen, the charges against you are quite severe with a possible prison term of at least 
ten years. The driver of the vehicle could be looking at a further ten years as there were deaths 
because of dangerous driving and failing to obey Traffic Signals and failing to stop to give 
assistance. Is there anything either of you wish to say in your defence?” 
 
Again silence. 
 
“Okay people, you leave us no other choice but to charge you both and arrange transportation 
to our Parramatta Cells for further questioning and possible charges. I understand your 
predicament with your injuries, Bruno. You will be held in a secure Ward at Westmead 
Hospital until fit enough to be transferred…you will still be charged in the meantime”. 
 
I nodded to Shelley. She slipped outside to organise a Patrol Van and Ambulance to attend. 
 
“Um…Julius Menetti? We would like to get a formal, taped statement from you at some time 
soon. This time next week? At the Parramatta Police Building. Say one-thirty in the afternoon? 
Or when it suits your shift times, okay?” I handed him one of my Business Cards. “Ring me”. 
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He nodded his head sheepishly. Gave his younger brother a withering glance. 
 
“Arrh…I’m gunna be late for work in any case so I’d like to stay here until you take my 
brother and Youssouf away, if that is okay by you guys…they’re in real shit, aren’t they?” 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
“They certainly are. Up to their armpits, in fact”. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 
 
 
It was the habitual Monday morning Staff meeting. 
 
“Okay, your turn, Joe. How are you and Shelley progressing with the Malouf killings?” 
 
“We have a POI whom we think can help with our enquiries into the ongoing vendetta 
between the Malouf family and the White Skulls Bikie Gang up in Surfers Paradise. The Cops 
up there had him, but he has gone to ground. As you know, we cancelled the trip up there to 
interview him last week. We’ll get a go at him eventually, but at this stage, the investigation 
is waiting on the Forensic and Explosive Report to be e-mailed to us to help show us a way. 
Personally, I’m not convinced that this incident is the work of those north of the border…” 
 
“Joe’s jumping at shadows in a darkened room again…looking for that figment of his 
imagination which no-one else can envisage!” Some-one mumbled partially under his breath. 
There were a few lowered heads to hide smirks. Shelley nodded her head. CB looked blankly 
at me. I wondered if he agreed with the assumption. 
 
“Those two dumped bodies beside the Park? Where you at with them?” 
 
“We think we have ID’ed both bodies but are waiting for DNA confirmation. The interesting 
thing is that it looks as though the two, along with a mate, may have been the culprits who 
caused the fatal accident that Shells and I were a part of, earlier this month. This may muddy 
the waters as the Major Road Accident Team may want the two remaining members of the 
gang…” 
 
“What’s wrong with that? Losing a Case wouldn’t be something that I’d lose sleep over!” 
Some-one else muttered. 
 
“We wouldn’t be losing the case as to who may have murdered the two, but just our ability to 
get to them when we want. Both Shells and I do not want to lose control of the two friends. 
We think they may be able to lead us to the killers of their two mates…” 
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“Motive?” 
 
“At this stage, we haven’t a clue…but they were driving a stolen luxury vehicle and I’d hazard 
a guess and say they were mixed up in a ‘Rebadging’ scam…they may have been the 
procurers…knocking off a vehicle on a specific order from a customer”. 
 
“What were they running from? They ignored a ‘left turn only’ traffic signal and sped straight 
across the intersection collecting you and two other vehicles in the process…” 
 
“We don’t know. They are remaining extremely tight lipped. Mum’s the word. I think they’re 
scared of retribution if it is learnt by certain persons that they squealed to us Cops”. 
 
“Like whom?” 
 
“Don’t know, Boss”. 
 
“The Operators of the Rebadging operation, I’ll bet. That industry generates some really 
heavy-duty dudes…they were heading west along the Great Western Highway…any Smash 
Repair businesses in proximity?” 
 
“A needle in a haystack…” I turned and caustically replied. It was too stupid to contemplate. 
 
“Check with all the Local Stations up the Highway to see if they have an inkling…and check 
with Police Intelligence. See whether the Major Road Accident Boys can hold off taking 
control of your prisoners. Murder takes precedence in any case. We can sort out the lines of 
responsibility before it goes to Court. I know those guys like to keep Charges separate but, in 
this case, we can have multiple Charges that suits us both. Any trouble, let me know”. 
 
I swore under my breath. 
 
To take that tack to name all Smash Repair Businesses along the length of the Great Western 
Highway was a huge waste of time and effort. We would not know whether the establishment 
was a block away or halfway to the mountains. But then, a general enquiry to PI may knock 
a few bad apples out of the tree. I wouldn’t want to extend the inquiries much past that point. 
 
The usual Monday morning staff meeting continued for another hour before we drifted out of 
the Boss’s Office. 
 
I turned to Shelley asking whether she could do with a coffee. 
 
Downstairs. 
 
Out of the Office. 
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To ease my frustrations. 
 
That was half my troubles and why I needed that break away from Work. I was becoming 
more judgemental and believed that I was the sole Investigator of note with all my colleagues 
two hours behind me. 
 
This was the wrong attitude, and I believed the attitude maybe linked to Depression…as I had 
read something along those lines…or seen it on TV. Sometimes, when you have Depression, 
to remove all ties and a sense of familiarity, you place yourself above the plebs in your life, 
reducing them to imbeciles who know nothing! That rang a bell with me…and scared the 
bejeezus out of me at the same time. I would never have thought I would have that malady. 
My life was good. I had a brilliant life-partner who I loved dearly, the cutest and bestest 
daughters one could wish for, our life was all good…WTF! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 
 
 
Shells and I had been at it for most of the afternoon. 
 
I sat back and rubbed my eyes, concerned that my eyesight could be fading. They say that is 
the first thing to go when you reach forty, so I guess I’ve had a good run as I will turn fifty 
next year! Regardless, a check with an Optometrist will determine whether I needed 
glasses…reading glasses at least. 
 
“Jeez! Enough! Enough! Nothing about the four boys that sticks out…nothing. A 
misdemeanour Charge that went no-where on Holloway…he seems to be the one who will 
test the boundaries…and want to take his mates with him”. 
 
“…and is the first to run when the going gets tough…so his mates say. Scats. That’s a good 
knick-name, huh?” 
 
“Mmm…Gonoletti, Mammouff and Bruno Menetti went to the same Catholic School at 
Parramatta. I’ve got a School Photograph out of a five-year-old Yearbook up on my 
screen…the Cricket and Soccer Teams. In his last year, Menetti appears to be the champion 
run-chaser…for a couple of years before hand in fact…handsome looking sods. Gonoletti a 
fast bowler of some repute…and an above average Fieldsman going on the wording in this 
here book”. 
 
“Yeah, well, that figures, doesn’t it? Good Italian and Lebanese stock…a Catholic School is 
a pre-requisite, isn’t it? Poor old Holloway probably went to a second-rate Public School…his 
parents not able to afford the term costs”. 
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“Nooo! The same School. He also was a student of some repute and sporting prowess of some 
note, too…the four most likely to succeed…whatever happened to turn that promise into 
fool’s gold?”. 
 
I slumped further into my chair wanting badly to place my feet up onto the desk. Instead, I 
opened the bottom drawer and placed my feet on the edge of the drawer. Slumped further into 
my chair, shaking my head in frustration. 
 
“Think about it, Shells. You hire a young bloke to knock off a particular make and model, 
imported luxury vehicle to use in a re-badging exercise…of a particular colour even. The 
young bloke driving is involved in an accident where the required stolen vehicle ploughs into 
several other vehicles. The stolen vehicle is a write-off and so the arrangement of the re-
badging falls through. The driver, the young bloke hired to make the snatch, has a couple of 
his mates along for the ride. A real hoot, at the time. None of the three seriously injured in the 
accident and the three flee from the scene. Three weeks later, two of the young occupants turn 
up dead. Viciously bashed and stabbed to death…” 
 
I looked across at my partner who was listening to my every word. Nodding her head. I looked 
earnestly at her, shrugging my shoulders trying to find the words that would suitably describe 
what was worrying me so much. 
 
“As the Boss of this Re-Birthing exercise, why would you kill the two? And go after the third 
chap in such an amateurish manner? I mean, you have been running a highly successful 
business for years…maybe…staying well below the radar. Why would you want such a 
weight around your shoulders? Why would you jeopardise your business in such a manner? 
To me, that doesn’t make sense. You know, he does not want any cops sniffing around looking 
for the alleged murderer…that just doesn’t make sense…two young blokes killed because 
they cause a traffic accident!? If I were the Boss of the illegal business, I’d want to stay low 
for a bit…what’s the reward for killing the two? What does he get out of the attack?” 
 
“Do you know of any Crim who really thinks it through…most aren’t Einstein’s brothers, you 
know”. She threw a Biro into the air to catch it again. “When you put it that way, I guess there 
is no sense in wanting the two lads dead…but what does that leave us as far as motive is 
concerned? Sweet bugger all…I’m still for trying to locate the Smash Repair Business…” 
 
“What for? We can leave that to the Accident Incident Investigation Team…” 
 
“Why don’t we see how they are going with their side of the investigation into the crash, huh? 
Before we throw our hands into the air”. 
 
“Or our Biros…” 
 
“Smart-arse!” 
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I nodded, a smile on my face and stood, expecting Shelley to do likewise. I gave her a 
withering look when she did not follow the leader. She held her arms akimbo in a questioning 
manner. 
 
“What? What have I done now?” She asked. Surprise tinging her voice. “Am I to be drawn 
and quartered and forced to walk the plank because I have disobeyed orders?” 
 
“Only if I can find that decent plank…and a pool full of sharks circling below. You coming 
with me up to the Accident Incident Investigation Team?” 
 
“A phone call, Joe…” 
 
“There floor via the Coffee Jar downstairs…” 
 
“Now you’re talking”. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 
 
 
Instead, I slumped back into my Office chair not wanting to go down to the seventh floor or 
downstairs to the Coffee Jar. 
 
Shells looked at me wondering what I was doing, eventually slumping back down into her 
chair again, realising that she was not going to have a coffee break this afternoon. It was 
getting on in any case. Another hour and we’d be heading for the Sub-Basement Pool and 
Gym for at least forty-five minutes of action. 
 
A phone call to the Vehicular Accident Incident Investigation Unit would suffice. 
 
I swung my chair around a couple of times, glancing at my Computer Screen as I did so. The 
Photograph from the 2013 School Yearbook still on my Computer Screen. Gonoletti and 
Bruno Menetti smiling out proudly as Menetti, as the Captain of the Cricket Team, held up 
the Inter-Catholic Schools Cricket Cup for the third year in a row. A triumphant smile beaming 
out from the shot. I spun around a couple more times, on each turn concentrating on the 
photograph. 
 
I had no idea why…but there was something… 
 
I wondered whether the two boys had any inkling of their fate. Their long-held belief of 
making the State Side and higher, representing their Nation taken cruelly from them. Bruno 
‘Brian’ Menetti because of the way his ankle was smashed, was never likely to bowl bouncers 
down at trembling young Batsmen ever again. Gonoletti, described as a gifted Batsman and 
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Fieldsman also held the Cup for the greatest number of runs scored in these Inter-Schools 
Competition for four years in a row. 
 
I stood suddenly and walked over to a slim, floor to ceiling height window that gave views of 
Parramatta River and the ‘Rivercat’ Ferry Wharf. Stood with legs apart, hands deep in my 
pockets, jingling loose change as my old Boss, DS Church aka ‘Abbey’ used to do when deep 
in thought. Not really taking in the view from the window. It was just a blur as I looked 
inward. 
 
I suddenly turned, letting out a tirade of expletives under my breath. There was something 
snagging, then freeing itself from my old grey matter. 
 
Just out of reach every time. 
 
I slumped back down in my chair as that misty thought took shape and I half-grabbed it with 
a smile of victory and a forceful ‘yes’ as reward. 
 
“Shelley? The accident we were in…remember? The couple killed in the accident. The 
married couple? An elderly couple they were. Remember? What were their names?” I peered 
at the School Photo still front and centre on my Computer Screen. “Was it Andretti? Asiah 
and Andrea Andretti? It was, wasn’t it?” 
 
Shelley looked up from her Computer Screen. 
 
Gave me a nod. 
 
A frown furrowing her brow. 
 
“Mmm…Yes…Andretti…Asiah and Andrea. That’s right”. She was good with names. “They 
were in the lane beside us, on our inside but behind us also turning right with us on the green 
arrow. Killed instantly as that stolen vehicle glanced off the back of our Unmarked, spinning 
us around while it careened straight into their vehicle. A perfect T-bone. Put the vehicle on its 
roof…I don’t think it rolled right over. I remember hearing one of the Paramedic Ambos 
saying they were a mess…the people in that vehicle…and…something…um…from memory, 
two of their sons were in a vehicle directly behind the middle-aged couple. They were not hit. 
What a way to see your parents die like that. It would have been a huge shock…” 
 
“Mmm…one of the Andretti boys? He was in the same year as Gonoletti and Bruno Menetti. 
In the same Cricket Team…I’ll bet you in several Sports teams together at School. 
Coincidence? Nah? What do you reckon?” 
 
“Mmm…I reckon we may have just busted the Case of the ‘Body Dump near the Park’. 
Motive, huh? He sees the accident, recognises the hoons in the stolen vehicle and wrecks 
revenge for the death of his parents…it fits!” 
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I bent over my Keyboard to begin a thorough search into the Andretti family, staying tied to 
my desk for the next two days. Oblivious of time or the need to stop. Shelley shouted the 
coffee during that time, astute enough to know that when I got the scent, it was best if I was 
left alone. 
 
I could feel the Case coming to an end. 
 
The tendrils on the family spanned both sides of the Law with the recently deceased patriarch 
of the family investigated twice for Fraud and illegal activities on Building sites. 
 
My nose was itching big-time. 
 
My sense of the hunt went into its third morning. The Andretti boys would think that they had 
gotten away with murder. It had been a month since the boys’ dumped bodies had been 
discovered lying close to that perimeter fence of the Park. 
 
I gathered sufficient evidence to obtain a Court Order to search the Andretti home and 
surrounds including all vehicles. A list of seven vehicles and two bikes, a ten-tonne Tipper 
truck and Trailer with earth-moving equipment. 
 
Went to the Boss cap in hand to convince him that a Court Order was warranted. 
 
He listened silently as Shells and I ran out of words. 
 
“There are two sisters, a younger boy the same age as Menetti, Gonoletti, Holloway, and 
Mammouff. Andrew Andretti, isn’t it? Went to the same School, huh? And two older sons 
who form the Civil Excavation Firm with their late father. Andretti and Sons, isn’t that right?” 
 
Both Shelley and I nodded our heads in unison. 
 
“Which brothers and/or sisters were in the vehicle following their parent’s vehicle that terrible 
day when you two were involved?” 
 
“Um…according to the Accident Unit boys, the two oldest boys. Moses and 
Eli…Elijah…um…Moses is known to the local Cops. A bit of a hot head. Has had several 
run-ins while working on a couple of building sites. Residential stuff and small Commercial 
developments. He also is an Associate of the Nomads Bikie gang…a neat circle has just been 
closed, Boss”. 
 
“And one of the sisters, Roberta and her husband Garry Blackwood were in the back of the 
vehicle driven by Elijah…Moses in the front passenger seat. Ironically, they were going to a 
funeral…a friend of the elderly couple and the entire Andretti family”. Shelley added. 
 
“The two boys never married. What, they are in their forties, didn’t you say?” 



60 

“Both married and divorced. Two kids each. They were back living at the parent’s place…the 
young Andretti, Andrew appears to have been a mistake. There is almost twenty years 
between he and his brothers. Fifteen between he and the younger of the two girls…” 
 
He looked up at me and then to Shelley. Again, looking back at me, he made his mind up 
about the authenticity of our Report, signalling that he would chase out the Court Order for 
us. 
 
“To-morrow, okay?” 
 
“Thanks, Boss”. We both said in unison. 
 
I felt the tingling of knowing we were closing in on our Perps. Looking at Shells, she too had 
that quickening heartbeat and the flaring of the nostrils that only I could detect. 
 
“We’ll organise the Local boys and a Forensic Team to accompany us in two days’ time”. I 
informed the Boss as we walked from his Office. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 
 
 
“How long am I expected to be cooped up in this place? There are some ‘crazies’ that come 
through here, let me tell you! They keep me awake all bloody night with their moaning and 
crying and swearing out loud…” 
 
“You’re here for your own safety and protection…Bruno? We would like to ask you a few 
questions. Okay? And record them on our Tablets? Is that okay by you?” 
 
“Yeah, sure. No worries. I don’t know whether I can help you much though…when can I get 
out of here? I don’t feel that safe, let me tell you! They call me Brian now, not Bruno. Only 
my family call me Bruno…” 
 
I glanced at Shelley to see that she had set up her Tablet to record proceedings. 
 
“I would recommend that you remain in this secure Ward until we arrest the Perpetrators who 
cold-bloodedly killed your two mates…and tried vainly to locate you to end your life we 
suspect. Because of that ill-planned attack, we believe that your life could also be in danger. 
Especially knowing that they did try to force their way into your place of residence. We don’t 
think they will give up and will continue to try and find you. They will twig eventually that 
your mate lied to them…and he may end up as cold meat the same as your two mates. 
Understand?” 
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He sniffled at being reminded of his two mates’ deaths. He shook his head. 
 
“Death is for keeps, uh? That’s what my old man used to say. You might only live for three 
score and ten but you’re dead for a lot longer”. He looked over at me before shaking the tears 
away. “You don’t ever see them again, you know?. When ya dead, ya dead…I’ll sure miss the 
bastards. Do you know who might have killed them?” He angrily swiped away the tears with 
his one useable arm. 
 
“Do you know the Andretti family?” 
 
“Yeah, sure. Andrew Andretti was in my Year at School…Oh, right through High School. In 
my Cricket team…and Soccer Team, though we never made the Play-offs in Football. He was 
in my Cricket Team that won the Inter-Catholic State Championships three years in a row. A 
dogged, late-middle-order Batsman, a change slow-bowler and brilliant in the field…could 
throw a ball from the boundary like a shot out of a gun. He was the tallest dude in the team…he 
played two seasons over in the English League, I think some-one said once…why?” 
 
I wriggled in the straight back chair beside Menetti’s Hospital bed. 
 
“You left the scene of the accident…that is an Offence…why?” 
 
“Scats screamed out for us to piss off…but funny enough, he didn’t do his normal scamper. 
He made sure Paul got out of the car and he heckled him to help me. Scats and Paul carried 
me…funny, huh? I mean…like…there was no way I was going to run on the ankle smashed 
to smithereens…” 
 
I nodded my head. True mates will come through when it counts, I thought to myself. I should 
have commented as such to make the young bloke feel better. Maybe not. 
 
“Where did you go?” 
 
“Up around the corner. Two blocks about…to where we had to deliver the car, so Scats said”. 
 
“To a Smash Repair Business?” 
 
“Yeah…can’t remember the name…a big business, though. The guy didn’t want us around as 
he said that the Cops would be looking for us…he was a big, sour dude though he always had 
this…you know…a smirk on his face as though it was stitched on. Heavy tatts. Bikie tatts”. 
 
“What happened?” 
 
“He got one of his Workers to take us to Westmead Hospital…I was in some pain. So was 
Gonads…” 
 



62 

“Gonads?” 
 
“Paul Gonoletti…the guy shoved us out of the car and pissed off…out the front of the 
Accident Emergency front door…it was Scats idea to say that we fell off skateboards going 
down too steep a hill…being towed behind a car…” 
 
“When was the last time you saw Paul Gonoletti? Gonads?” I shook my head unable to hide 
a smile. “Gonads…how’d he get that nickname?” 
 
“Hah…he was more than a good bowler…he had a future…Gonads? He was never known to 
bowl a ‘no ball’…yer gotta know your cricket…” 
 
I nodded. It always amused me how Australians, regardless of their birthplace or origin, if 
they were in any sort of Sports Team, there were always nick-names! Always. 
 
“Um…he was released from Hospital a week…maybe eight days before me. He had a plate 
and screws inserted in his arm. I had something similar in my ankle…I don’t imagine that I’ll 
be any good on a Soccer Field or Cricket Pitch no more, huh? That’s a real bugger…” 
 
He sniffled again, seeing his fate sealed. It could be worse, I thought to myself. He could be 
dead! 
 
“So that was the last time that you saw him, when he was released from Hospital?” 
 
He nodded his head. 
 
“Scats came to pick him up…Scats was different. Really concerned about us. It was his fault 
we were in the shit, and he knew it…it changed him…we joked about having to think up 
another name for him…he got embarrassed…” He smiled at the memory. 
 
“That was the last time that you saw the two. Scats and Gonads?” 
 
He nodded his head. 
 
“Yeah, they were gunna go back to the flat…yeah, I…they never came to see me again…then 
I was released and me brother and Mum kinda took over looking after me…at the Flat. I just 
assumed the two went back to their parents’ place…money problems or something…it never 
entered my head they’d been killed. Murdered. No way man…” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 
 
 
“Detective Lind? This is Detective Reg West up in Gang Related Crimes…we rubbed 
shoulders out at the Western Suburbs Cemetery on that Malouf Homicide Murder Case about 
six weeks ago. We have something that may interest you…” 
 
There was a smile in his voice that you couldn’t miss. Good news at last, I thought to myself, 
though coming from that direction was a complete surprise. 
 
“Um…we undertook a series of raids across several suburbs a couple of weeks back now. 
Concentrating on Smash Repair Businesses run by members of the Nomads Bikie 
Gang…surprisingly, there was more than we thought. A real little industry, money maker and 
money-laundering business to boot for the Gang”. 
 
“I would have thought they would have left that business behind long ago, what with more 
money capable of being earned from the Distribution and Sale of drugs…” 
 
“Pays to diversify, so they say. These guys have been involved in the Smash Repair Business 
for a lot of years. Do you remember the bad old days when several Tow Trucks would turn up 
at an accident…well before the local Cops were even on the scene! All the immaculately 
turned-out Tow Trucks fitted with Police Scanners…they would apply strong-arm tactics on 
the poor unsuspecting victims of the accident….and each other! Bullying them to agree to a 
certain Tow Truck Operator and the attached Smash Repair Business…all Gang members of 
several Bikie Gangs. There were a couple of murders associated with this 
unfortunate…um…by-play, before the State Government with the Insurance Industry, passed 
Laws to stop this practise…” 
 
“Yeah…I remember those days of the cowboy Tow-truck businesses…um…what’s with our 
involvement?” 
 
“As I said, these raids were conducted several weeks ago. One Business in particular, in a 
small Industrial Area just off the Highway at Wentworthville…” 
 
My interest picked up and my heartbeat quickened as I heard of the location. I clicked my 
fingers at Shelley. 
 
“Can I bring my partner across the conversation? It will save repetition”. 
 
“No, sure. Go ahead…” There was a click as I brought Shelley across the line on Conference 
mode. “Um…Detective Shields? How are you? Still hanging in there being roped to the old 
bugger?” 
 
Shelley chuckled. 
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“Hi, Reg. Long time, no see. People will start to talk if you fraternise with us for too much 
longer. You know how the rumour mill is, huh? Okay, what’s got the old bloke looking as 
though he may have killed Cock Robin? He’s even got feathers caught in his mouth!” 
 
They both chuckled at my expense. I was starting to wonder what I was to the rest of the 
Force. The subject of disdain and ‘in-jokes’, so it seemed. 
 
West ran through the conversation for her benefit. 
 
“Um…we have just got a Report back from the Digital Forensic Section who have been 
scouring through several Computers, a Laptop and several Tablets and Smartphones 
confiscated during the raid on those premises out Wentworthville way…along with a lot of 
computer gear taken from other premises. They’ve had their hands full, let me tell you…that 
one at Wentworthville in particular…um…there are several conversations with a known 
‘Heavy’ within the Nomads Parramatta Chapter on how to dislodge the Malouf Family from 
their position of supplying, distributing and selling Methamphetamines, Cannabis and e-tabs 
from the Merrylands, Guildford and South Parramatta areas…methods of eliminating the 
family by using a predicament that has existed for some time between the Sardi/Afasti and 
Malouf family syndicate and the White Skulls Bikie Gang up on the Gold Coast…using it to 
their advantage so that their involvement stays under the radar. Inspiring. I didn’t think ‘The 
Boys’ were that smart…or cunning!” 
 
“What!? You have definite evidence that the Nomads Gang here in Western Sydney are the 
real culprits in eliminating members of the Sardi family going back ten years!? Un-fucking-
believable! True!? Fair Dinkum?” 
 
“Not going back ten years…no. Um… Mastouf Afasti? He was the husband of Angela 
Malouf, wasn’t he? Killed about five years ago? On the second of July, two thousand and 
thirteen…shot in the head”. 
 
“Yeah, that sounds right…definite proof? Linking the gang to his execution-style death?” 
 
“Yep…down to how they could place the blame on the White Skulls Gang up in Surfers 
Paradise…and Ballistics have just come back with a match of a slug taken from the head of 
Afasti those many years ago during his autopsy with one that was test-fired from a sawn-off 
twenty-two found on the premises of the Smash Repair Business…owned and run by Colin 
Siegler…that is conclusive…you can bank on it…you can have the guy for the homicide 
shooting of Afasti. It will clear the books of one murder at least”. 
 
“Oh! That’s good…that’s fantastic! The recent murders of old woman Angelina Malouf and 
her grandson Michael Afasti-Malouf in that horrendous vehicle explosion at the cemetery 
while Angela Malouf placed flowers on the grave of her departed husband Mastouf 
Afasti…there is sufficient evidence to charge certain persons for that crime, too? We have not 
advanced that case at all, stuck with only the consensus that the White Skulls up in Queensland 
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had undertaken the act…but nothing definite to drive the Case forward at all! We are still 
waiting on the final Forensic Report…” 
 
“Well…we’ve got sufficient to begin proceedings, so we believe. I’ll send down the entire 
Forensic Report in a hard copy version. I know that you will want to place it straight onto the 
Murder Book…” 
 
“That’s fantastic, Reg. We owe you big time”. 
 
“No worries…you’d think that these geysers would have woken up by now. If they were going 
to discuss murder and mayhem, it should not be on their regular Mobile Phones. They’ve 
gotta jig to the fact we are constantly listening to their conversations in this modern World…” 
 
“It’s good to know they are still silly buggers, huh?” 
 
“You’re telling me…I’ll include several transcripts and recordings of all the pertinent 
conversations that will help you”. 
 
“You bloody beauty”. 
 
I was over the moon. 
 
I recalled that I thought it strange that the Plastic Explosive packet stolen from Holsworthy 
Army Barracks would end up on the Gold Coast and then transported back to our 
neighbourhood. It didn’t make sense to me when I had thought about it at the time. 
 
“I’ll have the stuff together by to-morrow…or the next day. I’ll bring it down to your Floor 
personally…early next week. We can sort out lines of responsibility later…you with the 
Homicide charges and us with the Gang Related drug distribution stuff. Our respective Bosses 
can sort that out. That’s why they’re paid all that extra money for”. 
 
“Good one…thanks heaps”. 
 
I sat back in my chair grinning like that proverbial Cheshire Cat. I shook my head several 
times seeing the absurdity in the situation. Here the Malouf Syndicate was undertaking a 
vendetta against an enemy that had nothing to do with the deaths of members of their family. 
Even paying a Mercenary up on the Gold Coast to conduct vengeful acts at their request. A 
heap of Drive-by shootings just to keep the situation bubbling along. Torching of several Club 
Houses, the killing of family members of several different Bikie gangs up there…and the 
worst of sins, the destruction of a dozen Hogs! 
 
The true irony of the situation was that the two Sardi brothers’ deaths in that vehicle accident 
was accidental as handed down some two years after the event by a Coronal Enquiry, yet the 
family held onto the belief that somehow, they were victims of a White Skulls conspiracy. 
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Go figure the mind-set of the criminal kind. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY 
 
 
She sat silently, not wanting to make eye contact. We tried for close on two hours to make her 
comment, offer an opinion or to disagree with every hypothesis we put forward to her for her 
information. 
 
In the end, we had to let her go without any charge laid against her. 
 
I felt that she was in her own private hell, especially after we disclosed information pertaining 
to the guilt of members of the Nomads here in Parramatta and not the White Skulls Gang in 
Queensland. 
 
Her eyelids did flutter with that offered information. I wondered whether she sat there mulling 
over some vengeful act against them, to help even up the score. 
 
I deliberately walked her passed the Number Two Interview Room with its open door. The 
Sergeant-at-Arms of the Nomad Bikie Gang, Parramatta Chapter, was sitting comfortably in 
a chair. He glanced our way as we passed. I knew their eyes locked and a hint of recognition 
passed between the two. 
 
The guy smirked, which made it worse. 
 
I felt a shiver go through her body as I held her arm. 
 
The whole charade staged to see what the reaction would be. 
 
I was disappointed, as I expected her claws to emerge…for her to erupt. The slight shiver… 
that was all…ice running in her veins! 
 
She is one cool woman, I thought to myself. The most we may get her on is ‘Proceeds of 
Crime’ which the Gang Related guys will carry through to completion. She already had half 
her house demolished by the Gang Related Officers, Drug Squad guys and Forensics looking 
for any further contraband, money, or drugs. I thought the lode may have dried up after we 
found the large stash of cash. 
 
A Patrol Vehicle would return her to her sister’s address, she still fitted with her ankle alarm. 
 
I returned to my desk and slumped into my chair. Rubbed my face with my hands. A two-hour 
interview can take it out of you. 
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“We got Colin Siegler in Interview Room Two, Joe. He’s been there for about thirty 
minutes…” 
 
“He can wait…” I shook my head in frustration. “Unless we can obtain some link between 
the Malouf woman and her Mercenary Associate up on the Gold Coast, Sam Welch…that was 
his name, wasn’t it? We got nothing on her. She has been playing it smart up until now. More 
than likely using pre-paid, throw-away Mobiles that you can buy from any Supermarket for 
thirty dollars. We need to get a hold of Welch’s Mobile phone. He seems to have hung onto 
his original phone for some stupid reason…that will give us a history of calls between the 
two…perhaps the dates of those communications will closely correspond to dates that 
something physically and illegal was undertaken causing grief to the White Skulls gang”. 
 
“Mmm…all that will show Joe, is regular communications between the two. Remember, we 
tried that track, but the guy is with one of the small Telco Carriers who still do not have the 
capacity to record all traffic and content of said communications for a two-year period as per 
that Government Directive handed down to help combat terrorist activities. Whether they 
communicate by SMS or conversation, it doesn’t matter. It will be all circumstantial. We have 
nothing on her yet…collusion in homicide matters in any case. She will go down for other 
crimes, though Joe. We may have to live with that”. 
 
“Mmm…let’s hope they communicated by texting and that one of them still uses his original 
Mobile Phone with all the communications still in the memory…it’ll happen, Shells. We’ll 
get her eventually, let me tell you…and think positively, girlie. Let’s hope Welch has not 
deleted a bloody thing from his Mobile and they corresponded using SMS 
conversations…wouldn’t that be a hoot!” 
 
“Neither would be that stupid, would they?” 
 
“I remember some-one commenting the other day that most felons are not Einstein’s 
brothers…we can always hope that is relevant, huh?” 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 
 
 
“Colin Siegler? You know why you are here?” 
 
“No…I’m innocent of all your allegations and suspicions…you cops have snared the wrong 
guy…again!”. A smirk said it all. He was above this shit no matter what us cops thought we 
had on the guy. 
 
“Oh? What wrongful charges might they be?” 
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The smirk widened into a grin. He was too smart for that word trap, so he communicated. 
“The Sardi/Afasti/Malouf family? In Guildford? Know of them?” 
 
“They have a reputation…not big…small fry…why?” 
 
“The murder of the elderly Angelina Malouf and the young Michael Afasti-Malouf? Know 
anything about that? Early last month. A bitterly cold day. A slight drizzle. Second of July at 
approximately oh-nine-three-oh hours. The vehicle in which the two sat awaiting Angela 
Malouf to pay her respects to her recently departed husband. He shot dead, five years to the 
day. The car exploded in a giant fireball killing the boy and the old girl instantly. You weren’t 
in the vicinity, were you?” 
 
“No, Detective”. That slight smirk that never left his face. It could get bloody annoying! 
 
“Mmm…how do you explain your appearance purchasing petrol from a nearby Service 
Station not more than fifteen minutes after the vehicle explosion. Down the road from the 
cemetery?” 
 
“Low on petrol…had to fill up”. 
 
“Long way from your digs…” 
 
“What? Is there a law that prohibits a Bike lover from driving around in a car…as you said 
earlier, it was a cold day. Drizzle. Yer don’t take yer Hog out on those days…it can get 
dirty…and besides, in a light drizzle like that, the roads can be a bit slippery. You don’t want 
to drop the Hog, now do you?” 
 
“Long way from home”. I repeated as I looked across at him. A big bloke, arms as thick as 
my thighs. Shoulders to match. A Gym junky. “Why were you out near the Cemetery?” 
 
“I can’t remember. Maybe I was paying my respects to a fallen mate…” 
 
“So, you admit being at the Cemetery?” 
 
“I don’t admit to anything…shit! That was what, two months ago almost to the day. I can’t 
remember what I had for breakfast back then let alone what I may have done…” 
 
“You purchased a packet of Rollie Tobacco. Three large KitKats. Three cokes. You needed a 
sugar fix, huh? John Fannotto and George Cazowitz were in the car with you…” 
 
“They don’t like taking their Hogs out on a rainy day either…besides, I wanted company”. 
 
“George Cazowitz is a computer specialist, isn’t he?” 
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“He knows a bit about computers, yes”. 
“And he knows a bit about explosives…a former soldier in Iraq, isn’t he?” 
 
“Was that a question, Officer?” 
 
“It is suggested that a large packet of plastic explosive was connected to the underside of the 
vehicle parked in the driveway of the Angelina Malouf residence…you wouldn’t have been 
there sometime on the previous evening, by any chance?” 
 
“No, Detective. I don’t even know where the Malouf bitch lives…” 
 
“Mmm…you grazed your knee trying to get under the vehicle. Luxury Audi sedans are low 
to the ground, aren’t they?” 
 
“I don’t know what you are talking about, Detective…” 
 
“DNA doesn’t lie, son…your DNA recovered from the concrete driveway surface proves you 
were at that address the evening before the vehicular explosion. As I said, DNA evidence 
doesn’t lie…and your Mobile was tracking at the Malouf address at that time just to back it 
up”. 
 
“But Coppers do…lie that is…about finding DNA around some address…and I’m not your 
son!” 
 
“Oh? You accusing me of lying…that your DNA wasn’t found at the site or that luxury Audi 
sedans aren’t low to the ground? Which one is it?” 
 
He had to think about that one. 
 
“Your fingerprints were found on debris thrown some distance by the explosion…” 
 
“I’m a Panel Beater. Own my own business. I reckon my fingerprints would be on a fair few 
cars around Sydney…or at least in the Parramatta area”. 
 
“On a part of a Mobile phone. The battery actually, that was used as the electrical connector 
for the detonator to discharge the Plastic Explosive…so was Cazowitz’s partials”. 
 
“I’ve handled maybe thousands of Mobile Phones in my life-time…comes with the job”. 
 
“On some gaffer tape that was also flung some distance by the explosion…” 
 
“I got rolls of the stuff at my place of business…” 
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I leaned over and pressed ‘PLAY’ on a small CD/DVD Player. The sound a bit scratchy but 
you could ID the participants. 
 
“That’s you and George Cazowitz…” 
 
“You’re telling the story…” I noticed that the smile wasn’t a permanent fixture on his face 
anymore. 
 
We listened as the two discussed ways to get rid of the entire family in one foul swoop to 
allow them to take over the area to increase their drug distribution and selling network. 
 
“The Malouf woman? You didn’t expect her to be out of the car for so long…you got a little 
impatient. If you had waited until she got closer to the vehicle, you had enough explosives to 
kill her outright, in any case. The entire family with her killed too, would be rolled up and 
you free access to that part of territory once ruled by the Sardi/Afasti and Malouf 
families…they would have been wiped out if you could have just waited…or was the plan as 
executed as you wanted to make it look like the two were killed as the payback for a number 
of Hogs killed up on the Gold Coast? Clever. It looked as though Angela Malouf was losing 
her nearest and dearest…in exchange for the destruction of a number of Hogs…your nearest 
and dearest…” 
 
I looked across at him. He still confident no charges would stick to him. 
 
“Was that a question, Captain?” He asked, again that smirk returning. “Nice theory…wish we 
had thought of it…” 
 
I spun a photograph across the table to him. Shelley leant forward. 
 
“Your little twenty-two?” 
 
“Looks similar. Could be, I guess…” 
 
“Cut down and fitted with a silencer. The butt removed and a pistol handle fitted. It was found 
in a bottom drawer of a desk in the Office of your business premises. Your desk…” 
 
“There’s only one desk in the Office that is used as a desk, so I guess it’s mine…we keep it 
in case we have any problems with competitors, customers and the like…scares them every 
time”. 
 
“So, you admit to it being yours and you having used it on occasions?” 
 
“I didn’t admit to shooting no body with it…” 
 
“The rifle is yours…is that what you are saying?” 
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“I didn’t say that…did I? I could be mistaken, I guess…” 
 
“A ballistics comparison test shows that the rifle was used to murder Mastouf Afasti five years 
ago. Up close and personal. A single shot to the head. At his residence…while he weeded his 
beautiful vegetable garden. He was never the same after his two brothers died in that vehicle 
accident up the North Coast. He had some mental problems. Both Angela and her husband 
Afasti took over the reins of the business…and when Afasti was shot, she began a vendetta 
against several Bikie Gangs up on the Gold Coast strip who the family believed, were 
responsible for all their ills…” 
 
“I guess a ballistics comparison doesn’t lie, but I can’t remember whether I had the rifle or 
not back then…” 
 
“You’re the registered Owner…and was back then…” 
 
“Well….it must be mine, I guess”. 
 
“Colin Siegler? You’re formally charged with the homicide murder of Angelina Malouf and 
her Grandson, Michael Afasti-Malouf on two July last at around oh-nine-three-oh hours. 
Along with your two colleagues as accessories before and after the fact. Both are in custody. 
Also, there is sufficient evidence to have you charged with the shooting homicide of Mastouf 
Afasti on two July two thousand and thirteen at around fourteen-forty-five hours in the 
afternoon at the home address of the Malouf family in Guildford…do you understand the 
charges against you? Anything you say will be recorded and maybe used as evidence against 
you…please stand”. 
 
He looked across at me, nodding his head slowly. That smirk still on his face. He was still 
supremely confident that he could beat the rap. Man, he was going down big time. Once his 
history of criminal activity was known to the Court, there would be no leniency or mercy 
shown…and his financial empire would be slowly dismantled. 
 
It was my turn to have a smirk as I thought those thoughts. 
 
“Do you know Peter Holloway?” The question and the directional change took him by 
surprise. He sat back down a little uncomfortably with his wrists manacled behind his back. 
 
“What if I do?” He asked uncertainly. For the first time, that slight smirk slipping from his 
face. 
 
“How do you know him?” 
 
He went to reply and then realised that he would be incriminating himself in illegal activities 
if he replied. 
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He shook his head. Looked down at his hands clasped together, resting on the stainless-steel 
covering of the table. 
 
“Does that mean you do know him but do not wish to incriminate yourself? While the 
Homicide murders take preference, you will also be charged in relation to running, 
overseeing, and controlling a re-badging and re-birthing enterprise for imported and stolen 
luxury vehicles. You hired young Peter Holloway on a sliding fee scale to obtain…to steal a 
luxury vehicle when the request came through for a particular make and model that 
corresponded with a wrecked vehicle written off by the Insurance Company that you could 
lay your hands on. Unfortunately, the gig went a bit pear-shaped when Peter Holloway got 
carried away in a high-powered vehicle that was way above his driving ability or 
expertise…he and two of his mates will be charged with various traffic offences including 
dangerous driving causing death…” 
 
“Well…Gonoletti and his mate, Holloway are dead, aren’t they? Waste of time charging 
them!” 
 
“Oh? How would you know that? That they are dead?” 
 
Again, he went to open his mouth, and just as quickly, closed it. 
 
“Were you involved in the deaths of the two young men. Your style, actually. Savagely beaten 
then twice stabbed in the neck before being tossed out of a truck beside some Park in 
Merrylands”. 
 
“Copper? Yer pissing in the wind”. He then clammed up, looking away from me to stare at a 
spot on the side wall. 
 
We walked out of the small room pleased with ourselves. The three guys formally charged on 
the morrow with Legal Counsel present. We would strongly resist Bail for all three knowing 
of their flight risk. 
 
I went a round or two with ‘Big Red’, the Punching Bag that still held pride of place in the 
centre of the Squad floor. Everyone at their desks could tell we had a win…a big win! Thanks 
to that little bit of luck and co-operation between the Gang Related Crime blokes and 
ourselves. 
 
The system can work on occasions. 
 
I rang Reg West to inform him of the developments and to thank him for the ‘heads-up’. 
 
Good vibes all round. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 
 
 
We couldn’t park in front of the address as a ten-tonne Tip-truck and Trailer took up the entire 
length of the kerb-line in front of the house. A medium-sized Front-end Digger/Loader on the 
Trailer. A larger Digger in the tray of the truck. 
 
I waited until we were all organised and together, instructing around half the Uniforms from 
Parramatta Central Police Station and Merrylands’ Station to make their way around the back 
of the dwelling. We waited some moments before I pounded on the door. Stood back and let 
the ‘Door-Breaker’ to do its work. 
 
As we entered the building screaming our lungs out and flashing our torches around 
everywhere, a head poked out from a doorway halfway down the Hallway. 
 
“Down! DOWN!” Several of us yelled as the young bloke’s legs were kicked out from under 
him. 
 
“You Andrew Andretti?” I yelled into his ear amid further shouted instructions from Cops 
who had entered what was the Lounge Room. 
 
“Y…Ye…yeah…” 
 
“Where’s your two older brothers?” 
 
He pointed to a door beside his… 
 
“And Elijah more than likely fell asleep on the Lounge with the TV still on…he usually does”. 
 
I hauled the young man to his feet, cuffed him and frog-marched him into the Lounge Room 
as several Officers forced their way into the other Bedroom. 
 
I pushed the guy down onto a Lounge Chair near a larger version of himself. Both guys were 
still trying to wake up. 
 
The sods! We’d been awake since four this morning getting ready for this raid. At that hour, 
it was freezing cold. 
 
I was becoming impatient for my Leave to come around in a couple of more weeks, so that 
we could escape this coldness. 
 
Another large bloke was waddled into the room and pushed onto the Lounge chair beside his 
brother. His hands manacled behind his back. 
 



74 

“Moses Andretti?” 
 
He nodded his head. 
 
This guy too, was a big bloke. The three of them all well over the six-foot mark in the old 
scale. Approaching six-six I estimated, though Elijah was turning rapidly to lard. Moses was 
trimmer with bulging muscles and tatts that covered his torso from his neck down. Bikie tatts. 
The young bloke sat there shivering. An athletic build. A runner. Not an ounce of fat on him. 
 
“Right…I’m Detective Joseph Lind and my colleague Shelley Shields. This here is a Court 
Order allowing us legal entry onto and into your premises to search for anything remotely 
connected to the homicide murders of one Peter Holloway aka ‘Scats’ and Paulo Gonoletti 
aka ‘Gonads’ some six weeks ago. Their bodies dump on the Council verge in Parkside Road 
at Merrylands around two in the morning. We have the right to examine and search all vehicles 
on the property or those registered to you or the Business name of Andretti and Sons 
Excavations Pty. Ltd. Understand? Make yourselves comfortable as we will be here for some 
hours, is my guesstimation”. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 
 
 
“Joe? We have found traces of blood on the tray and its sides of the Tip-truck as you expected. 
We’ll need to unload the Front-end Loader and remove the truck to the Vehicle Impoundment 
Lot for further examination…there is quite a spray up the sides of the tray. Silly bastards 
didn’t even hose down the area by the looks of it…and we think we have found the murder 
weapon. A large carving knife under the seat in the cabin of the truck. Blood trace evident on 
the first go over…we’ll be able to tell you more once we do an examination back at the 
Office”. 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
“Good work, Dee Dee. Does anyone here know how to back a Digger off a bloody great 
truck?” 
 
“Get Elijah to do the honours. The trailer will need to be disconnected from the truck in the 
first place…a bloody involved process…I doubt by the time he does that he won’t be in any 
condition to cause us problems…” Shelley replied deadpan. 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
“Keep a short leash on the bugger, just in case. I don’t want him going berserk on the Loader. 
It could do some damage, I reckon”. 



75 

“Shells? When that’s done, take a couple of Uniforms with you and canvass up and down the 
street after you have finished the unloading operation. I would like to know whether the 
uncoupling of the Trailer and the unloading of the Digger from the truck is a regular 
occurrence. See whether we can obtain some answers that correspond with the answers from 
the brothers on the same subject. Hopefully, the dates should match that day the bodies of the 
lads discovered…a link only, I know, but they all help. Check whether Gonoletti or Holloway 
were seen around the area…okay?” 
 
She nodded her head and walked off, talking softly to several Officers as she did so. 
 
As I stood watching, trying desperately to warm up as the sun had yet to poke over the horizon. 
I was summoned back inside the house. 
 
“This has been videoed, Detective”. 
 
He opened a door of a Wardrobe in Moses’s bedroom to disclose several automatic rifles 
standing in a specially built gun rack. All illegal firearms. Two handguns. I shook my head 
wondering where the hoods get this stuff from and why they needed it in the first place. The 
Officer indicated a shelf above which I had to stand on tippy toe to see. Packed with small 
knap-lock bags filled with the unmistakeable flakes that could be nothing else but Ice. 
 
Ready for sale. 
 
“What Bikie Gang does Moses belong to?” I asked softly. 
 
“The Nomads, as far as we know. The Western Suburbs Chapter at Parramatta…” 
 
“Colin Siegler’s mob, huh?” 
 
“Yeah, I think so”. 
 
“Nice and tidy. Nice and tidy. The circle has been closed. Looks like they were ready to do 
business once they got rid of the Malouf family. All stocked up and ready to roll, huh?” 
 
I felt good. Particularly good in fact. Even the Drug Squad and Gang Related Crimes Team 
were happy. One big happy family…who’d have thought. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 
 
 
As the Murder Squad, we had first pick of both Moses and Elijah Andretti. It was the tough 
looking Moses who folded first and confessed to the murders of Peter Holloway and Paulo 
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Gonoletti. His brother followed suit when we showed we had a written confession from his 
older brother. At least you got to admire the guy for that gesture. He was not about to let his 
brother take the fall alone. 
 
As soon as the trio had jumped from the wrecked, stolen car at the accident scene that Shells 
and I were involved in, they recognised Scats as he was a frequent visitor of the Colin Siegler 
Smash Repair Business. It was the pick-up point for drugs to be sold on the streets of the area. 
 
Scats was a frequent visitor, so Moses informed us. His address wasn’t that hard to find. 
 
Moses and his brother Elijah were distraught beyond words at the callous killing of their 
parents and angered beyond words at the callous way the three guys had fled the scene of the 
accident without a backward glance or thought of what they had done. 
 
It had taken them three weeks to pick the time to grab the two as they lounged about in their 
Flat. They had pummelled them into submission in the back of the truck. Tied them up and 
Isaac had hit on them even harder while they drove to Parkside Road. Both eventually 
admitted that they were always going to kill them. 
 
“An eye for an eye”. Moses had mumbled. “They drove Mum and Dad to Eternity, so they 
were going to go the same way. Death is for keeps. They had ‘roughed’ Mum and Dad up 
heaps, so we roughed them up heaps before killing them…as they did with ours”. 
 
“You dumped their bodies as though they were garbage…against a border fence of that large 
Park out Merrylands way…” 
 
“We’d done the excavation work on a block of ground down that street…it was a dead-end 
street with little traffic. We were contracted to clean up the block and surround to get rid of 
all the Builder’s waste lying about…we’d almost filled up an industrial bin…” 
 
“That’s where you dumped the plastic that you had rolled both boys up in?” 
 
Moses nodded…looking sheepishly up at me. He somehow seemed relieved that the saga was 
coming to a close…closed with guilt weighing heavily on the man…go figure as he was the 
one who looked ‘the thug…the heavy’ out of the three brothers. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 
 
 
“Detective, its Detective Harry Coombs of the Queensland Force. We spoke some weeks ago 
about a Sam Welch…you wanted to question him about his relationship with an Angela Afasti 
nee Malouf. Yes?” 
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“Yes, Detective? I remember. How can I help?” 
 
“Our mutual friend, Sam Welch has popped his head out of his burrow. We have located him, 
but we will wait until we know you’re coming up this way to question him before we pull 
him in”. 
 
“Yeah, right. Can you hang on a tick? I’ll see whether we can get a verbal from the Boss to 
come up…” 
 
“No worries…” 
 
I raced to CB’s office door and filled him on the details. He nodded his approval. 
 
“Not to-morrow, Joe. You and Shelley have Court Time, remember? Next Monday, okay?” 
 
I informed Coombs of the proposed visit. 
 
The only spanner in the works would be the availability of seats up in the morning and a 
return flight back to Sydney that night. Hendo, our illustrious General Clerk and Dog’s body, 
had listened to the entire proceedings and had already made the enquiries and tentative 
bookings. He informed me he had made bookings for the following Monday while I was still 
conversing with Detective Coombs. 
 
“Good one. We’ll nab him first thing next Monday morning and have him sitting waiting 
patiently for you at the Surfers Paradise Cop Station. I’ll meet you at the Airport. Until then”. 
 
I really wanted to get a hold of Welch’s Mobile Phone that may show SMS exchanges with 
Angela Malouf. I wanted evidence of her requests for Welch to do certain illegal acts on 
several Bikie Gang properties and possessions up there. That was all I needed to throw the 
book at the woman. She was not going to slip through my fingers and all it will take is Welch’s 
Mobile Phone to convict her. 
 
We walked off the plane into a bitterly southerly wind that went straight to my bones. With 
about three weeks before the commencement of my extended Holidays, I was hoping for a 
big change in the weather up this way, that’s for sure. 
 
I wondered if it would occur…I was crossing my fingers that it would! 
 
In this weather, there was no way I was going to take Al and Sam for a swim at the famous 
beaches up here. Coolum was not that far north of the Surfers Paradise Airport! My half-sister 
lived at Coolum in a large salubrious house with sweeping views of the famous coastline. At 
least she had broken the cycle of Government hand-outs and a cynical outlook on life that her 
siblings were still in, all thanks to her overbearing mother. She had lost contact with the lot 
of them around the time her biological mother had died. 
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A good thing all round. She had succeeded with a husband who still adored her and a couple 
of kids who would grow up being responsible adults. 
 
We hurried into the warmth of the Terminal building and looked around for our contact. 
Headed towards a sign held aloft with Lind/Shields written on it. Shook hands with the tall, 
solid, middle-aged Queensland Detective. Detective Harry Coombes. A warm smile. A hearty 
greeting. 
 
“A coffee of some quality maybe in order before you catch the next flight back to Sydney…or 
perhaps you will enjoy our lovely weather for the full day before you need to catch your return 
flight to-night, as planned…heh?” 
 
I gave him a look meant to nail him to the wall. It appears Queenslanders are less sensitive to 
such reactions. He held up a hand to show he was joking…being sarcastic at his own expense 
requesting apologetically that we follow him. He must have thought that these ‘Mexicans’ 
from south of the border lacked a sense of humour. We settled into a corner table with views 
of a wind-swept, rainy tarmac one way and the bustle of a busy Terminal the other, with 
travellers jostling each other walking quickly in every direction, so it seemed to me. 
 
“You heard the News this morning?” 
 
“About some Bikie Shoot-out hereabouts? In their Clubhouse. Yeah. We caught it as we 
waited for our flight out…what’s that got to do with us, Detective?” I had this sinking feeling 
it had a great deal to do with us… 
 
He added two heaped teaspoons of sugar to his mug of coffee. What a way to spoil a mediocre 
coffee, I thought. 
 
“The White Skulls Bikie Gang up around these parts exists in name only as of last night. Nine 
killed outright. Two others not expected to see the day out. Three more with serious shotgun 
injuries. Two others with slight injuries only, with only three escaping any injuries at all. It 
seems that two ‘brothers’ received fatal injuries from nine-millimetre bullets. Only three gang 
members had handguns close by. Could be payback for slights suffered or it could be 
accidental as bullets were flying all over the place…we may never know…I came from the 
massacre scene straight here to greet youze. I need some sleep. I got called out and it wasn’t 
even my shift…” He shook his head. “Sorry if I seem a little disjointed but it’s the lack of 
sleep…I’m too old for these types of shifts…” 
 
“What happen? Some sort of scuffle…a shouting match develop further? Too much grog or 
pills perhaps? Got out of hand?” 
 
“Hah…more than a scuffle I reckon with so many fatalities and injured…um…no. Your POI 
whom you wanted to question to-day? Sam Welch? He somehow walked straight into the 
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White Skulls Clubhouse unchallenged. Had three of those Turkish rapid-fire, lever action 
shotguns. Ten cartridges each. Emptied every one of them before he was killed…” 
 
“What!? What bloody for?” There goes our Case against Angela Malouf I thought. I was 
absolutely stonkered! 
 
“Sam had it good both ways, so it seems…he had a personal vendetta out against the White 
Skulls and the Nomads…maybe even the Rebels as they too, suffered some damage to 
property and personnel over a number of years. I don’t think we’ll ever know for sure who 
was playing the tit-for-tat tune. Could have been the three Clubs against one another, for all 
we know…maybe Welch…we’re not sure but it’s his style for slights felt through the years. 
We don’t know for sure how Angela Malouf and he got together, but Angela Malouf was 
paying him good money for something that he would have gladly done for gratis! He was on 
a bloody good deal either way. You know, all those payback acts for being blocked for Club 
membership with most of the illegal Bikie gangs up around here. As you are aware, there is 
irrefutable proof of their collusion with instructions by Malouf to Welch on what she wanted 
him to do as payback against the White Skulls gang…we know that. His Mobile phone 
retrieved this morning. It will take some time to forensically examine all its content but what 
little we could find out on-site categorically displayed sufficient evidence in a large quantity 
of SMS traffic…both ways. With negotiations on a fixed price for each job. We can now 
follow the money trail which should lead straight to your Angela Malouf’s Bank Account. 
You’ll have her on toast as collusion to various homicides up here…we’ll want her. 
Extradition papers are being prepared as we speak. Sorry”. 
 
He looked far from sorry. 
 
I slapped my fist into my other open hand so vigorously it hurt! 
 
“Bloody beauty!” I murmured. Shelley had a grin on her face. 
 
“What was his personal beef with both gangs?” 
 
“He was not accepted by either gang…and several others, so it seemed. They would not allow 
him to wear ‘colour’, be tagged, or even be an associate…it is a world-wide phenomenon in 
Gangs like this. I wouldn’t say they are all misogynist, but they sure keep a tight rein on who 
they let into the inner circle…and who can wear colour representing their Club…” 
 
“That would be a little unusual, wouldn’t it? I would have thought they would always be on 
the look-out for extra soldiers…especially of his build…and calibre. He was built like an ox, 
wasn’t he?” 
 
“Mmm…yeah, just look at him. Six two in the old scale. One eighty-seven centimetres in the 
new. One thirty-two kilos but not fat, solid. Size nine boots. A good scrapper by all accounts 
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but I’d say the whole thing was an assisted suicide mission…on his part…they have a forty-
eight percent suicide rate in their ranks. Bloody high, eh? I’d say he wanted to die…” 
 
“Arrh…” He had lost me. I had not heard that figure before for members of any illegal Bikie 
Gang…I didn’t have a clue what he was talking about. 
 
I glanced at Shelley. She seemed to be following the thread that I had somehow dropped. 
 
He turned to me with a smile on his face. 
 
“Arrh…Sam Welch? He was born Samantha Welsh…” 
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