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CHAPTER ONE 
 
 
He collapsed like a wounded Buffalo. 
 
His overweight body crumpling to the ground. 
 
Instantly. 
 
Hitting the ground with such force that it took the wind out of his lungs. He felt the impact 
with the concrete footpath thinking to himself that that had hurt! 
 
Initially unsure why this had occurred; what had caused this sudden mishap. 
 
He seemed to feel the impact of the bullet before he heard the report of the gun. This fact 
not really registering as the bullet tore away flesh, muscle, and tendon. Bouncing off bone to 
tear open an artery. 
 
He wasn't at all sure what had happened; being shot taking some time to register in his now 
befuddled and shocked brain. He wondered momentarily whom he had upset to such a 
degree that warranted such a reaction, before the shock of the event overtook his very being. 
 
He vaguely felt his entire body beginning to shake before he lost consciousness. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
 
 
The next morning the airwaves, the print media and the TV screens were full of the tragic 
event. 
 
An innocent by-stander shot to death as he placed his next-door neighbour's Garbage 
Wheelie Bins at the kerb-side for collection that next morning. A friendly, neighbourly act 
in response to a hurried request by the family next door who suddenly had to fly interstate 
or somewhere because of an apparent family emergency. A bit fuddled, hurriedly explained 
reason but that was the crux of the matter. 
 
A sad case of mistaken identity the consensus by the Media. They should know the facts, 
shouldn’t they? Before they published. 
 
The intended victim a known Lebanese gang associate who had suddenly fled. His entire 
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family flying the coup with him. For places, completely unknown to all but the family. 
Possibly flying out to return to the land of their parents' birthplace. 
 
This the Media had explained sensationally, though they themselves were short on facts. 
 
Another statistic in the ever-increasing gangland war that was raging through several south-
western suburbs of the city. 
 
Over territory, drug distribution, influence, conceived slights, and payback! 
 
The Public incensed about the continual escalation in the 'drive-by' shooting incidents and 
the mounting deaths that this crime wave was causing. Why couldn't these people learn to 
live the 'Australian' way. Let and let live. Love thy neighbour and all that, though the second 
largest religion in Australia was Atheism. 
 
Amazing how many could quote sayings out of the Bible though, and knew where they 
came from! 
 
What the heck, the dogma of loving thy neighbour wasn't just a religious principle. 
 
Politicians began their airy-fairy pledges of increased resources given to the State Police 
Forces to kerb this worrying aspect of criminal behaviour. As though they never had enough 
resources before the event! The cyclic cry heard after every suburban drive-by shooting was 
committed. If those promises by hand-wringing Pollies been implemented, then the Police 
Force would out-number the civilian population two-fold! 
 
Each political party outdoing one another in the game of political football and who was to 
blame. 
 
Using the tragedy for their own political ends and the constant power game that they 
revelled in. 
 
Fighting over a corpse like a pack of hungry hyenas. 
 
Forgetting that an innocent family man lay dead on a cold, hard, concrete council footpath 
outside his own home! 
 
A Provider, a husband, and a father to two small children just being a helpful neighbour. 
 
The Federal Government weighed in with heart-felt promises to concentrate the full force of 
the Australian Federal Police on this aspect of Organised Crime that was infiltrating every 
state of the Commonwealth. More so the south-western and western areas of Sydney. 
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A repeated assurance heard every time that a death was attributable to supposed 'Bikie Pack' 
or 'Brothers 4 Life' type groups. 
 
Still the bloodshed continued! 
 
Anguished Police Hierarchy spoke of more innocent lives lost by this continued criminal 
war with every resource of the Force concentrated to break the attitude of silence 
surrounding these increasing 'drive-by' shooting incidents. As though this attitude of silence 
was the prime reason for the continued blood-shed and not the quest for power, money, and 
a greater role in certain drug distribution areas! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
This was my first sojourn out of the Office since coming back to work. 
 
A tiny tear in the cerebral lining at the side of the skull damage caused by a ricocheting 
bullet or a fragment creasing the scalp and leaving a bite out of the top of my ear lobe. The 
scalp laceration causing a blood aneurysm and slight bleeding from the brain that caused the 
incessant head-aches and eye flashes. The damage so small at the time of the injury that 
seemingly countless MIR's did not pick up the injury. 
 
If Mar had not insisted on accompanying me once more to the Doctor's Surgery, I could 
have been dead. 
 
The problem at first thought to be inoperable. 
 
Then a brilliant Brain Surgeon was willing to give it a go as long as I knew clearly the risks 
involved. 
 
Talk of death at worse, quadriplegia or the occasional fit the best that we could hope for, 
unless the operation to clear the area was successful in which case a complete and healthy 
recovery was on the cards.  
 
I never thought that it wouldn't be a complete success though Mar seemed to think I could 
be speaking far too early. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
A brilliant clear day forecast. 
 
One of those glorious Autumn days with not a cloud in the sky. The temperature to be 22°C. 
Beautiful. Comfortable. The dark, moonless morning, at 3 AM, was chilly, but manageable. 
 
We headed to one of those small Cul-de-sac streets that ended with in a large circular turn-
around. A dead-end street I knew them labelled as, leading off the main arterial suburban 
road. 
 
"What are we doing, Mar? This is supposedly the responsibility of the Major Crime and 
Gang Related Activities Squad guys and not us overworked, lowly paid Murder Squad 
members." 
 
"Good to have you back and in your old manner, Joe. Stop your bloody grumbling. Just 
because you're going to lose another night's sleep.... we’re all in the same boat! The Night 
Squad boys are out on four other calls so we've been called in to help...we were next in line 
for a call-out, remember? You offered your arse to the rotation without consulting me about 
it...remember? We'll be offering our expertise...are you up to it? You do remember that you 
are supposed to have expertise in the field of shooting deaths, don’t you? That operation 
didn’t leave you devoid of any thought process, did it? They didn't take the most important 
bits out of your brain while they had the top of your head off, did they?" 
 
I knew that this would be repeated until it got rather boring. The mutterers who would 
continually repeat the wise-crack thinking it completely original and of first time use! 
 
I'll bet my house on it! 
 
Mar especially, would carry on this way for some time. Her way of saying that she was 
relieved that the operation was a complete success, I suspected. 
 
"......The Gang Related Crime fellows are up to their armpits what with all the political and 
public uproar and pressure, so we're here to offer our expertise and another point of 
view...OK?" 
 
"Yeah well, the spotlight I don't need, and neither do you, Mar... Jesus...it will be a bloody 
circus at the Crime Scene. I'll bet that half the hierarchy of the State Police and the AFP will 
be wandering around tripping over each other. Leaning over each other to leer at the TV 
cameras. Another two Murder Squad Detectives seems a little over-kill to me..." 
 
I sulked for some moments. 
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Mar was grateful for the silence because as I again began my waffling, she sighed that deep 
sigh of resignation. 
 
'Here we go again' I could almost hear her think! 
 
"Who'd put their neighbour's wheelie bins out as a favour to them at that time of the early 
morning..." I began, pretending not to hear her mumble something obscene. "…and who...I 
mean who...would sit around for half the night for such an action to occur, so they could 
shoot the silly bastard?" 
 
"A very patient killer, one would think.... or one who knew the custom of that particular 
fellow." 
 
"That doesn't sound like a 'Bikie' or a 'Brothers 4 Life' member to me, going on what I know 
of the silly twits. Not a 'drive-bye' either...I mean...what time do you put the garbage out at 
night, Mar? Six? Seven? Before you go to bed? Ten? But surely not Two in the morning! 
My neighbour for instance, puts his Bins out a full twenty-four hours earlier than pick-up 
times...him and the bloke across the street seem to have this unimaginative and childish 
competition on who gets their wheelie bins out to the kerb line the earliest and before one 
another! I can see the day when the bloody things are never taken inside! Spoiling the entire 
look and street-scape of the neighbourhood!" 
 
I shook my head at the absurd situation. 
 
Both might suffer some form of loss of face if their garbage not placed in position at least 
twenty-four hours earlier than the pick-up was due. Or if they weren't the first to beat the 
other in the placement of their bins. 
 
"I mean, get a bloody life, for Christ’s sake.... the bloody Garbage Truck usually comes 
around ten at the earliest on the pick-up morning, in any case. Enough time for either one to 
put out the garbage on the morning of the pick-up instead of twenty-four hours or more 
beforehand...they're both bloody retired. They don't go to work, so they've got bugger all to 
do and all day to do it! Their little one-upmanship game...bloody hell, give me strength!" 
 
"Joe, you're going to send yourself mad if you worry about such trivial matters...who cares 
about your neighbours' little insignificant competition." 
 
She looked over at me with that look of hers. 
 
"Perhaps our Vic forgot and woke up with a start...." She continued. "…remembering that 
he had promised to do this favour for his neighbour...perhaps he suffered from insomnia...I 
don't know Joe...maybe he is a shift worker and that is the time that he goes off to work in 
any case, so he puts his plus the neighbour's out at that time...as he warms up his car.... I 
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don't know, let's just wait until we get a feel for the case OK? Now stop your bloody 
whining and let me drive in peace. Jeezuz! Why didn’t you stay in Hospital a little longer so 
they could find that missing part of your brain!" 
 
Sure, I was a little agitated. Frustrated may be closer to the truth. The Operation had skittled 
me somewhat. It was an operation with quite a bit of risk and I can truthfully say that I was 
a little worried. 
 
I blamed it on broken sleep, a lack of sleep as I had only dozed off, so it seemed, just 
minutes before Mar had woken me to say that we had this call out. That I hypothesised, and 
that got me going and upset about this silly little game of one-upmanship that my near 
neighbours played with one another. It did cause me some grief I must admit, as I had 
started to put out my garbage before I commenced my ritual morning jog just on sun-up that 
was some three to four hours earlier than my neighbours' usual time of wakening, I was 
sure! 
 
Pleased with being the first in my street to position my wheelie bins neatly at the kerbside! 
 
I did not impart this piece of information to my partner and colleague though. 
 
I was somewhat afraid of what may have been her response! She may have tried to roll the 
car or something more drastic like stick the barrel of her service pistol up my nose and 
demand I shut up before she blows my head off...nah...she'd never do that! 
 
Would she? 
 
The whole matter of the wheelie bins was troubling enough for me when-ever I thought 
about it! And if the truth be known, it only seemed to have started after I took that bullet 
grazing my skull some months back. 
 
That is, if I thought about the actions in a sane and logical way. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 
The short cul-de-sac was cordoned off, forcing us to park some distance away, such was the 
number of Police and Media vehicles, Rubberneckers, and gawkers. 
 
All I might add, illegally parked on a very busy, suburban arterial road bound to become 
choked once the morning peak hour commenced in earnest. 
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We struggled through the melee of Reporters representing Print, Radio and Television and 
their associated sound and camera staff. All shoving their microphones into our faces and 
asking silly and banal questions as though we had all the answers and had examined the 
crime scene when we had not yet been within cooee of the area! 
 
A Uniform Officer standing sentinel at the Crime Scene tape that stretched across the mouth 
of the Cul-de-Sac held up the tape to let us through once he had sighted our credentials, 
pointing to a Highway Patrol vehicle parked just inside the cordon. Its front door open. 
Another Uniformed Officer sitting in the front seat. 
 
The Crime Scene log held up for us to see. 
 
We strolled over to the vehicle. 
 
"You the 'First on Scene' Officer?" 
 
A young, fit looking chap seemed to unroll himself from the front driver's seat to stand 
beside the vehicle. Both Mar and I were above average height but this guy towered over us. 
 
"Ar... yes, Sir." In answer to my question. "Constable Jason Summers." 
 
He handed me the Log-in Book. 
 
I let my eyes wander down the page taking in the names of those present at the scene. 
 
It was an impressive list. 
 
Very top heavy with Brass, I thought briefly. 
 
I added my name, Grade and Badge number and time of entry, adding my signature before 
handing the Log to Marge. 
 
"What did you do when you first arrived at the scene, Jason?" 
 
"Ah....this is my first murder scene, Sir...my first body too. Arrived at the scene at 0240. 
Reported my arrival back to base, then I ascertained that the victim was indeed deceased, 
took the names and addresses of several persons who were standing about requesting that 
they return to their premises. I did ask them whether they had touched anything, dropped 
anything. Everyone replied to the negative. I then reverse my vehicle to this spot, reported 
the situation, my actions to base requesting back-up, Crime Scene and Forensics, the Body 
boys and additional movable light stanchions because of the inferior street lighting, left the 
vehicle bar flashing and provided crime scene tape to the mouth of the street as you can see. 
Once two more vehicles appeared on site, I organised them to interview all residents in the 
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street instructing them to request that all persons remain in their place of residence until 
formally interviewed and released by the Investigating Detectives. I also informed them that 
I would remain at my vehicle and provide the Crime Scene Log. It was more than evident to 
me that the victim had been shot and was deceased...." 
 
"No-one has left the area?" 
 
"Only those that have signed off on the Crime Scene log, Sir. No members of the Public, no, 
Sir. No Residents of the Cul-de-sac, sir." 
 
"Good. Good job, son. Did you perk?" A smile on my face. "Don't worry if you did. I still 
do after at least 100 cases. Nowhere near the body, I hope." 
 
"No sir. I've manage to hold down my breakfast. Not for the want of it trying its darnedest 
to escape, I can assure you." He replied. A smile on his face. "Maccas." He added by way of 
explanation. 
 
"That'll do it, Constable. Every time." 
 
Both Mar and I walked slowly up to the end of the cul-de-sac that ended as they all end in a 
wide circular turn-around. Now brightly lit by two movable light tower trailers. Their 
diesels powering away quietly. One of those accordion-like, collapsible, lightweight, white 
canvass tents with three sides pulled down marked the location of the body. The sides 
flapping slightly in the early morning chill. Creating a 'blind' so that the Media and the 
numerous gawkers could not spy the body. The red and yellow lidded wheelie bins hiding 
the figure from the other direction. 
 
Mar made a bee-line for the tent. 
 
I stood in the middle of the turn-about, slowly turning to take in the panorama of the street, 
eventually walking over to where several figures in white forensic scrubs and Coveralls 
were on all fours combing a patch of front yard directly opposite from where the victim lay. 
 
A knee-high brick wall the front perimeter fence of the property in question. 
 
This I presumed, was where the killer lay in wait. 
 
"Joe?" One of the white clad figures acknowledged my presence. "Stay on that side of the 
fence until we've finished, will you? Almost done. Been a while. How you bin? I heard you 
got yourself shot and was at death's door. It's good to see that the rumours were wrong. 
Sorry. I should have come and visited you, but…. you know how it is." 
 
It took me a moment to recognise the kneeling figure of the enthusiastic, pert young 
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Forensic Officer whom I had invited out for a meal on two or three separate occasions when 
we had rubbed shoulders at various crime scenes. In the hallway of the Police building or in 
the lift. She had knocked me back every time. With a smile on her face, I must say. 
 
"Know how it is but you sound disappointed, Caramine Lees...good to see you again. That 
invite is still open, young lady. When-ever you find the time. How goes it?" 
 
She stood and stretched. Let out a little giggle. The others following suit, giving the 
impression of a well-rehearsed dance routine. A Meercat dance number at best. 
 
"We're done. Got some useful trace that will take some time to get through. Hopefully, it 
will provide us with the information we are looking for. The shooter lay here for some time. 
Had the nerve and the knowledge to park his vehicle here in the drive-way. The cheeky 
bastard. Will need to have it confirmed with Lab checks, but we have a book going on it 
being a late model Commodore by the tyres markings, width of the tyres and the axle 
dimension.... dropped a bit of oil out of the sump and the diff....that'll ID the vehicle with an 
oil comparison test once you've located it." 
 
"What about the residents? In this house?" 
 
"I don't know the full story, but a Mister and Missus Bennie Castro live here. Well liked in 
the street. Known to all, so it seems. It's a friendly little eco-neighbourhood where everyone 
knows everyone...except the intended victim who, by the way, did a runner with his family 
yesterday morning...knew of his impending possible demise perhaps? Or of the threat 
looming? Possibly threatened previously? Umm....here?” She turned to indicate the 
premises she was still standing in. The front yard at least. “The Castro’s? Both shift workers 
at the Hospital. She a Triage Nurse, and he a Supervising Radiologist. Both in Accident and 
Emergency. Both do shift 6 at night to 6 in the morning. Five nights a week. Have done so 
since Florence returned from the Crimean. Both in their early fifties. Three kids. The 
youngest at ANU, one in Europe with his latest squeeze, the eldest happily married with two 
kids. The Shooter knew the circumstances of the household.... Friday night. 7 PM. You can 
pick me up from my place. No excuses. That is if you are over your medical problems...with 
everything in working order. Hmm?" 
 
She murmured the last bit into my ear, giving it a bite as she did so. 
 
"Address?" I asked as she walked passed me. 
 
"You're the crack Detective. You find out." 
 
She whirled away from me undoing the forensic scrubs as she did so. 
 
I'd hate it if she happened to know the full story on a particular resident. I'd be standing 
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there for hours with a bloody sore hand from hurriedly writing the facts down. 
I walked over to the point where the gunman would have sighted over the brick fence. There 
were several flags still stuck into the front yard's grassed area. Yellow, numbered plastic 
pyramids numbered from one to fifteen where an assortment of trace may have been 'lifted'. 
The yellow numbered pyramids giving the impression of an Early Day Care Centre where 
some-one forgot to take the toys in from the day before. They still sat neatly on the lawn. 
On the concrete driveway. There were grey smudge marks along the brick parapet top of the 
fence wall though fingerprints would be hard to come by on such a surface. I sat next to the 
position and visualised myself lying in wait. 
 
A rifle. 
 
The distance was too long at around 60-70 metres for a revolver or pistol to be an accurate 
shot. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
"What're we got?" I asked as I pushed back the flap of the tent and sidled inwards. 
 
"Joe? You're up and about. We thought that you were on your last legs.... too ugly to put 
into the ground, eh?" 
 
The legendary Bernie Ford was the Lead Forensic Pathologist. They were calling out all the 
big guns, so it seemed. 
 
"Do you reckon that that near miss may have improved your talent...your drive as a Murder 
Dick...you need all the help that you can get, my dear boy...umm...good to see you up and 
about...the victim appears to have been at the wrong place at the wrong time, so I've been 
informed...One William 'Billy' Wilkes. DOB 19 March 1980. Married to Marilyn Anne 
Wilkes, nee Wenham. DOB also March of 1981. Two children by the marriage. 8 and 10. 
Boy and girl. Billy a Delivery Driver. Overweight, approaching obesity if he continued his 
present bad eating habits. Resides at Number 6. Has lived there for at least 5 years. Died 
approximately 0100 to 0230 this morning from a single gunshot wound. Large calibre. High 
velocity. Entered near his right side just shy of his armpit exiting through the lower left of 
his neck. Made one hell of a mess. Death came quick but not instantaneous. How are you, 
Joe? Been missing you over a lot of dead bodies lately. The rumours had you close to 
death...I see that the rumours were wrong...." A cut-off laugh at his own joke. "This has 
been the eighth gang-related......" 
 
"Ninth, Doc." His Assistant corrected. 
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"Mmm...ninth then, in no more than eight weeks. A sloppy hit. They must be running out of 
decent shooters going on this as an example of a precise hit!" 
 
"G'day Doc! I didn't expect to see you mobile...isn't there something about working past the 
official retirement age?" 
 
"Smart arse as always, Joe. You did hear that the retirement age is to be extended to 
seventy, didn't you?" The old man asked with a laugh. "Do you reckon that you've any 
chance of making it to that age, Joe? Especially if the last couple of months are taken into 
consideration. There are a few people who whisper you have a death wish, my boy." 
 
"Doc, you're still well outside that criteria, now aren't you? An old bloke like you should be 
still tucked up in bed dreaming of that young spunky nurse who comes around every 
morning to wake you up and give you your 15 pills of the day to keep you going." I laughed 
at my own stir.  
 
The old man was a legend. His brain and his eyes and nous as keen now as when he was a 
young man, I bet. Better now if one is to believe the rumours that were rife around the 
corridors. 
 
"I just hope that I’m half as good as you at your age now and if that be the case, I reckon 
that I'll be doing okay." I continued. "Why would you suppose that it was a sloppy hit? 
That's not like you to theorise." I added thoughtfully. 
 
"You may be right about that, young man, but I've been reliably informed that this is now 
our ninth supposed gangland hit in a little less than two months. This is not the usual modus 
operandi that has been clearly present in the other eight. Drive-byes. Simply spraying 
enough bullets around to hopefully hit a target or alternatively, when they want to make a 
point, getting up close enough from a slow-moving vehicle to be able to use a pistol...or a 
fully automatic rifle on rapid fire at close quarters...makes one hell of a mess, and rarely 
misses the target." 
 
"A cul-de-sac would make that scenario rather problematic, wouldn't it?" 
 
"Yes. Maybe. But a long wait in the grass then a single shot with a powerful rifle? It's not 
their style...A .222 perhaps. Maybe a .303...We'll know for sure when we slab the body. The 
remains of the bullet yet to be found...and may never be located going on the 
trajectory...slightly up and still climbing after it left the body...could be miles away, but you 
never know. It may have dissipated all its energy in passing through the body and kind of 
just slumped once it left the neck region...one can always live in hope, but I doubt it! The 
casing has not been found, so I've been informed." 
 
"Mmm...the victim, has he got form? Known to the Police? Gang association?" Mar asked 
pointedly. Adding, "Let's not let this theory get out, OK? As of now and until we say so, it’s 
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the normal Gang hit. OK?" 
 
"I'm just the Forensic Pathologist. A dog's body in charge of all those ghostly white clad 
servants rummaging around on all fours, young lady. You're the two ace Detectives bought 
in to help the Gang Related Squad. That's your area of expertise.... have they afforded you 
with computers in your office yet...if so, use the bloody things and stop wasting my time 
with useless questions!" 
 
The old man walked over to Mar shaking his head in disgust and gently patted her arm. 
 
"Sorry for that. I'm tired. I'm appalled at what humans will do to one another and I am angry 
at these brainless gang members shooting up neighbourhoods as though they think they 
have a right. The lot of them should be deported back to their country of origin so that they 
can join the Free Syrian Army or the Government forces, then they can shoot at one another 
over there to their heart’s content and wipe each other out...oh, I'm sorry again. I should just 
shut my mouth. I’m close to blaspheming and being politically incorrect. That would never 
do, now would it?" 
 
He did look tired. 
 
His complexion a little grey. 
 
It was the worst that I had seen the old man ever. 
 
I knew that a quip about a holiday or perhaps, God forbid, of retirement would not be 
appreciated. He was never likely to retire and one could see the day when he was fast 
approaching his eightieth, which was not long away if one heeded the rumours, that he 
would gasp his last breath while bent over a corpse in some shit-hole of a place or, as he 
often wished aloud, to end his days in his beloved Autopsy Room at the City Morgue. 
 
He walked slowly back to his Assistant to murmur into her ear before he commenced 
cleaning up and putting away his gear. 
 
The tent flap snapped open and two large men entered, followed by my old friend Brendan 
Waszackinack better known as 'Knackers'. An undercover AFP cop of extraordinary talent. 
 
My gut churned over at his sudden appearance, though I expressed delight in seeing him 
again. 
 
His every appearance was the harbinger of bad tidings and questionable coincidences. 
 
Disasters and coincidences of inexplicable depth. 
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"Knackers. You're a sight. What in blazes are you doing here?" 
 
"Politics. The powers to be are getting a little churlish about the ongoing violence and death 
that surrounds certain families, their religion, and nationalities in the suburbs of Sydney. 
The AFP have been requested to lend a hand. I'm it. Good to see you, Joe. When are we 
going fishing again?" 
 
The double meaning not lost on me. I gave him a nod and a slight smile. I didn't want to 
overdo the welcome. 
 
"You over that nasty shot to the head? I heard that you had to go back for seconds as they 
couldn't find a brain on the first past...just joking. You OK, though?" An earnest look on his 
face. 
 
'Knackers' Waszackinack had been my wife's 'undercover' partner in the AFP concentrating 
on Bikie gangs in South Australia at the time that she was shot to death by the brothers 
Templeton. Big Dee and Baby Brudda of the 'Bow-legged Hog Riders' motor-cycle gang. It 
had been the psychopath Baby Brudda who had pulled the trigger and my retributive justice 
on the man artfully manipulated by Knackers Waszackinack so history revealed. He had 
been working on various schemes A through Z for the decade after the death of my wife to 
eventually 'nab' the two criminals for the crime. I also had spun thousands of scenarios 
around in my head going slightly batty until a fortuitous series of incidents permitted me to 
act positively. 
 
No matter how and by any means. Manipulating me artfully so I strongly suspected, though 
one could argue my actions on a certain night were all my doing. 
 
The last time that I had seen the man, we had spent a couple of days down the South Coast 
aboard my former undercover partner's fishing boat several kilometres out to sea. Enjoying 
the weather, the fishing, and the camaraderie. I spilt my guts on the latest murder 
investigation that both Mar and I were investigating. 
 
A no-no according to the rules, but as three Officers of the Law come together for a relaxing 
break, the talk invariably is shop talk! 
 
The murder of a 'professional girl' in a Sydney south-eastern suburb seemed to have threads 
to one of the major Melbourne underworld crime families. The whole investigation seemed 
to drift behind a smoke screen and a bevy of mirrors with the AFP heavily involved in the 
outcome a matter of days after our relaxing time together. Fishing out past the horizon. That 
had not been acceptable to either me or my partner as the charges for the gruesome murder 
of an innocent Pinicello employee and 'bit player' were going unpunished, so it seemed to 
us. 
 
The AFP thought that it had bigger claims to the crime family. 
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I convinced of 'Knacker’s' duplicity in the matter. 
 
My paranoia leapt several degrees seeing him here. 
 
"Good to see you, mate." I greeted the man like a long-lost cousin. Shaking his hand and 
shoulder smacking him even though my stomach was spinning. 
 
"The AFP intend to take a low profile on this investigation. Just walking around the crime 
scene with our initialised wind cheaters on for the benefit of the Media. That's all. Pretend 
that I'm not here." 
 
That wide, friendly smile on his face that displayed total honesty on his part. 
 
No fucking way, I thought to myself. A chuckle at his words, my reply. 
 
This investigation too, will go to hell on a pack horse with Knackers cracking the whip. The 
Major Gang Related Crime Squad will be just as frustrated with the end result on this one as 
we were with the outcome of the 'Body over the Balcony' case. The AFP had taken control 
of that one. I suspected that with his appearance, this Case would disappear in a similar 
manner. 
 
The other two guys who had entered the tent shuffled their feet impatiently at all the small 
talk. It was getting rather cosy within the small tent, to say the least! 
 
"Sergeant Jameson from Gang Related Crime. My partner Harry Bozniack. You'd be Joe 
Lind." 
 
I shook my head in response. 
 
Shook hands all round. 
 
They both turned to Mar as though they had known her forever. 
 
"Marge helped us on a case way back when she was still green and being tutored by “Bull” 
Winkle." They explained. "Mar though, very quickly established her credentials and 
covered for the old Bull for a lot of years. Seen him at all since he retired, Marge?" 
 
"He died not long after he took that retirement step. Poor bugger. Never got to enjoy his 
hard-earned superannuation." 
 
"That's right. Sorry. I forgot. Who won the pot. There was a book on his...armm.... 
endurance after he retired, wasn't there? A substantial book if my memory serves me." 
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"Joe here was the closest, though Bull himself won the prize for being the farthest from the 
date. We drank out his pot takings down at the local behind College Street." Mar informed 
the two. 
 
Chuckles all round. 
 
I then noticed for the first time that Knackers had slipped out of the tent. 
 
"Young Lady, Gentlemen? Can we move the body out? Any need to keep him here any 
further?" Bernie asked impatiently. "It’s nice to socialise and catch up with old 
acquaintances over a shot up body, but as I am sure you all understand, time is of the 
essence, hmmm?" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
 
We were standing in the middle of the turn-around of the cul-de-sac awash with light. 
Brilliantly illuminated by the generator powered movable light towers. 
 
Mar turned to me. 
 
"What're thinking?" She asked. 
 
She knew that expression that must have clearly been on my face. 
 
I shook my head slowly. 
 
"You know, if you take too much notice of all the chatter, half-baked facts and straight out 
bullshit while we're all standing around the body...it's a wonder there isn't more 
Unsolves...." 
 
I looked down the length of the driveway that led to the alleged, intended victim's battle-axe 
block. Turned to look at the position of the gunman. He had a plain line of fire for the entire 
length of the driveway. I wondered aloud why the gunman had waited until the victim had 
walked up the entire length of that driveway, had placed the Wheelie Bin at the kerb and 
was turning, possibly running his fingers through his hair as he did so, to retrieve the second 
wheelie bin. It seemed to me rather incongruous that the shooter would pick that moment to 
fire when he had the victim in full silhouette for the length of the driveway that he would 
have slowly walked up. Dragging the Bin behind him.... or possibly pushing it 
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A full-width silhouette that seemed to me such a better target even though it may have been 
several more metres away from the shooter’s position. 
A better option to me. 
 
"Perhaps he wanted to be sure that that was his target." Sergeant Harry Bozniack suggested. 
 
"The street lighting is pretty poor here. Maybe he waited until the guy was better lit to 
ensure a kill shot." Sergeant Jameson added. 
 
I scratched my scalp. Pulled my ear feeling the chunk missing from the upper lobe. There 
was no sensation of me touching that small section of ear. It felt strange. 
 
"If that was the case, then he would have known or been advised of his target's identity. He 
would have known that...who he wanted to shoot.... but instead.... what was his name? One 
William Wilkes was not the intended target." I added. 
 
I was deep in thought. 
 
"What was the name of the guy whom we allege was the target, by the way?" Mar asked. 
 
"Arrh...one Mister J. Mahmoud. A known 'Brotherhood' associate. At one time the 
confidante and the second in charge to the main man who is now in prison serving a life 
sentence." Bozniack informed us. "After he had copped a life sentence, there was a power 
struggle and Mahmoud found himself on the outer. Politics of the group dictated that any 
internal threat to the revised make-up of the gang be ostracised. Mahmoud and the inner 
circle...they're all in prison except for him. A coffin the only way they’ll make it outside. 
Mahmoud did not agree with this new arrangement, but the Inner Circle were losing their 
sphere of influence while the young hotheads gained further support by an enthusiastic 
recruitment drive. While the 'old guard' had their principles firmly rooted in Muslim 
fundamentalism, the younger hotheads loved their cars, their hot chicks, money, gold 
chains, drugs, and their freedom. Stand-over tactics and brutality was their brand...." 
 
Ron Jameson took over the commentary. 
 
"This new order of fire-brand hot-heads controlled the regular members by fear and 
punishment. You step out of line, do the wrong thing, question the leadership and its moral 
code or hint that you want out to set up your own drug territory, then they give your house a 
spray as a drive-bye exercise. Ignore this warning, then you risk being wounded. A bullet 
wound that is noticeable on the body is considered a badge of honour amongst some of the 
members. If that doesn't work, then death by bullet will be the result. Usually up close so 
that they can see their executor’s eyes. Medieval stuff eh? Unfortunately, those who are 
questioning the current leadership.... or policies...or just want to create a break-away group 
but have not yielded to these public threats, are guaranteed to retaliate in a similar fashion. 
With a spray of bullets. Thus, the ever-increasing escalation in these murders." He scratched 
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his scalp. Looked down at his Case File Note Book. "Um....Their recruitment drives cannot 
keep pace with the death figures. Consequently, you have these sloppy attempts at payback 
retribution using unskilled assassins...innocent people's lives are becoming increasingly at 
risk. All these latest cases of assassination have been internal gang members' retribution and 
not rival gangs at all.... the lot of them are as dense as two planks of hardwood." 
 
"Maybe so, but a rifle fired by a bloody 'dense as two planks sniper' can still kill just as well 
as Einstein firing off a slug!" 
 
There were a few chuckles at this explanation. 
 
I turned to the Detective not totally convinced of the logic. He hadn't really comprehended 
my point on the target ID exercise which seemed a paramount point to my way of thinking. 
 
"Have all the neighbours been interviewed?" 
 
"Yes, though little information was garnered. At that time of the morning in this quiet 
neighbourhood, every-one was asleep in bed. By the time that some of them roused 
themselves to take a squiz out the window, the shooter and his car were long gone. Possibly 
he had a driver who remained in the car while the shooter waited for his opportunity..." 
 
That a method at odds to the normal habit of these guys I thought. I raised my eye-brows at 
Mar, sure that she felt the same way. 
 
“Mmm...has the wife of the victim been interviewed?" 
 
"Yeah...arr... she and her deceased husband are known to the LAC boys. There is a woman 
Constable with her. Her parents are coming down from Newcastle to be with her and take 
her and the kids back up to their place." 
 
"Oh? Straight away? That's a little outside the norm, isn't it?" Mar asked. 
 
"Arrm...she has a history of psychiatric misbehaviour which is usually controlled with some 
strong medication. She needs close oversighting to ensure that she keeps on the straight and 
narrow...keeps to the required dosage, if you know what I mean." 
 
Jameson raised his eye-brows as if this may help explain the situation. 
 
We didn't have a clue what he was getting at, but preferred to nod our heads knowingly. 
 
"Do you mind if Mar and I have a word with her?" I asked. 
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Politics was playing a major role in this investigation. At this early stage of proceedings, I 
did not want to rock the boat too much, but I wanted to convey the air that we were in 
charge. Not the Gang Related Crime Team. 
 
A kernel of doubt was working its way into my dense grey matter. 
 
"Um...no. Though we should be with you, I think. OK?" 
 
I couldn't see any reason why this would be necessary, but chose to hold my tongue. 
 
"Not a problem..." I replied, though four large Coppers standing over her, taking up her 
space would seem to be somewhat of an overkill. And an aggressive stance to one who 
would be extremely vulnerable at present, and one who, it would seem, suffered from some 
sort of mental psychosis, I thought to myself. 
 
But....whatever! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
 
"Missus Wilkes. I'm sorry for your loss..." 
 
"Yeah. Well...At least I can get the hell out of here now. The whole street is full of nothing 
but busy-bodies..." 
 
Real anger in her voice. 
 
This seemed to me a strange thing to say not more than two hours after the husband has 
been shot to death. Then again, shock can work in funny ways and I was unaware of what 
mental problems invaded her mind. 
 
"Can you think of any reason why your husband was targeted?" 
 
Even Mar turned to look at me. 
 
The two Gang Related Crime Detectives looked agog. 
 
The woman jerked her head up at me as though my outer body had morphed into some 
weird form. 
"What?" 
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Disbelief mixed with the same pitch of anger in her voice. 
 
She looked at Jameson and Bozniack who had already interviewed her. 
 
"What?!!!!!" She repeated. "He was shot by mistake...you're as dense as that Leb bloke that 
they should have shot." 
 
I ignored the accusation and the racist overtones not even letting the comment register as I 
continued to build the cadence. The hypothesis was settling into a fact without any evidence 
to the contrary. A bad practise to adopt at any crime scene. Murder or not! 
 
"Why do you think that your neighbours were the intended target? Did you know the family 
well? The Mahmouds? Next door?" 
 
I hated getting multiple questions all at once but I had done this on purpose. I wanted her 
closer to the edge. 
 
She shook her head. 
 
"No. They hardly spoke to anyone in this street. A nod of the head their only 
acknowledgement of any of their neighbours. They reckoned that their own didn’t 
stink…well, that’s what I thought!" 
 
There was hate minced up in her words. 
 
"The missus, she rarely came out of the house. The kids, they played by themselves and if 
either parent caught them talking to our two they were ordered inside. They were the bloody 
racists, not us! As for them being the target, you've only got to watch TV, listen to the 
News. Read the paper! That's all their type does...shoot at one another!" 
 
"Then why was your husband taking out their garbage early on the morning of the Council 
Garbage pick-up day? If they were that unfriendly and unpopular with the other residents of 
the street." Mar asked. 
 
Mar had caught something that was still buzzing vaguely in the back of my head. 
 
The woman looked from Mar to I. 
 
Confusion now in the expression on her face. 
 
There was no response. 
"What time does your husband put your wheelie bins out for collection?' I asked. 
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"Umm....on the morning of the pick-up.... depends when he's gotta start work. It changes. 
But he usually does it before he goes off to work. About 5:30 maybe 6 in the morning." 
 
"Is that the reason why your garbage is not at the kerbside?" Mar countered. 
 
She nodded her head apprehensively.  
 
"Yeah. I guess so. ‘Spose so." 
 
"Then why was he putting out his neighbour's garbage at one...two in the morning when he 
puts his out around six? A neighbour that no-one talks too? Who is somewhat hostile and 
unfriendly to all the other families of the cul-de-sac? Why would he be putting out their 
garbage at that time and not his own?" 
 
She got to shrug her shoulders as a young Constable walked into the room. 
 
'Sir? We have a Mister and Missus Wenham at the tape cordon, Sir. Claim to be Missus 
Wilkes'...." 
 
"My mother and father. Are we finished here? I need them..." 
 
"Constable, get them to log-in on the Log book. Address, telephone numbers. You know the 
drill." Jameson commanded in an authoritative tone. 
 
"I'll be moving up to their place. I'm not staying here or letting my kids stay here for any 
longer than necessary. They are too traumatised as is...." Missus Wilkes blurted out. 
 
I looked around for the children. 
 
The action noticed by Marilyn Wilkes. 
 
"They're asleep...I gave them a low dose sedative." The tone one of condescension. 
 
The timing, the tempo lost. 
 
I rose from the sofa chair feeling frustrated. 
 
Mar did the same as we excused ourselves to walk outside. 
 
We wandered down the neighbouring driveway of the battle-axe block that was the 
Mahmoud residence.  
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I couldn't tell you why. 
 
"What're thinking?" I enquired. 
 
"I don't like how it's fitting." Mar replied glumly. 
 
"We could be making enemies here, you know. The Gang Related guys are certain that the 
matter is gang related. You and I.......?" 
 
I let the thought trail off. 
 
I lifted the red lid of the wheelie bin that presumably Billy Wilkes would have taken next to 
position at the kerbside. Gave the contents a cursory look as I flashed my torch about. We 
walked back out to the roadway doing the same to the yellow lidded wheelie bin as we 
passed it. 
 
The lightweight tent slowly disassembled. The body removed. The Forensic team packing 
up with a skeleton crew remaining, waiting for daylight to go over the areas of interest once 
again. I sauntered over to my date for next Friday night, placing my hand on her shoulder.  
 
She gave a yelp of surprise. 
 
"Caramine, has anyone examined both the red and yellow bins? Both the Mahmoud's and 
the Wilkes?" 
 
"What for?" 
 
"I don't know, but if we find it we'll know then what we were looking for, won't we?" 
 
She gave me a funny look. A shrug of her shoulders. She zipped up her scrubs asking two 
other similar clad figures to help her as she walked towards the yellow lidded bin. 
 
"I'll let you know when we find the item that you're hoping we'll find........" 
 
Meaning next Friday, I will owe her! Big time. 
 
I wasn't sure that my body was up to it! I still had the evidence of my skull being opened in 
a delicate operation that went okay, thankfully! 
 
CHAPTER NINE 
Jameson walked over to where we were standing at a distance, watching the white clad 
figures going through the first of the four wheelie bins that they had bought together in the 
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centre of the Mahmoud's driveway. 
 
"What are they doing that for?" Jameson ask no-one in particular. 
 
"Looking for something." 
 
"What, exactly?" 
 
"We won't know until they find it!" 
 
"You Murder Squad guys are sure suspicious. Cynical and distrustful, now aren't you?" 
 
"It's what makes us good Murder Squad guys....and I wouldn't say cynical and suspicious, 
just very thorough in what we do." Mar replied with a grin on her face. 
 
"What was the meaning of the line of enquiry on poor Mrs. Wilkes. Hasn't she been through 
enough already?" 
 
"She certainly doesn't react as though she is devastated?" 
 
"That's just your cynical opinion, Marge." Bozniack countered. 
 
"Nope, Sergeant Bozniack. That's the opinion of a very astute Murder Dick." I replied rather 
sarcastically. "Have you managed to track down the Mahmoud family yet?" 
 
Jameson replied. Talking in a manner that indicated that he thought that he was lecturing to 
two persons of low IQ. 
 
"No. We think that they have flown the coup. Out of any of the international airports on the 
eastern seaboard. They've had close to 24 hours now to make good their escape. They are 
definitely not with any member of their family here in Sydney." 
 
"Any family elsewhere?" 
 
"Melbourne. Ballarat. We're having the AFP check out those addresses this morning with 
our guys doing the honours for all the NSW addresses that we know they may or possibly 
may hole up in... but as of this instance, there is no indication that they are in the 
country...so our intel indicates." 
 
"Your intel would be......?" 
"That we will never disclose to any-one outside our Office." Smugness in his voice. 
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"Fair enough. But what I was getting at, is how old is that Intel? Wouldn't it be easy to track 
down their departure by their name alone?" I asked rather sagely. 
 
"It's been a while since you were in Narcs or Vice, so it seems. Times have changed, Joe. 
Even though both Mahmouds were Australian born citizens with Australian Passports, there 
is little doubt that they would have used those. All these 'connected' Lebanese crime 
families have at least one set of false ID papers, passports, driver’s license, bank accounts.... 
not just Lebanese, but from Algeria right around the Mediterranean rim to Turkey, Bosnia, 
Croatia and even Greece. Even the former USSR southern states are getting in on the act. If 
there is family over there in any one of those twenty or so countries, it is so easy to get 
counterfeit papers. Ten thou, American dollars, that's all. Six to the family with the 
remainder going as bribes to any Government Official who can provide a false Passport, a 
driver’s license, and bank accounts. Good easy money for them with little chance of 
detection. All that is required from the Australian end is a couple of passport photographs.” 
He wiped a hand across his eyes as though the bright lights affected them. “Um… once you 
have received the paperwork by return mail, you wait to attend the Naturalisation 
Ceremonies held each year around various parts of the country to become a naturalised 
Australian under that false name. Loaded up with those papers and the false passport, 
license, and bank books, you can apply for an Australian Passport in that name. Most even 
get an Australian State driver's license and open several bank accounts.... everything legit! 
Remember that well-known Kings Cross identity whose brother was killed in an ambush at 
his lower North Shore home not long back? By a cousin who wanted a bigger slice of the 
domain? We raided his sister and sister-in-law's place not long after the hit...we had 
received good intel, is all I will say.... the sister-in-law held passports and other paperwork 
as I've already mentioned for every member of the family and larger family group. Each 
averaged three aliases with all the necessary paperwork to back it up...including large bank 
deposits that were constantly growing. By small increments so as not to draw attention. 
Smooth eh?" 
 
He paused to watch the Morgue vehicle make its way through the thinning throng of media 
personnel. 
 
Bozniack took up the thread. 
 
"We tore the sister's place apart. Stolen property. An arsenal of weapons that a small 
African State would be envious of. Enough money and drugs to float a major coup in 
several African nations. The money situation was bloody embarrassing. It is like these 
people see so much of the stuff that they forget the value of it. They can't spend it fast 
enough. They have all the toys, the furniture, the knick-knacks that they really don't 
want...they can't bank the stuff...they can't go and pay cash for property...all us Cops really 
need to do is stand in every Bank in every City and Town across Australia every day for say 
6 months and arrest and question every person who goes into that bank requesting that the 
old bills that they hand over the counter, be replaced with brand new bills....they do this 
constantly....up to about 1 to 3 thou at a time so as not to draw attention. But they may go to 
up to 5 or 6 banks a day doing this.... all of them hate old notes. They like the smell of new 
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notes! Every person that would be nabbed doing this would have some connection to the 
drug trade...or illegal activities. The sister's joint...there was stacks of bank notes, all new, 
stacked and wrapped tightly in plastic within two internal wall cavities of the home. 
Gyprocked over! It looked like those insulation blankets on our X-ray machine except that it 
was too dense. Thousands of dollars. Hundreds of thousands. Way beyond their needs or 
even wants.... they didn't know what else to do with the stuff...bloody amazing eh?" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
"So? You've had enough?" Jameson turned to asked Mar. His arms crossed across his chest. 
The temperature had dropped as it normally does in the pre-dawn period. 
 
He wanted rid of us and we knew it. 
 
"Boz and I are going down to the local 24 hour for a cup of coffee and a bite to eat. 
Coming?" 
 
"Thanks....but no thanks. We may head back to the Office. Do some background checks...." 
 
"Oh? Any ideas contrary to the way that it appears to be panning out. We think that it was a 
targeted hit on a known felon and gang member...that went wrong, yet you two seem to 
think it could be the wrong man at a wrong place at a wrong time. Simply trying to do a 
neighbourly thing?" 
 
Mar and I shook our heads. 
 
I looked down at my shoes and wondered why they were so intent on carrying the one 
theory. Adamantly! With somewhat overt racial tones. Then again, both Mar and myself 
were doing the same but diagrammatically opposite in thought. A scenario just to irk the 
two Gang Related Detectives? Could that be all it was? 
 
"Thanks." I stated again. "We'll pick up something at the HQ cafeteria. The coffee has got to 
be better and I'm gagging just thinking of breakfast at Maccas. The Forensic guys are almost 
finished going through the garbage so we'll hang about until it's done. You guys go ahead. 
Oh....can we get a transcript of all the interviews that were conducted by yourselves and the 
uniform guys on all the people living in the cul-de-sac as soon as possible?" 
 
"Yeah...sure. It'll take a couple of days though to get it all together. OK?" 
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"Yeah...we can wait. We're up to our own armpits in a couple of homicide investigations in 
any case. So, there's no hurry." 
 
I was dismissing them. 
 
They obeyed by walking straight to their Unmarked parked hard up to the crime tape 
barrier. Lucky sods, I thought to myself. We've got to walk kilometres to ours. 
 
"OK. What's your plan now that you have got rid of them?" Mar asked quietly. 
 
I harrumphed, shaking my head. 
 
"I'd like to talk to the next-door neighbours. The ones next to the Wilkes in Number 4 and 
the ones on the other side of the Mahmouds in Number 10......no?" 
 
"No. The Mahmouds are Number 6A so you're talking about Number 8. 
 
"OK then. Let's go." 
 
"Don't you want to hang around until they finished with the wheelie bins?" 
 
"Nah....if they were going to find anything of substance they would have stumbled across it 
by now...." 
 
"I don't think you're going to be that popular next Friday night, Lover Boy." 
 
"We'll see......we'll see!" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
 
The old man who answered the door reminded me of the character from the Children’s' 
Nursery Rhyme about there once ‘being a crooked man'. 
 
He bent over a large walking frame. If he stood tall he would have been close on six feet in 
the old scale. A long, angular face. Gaunt, tight features. A thin, straight nose tightly 
stretched with skin. Kidney spots and burn marks pockmarked the brow, cheeks, and chin. 
Watery eyes. The eye-lids yellow, drooping and white around the edges. Grey complexion. 
A couple of strands of wayward hair to embellish a fleck and speck filled scalp. 
"Sorry to disturb you again so early in the morning. I understand that you may have already 
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been interviewed by a couple of Uniform Constables on the sad affair at the end of the cul-
de-sac. I'm Detective Joe Lind of the Murder Squad and this is my partner Detective 
Marjory Hendricks." 
 
I displayed my I.D. Wallet form for his perusal which was a waste of time. 
 
He glanced briefly in the direction of my outstretched arm not really focusing on my 
warrant card. 
 
"Come in, Detectives. Come in. That nice young woman Constable said that you Detectives 
may want to conduct a more thorough interview. We've been waiting up." 
 
We could have been Jack the Ripper and his Consort as far as the old bloke was concerned 
but his trust in the law and the Police was such that any trepidation was blown away by our 
presence. 
 
"We're just putting the kettle on. Would you like a cuppa?" 
 
"Coffee would be fine, yes? If you have some. We need some as it's a bit nippy out there at 
this time of morning." 
 
"This here is my daughter. She's taken care of me since the missus died some years back. A 
good girl. A good girl, indeed." 
 
The woman had to be in her late sixties, early seventies. Sprightly. Grey haired. Bird like 
actions. Legs as thin as a bird's. Arms to match. Piercing, alert eyes. 
 
We were invited to sit in oversized sofa chairs that even I would have trouble extricating my 
body from. I didn't know how the old bloke did it until I heard the soft whirr of an electric 
motor and his large chair began to rise and tilt as the old bloke backed onto it. I 
surreptitiously felt around for the controls on my individual chair. None available. 
 
Yep, trouble with a Capital 'T'. 
 
"A terrible business. Terrible business." Spoken as the old bloke seemed to want to fill the 
silent void while his daughter dilly-dallied about placing a plate of cake and biscuits on a 
small coffee table between Mar and my sofa chairs. 
"Don't go to any trouble, please." Begged Mar. "Is there anything I can do to help?" 
 
"No. No. It's done." She informed us in a strong voice as she bought us each a steaming 
mug of coffee. It seemed obvious that the mugs were sitting ready with only water to be 
added such was the speed of their arrival. 
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"I hope you have milk and one as that is what you've got. That's what everyone has, isn't it?" 
 
This stated with a hint of comedy without a feeling of crassness or impoliteness. 
 
"Have something to eat. You must be hungry standing out there over that poor man's body 
half the night. I wouldn't like your job at all! Dead bodies and all...." 
 
Indicating that some-one had been watching the proceedings through a curtained, darkened 
window, perhaps. 
 
"Please don't worry about us. We've had about four cups of tea each since the young 
Constable lady asked us all those questions earlier on. We had to fill ourselves with Tea to 
stay awake waiting for you to call in." 
 
Mild admonishment, I thought to myself. The woman likes to be in control. 
 
The old bloke had fallen asleep. Snoring gently as he hunkered into the large sofa chair. 
 
"Did you see anything at all?" Mar asked as her opening gambit. "By the way, we haven't 
got your name." 
 
"Sue Gleeson. Susan Annabel Gleeson. My middle name my mother's Christian name. Dad's 
name is George Benedict Gleeson. Benedict his mother's maiden name. We were the first to 
build in this street. In 1960. The road was still dirt. I was the eldest of six. Three of each. I 
had just turned thirteen when we moved in. The Horvaks were building their house 
opposite, and so were the Cleese in Number 8. They sold up some ten, maybe eleven years 
ago, when old man Cleese died. The D'Angelo family bought it. From Chile fleeing from 
that dictator...can't remember the name. Must have come over with a bag full as they put the 
extension on almost immediately. The brother, his wife and two kids, or do they have four 
or five now? And the mother and father came over then...don't get me wrong...a beautiful 
family who join in with gusto on every occasion that something is happening on the street 
that the kids have organised. All the kids are delightful. Happy. Polite. Industrious. Doing 
well at School. This street at one stage had over 20 kids all around the same age. We all 
used to play cricket, ride our bikes, our scooters, our roller skates, what-ever around the 
road. No one ever hurt by a car or anything. Plenty of grazed knees and such, though...." She 
tittered at the memories. "It was a good place for us kids to grow up...Now? I really don't 
know." 
 
"Did you see anything at all this morning?" I repeated the question. This maybe a laborious 
process I thought to myself, as she seemed to waffle about, adding fond memories into her 
discourse. That may be good with a pearl dropping out that may help. It often did with this 
type of person. Give them their head and they're off and running. A bit of pressure on the 
reins occasionally to bring them into line. 
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I smiled to myself at the simile. 
 
"Oh! Sorry! No. Like I told the young lady Police lady. The shot woke me up with a start. I 
wasn't too sure what the noise was. I've never heard a gun go off before. I heard a car door 
slam almost on top of the engine starting. The screech of wheels as it reversed..." 
 
"Why do you say that, Sue? Do you mind me calling you Sue?" Mar asked politely. 
 
"No, not at all. Missus Gleeson was my mother's name..." A small laugh as she bought her 
hand to her mouth as though she felt somewhat embarrassed by the merriment. 
"…Oh...um...why did I say that? I don't know. I must have seen that happen. I didn't 
mention that bit to the nice young lady Constable...but then I don't remember her asking me 
about it...I must have sat up in bed. I don't need glasses any more since I had my eyes 
done...I've got the eye-sight that I had when I was a young girl, so the Doctor tells 
me...From where my bed is, you can see almost all that side of the street...I've slept in that 
room all my life...then it screeched its tyres again as it took off...by that stage I was out of 
bed looking closely out of the window. Things like that don't ever happen in our street. 
Ever. It didn't even slow down when it turned right into Hampden Parade. There must have 
been a car coming up the Parade that it chopped off because I heard a horn blast. There was 
no number plate on the back of the car. The back of the car lit up I suppose, by the car head-
lights that it had chopped off. It was that dark colour red. Maroon. Plum colour. Had those 
fancy wheels that the young ones have on their cars nowadays. A bingle down the right 
back mudguard. Scratches. That's about it. I didn't see anything else. I told that all to the 
Police Lady." 
 
"Could you see how many in the car?" 
 
"It had darkened windows, but the car it chopped off must have turned its high beam on. 
There were two figures in the front and some-one sitting in the back. He had something on 
his knee like a stick or something. Standing straight up. A rifle perhaps? Menacing the car 
behind with it." 
 
"That's most helpful, Sue. Did you know the Wilkes well?" 
 
The question seemed to confuse her somewhat. 
 
"Well, yes. Even though they had only lived here for...I don't know.... five years? Billy was 
a nice man. He did our lawns for us. Dad gave him fifty every time plus a six pack of his 
favourite beer. A nice bloke. Friendly. Courteous. Polite. Though he became somewhat 
reserved when his wife turned. We've always had a Christmas street party here. Even from 
the 1960's. Even now, though the original kids are gone with a new crop coming through 
like the Wilkes, the Mahmouds, the Haymans in 7A and the Jeagars in 10. We have been 
getting the grandkids of the older residents like my siblings' families spending Christmas so 
the street party is in fact better patronised than when I was a kid. A good street to live in..." 
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"You said the Mahmouds joined in?" 
 
"Oh yes. They are a lovely family. They are Australian you know. Both born here. She only 
wore the...you know...the scarf when they went to the Mosque to appease the old 
traditionalists so Lisbeth, Mrs Mahmoud would always say.... she said all that nonsense 
about wearing that thing where you can’t even see nothing of the person wasn’t even in their 
Bible…. even the scarves like the Nuns wear…and when they went to Jamil's parents place 
she’d wear a scarf like the Jewish women do. Any other time she never even wears a scarf 
or anything like that. Loves her minis. She laughs about that. Their kids play with all the 
other kids. Lisbeth, at least once a fortnight, brings a small roast up for us. Dad and I. She's 
a good cook. She stays here having a chatter. A cup of mint tea. We bought it special when 
she told us once that was her preference. She is a vibrant, funny, warm woman who loves 
people. Never a bad word, not even about Marilyn who can get at times nasty, though she 
doesn't really mean it. Lisbeth Mahmoud is some sort of Counsellor though she works only 
part time. Home always when the kids get home from school though that shouldn't be a 
problem as they all play out in the street until their parents call them in..." 
 
"The Wilkes kids too?" 
 
"Oh yes. Lovely kids though their mother is a bit too restrictive with them...doesn't like 
them playing with the Mahmoud kids.... but funny enough, it's okay for them to play with 
the Chilean kids.... figure that out! But..." 
 
"Mrs. Wilkes? What's she like?" 
 
"Marilyn? Strange...she was okay when they first moved in... about five years ago, friendly, 
joined in, was a part of the parents' brigade. We all took turns to sit out in some-one's front 
yard keeping an eye on the kids. We'd have a chatter with who-ever. A cup of coffee. Tea. 
What-ever. Then she went into hospital for a minor operation. Don't remember what for 
though...had a bad reaction to some medication given to her by mistake. Went funny. 
Became abrupt. Always angry. Didn't mix. Became extremely withdrawn. We all tried. 
She's a lot better on some type of strong medication so's I've been told.... but she still seems 
rooted to the house. Rarely...and I mean rarely, will you see her outside the house. Has 
terrible arguments with Billy, even bashing into him. Stabbed him a couple of years ago, 
though she has settled down somewhat now. Must be different pills she’s on. Police officers 
called. Ambulance too. It's a pity really, as it is not her fault. Her kids know the situation, 
but it must be hard for them. They're not that old really to have to make such allowances. 
Sacrifices. They get scared of her occasionally. You can see it. But if things get out of hand 
as has happened...oh...twice...maybe four times in the last couple of years, they either run 
down to the Mahmouds or to the Jeagars in 10 who have four kids around the same 
age...twins included." 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 
By the time that we got to Number 8 where the D'Angelo family lived on the other side of 
the Mahmoud residence, the first faint rays of dawn were trying to break through. Several 
persistent News guys continued to huddle in groups behind the police tape but the 
inquisitive locals had returned to their dwellings to prepare for another day. 
 
The 'On-scene Cop' sat slouched down in his Patrol Vehicle at the edge of the Police Tape. 
 
A two-story house stood at the very base or apex of the cul-de-sac depending on your 
position. A large second storey addition of much younger vintage than the base of the 
house. The front lawn could have been mistaken for a lush bowling green such was its 
trueness and cut. The flower beds tended to an inch of their life and one could picture all 
weeds terrified of even thinking of an advance on the property such was the condition of the 
area. 
 
I had this vision that the back yard was over-run with weeds with grass up to crutch height. 
 
I knew straight away, that that would have been impossible. 
 
The door opened wide as soon as we reached the antiseptically clean Porch area. 
 
"Come in Detectives. We have been expecting you. Come through." 
 
The entire family was lined up from the tallest to the smallest. All still in sleeping attire 
looking a little crushed, a little bleary-eyed and dishevelled as though the children had been 
summoned by bugle call as both Mar and I strode down the street from the Gleeson's home. 
 
The inside, though not as pristine as the outside, was still remarkably clean and tidy when 
one considered the number of kids lined up to greet us. Eight in all from around the three 
years of age mark up to late teen-agers. 
 
"There must be something in the air around this cul-de-sac..." Mar commented. "I haven't 
seen so many kids in such close quarters in all my years on the Force." 
 
"Lady Officer, they are not all ours." Missing the slight humour of her words. 
A brilliant, white smile from the stout little man. Copied as if on cue by the assembled 
group. All black haired. Olive skin. Dark eyes and slightly flattened nose. The girls had a 
sultry look that will win hearts and break them just as easily as they grow up and develop. 
Already the older children towered over the two adults. 
 
Good climate. 
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Good healthy food three times a day. 
 
"This is my wife, Margarita. My name is Tulsa D'Angelo. My wife and I were both born in 
Chile. Came to Australia during the worst years of the dictatorship in my country. We will 
never leave this place. My brother and his wife live here too. They own half this tribe. My 
father and mother share this home with us, as well. We are all proud Australians." 
 
The speech we have heard many times before in various guises. The constant was the fact 
that the speakers had all fled from injustice, lawlessness, poverty and/or war. They were 
both afraid and respectful of Law Enforcement Officers. It was in the genes. The pores of 
their skin. 
 
We followed the parade through the house to what must have been the most impressive 
country kitchen that I had ever seen. We were seated at a large pine kitchen table that had 
sixteen chairs evenly spaced around it giving you an idea of the size of the table and the rest 
of the Kitchen! 
 
This was the centre of the house. The area where family decisions were made. Rules made 
and broken. Where justice was handed out. 
 
Man, I'd love to be here at meal times. It would be worse than the French Rebellion if it was 
anything like the mealtimes of my childhood on the farm! 
 
Nothing additional learnt though everything that Sue Gleeson in Number 4 mentioned, 
confirmed, and strengthened by the two adult D’Angelo’s. 
 
The coffee that they insisted on preparing for both of us would have put hairs on Mar's 
chest. 
 
And down my throat, I was sure! 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
"Do you want to continue pursuing this or let the Gang Squad carry on in their own 
indomitable, racist way?" Mar asked as we both slumped down into our office chairs. 
 
It was the following morning. 
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We had just returned from the Basement Gym and Pool. Ten quick laps for Mar with me 
doing thirty minutes on a Walking machine. Orders from the Doctor. Stay away from water 
for a while longer. An Exercise Bike for Mar. A rub-down and a warm shower and we were 
ready for another day. 
 
Enthusiastic and bushy tailed! 
 
We had not returned to the Office on the day of the street murder as we had only just 
finished a double shift with about 5 hours sleep as it was, when called out on the street 
slaying. 
 
"Anything outstanding on our open cases?" I asked. "We do need to interview that young 
bloke on that knife attack again. Something is missing in his statement that we took the 
other day...and we should chase up Forensics on that treble in the Mountains. 'The Bodies in 
the Beamer' case. It's got to be the Borge brothers charred to a crisp. We need to chase out 
next of kin and suss them out.... we can let this Cul-de-sac shooting thing slip until we see 
what Forensics tells us. I'm sure that the Gang Related guys are working full tilt on it...if left 
in their capable hands." 
 
The rider said somewhat sarcastically. 
 
Mar didn't seem to be listening. 
 
"What was Mahmoud's first name?" Mar's voice muffled. She was staring at her computer 
screen wiggling the mouse about as though a cat was about to strike. 
 
"Arrm...J... Jamil? Yes. That was it." 
 
"Mahmoud...it's as common as Smith...J. Mahmoud....there are four J. Mahmouds within 
two close suburbs...here we are...Jamil Mahmoud latest address which is 6A Crystal Close, 
Jerribeena. That fits. DOB July 1975. Two speeding tickets in 1994....he'd have been 
what?19...just off his 'P's....another in 1997. Nothing else. A classic law abiding citizen who 
in his teenage years, loved speed...nothing unusual about that except he was one of the 
lucky ones. Didn’t wrap himself around a bloody tree!" 
 
"Try the Police Criminal Data base....and get a copy of his photo to put in our Case File. 
While you are doing that, also do a search on Billy Wilkes, the victim and his wife..." 
 
"Yes, Boss. Do you need your feet massaged as well?" 
 
"I'll go for a wee, and get the coffees. Anything to eat? No? Just the coffee? OK. Be fifteen. 
I'll have the massage when I return. Be ready!" 
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The Coffee and Sandwich Shop on the ground floor of the Police Building was 
overcrowded. 
 
It took me over half an hour to slump back into my office chair. 
 
"Ya not going to believe this..." Marge’s opening gambit and her way of thanking me for the 
coffee. 
 
"I guess I won't...." I replied deadpan as I pushed a large Mocha on skim with double 
chocolate over to her. I could never understand why she ordered that. The skim milk, yeah. 
But the benefit of that lost as soon as the double chocolate was added. Go figure a woman's 
logic. 
 
"What? What are you on about...Ta...I needed that." 
 
She took a swig as I replied. 
 
"I was agreeing with you. I won't believe it.... that’s what you insist will be my reaction to 
what-ever you are about to tell me. Won't it?" 
 
"You can be such a smart arse at times. I need to get a new partner.... Jamil and Lisbeth 
Mahmoud? Model citizens both. Mortgage. Two cars and house. He a Quantity Surveyor. 
She a Counsellor for troubled youths in western Sydney. Parramatta. With the Reach-Out 
Program. Lived at present address for...nine years. Purchased the house with a $35 thou 
deposit three years after their marriage. Jamil has worked with the same Employer, William 
W. Sinclair P/L from the time that he commenced a Carpenter and Joinery Apprenticeship 
in 1990. Worked his way into the Office situation after completion of said Apprenticeship in 
1992. Completed concurrent University Degrees in Building and Business Management in 
1997. No priors of importance. Met his wife Lisbeth Pastonelli while both attended Sydney 
University. She from an upper middle class family originally from the eastern suburbs in 
Sydney. Her mother and father relocated to Perth in 2012 to be with another daughter who 
has Downs Syndrome twins. The Mother, Mrs. Pastonelli, diagnosed with breast cancer 
early 2013. Not expected to live much past Christmas 2013. Entire Mahmoud and Pastonelli 
families have congregated on the small acreage 'hobby farm' of one Margaret Bourke nee 
Pastonelli because of the impending death of the matriarch. It has just been confirmed that 
the entire Mahmoud family arrived at the farm late yesterday! Because of the family 
situation, no radio, TV, or media coverage has been obtained on the farm...so they certainly 
did not know about the Wilkes shooting.... Can you believe it?" 
I nodded my head in agreement. I knew that if I had said anything at all; anything, I would 
have worn the contents of the large coffee container. I couldn't resist though. 
 
"What crystal ball or was it a Web page that you got that information from?" 
 
"Good old fashion detective work. A little help from the computer. A couple of discrete 
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telephone calls. One to Lisbeth's place of work. Another to Mahmoud's place of 
employment. Both exemplary employees. Well-liked and respected. Both asked for urgent 
leave of absence because of a medical situation in the family. In the almost 25 years of 
employment with the firm, this is the first time such a request was made by Jamil 
Mahmoud. Another call to the acreage south of Perth with confirmation from a friendly 
country police officer of the region...now...The Wilkes? Both have minor infringements 
including speeding fines, possession of a prohibitive substance, e.g.; marijuana leaf with 
three assaults with no charges laid due to mental health issues from one Marilyn Wilkes." 
 
"So, what we seem to have here, is...?" 
 
"The stupid arse-hole Gang Related guys are still scouring all International flights out of 
Australia looking for any family who correspond with the description of the Mahmoud 
family using aliases to flee....all they had to do was check the flight details of one Jetstar 
flight out of the Domestic Terminal two nights ago...furthermore...one Jahid......I repeat 
Jahid Mahmoud who lives at Number 6 Crystal Crescent, I repeat Crystal Crescent 
Jerribeena, which is no more than a kilometre from Crystal Close, has a list of priors that 
should see him deported but he never will be...including concealed weapon offences, drug 
and related offences, a string of assault charges, firing a weapon in public, attempted 
murder, so on and so on! One nasty AO." 
 
I could not help myself. 
 
I began to laugh at the absurdity of the situation. 
 
"Mar, here's a lesson for us. Do not be swayed by preconceived thoughts based on a person's 
name, religion, or appearance. Those stupid guys let it even slip to the Media....or the media 
jumped to the same wrong conclusion as well.... a fucking comedy of errors. I bet there will 
be a couple of Coppers who have very red faces when this becomes known..." 
 
"….and bloody sore arses to boot, I'll bet!" 
 
"Ya gunna ring them?" 
 
"Already have..." 
 
"You sure have been a busy little girl during my absence.... what was the response from our 
intrepid duo?" 
 
"They'll get back to us...and the amount of time that you men take to go to the toilet has me 
beat. Your bladder is no larger than ours, so why the time difference?" 
 
"We have to check that not a hair is out of place...nah. There was a queue up at the Coffee 
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Joint this morning.... apparently one of the girls called in sick. Left them short." 
 
I sat back in my chair and swung my feet up onto my desk. Something that I seldom did. 
 
I finished off the dregs of my coffee. 
 
"We'd better bring the Boss into the loop. Sure, as pigs’ fly, the Integrity Unit will get a 
sniff of this and it will blow up in their faces with us possibly caught in the explosion." 
 
I followed Mar into Abbey's office. 
 
He was on the phone but waved us both in. 
 
After he finished his phone conversation and said hooroo with a smile, we explained the 
situation as succinctly as we could, stopping several times to answer questions that Abbey 
fired at us. 
 
He shook his head in disgust. 
 
"Christ...I've got no excuses for the way that the Media also barked up the wrong tree...it's a 
bit typical of them to do so when it involves...arrm...minority racial groups...but the Major 
Crimes guys? They should bloody well know better. This could get a bit nasty with the 
Major Crimes and Gang Related guys wanting fall guys for their incompetence...guess who 
the likely bunnies could be? Your notes up to date? Good. The Murder Book also? OK. I'll 
have a quiet word with the Super of Major Crimes and Gang Related matters...leave it with 
me." 
 
The meeting was over. 
 
As we began to leave his office, Abbey called after us. 
 
"Your feeling that something was not sitting well...not a hindsight recollection by any 
chance?" 
"No, Boss. Both Joe and I were not happy with comments made by the Major Crimes Case 
Officers even before the body was removed. We got the impression that Bernie Ford 
thought that something stank too..." 
"Bernie's still alive and kicking?" Abbey asked. "It's a bit unusual for the old man to be 
called out on a midnight case. How is the old man? Still as irreverent as ever? Not a finer, 
more dedicated Forensic Pathologist on this earth. People would be baying for his blood if 
they were aware of some of the things that I've heard the old bloke say over the most ghastly 
of crime scenes...OK, make sure both your Case note books are up to date and in order of 
events for this too, OK? We may have to submit them to the Integrity Unit." 
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Chief Superintendent Robert Clifford James Church aka 'Abbey' to all his loyal 
subordinates, was the best Boss that I had ever worked for. He never took a backward step 
when it came to defending the actions of any of the Murder Squad members. Both Mar and I 
knew that what-ever happened about this case, he would not leave the two of us hanging out 
to dry. 
 
"Everything up to date? In that case, let's go and do a few laps. We deserve to lose a little bit 
of built-up frustration." 
 
"Don't you want to help catch the shooter and his two off-siders?" A smirk on her face. 
 
"Be fair dinkum. We were there as a publicity exercise to show that the Force was not going 
to leave any stone unturned to try and get on top of this escalating problem. You've filled in 
the lads on what you've uncovered. It more than shows that they stuffed up. We stay out of 
it, we keep our noses clean. Abbey's now across it. They can tell a story to their hierarchy 
on how the whole case got so pear-shaped.... they don't need us for that and surely, with the 
information they got, especially on the car, and I'll bet forensic trace which may take 
another week or three, with a little bit of detective work on their part, that will give them a 
name for the shooter and his two off-siders. They'll hopefully nail the bastards...they 
couldn't possibly stuff that up...so nah.... let’s leave it to the experts." My words dripped 
with sarcasm. 
 
Mar shrugged her shoulders. 
 
"C'mon......a few laps, eh? I’ll walk…the Doc says that I may be able to get back to normal 
exercise in a couple of weeks. I bloody well miss my jogging at night and the early morning 
surf…" 
 
"Joe, you haven’t been surfing for what? Six months or more? Not for you. Remember? 
Light exercise. You've already done your share for the day. OK? You still getting over that 
Brain Surgery, so take it easy. The Lap Pool for me and the Wading pool for you followed 
by around 10 minutes on the Walking Machine at walk speed for you. Crisis running for 
me!" 
 
"Yes, Boss. OK, Boss. As I've said, you're the Boss." 
 
We strolled back into the Murder Squad Office 30 minutes later. Our skin still tingling from 
the exercise though feeling refreshed from the exertion and the shower afterwards. 20 
minutes to official knock-off time. An early end to the day which was a luxury for us. 
 
"Joe. Mar. Don't settle down.... or go anywhere." Abbey instructed as he came up to our 
desks. "We've been handed the “Cul-de-Sac Shooting” as it is being called. Coming down 
from the Major Crimes Section as we speak. Don't ask. Politics is all I will say, though this 
action is about the only course that they could take without losing too much more face. So! 
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As of to-morrow morning, it's your case. That's official. From on high. The Deputy 
Commissioner for Operations, no less. There’s going to be some embarrassing questions 
asked of a couple of Gang Related Dees…huh, it’ll do them good. They’ve needed a shake-
up for a while." 
 
"Now that's one for the books. What additional information have they garnered since we last 
spoke?" 
 
"Their Case Book and all their information garnered so far on the Case will be on your desk 
to-morrow morning first thing, so I am told. If we stuff up, it's egg on our faces, not there's. 
Go home, get a good night's sleep and be back in here nice and early. Bushy tailed and eager 
for the chase." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
We squirrelled ourselves into the Conference Room with its electronic White Board and 
various computer connections. Our laptops plugged in, even connected to the White Board. 
 
What did we ever do before Computers, iPads, and Smart phones? 
 
And these Electronic White Boards were a Godsend. 
 
Abbey wandered in, staying briefly before disappearing out the door. Offering his insights 
as helpful hints, no more. 
 
Major Crimes and Gang Related Activities had provided a name to go with the description 
of the car that Sue Gleeson had seen. 
 
The Case File provided by Major Crime was not up to our precise high standard with file 
notes and papers seemingly placed willy-nilly without thought or reason to date lines, 
continuity, order, and procedure. We both thought that it had been worked over with choice 
folios removed or placed in the wrong order. We even suspected that certain notations had 
been re-written to replace perhaps those that could cause eye-brows to rise. 
 
There was a knock at the door. 
 
Both Sergeant Ronson Jameson and Sergeant Harry Bozniack strolled in as though they 
owned the place. 
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False bravado, I thought to myself as they sat themselves down opposite us uninvited. 
 
Neither looked us in the eye. 
 
Abbey sidled through the door, closely followed by DI Burt Barwick, the legendary head of 
Major Crimes and Gang Related Activities. 
 
I had history with old Burt. 
 
Handshakes all round. 
 
"Joe. It's been a few years since our trails crossed. I hear that you've been in a spot of bother 
lately. Yer head don't look that good either." 
 
"Morning Burt. It's been awhile, yeah... It'll improve I hope, back to its glorious 
handsomeness in a short time, although the shaved look seems to fit me fine..." 
 
Mar coughed her opposition to that statement. Shook her head in mock disgust. 
 
"Yer've obviously not looked in the mirror my boy, since that bullet grazed yer skull. A 
lucky escape by all accounts. Takes more than that to bring down a bull elephant, eh? Get 
the hair back as soon as you can be all I will say on the matter. Who-ever told you that you 
looked fine with a head like a bowling ball now deserves to be placed in the enemy 
category. Never to be referred to again.... Now....... down to business. You had enough time 
to peruse the Case File? Then good, you can see where we were at.... almost at an arrest 
stage." 
 
He glanced over at his two sub-ordinates. 
 
"We've gone through the Case File together. Last night. As you no doubt can gather, there 
have been some folios that have been…arr… removed. This is to protect certain identities 
and providers of information, if you get my drift..." 
 
He looked down at the table top during this comment, unable to make eye contact with us. 
 
I saw Abbey look down at his hands clasped together, resting on the Conference table. He 
gave a slight smirk at that piece of information. 
 
"My boys have done an exemplary job on this most difficult case were evidence led 
suspicions in several variant directions. It now appears to us to be a straight-out Murder 
Investigation not requiring our attention, so we voluntarily hand the case over to you. Your 
experience in this field is well known throughout the Force. So..." 
He stood abruptly, patted his pockets somewhat sheepishly, looked at his two Detectives 
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who rose in unison as though commanded, gesturing them towards the door. 
 
He stopped and turned, holding the door open. 
 
"Arrh....good luck on the case. All the hard work done so a successful outcome is but days 
away, one would think. Take care of that head of yours, Joe." 
 
With that he closed the door behind himself. 
 
We sat there for some time engrossed in our own thoughts. 
 
"That took some guts. 'Barber' Barwick is not known for his humbleness.... or backward 
step." I eventually commented. 
 
"You've had dealings with him, Joe?" Mar asked. 
 
"Yeah...back in the days when I was with Vice. He was a savage man...but straight as a dye. 
Fair and he would back his guys to the hilt...but if you did wrong by him, you were out in 
the cold...so that took him a bit to do, knowing that his boys had stuffed up...I'll guarantee 
that they will be on Sandwich and Coffee duties for a couple of months at least." 
 
That thought made me grin. 
 
"OK...we have an address? A list of known associates. Lists of priors. Do you want to go in 
with all guns blazing behind the Swat lads? Which is what our recent visitors would 
organise, I am sure..." 
 
"Nah, Boss. Look what happened the last time that we were involved in a SWAT operation. 
I almost got my head blown off and Mar was almost eaten alive by a massive, savage dog 
named Nigel..." I chuckled and shook my head. "That name still gets me." 
 
"Joe, don't remind me...I'm still having nightmares over that bloody dog." 
 
The three of us had a giggle, a general 'stir-fest' before we came to our senses and showed 
our age instead of teenage twits who saw humour in a toilet bowl. 
 
"So, the normal approach? Quiet and dignified, eh?" 
 
"Yeah, we'll bring in..." I flipped open the Case File. "…. Massouf Malouf. The driver and 
Owner of the vehicle. Book him for murder. See what falls from the tree. Hopefully the 
names and addresses of his two cohorts.... who we already suspect we know.... umm...we'd 
like him to implicate them." 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
 
"Massouf Malouf? Is there anyone else at home? No? We'd like you to accompany us to 
Police Headquarters. Are you willing to comply? No? You know your rights, you say...In 
that case, Massouf Malouf, we are placing you under arrest for the suspected homicide of 
one William Wilkes. You’re not obliged to say anything, but anything you do say will be 
recorded and used against you in a Court of Law. Do you understand, Mr. Malouf? Please 
turn around, Mr. Malouf." 
 
Mar slipped a pair of handcuffs on the youth and we led him out to the car. 
 
"Who's the dude you say I kilt?" 
 
"William Wilkes." 
 
"Don't know no William Wilkes....so's I can't very well have kilt him, now could I?" 
 
He had that street-smart cunning. A sly smile. He had just excused himself from all 
suspicion in his mind, so why was he still escorted to the Police Building in Parramatta? 
 
We let him ramble on with his self-evident innocence. It didn't take him long to run out of 
steam. 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
 
"Mr. Malouf....do you mind if we call you Massouf?" 
 
"You can call me anything you like which you will, but my friends call me Massie......" 
 
"Massie, it is then......" 
"You're not me fuckin' friend!" 
 
This spat out with vehemence. 
 
A look of savagery and hatred in his eyes. 
 



43 

"Massie...." Just to keep him on edge. "…. you and your car seen in the driveway of the 
Castro residence Number 14 Crystal Close Jerribeena three nights ago. Three occupants. 
Have you anything to say about that? We have Forensic evidence that confirms that 
statement..." 
 
It was a little early to spin that yarn, as we had not even taken in his vehicle as yet. But he 
wasn't to know the fabrication of it. 
 
"…. A man was shot dead around 2 AM while your car was in the driveway. As soon as the 
shooting took place, your vehicle was driven at high speed from the scene, almost colliding 
with another vehicle at the intersection of Hampden Parade and Crystal Close. Have you 
anything to say about that? The occupant of the vehicle that you cut off in your haste to exit 
Crystal Close has identified your vehicle as that vehicle...Massie....you are in deep shit. You 
have been arrested on suspicion of the wilful homicide of one William 'Billy' Wilkes..." 
 
"Hey Dude...I didn't shoot no-one, man..." He stood. Stabbing his figure on the table top. 
 
"Sit down, Massie...sit down now!" 
 
Mar used her most commanding tone. 
 
"You hear me, man...I was asleep. The rifle shot woke me up...I didn't shoot no dude, man. 
What am I here for, man? You’re just picking on us Leb guys cause you think we's all bad. I 
was asleep, man...in the front seat. I didn't shoot no dude, man...." 
 
He slumped back into the chair. Covered his face with his hands. He seemed to deflate 
before our eyes. The bravado evaporated to reveal a frightened little boy. 
 
"Massie....you have admitted being at the scene of the crime. It's now Public Record. It 
matters little whether you pulled the trigger of that gun or not.... you were a part of the 
crime. An accessory to murder. A premeditated assassination which, unfortunately, killed 
the wrong man. A fine citizen, a loving husband, and the father of two young children. You 
could be facing a maximum of 20-25 years in prison with no parole for your part in this 
crime. Understand me? 20 to 25 years. You'll be close on 45 years of age before you see the 
light of freedom again, Massie. Half your life wasted for the wrong bloody guy getting it! 
Hear me?" 
 
I was shouting across the table at him. I could feel a head-ache coming on. Mar rested her 
hand on my arm to get me to quieten down. The kid was now sobbing. Hiding his face in his 
hands. 
 
Mar was all calm and quiet. 
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"Massie?" She asked softly. "We may be able to get that sentence reduced to 10 to 15 years, 
lad. We believe you when you say that you did not pull the trigger. But understand, we will 
need a bit of cooperation from you, lad. Understand?" 
 
The young man blew his nose. Wiped his eyes but they still streamed tears. 
 
"Fuck man. 10 years! You know what they do to young guys like me in prison? They arse-
fuck you, day in and day out. That's against my religion man. Understand." As though 
premeditated murder was not! 
 
"Who was with you, Massie? Who pulled the trigger and why? Were you paid by Missus 
Wilkes to kill her husband? Was that it?" 
 
I looked across at Mar, astonished at her question. 
 
The young Malouf was aghast at the question also. 
 
"I don't even know a Missus Wilkes. What!? We shoot the wrong dude...well Julian did. Me 
and Akbar were there to make up the numbers. Provide the wheels. The get-away car. Back-
up if anything went wrong was the way that Julian put it, though he expected everything to 
be sweet, man. Akbar told me that he was asleep too. It was in the middle of the bloody 
night. We'd been there for something like four hours. Julian wouldn't even let us play our 
music, man. We forgot to bring our iPods and plugs, man. It was bloody boring.... It was 
boring as all shit. Waiting for the dude to come out. He always took his garbage wheelies 
out late at night...so Julian said." 
 
"How would Julian know when the guy took out his Garbage Wheelie Bins?" 
 
The young bloke looked across at Mar. Shrugged his shoulders. The fact had not occurred to 
him previously, I thought by the vacant look on his face. 
 
"This Julian sounds a bit dictatorial. You know? A bit bossy. Wants it his way all the time." 
 
"What you talking about, man?" 
 
"You know? Throws his weight around. Do as he says. Bossy. Wants to be in control. Tells 
every-one else what to do. Would that be your mate, Julian Moro?" 
 
"I ain't squealin' on me mates. If you know so much, what're ya asking me for?" 
 
"It doesn't seem fair to me that you are going to cop the lot for what your mate has done 
with him getting off scot free. That's wrong to me? Would he squeal on you?" 
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Mar was keeping it light and breezy. 
 
"Well...he has dobbed on both Akbar and me...at school...but that was different!" 
 
"Oh? What happen. You and Akbar on detention while Julian got off...this time it's for 20 to 
25 years in jail. That sure is different." I cut in. 
 
He obviously didn't like my tone, but he couldn't ignore what I had just said. He sat there, 
the tears still flowing down his cheeks. Nodding his head. Slobber dripping from his nose. 
 
"Can I call me Dad? Me Mum?" 
 
"Sure Massie." Mar cooed. "After you have told us what we want to know, OK?" 
 
There was silence. 
 
Massouf Malouf angrily swiped away the tears. Blew his nose again. Started rocking back 
and forwards in his chair. We let the silence drift along. Both Mar and I staring intently at 
the bowed head of the lad. He started mumbling... 
 
"Sorry Massie. You'll have to speak up. For the recording…and we can’t hear you." 
 
"Akbar Ashamari. Lives a couple of houses up from me....me best mate. Since school. We 
three had to band together against the constant bullying from other shit-face dudes. We've 
always stuck together...." 
 
"Wasn't your school Baradine North High? They have a high proportion of ethnic students. 
Lebanese. Somalian. Chinese. Afghan...what...you were picked on by them?" I asked 
incredulously. 
 
He shook his head. Squealed back the chair and placed his elbows on his knees. His hands 
still in hand-cuffs. He looked down at the floor. 
 
"The Lebs....the other Lebs...at school. They were the worst racists..." 
 
"You were going to tell us about your friend, Julian. Julian Moro." 
 
Mar bought the conversation back on track though I doubted that the lad had even 
contemplated implicating the young Moro who was the leader, the hothead, possibly the 
ideas man of the trio. 
 
Massie nodded his head. Straightened up. Looked up at the ceiling as though the interview 
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was entering its second day, and not its second half hour. 
 
"Julian Moro....me mate. He had the rifle. His brother's...or father's...or Uncle's or some-
one’s. He's a good shot. Lives around the block from us in Grevillia Drive Baradine Ridge 
North. Akbar and I live in Acacia Road Baradine. At the bottom of the ridge line. Now can I 
speak with my Mum?" 
 
"Yes....Constable?" 
 
I motioned to the Uniform standing at the door to the Interview Room. 
 
"Can you take young Massie here out to the phone. After he has no more than five minutes 
on the phone, bring him back here. OK? Stay with him." 
 
We followed the Constable and the lad out of the room. 
 
The boy manacled with his hands swinging in front. The Constable had hold of his pants 
belt. The lad bent over as though the weight of the world rested on his shoulders. I thought 
that it did. The guy's future was going to be set by others without an ounce of effort from 
him. 
 
Abbey came out of the Electronic and Viewing Room, followed by D3 Peta Daniels. 
 
"Good work. What do you want to do?" 
 
"Joe and I will go and pick up this Akbar Ashamari. We've had an indication what the Moro 
family is like early in the piece with the 'Bodies in the Beamer' Murder case. They live close 
by to that Drug Lab house. The family interviewed during that investigation. The entire 
family showed scant regard or respect to anyone except themselves. We think that the 
SWAT team should be used to raid the Moro family home...apparently, it is an extremely 
volatile environment." 
 
"That'll take a day or three to organise...do you reckon that he may be a flight risk, 
especially once he learns of his two mates being hauled in?" 
 
"Could be, I suppose...how about we try that address first. Peta and Liston can take on 
Akbar as he does not seem to be a hothead." Mar suggested. "Let's take a couple of Murder 
Dicks from the Office and a couple of Uniforms for support. A show of force just may 
quieten down the inhabitants." 
"You want to take that risk?" 
 
I was unsure. Marge was adamant. 
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"How about we organise the visits to both addresses first light to-morrow morning? We can 
get a Court Order to search the house for the gun...if it's there, we'll have him on toast." 
 
"We can fly with that. OK, Boss." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
 
The first rays of the sun glinted over the horizon as we approached the house in Grevillia 
Drive, Baradine Ridge North. 
 
The noise erupted as soon as the front door opened. 
 
It started as an exclamation of Police brutality and unlawful access as soon as three 
Uniforms forced their way through the back door. The mother, stark naked, tried to run out 
the front door yelling at the top of her lungs about a Police State, harassment and picking on 
a poor, innocent minority. 
 
It was not a pretty sight! 
 
The three Moro boys shared the same bedroom which stank of stale sweet, filthy bed linen 
and marijuana. The two girls shared a third bedroom. One had her boyfriend curled up in 
her bed. He tried to head for the window, also stark naked. The father realised the 
implication of the scenario of his favourite daughter having sex in his house and began to 
bang the hapless guy and the offending daughter over the head with a broom. He was the 
most hirsute man that I had ever seen. He wearing only a pair of jocks. His cries of anger 
mixing freely with the innocent cries of the daughter, the increasing crescendo from the 
boys' bedroom and the continual wail of the mother. 
 
A bloody shamble. 
 
The family spent most of the time fighting amongst themselves! 
 
Throughout this, the house was filling with at least a dozen cops, all yelling for some-one to 
shut up, lay on the floor and stop moving about. 
 
A scene worthy of inclusion into a re-make of The Keystone Cops. 
 
We eventually herded the entire family into their Lounge Room reasonably clothed. Every 
one of them handcuffed. The males sat together. Sullen, morose looks on their faces. Not 
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saying anything. 
 
The three females kept up the crescendo of complaints, accusations, and expletives. 
 
The young Lover of the youngest daughter, on the advice stridently yelled by the mother, 
refused to identify himself or give any indication of his residential address. 
 
It would be doubtful that the short-lived romance would survive or blossom after he spent a 
night in the Police Lock-up. 
 
We booked the entire clan on an assortment of charges ranging from Obstruction, failing to 
obey a directive from a Police Officer during a capital investigation, assault, resisting arrest, 
failing to obey the directives of a Court Order as Police Officers attend to the directive, 
obscene language, and several other lesser known charges. 
 
While all this was going on, Abbey and Detective Peta Daniels turned up at the premises 
with the skinny, awkward looking, pockmarked Akbar Ashamari in tow. They transferred 
him into a paddy wagon requesting that he be transported to Police Headquarters to sit and 
wait in one of the Murder Squad Interview Rooms. 
 
The entire premises, including the large garage and yards thoroughly searched. Possibly 
with a little more gusto than necessary. 
 
Nothing found until they came to the Boys' bedroom. 
 
"Joshua Moro, is that your bed?" We asked the youngest lad as we led him to the bedroom 
door. 
"It certainly ain't Santa Claus's" The sixteen-year-old stated. 
 
Giggling like a school girl. 
 
We slid a black plastic garbage bag out from under his bed. 
 
"Do you know what is in this bag?" I asked the youth. 
 
"It certainly ain't a sack full of toys! What are ya? Dense or something! Ya just gotta smell 
the bloody stuff to know." 
His father tried to stand. Yelling at his youngest son to show some respect. He was up to his 
eye-balls in trouble the old man ranted, and he would have to be dense not to realise 
that...but wait until the cops have finished with ya and I'll give ya the belting of yer life 
when ya get back home. 
 
The lad mumbled an apology. 
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"Joshua Moro, is that your plastic bag. It is full with several kilos of marijuana cut up into 
baggie deals ready for sale. Do they belong to you? I am sure that your fingerprints will be 
all over it. Would I be correct in that assumption?" 
 
Again, it took the combined shrieking of both the mother and father for their son to reply. 
The mother advising her son to shut the fuck up. The father yelling that he was in in for one 
hell of a hiding for bringing the family name into disrepute. 
 
"Arrh...no. I was just holding it for Jahid...." 
 
"You mean Jahid Mahmoud?" Mar asked. 
 
He nodded his head slowly. 
 
"Yeah...he gave me a fifty and a baggie if I would deliver it to a bloke at the TAFE to-
morrow..." 
 
"His name?" 
 
"A Teacher. Gotta mo and a soul patch. I don't know his name. He'll be standing beside his 
car in the Teacher's Car park at 12...lunch time. A red Mazda Three. He's ta give me thirty-
two hundred which I'm to take straight back to Jahid. Do not stop. Do not go pass Go, is 
what he said, though I don't know what that means." 
 
I saw Abbey and Daniels slip outside. Mobiles at the ready. 
Seems like a good haul will occur on the morrow, including our Number One suspect as the 
original shooting target, Jahid Mahmoud. 
 
Although when I thought about that premise, it didn't fit. 
 
These lads were obviously aware of Jahid Mahmoud's place of residence and his 
appearance. The fact that Jahid also was using the lads as 'mules' to isolate his presence at 
any drug transaction that consequently gave the lads ready cash, it seemed highly 
implausible from where I stood, that Jahid was, in fact, the intended target.... after all, they 
knew the guy. Had dealings with him...he kept them in readies…it didn't fit! 
It didn't wash with the facts and the way this was panning out. 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
 
We placed the young Joshua Moro into another Patrol Van to ponder his future. 
 
He headed down the wrong road, that was for sure and unless he detoured, he would spend 
most of his youth in Prison. 
 
We hauled the tall, skinny frame of Julian Moro to his feet. 
 
"Julian Moro, is that your bed?" We asked him as I led him to the bedroom door. 
 
"Yeah....it shouldn't take a battalion of bloody cops to figure that out." He sullenly replied 
which bought a cry of admonishment from his father. He bowed his head. "Sorry papa......." 
 
"Julian Moro. Do you know what this is?" 
 
Mar slid a gun bag out from under the bed. 
 
"Yeah, my Uncle's rifle. A Ruger .222 semi-automatic. A nice rifle according to him. Too 
good to turn into the cops who would know its excellence and keep it for themselves. So, 
my Uncle says. He gave it to me to keep safe." 
 
A cry of anguish from the parents. 
 
The mother began to wail, asking herself where she had gone wrong and asking for 
forgiveness from Allah. 
 
They didn't look particularly religious and as there were no religious artefacts or icons 
anywhere, it could be assumed that they were not practising persons. The severity of the 
situation forcing them back into childhood habits. 
 
"Has it been fired recently?" 
 
He ignored the question and refused to make eye contact. 
 
A Constable lying flat on his stomach and almost disappearing under the bed, handed out 
two hand guns, three boxes of ammunition for them, throwing sticks, several flick-knifes 
and a beautiful Bowie Knife. 
 
"These belong to you?" 
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He nodded his head slightly which caused the wailing to intensify in pitch and decibel from 
the Lounge Room off which the bedroom doors were visible. 
 
"Mama..." The young guy implored as he half turned to look at his mother. "Ya gotta carry, 
Mama. Everyone does. It's dangerous out there.... ya gotta protect yerself, mama." 
 
He sounded as though he was trying to defend his position and failing badly. The wailing 
from all the females increased. The father was close to collapse.  
 
I looked over at Mar. She nodded her head and strolled towards the front door as she dialled 
in for an Ambulance to hurry to the address. 
 
We bagged what we had found and continued with our search finding nothing else of any 
importance. 
 
The entire family transported to the local Police Station to be processed with bail being 
posted. The father assessed as healthy enough to accompany his family to Lock-up. The 
young Joshua and the unfortunate lover kept in the Police cells. The hapless, silent teenager 
overnight. The young hood would be arraigned to appear at the earliest possible Court 
sitting which could be some days hence. 
 
Julian Moro was transported to Police Headquarters in Parramatta and deposited in the last 
remaining Interview Room by himself. 
 
We had our work cut out for ourselves for the entire afternoon. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
 
"Akbar Ashamari, I am Detective Marjory Hendricks of the Murder Squad..." She let that 
sink in. The guy looked as though he was on the verge of shitting his pants. "This is my 
partner, Detective Joseph Lind..." 
 
"My Dad's name is Joseph. After the prophet." 
 
"You are Lebanese, Akbar? Do you mind me calling you Akbar?" 
 
"No. But everyone calls me 'Planks'..." 
 
"Why is that?" 
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He shrugged his shoulders. 
 
"I think they started calling me that way back in Primary School...." Another shrug. "I don't 
know why.... I’m Palestinian. Me Mum and Dad came out here after the War...I think way 
back our family came from Syria." 
 
"The Second World War?" 
 
"No....." 
 
A smile, a condescending glance across at me as though he thought that I was dense. As two 
planks! 
 
"The Six Day War. Dad always said that the Jews would keep on going. On day, they would 
bulldoze The Palestine, Lebanon, and Jordan into the Mediterranean. That's what he 
reckons. It hasn't happened yet, but he reckons it will one day." 
 
Another smile as though he took pleasure in belittling and scoffing his father. 
 
"Planks, you know why you are here? Detective Inspector Church explained the reason, 
read you your rights and charged you with murder. Before and After the fact. Do you 
understand that?" 
 
"Yeah. I guess. Just like on TV, isn't it?" 
 
"You do realise that you could be incarcerated, put in jail for up to 25 years for your part in 
the murder of William Wilkes...." 
"That's a fucking long time when all I did was be asleep and only woke up when the 
gunshot woke me up. I had nothing to do with the thing as it was Jules who pulled the 
trigger. And he reckons I'm dumb. Man... he shot the wrong motherfucker! How dumb can 
ya be? Can you believe that?" 
 
I felt that he was on the verge of laughing. 
 
He raised his head to look at us. Perhaps looking for confirmation that we believed it too! 
Both Mar and I had our Interview faces on. Devoid of emotion. Of anything. 
 
"Why should I be in trouble? Hey Dude? I was a-fuckin'-sleep!" 
 
"You are an accomplice before, during and after the act so you therefore are as guilty as 
your mate...understand?" 
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"I guess, but I was asleep the whole time...I didn't shoot no dude.... he shot the silly bastard 
when he should have been aiming the gun at the dude who stole his chick..." 
 
"Stole his chick...you mean Jahid Mahmoud muscled in on his girl, Planks?" 
 
"Who? Who you talking about? Man, you guys are climbing up the wrong tree...." 
 
"Barking..." 
 
Keep them off-balanced was my motto. 
 
"Barking? What the fuck you talking about, Dude?" He looked up at me as though I'd just 
grown another head! 
 
"It's not climbing up the wrong tree, Planks. It's barking up the wrong tree." 
 
Total confusion. 
 
He looked down at his hands. 
 
"Who gives a fuck whether you are climbing or barking up the wrong bloody tree...." He 
mumbled. "Anyhow, that don't make sense.... you climb up a tree, not bark up it. Everyone 
knows that! Dogs bark. People don’t." 
 
He lent his head closer to look at his fingernails, possibly seeing them intently for the first 
time. 
 
"It's just a saying, Planks. Hardly something to get your underdaks in a twist about." 
 
He seemed not to have heard my mutterings. Several minutes seemed to pass as he 
examined the miracle that is fingernails. 
 
He obviously had started smoking the weed when he was very young. Killing all but a little 
of the brain matter that was there, I thought to myself sarcastically. 
 
"We were talking about Jahid muscling in on Julian Moro's slash." 
 
Mar gave me a cold look at me using the latest street slang for girlfriend. 
 
"Jahid? Jaffie! He's a silly bugger. Full of himself. Reckons he's a big-time hood or 
something. Struts about as though his balls have turned to stone. Bad news, man. Some-one 
to stay away from, I reckon. He'll lead you into trouble. Trouble for everyone. Just look at 
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me brother.... he’s really in the poo because of Jahid...." 
 
As though he hadn't fully comprehended the trouble that he himself, was in! 
 
"Seems he sure is. Double trouble for you too as you, along with Joshua Moro, are his 
runners in his weed sales." 
 
"Nah... yeah. Ya need the readies to get along to-day. That's the easiest way to get the coin 
into ya pocket." 
 
"Getting back to the crux of the matter. Who is Julian Moro's chick?" 
 
"Jules's chick? He sees her every week. She talks nice to him. Treats him like a person. A 
man. Not like the way his old man talks to him. Like a moron. A twit. Julian reckons that 
her husband lets her get away with too much...way too much, man...she wears those tight 
little mini-skirts that show too much but she does it just to get Julian's rocks off...she wears 
those long dresses too. I seen her wearing them one time I went with Jules to the Clinic. 
Hugs all her body. Her husband shouldn't let her wear that kinda thing in public. Always 
shows her hair. Long beautiful hair, so Jules says. She should hide it from all the infidels. It 
should be for her husband's pleasure and no-one else. Jules says he'll educate her when he 
marries her. She treats him as though he is important. Listens to what he has to say. That’s 
what he reckons, in any case." 
 
A little giggle. 
 
"Who is this, Planks? Not the Counsellor? Does he see some-one in the Reach-Out Clinic? 
Missus Mahmoud perhaps. Lisbeth Mahmoud...Is that Julian Moro's Counsellor? His 
girlfriend???" 
"Yeah. I just told you that." 
 
He looked at both of us as though we were as thick as the proverbial two planks.... or bricks. 
 
"Yeah. Her!" 
 
"As far as you are aware, has Julian Moro ever seen Missus Mahmoud's husband? Could he 
identify him? If he walked towards him along the street?" 
 
My voice betrayed my doubt on the subject. 
 
The kid just shrugged his shoulders. 
 
"I very much doubt it, eh, Planks? 
 



55 

pcb © 
 
1-19 December 2013 



 

This is an authorized free edition from  
www.obooko.com 

 
 

Although you do not have to pay for this e-book, the author’s intellectual 
property rights remain fully protected by international Copyright law.  

You are licensed to use this digital copy strictly for your personal enjoyment 
only: it must not be redistributed commercially or offered for sale in any form.  
If you paid for this free edition, or to gain access to it, we suggest you demand 

an immediate refund and report the transaction to the author. 
 

 

http://www.obooko.com/



