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CHAPTER ONE 
 
 
It's always a lovely drive down the South-west Motorway towards Canberra. 
 
The sun was out. 
 
Not a cloud in the sky. 
 
A slight breeze to keep things at a comfortable thirty degrees and I was in love with the 
world. 
 
Some may say that this euphoria did not deserve to last and that some catastrophic incident 
would soon occur to spoil the moment. That theory was not going to spoil the mood that I 
was in, no matter what! 
 
My young partner, Shelley Shields was driving the Unmarked. 
 
Her preference. 
 
I often wondered why this was so, as though it was a reflection of her opinion on my driving 
skills. As I said, no matter, nothing was going to spoil this day. I had finished entering the 
scant details of this new case into my Laptop, transferring what little information we had on 
the 'call out' over to her Laptop. 
 
The Computer Course that I was undertaking had improved my computer literacy in leaps 
and bounds. I smiled to myself at my obvious improvement. Dallas Courtney, who at one 
time had made up the trio with Shelley and I, and who had been selected to partner Shelley 
as a proud Murder Team in their own right thanks to my tutelage and mentoring skills, 
would be proud of me, I thought. 
 
The conversation swung around to her absent partner, Dallas Courtney as it always did on 
long hop drives such as this. He was still in Hospital with an imminent transfer to a Rehab 
facility in the coming weeks. He had endured countless operations. Now it was up to his 
courage and stubbornness to see if he could walk again unaided. 
 
The prognosis was that if he could gain some strength to support himself, it would be with 
walking sticks and full-length callipers on both legs to achieve an ungainly manner of 
getting about. If not, he'd be confined to a wheelchair. Something I doubted, he would 
accept without making a fist of proving the prognosis wrong. 
 
"So, what did Abbey say?" 
 
She glanced across at me as she asked the question. 
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Abbey more formerly known as Detective Superintendent John Robert Clifford James 
Church, the Head of the Murder Squad Room, was the best boss that I had ever worked 
with. There were rumours about his impending retirement. 
 
I doubted that the place would ever be the same in his absence. 
 
I personally was not looking forward to that day. 
 
"Um...he agrees. Dallas has too good a brain to be pensioned out. But as he mentioned, we 
still don't know whether Dallas's brain has retained its sharpness, especially for computer 
work. I mean, he was in an induced coma for close on three weeks such was the damage he 
suffered...I've suggested, and it appears that you too have also mentioned it, that any 
movement restrictions will make it almost impossible for him to be considered back into the 
fold as an Investigating Homicide Detective, but...because of his mastery of all things 
computers, he may be able to fill a position up in the Digital Analysis Section of 
Forensics...as far as I know, there are two wheelchair-bound persons employed in various 
forensic science areas that do not require outside physical examinations or visits...he's going 
to suss out the possibility. Don't worry, Shells, he'll do everything in his power to help 
Dallas out, I can assure you..." 
 
"The fact that the accident occurred while we were doing week-end 'slip team' duties and 
while Dallas was on his way home after an almost 36-hour duty roster doesn't seem to have 
caused any hassles, heh?" 
 
"You're forgetting the elephant in the room, Shells. That he was on his way home...um...to 
an address that he shared with a major Case person...a POI in an open case that ensured that 
he should not have been fraternising with the woman at all. He knew that it was against the 
Policy and procedure Manual, Shells. To tell you the truth, knowing Abbey, I reckon that he 
would have remembered...you know...jigged to her name being involved in a murder 
investigation...Christ, he had to have linked her name with the bashing murder of 'Billie' 
Worseley...her being his 'live-in' partner and he's hoping, like us, that it does not surface in 
any investigation into Dallas' accident...keep your fingers crossed, heh?" 
 
She glanced across at me, biting her bottom lip as she did so. 
 
"Um...if it ever came out that we were aware of the situation, we could be in the poo, too." 
 
"Yeah, you could be right...right up to our armpits...but we'd survive. Dallas could find 
himself out on a limb without the comfort of sickness benefits or any form of compensation 
or injury cover...so pray that his misdemeanour...his indiscretion...his infraction never 
surfaces, eh?" 
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CHAPTER TWO 
 
 
We dropped off the Motorway at the Mittagong exit. 
 
Drove through that town to stop at the historic Pub at Berrima to grab a coffee and 
something to eat. 
 
We stocked up on take-away sandwiches knowing that was the only way we would be 
getting sustenance for the time that we were at the Crime Scene. 
 
It was that remote. 
 
After a delightful ten minutes and an excellent mug of coffee, we continued down the old 
Highway towards the Belanglo Forest. An area synonymous with evil and perhaps the worst 
crime of the last century. Ivan Milat brought his 'backpacker' victims to this State forest to 
torture and eventually murder some seven victims. Other sick bastards have used the area 
since including Milat's grand-nephew who tortured and killed his mate in some type of 
initiation ceremony that only he understood. 
 
I'd also visited the area early in my Murder Squad days on another murder investigation. 
The Case of White and the 'Snake Bite' Victims. 
 
It was as if the area was a magnet for evil acts. 
 
Evil and twisted men. 
 
I gestured with an arm as a Patrol Vehicle came into view, parked off the highway up a side 
track. 
 
We slowed onto the break-down lane and turned onto the entrance track into the forest. 
Stopped beside the highway patrol vehicle as a young Constable unfurled himself from the 
car. Nodded his head in our direction. Peered at our ID Card and wrote the particulars and 
our time of entry onto a Crime Scene Attendance Sheet. 
 
"OK Detectives...um...you'll be right for about a kilometre in. Don't turn off the main track. 
Just follow the Police tape tied to the tree trunks at any track junction. You'll need to leave 
your vehicle at a large turn-around...a clearing and track intersection that we are using as a 
staging area. That's where all the vehicles are corralled, so to speak as it gets pretty hairy 
from there on in to the site. It's about another 2 kays in, on the bank of a creek. An open flat 
area. Small. Rather pretty actually. Hitch a lift in a 4WD... I'll radio through on your arrival. 
The...arrh...the track deteriorates pretty bad...needs a bloody good grading before the 
bushfire season starts again." 
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"Who's there?" Shelley asked the tall lad who was leaning his body against the side of our 
vehicle. 
 
He turned the Pad around so that she could see who was in attendance. 
 
"Muscles? He's the attending Lead Forensic Pathologist...and he's bought a bloody big team 
with him...isn't that a little unusual these days?" She asked, as she turned to me. 
 
"Yeah...he likes to keep himself Morgue bound. With his back, any long-distance call-outs 
such as this wouldn't agree with him much...must be a doozy to bring him out here, that's for 
sure." I concurred. 
 
"Or political pressure..." Shelley murmured. 
 
I nodded my head in agreement. 
 
Shelley peered up at the young Uniform Constable. 
 
"Who found the body?" 
 
"A family of Campers who like to come out here to get away from the rat-race...there's a 
certain pull according to some people. The family are at the large intersection waiting for 
you guys. From Canberra...I could think of at least a hundred dozen more suitable camping 
spots to take the kids, that's for sure...um...bodies? Remains? Two. When the corridors of 
power learnt of the find last night, they ordered a complete transfer of manpower out here. 
There seems to be a mindset that it is further victims of the Backpacker Murderer. Ivan 
Milat. They reckon that he has at least five other victims with their likely resting place 
around here some-where, so they've brought in the local SES guys and local lads to do a 
thorough search around the crime scene. I guess that is why the Number Two man from the 
Morgue and his team have been called out..." 
 
We both muttered our understanding of the situation. 
 
"Pretty hectic in there, heh? No Press as yet." 
 
"No, but it won't be long. I reckon that I'll need a couple extra Uniforms from out of 
Mittagong or Goulburn to keep them away actually. When they come, they'll come like a 
horde of bloody flies!" 
 
The smell of the bush engulfed us as we proceeded further into the State forest. Row upon 
row of tall pine trees disappeared into the distance over hill and dale. 
 
Nothing like it on earth. That clean, fresh smell. I could sympathise with the family, any 
family who wanted to bush camp out in these surroundings...well, maybe not Belanglo, but 
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other State Forest precincts. It was my interpretation of Heaven, especially when it was 
virgin Eucalypt Forest and you had myriad bird calls enveloping you. 
 
"Shells? If it turns out to be kids involved, will you be OK with it?" 
 
She nodded her head slowly. 
 
"Yeah. I guess. I can't be wrapped in cotton wool, Joe...or be isolated from this type of case. 
It was always going to occur and since Sonny Liston's group has been sharing out some of 
their cases to the rest of us Murder Dees, it was always going to be on the cards." 
 
'Sonny' Liston with Peta Daniels as his 2IC, headed a group that was supposed to 
concentrate on politically motivated homicides, serial killings and those involving minors. 
Because a great number of Domestic Violence homicides involved the death of kids of the 
family, the small section was unfairly burdened with more investigations than the other 
Office Dees. The system was not working as it was initially intended, so the small group 
was being disbanded and the process of selecting Dees for Cases was again based on the 
workloads of each two-man team in the Squad. If a task force was to be formed, it generally 
involved those Dees that were light on cases. Not a perfect way of bandying out 
investigations, but it was the best system we had at the moment! 
 
The small Task Force proved to be unworkable due to the unequalled workload placed on 
those Officers involved. 
 
'Sonny' Liston had been Abbey's 2IC of the Murder Squad since Abbey took control of the 
area way back when. He would not be that far off retirement age himself. The office 
rumours were that D4 Peta Daniels would become the new head of the Murder Squad on 
Abbey walking away. I sure hoped that those rumours would be proven correct as she 
deserved the promotion. She was without doubt, the best Investigative Officer in the entire 
Squad. A good boss and one excellent lady. 
 
However, the powers to be, very rarely complied with rumours and chose to ignore the 
obvious in favour of an imported candidate. 
 
Their reason? 
 
New thoughts. New eyes. New ways of doing things. 
 
What a load of hooey! 
 
No thought given to the ladder of promotion being severed or cancelled for one who shows 
enormous potential from inside the ranks...and a woman to boot! 
 
Politics! You can't escape it! 
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CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
Brian “Muscles” Sarvich had been my friend for a long time. 
 
He and my old partner, Marge Hendricks had become an item and kept it quiet even from 
me for some months before they could no longer hold it in! Now they had three bouncing 
babies who had to be close to two years old. The three popping out within ten minutes of 
one another...that's why they call them triplets. My live-in squeeze, Tellie Sanchez loves the 
triplets to death, constantly showering them with little gifts every time we visited which was 
a regular; at least once a fortnight occurrence. Their place or ours, it didn't matter. During 
the summer, it was usually our place because of the Pool. The triplets loved the water and 
had to be watched with an eagle eye to ensure that they did not enter the pool area 
unsupervised as was their want. 
 
The rate of child drowning was a growing statistic. 
 
I strolled up to Muscles who was lounging on a plastic chair under a roll-out awning 
attached to an SES Refreshment Van. There was no need for us to have pre-purchased our 
lunch at the Pub in Berrima as this van had everything! 
 
Good coffee included. 
 
Surprise, surprise! 
 
"Every man and his dog, mate..." 
 
"Just about, Joe. You won the prize, eh? Like me, I was ordered out here because of the 
possible link to Milat...me and a four-man team...bloody over the top if you ask me. I can 
hear the Professor turning in his grave at the idiocy of the Bureaucracy...he would have told 
them to go to hell...I'm not that bloody brave...or outspoken as he was, bless his cotton 
socks!" 
 
"Yeah...a bit unfortunate maybe, if it turns out to be Milat's doing. The pressure will be 
extreme..." 
 
"Between you and me? Milat was convicted to 7 life sentences in 1996 never to be released. 
At first glance, these remains are a lot younger than his normal victims' age range...and I'd 
say not in the ground for that length of time...buried well after 1996. It would be nigh on a 
twenty-five-year span if it was his doing, and it doesn't appear to be so...at a glance...and I'll 
deny ever saying that, OK. Until I can expose and examine the entire remains. We can't get 
into the area as yet until Forensic trace have gone over the entire Clearing...which could be 
a while even though there is a double team of forensic people...there's some talk of bringing 
in a sub-ground X-ray machine from Sydney...this Milat connection thing has some people a 
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little jittery...people need to look at the bloody time-lines before they go off half-cocked!" 
 
Muscles was angry. 
 
"How long do you think you'll be here, mate?" 
 
"At least until to-morrow. We're booked into two Motels in Mittagong and Bowral. I think 
I'll be going tiptoe in uncovering the remains because of the overt attention, even if my 
initial thought is that there is no connection to Milat...there'll be a lot of brass looking over 
our shoulders, that's for sure." 
 
"Seems like we should come back to-morrow." 
 
"Book into the Motel I'm in with my team in Bowral before it gets too late..." 
 
"I'll ring Abbey and fill him in... after we've had a word with the family who unearthed the 
remains." 
 
Muscles nodded his head. Looked over at Shelley, apologising for his rudeness in not 
acknowledging her earlier. 
 
"Shells? How are you?" Muscles said pleasantly. "Please don't think that I've been ignoring 
you. This grunt of a man requires special attention at his age." 
 
I shook my head slowly. Smiled at the 'stir'. Muscles and I went back a long way with the 
insults...the stirring monologue. 
 
He acknowledged her presence by standing and giving her a peck on the cheek. He knew of 
her recent 'melt down' and felt personally that she had returned to work way too early. 
 
Shelley nodded her head as she returned to sit beside me. A bottle of water dripping 
condensation in her hand. 
 
"Couldn't be better, Muscles. The kids?" 
 
He nodded his head. Gave a smile. 
 
Jutted his jaw at an adjacent table. 
 
"The family who discovered the remains. The D' Nigella family from Weston in Canberra." 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
Picked up my coffee paper cup and strolled over to them. Introduced myself and Shelley. 
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Handshakes all round. Drew up two plastic chairs and sat at their table. 
 
"You found the body...the bodies? Would you mind giving us the details?" 
 
"Yeah. No worries...we'd set up camp yesterday mid-afternoon by the time that we had 
everything ship-shape. Started to dig out a fire-pit. We've got a three-legged affair for 
cooking...a billy on the boil all the time. Expected to camp here until the end of the week-
end coming. For a bit of a rest. To get away. We all love the bush. The sounds. The smell. 
Just us. Thought we'd do a bit of prospecting in the creek too...last time we came in here, we 
were camped about a kilometre downstream. Pretty spot. A bit of colour. You know, not 
much but enough to get the heart pumping. Thought we'd try further upstream this time. 
Here. Then me youngest saw the bones. Knew straight away. I'm an Ambo with the 
Canberra Service. We thought it may have been an Aboriginal burial ground, you 
know...but then me wife mentioned Milat...rang you guys on the Sat-phone...you know the 
rest." 
 
"This was last night?" 
 
"Yeah. About five. Five thirty. Doesn't get dark until around seven thirty hereabouts, but it 
gets dark quick like...and out here, it can have a chill in the air like last night. We decamped 
straight up and set up here. My wife went out to the Highway to guide a local Constable in... 
then all hell broke loose. All night coming and going..." 
 
He shrugged his shoulders. 
 
I took his particulars. Checked out his story with the 'First on Scene' Constable who had 
been here all night protecting the site. 
 
He looked bush! 
 
It was way past time for him to be relieved. 
 
Shelley stayed with the family while I had interviewed the young Constable. In conversing 
with the family, she gained further information by asking the family individually their take 
on proceedings. Recording every word. 
 
We then permitted them to leave the area. 
 
I had the impression they were only too happy to depart. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
We had an enjoyable night at the local RSL, doubling the number of customers with our 
patronage. The Morgue and Forensic teams with us. The meal was reasonable and the 
choice of wine left to Muscles' greater expertise in that regard. 
 
The Motel could have been anywhere in Australia down to the faded Australiana print 
above the TV! 
 
The Breakfast lacked care and was chewy and half cold. Most of us left it for the 
satisfaction of the local piggery! We'd fill up from the SES Refreshment van which would 
be back on site this morning. All stocked up and ready to serve. 
 
Another Forensic team had come down from Sydney with a subterranean X-ray machine. 
They must have landed on site just on sun-up as they had nearly completed the run through 
the clearing. It was decided at some stage to examine several other 'clearings' designated as 
small camping sites in the State Forest while they had the machine. 
 
We were permitted access onto the ground around the remains. A multi-layered sieve on a 
large work table had already been set up to commence the arduous and painstaking removal 
of earth and debris from around the bodies. Every single trowel-full of material would be 
sieved as it was removed, looking for any scrap of evidence that may still be present. 
 
Muscles and his team were in full forensic gear so as not to cross-contaminate the area. 
 
Shells and I plodded about with just 'tuck over' booties on. 
 
"You're the Forestry Officer?" I enquired of a man who stood for some time in the middle of 
the track that lead to the clearing. Arms folded across his chest. Standing with legs apart 
looking as though he had self-planted on the spot. A wide brimmed Akubra shaded his face 
and a portion of his shoulders. 
 
"Um...yes. Brad Trubolt...how ya going?" We shook hands. "This has been my area for 
almost ten years now...check it out at least once a week when-ever the weather will allow 
me to enter the confines of the forest. I would have liked to have been here when the Milat 
bodies were discovered...it would have sure been interesting. They didn't have a machine 
like that in those days, did they?" 
 
"Not as portable, at least. I understand that you've identified about a dozen similar clearings 
for the machine to work on?" 
 
"Yeah. About that...or a little more. Good camping spots for the die-hard campers who don't 
mind it a little rough...who have got the right camping gear...you know the type." He 
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stepped closer to me, leaning into my space. 
 
"One of the coppers said that these remains more'n likely Milat's doing...and he has others 
buried possibly in one of the clearings that the machine will be used at later this week." 
 
"If it requires a below surface study to identify any further remains, I doubt that it would be 
Milat's handiwork. He had scant regard to hide his victims in such a manner. While they're 
shallow graves, they sure are deeper than Milat worried about..." Muscles cut in as he came 
up to us. "I thought that camping within the forest was strictly forbidden?" 
 
Muscles directed his question to the Forestry Officer having heard the man's previous 
comments. 
 
"Not strictly..." Trubolt murmured as he looked away. 
 
Not able to keep eye contact with me or Muscles. 
 
"Ya get to know those people who have a genuine love of the bush and would never leave a 
mark of where they'd been...ya know by their kit. The way that they're set up for camping 
and their fire pit construction..." 
 
"Like the D'Nigella family?" 
 
"Yeah...and a couple of other families..." He replied quietly. 
 
"Nice little income...what, about a $15 a night fee on the side?" 
 
The man looked away again. Fidgeted. 
 
"This is a working forest, isn't it? Plantation stuff?" 
 
"Yeah...you got all types of gangs coming through. Forestry. Tree Felling teams with their 
big equipment and timber-jinkers...even tree trimmers...I...um...we keep members of the 
Public away during those times when the Tree Boys are about. Those Jinkers need all the 
track width to get through...and they never think that some-one in a 4WD and Camper-
trailer maybe around the next bend. Better safe than sorry." 
 
The mention of Tree Trimmers rang a bell. 
 
"Tree Trimmers?" 
 
"Yeah...they work all year round up and down the coast mostly through these Pine 
Plantations. Even down in Victoria. Queensland. Pruning and lopping any lateral growth off 
the tree trunk to leave just a crown of growth on top. Helps to increase growth as there is 
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less effort going into the branch growth. Makes the grain straighter. The timber stronger. 
Mostly gangs of up to five or six. Spend their time camped in the various clearings...a good 
life actually, if you like that type of thing." 
 
My mind was flung back to the “Snake Bite and Rape Murders” with four female victims of 
a couple of years ago. 
"Trevor Newberry White." I mumbled. 
 
I doubted that I would ever forget the turd's name, as he had made that much of an impact 
on me. It was about two years ago, now. A very sorry affair. 
 
Shelley looked over at me with a questioning look. 
 
"Oh!... I've been down here before on the 'Snake Bite Murders.' Before your time. Mar was 
my partner with Dallas actually coming on board...I think it may have been his first case 
with us...no, he was with me and Mar on the Home Invasion and Gold Bullion case...Dallas 
had been put with us as a temporary measure until a suitable mentor could be found for him. 
Then Mar got pregnant and as we knew that Mar would be going off on Parental Leave not 
long after we busted that case, Dallas stayed with me. A sleaze-bag of a guy was the 
perpetrator. Trevor Newberry White. He was with a Tree-Trimmer gang...up and down the 
coast. Doing three life sentences from memory. A real arse-hole. Did tree-trimming time 
with a gang of five down here. That's all." 
 
"I know that name...he was a Tree-trimmer, right. In Prison now, some-one told me. For 
multiple murders. Is that true?" Trubolt asked, scratching the side of his head. "Um...'bout 
the...um..." 
 
"Don't worry Trubolt. We're Murder Dees. We're not interested in a little scam that you may 
have going on the side...um...but I'd keep that information away from the local lads, if you 
know what I mean...you got names? Addresses?" 
 
"Got a list back in the truck. I'll give it to you when we go back for lunch. OK?" 
 
"Not a problem...what about campers who...you know...don't impress you?" 
 
"They're given their marching orders, quick smart." 
 
"No troubles evicting them?" 
 
"Oh...a couple gave me grief, I guess. I just bring in the cops...or threaten to...they're mostly 
young teenage boys out to celebrate the break from parental control. Are usually pissed, 
loaded up with rifles ready to shoot anything including tree trunks...bullets embedded in the 
trunks can play havoc with saw-milling blades...spins out broken saw teeth at dangerous 
speeds, so's I'm told. Can be bloody dangerous as all hell!" 
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"Got names and addresses for those that you've ever evicted?" 
 
"Yeah. If not names, then Rego Plate details and vehicle types. Most in any case. Again, I'll 
give you the details when we get back to the staging area." 
 
I nodded my head in acknowledgement. 
Turned to Muscles. 
 
"Any further on age, sex, time of death and the approximate time that the two may have 
been buried?" 
 
"Jeez, you're good, Joe. I doubt that I will even be able to give you such information when I 
take a good look at the bones back at the Lab... a very inexact set of details I can assure you, 
mate." 
 
"Thought I'd ask...after all, you always say that you are the best Forensic Pathologist in 
Australia." 
 
Shelley was off to one side standing near the multi-level sieve. Watching intently as 
trowelfuls of earth and debris were being deposited onto the top layer of gauze. Filtering 
through several layers of smaller and smaller size. She walked over to where Muscles, 
Trubolt and I were standing more or less at the mouth of the track as it led away from the 
clearing. 
 
"This is going to take a month full of Sundays, Joe. You want to stay for the duration?" 
 
Shelley had perhaps one too many red wines last night. 
 
It showed. 
 
I turned to look at Muscles. 
 
"You're not going to gain anything by hanging around here, I reckon. As I said, I'll have 
more for you once I get the remains back to the Lab. Maybe to-morrow...then give me 
another couple of days to pour over the remains and detritus...maybe a week and I'll ring it 
through to you. As you know, any DNA trace that we can extract from the bones will take a 
couple of extra weeks." 
 
"And that may or may not be helpful in and of itself. It will depend on the familial history 
and whether there is any criminal activity and prison time involved." 
 
I nodded my head, suggesting to Trubolt that the list he had of frequent campers to the area 
maybe our best line of enquiry. 
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We bade Muscles and his team farewell and headed back to the staging area...and a decent 
cup of coffee...maybe an egg and bacon roll to settle the stomach from last night. 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 
You wonder on the mentality of some people! 
 
Trubolt proudly displayed the long list of names, dates, addresses, telephone numbers and 
vehicle Registration plates and type and make of vehicle that were permitted to bush-camp 
within the confines of the State Forest Plantation. Including the camping fee exacted. 
 
A separate list of 'Undesirables' with less information, but at least the vehicle type and 
model, and the Registration Plate details were also neatly recorded on his laptop. He 
proudly boasted that on later 'eviction cases' he had 'Dashboard Camera' video of the 
incidences for posterity as well! 
 
He failed to realise that this neatly recorded register was sufficient evidence for him to lose 
his job! 
 
It was obvious that the man loved his job. 
 
The bush and its surrounds. The smells. The natural sounds. The constant whisper of the 
wind through the tops of the trees. 
 
He was most enthusiastic in permitting Campers into his realm as long as he felt that by 
their very appearance and equipment status, he would gladly share his 'Office' with 
them...but that very positive attribute could well be his undoing. 
 
That wasn't my concern though his little 'investment' would eventually come to the 
knowledge of those who would take action against him. 
 
It was inevitable! 
 
"Struth!" Shelley muttered after Trubolt had left, proud of the fact that his information may 
be of some use to our investigation. Oblivious of the fact of culpability and incrimination. 
 
"The list is of people from all over the State and further...for what? About a ten-year 
period!" 
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"We may be able to cull that a bit once we're aware of the time of disposal of the bodies..." 
 
"Come on, Joe. That will still be in a window more than likely of several years..." 
 
"Yeah...maybe...but it will still be better than having to troll through the entire lists...or not 
having a list at all!" 
 
"Bless his cotton socks for being so diligent! Mmm...the rate of re-visits for permitted 
Campers is rather high. I'll bet the intended Campers, those wanting to re-visit the 
area...though I really can't understand why some-one would want to camp out here knowing 
the history of the place...they would contact Trubolt to reserve a date and site, more than 
likely...betcha he even had little Business Cards made up…" She added more as an after-
thought. 
 
"A nice little money earner on the side...that may have gone on for ages except that one of 
his Campers uncovered the remains...rather ironic, eh?" 
 
"Yeah, well...I reckon that some of these Campers choose this location for its macabre 
history...rather sick, eh? Especially if they bring the missus and kids for a week-end...this 
whole set-up is going to come out and I can't see the guy holding down his job for too much 
longer because of it..." 
 
"As I said, it's not our concern...makes you wonder though...why wouldn't the State 
Government allow such activities...by the look of it, it would be a lucrative activity…" 
 
"It's a working Plantation...a lot of activity at certain times...." 
 
"Yeah. OK. At certain times...so cordon off the area at those times. Mmm…I guess Public 
Liability Insurance. Extra personnel. Rangers. Additional amenities would be 
required...maybe the area could not or would not support such an influx of campers...serious 
campers..." 
 
"Don't know, Shells. Don't really care, though I must admit, I'd come down here to bush 
camp for a long week-end or two, I guess." 
 
I looked around at the tall trees. The alarmingly loud bird calls and yet the quietness, the 
shush of the breeze through the high canopy. 
 
Nodded my head. 
 
I could bring my 'Off-Road Caravan' down these tracks to some quiet clearing. 
 
Bloody beautiful. 
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I just may, sometime in the future. If our favourite ranger was still around. 
 
Then the history of torture and murder of the place spun across my mind. 
 
On second thoughts, maybe not. There was too much evil history which I could never wipe 
from my mind as I lolled under the Van awning. 
 
Maybe not. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
There wasn't much we could do until we had more information on dates and possible 
identities through DNA sampling and comparison testing on the 'Bush Graves' case. 
 
No matter, our time for around two weeks was taken up with the Batlow twin brothers 
knifing murder. 
 
Shelley had just completed the full Report on the 'Twin Batlow Stabbing' case for the DPP. 
Luckily, Mitchell Batlow had signed a full statement of guilt which negated a Jury Trial. 
This made things a little easier, but it still required a full and complete dossier on 
proceedings. Several meetings with the DPP Rep. 
 
My phone chirped the 1812 Aria. 
 
Keep them plebs on their toes and always guessing, was my motto! Though they still 
complained about my choice of ringtone! You can’t please all people…what-ever. 
 
"You haven't visited us here at the Morgue, Joe. Lost the taste for small and innocent 
remains, eh?" 
 
Muscles could be sick at times! 
 
"No, mate...what with this bloody computer course and that stabbing homicide of the twin 
brothers...we been too busy to pay that visit...anyhow, all we'd see is a pile of bloody bones, 
wouldn't it? Dirty ones at that!" 
 
"I guess...although I cleaned them up for youse. Look good, actually. That Batlow case? An 
Abel and Cain scenario, eh?" 
 
"I don't know, Muscles. It's been a while since I read the novel... Archer, wasn't it? One of 
his first?" 
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"You're an ignorant miscreant, my friend...you'll rot in hell, you know." 
 
"I thought that you were surrounded by fire...how in hell can you rot under those 
circumstances? I wasn't aware that you believed in a heaven and hell yourself..." I retorted 
with a chuckle. 
 
"That's got nothing to do with it..." He chuckled. "Our two remains from Belanglo State 
Forest? The eldest, a pre-pubescent female around the 8 to 12-year age group. Dead for 
some time before being interred in that shallow grave. Can't give you any time line on DOD. 
Possibly buried around two, maybe three to four years ago...definitely dead for some time 
before being buried...examination of the smaller bones would indicate the body being frozen 
for some time after death. Before interment." 
 
"Frozen after death!!??" 
 
"Yeah...that's confirmed. Cause of death? Uncertain...though she had severe trauma to her 
neck...a broken neck which may have been the cause of death. It was quite severe." 
 
"Christ, Muscles! That ain't much...nothing to hang my hat on, that's for sure." 
 
"Forensics may have something to add in the next couple of weeks...Toxicology results and 
DNA comparison testing may disclose something...be thankful for small mercies. The 
Media have been having a field day linking the bodies with Ivan Milat...we can 
categorically contest that theory with some degree of certainty based on time of 
interment...since we said as much, they have been turning over the coals on every missing 
brother and sister in that age group for the last fifty years or so...they like the hunt, don't 
they? Huh, have you heard the latest? They're pontificating that the girl's remains are those 
of the missing six, maybe seven-year-old, Sylvia Swain. Abducted from out front of her 
Auntie’s place about five and a half years ago...remember that case? Big, very big at the 
time..." 
 
"The connection?" 
 
"None that I can see, but why spoil a good story with facts...not a thought for the feelings of 
the parents of the missing girl, eh?" 
 
"On pure supposition, they can skip to a certainty...the other remains?" 
 
"Possibly interred within a year of the first. A 4 to 5-year-old boy. Death around the time of 
the burial. We're waiting for DNA comparison tests for familial ties. Expect them within the 
coming days...signs of abuse. Fractured sternum and several ribs. A cracked skull...that 
blow may have killed him." 
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"You said Toxicology results for the young female? Why and how?" 
 
"An extra test that we would normally carry out in a case such as this. Samples from hair 
follicles, teeth and nails still available at the dig...might give us a picture of her last couple 
of years. Diet. Any drugs present in her system. I'll let you know by phone and a full Report 
will be sent to Shelley once all the Forensics is back...I know how hard you are trying to 
keep on top of your In-box content…" This followed by a laugh. 
 
"You may be surprised to learn, my good friend, that my In-box gets a vacuum every second 
day..." 
 
"Huh! Without a scan of a single item, I suspect...That computer course?" 
 
"Yeah...that has something to do with my new-found habit..." 
 
"Almost over?" 
 
"Two more weeks...plus some revision work for a couple of weeks past that, when I got 
behind because of that Ballina trip... it's starting to drag." 
 
"I guess it would for a computer whiz, such as yourself!" 
 
"Hah! See you next week-end, mate. Hooroo." 
 
I hung up. 
 
A chuckle my farewell. 
 
He never let a chance to stir get away. That was for sure. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
 
I was semi-reclined in my office desk chair. Feet up on my desk, crossed at the ankles. Eyes 
shut. A half full, flat white resting on my stomach with both my hands clutched around the 
container as though trying to garner warmth into my body from it. 
 
"You've read it, then?" Shelley asked as she spun her chair around to face me. 
 
"Mmm...what little there was of it...not impressed with my best mate not having sufficient 
confidence in my ability to learn something from this bloody computer course not to have to 
send both you and I a copy of the Report...as though he thinks me incapable of sending you 
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a copy myself..." 
 
"Do you want me to print it out for the Murder Book?" 
 
I opened one eye. Shells had a smile on her face. She was having a go at me. I held up the 
coffee container as I dropped my feet to the floor. Sat up straight at my desk. 
 
"The father attributable to the female remains through the DNA Search...I know that 
name...Jamison 'Jimmy' Grazzo..." 
 
"I've pulled up his file already." 
 
"That was quick...and what?" 
 
"Small time crook. Been in the trouble with the Law from an early age. Two stints in 
Juvenile before he was 17...small time B & E... robbing a couple of Petrol Stations of 
lollies, drinks and chips...not too bright, so it seems...escalated into more lucrative 
endeavours as an adult... died of a heart attack in 2013 aged 41...lousy diet, alcohol, too 
many smokes, tokes and drugs, more than likely." 
 
"The disappearance of...of...!?" 
 
"There's a link on the Grazzo 'form' web page to a DS Clint Parsons in Missing Persons. 
Child Abduction Unit." 
 
"Got his number? He was in Vice when I did the stint there after Undercover Ops in 
Narcotics. He was bloody old then, relatively speaking. He must be about ready for 
retirement soon, I reckon." 
 
I dialled the Mobile number as Shelley read it out. 
 
A gruff voice. 
 
"Parsons...it's gotta be quick as I'm on my way out." 
 
"Retirement? It's not mentioned in any internal e-mail communications, but it's gotta be 
coming up soon. Lind. Joseph. Detective Three. Murder Squad. How are you? Jimmy 
Grazzo? Know anything about him?" 
 
I reckon that was pretty quick. 
 
Succinct. 
 
Short-hand. 
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I smiled at my attempt. 
 
"Jeez, Joe Lind!?...well, well. Was only thinking about you the other week. You've been 
keeping quiet lately. There's nothing much to talk or laugh about over morning coffee break 
now that the Brass have nailed one of your feet to the ground...how are you, son? Good, I 
hope? What? It's been fifteen, perhaps eighteen years since we were both in Undercover 
Ops in Narcotics. Those were the days. When men were men and women were pleased by 
it...keeping safe?" 
 
We filled in the years that separated our time together in a couple of shorthanded sentences. 
Making each other laugh at our escapades of old. 
"Grazzo? Now that's a dirt-bag from old...the old Sylvia Swain Abduction case. Don't you 
remember that one? Splashed across every paper and TV News for over a year. Five...five 
and a half years ago. Sad that we could never solve it...we resurrected it once or twice but its 
gone dead in the water. A pity really, as the entire population was at one time behind the 
whole case. Face Book pages formed on her disappearance. Marches in support. 'Send 
Prayers for Sylvie Swain'. That sort of thing. Special Editorial Hour TV shows to highlight 
the Case on the first anniversary of her disappearance. Thousands of people interview, 
around 100 on multiple occasions. A huge groundswell...My arse kicked from here to 
Kingdom Come and back because we could not close that case. My one real regret 
especially when I'm walking away in less than two months’ time...maybe sooner if I can 
find a cooperative Doctor so that I can get rid of a bit of Sick Leave accrued...too much not 
used, let me tell you! Make sure that you don't make the same mistake, young fella!" 
 
There was a pause on the line. A sound of him blowing his nose. 
 
"Sorry...that case still puts my gonads in a knot...um...look, my partner and I are on a 'Call 
Out' with one of our cases...I may be back in the Office later this afternoon. Can I ring you 
then? OK?" 
 
"Sure...not a problem. I'll wait for your call." 
 
He signed off. 
 
I looked at my Mobile before I placed it back in its dock. 
 
Raised my eye-brows at Shelley. 
 
Shrugged my shoulders. 
 
Others have different priorities. 
 
I knew that, but it didn't make it any easier to sit and wait. 
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"Let's see what we have on Grazzo in relation to the Sylvia Swain Abduction case." 
 
"I remember that case...a 6-year-old girl...maybe seven, disappears without a trace. From the 
front of her...I think it was an Aunty...down near Kiama. Some acreage Estate with one road 
in, same road out. A huge manhunt that kind of fizzled out. The Media were all over it...the 
parents...I guess that would be this Grazzo guy..." 
 
She looked at the mug shot on full screen in front of her. 
 
"...no... that doesn't make sense...they, the parents were very reticent about being filmed. 
Always in blurred image when-ever they were interviewed and that was once or twice only 
that I can remember. They always preferred to have a spokes-person do the talking instead 
of them...looked a bit suss to some people..." 
 
"The girl was adopted..." 
 
"What?" 
 
"The little girl may have been...could have been the daughter of this Grazzo guy...but she 
was an adopted girl to the Swain family...it's the law in cases like that, that the adoptive 
parents not be identified...and yeah, I remember that case. Balloons. Marches in support 
right across Australia. It was good to see the general populace come out in numbers to 
support the family. The little girl..." 
 
"Is that right, Joe? In cases like that, the parents can't be identified?" 
 
"Or neither the biological parents for that matter..." 
 
"Is that true, Joe? I didn't know that. The Swain family were the adoptive parents? Shit, 
what a heart-ache..." 
 
"...which kind of adds a whole different perspective onto the case, don't you think?" 
 
"Like what?" 
 
"Child abduction by the biological parents wanting the child back though that doesn't fit the 
profile that you just read out on this Grazzo guy...abduction for child pornography...for 
child prostitution...maybe...that would be more his style." 
 
"You're one sick fucker, you know that, Joe?" 
 
"Sad, but possibly true. I'm just speculating, considering the quality and character of the 
natural father. It's not that much of a stretch to think that the natural mother is of the same 
calibre...and consorts with other persons that frequent that underbelly of society. Capable 
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and on the look-out for any scam that makes them easy money...regardless whether it is a 
victimless crime or not. That doesn't bother that type of person..." 
 
Shelley was shaking her head, though I could tell that the seed of thought along those lines 
had now been planted. 
 
A bloody pity, really! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
 
I again closed my eyes and lent back in my chair, placing my feet back up onto my desk. 
 
It didn't help, so I stood suddenly and strutted over to 'Big Red', the large red leather 
punching bag that still took pride of place in the centre of the cavernous Murder Squad 
Room. 
 
Gave it my best shot as I didn't like the various scenarios that were whizzing around in my 
brain. That of a little girl losing her innocence in the most horrible way. Away from the 
family and friends who had loved her as their own. Protected her. Took the time and care to 
nurture her. 
 
'Big Red' hardly murmured its annoyance…or agreement on the matter. 
 
Just a slight squeak of its upper shackle as it moved slightly back and forwards from my 
feeble attempts to open up its contents! 
 
I slumped back into my chair breathing heavily. Sweating profusely. Took a long gulp of 
water from my constant companion. A bottle of fresh water...as I'd run out of coffee! 
 
"That showed him who was boss..." Someone sarcastically uttered from across the room. 
 
There were claps of delight and whoops of derision at the aside. 
 
Ignoring the slight, except for a raised finger, meant for no-one in particular, I turned to 
Shelley. 
 
"Right...what do we know about the two bush-grave remains?" 
 
"I'll tell you one thing that we don't know...that is whether the young girl's remains are in 
fact those of Sylvia Swain...we know that the remains are those of the daughter of one 
sleaze-bag, Jamison 'Jimmy' Grazzo. What we cannot verify for certain is that the remains 
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are one and the same...the guy could have had multiple daughters from multiple partners, for 
all we know...and more than likely did! In fact, we know that there is some sort of 
relationship between the boy and girl...brother and half-sister...same mother. Different 
father...according to the DNA results. The mother does not come up in any of the Databases, 
so we know that the mother does not have a criminal record...and the father ditto for the 
boy's remains. No matches." 
 
I nodded my head, lent back in my chair and swung my feet up onto the desk. Scratched my 
head as I re-read the DNA Report. Shells comment about there being no possible connection 
to the Swain girl was a good point. One that had not crossed my mind. I often wondered 
whether the proportion of dysfunctional families, cheating spouses and unknown birth 
parents was on the rise or had always been this way with science only just catching up to 
provide incontrovertible proof of correct parentage. It kind of lessened your faith in 
integrity, honesty and loyalty. The fidelity of marriage. Things that I had once considered 
the cornerstones of our society. 
 
"Births, Deaths and Marriages...the Adoption Agencies." 
 
"We'll need a Court Order for that one...and which Adoption Agency do we focus on?" 
 
"Isn't there a central bank? A Data Base? You know, Australia wide? That has that 
information at a click of a button? No? What? It's all willy-nilly and covered in layers of 
bureaucratic shit? State by State?" 
 
Shelley looked at me in amazement. 
 
"It would be such a simple process…" She shook her head in disbelief. "Hah, possibly 
squashed because some Politician thought it an invasion of privacy." She spat out. Angry at 
the stupidity of it. "An invasion of privacy to who?" She continued. 
 
"To whom." I corrected her. 
 
"Oh, go and sit on it, Joseph Lind!" She spun her chair back to face her desk. 
 
I too always wondered why a central database didn't exist. Sure, there may be some who 
would theorise that personal privacy was or could be jeopardised, but these people were not 
of the faction who are trying desperately to find natural mothers or fathers. 
 
I nodded my head slowly. Nothing was ever black and white. 
 
"Apart from that, the father is a missing ingredient on some Birth Certificates." 
 
"I thought that it was law to provide both parent's names for the Certificate." 
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"John Brown or Trevor Smith has a lot of descendants, so it seems." 
 
"How do you know all this, Joe? For certain?" 
 
"The woman who raised me...who I thought was my mother up until she died...she was my 
Grandmother in reality. On the maternal side. She legally adopted me after my biological 
mother fled when I was about eighteen months old...a bit younger actually. No matter...there 
was no name of the biological father on my adoption papers...but it seems that she always 
knew my father's name...for some reason felt that it wasn't important to me...I don't 
understand her stance that way...but what the hell...a lot of water has flooded over the road 
since then..." 
 
"Oh? Sorry. I didn't know...and isn't it water under the bridge?" 
 
"It's OK...and there was no bridge near where I lived." 
 
"But weren't you raised as Joe Lind from birth?" 
 
"No... I was known as Joseph McCullough for the first ten years of my life. That was Mum's 
maiden name...Grandma that is...Mum...arrh...Grandma changed my name to Joseph Lind 
before I entered High School...she'd done a bit of digging. Felt it was only right...so she 
once said... but she still left me in the dark about my biological father. I could never 
understand that, as it appears that she knew quite a bit about him.... the times, I guess." 
 
"But...didn't you know then, about her? Didn't she tell you the truth?" 
 
"No...and I never questioned it...though I thought about it at times. Usually, you know, 
when I was lying in bed trying to go to sleep. Makes for an early indicator of the excellent 
Investigator I've now become..." 
 
We both had a chuckle over that comment. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINE 
 
 
"OK. The female remains are the biological daughter of one Jamison 'Jimmy' Grazzo....we'll 
leave the Swain angle out of the equation so as not to muddy the water. The young male 
remains found in an adjacent grave some two feet away, are unknown though there is a 
familial connection to the young girl. About 3 to 4 years of age. The female remains are pre-
pubescent, around 8 to 11 years of age. Possibly buried some two to four years ago. Possible 
frozen after death for no more than 6 months as an indication only, which places her in an 
age bracket of 10 to 15 years of age if she was alive to-day. No known cause of death noted. 
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Both shoulder blades and arm bones show signs of breakage and repair... the last break still 
healing on her right arm. This would indicate that she was subject to a long-term savage 
existence that involved twisting and breaking of both her arms periodically...a broken neck 
probably the cause of death. Possibly wrapped in a cotton sheet or similar when she was 
buried..." 
 
"Muslim..." 
 
"What?" 
 
"The Islamic faith? They bury their dead in a cotton sheath...so do the Mormons, so I seem 
to recollect from reading somewhere..." 
 
I gave her my best stony look, but noted the facts on my iPad Murder Note Book. 
 
"Jews too, I think...." 
 
I added this also, not really knowing why. 
 
"Seems funny that they would go all that way into the forest to bury a stone dead, partially 
thawing body and observe some religious custom in the process...it doesn't fit, Shells. 
Levels of cocaine in the body which one could assume was to keep her quiet and pliable. 
Bad dietary habits. This little girl more than likely was a prisoner...sex slave...child porn 
perhaps." 
 
"That's a stretch Joe. You have no basis for that assumption." 
 
"The cocaine level was noticeable and appeared to be a long-term dosage...and she was 
physically abused...not a big step to go that little bit further." 
 
"OK...I'll allow that to be noted. Anything else of substance?" 
 
"Bad dental hygiene which would indicate possible imprisonment." 
 
Shelley nodded her head. 
 
I was not going to allow her not to note the suggestions that I had floated. 
 
"We'll see what 'Podgy' Parsons has to add...and I think we should start to collate a list of 
names of campers from the Forestry Officer...his name? Can't remember it." 
 
"Bradley Trubolt..." Shells was very similar to my old partner Marge Hendricks. Good with 
names where I was bloody hopeless! 
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"Yeah. Him. Collate a list of persons, families who would have been in the forest in that 
period of time. Those who were genuine campers and those who were evicted for one 
reason or another... for that time-frame..." 
 
"You’ve seen both those lists, Joe? Bloody long...and we are talking of a window of what? 
Two to four years! With groups from all over the State and further…" 
 
"Only means that we should get onto it straight away...I can do it actually, with a couple of 
clicks of my mouse, my young partner...so that my Laptop will spew forth a list of both 
parties that had been in that forest in that 2 to 4-year time-line...easy as!" 
 
I heard Shells exhale loudly and mutter something under her breath. Something like 'what a 
clever little dick he is'! 
 
I ignored the jibe. 
 
"...and then all we have to do is bring up the Rego Plates of the vehicles for confirmation of 
the latest addresses of the lists...clever little sausage that I am... you know, we can assume 
something else. The Perp or Perps had to have had a 4WD. There's no way that a sedan or 
normal vehicle could negotiate that last couple of kays...no way." 
 
"You're assuming again that the track was in a similar condition at the time of the body drop 
as it is now...didn't Trubolt say that all the tracks were regularly maintained?" 
 
"You're joking...that last two or three kays in past the staging area hadn't seen maintenance 
for years..." 
 
"Because of Government cut-backs." 
 
"So? I think that we should still assume that a 4WD vehicle was involved." 
 
"Perhaps we should ask the question of Bradley Trubolt when the last Grader operation 
occurred on that track before we set the thing in concrete." 
 
"Yeah...OK...I agree...but I reckon we'll learn that it was indeed a 4WD involved." 
 
Shelley gave me that look. Slowly stood to bend over the back of my desk. 
 
"I need to void my bowels." She muttered. 
 
Anger tainting her normal pleasant voice. 
 
"Talking to DS Parsons may muddy the waters, as you stated previously" She said over her 
shoulder as she walked away. "That's placing the onus back on the remains being of the 
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Sylvie Swain girl...and I have grave doubts about that...pun intended!" 
 
"Based on what?" I asked her retreating figure. 
 
She just waved her arm in response. 
 
She had got a rise out of me! 
 
She wouldn't let it ride. 
 
A real bloody bull-dog she was. 
 
A real little bitzer! 
 
I was glad that I once again had a partner whom I could fling thoughts off. Sure, some gave 
my young partner the pips, but things seemed to proceed, thought patterns questioned, logic 
second guessed, ideas from left field emerged and dissipated. The feeling was good, even if 
she had to void her bowels on occasions from the shit flying about! 
 
I was getting the impression that we were competing in one-upmanship in some ways, 
though. 
 
I needed to get a handle on the situation quickly and back off if need be. She was too good 
an operator to piss off all the time and she lacked my previous partner, Marge Hendricks' 
ability to let it wash off her like water off a duck's back. She took things a little more 
personally. 
 
Maybe I was wrong. Maybe it was a hang-over from her melt-down some months back. 
 
Still, I needed to tread a little more delicately. I would hate to be the cause of her going 
backwards! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
"Joe? We're up to twenty-five volumes of the Case Book on the Swain Investigation. It'll 
take for-ever for you to read through the volumes. We've interviewed over two thousand 
persons with about one hundred having multiple interviews. POI's are out to around ten 
different persons...groups...it is a complete muddle...the most complex and frustrating case 
of my long and illustrious career...and Joe? From where I stand, you have no proof that the 
remains that were found in the Belanglo State Forest are in fact, those of Sylvie Swain." 
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"Humour me, Podgy." 
 
"OK. OK. I'll organise our Clerk to make copies of the DVD back-up files to give you. I'll 
bring them down personally tomorrow morning to give you my overview of the case. OK? 
Say around nine?" 
 
"No good, mate. I'm still doing that computer education class...three mornings a week. I'm 
on the downhill slide. I think it finishes the week after next... though I've missed a bit and 
need to make up the shortfall in attendance. The Hierarchy are sticklers for everyone who is 
doing the Course, to be at every lesson. Even us Murder Dees who get called out at the most 
inopportune times." 
 
He let out a chuckle. 
 
"Yeah? You? They wanted me to do it too...as one of the Dinosaurs, I certainly needed it if I 
was totally honest with myself...but bloody hell, I'll be retiring before the Course 
finishes...and you know that there is a rigorous exam at the end, don't you? If you fail that 
exam, you're required to do a refresher. You know that? All over again." 
 
"Bullshit, Podgy! No...no, I didn't know that! Fair Dinkum? A bloody exam! How do you 
know that as fact and not as some rumour spread by some sick bastard in your Office? You 
know, like you, for example." 
 
He let out a belly laugh at that suggestion. 
 
"My wife? Melanie? She is 2IC with the Firm that constructed the Course for the Cop 
Force. She spent almost twelve months roaming the corridors trying to understand the 
various Computer programs we had and collating the course material to best suit our 
requirements...and to minimise superfluous stuff...I'm told that she's done an excellent job of 
that." 
 
"Can you get a hold of the exam material for me? As a favour to an old mate?" 
 
"What? Bloody hell, Joe, some people never change..." 
 
He roared with laughter of such volume that I had to hold my Mobile away from my ear. 
 
"OK...then next Monday morning. First thing. Your Office. Nine thirty O’clock" 
 
"You're right, Podgy. Some people never change...you're still working the 9 to 5 Office 
regime, huh? I never see you down the Gym either. You’d be a shoe-in for one of those 
overweight coppers who need a bit of exercise…" 
 
I just had to get the last dig in. 
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I'm a bugger like that. 
 
"You want me dead, old friend?" 
 
Nah! He still could squeeze in that last comment before hanging up. Some things never 
change! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
 
'Podgy' Parsons sat with an audible groan. 
 
His nickname not lost on us. 
"Good to see you've been looking after yourself, Podgy...we got some doughnuts and cup-
cakes and coffee from downstairs to eat while we listen to your tales of woe on the Swain 
Abduction Case...the Apple Turn-over is mine...I doubt that you've put on an ounce since I 
last saw you..." 
 
"...nor lost it either!" He said quickly. A glint in his eye. 
 
He pushed over a folder of ten DVD's. 
 
"A lot more than what is on the Case Volumes. Records of Interviews. Recordings. 
Photographs. Videos. It will give you hours...weeks even, of sheer bloody boring reading. 
As I said the other day, over two thousand recorded interviews. Over ten POI's or 
groups...but the Case has stalled. I'd like to think that those remains of yours can 
conclusively be proven as poor Sylvie Swains'...at least there will be some sort of closure 
for the parents...the Swains, that is..." 
 
"OK. Let's start at the beginning, shall we?" I prompted. 
 
From memory, Podgy could run off at the mouth a bit if not kept in check. 
 
Parsons opened a Folder and extracted a couple of photographs. 
 
He tapped the first photograph. 
 
A Studio study of a good looking thirty-odd year old couple. 
 
"Mister and Missus Swain. Barbara and Jerry. Barbs would be in her late forties now. He a 
couple of years younger. Married in 1995. February 14. He an upstart, promising Solicitor. 
She a Primary School Teacher. Both loving their jobs and were hungry for success. Tried 
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for several years to start a family. Eventually five IVF procedures for no results...not cheap. 
Eventually referred to the Catholic Adoption Agency. Paid almost 35 big ones." 
 
"I thought that was illegal in Australia?" 
 
"...for Administrative charges...." 
 
"That's sounds like a scam...." 
 
"Which is going to Court next month. I hope to be present at proceedings every day, even if 
it continues into my retirement time." He shook his head. "It's surprising what the open 
flung bait-net will yield at times...during a case. Spits out a criminal matter of only 
peripheral connection to the case." 
 
I reminded him of our purpose in meeting this morning. 
"Um...yes...you know me, Joe. Pull me up if I get side-tracked, OK?" 
 
He tapped on a second photo of a young girl around five or six. 
 
Big, bright eyes. A smile to match. She would have been a beauty in her teenage years, I 
thought to myself. 
 
"How old is she in this shot?" I asked as I picked up the photo to look at it more closely. 
 
"Her sixth Birthday…only months prior to her being abducted." 
 
"Then our young female remains are not that of Sylvie Swain." 
 
"How can you be so sure?" Shelley asked, astounded. 
 
"Read the Autopsy Report on her again...bad dental hygiene. Long term use of cocaine in 
her system...previously healed and broken limbs...that's not this little girl. This young lady is 
self-assured, secure and loved. You can tell." 
 
Shelley took the photograph from me to scan it herself. 
 
"Mmm...yes. I can see what you mean, Joe. I hate to admit it, but you could be right, though 
we need more than just your interpretation of a studio shot to verify your thoughts. After all, 
she had been missing some years before the DOD...a daily intake of cocaine to a little girl 
could cause the effects that you mention prior to her death." 
 
She wouldn't allow me my moment in the sun. Same as my former partner, Marge 
Hendricks always did! 
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Podgy Parsons continued his spiel as though we had not spoken or interrupted him. He was 
determined to get as much information out as possible. This was his last, one big case. He 
wanted it resolved so badly before his retirement date! 
 
"Um...the adoption through the Catholic Organisation. Sylvia Jacqueline Swain at just on 
four months of age was the result. The baby selected for the childless Swain couple. Both 
adoptive parents were over the moon. Jerry has a reputation as a bit of a lady’s man. Smooth 
as silk. Debonair I think is the old-fashion, descriptive term. Had two cases of sexual 
harassment brought against him with the Ethics Committee of the Law Association. Both 
cases dropped though the complainants were summarily dismissed from the Law Firm 
which Swain is a senior partner of. The missus is aware of her husband's many dalliances. 
Tends to turn a blind eye though that attitude is hard to fathom when you discover the depth 
of his philandering. Their dynamic, so it would seem...though buggered if I could live like 
that." 
 
He took a sip of coffee. 
Podgy Parson had always been a family man. A huge family now consisting of grand-kids 
and great grand-kids. They were his world. His missus I had met on a few occasions. A 
bubbly, happy woman who scurried around with the kids. Always on the go. Still alive and 
healthy and still the apple of Podgy's eye. 
 
The centre of his very being. 
 
"Hmm...that's good coffee. Not upstairs swill, eh?" 
 
He held out the coffee container by way of explanation. 
 
"Good stuff. Thanks...um...to the date of the disappearance. Jerry Swain had to present some 
papers to the Court in Wollongong on a Case that he was defending down there. There 
could be delays...it was expected. School holidays. They decided to spend the Thursday 
through to the following Sunday at Jerry Swain's sister's place. You know, for a bit of a 
break. Combining a bit of work with a bit of relaxation. A one-and-a-half-hectare allotment 
in an Estate called Kiama Escarpment Estate. Right at the foothills at the base of the 
Escarpment. One road in. Same road out. Not a through destination. Beautiful sprawling 
homes. Manicured lawns and ample trees. Quite stunning actually. Beverley Swain...though 
her married name is Lawson. Never been known as Beverley Lawson, is a leading light in 
local politics...arrh...the thick plottens! She is an outspoken Wollongong City Councillor 
who is for-ever in the limelight. On TV, every second night. In the local Press, 
continuously...possible political enemies and others who may have thought they were being 
stepped over or on...a possible avenue for investigation...it further muddies the water." 
 
"What does her husband do? Mister Lawson?" 
 
"A Solicitor also. A nice bloke, too. The local Bar Association President...a popular local 
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figure...not really a fan of his brother-in-law...there is some animosity between the two. 
Also, sharing the large, sprawling house is Jerry Swain's and his sister, Beverley's, elderly 
mother. Deirdre Swain. A lively old fire-cracker. Quick of mind. Quick of tongue. Lives in 
a self-contained Granny Flat under the sprawling house...the husband died in early middle 
age. She has never re-married or taken a lover. Her Grand-kids are her life. The house also 
has a Guests' Retreat above the triple garage which easily houses Barb, Jerry and Sylvie...on 
the occasional visit such as this one. And of course, used by other members of the family 
usually at School Holiday times. Old Grandma Swain a favourite of all the kids from both 
sides of the family." 
 
"The political situation...and the added local law connection of the brother-in-law adds to 
the complexity of the Case." 
 
"Too bloody right! Investigated until we were blue in the face without the Media getting a 
bloody hint of it...." 
 
"The planned visit by the family to Kiama? Known by many?" 
 
"None that we could ascertain...though a partner in Jerry's firm was aware of him taking a 
couple of days off. He wasn't aware that they were going down the coast…" 
 
"Which doesn't leave many alternatives...a crime of opportunity seems too low in the order 
of things...when you consider the lay of the land...but?" 
 
"Merely because of the nature of the Estate. It truly isn't somewhere that a predator would 
cruise around...that's the popularly held belief in any case...but you never know. We think 
that who-ever the culprit was, he had to have business to be in the Estate, though we have 
never been able to make that connection with any of the Estate's residents." 
 
"Which leaves...what?" 
 
"A local resident of the Estate? Perhaps going out to do the weekly shopping. Sees the girl 
playing in the front yard...grabs her...." Shelley offered. 
 
"We looked at that angle also. Drove the residents of the Estate mad with multiple 
interviews on every one of them. Nothing even warm!" 
 
"I seem to remember that Sylvie was waiting for her father who had promised to take her 
out on the family boat. Fishing...after he had completed his business in Wollongong District 
Court...he was still in Court awaiting his call when his daughter was taken..." Shelley 
commented. "I can remember when the story first broke, I immediately suspected the father. 
Jerry Swain...it usually is either a family member or a family friend...ninety per cent of the 
time..." 
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"That's correct...that was our thought too...one minute she was out the side of the house 
where the Grandmother and Barbara Swain could see and hear her...then she was gone. 
Vanished. We are certain that she headed for the road alignment to await her father. She 
idolised him...um...we have video of Jerry waiting to be called at the time of the abduction. 
Jerry had a breakdown after it was accepted that Sylvie had been abducted...a month in a 
secluded establishment shall we say...he took it extremely bad..." 
 
"No suspicion falling on the two parents?" 
 
"Not an ounce. Both were devastated. Still effected..." 
 
"The Grandmother? The sister and her husband?" 
 
"We get a little shaky here...the same as the political angle...Deirdre Swain, the 
Grandmother, is the convenor of the local 'Grandparents looking after Grand-kids' 
Group...um...there is four kids in the Beverley Swain and James Lawson union. Marriage. 
Because of their respective careers, the old girl is the real mother of the kids. The youngest 
child, Melanie is the same age as Sylvia...the two got on well..." 
 
"Where were the Lawson kids that afternoon?" 
 
"Tennis lessons...they would finish hopefully in time to also go fishing out in the boat. 
Sylvie couldn't play tennis. Wasn't even interested in going with the kids to the Tennis 
School. The GAG Group...it was mentioned briefly in the Papers. Then nothing. We were 
able to get a gag order out on any further revelations concerning the group." 
 
"That would be a first. Gagging the Media...and what was the point?" 
 
"We already had the gag order out on the identity of the Swain parents and the biological 
parents for obvious reasons...and that is a Commonwealth Statute in any case...in an 
adoption case such as this...the gag on the Group was easy enough to organise considering 
the aspects and certain members' activities..." 
 
"What do you mean?" 
 
"The District President, Secretary and Treasurer have all been found to have 'form'. In 
possession of Child pornography with William Roe, The Treasurer, having done time for 
child molestation...a nice little clique in the midst of the Group who twice a week, got 
together at a member's home to allow the young kids time together...and the adults to have a 
bit of cake. A coffee. A relax check." 
 
"Bloody hell...that kind of stirs the waters up a bit, eh?" 
 
"Puts a bloody stick of gelignite in the hen house!" Shelley uttered. 
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I looked aghast at her because of the comment. I had thought that it was a bloody fox! 
 
"So! An exorbitant amount of time and effort of a large group of investigating Officers has 
gone into the political aspect of the abduction, the possibility of a revenge act by some-one 
who was not happy with the way Solicitor Lawson conducted a particular Defence, ditto 
Solicitor Swain's performance in a similar fashion and the goings-on of the GAG 
Group...I've always had a leaning to some other member of the GAG Group. Usually when 
we find several paedophiles in a social group such as that, there are more hiding in the wood 
house...but we fell short in trying to locate others of the same ilk. Not for want of trying, let 
me tell you...which brings us to the biological parents. Jamison 'Jimmy' Grazzo and the 
mother, Doreen McPherson. I'll leave the niceties of the two for you to delve into 
yourselves...though their links to several...a bloody few actually...seedy sods who always 
are out looking for easy money have been shadowed, monitored and bullied to death...for 
very little result. The ties to underworld and shady figures makes for good reading and will 
surprise you as to the sanity, intelligence and personality of the off-spring of the two, 
meaning Sylvia! Ten to one she must have had some problems because of her parents' drug 
taking habits...not an iota, let me tell you. The child was a pure miracle." 
 
He again took a gulp of coffee. Picked up a doughnut to examine it closely before taking a 
bite that left only half of it intact. 
 
"Mmm...sugar, too much of the bloody stuff...we have managed to keep the wraps on every 
one of those aspects of the investigation away from the Media...you can image their feeding 
frenzy if they were aware of those various links. Avenues of Investigation...it has been like 
walking on egg-shells 24/7. We have issued almost a hundred Orders gained in camera for 
various raids that involved POI's in the case, for basically nil results...Jimmy Grazzo..." 
 
He took a large gulp of coffee to wash down the rest of the doughnut. He picked up another, 
placing it gently on the plate in front of him. Crumbs spilt down his shirt. He brushed them 
off. 
 
"Umm...we had trouble locating him around the time of the abduction. Turns out he was in 
Wollongong, in the area, supposedly heading towards Nowra. You get an itchy nose, 
don'tcha? To get a decent cone-full, according to him. He was photographed at the 
Wollongong Centrelink Office filling out some papers. He doesn't remember, according to 
his testimony. He's a bit of a wanderer like the mother of Sylvia. Doreen McPherson. We 
have not been able to locate her at all. The last corroborated sighting of her was in Griffith 
some 18 months before the abduction. She changes her name, her address and mode of 
transport so it seems, as often as I change my under-daks. Why? We've never been able to 
discern, except to say that we think she follows the harvest time from north to south and 
back again in the eastern states. Victoria. NSW and Queensland, though that is an 
assumption on our part based on...? Hell knows...but we cannot dismiss her just because we 
cannot find her... her family? Dysfunctional. Disjointed and feuding with each other though 
there is sufficient disjointed hate to make you wary of anything they may say in their own 
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defence. In saying that, there is no evidence to suggest that there is a conspiracy, a joint 
attempt to steal the girl as payback against some slight felt against Doreen, most of their 
brains are addled by drugs or alcohol...or both...in any case...a nice example of how the 
other half live!" 
 
"So! Your gut feeling?" 
 
"You didn't hear me say this, but I suspect either the biological mother...and that is only 
because we cannot locate her and thus prove conclusively that she is not involved...or some 
member of the GAG Group whom we are unaware of...of their predilection...nothing has 
been proven or anything to suggest those suspicions are not founded...close to five years of 
an enormous investigation and I am loathe to admit, we have not proceeded any further..." 
 
"Is it possible that she is still alive?" 
 
"Anything is possible at this stage...anything! But the manner in which she is living...if she 
is still alive, is not worth pondering over. Then again, she maybe in a very loving 
environment." 
 
"Mmm...not a good point to commence our investigation from." I commented. A bit 
disappointed. 
 
"Well...really...you are still floundering, as you cannot ascertain that the remains found are 
in fact those of Sylvia Swain...and you have the other remains of the young boy. What is the 
connection, as there is no DNA connection, so it seems? Can I look at the Pathology and 
Forensic Reports?" 
 
I slid the Murder Book over to him as I picked up the photos of the Swain family and the 
biological parents. 
 
Sylvia Swain was a remarkably good-looking young girl, completely unlike the photo of her 
biological mother or father. I would love to know how that is done. Selecting a baby to look 
like the adoptive parents when the baby is so young. 
 
You hear about it so many times to negate it being a fluke! 
 
Jimmy Grazzo had died at the age of 41 but looked twenty years older than that. Doreen 
McPherson had the hungry, emaciated look of an Ice addict though I was assured that she 
wasn't into the latest drug of choice...perhaps a bad choice of words. It was never really a 
choice, in the end. 
 
"So where does the young girl get her looks...who does she look like in either the Grazzo or 
McPherson families?" 
 



37 
 

Podgy Parsons looked up from reading the Pathology Report. 
 
Shrugged his shoulders. 
 
Looked me squarely in the eye as if challenging me, then looked back down at the written 
page as though the question was forgotten. 
 
It wasn't for me. 
 
With my experience with a father who I only met some five years ago, family traits are built 
in. I was my father's spitting image, having some remarkable similar gestures, the way of 
standing before he was confined to a wheelchair so family photos revealed, and a sense of 
humour that very much had the same author. Remarkable aspects, though I never had any 
dealings with him for the greater part of my life. 
 
There was more to genetics than we know or appreciated, I felt sure. 
 
"There is a familial line between the two sets of remains. " Podgy muttered. "Same mother, 
different father according to the DNA tests. Different father. The girl's remains were related 
to our friend Grazzo…mother unknown…the boy's remains of the same mother. Father 
unknown…what a crazy world we live in…and the Swain girl. Neither parent having any 
biological connection…" He shook his head. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 
We were on our way to Ballina. 
 
To a suspicious death that at first was being considered as a Home Invasion gone wrong. 
 
This would allow the local lads to have control of the Case, even though a death was 
involved. After only just over a week, the local Detective in charge had requested our 
presence. 
 
Consequently, the 'Bush Graves Case' was held over until we could afford the time to give it 
our undivided attention. If that was at all possible! After all, the remains had been buried for 
some years so a week or two of little investigative activity would do no harm. Abbey would 
have to bat away any complaints or negative talk, mainly from the Hierarchy who still 
seemed to think that there was some type of connection to the Backpacker murders of some 
twenty years previously. 
 
Neither of us was sure how long we may be in Ballina and surrounds investigating the case. 
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A Solicitor who had spent his entire career in Melbourne, retiring to a sunnier climate in 
Ballina...or a couple of headlands north of that north coast city, in any case. Some ten years 
prior to his death. 
 
We could not catch the sunrise flight out of Sydney so we were flying on the later flight that 
would put us in Ballina Airport at around 10:00 AM. 
 
I rang the Office. 
 
"Hendo? Joe. We need your computer skills. We're in the air heading for Ballina. I'd say at a 
minimum we'll be up there for at least a week. Maybe more. While we're gone? The Bush 
Graves case? The graves are in a specific location which is marked on a map of the 
Belanglo State Forest which is in the latest volume of the Murder Book. On my desk. OK? 
The...um...the Forestry Officer..." I turned to Shelley sitting beside me. 
 
"Bradley Trubolt." She mumbled close to my phone. 
 
She never failed to surprise me with her memory for names. 
 
"You get that, Hendo? OK. He gave us a terrific list of campers, both 'approved' and 
'evicted', his lingo as the 'Heading' of each list. Both groups having spent some time 
camping in the Forest with both lists collated by Trubolt over the last ten years, about. I'm 
only interested in the list of 'evicted' campers...but could you narrow down the list of those 
who were in that location that the remains were found...or thereabouts, and within the time 
scale that the Autopsy Report indicated that the remains were in the ground...I think it's a 
two to four-year time-span. Let's say from 2013 back to 2010... apparently, the later cases 
may have video attached but are short on names. They would how-ever, have details of 
vehicle Rego Plate Numbers for you to be able to obtain the owner's name of said vehicle 
through our databases...OK?" 
 
I turned to Shelley for her confirming nod of the head. 
 
"OK...got that?" 
 
He read back his shorthand gist of my request, requesting comically his need for overtime to 
complete the tasks inside ten days, as he had other tasks to attend to. 
 
"Always on the take, my boy. I'll owe you a beer when next we have lunch out, OK? Oh!... 
one more thing...." 
 
"There always is." He snidely replied. A tirade describing my dubious heraldry followed! 
 
"Great mate, and thanks for that...and while you have that spare moment? In the middle of 
the day? Can you unearth every tiny bit of information on one Bryant Bligh MacDougall? A 
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Practising Solicitor in Melbourne. Retired some 10 years ago at the age of sixty-eight, I 
think, to relocate to Ballina...everything, understand? From birth to death... a complete scan 
of all sources including newspapers and magazines, law journals, local papers up in Ballina. 
TV. A complete dossier with...if you have enough time...um...a list with details of his more 
important cases that would have been held in the Victorian Law Courts...with all 
participants...and oh, one more thing..." 
 
"Why stop at two favours owed?" Hendo sarcastically replied. 
 
"Grazzo. Jimmy Grazzo. Jamison 'Jimmy' Grazzo. Could you do a complete familial search 
on him. Distant reloes, nephews and nieces, cousins, aunties and uncles and any siblings and 
um...children where he is the biological father...also known associates...and all addresses 
that you can dig up. Leave the spaces when he was in 'lock-up'... his 'Form' sheet will give 
you his DOB and last known address." 
 
"That all, Joe...I presume you will require all this before COB to-night?" 
 
"Break it down mate, I'm not that demanding! By to-morrow night if you're stretched. No 
hurry...no...um, concentrate on the Solicitor guy from Melbourne as he is a 'live' case. The 
'Bush Grave' Case has been in the ground for two to four years so a little longer before we 
get our teeth into the matter is neither here nor there...if there is any flak about that decision, 
refer the matter to Abbey and stall who-ever with the old gem. Awaiting further forensic 
evidence... which in this case, is actually fair dinkum. Hendo? We could be up here until at 
least the end of next week, so no pressure on you, eh? I’ll have a talk with Abbey about 
overtime for you. I doubt there will be any objection that way…maybe come in on the 
week-end to cocoon yourself away from the week-end team…" 
The flow of expletives would have made a Wharfie feel proud. 
 
"In good time, mate. As I said, I really don't know how long we'll be up here..." 
 
"Sitting in the sun beside some tropical pool. Sipping on some sort of fancy drink with an 
umbrella sticking out of it…" 
 
"If only, mate. If only. Gotta go. We'll be coming into land shortly. All phones off. See 
you." 
 
We may not have known it at that stage, but we would stretch our stay in Ballina to almost 
three weeks. 
 
Life can be cruel, at times. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
We had an urgent demand that we complete all our paperwork on the Batlow Twins' 
Knifing Homicide murder before we attacked anything else when we hit the Office after 
spending nigh on three weeks up at Ballina. 
 
That was our greeting when we returned to work after the three-week sojourn. 
 
That plus comments on our northern summer 'bronzed' appearance. 
 
Shelley volunteered to undertake the final Report and the collation of all evidence for the 
DPP's Office on the knifing case. It was open and shut with all forensic trace confirming the 
guilty plea outcome. 
 
I was left to plod through the mountain of information that Hendo had completed in his 
usual proficient and exhaustive manner on the homicide death of MacDougall. I reckoned 
that I owed him more than a beer for his industriousness! 
 
"I'll go through the Solicitor MacDougall dossier and leave all the Bush Grave information 
for you to muddle through, OK Shells? Once you complete that Report?" 
 
"Does that mean I have to plod through the Sylvia Swain DVD's from your old mate, Podgy 
Parsons?" 
 
I truly didn't want Shells embroiled in that huge dossier. I said as much explaining that I was 
worried about her mental health in having to absorb the huge amount of information 
involved and the fact that it was all on a missing six-year-old little girl. 
 
She sat with her head bowed for some moments before she raised her eyes to me. A 
fierceness emanated from them. 
 
"Joe...I've said this before. I am going to continually come up against cases that will stretch 
my limits. Make me cry. Make me so mad I want to go out and kill some-one. It is going to 
happen all the time as it does with you. I have to learn to deal with each case if I want to 
continue as a Murder Dee...in the Police Force instead of working behind a counter in DJs. 
Don't fucking-well mother me, Joe. OK? I'll know when I get to that edge and hopefully, I'll 
be wise enough to seek counsel...not like some twit that I know around here!" 
 
She spun her chair away from me after she had grabbed the thick Murder Book on the Bush 
Graves case and the two separate dossiers that I had requested Hendo to complete for us. 
 
Both Dossiers, as addenda to the Murder Book, were quite bulky in their own right. 
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Hendo had to have burnt the midnight oil to achieve the three tasks so successfully for us, 
and in his typical manner, all information that he obtained was very extensive, beautifully 
catalogued and filed. 
 
I reckon that I owed him a slab! Maybe not, as he earned overtime rights while he was 
concentrating on those tasks. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
I stood and stretched my tired limbs. 
 
We had been at it for over a week now. Both of us scanning and taking in all the 
information on the two cases that Hendo had prepared for us. 
 
It was about time that we exchanged what we had learnt by this enforced Office stay. 
 
I had almost filled a Legal pad with notes and points for further investigation. For joint 
discussion. I knew that Shells too, had a huge list of points of contention and discussion. 
 
Further investigation. 
 
We had almost lost our northern glow and were developing round shoulders and dark and 
bleary eyes. 
 
"C'mon, Shells. Let's give it a rest. Let's do 20 minutes’ downstairs on the running 
machines. Have a quick rub-down and sit in the sun in the Plaza with a large coffee for a 
break. What do you say?" 
 
"Couldn't agree with you more." 
 
We did thirty minutes on the running machines side by side, then fifteen minutes on rowing 
machines before we had a rub down, a shower and strolled across the Plaza to the Coffee Jar 
Café. 
 
The sun was warm and we were satisfied just sitting there not conversing. Just taking in the 
warmth of the rays. 
 
Shelley broke the silence. 
 
She was like that. 
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"You know, it's amazing how there is a disproportionate amount of...um...those in the lower 
socio-economic gradings involved in crime... petty crime up to and including homicide..." 
 
"Is that true, Shells? A bit of a stretch, isn't it? The bottom feeders are represented by 
numbers but I don't know if it's a disproportionate amount as you say. Just look at the 
degree of Domestic Violence homicides. It's spread almost evenly across the socio-
economic spectrum..." 
 
"Mmm...I guess so. This Bush Graves Case...Jimmy Grazzo...he was a right royal twit of 
major proportions...a career petty Crim in the extreme. It makes you wonder how many 
times the Courts are willing to give them a second chance. A third. A fourth...and so on..." 
 
"No need to ponder the intricacies of the legal system in his case. The dirt-bag is dead." 
 
"Yeah...but...his legacy? It continues on...take a look at this shot. It's one of the first where 
Forestry Officer Bradley Trubolt used a car mounted camera in video mode. Here..." 
 
She turned her laptop around so that I could see the video re-run. 
 
"Do you reckon that's Grazzo? Inside the tent? Sticking his head out?" 
 
The quality was poor. It was hard to tell. 
 
"You got the last mug shot of the guy?" 
 
"Yeah. One folio down." 
 
I clicked to the folio underneath the video stream. 
 
"Yeah...no... I wouldn't stake my career on it being one and the same...Trubolt didn't get any 
names?" 
 
"No..." 
 
"You've got to ask the question. What was the guy doing with a bloody shovel inside the 
tent?" 
 
"Burying a body..." 
 
"Yeah? We need a little more than this." 
 
"I've compared the surroundings. The date of the video is almost three and a half years ago. 
The trees in shot are mature so they would not change that much physically in that time...the 
in-car camera indicates that Trubolt stopped his vehicle at the mouth of the clearing. I guess 
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to block any sudden desire for the two guys in question to try and make a break for it. The 
shots that I am using as base-line comparable shots of the clearing taken by the Crime Scene 
team were also taken at the mouth of the clearing as luck would have it...a couple in any 
case. If you compare that shot with forensic shots taken a couple of months ago when we 
got called to the site, that tent of theirs seems to be positioned not over the girl's last resting 
place, which we know was perhaps some 12 to 15 months prior to that date, but over that of 
the young boy's. It was about a metre to the east of the girl's grave...agreed? As though they 
knew the position of the first grave site and didn't want to disturb it..." 
 
I looked at the series of comparison shots. I nodded my head slowly. I had to agree with her 
summation. 
 
"That tent of theirs? It looks a bit ratty. Most tents now-a-days have built-in floors. What 
better way to dispose of a body than by digging the hole inside the tent so that suspicion 
would never be raised if some-one stumbled onto the clearing...like Trubolt for example. 
According to his records, the two in question were packing up by the time that he returned 
two hours later to check on them. He had no suspicions at all on the possible reason for their 
camping foray, except to note that they were ill-equipped for a couple of days of camping. 
No gear...cooking and eating utensils non-existent according to his notes." 
 
"So, did he get the Rego Number? And did Hendo manage to chase out the Owner of the 
vehicle?" 
 
"Yes, and yes. One John James Byrne. The last known address in Canley Vale...not 
recorded as an associate or a family member of Jimmy Grazzo though...but I'll bet my last 
dollar that is Grazzo standing at the opening to the tent with a spade in his hand...with dirt 
covering the blade..." 
 
"Which begs the question...we know that the remains of the young girl have familial ties to 
Grazzo through DNA profiling...how come he is possibly digging a grave for a mate's son 
perhaps adjacent to an earlier grave dug for his daughter's remains...that sixty-four-dollar 
question may never be satisfactorily answered as the AO is dead." 
 
"But his supposed mate isn't, by all accounts." 
 
"You feel like a drive in the burbs?" 
 
"More so than an afternoon engrossed in that mountain of paper that we're plodding 
through. I reckon we deserve a break." 
 
"You double-check the address against the Roads and Traffic data...and also Driver's 
Licence details?" 
 
"What? You think I'm stupid?" 
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"I don't want to go there." I replied deadpan. 
 
She threatened to throw the remains of her coffee mug at me. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
 
"If'n yer a bloody charity asking for money, I'm in greater need. If yer selling, I ain't buying 
and if yer selling jeezus, he died two thousand years ago so's he's no good to me." 
 
I flashed by ID. 
 
The drooping eyes flared for an instant before returning to their half-nightshade level of a 
heavy dope user. 
 
"Fucking cops...what? The old girl next door complaining about the drunken carry-ons and 
swearing again?" 
 
"We're looking for John James Byrne." 
 
"What's the bastard done now. Hope it puts him inside for a decent stretch this time. He 
deserves all he gets. Fuckin' nuttin'!" 
 
"Do you know where he is? Missus?" 
 
"Caroline Bolton...was once Byrne until I got rid of the bastard. He flew outa here what? 
Three...four year ago with my young son, Marlie. Ain't seen them since. The Child 
Protection people took my two daughters...don't even know where they are either...all 
because of me drug habit which I've almost busted...soon. Soon. I want my kids back and 
that is the only way of doing it!" 
 
We asked a couple more questions. I was tempted to ask for a DNA sample for comparison 
sake but felt that the reason for the request may push her deeper...down into something more 
dangerous and fatal. 
 
"Thinking of her reaction if you had to give the reason for asking for a DNA sample, eh 
Joe?" 
 
I nodded my head as I slumped into the front passenger seat of our Unmarked. 
 
"Yeah...I don't think it would take much to push her over the edge... and the knowledge that 
her son was discovered in a shallow grave in the middle of a Pine Plantation just might  
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do it." 
 
"You’re a good man, Joseph Lind. A good man." 
 
"Mmm...I'll get Abbey's approval for an 'All Points' on one John James Byrne. You've got 
his 'Form Sheet' with all his particulars?" 
 
"Yeah..." 
 
She handed over her iPad with a recent mug shot of the man. 
 
"A striking individual." I commented sarcastically. 
 
After I had filled Abbey in why we needed an 'All Points' on the man and obtained his 
approval, I patched into Communications Central, quoting my ID Badge Number, Approval 
and Case File Number. I recited all of Byrne's personal particulars, giving them the latest 
Mug Shot Registration Number so that could accompany the All Points that would be sent 
to all Police Stations in NSW. If this proved fruitless after a ten-day period, we would 
obtain approval for an Australian-wide trawl. 
 
"Let's see what the muck spews up, shall we?" I uttered after I had completed the process, 
confident that we would hear something within 48 hours. 
 
These small-time Crims are in constant view, though they seem to think that they are so 
clever in alluding any police eyes. 
 
They would never learn that they were never as smart as they thought they were! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
 
The Computer Course that I would be completing this week had been of enormous benefit 
to my confidence in all things electronic, digital and small. In fact, I was now so involved 
with the beauty and logic of computer use and the remarkable help that such knowledge 
brought to the everyday chores of us Cops, I had already put my name down for a more 
intense advanced computer course. 
 
Don't you just love the Mammoth? 
 
I volunteered to undertake an exhaustive search of our phantom suspect, John James Byrne. 
 
I had examined the base criteria Proforma that Peta Daniels had used for years, improving 
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its efficiency by introducing several other cross-reference search engines to trawl through 
the mountains of State and Commonwealth Departments, Local Councils, Business and 
Retail establishments that may have a need to hold or use our miscreant's name and 
hopefully, his address. 
 
Dallas Courtney, during his brief tenure, had taken the pro-forma Search program and 
refined it even further. Daniels', when perusing his work, knew no bounds and she was 
heard to utter time and again why she hadn't thought of that in the first place. It now seemed 
so logical and a step up from her ideas. 
 
While I was undertaking this search, Shelley was trawling through the mountain of 
information on the background of our dead Solicitor in Ballina, now labelled the 'Hammer 
in the Head' Case. A bit gruesome, but it was merely for internal consumption to help 
differentiate the number of Homicide Cases that we all had. 
 
To refer to them as Case Number MS/20150603/065/JL/SAS was bloody difficult, time 
consuming and so bloody bureaucratic! 
 
It was hoped that with both of us having trawled through the same material minutely, we 
would be able to compare the many notes, mind-jogs and questions that each of us would 
muster from the exercise, thus loose ends, possible avenues of investigation and persons of 
interest would be more apparent. A day spent together bouncing questions, theories and 
points that kind of stuck in our craw whilst we perused the written records, would often 
bring up surprising results. 
 
Sometimes it worked; sometimes it didn't. 
 
"John Byrne's Medicare Card was renewed last year. The address given was that of his ex-
missus. A Betting Card with 'Safe-a-bet' also has his listed address as that of his ex-missus. 
Ditto Centrelink. I don't think our young doped up lady was entirely honest with us the other 
day...feel like a return visit?" 
Shells turned to face me. 
 
"Um...I want to finish going through all this background stuff that Hendo prepared for us on 
MacDougall...I have almost a pad full of notes and points and questions...you?" 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
"People would be amazed what can be found out about them with a decent computer trawl. 
If you like, I'll pop out to Canley Vale myself this afternoon. On the way home." 
 
She absent-mindedly nodded her head in agreement as she returned to mull over Hendo's 
dossier. Four thick volumes of fact on the illustrious life of a mid-level successful Criminal 
Lawyer in Melbourne. 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
 
I knocked on the paint starved front door. 
 
Waited. 
 
Knocked again. 
 
Nothing. 
 
I hopped down off the tiny Porch area to peer through a dirty front window. I could see 
through to the back of the house. It looked as though the back door was open. 
 
I wandered around the side of the house through knee-high grass. 
 
She was lying half on, half off the back steps up to a similar small rear porch. 
 
I felt for a pulse. 
 
Nothing. 
 
She was cold as though she had made this her final resting place the night before. 
 
I dialled in Triple '0' to be patched through to the Coroner's Office and the LAC Station for 
local Uniforms to present themselves. More than likely an OD, but as 'First on Scene 
Officer', as per Policy and Procedures, I would be expected to remain until at least the body 
was removed. 
 
I rang the Boss to explain the situation and to check on overtime. 
 
I waited for the Cavalry to arrive. 
 
For the first time in ages, I felt like a cigarette. 
 
Funny, I felt angry more than anything else. 
 
Another waste of a human life. 
 
I'd have to wait for company before I wandered through the house. If the outside was 
anything to go by, then the inside would not fill me with glee! 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
 
I requested that a bright-eyed young Probation Constable accompany me as I trawled the 
neighbourhood. 
 
I did not want to confront the 'whining old witch' of next door that Caroline Bolton had 
complained of only days before. I suggested that a pair of Uniforms go in that direction 
while I and my temporary partner headed in the opposite direction. 
 
I know, I can be a bitch at times! 
 
"She's dead, huh?" An overweight woman commented. 
 
She was sitting on the front steps of the house next door as we went to swing open her front 
gate. 
 
"You knew her well. Missus?" 
 
"Boltz...with a 'z'. Jennifer, though I been known as Nuttzen all me life. Knows her I guess, 
as well as any next-door neighbour knows another. 'Specially round here." 
 
She cast a sad eye up and down the street. 
 
"Her husband?" 
 
"Husband? Huh!? Ex-husband you mean. A dog of a man. It was he who got her stuck on 
drugs early in the piece...he was here the other day picking up his mail from his sister-in-
law's place...gave Caroline her fortnightly supply...she took it in one hit, huh? What's the 
bet? She lost her two daughters to Child Protection early in the piece and then the bastard 
takes the apple of her eye, her son because John, her ex no-gooder, thought that she was an 
unfit parent... him!!?? That's taken the saucepan off the boil when it's gone black, huh? Or 
something like that." 
 
"He stays in contact then? And was here when?" 
 
"The day after pension day...she spends more than half on the Ice Pack he sells her for more 
than double the going price... yest'dee morning..." 
 
"You know this for sure?" 
 
"Too bloody right I do! I know the going price though I stay well clear of the stuff. I seen 
her parking over the dosh to him and him given her a deal of weed and an Ice pack. Too 
right...bloody terrible...see this street, just in this close neighbourhood that yer can see...four 
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ice deaths in the past eighteen months, about...John Byrne's doing...he don't give a stuff! 
Just the money's good for him... neither do you cops otherwise he should have been locked 
up for good, long ago...I don't touch the stuff, let me tell ya. Sheer poison." 
 
"You mentioned John Byrne's sister-in-law." 
 
"Yeah. Sarina Harrigon. Sounds like a real lady's name, huh? She's a bitch, that one. 
Opposite but two up...got that carport at the front of the house...see it? Light brick. Grey 
tiled roof? Front light on...a sign that she's got the latest shipment of goodies for sale...she 
thinks she's being so clever with it...yer sit here and watch the line of buyers coming and 
going...until the light goes out...then there's nothing left until the next supply comes in... 
from bloody John Byrne...the AO!" 
 
We thanked her for her cooperation and headed deliberately up the street to the next cross-
street, stopping at each house in turn to work our way down on the other side until we came 
to the house in question. 
 
"Sarina Harrigon?" I flashed my badge at her. "I understand that you are John Byrne's sister-
in-law?" 
 
"Who'd ya get that BS from, The hag across the street? She gave you the wrong info. 
Former sister-in-law..." 
 
This appeared to be a district of dysfunctional-ism in the extreme. 
 
"We understand that you pass on mail sent to his former wife's place to his correct address." 
 
"No crime in that, is there?" 
 
"It is, if you wish to withhold such information from the Investigating Officer of a homicide 
investigation." 
 
"What? The bitch died from an overdose, so's I been told." 
 
"Oh? Who would that be? Who told you that?" 
 
"None of your bloody business...it ain't hard to work out what with all you cops running 
about like Bull Ants when theirs nest has been disturbed." 
 
"Missus Harrigon, if you fail to cooperate with us, you'll be taken into custody on suspicion 
of murder after the fact." 
 
"You'll arrest me? You got a bloody hide...for what??!!" 
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"Missus Harrigon, I'll ask again. How are you aware that Caroline Bolton supposedly took 
her own life...and could you supply the correct address of your former brother-in-law, John 
James Byrne?" 
 
"Police harassment. Bloody brutality...can you arrest me for doing nothing wrong?" 
 
"Impeding an Officer of the Law in his endeavour to carry out his duty in the matter of 
homicide, in investigating the sale of illegal substances that ultimately caused the death of a 
person, child imprisonment and homicide and the concealing the death of a child...you will 
be arrested as an accomplice to all charges...and for purchasing a saleable quantity of a 
prohibited drug and on-selling it to persons around the neighbourhood." 
 
The sullen woman looked from me to my young partner. 
 
A look of genuine surprise on her face which quickly was replaced with one of fear. 
 
"You telling me that Johnny Jimbo killed his ex, and his son? No! You arresting me for that 
too? No... not on! How about I give you his address? I'll get it for you...one moment." 
 
"If you don't mind, ma'am, we'll accompany you inside." 
 
"Don't trust me, eh? You think I may warn the little prick." 
 
I pushed open the door, nodded to my young Assistant to follow me as we accompanied the 
overweight, middle-aged woman into the gloom of inside. The house was spick and span. 
New furniture. Expensive TV. Deep pile carpet. 
 
She bent to pick up a Mobile Phone. 
 
"No. His address, Missus Harrigon." 
 
I took the phone from her hands giving it to my partner as a knock came from the front 
door. 
 
"Detective Lind? You there? They need you at the crime scene, sir." 
 
"Come in, Constable." 
 
Another Uniform crowding into her personal space maybe a prudent option. 
 
A tall young Officer walked in, a hand on his Laser. Nodded his head and relaxed when all 
appeared kosher. 
 
The woman seemed to tense up as she recited an address in Camden. 
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I turned her around, slipping cuffs on her as I read her, her rights, charging her with 
suspicion of aiding and abetting in the cause of a capital crime. 
 
"Sit, Missus Harrigon...I won't be a moment...um...Constable? Can you organise a lift back 
to the Station for the lady...after I have made a phone call first?” 
 
I excused myself and walked out under the double Carport at the front of the house. It was 
without doubt, the best presented house in the length of the street that I could see. The 
profits of selling drugs can be of use to those who care enough. 
 
The street lights had come on and you could see that a lot of the houses were settling, 
preparing for the coming of night. People were still standing around in small groups 
watching our comings and goings, occasionally muttering unkind words about cops in 
general. 
 
The over-all attitude was one of belligerence against us. 
 
The general consensus while trolling the street's inhabitants had been one of why hadn't us 
cops done something about the situation well before this time. Now that we were, our 
intrusion into their neighbourhood seemed not as appreciative as it should have been. 
 
I could see me getting home very late this evening! 
 
Drug selling was still a profitable business, even if it was only a small-scale enterprise. 
 
We would need the cooperation and written proof from several of the neighbours to make 
the drug selling accusations stick. I felt that we may be on shaky ground as far as the 
accessory after the fact to murder charges were concerned, but I was willing to run with it 
for the moment just to keep the woman off-balance and out of circulation. 
 
No matter, the bluff had done the trick! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
 
I was patched through to the Camden Valley Police Station. 
 
The officious voice of the Station Sergeant a gruff greeting. 
 
I identified myself, the reason for my call, the official Case File Number and the probable 
cause of wanting John James Byrne picked up from his home address along Camden Valley 
Way near the centre of the town. 
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"John James Byrne?" He asked in a disbelieving voice, repeating the address as though 
Santa's secret address had just been given to him. "Hang on a moment...I think we may have 
him here being processed. Let me check. One moment Detective." 
 
There was that muffled sound of some-one placing a hand over the mouthpiece. 
 
"Sorry about that, Detective! Talk about the luck of the Irish! The man has just been 
returned from the Hospital after giving the mandatory blood sample. We had intended 
keeping him here until we can front him tomorrow morning on a Bail App. We'll be hoping 
to keep him in custody." 
 
"On what charge, Sergeant?" 
 
"The fourth time for driving while disqualified. Ditto an unregistered vehicle and ditto while 
driving under the influence. Cannabis plus a cocktail of alcohol and other substances, we 
suspect...." 
 
Yep, we were lucky. 
 
The 'All Points' that was in place for our Felon should have raised a red flag as soon as his 
particulars were entered into the system. I was on the verge of asking the Station Sergeant 
why that protocol was not adhered to before I shut my mouth. 
 
I may need the man's help in the coming days. 
 
"You can add suspicion of homicide, kidnapping and falsely imprisoning a child, covering 
up the death of a minor and being implicit in the burying of that body, distributing and 
selling a number of prohibited substances and selling a prohibited substance that resulted in 
the death of a person...for starters. I think we may be able to include defrauding the 
Government of Welfare Payments and failure to notify the Authorities of a change of 
address for starters." 
 
"Whoa...seems like you could have first pick of the bones..." The Sergeant replied good-
humouredly. "How do you want to handle this?" 
 
"Hopefully I'll be finished here as soon as the body of his former wife has been removed. I 
really think it will be too late for me to get a dig at the man, so keep him overnight and 
arrange to have him transferred to the Holding Cells at the Parramatta Police Building first 
thing to-morrow morning. I'll advise them of the transfer. After I finish here, I'll call by to 
complete the necessary paperwork. OK? Oh!... one other thing, I'm having his former sister-
in-law taken into custody to spend the night in the Canley Vale Police cells. I'll arrange for 
her to also be transferred to our cells in the morning..." 
 
"Sure thing...seems like a successful night." 
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"Yep...one of those nights. They're rare, huh?" 
 
I felt good as I watched the woman being escorted to a Police vehicle. Head bowed. Eyes 
downcast. A sullen look that was hard to ignore. A couple of 'way to go, mama' comments 
from the gathered throng her bon voyage parting gift. 
 
No coloured streamers or balloons within cooee! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
 
As summoned, I walked quickly back to the Crime Scene. 
 
Brenda Wzerlic and her forever smiling Assistant, Harriet O'Bourne were the attending 
forensic pathology team at Bolton's place of residence. 
 
"Busy night, Joe? Working a double?" 
 
"Christ, I hope not, but I can see it going that way. So, what have we got?" 
 
"Can we release the body?" 
 
"Yeah, I've not seen the inside of her place as yet. Has the Forensic Trace people finished 
inside?" 
"Yeah, you can walk around inside to your heart's content. Why you would want to sure has 
me beat though...how she could live like that? It's a bloody disgrace inside...and the contents 
of the fridge...make your stomach churn. She must have hardly eaten..." 
 
I nodded my head. I'd been inside Ice Addicts' homes before. It was as if all primary body 
functions had been thrown out the window. Little to eat...just that next fix until it envelopes 
you.... 
 
"Do you know Cause of Death? Time of Death?" 
 
"Yeah, easy. Died around twenty-four hours ago. Died of a heart attack more than 
likely...I'll confirm that after the Post Mortem." 
 
"Oh? I was hoping for OD!" 
 
"Well, technically...um...with Ice...it just keeps on creeping up on the body. More than 
likely she would have started off on a relatively light dosage to get that high...a high 
possibly once a week...easy to handle so the person thinks...maybe even once a month...it's 
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not the high that is the dangerous part. It's the coming down where the person can be as 
strong as ten guys. Psychosis. Paranoia. Delusional. Not sleeping for days on end. In the 
initial stages, these things may occur infrequently, giving the body enough recuperative time 
to get over the lack of sleep. The trauma. As the drug takes hold as it quickly does, that time 
line condenses dramatically with the body constantly in turmoil between the sleepless highs 
and the deeper and more violent episodes of coming down. The body just degenerates into a 
self-induced implosion. The heart eventually just gives up the cause...look around the house, 
she would have been in a real hell-hole in the past week or two..." 
 
I nodded my head in acknowledgement. 
 
I stepped up onto the rear Porch and entered the house. 
 
It is the smell that hits you first. 
 
Rotting food left in small piles throughout the dwelling as though in a moment of clarity she 
had made a snack for herself and then immediately forgot about it as another spasm takes 
hold of the body. Holes in the walls. Not a clean surface anywhere. Faeces in molten 
streams, where it had been deposited around the house. Ugly. Every kid should be given a 
time-lapse video of the slow but inevitable degeneration of an ice addict in free-fall and 
heading for death with the person oblivious to the end call. 
 
Byrne was going to pay for his peddling of the drug. 
 
Pay dearly! 
 
Though again, the crux of the case was going to be on whether we can extract some sort of 
confession from him doing away with his young son. 
 
That's what I wanted on him the most! 
 
To be able to give a name and identity to the small set of remains that we found in a bush 
grave. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
 
 
"Have you got that information, Shells?" 
 
"Yeah. This guy has had more chances that a multi-pick, multi-week ticket in Ozlotto. Let 
off with a warning. Suspended sentence. Released on his own cognisance. Community 
Service so many times he could have replanted the Botanical Gardens in time for Spring! 
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And...in his third arrest when he was only seventeen, the box was ticked that a DNA sample 
was obtained. That was in 1993. Compulsory DNA sampling on minors wasn't mandatory 
or even approved at that time, was it?" 
 
"Arrh...No. I don't think so. What? He would have been eighteen at the time? Treated as an 
adult prisoner but still treated like a child. The box was ticked which would have shown up 
in every arrest and sentence procedure after that date, so there was no back-check that the 
procedure had been actually performed...some-one just ticked the wrong box.... un-bloody-
believable!" 
 
"I'll bet he has been asked on so many occasions since about the DNA swab and he has just 
shrugged his shoulders and confirmed what was on his record...a case of one slipping 
through DNA net..." 
 
"Strands..." 
 
"What-ever. Let's arrange for Sarina Harrigon to be brought up into Interview Room 
Number Two. We got a Technician for the video and audio?" 
 
"Yep...he's enjoying a cup of coffee on me...and... arrh...I've just had confirmation from the 
South Australian Police. Abe Grazzo? Jimmy Grazzo's brother? No trace of a minor ever 
being in his presence or guardianship. No proof at all that he was ever accompanied by a 
minor. Had a fulfilling de facto relationship from the time he landed in Adelaide until his 
death...no kids involved." 
 
I nodded my head as I stood, gathering up the Bush Graves Volumes. The first and the last 
Volume of the Murder Book and a carefully selected pile of A4 colour photographs. 
The fact that the brother had not absconded with the young boy only cemented my view that 
the remains found of a young lad were in fact those of John Byrne's son. 
 
We were seated casually in the small Interview Room with its attached electronic equipment 
'cell' that would record every little nuance in speech and gesture that may emanate from the 
room. 
 
The small room was filled with the aroma of good quality coffee. We were casually 
discussing the interview strategy as Harrigon was brought in. She didn't look as though she 
had enjoyed the previous night. Or the trip from Canley Vale to Parramatta in the back of a 
small Paddy wagon. 
 
"We bought you a decent coffee..." 
 
She nodded her head. 
 
She thought that silence was the best form of defence. 
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"Enjoy your breakfast?" I asked quietly. 
 
She looked through me with hooded eyes. 
 
"Shouldn't complain..." She eventually replied. "Didn't have to cook or buy it meself...so 
compliments to the chef." 
 
A sense of humour. 
 
"Jimmy Grazzo..." 
 
"Died a couple of years back..." 
 
"Was the father of your daughter, wasn't he?" 
 
She again looked through me. 
 
I tossed a colour shot of the remains that had been carefully unearthed from the larger of the 
bush graves. 
 
She looked at it momentarily. 
 
"What's this?" She asked. Her eyes fluttering momentarily. 
 
"Your eight-year-old daughter...Sasha Anne...eight at the time of her death. According to 
the Birth Certificate born in 2000. Father Abe Grazzo. Mother Sarina Grazzo nee 
Harrigon...but Abe wasn't the father, was he? Sasha...I like that name for a little girl...you 
moved twice after her death to avoid suspicion. Any questions that were asked by family or 
friends about her sudden disappearance was explained away by saying that her father...your 
husband of the time and not Sasha's biological father, took her with him when he shot 
through...to Adelaide as far as you knew...you had an affair with your husband's 
brother...Jimmy..." 
 
I slipped a coloured mug shot of both Jimmy Grazzo and his brother, Abe Grazzo towards 
her. 
 
"Abe, your husband as the two of you never divorced, died about two years ago. Not long 
after his brother died actually. Did you know that? In South Australia. There was no 
daughter in sight...never had been according to the woman who became his de facto over 
there...so...would you like to explain to us, how your daughter came to be buried in a 
shallow grave in the middle of Belanglo State Forest just south of Berrima? North-east out 
of Goulburn." 
 
She again looked hard at me. 
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A grim look on her face. 
 
She broke the link first. 
 
Went to pick up her coffee. 
 
Her hands were shaking. 
 
She placed the coffee container gently back on the table. 
 
Continued to stare at it as though it was going to transmogrify into something else. 
 
A tear formed in one eye. 
 
We waited. 
 
"Sasha...a nice name for a little girl...was she a good girl?" Shelley asked gently. 
 
"She was a good kid...if you hadda knowed Jimmy, you'd wonder how...too good to be his 
daughter, that's for sure...and pretty to boot." 
 
She angrily swiped a tear away. 
 
Her memories of her daughter did not reflect the little girl's trauma in life that was evident at 
autopsy time, though I doubt those facts would register with the woman. She'd always cling 
to the happier moments. 
"What happened?" 
 
She shook her head violently. Shrugged her shoulders. Bowed her head so that her long hair 
hid her face as she stared down at her lap. 
 
"You bloody cops know all the answers...why ask the questions?" 
 
"We need to hear it from you..." 
 
"T' put myself right in the poo, eh? What? Ya think I'm that stupid?" 
 
"You're already knee deep in shit. You know that. Cooperate and it may go easier on you." 
 
"You cops say that all the time...never works. You want me to squeal on Jimmy..." 
 
"No... he's dead. Anything you say won't hurt him any more...and he'll not come back to 
give you a whack for squealing on him." 
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"Just me...it'll hurt me big time." 
 
She had been living her life in a bubble. In complete denial, as to what exactly happened to 
her daughter. 
 
"Look...we already have enough proof to arrest you as an accomplice to murder. Two counts 
and a string of drug related charges...I doubt that you will see natural light in a suburban 
street again in your life-time...but don't you think that you owe it to those two children to 
give them a decent explanation as to why they were buried in shallow bush graves? To 
allow them the satisfaction of the truth being told?" 
 
"My kids...how did I ever get mixed up with such AO's. Both Grazzo and Johnny Jim Byrne 
were big time losers and dead beats...but they could get around yer, yer know? Me mum 
always said that I'd end up with no-hopers as I had adored me father whom she said was the 
biggest no-hoper of all time...she'd say that to his face...all the bloody time!" 
 
We sat facing her as she rocked back and forth. Now forgetting the tears that coursed down 
her cheeks. 
 
I knew that we were almost there. 
 
Almost. 
 
It had been a bit of a guess linking the remains of the girl to Grazzo and her. We had 
received overnight confirmation from the South Australian Police after Shelley had kind of 
made the jump in logic late the afternoon before, after I had rung her to fill her in on the 
early evening's proceedings. I was lucky to have grabbed her still at work. She had stayed 
back at work to complete the examination of the pile of information on the recently 
deceased Solicitor, Bryant Bligh MacDougall up in Ballina. 
 
A bit of overtime billed to that case. 
 
And to fish out the family tree and known associates of Jamison 'Jimmy' Grazzo. 
 
She had made the connection. 
 
The South Australia call. 
 
I reckon that she may end up being a better Dee than Marge Hendricks. 
 
It was that bit of luck that is often required to break open a case. 
 
It was something that my old partner, Marge Hendricks would have done. Made the leap. 
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Shells was doing well. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
 
"Jimmy Grazzo was always there. Abe just thought it was because he was his brother, like. 
Had no idea that...you know...Jimmy and I... you know? He would take Sasha away on 
camping trips, like...and she'd come back more and more angry. Wouldn't talk. Was surly. 
Lost her zest for life. Maybe a broken arm that he'd explain away as an accident. Sasha fell 
over, you know? I reckoned that Jimmy was lacing her food with something so that he could 
take you know...dirty pictures. I must have said as much to Abe one time. They had a hell of 
a fight because of my suspicions.... what I said to Abe...Jimmy let the cat out of the bag 
saying that it was none of his business as he was Sasha's real father and not Abe and to go 
take a running jump...I've never seen Abe so mad. He was a good bloke. Wouldn't hurt a 
fly...sure a little slow, but reliable. Dependable. Where Jimmy was always on the go. 
Exciting...schemes to make him rich, you know?" 
 
She covered her face with her hands and sobbed quietly for some moments. 
 
"I remember...Abe came inside and slapped me hard across the face. The only time he ever 
did such a thing though Jimmy John liked to be a bit cruel at times...you know how men 
are...I never seen him so riled...he stormed inside, packed an overnight bag with some things 
and left without a word. Never seen him again...the next day Sasha was dead..." 
 
"How did she die?" 
 
"Jimmy was spinning her around in a helicopter ride, holding onto her legs. I remember 
suspecting that she had no knickers on...Jimmy was like that...She hit the clothesline post. 
On the side of her neck. She was dead. Just like that. We didn't know what to do. Jimmy 
wouldn't let me ring for an Ambulance. Said it was too late and that both of us would be in 
the poo. That's when he thought up the story. We bought one of those Freezer Chests 
from...can't remember...Norman Ross. The Good Guys. One of those big Stores...and put 
her body in it. Moved twice. Once out near Campbelltown, then Cabramatta. No one knew. 
Anyone from the old days asked about Sasha, we just said that she had gone with Abe when 
he pissed off and left home...don't know where to..." 
 
"Why did you bury her out in the forest?" 
 
"That was John Byrne's idea. He got a big shipment of ice. He thought you had to freeze it 
and he needed to put it in the Freezer Chest." 
 
I looked at Shelley, hardly able to contain myself from laughing. 
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That was the first time that I had heard of that...unless some people thought of the 'ice' 
connotation. 
 
Takes all types. 
 
"So, John Byrne was on the stage at this time? Hanging around?" 
 
"Yeah. He and his missus lived across the road when I went and bought the house in Canley 
Vale...you know, where you arrested me?" 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
"He is your brother-in-law?" 
 
"No. Not really. We just spread that about because he was starting to spend a lot of time at 
my place...if'n we were family, then the chins wouldn't wag so much. You know what nosy-
Parker neighbours are like." 
 
I couldn't fault that logic. 
 
"So why did John Byrne help Jimmy dispose of Sasha's body?" 
 
"Already told ya...so's John could stash his Ice supply...and it was starting to stink...you 
know. The body? And you know, it's a little weird to have a dead body in your freezer in the 
back shed." 
Couldn't fault that logic neither. 
 
"Marlie. Your son...three years of age...we know by DNA comparison tests that Jimmy 
wasn't the father." 
 
"He wasn't my son...not naturally, but John bought him over one day saying that his ex. was 
incapable of looking after him and for me to be his mother...you know, yer can't turn yer 
back on a child in need...he would've been taken by Child Protection as well...he lost his 
daughters that way...I just took him in." 
 
This was said in all innocence. A woman with a heart of gold. She couldn't see the irony of 
the situation. 
 
"So, what happened? With Marlie?" 
 
"He started crying one night. John was with me. Don't know where Jimmy was. I guess he 
might have known that John and I... you know... but he couldn't do much about it as he was 
having troubles...you know...too much grog. Too much dope...he couldn't perform. At least 
John was a bull, let me tell you..." 
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"What happened with Marlie?" I interrupted her memories of a good sex life. I really didn't 
want to know. 
 
"He started crying. Wouldn't stop. Don't know why. I went in and gave him a smack to stop 
him from crying. He screamed louder. I told John to see to him. John hit him. I heard the 
noise but the crying stopped...when we checked him later before we went to bed, he was 
dead...John rang up Jimmy who wasn't coming around as much as John would get angry if 
he caught us together...and John had a real mean-mother streak in him if'n he got riled. As I 
said, Jimmy too. Christ, it was hard living with both of them...and they wanted it when they 
wanted it. No excuses. Know what I mean? John suggested that they needed to go camping 
again, but from what they told me, they was chased out of the camp site, so they had to 
hurry...you know, to bury Marlie." 
 
"Whose idea was it to use the tent as a hide as they dug both graves?" 
 
"John's as far as I know. He had street smarts way above Jimmy...and now of course, they 
were kinda equal as one had something over the other..." 
 
"And you?" 
 
"I had it over both of them and let me tell you, I never failed to shut them up with that piece 
of knowledge every now and then, let me tell you." 
 
Both Shells and I leaned back in our chairs looking intently at the podgy woman as we did. 
Human nature never failed to surprise me. Her attitude was still one of complete innocence 
with no thought of her having done wrong at all. 
 
We went through the process of charging her with two counts of murder and as many things 
that we thought we could hang on her to twist the knife, so to speak. She signed the 
prepared statement of events not really understanding the importance of the signature. 
 
"Do I need to see a Solicitor?" 
 
"Do you have one?" 
 
"No... what for?" 
 
"We'll arrange for a Court appointed Solicitor to act on your behalf. We can arrange a 
meeting with him if you like this afternoon...you do remember us asking if you required 
legal representation after we read you your rights at the beginning of this interview, don't 
you?" 
 
"Oh, yes...but I don't know what for..." 
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"Everyone is entitled to legal counsel when being charged with an offence...but we were not 
charging you at that time. We have now. Do you want legal counsel?" 
 
"Nah... I'm satisfied that I've told you the truth." 
 
We arrange for her to be sent back down to the holding cells. For how long depended on the 
outcome of John James Byrne's interview. 
 
"How about a bite to eat and a decent coffee downstairs, Joe? I have a lousy taste in my 
mouth and I could do with a bit of purifying sunshine." 
 
"Sounds good." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 
 
 
"Guys...you both look as though you are the cat who swallowed the canary...do tell why you 
look so smug." 
 
"Podgy...sit. Join us. We've broken the 'Bush Graves' case and can confidently report that 
the remains of the young girl are most definitely not those of Sylvie Swain." 
 
"I know. She's been found. Sylvie Swain that is. On some hippie type commune farm up the 
back of the Atherton Ranges in north Tropical Queensland. Bit of a bugger that I am not 
able to take the plane flight to interview her as I have just received medical advice that I 
cannot front work for the next three months which will coincide with my official retirement 
date...two years past my sixty-fifth! I'll let you know about my farewell 'do'. The Boss is 
organising it for some time in the next month. Both of you are included on the guest list. 
Don't let me down...I can retire with a clean bill of case clearances now. You have no idea 
what that means to me..." 
 
"The biological mother?" 
 
"Seems so..." 
 
"What happens now? I mean, Sylvie would be what? Fifteen? Sixteen?" 
 
"...yes...and able to voice her desires on where and with whom she wishes to stay with...but 
the mother can be arrested on kidnapping charges...still." 
 
"Which could make the Law look like an ass...and force the girl to make a decision that she 
may not want to or not have to normally make." 
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"It's a hard one. Both on moral, ethical and legal grounds...thank Christ I do not have to be 
across that bitch...one good thing I suppose, is that knowing the Swains, the wishes and 
welfare of Sylvie will be paramount for them...and for all we know at present, Sylvie may 
sincerely love her mother...her biological mother and wish to stay with her." 
 
"The Stockholm Syndrome? Or something like that." Shelley offered. 
 
"Yeah...although there is research that debunks that theory...the girl may have had some 
form of imprisonment in the initial stages, but a bond could have developed and now be at a 
stage not unlike most mother and daughter relationships...how do you break that up? It 
could be the final straw for Sylvia's resilience...her sanity..." 
 
"The mother? What was her name?" 
 
"Doreen McPherson." Shelley muttered. 
 
I don't know how she did it! 
 
The case was never truly ours, just a tenuous link to one that we were in the process of 
investigating. 
 
"Yes...her. After all, she did commit a ghastly crime that had ramifications Australia 
wide...and wait until the Press gets a hold of this, it could wreck the young girl's life for 
good...those News Shows on TV will be falling over themselves with cheque books open...it 
may have been better if the girl had remained hidden." 
 
"A part of the morality, the ethics of the case, eh? Anyhow, I want a coffee...so you've 
cracked your case? Good on yers. Congratulations...it makes it all worthwhile, doesn't it?" 
 
"Yeah...not pretty, but there you go... you can’t get a successful outcome that pleases all 
factions on every case. You'd know that, huh, Podgy?" 
 
"When it involves kids, it's never very pretty. I often wonder how I've managed to survive to 
this point and not be a mental wreck or be hooked on alcohol, drugs or some such...I guess 
by the grace of God...and my darling wife." 
 
"He may help some, I suppose. He may help some!" 
 
"Arrh...a non-believer. I'm afraid that in this line of work, you have gotta believe in 
something. Anything, I suppose. What-ever you need. I'm lucky to have had a wonderful 
woman and kids around me to forget some of the shit of the years...though it's still stuck to 
the inner recesses, let me tell you. Cheers." 
 
He lifted his cup and took a long gulp. 
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"Arrrh...that's better. The little things in life." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
 
 
An up and coming Legal Aid Solicitor by the name of Anthony Vella had been meeting 
with John Byrne while we were enjoying a light lunch and chat with Podgy Parsons. We 
were all feeling a little upbeat because the cases that we had were coming to a successful 
conclusion. 
 
We walked into the same small Interview Room that we had occupied all that morning after 
first checking that the Audio and Video Technician was at his station. Re-acquainted 
ourselves with the tall, well attired young Solicitor and his client. 
 
We supplied a couple of extra coffees for client and rep. 
 
"These proceedings are being recorded. Video and audio. Everything said will be recorded 
with a copy being made available to you, sir." 
 
Nodding my head towards Vella. 
 
"Your client has been read his rights previously and been given an explanation of the nature 
of the elements that make up the charges. Do you agree with that, Mister Byrne?" 
 
He nodded his head slightly. 
 
"You will need to state a reply, Mister Byrne...for the recording." 
 
"Yeah, I remember you telling me the charges. All bullshit. Police garbage. Made up lies..." 
 
Vella placed a hand on Byrne's arm to still the man. 
 
"John...you mind if I call you John? Yes? How often have you been camping?" 
 
"Never. Don't like it. It always rains. Soaks through the tent. Cold and windy..." 
 
"So, you have been camping?" 
 
"No, I said!" His voice rising a pitch or two. 
 
"Oh? Then how are you aware of its downsides?" A smile on my face. "By the way, I don't 
disagree with you." I added. 
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"Is that a question, Detective?" 
 
I shook my head. 
 
I had got a rise out of the man. 
 
That is all I wanted! 
 
"Do you know Jamison 'Jimmy' Grazzo?" 
 
"He's dead?" 
 
"So, you knew him?" 
 
"A bit, I guess...." 
 
"Ever been camping with him?" 
 
"I told you that I never been camping...." 
 
Again, the tone and decibel rise. Vella leant into his client's ear to say a few words. 
"They won't get me mad..." He frostily replied to his Solicitor. "Theys got no chance in hell. 
Coppers are dumb!" 
 
"Do you know Abe Grazzo?" 
 
"Jimmy's brother, yeah." 
 
"What happened to him?" 
 
"He pissed off. Walked out on his missus..." 
 
"Missus Grazzo, you mean? Sarina Harrigon is her maiden name after she divorced Abe 
Grazzo, Jimmy's brother." 
 
"Never divorced him...didn't matter though, 'cause he died a couple of years ago in South 
Australia." 
 
"Oh? How are you aware that he died in South Australia a few years ago?" 
 
"Went to his funeral. If he wasn't dead, he wouldn't have had a funeral…and you call yerself 
a smart copper. What a lot of bullshit!" 
 
"But how were you aware of his death?" 
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"Sara told me…" 
 
"Sara? Sarina? How did she know? She claims that she didn’t know where her husband 
disappeared to." 
 
He looked at me as though I needed to be in the Dunce’s corner. He shrugged his shoulders. 
 
"Dunknow. Ask her." He replied curtly. 
 
"Was Sarina’s daughter at the funeral? Sasha? Was she there?" 
 
You could almost hear the cogs clicking into gear. 
 
"Nah…" He muttered sheepishly. Unable not to answer the question. 
 
"So, what happened to their daughter, Sasha?" 
 
"Pissed off with her father...to South Australia." 
 
I leant back in my chair. My arms held wide in a questioning gesture. 
 
"I would have thought that if she had of gone to South Australia with her father, she would 
have gone to his funeral…" 
 
"Maybe she was sick…" 
 
"Abe wasn't Sasha's father. Jimmy was. You'd've known that, wouldn't you? That's why Abe 
pissed off...had some fair fisticuffs with his brother when he was told the truth of the matter, 
hit his missus across the face for the first time, packed a bag and left the premises...heading 
for South Australia...why that direction?" Shelley chimed in, to take over. 
 
He looked blankly at Shelley. 
 
He had no idea. 
 
"You know more than I do then..." He eventually muttered. 
 
"If Sasha had gone with Abe Grazzo to South Australia, why was her body discovered in a 
bush grave in Belanglo State Forest just south of Berrima in the Southern Highlands some 
three kays into the forest off the old highway leading to Goulburn..." 
 
"Beats me...he must have killed her and dumped her body in the forest there..." 
 
"All the way from Adelaide...there's a lot of places in South Australia that he could bury 
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her. Closer, like." 
 
He shrugged his shoulders. As an afterthought adding, "Perhaps he killed her on the way to 
South Australia...you'd go that way, wouldn't you?" 
 
"He flew into Adelaide according to his De Facto. From Sydney to Adelaide...without 
Sasha. There is no record of her being on any flight around that time departing from Sydney 
and landing in Adelaide." I commented. 
 
"Your son whom you got Sarina Harrigon to look after as her own child...Marlie is it? Do 
you know where he is?" 
 
Shelley turned the subject towards the crux of the matter for John James Byrne. 
 
He appeared nervous for the first time. Beads of sweat broke out on his knotted brow, as 
though the exertion of concentration was a stamina sapping enema. 
 
He shrugged his shoulders, bent at the waist to place his elbows on his upper calves. His 
head lowered so that his nose was near touching the table top. His version of an embryonic 
crouch, perhaps. Curling up to protect himself from the truths of the outside world. 
 
"John, I'd prefer that you sat up straight..." Shelley commanded. 
 
That took some moments of silence before he begrudgingly complied. 
 
"Do you own a 1988 long wheel base Nissan Patrol. Silver on dark blue?" 
 
He appeared not to have heard the question. 
 
"John?" 
 
Shells repeated the question. She was forcing him into that proverbial corner. 
 
"Um...yes...years ago..." 
 
"Do you know where it is now?" 
 
Again, the question had to be repeated. He eventually replied sheepishly. 
 
"Up on blocks. In the ex's back yard with a tarp over it..." 
 
"You mean at the address of Caroline Byrne nee Caroline Bolton? Recently deceased" 
 
"Yeah...no crime in that, now is there?" 
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"It is being transported back to the Vehicle Forensic Laboratory at Glebe...will we find any 
incriminating trace in the rear of it?" 
 
"Like what? What do ya mean?" 
 
"Body fluids, perhaps...belonging to either Sasha Grazzo or Marlie Byrne?" 
 
Again, the worried look crossed his face. He searched for something to say. 
 
"Doubt it...it's been a long time and besides, I always had a blue tarp covering the rear load 
bay..." 
 
"To wrap the bodies in... or did you wrap them in a couple of old sheets and place them on 
that blue tarp so the body fluids wouldn't mark the floor?" 
 
He tried to hold Shelley with a poisonous look. 
 
It failed. 
 
Shelley repeated the question. 
 
The truth was there on his face. 
 
"Don't know what you're on about..." A mumbled reply. 
 
"Convenient...the Freezer Chest? That's sat on the rear veranda of Sarina Harrigon's place of 
residence. It too is being transported at this moment, to the same location...will we find any 
trace elements such as body fluids that can be linked through DNA analysis to Sasha 
Grazzo? We know that her dead body was stored in that Freezer Chest for some months 
before she was transported down to the Belanglo State Forest to be buried in a bush grave." 
 
"How do you know that? You make it up? That DNA shit is bullshit..." 
 
Again, his voice rose an octave. The sweat became more pronounced. 
 
"You say that you've never been camping? Is that right?" She did not wait for a reply. "How 
then, was your Nissan Patrol recorded on 23 September 2010 in an area of the Belanglo 
State Forest known as the South-west Sector 10, clearing A05 off Fire Trail 157?" 
 
"Don't know where that is? I musta lent me truck to someone..." A defensive mumble. 
 
"Who, then? Who did you lend your vehicle to?" 
 
He shrugged his shoulders, again lowering his head so that he could not make eye contact 
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with us. 
 
There was a knock on the door. 
 
"We've organised for a DNA sample to be taken of you, John. OK?" 
 
"I think I've already done that..." 
 
"Your DNA sample is not in the system...it is a mandatory requirement for all arrested 
individuals, though you seemed to have slipped through a crack." 
 
He seemed uneasy at the intrusion. 
 
Shelley and I sat motionless during the brief procedure, trying to maintain eye contact with 
the man. That was impossible. 
 
The Forensic team drifted out as they had entered. Hardly a word spoken. 
"Now..." Shelley began again. "Could you tell me what your Nissan Patrol vehicle was 
doing in the same clearing some 13 months later. On October 2, 2011?" 
 
"Don't know. Wasn't there..." 
 
I pushed a photograph across to him. 
 
"Is that your 4WD, John?" 
 
He looked intently at the photo for some moments before nodding his head slowly. 
 
"You agree that that is your vehicle...the Rego Plate number? Your vehicle?" 
 
"I said yes, didn't I?" 
 
I pushed another shot across to him. 
 
"Is that you standing beside a Forestry Officer by the name of Brad Trubolt in the same 
clearing on that date? He was requesting that you pack up and leave. Is that correct?" 
 
Again, he appeared to study the photo intensely. 
 
"Looks like me...but I don't remember that idiot...what right did he have to want to piss us 
off outa the area?" 
 
I almost burst out laughing at the unintended self-incriminatory statement. I shot a glance at 
Vella who had his eyes closed and was slowly shaking his head. 
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I pushed two other shots across to him. One a close-up cropped shot of Jimmy Grazzo half 
standing out of the tent. A dirt stained shovel in his hand. The other, a longer shot of the 
same clearing showing Byrne standing in front of the Forestry Officer beside the 4WD 
Patrol, the tent in the clearing with Grazzo emerging from the tent. I then spun another shot 
at him. One taken at the time of the uncovering of the remains showing clearly in the shot. 
The photo taken by a Forensic Technician at the end of the track at the mouth of the 
clearing. 
 
"Notice the position of the tent in the earlier shot...and the comparable location of the 
remains in the later shot. The tent was placed squarely over the position of the grave site. 
Would you agree with that summation, John?" 
 
He bent to look at the shots. Looking from one to the other. Not picking them up or 
touching them. He couldn't look at us. 
 
"John? You have never been to Belanglo State Forest? You stated that previously. You have 
never been camping...you emphatically told us that previously. Do you want to recant, 
John? Interestingly, the tent is positioned directly over the grave of your son, Marlie...where 
we found his remains...do you want to tell us why a spade, obviously having been used to 
dig some type of hole inside the tent, is seen being carried by your mate, Jimmy Grazzo?" 
 
He went to murmur something but was stopped by his Counsel. 
 
"Is there anything that you want to say in your defence, John?" 
 
It came in a torrent. Not even the constant attempted interruptions of Vella could stop the 
flow of jumbled words, liberally sprinkled with expletives. The gist being that he was the 
innocent bystander, forced into helping Grazzo after he had murdered both Sasha and 
Marlie. He had supplied the 4WD, the tent and the shovel. 
 
That had been his idea. 
 
He actually thought it was some clever subterfuge and was actually proud of the fact. 
 
He was formerly charged with the murder after the fact of Sasha Grazzo on or about July 
17, 2010. That was the nearest we could come in determining the date that Abe Grazzo had 
fled from the marital home. Also, he was charged with the homicide murder of Marlie 
Byrne on or about October 1, 2011. Also, the unlawful disposal of both Sasha Grazzo and 
Marlie Byrne's bodies and failing to advise the Authorities of both deaths. Also, the culpable 
death of Caroline Bolton and a string of distribution and selling charges...the driving while 
disqualified, driving an unregistered vehicle and driving while above the prescribed legal 
limit with an unspecified amount of alcohol and cannabis and several other illegal drugs in 
his system rounded the day off perfectly. 
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"We will be opposing bail, Counsellor." 
 
"Oh! On what grounds?" The young Solicitor asked. 
 
"The Offender's long criminal history and his predisposition to want to fly below the radar. 
Incognito. A definite methodology shown by the man for several years...your client will not 
see daylight over the horizon again in his life-time...you can bet your house on it!" 
 
The young Legal Aid Solicitor actually nodded his head in agreement. 
 
I was gobsmacked! 
 
I called for the two Constables to escort the prisoner back down to the holding cells. He 
would be kept there until his initial Court appearance for his Bail Application after which, 
hopefully, he would be transferred to Long Bay to await his Court date. Preliminary Hearing 
and later his Trial. 
 
I lounged back in the hard chair of the Interview Room. Closed my eyes. Took a deep 
breath as the door closed on the disappearing figure of the twit. Blew out a stream of air that 
released the pent-up anger, frustration and satisfaction that I now felt. 
 
It was a queer mix of emotions. 
 
"How do you feel, Shells?" 
 
"I don't know...good I think..." 
 
"So you should. You did well. You defended two young kids who didn't deserve the life that 
was dealt them. You did good." 
 
She placed a hand on my arm and squeezed it. 
 
That was all she needed to do. 
 
She'll be OK. 
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