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This is the 40th Instalment in the series on the life and career of Murder Squad Detective 
Joseph Lind. His long-term partner Detective Shelley Anne Shields, due to a confrontation 
with a fleeing felon, has not been able to carry out her normal duties and has been confined 
to her home on Sick Leave. 
 
Joseph is now paired with the young and enthusiastic Detective Grade I Sasha Blayney who 
had been mentored by Lind and Shields previously. 
 
 
SYNOPSIS 
 
Lind and Blayney are relieved of two murder investigations in a row much to the chagrin of 
their Boss, DI Clive Butler. The cases involved multiple deaths of illegal immigrants. 
People who have outstayed their Temporary Visas of certain classes. They used as slave 
labour which appals both Detectives in this day and age and in a country, such as Australia. 
 
The cases taken over by the AFP and Border Protection and Customs. 
 
Detective Lind is sequestered to a Special Operations Unit as the Team Leader investigating 
the shooting homicides of a sitting Criminal Court Judge, a high-standing Criminal Lawyer 
of some repute and a man thought to be one of the ‘Godfathers’ of Australia’s Mafia. 
 
While Lind has misgivings on the move, there are others who see it for what it is, a feather 
in his cap and an indication that the Hierarchy are optimistic concerning the Detective’s 
abilities to bring the case to a successful conclusion where others have not been able to 
ignore the political pressures being applied right to the top from Canberra.  
 
There are those within the higher Offices of the NSW Police Force who expect greater 
things and his long-term role within the Force. 
 
The political pressures and ramifications for a successful completion have Lind in two 
minds about accepting the role, but he plainly is told that filling the position is an order, not 
a choice. He has severe doubts of this sequestration and his ability to bring this case to an 
end removing or at least ignoring the political pressures that have been plaguing the 
investigation up until his inclusion as the Lead Investigator.  
 
These pressures bring out the best in his investigative skills. 
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CHAPTER ONE 
 
 
"We can't stay here too long as we're bound to get pinged with a Parking Ticket". 
 
"This is a commercial vehicle, isn't it? Besides, it's too early yet. The Parking restrictions don't 
commence until eight-thirty, dude and then we have half an hour to legally park here before 
we run out of time...so chill, man. Chill!" 
 
"Yeah, but that doesn't allow you to park here indefinitely. We can still get a Parking Ticket 
which will identify us... locate us and ping us on the false plates that we have on the van! 
Remember to take them off as soon as we leave here and put the right ones back on. The cops 
have that photographic equipment now in their cop cars that automatically reads the Number 
Plate and tells them if the Plates belong to this vehicle or are false... or stolen". 
 
"Stop fucking rambling, man. No need to panic... cool it, dude. Okay?" 
 
He turned his head to glance at his mate with an angry scowl on his face. His mate was getting 
on his nerves…and that was the last thing he needed…shaky hands. 
 
"Just chill, mate. Okay?" He repeated. "If you didn't think you could stomach the call, then 
you shouldn't have agreed to it. I'm the sucker who'll go down big time if this falls outa the 
tree... no worries, mate, here the dude comes now". 
 
"You sure it's him? It's kinda early, isn't it. We were told that he normally gets to Court just 
before 'show-time'. It's almost an hour earlier than we were told…you sure it's him?" 
 
"Jeezuz fuckin' Christ! Cool it man. Why are you so bloody nervous? You're just driving the 
van, dude. It's not important what time it is. I told you we had to get here early to make sure 
that we got a good parking position for a clean shot... yep... it's our target for sure, man. I've 
seen the man... looked at enough photos of the dude to remember him in my sleep! Just take 
it easy, will you. Stop wriggling around as you're shakin' the van…shit man…chill will ya!? 
Yer given me the jitters". 
 
"It ain't me. It's the bloody wind.... it’s blowing a gale outside and we're broadside into it". 
 
The shot was extremely loud inside the van, seeming to bounce endlessly off the smooth metal 
shell of the interior. 
 
"Fuck, we're wearing these ear plugs yet my ears are still ringing!" 
 
"Shut the fuck up.... Bugger!! I shot high! Your fuckin' fault…" 
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"What!? Bloody hell... you've always told me that you were an ace shot. Yer gotta get the guy 
otherwise we'll not be paid... all this bloody planning and work will be fucking worthless. 
Have another go. Quick! One last shot before we get the hell outa here! All right?" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
 
 
It felt like a hammer blow to the chest. His immediate thought was a heart attack! 
 
It hurt like all hell. 
 
He was flung backwards by some invisible force, completely out of control. Having no say in 
the matter, no matter how hard he thought he tried. 
 
His body awkwardly hit the steps behind him, his head hitting hard against the stone step 
edge. 
 
He felt more than heard a slight crunching sound and he didn’t seem to register that he had 
fallen heavily onto the hard blue stone surface of the wide set of steps. 
 
He remembered to grip on to his Briefcase... he wondered hazily why that was important and 
what it was that had hurled him backwards. What-ever it was, it had hurt like hell! 
 
It never occurred to him that he had been shot... he felt himself starting to tremble. He absent-
mindedly registered that he had wet his pants... and voided his bowel, yet there was no 
emotion of embarrassment, just that thought.... and then it slowly went dark to black. A 
limitless void that flared then died. 
 
Nothingness, though that didn't even register in his brain. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
"Yeah, what-ever...Bugger!!" He repeated. 
 
"What?" His mate asked as he swung around in the driver's seat to face into the rear of the 
van. 
 
"Too high. I got the guy behind him... I'll have another go... but stay bloody still will you, so's 
I got a chance!" 
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"Bloody hell! You're supposed to be the sharpshooter, so you reckon. Make it quick...." 
 
"Fuck me! Stop moving around...will you!" 
 
If the shooter was honest, he wasn't really into target practise on human beings. 
 
He was as nervous as all hell himself. Wound tighter than a Swiss watch. 
 
Sweat dropped into his eyes. 
 
It stung. 
 
He couldn't swipe away the sweat from his eyes as he knew that the longer they stayed there, 
the more chance there was of them being pinged by a pesky Parking Officer... or a cop on the 
beat... or some-one identifying the van as the shooting platform. 
 
The sound again seemed to split the sides of the van asunder. 
 
"Bugger... I should have calibrated the bloody rifle before we started out... up on the farm, 
maybe... I bloody told you, I did". 
 
"Too late for that now. Did you get the target?" 
 
"Um... I don't know... maybe. Yeah, I think so.... he’s gone down in any case". 
 
"No third chances!" His mate cried out as he started up the van and accelerated out into the 
stream of traffic without so much as a sideways glance into his rear-vision mirror. Cutting off 
a Bus that was coming up the slope of the narrow city street. The bus driver flinging his arms 
about as swearing was not permitted while in charge of a bus…no exceptions! 
 
The Bus propped violently and swung onto the other side of the road to miss the van. There 
were expletives, curses, and horns. The driver of the dirty white van heard nothing of this 
chaos as he swung out into the traffic lane and accelerated up the hill. Black smoke pouring 
from the exhaust pipe. 
 
"Shit!!!!" 
 
There was a loud noise of something hitting something hard. Then a loud groan. 
 
"Shit! That hurt! I think I'm bleeding". The guy moaned from the back of the van. 
 
"What did you do?" The driver asked as he glanced in the rear-vision mirror at his mate. 
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"I wasn't hanging on when you took off... I've hit me forehead dead centre on the top door 
lock or something... Christ, it hurt. I think I'm bleeding". 
 
"Sit bloody down, yer goose. For Christ's sake, just sit down!" His voice several octaves 
higher. There was an edge of panic in his voice. He knew that they had just crossed some 
invisible line and there was no going back. 
 
'Fuck that,' he thought to himself. 'Why was I ever talked into this crazy scheme in the first 
place! I guess it's too late for that now, huh?' For a moment he thought his life as he knew it 
and how he had expected…hoped it would progress was a silly dream never to be realised… 
 
''You fuckin' idiot!'' He softly chastised himself before the thoughts were dashed as he 
concentrated on just getting out of the city centre. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
As the dirty white, rust marked, high-roofed van drove away from the scene, the Central 
Business District began to fill with the wail of Ambulance and Police sirens. 
 
All traffic lights within proximity to the Macquarie, George and Martin Plaza to Park Street 
quadrant went to permanent red signals causing instant gridlock in the centre of the Sydney 
CBD. 
 
Depending on your point of view, the van luckily by-passed this emergency reaction by 
seconds and followed the Eastern Distributor away from the city, melding into the general 
flow of traffic until it was lost from view. 
 
Within fifteen minutes, the Airwaves were alive with reports of a multiple shooting on the 
steps of the St. James Criminal Court Plaza precinct. Victims and the body count not yet 
known although sources indicate multiple fatalities. 
 
A mad scramble by the various Media sources ensued to be the first in the City to confirm the 
initial reports. 
 
There was confusion on the number of victims and the death toll... and who, if any important 
people were involved in the shooting. As though that was a more crucial point than just plebs 
being shot to death in the middle of the City! How many shot phlebs make up for one critically 
injured professional? 
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Amid all this conjecture and lack of facts, someone seriously reported that it was terrorist 
related. Another sad fact of life in a modern society and the second such attack after the Café 
siege of recent times. 
 
The tragedy fully realised by mid-morning and subsequently reported to the throng of News 
Hounds hungry for every morsel. 
 
Five persons shot dead. 
 
Several more wounded from shrapnel wounds with two in critical condition. One not expected 
to survive the day. 
 
Whispers of a well-loved and respected Criminal Judge, a Criminal Lawyer of International 
repute and a vicious, well known 'Sydney Racing Identity' being among the victims. The 
intended target left to speculation and wild assertions, most incorrect but not corrected by the 
Police Spokesperson or the Minister of Police. This only added to speculation and conspiracy 
theories that were so wide of the mark they were almost laughable…but no-one was laughing! 
 
The Police would not confirm nor deny the allegations. 
 
The entire Law Precinct cordoned off, remaining that way for another five days. 
 
Nothing moved in or around that precinct. 
 
The position of the Shooter still uncertain but speculated that his getaway vehicle may have 
been a van or some other commercial vehicle such as a light truck. White in colour. There 
were some witnesses and close by-standers who may have scratched their heads at the released 
information. People were adamant that they had heard only two shots echo down through the 
city canyons. How could five persons be killed with several more wounded from just two 
shots? 
 
The Police kept tight-lipped when questioned on this discrepancy. The Media hounded the 
Authorities on the mixed messages being heard only to be confronted with the official line 
that was now set in concrete. 
 
The Investigation into the incident treated as a terrorist act and therefore was to be handled 
by the AFP with help from specialised NSW Police Force teams. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 
The AFP had taken over immediate control of the shooting investigation with the help of a 
select group of Investigators and on-site Forensic people from the NSW Police Force. 
This was SOP when the act considered to be terrorist related. 
 
Some pondered. As an important member of the Bar and a Queens Councillor were the victims 
of the shooting, certain radio people thought aloud that the Honourable Judge had sentenced 
the wrong man to rot in prison.... this being payback for a job too well undertaken! The 
Solicitor too, of some standing in the Legal Fraternity, did not escape the innuendos of certain 
Shock Jocks who wanted to cause some mischief. The High Court Judge too, was the subject 
of wild insinuations based purely on the imagination of the 'Spokesperson'. 
 
The conspiracy theorists were out in force at a very early stage of proceedings. 
 
The Airwaves, the TV News broadcasts, and the National and International Newspaper Media 
were awash with indignant language. Identifying Sydney, Australia as the new Mafia Centre 
of the World as some even saw it as a Mafia hit! 
 
What else could it be!? 
 
Certainly, not a terrorist plot, so some speculated, wanting to oppose the official verdict. 
 
One of the dead whispered to be 'The Don' of all Mafia families within Australia. 
 
A pity about the 'collateral damage', especially as it appeared that two were important persons 
of the Judiciary. One from behind the Bench. The other used to standing in front. 
 
There would be recriminations and revenge attacks into the future, so it was fearfully 
prophesied. People would wake up to find horse's heads in their beds beside them... Australia 
was going to wrack and ruin. 
 
The fact that a residing Criminal Judge and a highly respected Criminal Barrister were also 
victims of this multiple shooting seemed to be overlooked as Investigative Journalists 
scrambled to fill in the life of the Mafia ghoul leaving these two other important victims 
relegated to Page Five News items. 
 
The other collateral deaths and injuries hardly making it to print. 
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CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
"Tell me again, Mister Sterling...what happened?" 
 
There was no way that the young guy could divulge where and how his mate had sustained 
his injuries. 
 
He wasn't that stupid to incriminate himself in the biggest crime of the century, so all the 
Media outlets were saying. But the alternative seemed to be a case of poetic justice. Not in a 
million years did he suspect that others would think of him killing his closest mate! 
 
He thought about it as the Detective eyed him off as the guilty party. He could see the sick 
humour in it all that made him smile. 
 
The wrong expression under the circumstances. 
 
To be nabbed for his mate's death would not be as grave as shooting to death a fine member 
of the Judiciary and a prominent Barrister. He reckoned correctly, that he would be given two 
life sentences for those crimes while a ten year stretch for his mate's death seemed like a 
holiday by comparison! These thoughts whirred around in his head as he sat at the Kitchen 
table. Head in his hands. Bent over. He was trying to hide the thoughts from the Detective 
though he suspected that the older Detective could practically read his mind! 
 
He knew that he would have to keep his wits about him, though thinking about it, he wondered 
how he and his mate had managed to kill five persons with just two shots from an ancient 
.303 rifle. It reminded him of the 'curved bullet' that had killed JFK! 
 
Another smile that was the wrong expression at the time, but he was also known for his wicked 
and sick sense of humour. He and his mate Horrie had been a perfect fit that way, causing 
havoc amongst their Uni friends at a 'drink out' night. 
 
"Um... I was... I was in my room... I had an assignment to get out by the end of the week... I 
was getting behind. I heard a thud, you know? Like some-one falling over. I came into Horrie's 
room to find him on all fours on the floor, trying to stand. I think he may have hit his head on 
something. The floor. The edge of the door. The door jamb. You know, something. He was 
pretty stunned". 
 
He stopped talking as he was choking up again. Tears ran freely down his cheeks. He licked 
the salty liquid with his tongue. 
 
"I... arr... I helped him onto his bed. He was bleeding. The middle of his forehead. I went 
downstairs to get a bowl to fill up with warm water and Dettol or something.... you know?" 
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He looked pleadingly at the tall Detective sitting beside him. His young pretty partner was 
sitting opposite, positioning her iPad to video record every action and nuance. 
 
The expression on the Detective's face was one of disbelief. He didn't know what else he 
could say that would make the older cop believe him. He had to try harder. He lost his train 
of thought as he swung his arm in an awkward direction towards the two Detectives. Trying 
to indicate how he had come downstairs for the bowl and Dettol. 
 
"I... arr... I came back up and went into the Bathroom. Filled up the bowl. Put some Dettol in 
it... my Mum swears by the stuff... and wiped his forehead... but he didn't move! I slapped 
him on the side of the face. Felt for a pulse. Then I rang for an Ambulance. Waited 
downstairs... and here you are... you're from the Murder Squad... why?" 
 
The young bloke looked wide-eyed and mystified. 
 
He was in shock, I concluded though his performance seemed... a little forced? I wasn't too 
sure, though I doubted that he knew the time of day at that point. I'd get the Paramedics to see 
to him after I had finished with him, I thought to myself as I watched the young bloke 
intensely. I was sure that there was something… false? Not right, about the guy. 
 
We were in the downstairs common Kitchen. 
 
I looked around at the usual detritus of late teenage, early twenty-something nil to poor 
attempts at best, of housekeeping. The Kitchen Benches, the sink, and the old pine table a 
little worse for wear and which could have done with a bloody good clean. 
 
I half expected Cockroaches to commence having races across the floor just to see what our 
combined reaction would be. 
 
"Son…any suspicious, unexpected or unexplained death requires that we prepare a Report for 
the Coroner...by Law, we have to indicate all those deaths". 
 
The young lad nodded though I doubted he had understood my words. It took some time for 
my words to register. 
 
"Suspicious? What is so suspicious about my mate's death.... he fell over. Knocked his head 
on something..." 
 
I felt that the young bloke was trying just a little too hard. At this point in time, I had no idea 
why. 
 
"The Paramedics are of the opinion that your mate's wound was not as... um… as recent as 
you claim. They seem to think that the injury is at least twenty-four hours old. Maybe forty-
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eight hours with a stretch. What do you say about that allegation, keeping in mind that the 
Autopsy will confirm or deny that supposition?" 
 
He looked up at me with a blank expression on his face. Shook his head slowly as though he 
didn't have a clue. Hugged himself tightly as though a cold breeze had just entered the room. 
 
"Me mate just died... and you are accusing me of killing him? That's utterly absurd..." 
 
''I haven’t accused you of anything, John. Why would you say something like that?'' 
 
The lad looked up at me with a confused expression on his face. 
 
"Where's the bowl?" 
 
"The bowl?" 
 
"Yes. You said that you came downstairs here to get a bowl to fill with warm water and some 
Dettol... some antiseptic solution. Right? Where's the bowl?" 
 
"The bowl?" 
 
The lad looked around expecting it to suddenly appear, so I thought. 
 
"Um... I don't recall... it's all a bit surreal. Hazy... maybe it's in the Bathroom?" 
 
I shook my head slowly. 
 
"No... I couldn't see it." 
 
"Maybe I took it back downstairs... here when I came down to wait for the Ambulance... I 
couldn't stay upstairs with me mate lying dead in his bed... like... you know?" 
 
He blankly looked around at every Kitchen counter to no avail. The bowl was no-where to be 
seen. 
 
"No... and the Paramedics reported that his face wasn't wet... and there was no smell of any 
antiseptic solution... Dettol smells, right?" 
 
The young guy nodded his head. Looked blankly at me. 
 
"Yeah. I guess... like... yeah." 
 
"If you did apply an antiseptic solution to his forehead, then remnants will be identifiable at 
the autopsy as well... minute remnants that have dried perhaps on his skin". 
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"I wiped his skin dry with a towel..." 
 
"Yes... the towel has been bagged and tagged... again remnants of the Dettol solution should 
be found on the material..." 
 
The lad was beginning to look nervous. Sweating chips. He bit the side of his mouth. Rubbed 
his hair vigorously with his hands as one would, after washing it and in the process of drying 
it. 
 
"There's no fingerprints... no palm prints belonging to your mate on the floorboards. No 
indication of blood on the floorboards. As though he may have been kneeling on all fours. No 
fingerprints on the door edge. The door jamb down low... is there anything that you would 
like to add, John? Mister Sterling?" 
 
Again, the young bloke looked at me as though I had two noses and three eyes. Perhaps 
wondering what in hell I was doing there in such a get-up. 
 
"I think you better come with me to the Parramatta Police Building... okay?" 
 
"What for?" 
 
"To think about your story... can anyone verify what you have just told me? No? Arrh... I am 
going to charge you on suspicion of causing the death of your mate, Brandon Cutler, on or 
about the fourth of August... yesterday... what did you use to belt him with? I suspect that he 
was lying down on his bed as you belted the life out of him. Where did you put the object? I 
guess a hammer-like object. You have had plenty of time to get rid of it... to hide it! Where is 
it... it'll go easier on you if you fess up to the crime and tell us where you hid the weapon..." 
 
"I didn't... I couldn't... I didn't kill me mate. Fair dinkum. No fuckin' way". 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
 
Sasha slipped quietly into the small room crowded with electronic equipment. This was the 
Recording Room where both audio and video feed from one of three adjacent Interview 
Rooms were recorded for posterity. Where the guilt, never the innocence of the person, was 
saved and stored to be used in Court later. 
 
The Electronics Room separated three Interview Rooms with one-way glass windows on three 
walls giving a view of each of the small Rooms from this central position. A well thought out 
arrangement that I have never seen duplicated. 
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Sasha gave me a java in a large cardboard mug. 
 
"Ta, love. My shout next time". 
 
"So, what have you got, Joe?" Clive Butler or CB to all and sundry, asked. Greedily gulping 
down half his coffee. It must have been the first of the day for him. 
 
We stood together looking into the brightly lit room. Our Suspect sitting with his arms 
between his legs. His chin almost touching the stainless-steel top of the table. He was not 
manacled in any way as we had not laid charges against him and considered him to be a non-
threatening specimen. 
 
It was a bit tight with us crowded into the room. Video and sound recording equipment stacked 
on top of a wall length counter not leaving us much room once the Technician was lounging 
in his chair ensuring all was ready for an official interview. 
 
"Not much...." Sasha jumped in before I had a chance to open my mouth. "Neither motive nor 
weapon used is in our possession. Circumstantial evidence at best… .at worst, a song and a 
prayer". 
 
CB nodded his head. Looked at the young man through the one-way glass window. He 
scratched his head. 
 
''What's your take on the young guy? '' He asked Sasha as though I wasn't present standing 
close to him. 
 
''Boss? I get no vibes from the guy. Either of guilt or innocence. I think he's hiding something 
sure, as Joe says, but… I don't think he killed his mate''. 
 
I wasn't willing to admit at this stage that we had bugger all on the young bloke. I was still 
convinced of his complicity in the homicide death of his mate. Just a gut feeling and as Sasha 
had stated, circumstantial evidence. I gave her one of my looks meant to nail her to the 
adjacent entry door. She remained standing, rooted to the spot. 
 
I'm losing the ability, I thought to myself, shaking my head in disbelief! 
 
"He sure looks guilty about something though, doesn't he? He's pissing sweat". I muttered. 
 
CB nodded his head. Crossed his arms over his barrel chest. 
 
"We'll let him stew for a bit longer before we have another go at him...." I offered quietly. I 
was becoming increasingly unsure as to his guilt myself. He wasn't acting as one should who 
has just killed his close mate. 
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"Mmm…okay, let me know how it goes. Thanks for the java, Sash. My next shout". 
 
An Australian tradition that never seemed to circle around for the Boss to shout. Maybe it was 
a brown nose type of thing hoping to score that extra gold star or 'smiley stamp' on your wrist 
that you can hold over your colleagues. 
 
Nah! 
 
Not on! 
 
Who gave a shit what the Boss really thought of you? An occasional free coffee wasn't going 
to alter his opinion of you in any case, so why try with these puny freebies and brown nose 
entrees! Then again, in some circles, it was the Boss who would do the shouting, depending 
on his financial circumstance, while others deemed it necessary for the Boss to include 
himself into the shouted round. This considered dangerous depending on the number in the 
round, as it could end up being a very boozy afternoon… with the Boss's consent!! 
 
"I reckon that the autopsy tomorrow may give us a better indication of the weapon used...." 
 
"It's something that has a smooth rectangular shape... almost square, like the face of some 
fancy hammer... a specialist tool used not by Carpenters, but another trade... what other trade 
uses hammers as part of their everyday exertions?" 
 
"Don't Panel-beaters have hammers with different shaped faces? What do they call that 
hammer face? Peel or something, isn't it?" 
 
Sasha gave me one of her stares that broadcast disbelief. She still wasn't used to my irrelevant 
mutterings. 
 
"Panel-beaters? Not any more... they just remove an entire panel to replace it with a brand 
spanking new one... and besides, what would the lad want with a Panel-beater's hammer? He's 
doing what Course at Uni?" 
 
"Political Science and International Law, I think he said". I replied quietly, lost in thought. 
 
"That's heavy... far and away above a lowly Panel-beating career". 
 
"Mmm... some of those Politicians should be belted into line... with what-ever is close at 
hand!" 
 
"With a hammer used to shape metal? That's going to extremes..." 
 
"These are extreme days, my beautiful young colleague, extreme days". 
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We both had a chuckle over our ludicrous banter. She was beginning to learn of my 
eccentricities! Catching up almost! 
 
As shown, she would occasionally get into the groove. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
 
"Sash? You want a go at him? It'd be good practise for you". 
 
"Yes, okay...anything in particular you would like me to bring up?" 
 
"No... let the thing go in what-ever direction you feel comfortable with. Okay? You remember 
those practical exams at the Goulburn Academy on Interviewing Techniques? Follow what 
you remember from that time, okay?" 
 
She entered the small Interview Room, introduced herself plopping two thick files down on 
the stainless-steel tabletop as she sat opposite the Suspect. 
 
CB followed her in and settled into a chair beside the young Detective. 
 
There should always be two Detectives present when interviewing any suspect. Them were 
the rules. 
 
I settled into a chair in the Electronic Room, checking with the Technician that all machines 
were recording. 
 
"John?'' She began as she looked intently at the University Student. ''Do you mind if I call 
you John? No worries? What did you do yesterday?" 
 
The young lad sat there thinking. His brow furrowed. It must be a tricky question for him, I 
thought as I harrumphed. 
 
"Um... Horrie and I... we went to pick up some stuff..." 
 
"Oh? What type of stuff? Where does the name Horrie come from?" 
 
'No Sash'. I thought. 'Settle down and don't ask double-barrelled questions…one at a time'. 
 
"I've got a van...run a bit of a business. The student body is always in a state of flux. You 
know? Moving about. From Campus to off-Campus and back again. A lot of students have 
bugger all, but there are those that have a bit of furniture. A bed. Maybe a sound system. A 
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collection of CDs. A Computer Tower. A desk. They usually need a hand to move. I hire out 
my van... then there is five... six bands on Campus.... a couple are good…acceptable with a 
bit of a cult following. They need the van to get their gear to gigs... that's why I'm getting a 
little behind in my studies. My assignments, but my Bank Balance is looking okay". 
 
A smile for the first time crept nervously across his face. 
 
"And Horrie?” 
 
"Yeah, he comes from out Wellington way. Like my family, his family have sheep, cattle, 
sorghum, maize, and sunflower crops.... when it's been a good season. Rainfall, you know?" 
 
Sasha gave one of her beautiful smiles. 
 
"No... I meant where did the name Horrie come from when his name is Brandon? Is that his 
middle name?" 
 
"Oh! Hah. Nah... like... there are three Brandons in our larger sphere of friends. Someone 
started calling him Horrie... it stuck. He has a horrendous and sick sense of humour when he's 
in a good mood. I guess that is where it came from, to tell you the truth. Like Horrie... horrid, 
horrendous... you know?" 
 
Sasha nodded, looking squarely at the bloke who now sat slouched in the chair bolted to the 
floor. 
 
"So where did you go yesterday morning?" 
 
Swinging it back to the matter at hand. Quickly and unexpectedly. 
 
"Oh... yeah... um... we had a job to move some-one off-campus to Chippendale... they never 
showed... a bloody waste of a morning and I was late for my Class..." 
 
"Horrie?" 
 
"Nah, he had a free afternoon. That's why we took the job on…he could handle it on his own". 
 
"What did he do?" 
 
"Who? Horrie? I wouldn't have a clue. I was in Class". 
 
Sterling shrugged his shoulders. Gave her a look. 
 
"No... what I meant was, what was his Course. Same as yours?" 
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The young man shook then nodded his head. 
 
I didn't know whether he was agreeing to the assumption or just nodding as an after-thought. 
I had the victim down as studying English Lit. He wanted to be a Teacher eventually, so the 
story went from other students who were residents in the large, double storey Victorian house 
that they all shared. I had interviewed them all, sitting there listening to their poor gist of the 
English language. Half of them wanted to become Teachers. Go figure. 
 
Good luck for all young kids getting through School! 
 
"His Course, John?" 
 
"Um... um... his doing English Lit with an add-on in Political Science". 
 
"You're both doing heavy Courses..." 
 
The young man shrugged his shoulders. 
 
"Yeah... I guess... like... you know... yer just gotta keep ahead of the game, like. Put in the 
hard yards, if yer know what I mean". He added as a mumbled after-thought. 
 
"So, it was mid-afternoon when you heard him fall?" 
 
"Yeah... I'd just come back from Class. A two-hour session... heavy shit, but I enjoyed it". 
 
"How do you explain the fact that his injury had started to scab? To heal according to the 
Paramedics". 
 
"I have no idea... don't know... you tell me". 
 
He shrugged his shoulders and stared at the two-way mirror. 
 
Sasha too followed his gaze to the one-way glass window, perhaps wondering what I thought 
so far of her technique. 
 
"Does he always help you with these furniture relocations?" 
 
"Mostly, but not just him. Graeme Stiller whose room is next to mine. On the other side to 
Horrie's. Jason Ford. Cam Hughes... who-ever doesn't have Classes and is available. 
Sometimes the Van is just given to whom-ever... like the other day... and next week when 
some-one has hired it to transfer goods and chattels down to ANU... in Canberra... they've got 
to get the van back unless one of us can pull a free day and drive it down and back home 
again. I'm hoping to get a back load, but things aren't looking too promising in that regard at 
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the moment... but then... I have my oral finals for the year that afternoon, so it is going to be 
a full day... bugger! I just remembered that". 
 
I got the impression that he had just thought of this problem. 
 
"A good little side-line...." Sasha commented quietly. 
 
Again, that smile that would melt hearts. 
 
Sterling didn't seem to notice. 
 
He was a thousand miles away. He eventually pulled his concentration back in line, so it 
seemed and replied matter-of-factly. 
 
"Yeah... takes up more time than I thought it would... but ya gotta have ready cash to survive 
on Campus, yer know... like, it costs money to be here". 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINE 
 
 
"We got bugger all, Joe. Purely circumstantial at best. He doesn't act like a guy who clubbed 
his mate over the head..." 
 
"He feels guilty about something...I can feel it…" 
 
"Missing classes... you mentioned that his Tutors were saying that while free enterprise is 
applauded, it is not when it has a detrimental effect on one's studies... he has been going 
steadily downhill all this year from what had been two exceptionally rewarding years before. 
They say that if he is not careful, then he will be going out backwards at the end of this year... 
maybe that is what is troubling him". The Boss elaborated. 
 
His demeanour showing that we were sitting on eggshells. 
 
"Yeah, his Lecturers were full of praise for the ability and intellect of the guy... nothing but 
good reports... well, up until this year at least... mmm.... I guess that's a fair assessment…he 
is worried where he is heading..." I turned to the young Sasha. "What do you think, Sash?" 
 
It was a bit of a squeeze with all of us in the tiny Electronic Room looking through the one-
way glass window at our Suspect. 
 
"There's nothing, Joe... purely circumstantial evidence that is rather weak, at best". 
 



20 

"Except his ever-changing facts..." 
 
"Shock, Joe. His mate has just died. He'd tried all he could to help to no avail...he's in 
shock…and his current situation. He knows that he is on tender hooks with his studies. His 
Lecturers…he needed his mate to help out. The two of them were the nucleus of that little 
furniture moving business". 
 
"Let him go?" 
 
"He won't go far, Joe. He's more concerned about dropping his studies and this final oral exam 
for the year has him uptight... he knows the score". 
 
"Mmm... okay... but we'll keep an eye on him every now and then". 
 
I escorted the young guy back down to the Holding Cells so that I could sign the necessary 
papers for his Release. Organised a car and driver to take him back to the old two-storey 
mansion that was his residence. 
 
I walked to the Unmarked with him. He sullen and quiet. 
 
"You keep out of trouble, young man, otherwise you're straight back in here, let me tell 
you….and we'll keep an eye on you, too". 
 
He nodded. Glanced up at me. An attempt at a smile his way of thanks. 
 
"Truly, Detective Lind. I didn't kill him. Fair Dinkum. He was me mate". 
 
I nodded still not convinced. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
It got up my nose that we could not prove his guilt. 
 
"He's guilty of something, Sash. I'm sure of it. He's hiding something. Something big!" 
 
"Everyone's guilty of something, Joe... that doesn't mean that they've all committed a callous 
homicide.... Look at the twits, will you? Hiding behind the Australian Flag as though they 
own it". 
 
We'd been called out as back-up for the local guys, extra Uniform guys, the SWAT team 
known to us as the TOU, Tactical Operations Unit, the Dog Squad, the Anti-Terrorist Unit, 
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and half a dozen other specialised Police groups to keep the peace while these far-right Patriot 
Soldiers of Australia Movement had their 'peaceful' march down through the city to Circular 
Quay. 
 
They had always been trouble when-ever they congregated in numbers. As though they were 
always itching for a fight, which they always were! Nothing but hoods, lowlifes and dubbos 
was my opinion of them. One step off being Hitler's Brown-shirts in the early days of Nazism! 
Their intelligence quota ensuring their employment in that movement! 
 
Shelley had yet to return to work after her collision with a fleeing felon when she broke her 
collarbone and dislocated her shoulder blade. It had stretched out longer than they had first 
forecast. To be truthful, I was missing her even though the young Sasha Blayney was doing 
amply well to fill her shoes. 
 
She was carved from the same slab, is how I would describe her. 
 
Enthusiastic. 
 
Energetic. 
 
A cheerful disposition and a way of looking at things that sometimes scored a six over long-
on. A fluke shot; I would say as a stir to get her going…. and she was for-ever willing to learn. 
 
We stood side by side with legs apart. Our full riot gear on, weighing us down. Batons at the 
ready. Our handguns securely clamped down in the holster making it almost impossible for 
some-one to grab at them...even us! 
 
Our riot helmets sitting awkwardly on our heads. Even though the gear is fitted for each 
copper, it still seemed either two sizes too large or a size too small. I would have preferred 
not to wear the bloody stuff as a body roll or a scuffle with a zealous 'Patriot' was more easily 
terminated without the gear, as far as I was concerned though the hierarchy liked them. Hiding 
behind the oft quoted Occupational Health and Safety Act while we looked like little Michelin 
Men in all our gear. 
 
The Chiefs thinking of our behinds. 
 
What a lot of hooey! 
 
"What annoys me is they say that the Flag represents to them, the true meaning of freedom.... 
yet they want to ban all Muslims and Orientals from coming into the country. Ban the religion 
entirely from our society... how is that freedom?" 
 
"In the name of freedom... what a lot of bullshit... and if you disagree with their beliefs, you 
are branded an enemy of the State... where's the freedom in that? Sounds more like Nazi 
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Germany before the start of World War Two!" I spat out. "They had the Jewry as their 
scapegoat. These twits and Trump have Muslims... I worry about the wave of Nationalism 
and Protectionism that is covering the Free World currently... if you read books about 
Germany in the late Twenties and Thirties, there is an echo of similarity. It’s kind of scary". 
 
"Joe? This is not the time to get up on your soap box!" Clive Butler yelled into my ear. "Cool 
it, man". 
 
We'd been called out merely to make up the numbers. 
 
A Protest March on anti-Semitism and anti-Muslim sentiments that seemed to be sweeping 
through the entire World. This march going through the middle of the City clashing with the 
far-right brigade who would have deliberately planned their march for the same time to create 
that wave of doubt and fear. 
 
Who had approved both congregations of opposing thought had to be a complete idiot, is all 
I'll say! Freedom in a Democratic Society or nay, it was still a stupid decision! 
 
Straight up George Street. 
 
A March to celebrate our multi-national society. Pro-freedom. Pro-Choice. Pro-democracy. 
 
A March to protest the way in which our Federal Government was treating Refugee Boat 
people who had fled to our shores and were now interned on tiny specks of Pacific Islands 
never to be permitted entry into Australia, yet it was prudent to try and send them first to 
Malaysia, then Cambodia, New Guinea, Nauru and now the US! 
 
Their final destination? 
 
Who knew! 
 
Maybe the US if Trump ever stops procrastinating and tweeting false thoughts and news. 
 
Intelligence suggested that several far right 'Patriot' Parties were intending to gate crash the 
larger Peace Protest. The 'Patriot' Parties espousing that all Refugees... and Muslims in 
general, should be exiled from our country. 
 
I often wondered how much thought had gone into this proclamation. 
 
Who was to pay for this mass expulsion? 
 
Where were they to go? 
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Would overseas countries be warm to this proposal of having thousands dumped on their 
shores because the 'new' Australia did not want them. Keeping in mind the changing attitude 
worldwide to immigration of any type due to the millions of dispossessed persons caused by 
the Syrian and Iraqi conflicts, and you wonder on where these people were to end up. 
 
It was obviously not a thought given much depth, as they tended to shrug their shoulders and 
yell something about away from Australia as though the rest of the World was eagerly 
awaiting to accept the banned Muslims and any other minority group they deemed as unfit to 
live in this wonderful land. 
 
And does that include conservative Muslims and perhaps non-practising Muslims. How about 
Buddhists? Or other secular, conservative, minimalist religions in the country? 
 
The Patriot Sons of The Southern Cross were perhaps the most boisterous. The most militant. 
The most demonstrative and dangerous. With fingers in other far right Parties, Neo-Nazi 
groups and several known illegal Bikie Gangs, this group always appeared marching under 
the Australian Flag and the Eureka Flag. Carrying baseball bats, knives, and guns with leather 
gloves that sometimes-hid knuckle-dusters. Their faces always covered as though their 
visages were too ugly too view. 
 
Scars and injuries from other fist fights with opposing groups the reason they never showed 
their faces. Just a thought… 
 
Or were they basically ashamed of their beliefs, so they did not want to be identified? 
 
It reminded me of the male version of a mob of Hijab wearing Muslim women. 
 
I doubted that the irony of the similarity would be understood by these mentally challenged 
imbeciles! 
 
We were advised to keep our eyes out on these groups and any suspicion of hidden weapons, 
the offender is to be swung off his feet and searched. Then manacled and formally arrested. 
This was, some would say, an incendiary response. Others may say it was a proactive decision 
to ensure that the two opposing marches were to be kept apart at all costs. One, where the 
majority of Protesters were family orientated while the other was manned by hoods looking 
for a fight. 
 
Me? 
 
I'd say it was about impossible to swing a complaining, stout, struggling twat off his feet while 
we were weighed down in all this protective gear! 
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The Peace and Pro Immigration/Muslim Protest march was to begin near St. James Station in 
Hyde Park, cross Elizabeth Street, down Market Street then down George Street to disband 
on the western side of Circular Quay. 
 
The Patriotic Sons of the Southern Cross were to commence their march from the eastern side 
of Hyde Park opposite St. Andrew's Cathedral where we were located, and continue down 
Macquarie, around past the Opera House to disband on the eastern side of Circular Quay. 
 
One wondered on the end game with the opposing parties eyeing off one another along the 
Quayside promenade. It was a disaster fermenting, waiting for that one small spark to erupt 
into violence. 
 
The Police would not permit this to occur, saying that the Patriot Party had not obtained a 
License for lawful protest and procession and they, the Police, had not received any 
information as to their intended route. Consequently, the Police were 'corralling' the rowdy 
mob at the north-eastern edge of the Park where Macquarie Street begins. 
 
The group were most upset about their prior plans being quashed and vented their spleens on 
letting the Cops know of their displeasure. Several small boisterous groups endeavoured to 
break through the lines of Police, including a small selection of us Murder Dees. 
 
The obstinate few quickly herded back into the main group though both my arms were heavily 
bruised from objecting thugs who thought the Laws of the country didn't apply to them! 
 
This strategy attempted several times, the boisterous thugs hoping to reach the groups of 
peaceful Demonstrators to cause mayhem and trouble. 
 
A small group managed to skirt right around the perimeter of the Park to march towards the 
milling throng of Peace Protesters up Elizabeth Street. A section of the Tactical Operations 
Unit more colloquially known as SWAT, sent to prevent any further movement north towards 
their goal. 
 
A handgun was produced. 
 
A slide action, sawn-off shotgun was seen to be readied. 
 
There was a yell of gun! Gun! GUN! Down, down, DOWN! 
 
The sound of the shotgun blast. 
 
The phht, phht, phht of a silencer fitted pistol. 
 
An immediate and rapid response from the TOU mowed down six members of the flag waving 
mob. Three of the group dying immediately with the rest suffering minor gunshot wounds. 
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Pandemonium was unleashed. 
 
Screams. 
 
Running feet. 
 
People fleeing in all directions. 
 
Kids crying now lost in the swell of panic movement. It was the worse example of mob 
hysteria that I had ever witnessed, and I was scared I must admit. 
 
We stood our ground and maintained a perimeter around the now yelling, spitting, cajoling, 
jostling mass of 'Patriot Sons of the Southern Cross'. The Leaders now foaming at the mouth, 
red in their eyes and the smell of blood up their nostrils. 
 
There were howls of dissent from the mass for the killing of their kind and several scuffles 
broke out in the bunched-up group before we arrested the main offenders and the leaders of 
the mayhem. Within three hours both groups of Protesters had disbanded without either 
marching as was their intention. 
 
Even after it was learnt that the 'break-away' group had fired first, wounding seven Police 
Officers, the outrage was continuous for some time. 
 
The Leaders of the Patriotic Sons denied any involvement or connection with the small group 
who had breached the Police cordon, though they could not give a reasonable explanation as 
to their obvious alliance to the splinter group as they closed in on the peaceful throng. They 
also denied any knowledge that members of their movement were carrying weapons, but 
knives, batons and baseball bats were found on at least half those seized and searched on that 
day. 
 
They were always intending to cause major mayhem! 
 
While they may not have succeeded in their major goal, they did take some pleasure from the 
day's events. They had stopped the Pro-Immigration/Assimilation March of solidarity from 
occurring. 
 
There's always a silver lining... you've just got to know where to look! 
 
It was a long day and an even longer night before we could render the area safe and clear. 
 
There was general mayhem in the following days, mostly accusations of police brutality and 
murderous tactics. There were only a few persons who asked the question why these right-
wing buggers were armed, if not to cause exactly what had transpired. Unfortunately, they 
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were howled out by every person who had a chip on their shoulders about Police brutality and 
heavy-handed tactics. 
 
Go figure! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
 
John Sterling rubbed his eyes vigorously. 
 
He knew that he shouldn't look at the small clock that his sister had given him as a going away 
present when he had begun his University studies in the big smoke. 
 
He glanced at it any way. 
 
The time shocked him. 
 
He had crammed, researched, written, and studied his head off all night! It wasn't the first 
time and the young man doubted that it would be the last time in his lifetime. 
 
He opened his Bedroom door and tottered down the corridor. Down the stairs and into the 
Common Kitchen to make himself another coffee. It was still early with none of the other 
'live-ins' even up yet! 
 
He yawned as he stirred three sugars into the coffee mix. Though he needed the sugar and 
caffeine fix, the thought of so much sugar made him screw up his face! He placed the mug in 
the Microwave and waited the sixty second heating time. 
 
He felt that he also was on auto. 
 
"The last exam ever!" He mumbled to himself. This afternoon if he could stay awake. "Well, 
for this year, at least!" He added as he realised he had a couple more years of study still ahead 
of him. 
 
He then remembered that he had a contract straight after the exam finish time. To transport a 
van full of belongings from the Campus here down to the Canberra ANU Campus. He needed 
to be back up here on the Friday afternoon to transport a local band's gear to a big gig at 
Balmain. 
 
"Bugger!" He exclaimed loudly. “How the hell am I going to do that?" 
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He run his fingers through his hair and rummaged the mop as though he was drying his hair. 
A common trait when he was frustrated. His head of hair a dishevelled mess! 
 
If his good mate, Brandon 'Horrie' Cutler was still alive, he and Brandon would normally 
share the driving on a contract like this. His other mates were not available. A rare occurrence. 
They were all going to celebrate the last of exams for the year. Too busy to help a mate out. 
He wished that he could join them instead of this boring drive to Canberra and back. 
 
But… a contract was a contract regardless. He did not have to take the job on knowing that it 
fell on such an important day as this. 
 
He sniffled. 
 
He missed his mate terribly. 
 
He shook his head. Horrie was the one who looked after the details like this. He thumped the 
table in frustration. 
 
'How could the bloody cops even think that I could kill me mate?' He thought to himself as he 
sipped on the sugar sweet coffee. He shook his head to help keep himself awake. Even though 
he felt tired to his bones, he felt confident that he could sail through this last oral exam. He 
knew his subject back to front and side to side. 
 
The trip down to Canberra? 
 
That was a different matter! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 
"Joe? How are you this fine sunny morning?" 
 
"What's with you this morning, Muscles? Being so bloody chirpy!" 
 
"I have a beautiful example of what not to do when you are driving at over one hundred kays 
an hour on the South-west Canberra Motorway". 
 
"Oh? What might that be, my good friend?" 
 
"Fall asleep and drive straight up the back of a stationary Double 'B'... it makes a bloody mess 
of your body... not to mention the vehicle that you were driving". 
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"Now the thought of that is not what I would normally want to think about first thing on what 
will be, a very busy day.... but hopefully a good one. Now I am not so sure, mate!" 
 
"I only mention it because the Deceased has been identified as one John Patrick Sterling. If 
my memory serves me correctly, you had him pegged for killing his mate... oh... a month back 
a-bouts… um... what was the poor out of favour mate's name?" 
 
"About three weeks ago actually. Brandon Lesley Andrew Cutler... aka 'Horrie' Cutler... aka 
'Blacky' Cutler. He was called that right through his younger years and by his family actually. 
Check his initials. Original, eh? You sure that it is the same John Sterling?" 
 
"The poor guy was the first on the slab this morning. Just finished in fact, though there was 
very little intact to exam. Just cross-referenced it on the Data Base... you picked him up as the 
suspect in killing his mate. I did the Autopsy on the mate. I can remember the case... hit dead 
centre on the forehead causing a slow brain bleed that killed him the following day. Fractured 
skull. That’s about right, isn’t it?" 
 
"Yeah... about right. No substantive evidence... well, not enough to charge in any case. Bloody 
hell... another one gets away with murder. That has definitely spoilt my day.... I think I'll go 
home!" 
 
"Well, you know what some people say about progress to the Pearly Gates..." 
 
"Yeah, right. A load of bloody hooey! As if there is some guy there with a book that has all 
your transgressions listed… it’s gotta be the biggest and thickest book that you can imagine!'' 
 
''He’d use a Laptop… or something similar….'' 
 
''Even way back in history when only abacuses were the go?'' 
 
This was not the unusual occasion where we both degenerated into nonsense conversations. 
Giggling like little schoolgirls as we did so. It usually ended in ten-year-old little boy toilet 
humour. 
 
Us males never seem to lose that little boy inside ourselves… well… some don’t, in any case! 
 
“Anyhow, I might just come and view the body. I'm not going to get much else done to-day 
what with you giving me that information...Jeez, you call yourself a mate!" 
 
"Yeah, well... we help out as much as we can. Not that much to see I'm afraid, mate... and I 
suspect that they're still scrapping parts of him off the inside of his van as we speak, out in 
the Vehicle Forensic Yard". 
 
"Now that's a grisly thought...and something that does not go well with morning tea!" 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
"I told you, Joe. We've identified him by what was in his wallet, the fact that he is the 
Registered Owner of the van in which he met his death and in talking to various people, the 
local Uniform guys have confirmed his identity and status, and they have confirmed that 
Sterling had been delivering a van full of odds and ends down to some address close to the 
ANU in Canberra. He needed to be back in Sydney by this afternoon to transport some band 
and their equipment to a gig in some Pub in Erskineville.... or was it Balmain? To be doubly 
sure, we'll get a comparative DNA sample from his father sometime to-day... um... you want 
lunch? My shout, eh?" 
 
He gently rolled the gurney back into the Refrigeration Store. 
 
Looking at what were Sterling's remains, I was none-the-wiser as to the identity of the body. 
It was that much destroyed, looking more like red meat ready for the mincing machine to turn 
into sausages! 
 
Quite frankly, after seeing what can happen to a human body coming to a complete stop from 
approximately one hundred and thirty kays an hour, it was not something that encouraged the 
juices to flow and my mind thinking about lunch. 
 
I numbly nodded my head. 
 
"Good. We'll go to my favourite little back-street Chinese joint... you've been there before. 
We'll pass the Forensic Vehicle Pound on our way so you can look at what happened to his 
van.... a bloody mess". 
 
Muscles shook his head, oblivious to the fact that it was not an appetiser to me. 
 
We walked towards the little Restaurant, detouring into the Forensic Vehicle Yard to satisfy 
Muscle's salivations. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
"What do you think?" 
 
"Jesus bloody Christ!! I can now understand why he is in so many bits and pieces. You'd 
wonder at the forces involved to do this to a motor vehicle.... and a human body. It shows that 
neither is that robust, heh?" 
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I walked around the wreck several times unable to speak. It was the first 'total' vehicular wreck 
that I had ever seen! I amazed by the twisted ball of metal. 
 
It was hard to recognise that it was once a vehicle capable of being driven on a road. It didn't 
even look like a mangled metal heap... words could not do it justice! 
 
Two Technicians were still crawling through the distorted remains as I looked on, dumb 
struck. One of the rear doors twisted back hard onto the side of the van. I stretched my arm 
and tried to move the door. It was as if the hinges were welded into that position. 
 
The door wouldn't move an inch. 
 
I looked up at the 'knuckle' that held the sliding rod that was the door lock. I stood on tiptoe 
and felt the raised surface of the metal. Smooth. It was almost square with all edges rounded. 
 
"Arr... mate? Have you guys got a similar vehicle here in the yard that is drivable?" 
 
One of the Techs looked up at me. 
 
"Yeah. We have two such vans... you know, when visiting accident scenes or murder scenes 
where our expertise is required... and we need to transport our bulky equipment. Why?" 
 
"Can I take a look... at the back doors especially? Have you one that I can climb into the back 
of? You know, like empty?" 
 
Both Muscles and I followed the Senior Technician over to a covered hard-standing area 
where several Morgue and Forensic vans stood. 
 
"Can you open the back doors?" 
 
"Um...I'll need to get the keys. Won't be a moment". 
 
He ducked into a nearby Office shaking his head. Emerging just as quickly with several sets 
of eyes peering out through the Office windows wondering what this stupid Dee was doing. 
 
He opened the rear doors of the van. 
 
I sat on the tray and looked at the inside of the doors. Stood, slightly hunched over because 
of the van's roof height, and closed the doors. Opened them again. Closed them. Opened them, 
noticing that both Muscles and the Senior Forensic Officer were scratching their heads. 
Looking at one another with raised eyebrows. 
 
I requested a chair. Any chair. 
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A chair was requisitioned from the Staff Lunchroom. 
 
I lifted the chair into the rear of the van and sat on it. Closed the doors. Changed the position 
of the chair several times in relation to the rear doors and the small, fixed panes of glass in 
each door panel. Stood and then leaned into the uppermost knuckle situated on the returned 
folded section of the roofline that would hold the locking rod in the locked position. Pressed 
my forehead against that knuckle or bracket for want of a better word description. 
 
I nodded as I sat back on the chair. A smile…I almost shouted 'Eureka'. 
 
I skimmed through my iPad looking for the photo. Held it up beside the locking knuckle. 
 
Nodded again. 
 
Opened the doors and hopped down onto the tarmac. 
 
"Um... I want a trace examination carried out of the higher knuckles... the one on the top of 
the door and the one on the door surrounds of that wreck transported in earlier this morning''. 
 
The Forensic Officer asked what Case would be used to organise this additional work. 
 
I scrolled through my iPad again until I came to the Murder Number that designated the 
suspicious death of the young 'Horrie' Cutler. The FO noted it and nodded. 
 
''Anything else?'' He asked, squinting in the bright sunlight. 
 
''Um yeah…that van you've been crawling around inside? I expect that you'll find blood and 
skin trace... that'll match a Brandon 'Horrie' Cutler example that you have on your Data base... 
as the suspected victim of a recent homicide bashing...'' I scratched my head. Pulled at my 
earlobe as I started to turn away. 
 
''Oh!'' I exclaimed as I turned back to the Technician standing beside my friend, Muscles. 
''…and I want a GSR test done on the inside shell of the van as well...okay?" 
 
"Arr... sure, Detective. Sure. A Report back to you. Give your details and the approval Case 
Number to our Clerk inside the Office... no worries". 
 
That didn't seem the case as the expression on his face showed the complete opposite. 
 
He scratched his head and shook it several times as he carried the chair back into the Office 
building. I heard peals of laughter as he passed through the Office area on his way into the 
Lunchroom to return the chair to its rightful place. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
 
I was getting a headache from the strident tone of Chinese or Cantonese flung about. I 
wouldn't know either from a Peking Duck, but I presumed it to be one or the other as I was 
standing in a very large Chinese Restaurant! 
 
Quite a crowd had congregated during the early hours of the morning. 
 
Robbery and the East Asian Crime Gang Team were liberally represented. Perhaps their 
Caseloads were light on at the moment. Then we had a Forensic team bobbing about in blue 
'Onesie' bio-suits and quite a few Uniforms trying to keep the large Chinese representation 
inside the Restaurant calm and away from the area where the Robbers had intruded and 
supposedly walked. 
 
Meanwhile, a large gathering of relatives, friends and inquisitive by-standers had gathered on 
the footpath outside the establishment, yelling at the top of their voices, communicating with 
those of similar ilk inside the cavernous Restaurant. About what, I had no idea but by the tone 
of voice, they appeared to be arguing with one another! 
 
It was obviously a very popular eating place for the large oriental population of the near 
suburbs and surrounding districts. 
 
From what I could learn, the Restaurant had closed for the night the previous evening. A 
gathering of habitual customers were remaining to finish off a superb night. A regular 
occurrence where the Owner of the eatery invited a select few to stay after closing time. They 
and the kitchen staff and table waiting personnel would eat the remains of the menu that had 
not been ordered which ensured a wonderful and alcohol hazy night was enjoyed by all. 
 
On the Boss! 
 
A weekly affair on the Thursday night into Friday morning. 
 
Then five guys had scrambled in through the rear Kitchen door, always left ajar during 
business hours for the Kitchen staff to slip out for a smoke... also those customers who were 
aware of the arrangement as smoking was not permitted inside the premises. 
 
The guys had worn ski-masks and hoodies. Dark pants and black running shoes. 
 
Two carried machetes while one had a pistol. 
 
Another a cut-down, single barrel shotgun. 
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The owner of the popular Eatery was pistol whipped along with his missus who objected to 
her husband's treatment. The Boss relieved of the night's takings. A rolled-up wad of notes 
that he always carried on his person until the Bank opened the following morning. 
 
Over five thousand dollars with another twenty-five taken from the small Safe in the back 
Office. This was for the purchase of produce for the weekend opening hours, so I was 
informed. The busiest time of the week. 
 
The Chef and two Assistance Chefs were chaffing at the bit. They seemed unperturbed by the 
goings-on. The Restaurant was due to open for Lunch on the Friday... and they would be on 
duty for the next sixty hours from Friday night through to Sunday evening. 
 
A slight upheaval such as a robbery did not alter their responsibility for the coming weekend. 
 
They needed to be at the Sydney Markets to purchase that fresh Produce for the weekend 
customer rush. The busiest time of the week for the Restaurant. Friday night. Saturday 
afternoon and night and Sunday afternoon and evening. They were detained by the EACG 
Unit from doing their habitual early morning purchase and they especially, were voicing their 
dissent as though nothing should stand in the way of the weekly early Friday morning sojourn 
to purchase the best of the produce on show at Flemington Produce Markets. 
 
I was none-the-wiser to these strident complaints in their native tongue. Several members of 
the EACG Unit were trying their best to placate the fury of the Number One Chef whose very 
existence and reputation depended on fresh supplies. 
 
All Chefs were known for their petulant and ill-mannered behaviour when nothing went their 
way. 
 
"Produce seems to be quite expensive for the weekend trade". I whispered to Sasha after 
learning of the amount taken from the small Safe. 
 
"How'd the thugs know about the stash, Joe?" 
 
"Inside job, you reckon?" 
 
"A twenty on it, Joe". 
 
Why was Sasha Blayney and I there? 
 
With all the activity occurring inside the building keeping everyone busy, at nine twenty-
seven that morning, a very large Garbage Disposal Truck addressed the one tonne refuse 
container at the rear of the premises to empty its contents into the rear of the truck. The truck 
commenced to lift the container up over its cabin when a bloodied figure slipped or fell from 
the side of the steel sided container. The Driver immediately stopped the operation and called 
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triple '000', not concerning himself with the large Police presence inside and outside the 
Restaurant at arm’s length away! 
 
A comedy of errors! 
 
Sasha and I were dispatched immediately. 
 
The discovery of the dead body ensuring our presence, adding to the number of cops tripping 
over each other. 
 
With the East Asian Crime Gang Team and representatives from the Robbery boys, things 
were starting to coalesce into a problematic sphere of responsibility. Over-lapping between 
the three groups of cops. Each having that pride in the night's events and now a dead body 
being in their realm of responsibility. 
 
My permanent partner Shelley Shields was still on injury leave after experiencing a busted 
collarbone and dislocated shoulder blade that had stretched and severed several important 
tendons and muscles in that area, apparently. Thus, the extended leave from work. 
 
I was aware of Shelley's slow progress as Sasha had taken up residence at Shelley's place. 
 
A beneficial arrangement all round, so it seemed. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
 
The truck allowed to leave without completing the emptying of the contents of the industrial 
waste container which now sat halfway up the laneway at the back of the Restaurant. 
 
The same Forensic team that had scoured the inside of the Restaurant for clues as to who the 
Robbers were, was now carefully scanning the steel container. Rubbish included! 
 
"C'mon, Brenda... you've been peering at the body for a good while now. When can we peek?" 
 
She stood, bending backwards to ease the pain in her spine. She gestured majestically for us 
to step towards the body lying crumpled against a brick outer wall and the concrete pavement 
of the rear yard and access laneway. 
 
"Um... Jeon Sun 'Sonny' Sung. A Kitchen Hand here at the Red Rose Lantern Café. Has been 
reliably ID’ed by the Owner of the Restaurant and the head Chef… and his wallet with certain 
material enclosed also confirming his identity. He was employed in that capacity, a Kitchen 
Hand for the past fourteen months according to Lee Seung Chou who is the Owner of these 
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premises who is sitting surrounded by his family and employees inside the Restaurant, at 
present. His head swathed in bandages. He has refused to go to the Hospital until we... 
meaning all the various copper Departments have finished their work... and left the premises". 
 
She again stretched backwards to ease her spine. 
 
"Um... 'Sonny' Sung? A good worker, so we have been informed. Reliable. Seems to enjoy 
his work. Like many, both employees and Customers, they would slip out the back door for 
the occasional smoke... um... Sonny, it would appear, slipped out for a smoke, and may have 
surprised the five hoods who were lingering outside working up the courage to enter. I feel 
that he may have been pistol-whipped and to escape, dived in behind the Garbage Disposal 
Unit. Slips into unconsciousness due to the damage inflicted, especially to his head.... and is 
squashed between the brick wall and the industrial sized garbage hopper when the Garbage 
Truck came to empty the Dumpster. Whether he was alive or dead by that stage has yet to be 
determined, but as a betting girl, I'd say that he was already deceased". 
 
She looked at both of us. Tiredness etched across her face. Her eyelids heavy. 
 
"You on an extended night shift, Brenda?" 
 
She glanced at her watch. 
 
"Yeah... started at six last night. I suspect this may develop into a double shift before I'm 
finished here... um... according to the East Asian Crime Gang Team, the Deceased has 
outstayed his Student Visa by some years... they have him as disappearing into the general 
population like so many others before him. He had begun an English Lit Course at Western 
Sydney Uni but dropped out with less than six months to go to obtain his Degree. According 
to his in-house Lecturer and Professor, he was due to be awarded Dux of the Course. Why the 
young guy split you may ask? He could not offer any plausible reason except to say that the 
Student did not want to return to China as he stated that he was under continual surveillance 
and considered a trouble-maker and a misfit in his home country". 
 
I nodded. Massaged my earlobe. I could see this case going to hell and back on a bloody 
donkey. If the information on the Deceased being an illegal immigrant was correct, we would 
have the AFP and Border Protection and Customs bullying their way into the case, as well. 
 
What a fucking party! 
 
"Is that story of his, true?" I asked. A tone of disbelief in my voice. 
 
"Who's to know. There is no-one in authority to check it... and they do not know the veracity 
of the statement as the guy has never been interviewed by someone in authority who had the 
ability to check on the story, in any case". 
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"So, he drops out of sight and flies under the radar... remaining here in Australia. Could be 
for his natural life. By a sheer piece of bad luck with him being in the wrong place at the 
wrong time, he is identified as an illegal… what the?" 
 
A young Detective from the EACG Team who had been following Sasha around since we had 
alighted from our Unmarked, nodded. He had stood beside Sasha as though a whiff of her 
perfume would have sent him into a euphoric state…he was alert enough to follow the 
conversation between me and the tired Brenda Wzerlic. 
 
"It's not that unusual, sir". He muttered as he looked up at me. 
 
"What... we have hundreds of Illegals outstaying their Visa Requirements and we do nothing 
about it?" 
 
"Arrh... thousands, sir. We do not know the true number. That’s about it, sir. What I am about 
to impart, you never heard from me, and I will forever deny having stated it... we spend 
millions of dollars on the 'Ring of Steel' the Government calls it. Dozens of Navy ships 
blocking any illegal boat people from entering Australian waters... all those ships are doing is 
protecting the spawning grounds and seabeds of sea cucumber which illegal Indonesian 
fishermen are trying to over-fish. The fact that we have more illegals in this country than was 
ever prevented or turned back in unseaworthy fishing vessels seems to escape those in power. 
It's easy for the Government to regularly show those same Navy boats turning back…or 
towing said boats out into international waters on every TV Station in the country than to 
sprout on a subject that no-one knows the true extent of the problem''. 
 
He shifted from one foot the other while glancing surreptitiously at the embarrassed Sasha. 
 
''Arrh…more illegals exist in this country who have outstayed their Visa conditions than have 
ever existed on Christmas, Nauru, or Manus Islands or on mainland Australian quarantine 
centres combined! The thing is, we could easily solve that problem as we have the passport 
details, names, photographs and details of those persons who come into Australia on these 
various legal temporary visa papers... student and various work visas, holiday, tourist and 
close relative Visas... yet those same data bases are not cross-referenced with the details of 
each person cancelling out as that person flies out of Australia at the end of their permitted 
Visa stay... or the names of those who remain past the conditional period with a red flag 
waving majestically for Blind Freddy to spot". 
 
He shook his head and looked down at his shoes. Pursed his lips as he gave me a tentative 
smile. 
 
"You mean to tell me that there is no cross referencing of these people... those who outstay 
their Visa conditions and those who comply?" 
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"That's right, sir... and the number far exceeds any number that you want to float as illegal 
boat people... and it was exacerbated when the Federal Government of the day permitted 
temporary work visas. The Building Industry is awash with these people usually working for 
peanuts and completely ignoring accepted governances, rules and regulations and Union 
responsibilities and requirements". 
 
"That's so wrong!" I blurted out. Anger in my voice. 
 
"Tell me about it. We come up against it nearly every day... and the Asian Crime Gangs? They 
are mostly manned by guys who came in on some sort of bridging or temporary Visa and 
outstayed the conditions. Some-one in Canberra is not paying attention when so much money 
is being expended on protecting those Sea Cucumber Beds and very little to none on this 
problem". 
 
I stamped my foot and looked down the laneway to the waste bin. 
 
Things like this should not happen, but we have been seeing for years the abuse that the Dole 
is subjected to in certain parts of Sydney. I would have thought that a crackdown through the 
various Government Agencies would be pretty easy with their computers permitted to talk to 
one another. 
 
It has got to be that simple, doesn't it? 
 
Then again, to interface my Laptop to my Tower, or my camera or Smart phone to my Laptop 
can be an almost impossible task at times, so who knows? 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
 
"Have we got an address for this guy?" 
 
"Yes. Lee Seung Chou assures us that he operates a reputable business. He personally ensures 
that all details given to him by prospective employees are thoroughly checked. He has visited 
the address in question and can verify the details. The lad was staying with an Aunt. His 
father's sister who came to Australia from Southern China many years ago with her family. 
That’s what he says, in any case". 
 
I turned to the Dee Four of the EACG team and the lead from the Robbery Squad. 
 
"How do you want to handle this? We take preference as it is a straight-out homicide..." 
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"I'm not too sure about that. At best, I'd say that it could have been an accidental homicide 
which would mean that we should continue with the case. The death is connected to the 
Robbery of the Owner of the Restaurant". 
 
The Lead Detective from Robbery gave me a tight smile. 
 
The EACG guys looked away. I felt that I knew what their response would be. I was surprised 
to see that they didn't offer their two bits worth. 
 
Here we go, I thought. A bloody turf war again! I bent over to look at my shoes and to hide a 
smirk that had crawled across my face. 
 
"Look, I'm not going to stand here and argue the point on whether the guy's death was caused 
by the pistol-whipping he received as that will be obvious as the Autopsy progresses. What I 
will say, regardless of it being culpable homicide or straight-out homicide, you guys have the 
personnel who can speak the same lingo as these people, you know the customs and nuances 
of their beliefs which is of huge benefit. What you guys can do better than us is investigate 
the robbery aspect of this crime". 
 
I looked around at the four Robbery Detectives. 
 
"Frankly, I think it will turn out to be a local gang flexing their muscles. I'd lay a bet that they 
had already approached the Owner of the Restaurant for 'protection money' and had been 
dismissed... so they up the ante with this robbery. The poor Kitchenhand happened to be at 
the wrong place at the wrong place. He should have known that smoking would eventually 
be the cause of his premature death..." 
 
Nobody appreciated my sick sense of humour... especially at this time! 
 
Go figure. My attempt to lighten the moment proved unsuccessful. What-ever, as the young 
ones say now. 
 
“If it turns out that the Deceased is an illegal, then we may lose the case to the AFP or Border 
Protection and Customs, in the long run. In the meantime, I suggest we continue as I 
suggested. Do we have an agreement?” 
 
There was a consensus of nodding heads and muttered confirmation. No-one was willing to 
speak out and place himself in that tenuous position like I seem to do on a regular basis. 
 
I nodded, turned, and began to walk towards our Unmarked. Sasha followed me with a 
surprised look on her face. 
 
"Joe? What was that all about? Yer handed over the Case without a fight. That's so unlike 
you". 
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I held a hand up. 
 
"Wait..." I commanded her. 
 
"Detectives? Lind? Hang on a minute... we can do this together, okay?" The Lead Detective 
stated as he walked quickly towards us. "You guys can continue down the track on the death 
of 'Sonny' Sung. You fill us in on your progress, we'll do the same with you. On the robbery 
side of things. Okay? Anything that comes up that falls inside your sphere of responsibility or 
vice versa, we'll organise a talk-fest". 
 
"Yeah, I can live with that. Okay. I intend to visit the home address of the Deceased, OK? 
Um…do you want to come with us?" 
 
They shook their heads in unison as Sasha unlocked the doors of our Unmarked. Sunk into 
the seat and started the car as we both buckled up. 
 
"I was told, Joe, that you were a lousy Poker player... that hand didn't look that good to use as 
a bluff... but you sure knew how to use the bluff". 
 
"There you go, girlie, never believe everything that you are told... they knew that they were 
on shaky ground as the Deceased will be the subject of a homicide investigation and that will 
be confirmed by the post-mortem... so homicide always takes precedence at any crime scene... 
and they knew that". 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
 
The house was a large two-storey example of mock Mediterranean design. Obviously built 
by the original owner. A man of Italian or Greek parentage. Probably the house sold to a 
conglomerate of Chinese or oriental families. That's how they could afford these 'Greek 
Castles' in suburbia. 
 
The door slowly opened an inch at a time. 
 
A wizen old granny standing about four and half feet tall looked up at us, shaking her head as 
though we were selling Christ or some such. 
 
"Missus? Can we have a word with the Boss of the household. Is it Mister Sung?" 
 
A garbled gnash of shrill syllables issued from behind the old woman. She bowed and 
retreated backwards into the dim interior of the house. 
 



40 

"Yes...." A tiny voice echoed down the hallway. Another woman stepped forward. "We are not 
interested. Safe be your chosen path". She bowed and began to close the door. 
 
"Missus... we are the Police. We would like a few words about 'Sonny' Sung if we could". 
 
I half bowed without realising it, trying to get to the woman's level, if the truth be known. 
 
"He not here...Sonny at wok". 
 
"Um... yes. That is why we are here. Could we come into your house, please? I'm afraid that 
we have some sad news. Was 'Sonny' Sung your son? Your nephew?" 
 
She shook her head vehemently. 
 
"Nooo...." She replied. "He stay here...I give him somewhere to sleep. He eat here. I know 
nothing else". 
 
There was more strident language from inside the house. The woman disappeared. The door 
opened fully. A young man stood before us. That frozen bland look on his face that all 
Orientals can adopt so readily. 
 
"You are the Police. What do you want with us?" 
 
"Are you the head of the house-hold, Mister...arrh?" 
 
"Wang. Cheong Lee Wang. No, but I am the only one here at the moment who can speak 
English fluently, so I am it. I am not permitted to invite you inside as I am not the head of the 
house. Understand? How may I help you?" 
 
"We would prefer to handle this situation inside, if you don't mind..." 
 
I didn't know the protocol in these circumstances or whether we were insulting the home and 
the occupants by insisting on entering the house. Maybe one of the East Asian Gang Team as 
a partner would have been of some help. 
 
I hadn't thought about it before. 
 
There was more jabbering that really grated on me, from further up the hallway. The youth 
turned back to us and beckoned us inside. Some-one else obviously knew or understood 
English. 
 
"Follow me". He commanded with a wave of his arm. 
 
We followed him down a long Hallway with closed doors on either side. 



41 

A door opened a crack as we passed, and I managed to see into the room. 
 
Beds. Double bunks filled every available inch of floor space. You would walk across 
mattresses, there were so many of them positioned on the floor. 
 
I half turned to see further into the room. 
 
Raised my eyebrows at Sasha. 
 
The house was filled with the smell of cooking... and stale perspiration! 
 
We were escorted out to a rear deck that had hammocks strung across its width at one end. 
Two of the hammocks used by prone figures fast asleep. Gender indeterminant. Their mouths 
open with a soft snoring emitting. Their belongings in plastic bags hung from below each 
hammock. Ooh to be so frugal with your goods and chattels. The young guy looked sheepishly 
about him. 
 
"Sorry, Detectives. Can I organise some tea? Coffee perhaps?" 
 
We both declined, unsure of the hygiene of the Kitchen…really, a racist thing. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
 
We sat at an outdoor table setting obviously used to have hurried meals. Scraps of food and 
rice grains speckled the tabletop. There were two overflowing ashtrays that gave off a terrible 
smell. 
 
Chinese tobacco had some very iffy ingredients, I thought to myself as I got a whiff. 
 
An old bloke shuffled out to sit beside our young Interpreter. The young bloke informed us 
that we should refer to him as Kevin. The old bloke's identity left to our imagination. He sat 
glumly, curvature of the spine an obvious complaint going by the way he was sitting. He 
squinted at me then Sasha. He found her more pleasurable as his eyes never left her from that 
moment on. 
 
Go figure 
 
We conveyed our sorrow on the sudden death of 'Sonny' Sung. We could have been conveying 
our thoughts on the weather and Climate Change such was the response. 
 
I glanced at Sasha who gave a grim smile. 
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"We would like a look at Sonny's things. His belongings". Sasha requested. 
 
"I get them for you". Kevin offered, jumping up from the table. 
 
"My partner will go with you, Kevin". I commanded as he turned away from the table. 
 
This resulted in Kevin being immediately less forthcoming with his offer. He didn't know 
what to do and half sank back into the chair again. 
 
"Sasha will help you with his things". I added cordially. "She'll help you". Pleasantness in my 
voice this time. Nodding to encourage him. 
 
Kevin spoke quickly to the old man, who bowed his head and murmured something in his 
native tongue. Kevin sheepishly left the outdoor deck area followed closely by Sasha. 
 
"You the Boss man?" I asked the old bloke, more to fill the silence. 
 
He shook his head. Either a grimace or a smile as he squinted up at me. I wasn't too sure. 
 
"No... no. I cook. My son? He boss...." He replied in faltering English. 
 
"What's his name?" I was merely trying to make some form of conversation to fill the void. 
 
He appeared as though he did not want to answer. He coughed. He shook his head. That bland 
look frozen on his face. He nodded to himself, as though he had made a decision. 
 
"Orrh... Lee Chou..." 
 
I was surprised at this revelation. 
 
"Oh? Does he own the Red Rose Lantern Café down near the Railway Station?" 
 
The old man nodded his head. 
 
“A good and noble man”. The old man uttered. He could sling more than two words of English 
together when he wanted to, I thought to myself. My mind took a spin and several facts locked 
into place. 
 
A good little side-line. 
 
Ready-made employees on tap. 
 
I wondered on the number of illegals that maybe in the employ of the Restaurant. Paid well 
below the minimum wage. Possibly no taxes paid. No Sick Leave or week-end loadings. No 



43 

overtime of any sort. No superannuation.... each person would have a lodging fee subtracted 
from what wages they were given. Maybe also for food supplied and cooked for them. The 
produce so supplied taken off the top of that purchased for the Restaurant business so that it 
would lower the profit threshold. Perhaps if the majority were former students, or even if they 
were still registered as students, the Student rate of pension may still be applied through 
Centrelink.... better than the Dole. 
 
It was a charming little scam involving these illegals. 
 
If I were to believe what the EACG Team Leader had stated earlier in the morning, then 
perhaps similar establishments housing Malay, Indian, Sri Lankan, Singaporean, Korean and 
Filipino nationalities could exist across Sydney. Maybe a scattering of eastern Mediterranean 
and North African natives as well. 
 
Restaurants across the entire Nation, in fact! 
 
Slave Labour? 
 
They would never admit to that. 
 
They were merely helping fellow countrymen who did not want to return to their country of 
birth to stay in this Lucky Country! It was also probable that some money from the labour of 
these illegals was finding its way back to family and relatives. Ensuring that at least one meal 
a day was possible for them. While I thought of this as some type of scam to use and profit 
from their fellow countrymen and women, I didn't have a clue as to what degree of persecution 
these people had experienced in their country of birth. 
 
We sit in judgement wrapped in a warm and fuzzy cocoon of security, freedom, and a lay-
back air of ignorance of what was really going on in various parts of the World. 
 
Those that were employed at the Restaurant for what I suspect was a pittance, may look at it 
in a slightly different way. 
 
Any place to call home even if sleeping eight to a small room seems brutal to our sensitive 
bodies and thoughts. 
 
It could seem like luxury compared to their home existence! And the money sent home? Could 
be the difference between a family starving to death and having at least one good meal a day. 
 
Who was I to judge? 
 
But there were a lot more people in those countries who would immigrate at the drop of a hat 
than remain in their present situation. Even Indonesia had three times the number of Middle-
Class citizens than the entire population of Australia. 
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Common sense tells you that we must protect our borders at all costs... but what about this 
hidden underbelly of non-persons? 
 
We didn't seem to be protecting them or ourselves from their illegal intrusion. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
 
"Christ, Joe. How pathetic. His pitiful belongings and chattels. Enough to half fill a 35L plastic 
tub! There was a shelf arrangement in one corner of the room with about eight plastic tubs 
stacked on the shelving. That was their Wardrobe and Safe. For personal belongings and a 
change of clothes. Three bunk beds and two mattresses on the floor to fill up any unused 
space. I would imagine that every room, upstairs and down, was similar... what a bloody 
existence... and I bet most are illegal immigrants as Barry Witherspoon said this morning..." 
 
"You and he seemed to hit it off this morning..." I glanced across at her. "You got his number?" 
 
She was blushing, turning her head away from me so that I would not notice. 
 
"What do you want it for?" 
 
"I think that he should be made aware of the situation at this address... maybe he has a contact 
in Border Protection and Customs as it would be them who should be told of the situation, I 
would think". 
 
She twisted her arm around to show me a mobile number written in ink on the inner skin of 
her wrist. 
 
"Arr... I thought that I could detect a spark between you two... you know that he is in our 
building, don't you?" 
 
"I do now". 
 
"On Four, I think... and a load of them out at the Cabramatta Cop Shop. Young lady? No 
creeping away from your desk for that daylight Trieste now, hear me?" 
 
She again reddened as I dialled in the number, and keeping it simple yet good-naturedly, I 
conveyed what we had learnt this morning, suggesting that if he had a contact in Border 
Protection, he should give them a heads up. He agreed and would get onto Border Protection 
as soon as we terminated our conversation. He also told me that several fingerprints 
discovered on the outside garbage Dumpster matched two names with priors. It was presumed 
that they belonged to two of the Robbers... and Killers... a stretch to my way of thinking as 
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there was still no connection between them, the bin and this morning's robbery and homicide... 
except them having priors and were known members of an Asian Crime Gang. 
 
A raid was in the wind. 
 
Anyone could have touched that bin... even Customers who had crept out for a smoke any 
time between last night and the date of the Big Bang several million millennia ago! 
 
The fingerprints proved nothing, to my way of thinking! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
 
 
"Detective Lind, is it?" 
 
Identifying yourself as you answered the phone seemed to be superfluous as many callers 
seem to ignore your initial gambit! Or maybe they don't hear it! Or they suspect that you have 
lied and that wasn't your real name! Why that would be so, I have no idea on, but the situation 
occurs too frequently to be some minor accident. 
 
My mind works in mysterious ways, is all I’ll say on the matter. 
 
"Yes. Yes, it is". I should tell them to hang on while I checked my Licence details for 
verification. 
 
"Forensic Officer Gillian Bradstreet. You requested a forensic trace and a GSR test to be 
carried out on a wrecked van that we have here in the Vehicle Pound at Glebe". 
 
"Yes. Yes, I did... that was a quick turn-around". 
 
"We will need some time to comparative test the DNA samples taken from the top door 
'knuckle' of the right-hand door of the vehicle, but yes, we have detected skin fragments and 
blood on the outer surface of that locking bar holding knuckle. As I said, it will be another 
four to six weeks before we can verify the sample to any match that we may have on the Data 
Base... and yes, the Gunshot Residue test came back as a positive with the most build-up of 
trace towards the rear of the inside of the van. We can state categorically that a gun of some 
type was fired from inside the van. Possibly quite recently by the trace that remained". 
 
"Thank you, Ms. Bradstreet. You're a love...when can I expect the final report?" 
 
"We'll hold off with that until we have the DNA results to add into the report, okay?" 
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"Not a problem. Thanks again. I owe you one... oh! I'll need a 'hold' to be placed on that 
wreck. I'll need the vehicle to be held in the yard for an indefinite period with it not to be 
ignored until I give written approval for the wreck to be removed from your yard and 
destroyed... it could be quite an extended period, so I will need it to be protected and placed 
out of the weather. Wrapped in plastic…or something". 
 
She chuckled at that. 
 
It seemed so absurd but that is exactly what they will do with the wreck. 
 
"Okay... a written Order signed by your superior Officer will be required though". 
 
"Not a problem. Next Monday morning, with a chit for that coffee". 
 
"I'll hold you to that, Detective. Next time. OK?" 
 
There I go again, promising the World. 
 
If all these people unite, I will be up for one small fortune in purchasing coffees! I’ll be dead 
broke for months! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
 
I gave Shelley a big hug as we rode the Lift down to the sub-Basement Gym. 
 
It was very good indeed to have her back at work, but I didn't know how to tell her... or even 
hint at it. She understood what the big hug truly meant. 
 
While I did the laps, Shelley splashed about using only her recently injured arm and shoulder 
to swim slowly. She needed to build up the muscle and tendons on that side of her shoulder. 
She was already on the massage table as I lay beside her. 
 
"Hurt?" 
 
"A bit, though it is a lot freer than it was a couple of weeks ago. These guys have been 
wonderful with their attention". 
 
I felt a little hurt. She had paid the Pool and the Physiotherapists a few visits during the day 
without coming upstairs to say hello. 
 
I said as much. 
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"Bloody hell, Joe, you're worse than a jealous bloody lover. I have been coming in here every 
second day for about two weeks because John and Tony here are better at the job than the 
Physio that I was referred to. If the truth be known, I have visited our floor every time. You've 
never been there, you bloody big sulk!" 
 
"Having coffee downstairs, more than likely". 
 
"Not according to Hendo when I've asked. You and Sash have been busy, so I've heard". 
 
"Yeah… a bit. It comes in waves as you know, but I fear that we may lose this 'Illegal's Death' 
Case much the same way that we lost those Law Court killings a while back". 
 
''There's not much come of that case so far, from what I've heard. Nothing in the Media. I bet 
that the pressure is mounting on the team that is investigating. I'd sure hate to be in their shoes. 
Perhaps you should be relocated to the AFP to help out. Maybe then, the case could be 
expedited….'' 
 
''I wouldn't wish that on my worst enemy. Keep quiet will you. You know how some frivolous 
remark like that can come back to bite, huh?'' 
 
We wandered back upstairs. Shelley looking a little worse for wear and drawn out after her 
exercise and massage. 
 
It was one of those rare Monday mornings when the entire daytime Detective Teams were on 
board and squeezed into CB's Office for the weekly meeting. We listened quietly to other 
teams voice their frustration at recent events that concerned them. 
 
We all became very vocal when Gillespie and Travers voiced their anger on one of their Cases. 
 
It was a Domestic Violence incident where the missus was savagely beaten to death by her 
estranged husband, who then walked out in front of a train... in front of his three young kids 
who he had left in his car in full view of his intended final action. 
 
The major point of frustration was that the estranged husband had faced the Court only weeks 
prior to his death for putting the wife into hospital. Again, a savage attack on her. Both the 
team of Gillespie and Travers and the DPP opposed bail at that time which was ignored by 
the Magistrate. Two weeks later, both parents were dead leaving three kids as orphans. 
Terrified and irreversibly scarred by the experiences that they had witnessed and endured. 
 
"There are those in the Judicial system who seem to ignore our cries of opposition to bail 
being granted.... they seem to think that the Westminster system of Justice where the Perp is 
innocent until proven guilty is above reproach or suspicion". Trevor Gillespie moaned. He 
shook his head. He was visibly upset by the experience. His partner took over realising his 
older partner was visibly affected. 
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"We know that the Perp is guilty. The DPP knows that the Perp is guilty. We have arrested and 
charged the Perp as being guilty and he is presented to the Court as being guilty, yet there are 
some who still think he is innocent until he can be bought before the Magistrate who will then 
mull over his guilt or innocence. Completely ignoring our expertise... our hard work in 
bringing the guy to justice because we know he is guilty... and know that if he is free on bail, 
he will... and nine times out of ten he usually does, commit that one ghastly homicide that we 
are afraid he will commit... but we are ignored!" 
 
"Presumption of innocence..." CB softly murmured. 
 
"C'mon, Boss. That's bullshit! What is the percentage of persons who we haul into Court, with 
the blessing and agreement of the DPP Reps, who turn out to be innocent of all charges, 
against those that we get to Court who are found guilty as charged?" Gillespie spat out. 
 
"That percentage is mighty slim..." Travers added. 
 
"But we still have that basic tenet of Law, ladies and gentlemen, regardless of how unfair it 
seems". 
 
"It's not a case of unfairness, Boss. It becomes a case of an estranged woman, and in many 
cases the kids as well, being the dead pawns in the ethical morality of it... that is wrong. To 
hold up that tenet that costs lives as being a foundation of our society means that there is 
something wrong with the Law.... change it!" 
 
"Guys!? I know that us sitting on the factory floor often see the Law as a bloody stupid series 
of contradictions, but believe me, think of the alternative...'' He looked around the room at all 
of us. ''A Kangaroo Court where the alleged Perp is found guilty without due process... is that 
what you see as the alternative? Is that what you want?" 
 
"Boss, we are not saying that the entire Law system be thrown out, disbanded or watered 
down. What we are wanting is, when both us, as the arresting Officers and the DPP Reps are 
certain that further mayhem may result if the Perp is allowed bail until his trial, our strong 
opinion should be given more weight in the matter than what it is at the moment... and having 
another AVO Order taken out on the Perp means bugger all to that type of person who has 
anger management problems and a fragile ego that cannot conceptualise his missus ever 
wanting to leave him... and he is a manipulative, dogmatic bully in most cases... it's easy for 
us to see the type but the Judiciary tend to ignore our pleas. We know that. We have seen it 
happen on so many occasions. We can see what type of guy the Perp is, and we know 
categorically that he will re-attack the missus if given bail... and that has nothing to do with 
the presumption of innocence, as we know that he is as guilty as sin! And is a repeat 
performer! A repeat Offender!" 
 
Travers had tears in his eyes. 
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"Boss, do you know how hard it is to front up to a suburban residence knowing that you had 
this bastard tied up all ways to Sunday on an assault charge. Now it has escalated to a homicide 
charge which could have been prevented... it is so soul sucking, Boss.... and we are left to 
clean up the pieces left behind... and are usually the ones blamed for the catastrophe!" 
 
CB looked at Travers. He leaned forward to rest his arms on his desk, his stomach stopping 
the action from continuing. 
 
The young Dee blew his nose and swiped angrily at his eyes. He suddenly stood and marched 
from the Office. 
 
There goes another guy who would leave the Murder Squad because the workload was too 
exhausting, morally sapping and emotionally crippling. A good guy who leaves the Force, 
sadly. It happens more often than the Powers like to admit. There was silence in the small 
Office for some time before some-one cleared their throat and voiced their opinion on the 
subject. We all then voiced our support for the two. 
 
"Guys, I know how you feel... I think all of us may have been in the same predicament at 
some stage during our careers... there's not much that I can offer that would help... life ain't 
fair, boys and girls. Never was, never will be, so suck it up and accept that there will always 
be these moments... don't get me wrong, there are moves afoot to tighten the Bail Laws... but 
that will not completely negate cases that you have just mentioned. They will continue, not as 
prevalent hopefully... but they will still continue, let me assure you". 
 
"The Masked Avenger had it right... ZAP... and they were gone...." 
 
"Yes, much the same as Hitler... or even the Chinese Judicial System or the Stalinist Show 
Trials of the Fifties and Sixties.... you can't have it both ways, I'm afraid". The Boss 
murmured. 
 
He too, was obviously affected by these types of re-offending guys who could not control 
themselves, but like all of us, there were times when we were ineffectual to stop these cases 
occurring. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 
 
 
The conversation went around in circles for some time with nothing resolved. Not even the 
frustration and anger of Gillespie and Travers could be softened. I kept out of the subject 
entirely, knowing exactly how the two felt. 
 
I had been there. 
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"Joe? You've been unusually quiet. Anything to say? As the senior Investigating Detective?" 
CB looked over at me. 
 
I shook my head. Voiced my opinion that we had all been there and it would continue to occur 
unless there were major changes to the attitude of the Judiciary and the Bail Laws. Sure there 
were moves afoot to strengthen Bail Conditions and to permit the offences however many, to 
be read to the Court to reinforce our belief that we were looking at a re-offender…the official 
word on that strategy was that it could be detrimental to the 'character' of the offender…with 
not a thought given to the victim…it was a strenuous argument that could take some time to 
move through both Houses of parliament. 
 
I then broached the subject for Shelley's benefit as she would not have been privy to the 
investigation at all, I believed. Giving a rough precis of the John Sterling/ Horrie Cutler saga. 
 
"Um... I've identified the Shooter in the Judge Hamlyn Dart and Barrister George Sumner-
Hughes shooting homicides... of what? Two months ago, now". 
 
CB clasped his hands together and leaned back in his black leather executive chair, giving me 
a cold stare. He shook his head slowly. 
 
"Arrh… Joe? That is not even your case. What are you doing dithering around in that Case 
when the AFP have full control over it?" 
 
The Boss didn't sound too pleased at this information. 
 
I went into the details of the Case. 
 
"Hang on Joe! You know that they are The Shooters because of skin and blood samples taken 
from inside a white, long wheelbase, high-roofed van that also sparkled when a GSR test was 
conducted inside the rear of said vehicle... and you also say that both of your Suspects are 
deceased! Is that what I am hearing?" 
 
"Yes, Boss". 
 
"This John Sterling? Didn't you at one stage suspect that he had killed his mate... Brandon 
Cutler, wasn't it? Now you are saying that this Cutler guy was the Shooter and Sterling drove 
the van! Is that what you are saying?" He gave me a look that was etched in pure disbelief. 
 
"Captain America solves another puzzler..." One of the Wits murmured, causing others to 
reply with sniggers and smart asides. The Office erupted in laughter. All at my expense! 
 
"Boss, I'd like to obtain a Court Order to examine both boys' Bank Accounts, e-mail and 
mobile phone usage and to search each of their parent's homes". 
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CB nodded his head slowly before looking up at me. 
 
"OK...I'll bite! What for?" 
 
"To be able to follow the money trail. I think that they would have been paid a fair sum to 
carry out the deed. I should be able to obtain substantive evidence through their mobile and 
e-mail history. The payment of money should be relatively easy to follow. These guys were 
not use to hiding such a trail...and to search the homes of both boys’ parents. Both Farmers 
who would have a .303 bolt action rifle somewhere on their properties". 
 
"Hu-huh... '' He nodded as he looked down at his hands. ''The other Case that you and Sasha 
were called out on the other day. Where are you with that one?" 
 
Clive Butler was not like our old Boss, Abbey. He did not have the encyclopaedic memory or 
the instant recall. He was not a big lateral thinker either like Abbey… and he most certainly 
wasn’t appreciative of my often want to save the world. 
 
"Um... the post-mortem is scheduled for to-morrow. I am sure that it will show that the 
Deceased suffered severe cranial damage from being pistol-whipped which caused his death. 
He is an illegal resident..." 
 
"What do you mean? Like a boat person refugee?" One of the other Dees asked. 
 
"Um... no. There are far more illegals in Australia who have simply outstayed their Visa 
conditions than have ever arrived by boat as refugees. Either Students on Student Visas, 
Working Visas and even Holiday Tourist visas. There is no cross-referencing of these groups 
of people from when they first apply for one of these Visas, or when they are granted such a 
Visa, being permitted into the country and then ticked off when they leave the country..." 
 
CB bowed his head. Gave it a good scratch. Looked intensely up at me. 
 
"Yes... and? What has this got to do with the price of fish in Denmark?" 
 
I explained our visit to the stated home address of the Deceased, the apparent house divided 
into many bedrooms that housed around six to eight persons each. Upstairs and downstairs. 
The Owner of the Restaurant owned the house. Many of the illegals would be employed at 
that Restaurant. 
 
"Yes... and?" CB repeated spreading his arms wide in a questioning, but frustrated manner. I 
could tell his blood pressure was rising by the reddening hue of his face. 
 
"Um... I turned the case over to Border Protection who will co-operate with Robbery and the 
East Asian Crime Gang Team... they are more attuned at investigating the ins and outs of the 
oriental lifestyle and beliefs than either Sash or I". 
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"You turned your homicide case over to others...you have too many cases, Joe? And on whose 
authority did you act on?" 
 
"No, Boss. That was our only active case… and arrh… it would have eventually made its way 
to either the AFP or to Border Protection, Boss". 
 
I hadn't expected this response. To me it seemed the logical thing to do. 
 
All the Dees were dismissed and began to file noisily out of the Boss's Office. 
 
"Not you, Joe! You stay!" 
 
The Boss closed the door, and the rest of the Squad were privy to the first time where Clive 
Butler completely lost it! 
 
I reckoned that his voice could be heard down at the Plaza Coffee Joint. His face red, arms 
swinging about like a bloody windmill, spittle flying about like raindrops in a rainstorm, he 
tore strips from my very body. 
 
I stood there and took it, much to the surprise of many who were looking on furtively. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
 
 
I wandered out of the Boss's Office wondering how I hadn't told him to shove his job up his 
arse! No-one should be subject to such an outburst regardless of the reason or cause. Sure, 
that was the first time any of us had seen CB react in such a manner as he was usually a mild-
mannered bloke who wouldn’t cross a bee going about its business. 
 
I knew why there was no reaction on my part when I thought about it. A life partner that I 
loved dearly and two beautiful little daughters who required my steady employment and 
fortnightly pay cheque. That's why.... my, how the man has changed! In the old days I may 
have put my Glock up his nose and threaten to blow it away…well, that is a little strong, but 
I would have thought about and given as much as I received…shouting! 
 
I noticed for the rest of the day, that most of my colleagues treated Shells, Sasha and I like 
pariahs. 
 
I was a little apprehensive about appearing at work for the rest of the week, dragging the chain 
wanting to remain in the Gym for that morning exercise regime. Shelley had to almost drag 
me to the Lift and up to our floor on every occasion! 
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The following Monday morning I was expecting a tough time at the usual Monday morning 
staff meeting. 
 
Our Head Clerk saved me from that experience. 
 
"Joe? You are it... this'll get you out of the Office for the next couple of days. Did you see the 
Late News last night? A fire in a Factory complex out North Parramatta way. In an old 
Industrial Estate. Burnt fiercely all night devouring several neighbouring properties as well. 
Um... they've found what they think are a few bodies... go to it, Ace". 
 
I growled but took the necessary paperwork from him. 
 
Shelley gave me a look of concern. 
 
"You okay, Joe?" 
 
I nodded giving her a tight smile. 
 
"We've… err... got a call out. Sash? You too". 
 
"You sure, Joe?" 
 
"Of course". 
 
Shelley followed me quickly out to the Lift Lobby. 
 
"You okay, Joe". 
 
I nodded more vigorously than required as we stepped into the Lift. 
 
“Okay…I'm dodging the Staff Meeting not wanting to be the butt of every innuendo our 
colleagues will throw at me…'' 
 
Both women glanced at one another. Shelley frowned knowing I would never have taken a 
back step in the old days. She wondered what had changed. 
 
It took us longer to exit the Police Building from the Number Three Parking level than it took 
us to make North Parramatta. Half the City was in gridlock and several of the arterial roads 
around the Parramatta CBD blocked off due to the fire and the ongoing clean-up and 
investigation. 
 
It looked as though a section of the Industrial Area had been heavily bombed, such was the 
destruction. We parked a full block from the seat of the fire. We reported to the Lead Copper 
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who had over-all supervision of the area. Fire Appliances were nose to tail with heavy-duty 
hoses snaking about the place. We were splashing about in water… 
 
"I understand that several bodies have been discovered. We're from the Murder Squad". I 
identified myself and my two colleagues to the Lead Officer in charge. He looked as though 
he'd been on-duty since flames first started to lick the outside walls of the factory unit. 
 
"Welcome to the party, guys. You can fill out the Visitor's Book and don't forget to make some 
kind comment. Good or bad, it will all be processed in due course''. The Senior Constable at 
least had a sense of humour. ''I'll get you a guide to lead you into the body oven. I haven't seen 
it and I don't want to, especially from comments made by a few that got out of there in a 
hurry". 
 
Quickly scanning the Visitor list, I noticed several names with BP indicating that they were 
Border Protection people. I showed Shelley and Sasha, nodding my head sagely as I did so. 
 
"Here we go again!" I murmured to my two partners. "The Boss won't be too pleased at this 
so early in the investigation.... we’re bound to lose this one as well". 
 
We were ordered to don bio-suits and hard hats and remain on the pathway that was well 
marked with tape and yellow plastic ‘top hats’. 
 
The area was a scene of utter destruction with steel beams and girders twisted and bent as 
though a giant abstract figurine was in the initial stages of creation. Fine soot and ash covered 
everything and puffs of mini clouds of ash exploded as each footfall disturbed the still air. In 
other places, murky, dark puddles of water lay still and menacing. 
 
I had this vision of a monster lurking like in that 'B' Grade Movie of 'It Came from Beneath 
the Waves' or was it 'Swamp Monster' or something just as silly that I had seen as a kid. 
 
I stood in the centre of what I thought would have been the Factory floor. It had been a large 
complex with the remnants of heavy steel machinery bolted in place charred and ruined. 
Sticking up like blackened stumps after a forest inferno had engulfed the area. 
 
"What was the factory... do you know?" 
 
"A Joinery Shop. Some very well-designed and professionally made pieces have come out of 
here so I have been told. It has been a Joinery Factory of some type since well before the War. 
It has been in the same hands since the Nineteen Nineties''. He glanced down at his note-book. 
''A Sakri and Benjamin Castoukakis. An Indian or Sri Lankan couple of Greek origin''. He 
shook his head. ''We have transported them to your Basement Holding cells". The Officer-in-
Charge, Border Protection informed us. His name was Brescio Pegasoutis. 
 
"Call me Brett will ya". In a strong Aussie Strine with just a hint of a Greek accent. 
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He pointed out various things which I would have been hard-pressed to now recognise. 
 
"That front corner over there. Three small Offices were once there. A counter and Reception 
Area. Now burnt to ash! Everything in them incinerated. The temperatures unbelievable. That 
outside wall and the opposite inside run of wall were both stacked high with drying timber. 
Again, on the other side of what that door is supposed to be. A Fire Escape door..." 
 
He turned through one eighty degrees to point out another door in an outside wall. 
 
"On the other side of that door in the centre of the outside wall, Shipping Containers chock-
a-block with timber... the doors open supposedly to air and dry out the timber. The timber 
only fuelling the inferno". 
 
He shook his head. 
 
"That raised floor section at the rear? Underneath that is the Amenities Area. Five steps down. 
Showers. Toilets. A bit of a Lunchroom. The slab above crammed with lengths of different 
timbers stack-drying. The joint was an inferno waiting to ignite... it did just that. I wouldn't 
like to be in the local Fire Inspector's shoes right now. He either turned a blind eye or was 
encouraged to do so if you get my meaning". 
 
He rubbed a thumb and finger together. 
 
I nodded my understanding. Australian authorities also were subject to how they did business 
in other parts of the world…turn a blind eye for a couple of hundred dollars…no-one will 
ever know. 
 
"How did the fire start? Do they know?" 
 
"Early days yet, but a theory is strengthening. A cigarette left to smoulder on a mattress..." He 
pinched his nose and looked away. I thought I could see tears in his eyes. 
 
"A mattress?" I looked around. Swung my arms wide. "Where?" 
 
"See out through that side door? Those Shipping Containers have formed a corridor. Up to 
three high. Some empty, others filled with timber or flammable liquids. Plastic containers of 
Shellac. Paints.... One way in; one way out. Through that side door. Two large containers at 
ground level was the sleeping quarters. They were crammed with mattresses that were placed 
in other containers or placed out in the open depending on the weather. Those shipping 
containers can heat up and hold that heat…very uncomfortable on a hot summer's day". 
 
He shook his head still affected by the knowledge of at least ten people having been 
incinerated. 
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I swung my body around to face him. 
 
"Illegals?" 
 
He nodded. Again, pinching his nose. I thought it was a nervous thing… 
 
''Yes. That's why we are here and why we will take control of the investigation''. 
 
He looked at me. Challenging me with his expression. His eyes. His stance. 
 
"Six that we have discovered up to this point. We expect twice that amount before we are 
through. A lot trapped in that Amenities area. It would have been like an oven with the fire 
raging above them. They couldn't make it out through that Fire Door at the front and they 
couldn't get out climbing over the Containers as most of them were either on fire or the radiant 
heat was too severe.... the poor bastards, they were trapped... do you want to see the bodies?" 
 
I looked at Shelley and Sasha. They shook their heads. 
 
"No. I would prefer not to myself. I don't think it is necessary. You guys appear to have taken 
ownership of the site and the Case". 
 
"Yeah... we've been onto this Firm for about a month. We were about ready to strike. It was 
one of my boys who called the fire in. Seeing the bodies? I don't blame you. I reckon that I 
will see the braised remains every time that I close my eyes... seen enough? Then let's get out 
of here". 
 
The alien stench filled my nostrils and spoke to me of death and decay. 
 
I had this sudden feeling that I again was going to get another arsehole reamed by the Boss 
for relenting so easily in permitting the Border Protection Boys to take over the Case. 
 
What the heck, I thought to myself, they had control before we even got here! 
 
Melancholia dropped over me as I walked to the side door stepping over charred timbers, 
black, watery pools and the stench that surrounds any inferno that has burnt itself out. I 
wandered down the corridor formed by the tightly packed Containers. In some places stacked 
three high. All had had their paint finish burnt off. I stopped at two that had their doors open. 
The burnt remains of mattress springs indicated that these two were the sleeping quarters for 
the illegal employees. Charred remains seemed to be built up in a far corner. I looked away 
quickly. 
 
I looked nervously about not wanting to focus on charred remains. 
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There was nowhere to go... run towards the building and you ran straight into the inferno. Try 
climbing over the Shipping Containers and the radiant heat would stop you. Try and squeeze 
between the Containers and the side of the building, and again, the radiant heat would scald 
you from the sides of the Container and the corrugated iron wall of the building. 
 
The poor bastards trapped, unable to escape the heat or flames. 
 
What a way to die, hoping that the sunken Amenities Area would save them. Those seeking 
shelter inside one of the containers forced into a far corner by the heat and flames. Dying 
hopefully a quick death caused by scorched lungs or lack of oxygen before the flames began 
to lick at their skin. 
 
Not a chance in hell. 
 
A death trap when all these poor bastards wanted was a place to call home. 
 
Instead, it became their funeral pyre. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 
 
 
We weaved our way through the many Fire Appliances to cross the road and head for a SES 
Refreshment Van pulled tight into a little Park opposite the destruction. The Fire boys were 
packing up while several of their number were lying on camp stretchers fast asleep under trees 
in the Park. 
 
They were knackered, having been 'at station' from four the previous afternoon to six this 
morning when the fire was declared extinguished. 
 
Got a coffee and joined a circle of Fire-fighters enjoying their first break in fourteen hours. 
 
"Would they have felt much?" Sasha asked one of the Border Protection Officers, Jason 
Poulton. 
 
"Nah, I don't think so. They would have died from lack of oxygen about the time that the first 
Appliances arrived on scene. As the lowest floor level, it would have taken some time for that 
area to fill with water and more time for it to get hot enough to totally scald the bodies... long 
after they breathed their last... but a horrible way to die, none the less..." 
 
He shook his head. Took a sip of coffee before he continued. 
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"We got a 'heads-up' on what was going on here about three weeks ago. We'd only just placed 
tabs on the Office computers, telephones, and mobiles... we were in the process of setting up 
'eyes' on the property... shit! There's too many of these types of enterprises...usually, run by 
their own countrymen. Surprise, surprise. They go and pick out good workers in their country 
of birth, convince them of the good money that is available with it being very easy to fly under 
the radar by just outstaying their Visa conditions. We reckon that there would be three times 
the number of illegals who abuse the system this way, compared to the number labelled as 
Boat Refugees. Look at the money that the Commonwealth Government has spent on turning 
back the boats. Accommodating those people in offshore camps and islands... yet the majority 
quietly settled into Australian society over the years. Not a bloody penny has been spent on 
this Visa abuse issue... it gives us the shits as more people will lose their lives like those poor 
bastards still floating about in that stinking black water down there". 
 
"What's the carrot for these guys to agree to these living and working conditions?" 
 
"Supposedly the money they earn is sent home to their families... I’m sure some is, but a 
pittance as they are paid below Australia's minimum wage of around eighteen bucks an hour. 
Out of that, the Bosses also taken rent for the accommodation. And food. No taxes paid. No 
superannuation payments. No sick leave, holiday payment or entitlement, more than likely no 
compensation paid. You don't work, you don't get paid. The Boss wouldn't pay any form of 
taxes on the workers that he has... it is basically slave labour. Here! In Australia in the twenty-
first century!" 
 
We sat in silence for some time. 
 
"Isn't there the occasional visit by Worksafe? The local Fire Safety Officer? Council Officers 
checking the establishment. Even Telco guys would have to twig to the situation… surely? 
You know, guys are to check on Hand-held Appliances, fire doors and exit points.... and what 
about Union guys?" 
 
He looked over at me. 
 
"I really don't know. I'd like to think that this is one factory complex that just fell through the 
cracks.... but.... money can speak many languages and cut across many professions. It'll come 
out in the wash when this goes to Court, I reckon... or I certainly hope so, in any case". 
 
There didn't seem to be an appropriate response. We'd heard or seen it all before. 
 
Muscles and Brenda Wzerlic slumped in chairs beside us. 
 
"Mate... what a lousy one to give yourself!" 
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He nodded, taking his respirator from his mouth. His face was black except where the 
respirator had sat and where his safety googles had protected his eyes. Wzerlic looked 
similarly like one of the Vaudeville blacked out faces troupes. 
 
'Muscles' Sarvich was the Deputy Head of the Forensic Pathology Department under the 
Coroner’s Office at Glebe. He seldom did on-scene examinations anymore, preferring to stick 
to his Autopsy Room. 
 
They were due to move into new accommodation that gave them state-of-the-art facilities in 
the very near future. Out this way somewhere. He had been very muted to me about its 
location though he was getting excited about the imminent move. 
 
"We can't do much until that lower level is pumped out. Bloody filthy, smelly liquid that won't 
help us much with the bodies. I doubt that they'll ever be identified... and there maybe a couple 
more about than we think...." 
 
Both were wearing waist high rubber waders. Thankfully, they had cleaned them down before 
joining us. You could still smell the stench of water mixed with all kinds of stuff. Some that I 
did not want to know about. 
 
Two AFP Officers joined us, sipping several times before they introduced themselves. 
 
"Detective Lind? Aren't you the Murder Dee who says that he has identified the Shooters in 
that little massacre at the St. James Court precinct a couple of months back?" 
 
"News travels fast. I'm impressed with your Bush Telegraph system. I don't suppose that you 
guys have progressed as fast on the case as I?" 
 
Muscles coughed. Took a sip of his coffee. Tried to interrupt the conversation. 
 
"I'll be truthful, Lind. Even though I have been relieved from the group who are looking into 
that crime, I must admit that we have not progressed that much..." 
 
"I wonder why..." I commented sarcastically. That made him sit up and take notice. ''You're 
still plodding about looking at it from the angle of a terrorist incident. It isn't. It's a plain, good 
old fashion crime of revenge…. or hate or love''. 
 
I gave him my best smug smile. 
 
"You're so good, Detective, perhaps you should be sequestered to the Group. I guess you could 
solve the case quick smart, like all your operating cases". 
 
I gave him a look that meant to fling him backwards against the Refreshment Van. It didn't 
work. I looked down at my hand. It had lost its power. 
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I shook my head, disappointed at losing the ability before I could really impress with it! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 
 
 
"Joe?" 
 
Here we go, I thought. 
 
I walked into the Boss's Office expecting a repeat performance from the other week. 
 
"Bloody ghastly, huh?" He had forgotten about the prior episode. 
 
I hadn’t!! 
 
"Yeah. Thank Christ the Border Protection boys took it over immediately. They'd been 
organising a surveillance operation on the establishment for a while. They've already arrested 
and charged the two Owners of the Firm. Husband and Wife. Indian or Sri Lankan, I think 
they said. They better oppose bail, is all I'll say as the couple will let out for places unknown". 
 
Clive Butler nodded. Looked over at me. 
 
"We've had a very unusual request from the AFP. They would like you to join their Taskforce 
to head the investigation into those St. James Court Precinct murders of a couple of months 
ago". 
 
I slowly sagged into one of the visitors’ chairs facing CB’s desk. I was gobsmacked, unable 
to put two words together for some time. 
 
"Huh... well... I don't know... '' I eventually managed to mutter. ''If I agree, I would want Shells 
and Sasha to join me..." 
 
"That's not part of the request. You'd be the Lead Officer on the Case. Shells and Sasha would 
remain here as a team until your return. That's non-negotiable. Um... my terms". 
 
"Shit Boss... I don't know... I feel that I am being hung out to dry". 
 
I felt all my inner insecurities flood over me. I needed... or thought I needed that Delta woman 
to keep me firing on all fours. I needed that banter, those inane remarks on all new cases, to 
wash over me. To fire up the synapses. And I felt that CB was agreeing to the unusual request 
to get me out of his hair. If the truth be known, I thought, as my anxiety and paranoia peaked, 
he could have very well suggested the move. He would have contacts, I was sure. 
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"Um... Boss... have I got a choice?" 
 
"Um... no, Joe. You haven't. The arrangement initiated and approved at the highest level. In 
both the Force and the AFP". 
 
"The sacrificial lamb... perform or you are out". I murmured. 
 
"Joe? You should re-assess that line of thought. There are people who respect your abilities 
as a very successful Investigator.... I don't know how, but there you go". 
 
He attempted a smile. He was in for the stir… 
 
I couldn't help but feel that Clive Butler wanted me out of his hair for a while and this was a 
way of attaining that goal. Perhaps he had called in a couple of favours. I really didn't know, 
but I felt that my world had just taken a huge shift downwards! 
 
''Joe? You should look at it as a feather in your cap. There are those who have a huge respect 
for you and your abilities and see you as future Leader material… I would suggest that you 
stop being paranoid and cynical about it and view it as another rung on that ladder to 
success…hmm?'' 
 
I looked at him as I turned to leave, giving him a nod of my head as a weak acquiescence to 
his advice. I didn't believe a word of it. It was all utter bullshit! 
 
I wandered out of the Office like a stunned mullet and caught the Lift to the Ground Floor 
and the Coffee Joint. 
 
Shelley came to join me, concern etched on her face. I told her of my transfer and how there 
was no objections to its enforcement. I was out on my own. 
 
"Huh, at least I'm ahead of the game. I know who the shooters are of the Judge and the 
Criminal Lawyer.... but I'm buggered if I know how two shots can kill six people and injure 
several others!" 
 
Shells thought I was fooling around, not knowing the full history of the case. 
 
Neither did I! 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 
 
 
The transfer went surprisingly quick. It had my head spinning at breakneck speed. My 
insecurities and neuroses once again raised their negative heads. Some-one high up had 
smoothed the procedural barriers to ease me quickly into the position as though they thought 
me indispensable and capable of magical things. 
 
The transfer proved to be a double whammy for some. 
 
There were those within the NSW Police Force who strongly objected to my sequestration. 
They saw it as a loss of opportunity for themselves. The position that I was taking up did not 
have a Cop equivalent in charge of an Investigative Cell, as my official status was Chief 
Investigator. The similar status in the Cop Force was Detective Sergeant. The next step would 
be CB's position as Detective Superintendent. For some unknown reason, the Murder Squad 
was never blessed with that position. You could go from a Dee Four to aspire to the head of 
the Murder Squad. CB's position. 
 
As I stated, my transfer caused ripples not only in the Cop Force, but in the AFP ranks, as 
well. An outsider coming straight into a CI position was a direct affront to certain Officers 
capabilities. 
 
Maybe right, maybe wrong. 
 
I was not concerned with the dynamics of the move, only that a huge pay increase was evident, 
and I now was considered high up in the echelon of Middle Management within the AFP. 
Answerable to very few people above me. 
 
Again, I looked at the whole enterprise in a slightly negative air. 
 
Typical me! Tellie had given me the rounds of the Kitchen when I had first told her of the 
move. She was over the moon for my accomplishment, as she put it. Full of congratulations 
and words of encouragement. She could not understand my reticence and concern on the 
move. To her, it was something to celebrate so we went uninvited over to Muscles and 
Marjory’s place. Taking a feast of Take-away as we phoned them to place what-ever they had 
been cooking into the freezer to enjoy on another night. 
 
All night I was plied with platitudes and logical reasons why I should be happy about the 
situation. The biggest Murder Investigation undertaken by the AFP, and I was to be the driver 
of those investigations. 
 
Wow! 
 
Tellie drove home. The twins baby-sat by Malisa and Billy to give us a free night. 
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I could not see at the time that there were certain persons who held me in high regard and 
thought that my pathway within the Force was one of steady promotion. I was being groomed 
for better things and I still could not appreciate the thought that others thought me worthy! 
 
Go figure. 
 
I spent two days on a 'familiarisation program' getting to know what the AFP stood for. How 
they worked and operated. What legal parameters they worked under when investigating 
certain homicide cases. The hierarchy and a bit of the politics involved. Who to watch out for 
and to whom to grovel! 
 
Another four days interviewing all members of the Task Force working on and responsible 
for the Law Court massacre. 
 
No light-hearted names for Cases in this neck of the woods. 
 
On the fifth day, I sat at a round table with all members present. 
 
Fourteen of them! 
 
"Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for your patience, your honesty and frankness over the past 
couple of days. I can understand that there may be some who are a little put out by my 
selection to lead this Task Force..." I looked around the table. "If there are any who still hold 
a grudge or are uncertain about the inevitability of my leadership... and who cannot rectify 
that emotion with one of a positive nature, then you are relieved of your position in this team. 
Understand, I want the team reduced to a maximum of six to eight personnel, so you have 
your chance now before I wield the hatchet! There will be no negative comments registered 
on your Personnel files for volunteering to leave the team. That I can guarantee!" 
 
There was silence for some moments until one, then two... then five stood to walk from the 
room. 
 
As these persons departed, shocked looks were on the faces of those who remained. 
 
I had pegged three of the five as being outside my parameters for a successful and co-operative 
team. One guy I was sorry to see stand. I had him pegged as a very good leader and a good 
investigator. When I had interviewed the man, I was very impressed with how he had come 
across. His negativity in accepting the decision to leave the group really threw me. I guess he 
felt that he held the short straw, and it was he who should be the Lead Officer of the team. 
 
I guess you can't win them all! 
 
"I still would like to reduce the team by at least another two to three personnel..." 
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Again, there was silence. No-one moved. 
 
"Okay... I will make the decision for you. Detective Brad Sennellior.... Detective Stacey 
Reynolds and Detective Val Bennet. Thank you for your time and effort thus far. You three 
are relieved of these special duties". 
 
I waited until the three had departed. 
 
I stood to close the door behind their retreating figures. 
 
"Right... we have work to do. Firstly, my name is Joe. Not Boss or sir. I'll accept Detective. 
We will work as a team. Whether you are a Dee 2, or a Dee 4 is of no concern of mine. 
Everyone's opinion, whether it is a positive or negative comment, is expected. Sure, some of 
your comments may be laughed at, including my offerings at times. I'm not concerned how 
crazy they may seem; I will give due regard to any... I will say it again, I will give due 
consideration to all offerings...." 
 
I looked around at the reduced group, happy that I had selected a group that would function 
as a well-oiled unit. Hopefully in any case, if my intuition on their abilities holds true. 
 
"Okay... to work". I suggested. "I want a complete over-view of the Investigation so far... in 
your own language.... oh! And this terrorist angle? Wipe it from your minds. This is a murder 
for vengeance, for love, for anger, envy, or money. We will need to investigate down those 
lines. Not a terrorist act. Who-ever wanted to brand it a terrorist act wants their gonads 
removed". 
 
There were titters and side-ways glances from several of the team. It would take me some 
weeks to realise the truth of the matter. 
 
I separated three electronic white boards and began to write the victims’ names of the 
shooting. 
 
"You guys know better than I. Give us a hand here, will you?" 
 
There was a chorus of voices as they all recited the Victim's names while I scrawled them up 
on the first White Board. 
 

• Judge Hamlyn Dart.... shot with a .303 bullet. Also, in landing heavily, he hit the side 
of his skull on the edge of the stone step, causing massive internal bleeding around the 
brain. That day, his Diary was not filled with any Trial Procedures. 

 
I added the comment on the cause of death. 
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• Barrister George William Seymour Sumner-Hughes.... shot with a .303 bullet through 
the chest. He also shot through the hand with a 7.62 bullet. A brilliant Defence Lawyer 
who had defended several high-profile innocent and guilty clients. He had Trial Time 
on the day of his death. He would be defending Barro Bocaccelli on various charges. 

• Barro Bocca aka Barry Bocca, aka Barry 'The Don' Bocaccelli.... shot and killed with 
three 7.62 bullets, possibly from a semi-automatic Browning pistol. He was due in 
Court that day. His Case defended by Sumner-Hughes. 

 
"Umm... team? We have .303 and 7.62 slugs. On whose authority was the fact that there was 
a second shooter in-situ kept from all Media outlets... and the fact that there were two other 
fatalities also being suppressed?" 
 
"Um... from on high. From the beginning, even before we had visited the scene, we were 
instructed that it was a Terrorist act... with one shooter involved. We were not to give any 
indication otherwise to the Media... if we spoke to them, that is.... which is a mighty big no-
no in any case that we are handling, doubly stressed this time. Very much so". 
 
I nodded at Gillian Chappell. I had her pegged as a Leader and a person who was not backward 
in voicing her opinion. 
 
"Okay... we've had political interference, so it seems. I will not have it! Any indication, tell 
me. I'll take it up with Pallario. That is what she is being paid for... um... is that where the 
weight came from?" 
 
"No... a lot higher than her. From the first meeting after our selection to be a part of the Team, 
the Deputy Commissioner, with the Political Head of the AFP at his side, made it quite clear 
that this be treated as such, until further notice. A Terrorist incident. The Iron Maiden went as 
red as a beetroot. You could see that she vigorously opposed the suggestion from the start... 
I'd say that is why you have been sequestered... on her insistence. She was a Boss over your 
way, wasn't she? Deputy Head of Major Crimes under which the Murder Squad sat?" 
 
The woman in question had been 2IC in Major Crimes which was the umbrella under which 
the Murder Squad sat. I had had minimal dealings with her during her time there, and after 
she moved across to the AFP, of course all dealings with her ceased. She did have a formidable 
reputation though. 
 
I needed to figure out early on where I stood in the minds of the hierarchy. It may mean in 
which direction I would travel! 
 
"Arrh, yes. I must admit that I had very little dealings with her while she held that position. 
Which was not for long. I think moved on at the insistence of the Head of Major Crimes and 
couple of his cronies. Never let it be said that equal opportunity exists in the Corridors of 
Power within the NSW Police Force, though there are couple of women who have survived..." 
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I nodded my head and returned to matters at hand as that was my priority. 
 
"Yep... now three. A third person died from his wounds about a week after the event.... and 
we seem to think that there was some political weight applied to clamp down on disclosure 
of his death... from very high... and we suspect at the behest of another Government...." Dave 
Gauzzi offered. 
 
Another who I had pegged as a possible Leader of sorts. 
 
"Oh? Why?" I asked. Surprise lacing my words. This was becoming a can of worms. I did not 
know whether I had the backbone to continually resist such pressure from on high. 
 
They all looked blank-faced at me. 
 
"Why was it so important that that person remain under the radar... a full background check... 
an exhaustive background check on that guy... what was his name? I will take the heat if it 
comes. That's what I am being paid for". 
 
I placed that action on the third board as a point of action that was required. 
 
I heard the murmurs from around the table…not a good sign as they still had their misgivings 
on me being hired and my ability to lead them in this complex Case. 
 
"Donald Stuart Forrest". 
 
I nodded, writing his name up on the board. 
 
The previous Head of the Task Force was moved side-ways for lack of progress. I had a good 
idea why this was so! He was too easily swayed and affected by political pressure. Perhaps 
that was a point in my selection... or rather sequestration, as I was known to resist such 
intrusion during an investigation. Most vocally! 
 
"Okay... I was informed less than a week ago now, of the existence of a second shooter. It 
does not alter my supposition that a John Sterling and his mate Brandon 'Horrie' Cutler were 
the shooters using the point 303 Lee-Enfield bolt action rifle that shot both the Judge and the 
Solicitor...." 
 
Again, murmurs as that fact was something new to the lot of them. 
 
''All the other fatalities please, so we can place them up on the board''. 
 
They again supplied the names of the remaining victims. 
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• "Ms Sharna Brezza... a Court Clerk going to work in the Court building. Hit in the neck 
and chest by three 7.62 bullets". 

 
• "Missus Sheryl Winter.... a Law Clerk employed by a Law Firm in the adjacent 

building to the Law Court. Hit several times in the pelvis and stomach, taking twenty-
four hours to die". 

 
• "Mister Don Forrest. Hit once in the head. It was he who took over a week to die. Not 

much has come to light on the life of Forrest yet". 
 
"Four other people received ricochet fragment injuries of a non-life-threatening manner". One 
of the Dees offered. ''They should also be placed up on the board as they have suffered too. 
Two are still in hospital''. 
 
I dutifully placed their names up on an adjoining board. 
 
''Okay people, who was the targeted person?'' 
 
Most of them looked agog at me. It was obvious this thought had not been broached. 
 
''This should be an easy question to answer…which out of the six…seven fatalities was the 
one with a bullseye plastered on his chest?'' 
 
No-one offered an answer to this important question. 
 
"Okay. We now know that two weeks after this tragic event, the Browning automatic pistol 
used in this shooting was also used by one Bruce Dalrymple at the Hyde Park incident. Mister 
Dalrymple met his maker that day, not before he managed to injure three Uniform Coppers 
with his highly illegal weapon. The question that must be asked? What is this creep… who 
was well-known to us State coppers and who had form, doing shooting a Mafia Don some 
weeks before the Hyde park incident? Was that really the target of this second shooter? Is 
Dalrymple the second Shooter? If he was, why? What is the connection? You guys have gone 
down the road investigating this series of shootings as Terrorist related..." 
 
"Again, that was the directive from on high..." A defensive tone in the voice. 
 
"Okay...yes, I understand. I am not about to shoot the messenger… and besides that, there has 
been too many days since the shooting to start flaying bodies. As of now, we can and will 
dismiss that supposition. I realise that once we begin treating this as a purely gun-related 
episode, we lose many... arr... let's say privileges that are available as short-cuts for terrorist 
related events as far as evidence gathering and 'search and seize' procedures. Let it be... right... 
I want full background checks on all our victims... all our alleged shooters... we have three, 
right? Dalrymple, Sterling, and Cutler." 
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"Um, Joe.... on what grounds are we to investigate those two youths whom you say are the 
shooters using the bolt action rifle?" 
 
"A dirty, white, high-roofed van came straight out in front of a Sydney bus moments after the 
second shot was fired. There is dash-cam video from the Bus of that occurrence, detailing 
stolen number plates on the van. Gunshot residue found in quite a large concentration in the 
rear of the van registered in Sterling's name. Home address out of Yass. Skin and blood trace 
was found on a top door locking bracket that will be confirmed as matching the DNA taken 
from Brandon Cutler..." 
 
"There is no substantive connection of those two young lads being the shooters that morning... 
there is myriad reasons why that material could have been caused with no link what-so-ever 
to our crime scene.... a dirty white van with stolen number plates... there has to be thousands 
of similar vans in the State..." 
 
I ignored the comment. I did not want to get into a slanging match with any one of these 
people. I wanted to convince them... turn them to my way of thinking in a more conciliatory 
manner. 
 
"Once we have examined all Bank Accounts of the two... and identified and examined the 
ballistics of the rifle, we will have that connection..." 
 
"Sir, we can't go off on a wild goose chase based on that flimsy association... you seem to 
have reached a conclusive opinion on the guilt of the two without any corroborative 
evidence". 
 
"Jack? It is Jack, isn't it? I am not a sir.... and in my mind, there is a connection. You may 
think it is a tenuous link if that, while I am convinced of the guilt of the two..." 
 
"They are now both dead, aren't they?" 
 
"Yes, but the person who hired them to shoot to death Barry Bocca is as guilty as those two 
who organised, waited in ambush and fired the two shots." 
 
There were murmurs and grumbles, a couple of cut-off chuckles at my supposition. 
 
"Based on what you have determined, Joe, there is insufficient evidence to even get Court 
Orders to investigate the lives of the two...and why have you named Bocca as the targeted 
hit?" 
 
I again ignored his question, convinced of my theories regarding the two university students. 
 
"An electronic search can still be instigated, can't it. Once we discover that golden egg, it will 
give us enough to obtain any Court Order, I am sure". 
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By the looks on the faces of all those present, they were not with me. They all thought that it 
was a cart before the horse scenario and were quite explicit in relaying those thoughts to me. 
I needed them on my side…I needed to convince them of my suspicions. 
 
Bring them with me. 
 
We needed to grasp at an alternate scenario, as the belief that the entire episode was a terrorist 
plot had led to that proverbial brick wall! I was sure they were not convinced otherwise. 
 
I wanted to go in a completely different direction that I hoped, would open the Case past that 
proverbial brick wall. 
 
''Okay…. I realise that none of you have had years of experience in homicide matters. Perhaps 
the only training that you may have had was in your old Academy days, and that is purely a 
foundation built upon with experience in such matters. When you have had ten-year’s 
experience in dealing with messy, gory murder cases, you develop a sixth sense. Those in 
Robbery, where most of you have come from, evolved a similar gut feeling that comes into 
play when something isn't sitting right… or is. You will just have to accept my gut feeling on 
the culpability of the two young chaps for the time being…until we can obtain more 
conclusive proof of their complicity in the shootings. Okay?'' 
 
I looked at each in turn, sure that I saw each nod their head in quiet agreement. I hoped so in 
any case! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 
 
 
"Okay..." 
 
I turned on the TV while the most senior Dee of the group, Dave Gauzzi operated the video 
stream. 
 
"Let’s look at the best video stream that we have of the initial shooting that is in our 
possession. In slow motion, if you can, Dave". 
 
We sat in silence as the images played. 
 
"I would imagine that the lot of you have sat through countless reviews of this tape. Okay? 
Again, Dave. Back through it again. Notice the three main players in relation to one another 
as they are hit... again Dave... and again". 
 
The young Gillian Chappell spoke up. She had impressed me when I had interviewed her. 
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In reading the entire Murder Report up until that point, she was often at loggerheads with her 
colleagues on certain points. She and Dave Gauzzi were most vocal in it not being a terrorist 
act even though they all knew that is how the Hierarchy wanted it investigated. 
 
They were not afraid to voice their dissension to the ruling. 
 
"He shot too high... and to the left. The rifle equipped with sights that had not been calibrated 
in. Especially over the distance that he was shooting. In taking the second shot, he over-
compensated for the fault and ended up shooting too low and too much to the right, shooting 
the Solicitor. That Mafia guy was the real hit". 
 
"Gills... have you had your eyes checked lately? Give me a break... what in hell is that 
supposition based on". One of the others butted in. 
 
And on it went.  
 
She would not be swayed by any intimidation or sexist remark. I nodded to Dave to replay it 
again. 
 
"Without a full background check on the Judge and the Solicitor, we cannot dismiss either of 
them as being the target... but really..." 
 
I turned to the group with my arms held wide in a questioning manner. 
 
"Common sense would dictate that the mob guy was the true hit... wouldn't you think? 
Common sense would tell you that! Why was he in Court, in any case?" 
 
"He was about to give evidence in a money laundering scam by a... um... an affiliate 
member..." 
 
"He was squealing on a fellow mob guy, in other words". 
 
"Yes... for a reduction in sentencing of his up-and-coming trial for a bundle of capital 
crimes..." 
 
"Wouldn't that kind of make your nose itch when you thought about the shootings? Was the 
Barrister... Sumner-Hughes, representing him in this case?" 
 
There was a chorus of concurrences to my query. 
 
"There are some who think that this terrorist angle was perpetrated by certain Politicians who 
may have accepted... um... sizable donations from Bocca before the last Election…and 
through the years commencing with their election into Federal Politics. Their insistence on it 
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being a terrorist hit seen as a deliberate act to take any examination of their dealings with 
Bocca away". 
 
That piece of information shocked me. There had been no mention of any kind to that piece 
of information in the Murder Book that was now some ten volumes thick and growing! 
 
"What?" 
 
I spun around to look at Gauzzi who had supplied that information. 
 
"Fair dinkum? Is that fact, supposition or just plain rumour mongering from Opposition 
Members?" 
 
"There is some... arrh... shall we say... truth to the accusation". 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
"Um...has that been investigated? No? I think we should follow that through". I responded. 
"It may be an important angle with connections to the shooting... trying to pull the wool over 
our eyes… how far have you progressed in that direction?" 
 
The look on their faces was my answer. 
 
I knew that I was venturing onto thin ice with this latest information. I would need to be with 
who-ever I nominated to interview the two Pollies. I could not leave them hung out to dry on 
their own. I did not like this directional change as it bought a whole new book of rules into 
being. Accusing a Commonwealth Parliamentarian of collusion with a known mob boss was 
entering the stratosphere! 
 
"Right... background... more background checks on those two Parliamentarians. It is a 
requirement now for them to publicise these donations. It is, isn't it? Over a certain amount? 
Let's make sure that we are not grabbing at the wrong balls before biting off more than we 
can chew, eh?" 
 
"And bury us in so much bullshit we can't smell the roses for the stench..." 
 
"What? Does that make sense?" Jack Bryant chortled. 
 
"Well.... if there are Pollies mixed up in the shootings, that sure muddies the water...giving us 
an alternate theory to work with". 
 
"And adds that level of political weight that we do not really want..." 
 
There were a few nervous glances by some of those sitting around the table 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 
 
 
"How far can you dig into a person's life, especially mobile phone usage, Social media sites 
and bank records without the need of a Court Order? I want continuum of evidence vetting so 
that it can stand alone in Court without its validity of disclosure being challenged in any way... 
including as an aside by a crafty Defence Lawyer". 
 
I was sitting in 'Knacker's' Office. 
 
He was absolutely thrilled that I had turned away from the dark side, as he put it. Malisa, my 
daughter-in-law sitting beside him, also tickled pink on my enlistment with the 'White 
Knights' as she called the AFP Detectives. I tried to enforce the notion onto them that it was 
for a temporary period until this investigation reached a successfully conclusion. I would then 
gladly slip back into my previous position with the Murder Squad.... if this sacrificial lamb 
had a job to go back to. 
 
"You think this temporary appointment is to hang you out to dry?" 
 
"I don't know, mate, but that is the way I'm thinking now. To me it sure is a puzzle as to my 
selection... it's got to be a precedence, and the interference by certain Politicians has been 
quite heavy to sway the initial investigation away from their direction by insisting that it 
should be treated as a purely terrorist hit! I mean, really, what bloody terrorist would use an 
old bolt action 303?" 
 
"Because it was easy to obtain one, I could suppose... but that sounded stupid as soon as I said 
it. These guys are able to obtain any type of weapon that they think they need… at any time… 
but you don't think it is... a terrorist hit?" 
 
"No. No way. It is a crime rotating around revenge, money, or love. I can only assume that 
they caused this to be initially branded as a Terrorist Act to take the onus off Bocca being the 
real target..." 
 
Knackers looked across at me with a puzzled look. 
 
Malisa giggled. 
 
"You trying to tell me that the AFP hierarchy preferred it to be labelled a Terrorist Attack over 
a Mafia hit to lessen the anxiety levels of the general population? That's a bit out there, Joe". 
 
"When you put it that way, then yes, I agree with you. But for what other reason would they 
want to continue with the spin?" 
 
"To make it easier to investigate...." 
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"The manner in search and seizure techniques would cause the Case to be thrown out of Court, 
I reckon, if it is not a terrorist act. There is so much more... um... leeway when it comes to 
home-grown terrorist acts... even in proving beyond reasonable doubt, from what I 
understand. I could be wide of the mark as I am new to this game, but..." 
 
She nodded her head in agreement. 
 
"Mate? I don't know... maybe... maybe the selection because there are some who think that 
you are one of the best... now that I have left that exciting part of my life behind me. Doesn't 
that make sense? And we all know what you think of the hierarchy involving themselves in a 
case and mustering political weight.... you let it be known plainly that you will not wear it. I 
think your predecessor wasn't as ballsy..." 
 
"OK.... I'll go along with that, but the person who should be shouldering that burden in 
severing it from the investigative body is the Boss of Special Operations under which we sit!" 
 
"Yes, well... she could very well have balls, Joe. You need to know that this investigation and 
your little team were only recently placed under her control... because it was seen by some 
that she does have balls". 
 
That made the three of us share a laugh together. 
 
Knackers looked down at his hands. 
 
I had the feeling that my mate may know something that I didn't. I wouldn't put it past the guy 
to be involved, however minimally, with my transfer into the AFP position. 
 
"Okay. Back to matters at hand. What you really want is sufficient evidential material that 
would enable a Court Order to be arranged on its credentials that would clarify and ensure 
that any such Order would be forthcoming... and cover what we have already begun in the 
search that you asked for". 
 
"Putting the cart before the horse, so to speak". My young offsider, Detective Gillian Chappell 
added. A smile on her face as she repeated what had been said previously. ''The consensus 
within our little group is it is a terrorist attack or what some are now saying overrules that 
terrorist theory as it is a few Parliamentarians’ thorn in the side that needed to be rid of''. 
 
We all nodded our heads in understanding. 
 
"I understand that both lads were country boys. True?" 
 
"Yes." I concurred. "Um... Sterling's family have a farm outside Yass... and Cutler's? Outside 
Wellington, from memory". 
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"The farms would be off-limits until you can get more evidence that would justify a search of 
their premises looking for the rifle... but you could arrange interviews with both families as 
both boys met a grisly end. In Cutler's case, you have 'Just Cause' to interview the parents as 
you were convinced of Sterling's complicity into his death... you would not be telling a lie by 
saying that you are still investigating his death. You never know, a hazy reference to a rifle... 
a 303, may result in it being produced... um... a digital check on all Bank Accounts of the two 
lads should be easy to organise. Without the need for any Court Order. The trace justified 
based on your suspicions of their involvement in the crime. This is a little different from the 
way the State Police Forces are permitted to operate, but it is to our advantage. Okay, leave it 
with us for a couple of days…. Oh! One thing. You seem to think that Bocca was the prime 
target, yes?" 
 
''No…not really. But he would be the obvious choice based on what we know at present, 
which truthfully, is bugger all. Why do you ask '' 
 
''He is one of the important top boys of Australia's crime fraternity. He was on a short leash… 
he even had a price on his head. His time was nigh, either outside or where he recently resided 
on remand until he was granted his freedom out on bail to be a part of these Court matters…'' 
 
''So? '' 
 
''If you were going to make a hit on Mister Big, would you use a bolt action 303 of some 
vintage by all accounts? The shots missed their target, didn't they? If Bocca was the man!?'' 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY 
 
 
"Detective Lind? This is Carmen Pallario. Could you be in my Office in fifteen?" 
 
"Ma'am? We're due on a mid-day flight to Canberra... um... we'll need to leave for the Airport 
very shortly." 
 
"That won't be necessary. Your reservations are cancelled… and so has your meetings with 
two Members of Parliament down there. My Office. Fifteen minutes". 
 
The line went dead. 
 
I looked at my mobile wondering whether the call had been fair dinkum. 
 
"The Iron Lady?" Dave Gauzzi asked. 
 
I nodded, not too sure if it was. 
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"Yeah. She has summoned me to her Office in fifteen. Our trip to Canberra cancelled, so she 
says. You better tell Sylvester and Bryant". 
 
"Keep your wits about you, Joe. She has a mind like a bear trap. Your illustrious predecessor 
was dead scared to even front her Office and a couple of times he emerged a quivering piece 
of meat". 
 
I nodded, not really taking in what Dave had said. 
 
I knew the lady when she was a Detective Super in Robbery in the NSW Force. She went 
from there to be 2IC Major Crime where I had very little to do with her. A very astute person 
with a reputation as a no-nonsense, straight shooter who didn't like bullshit or Officers who 
were lazy or on the take... even for free coffees! 
 
She now was the nominal Head of our small unit under a hazy heading of 'Special Operations'. 
 
We had re-acquainted ourselves as I was doing the two-day Induction and Familiarisation 
Course on the AFP, and more importantly, of the Special Operations Group. 
 
Some whispered that she had taken a pay-cut when she transferred from the Force to the AFP. 
 
Others intimated that she was given a fait accompli...the AFP or nothing! 
 
Take your pick! Office rumours were invariably incorrect or fifty per cent bullshit at least. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 
 
 
"Come through, Detective." 
 
I sat opposite her in her corner Office. A view of the Illawarra Cross-over not an inspiring 
vista! This was the convergence of several different railway lines with crossovers, rail bridges, 
and ramps just before Central Station on the suburban lines. A labour Government initiative 
during The Great Depression. 
 
"Ma'am... why has our trip to Canberra been cancelled?" 
 
I felt that the direct approach was the best with this lady. No dilly-dallying. No how's your 
father or what a bitch this heatwave is at present! 
 
"Detective? You come with so many glowing reports on your methods, mind-set, staff 
interaction and success rate that we could not ignore you as a candidate for this... um... special 
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investigation.... and I floated your name initially as a straight shooter. Also, you came with a 
warning that Joseph Lind wants to save the World from itself and if not kept in check, the 
man can run off at tangents to solve problems that are not in his sphere of responsibility... fair 
assessment?" 
 
I shuffled my feet, not too sure how I should defend myself... or even if I should! 
 
"Tell me, Detective, why is it necessary to interview two esteemed members of Parliament in 
relation to the St. James Court Massacre Case?" 
 
"Um... I do not know the connection…at present, but…um…perhaps both Members received 
large sums of money from a person whom we suspect, may have had some connection to the 
shooting death of Barry Bocca..." 
 
"May have! Could have! Those are rather tenuous indications of a person's guilt or 
otherwise… and still, you fail to inform me of any positive connection". 
 
She looked across at me with stony, hard eyes. A closed expression on her face. 
 
"Detective? Those donations are out in the public domain…” 
 
''Some are…'' I quipped, interrupting her spiel. 
 
''Yes…I am sure you are right. But the fact remains…they are easily accessible for those who 
are nothing but sticky-beaks who think they have some altruistic reason to know. Of no benefit 
to your ongoing investigation and the matter is being handled at this precise moment, by 
another Investigating Cell within the AFP. You have jeopardised their enquiries by coming 
heavy-footed across the landscape, forewarning these two that an enquiry into their affairs 
maybe in progress. Giving them sufficient time to burn bridges, shred evidence, and duck 
their heads. It will be most unlikely that we can bring charges to bear against the two because 
of your interference... now... Detective? You have a Duty Statement that is quite clear... and 
concise... adhere to the Letter of Understanding that you signed. Do I make myself perfectly 
clear, Detective?" 
 
"Yes, ma'am". 
 
"Then this meeting is over. I do not expect to see you in my Office again until the matter that 
you are investigating is resolved. Understand? Or when a summons for your presence is 
required by myself, so that I may be briefed of progress. Let's say once fortnightly". 
 
I stood, not sure whether I should salute or click me heals. 
 
Instead, I walked briskly out of her Office, my tail between my legs. 
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I was slowly learning when to bite my tongue. Maybe having two very young baby daughters 
at my time of life fast approaching fifty years of age, had taught me the art of discretion. 
 
Go figure! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 
 
 
"Shells? Howyagoin'? How's the shoulder coming along?" 
 
"Good, as a matter of fact. Almost full rotation of the shoulder joint. Still a bit stiff but a lot 
better than it was. Those two Massage therapists down in the Gym. Both are qualified Sports 
Physios. They work on me twice a day... how's the new job?" 
 
"Phew…still trying to understand the hierarchy, the chain of command and the first names of 
my team.... and get a feel for the obvious political pressures applied up until now. How and 
who. The team was fourteen, but I pared it down to a neat half dozen. A good mob, I hope. If 
I've picked the right combination..." 
 
"Sounds as though you've got your hands full and not necessarily with the type of detail that 
you prefer. Do you reckon you'll be able to handle it... the weight from on high, I mean?" 
 
"We'll see...I have ‘Miss Piggy’ Pallario as my direct line Boss. Did you have much to do with 
her when she was 2IC Major Crimes?" 
 
"Oh, Jeezus, Joe. She breaks balls. All I'll say is that do not get on the wrong side of her. You 
read the Paper or hear the News this morning?" 
 
"Yeah. The Furniture Factory. Thirteen bodies in total. Took them a while to discover them 
all, didn't it?" 
 
"Yeah. Thank Christ we're not involved. To find a couple more, burnt beyond 
recognition…what? Almost a couple of weeks after the fire... not for me". 
 
"That's one good thing about this job. The lack of bodies. It's softer on the senses". 
 
"Don't get used to it, Joe. We want you back here... this is your home, don't you forget! So, 
don't put your sneakers under any bed over there...." 
 
"Sneakers! I've had to go and buy a complete new wardrobe. Collar, tie, underdaks, and suit. 
Three suits, actually!! Black loafers and socks...and a bloody style haircut for good measure!" 
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"That I've gotta see.... come around for a coffee so I can take a squiz. Remember though, don't 
you come back here with any namby-pamby fashion statements, you hear! We want you back 
looking like a homeless drunk!" 
 
"Huh!!...a bum!?" 
 
I gave out a belly laugh. 
 
Shells joined in. It was a good sound…and it made me homesick! 
 
"Mmm... no... I won't forget. I'll be glad to get back into my jeans, a comfortable T-shirt, and 
my sneakers... and my faithful old Bomber Jacket.... and bloody glad to get back my former 
self!" 
 
We both laughed at that. 
 
"So, you are coming back, aren't you?" 
 
"Arrh...sure. Yeah. Hopefully, yeah. Bloody hell, Shells. I have hardly warmed this seat, so 
far!'' 
 
The tone in my voice didn't even half convince me, let alone Shells. I didn't want to do that 
to her, but to labour the point at this stage would only have made matters worse. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 
 
 
"Dave? Josh? A coffee perhaps?" 
 
I had discovered a Coffee Shop not more than two blocks from the AFP Building in my first 
week of being in the area. Far enough removed yet within spitting distance of the Building. 
Vaguely familiar faces sometimes seated at the several rows of tables and chairs for short 
periods of time. A quick, excellent quality coffee and maybe a 'Toasty' before returning to 
work. A fair amount of discussion, always about work, took place in these places. 
 
Copious amounts of coffee consumed during the day had replaced the time-honoured 
extended Liquid Lunch, especially on Pay Day and the day after at the 'Local'. An Australian 
tradition that was slowly disappearing! 
 
For most. 
 
There was a time and a place! 
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We ordered. My shout. 
 
"We've been called off the Parliamentary Members investigation. Outside our ‘Statement of 
Understanding’, having no real links with our subject of investigation. Reading between the 
lines, I'd say that both Members of Parliament took offence at our enquiries and a request for 
an interview with both persons to-day. I'm learning that this place is mired in political intrigue 
much the same as the NSW Cop Force. Similar, but the... arrh… intrusion is not State 
Parliamentarians but of the Commonwealth ilk. A lot more clout, eh?" 
 
"Yeah". Josh agreed. "Though from what I saw during my time in the Force, it is less 
noticeable. The hierarchy here in the AFP seem to be more averse to any political pressure 
applied. One of the reasons for that is the obvious success of the guys, with the help from 
Border Protection, in continually nabbing drug quantities and their Distributors.... always 
listed for attention with the Media. The Pollies like that type of thing". 
 
"What part of the Force did you come from?" 
 
I was sure that I had never seen Josh Highburn before. 
 
"Standards and Ethics via Regular Station Duties as a Senior Constable...." He gave a smile. 
"You have a reputation and have sent several of my State colleagues grey around the temples 
with your shenanigans". 
 
He laughed as our orders were placed on the table. 
 
"Why did you cross over?" 
 
"Politics, actually. It was rife in the Department. And if my fellow honchos got a taste of 
blood, like in your case, they tried to ride you into the ground. I've been told that there has 
been a clearing of the air once the Head and his Deputy were put out to pasture.... it needed a 
clean broom, that's for sure". 
 
I nodded absolutely agreeing with him. 
 
It had been some time since I had locked horns with the S&E chaps. That attitude had begun 
to change once Deputy Commissioner White in charge of Major Crimes under which the 
Murder Squad sat, had taken early retirement. It was rumoured that he and his son were in 
partial employment of certain Lebanese brothers who had owned a salubrious property on the 
banks of the Hawkesbury out past St. Albans. 
 
"Yeah". Highburn nodded his head. "He and the Head of S &E... and his Deputy, were long 
time drinking mates…so you can guess the rest". 
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That explained a lot. They were the old guard, buttering up their friendship during extend 
liquid lunches where plots and schemes were born. 
 
"Okay, our problem at hand. Any suggestions about moving forward?" 
 
"That in-depth background checks on all Victims... and your two young lads, Sterling and 
Cutler, should be completed by the end of the week. The information on Bocca is enough to 
fill several Binders by itself.... and the AO who was going to be squeezed by Bocca's 
testimony, is running a close second…he would have been shitting bricks up until he knew 
Bocca had bought it". 
 
"Who is he?" 
 
"Bennie 'Bandy' Shapero. A long-time mob guy into about every racket... he... um... he had 
eyes on the top job. Bocca wouldn't wear a bar of that idea. Bandy rose through the ranks to 
become Bocca's right-hand man... for a while, but Bandy can be rather abusive and abrasive 
if you get my drift. They had a falling out about large drug importation routes. Bocca said it 
was too much of a risk and the ready cash to pay up front was for a fool as if the drugs were 
seized at the Docks or in a raid, then there goes all their ready cash. Bocca was right, but 
Bandy tried a couple of times, getting his arse terribly burnt. He went cap in hand to Bocca 
but 'The Man' threw him out... right out, as they say, of the Organisation as he was into too 
many risky schemes.... and he lost too much of The Firm's ready cash. That was some eighteen 
months ago about. They've been feuding ever since…Bocca could see the writing on the wall 
as he was going down for multiple capital crimes and a list as long as my arm. He saw a way 
he may get a more favourable sentence if he spill on 'Bandy' Shapero…that’s where he was 
heading on that fateful morning…his first day in the jury box…it was whispered that it was 
going to be a sensational start to Bandy's trial…" 
 
"It's surprising that Shapero wasn't wearing a Frig pack.... that is Bocca's usual style with 
anybody who tries to flinch him". 
 
"A Frig Pack?" 
 
"A small Bar Frig is tied to the legs of the condemned man. Tossed over the side off the 
Continental Shelf in deep water.... 60 fathoms or greater. A favourite way to slim down the 
opposition numbers…rumour has it that there are several victims who have gone that 
way…after getting on the wrong side of Bocca. He was one cruel SOB". 
 
"Lovely... it seems that is the favoured execution style for the bad boys on the eastern coast". 
 
"Yeah... it is extremely rare that the bodies ever bounce back up...." 
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"Bandy Shapero. That name goes back a long way. He was a two-bit hood and major nuisance 
when I was working Undercover Drugs. Rose quickly through the ranks, mainly by savage 
and extreme actions. Jeez, what goes around, comes around...." 
 
"Happy memories, huh?" 
 
"You could say that. Yeah". I replied with a smile. 
 
"You're placing all your bets on something coming up in the Sterling and Cutler back-ground 
Bank checks, aren't you? Our Digital Surveillance mob doing a bit of overtime, huh? That 
could be a bit dangerous..." 
 
"Yes and no.... and by the sounds of it, you don't totally buy the theory?" 
 
"Mmm... I'll hold my opinion until we get something back from the Digital Surveillance 
Group". 
 
I nodded. I couldn't ask for anything more, I guess. I was beginning to line up my half-dozen 
Detectives and their respective skills… 
 
I was gradually working out my allies and enemies. People whom I could trust as against 
those who could very well go for the jugular at an inopportune moment. 
 
It was important to know the difference when you were the new 'man'. A case of watching 
your back and who you could shout a coffee to knowing confidently there would be a return 
shout! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 
 
 
"Joe? How are you?" 
 
"Shells!? I think it was my turn to ring but what-ever. Good to hear from you. Howyagoin'?" 
 
"Good... we miss you, though. It ain't the same here without your sick sense of humour and 
imbecilic wit! You sound more relaxed. Not as wired up..." 
 
"Yeah, well... it's early days yet. What, I guess it's been close to a month? It's good not to view 
a dead body every other day. A mangled, bloody cadaver every time that you're called to a 
Domestic Violence Homicide. Here at least, if you put in a nine to ten-hour day and haven't 
achieved your goal, it won't be solved by a couple of hours of overtime... they genuinely 
discourage the practise... and it's not because of financial limitations either! Go home to your 
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family at a reasonable hour, is the accepted behaviour. A double shift hardly heard of!! The 
Night Shift guys are really a skeletal shift, and most of those guys are on surveillance duties 
in any case... a nine-hour shift. There doesn't appear to be the political wrangling even in the 
rank and file and the hierarchy here are less political also. Morale is high... a lot bloody higher 
than back home and you don't need to build yourself up to go to work every morning... you 
know when you get so down when things are not going right... like too many bodies to view 
and realising that in the most part, all we see is the dregs of society... usually. For the time 
that I have spent here, I have not been abused, spat on, ridiculed, vilified, or insulted. People 
have a far better opinion of AFP personnel. I don't know whether it is because they see at least 
once a week on their TV another huge stash of drugs detected by AFP Personnel.... I don't 
know..." 
 
"You trying to convince me or yourself that you are in a better place, Joe?" 
 
"Good to talk to you, Shells. You coming over next week-end?" 
 
"Yep... and Sash too... with her new boyfriend. Barry Witherspoon...from downstairs in 
EACG. They make a fine couple, actually. Is that okay by you?" 
 
"Yeah, sure. She still living with you?" 
 
"Yeah... but I don't think it'll be that long before they're looking for a place of their own... Joe? 
Gotta go. CB is calling. See ya". 
 
I hung up and leant back in my chair, pleased to have heard her voice. 
 
It was then that I realised that I had not replied to her comment about me trying to convince 
myself that I was in a better space. Physically. Emotionally and even financially. The 
Commonwealth Superannuation Fund was miles better than the State-run example... and staff 
morale? It was a pleasure to see so many enthusiastic, cheerful, positive people! 
 
I looked around at my little Office. Out of the one window that I had to view the sky. 
 
I felt comfortable. At home. 
 
I figured that I had found a place to call home. 
 
That in some ways, scared me. In other ways, it excited me! 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 
 
 
I suggested that Gillian Chappell and Dave Gauzzi organise a flight into Wellington for next 
Friday. A day trip to interview the Cutler family on the death of their son. Explain how it 
happened and possibly drift the conversation into Brandon Cutler's expertise as a target 
shooter. 
 
"Identify yourselves to the Local Cops. You should be able to fiddle a lift with one of them 
out to the farm. I think they're about eighty kays out of town. We need that rifle if you can 
finesse it from the family. It will save on Warrants or Court Orders later. It will give us that 
connection between the two lads and the shootings once ballistic evaluations are conducted 
on the rifle. We will even get confirmation on the fact that it shoots too high and to the left.... 
there should be a flight back late afternoon. Okay? Get Dotty to arrange the flights". 
 
They both nodded. 
 
Dotty, or Dorothea Daniels, was the Office Clerk assigned to our little section. She was the 
typical mother hen and guiding light for all our requirements. She would sort it. Anything at 
all! 
 
"Full Report on my desk by lunch time next Monday... the ballistics shouldn't take longer than 
a couple of days". 
 
I walked past the small group of four Officers who were working the Internet on all our 
Victims and POIs. 
 
"How we going with the background checks?" 
 
"As expected, Bocca and Shapero come up with the most Media hits. It amazes me that their 
names have been regularly put out there by all the Media over a lot of years actually, stating 
that they are the 'Mister Bigs' in Australia's underworld with links, suspicions to quite a few... 
shall we say, disappearances and yet they are permitted to donate large sums of money to all 
the major Political parties, have legitimate businesses in several States and are fussed over at 
the major Race-Courses.... at the big meets". 
 
"Everyone loves the bad guy..." 
 
There were chuckles all round at my comment. 
 
"One thing... our Mister Donald Stuart Forrest does not exist. There is no history of the man. 
None whatsoever!" 
 
"Was he swabbed for a DNA sample and his fingerprints taken?" 
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"Yeah... they have pulled up a blank too!" 
 
"Mmm... interesting... from the video streams, he was walking towards the Court Entrance, 
wasn't he?" 
 
Jack Bryant shook his head slowly. 
 
"We have just concentrated on the 303 Cutler shots as instructed, Boss". 
 
I nodded, accepting the slight in the manner that it was given. As a stir. 
 
I wanted to keep the two shooters as separate cases in the preliminary stages of the 
investigation so as not to muddy the water... I wanted to leave it for a bit until we had 
substantive evidence on Cutler's complicity... than we could switch over to the automatic 
Browning handgun section of the hit. I again explained my thinking of keeping the two as 
separate cases. 
 
The four who were doing the computer searches all nodded. They all agreed with that strategy. 
I felt that the two shooting methods were completely unrelated and I wanted to keep it that 
way. 
 
"End of the week?" 
 
"Yes, Joe. No worries." 
 
"Okay, we'll have a staff meeting first thing next Monday morning to go over what we have 
learnt so far". 
 
I had to smile to myself as I walked to my small corner Office. 
 
It's funny how these arrangements can become second nature. The Monday meeting had been 
a ritual that dated back to Abbey's early days as Head of the Murder Squad over in the NSW 
Police Force. 
 
The thought made me homesick. 
 
Go figure. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 
 
 
My phone buzzed in its dock. 
 
I had curtailed my want to substitute the ring for a favourite tune or six. It not appreciated in 
this more conservative and staider environment. 
 
"Detective Lind? This is Forensic Officer Gillian Bradstreet. I was doing the GSR 
examination of that wrecked, white van for you... and the skin and blood trace on the holding 
top knuckle of the rear doors of the van. I have a DNA match to a Deceased person that is in 
the system. Brandon Cutler..." 
 
"You're an absolute whiz, my love. Can you send the Report over via the following e-mail 
address?'' I stated my AFP e-mail address. 
 
"That's not an NSW Force e-mail account, Detective...." 
 
"No, it isn't. I'm working as the Lead Detective on the St. James Court massacre under the 
AFP flag. A temporary arrangement until my little band of brothers can solve the case". 
 
"Oh! Um... Oh, I don't know, Detective..." 
 
I gave her the Responsibility Codes for the case, assuring her that the AFP had taken control 
of the matter from the moment that the CBD went into controlled lock-down and that I had 
the authority to approve her sending her results to my account with the AFP. 
 
While I kept the N.S.W. Police Force e-mail address and checked on it daily, the ongoing case 
would always stay under the AFP umbrella until completion. 
 
"Look, if you are uncomfortable with that arrangement of sending official State Reports 
outside the Force, then send it to my e-mail address at the Murder Squad. I check that account 
every day". 
 
She still seemed a little reticent in assisting the opposition Force, but the Report came through 
as I was still placating the poor lass. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 
 
 
"Joe? CB... just a call to keep in touch. I understand that you are enjoying it over there?" 
 
I was immediately on the defensive, especially after Shelley's call this morning. I'd say that 
she had gone straight into CB's Office with a tale of woe of how I was not coming back to the 
Murder Squad. 
 
"You know what they say. A change is as good as a holiday. I must admit that I am enjoying 
the sabbatical a little more than I thought I would!" 
 
We both chuckled at that statement. 
 
"Just remember where your heart is, okay.... I thought I'd fill you in on a couple of 
developments on those cases in which you were minimally involved. The 'Sonny' Sung 
homicide murder? They've nabbed three of the gang with the other two having disappeared 
into the woodwork. Possibly having flown home to China, so they say. A pity, as they were 
the heavy gang members. The three nabbed? Charged with a string of offences with the worst 
being assault with an illegal weapon causing death. Buggered if I know why they couldn't go 
for a straight charge of homicide... politics I guess, as then the Case should have reverted to 
us. They'll spend around five to six in the clink is the common bet before deportation back to 
China. The Owner of the Restaurant and his missus? They'll go down for around four years, 
have their entire fortune stripped from them under the 'Proceeds from Crime' Legislation and 
deported back to China as paupers.... that Joinery Factory funeral pyre? Now that's a real, sad 
case. Eleven bodies boiled to braised steak. Four additional bodies found in one of the 
Containers that was used as sleeping quarters. The Indian guy and the missus? They reckon 
that they're looking at between fifteen and twenty... both will die in prison. If not, they'll be 
deported back to India as bloody Pensioners... anyhow, just to keep you up to date... it's 
outside our sphere of influence and responsibility, huh? But it's good to know that our judicial 
system works, eh?" 
 
Here we go again, I thought. He was about to give me a dressing down over tacitly handing 
over the Cases to Border Protection, the EACG team and the Robbery Boys. 
 
He was rambling. 
 
A habit you saw when-ever he was nervous. Those two Cases were way outside my interest 
now that I was settling into this job. Why I needed to know the intricacies was way beyond 
me. As I said, he was rambling, concerned with what Shells may have relayed to him. 
 
That made me re-think motives for this transfer that was supposedly a temporary arrangement. 
Was I looking at it from the wrong direction? 
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That made me sit up and think of these shootings. 
 
Were we looking through tinted glasses? 
 
CB cut across my thoughts as he continued to ramble... he was fishing in an obtuse way. I was 
sure of it! 
 
"Um... the two-storey house that you visited in Canley Vale? 'Sonny' Sung's place of residence 
where there was a heap of illegals, so it is suspected. They raided the joint last Monday 
morning. Early. The cupboard was bare..." 
 
"What do you mean, bare!?" I interrupted. 
 
"As clean as a whistle... even temporary internal partitions forming those extra bedrooms up 
and downstairs had been removed. It is on the market to be sold. I reckon that the NSW 
Government will take most of the money that it is sold for". 
 
"They've just moved the illegals to another address, Boss. Get them to check on... the guy 
who owned the premises... he also owned the Restaurant... the Red Rose Lantern Café. They 
need to chase down his Property Portfolio. He's just moved them to another joint. He has a 
ready-made supply of employees working for a bloody pittance…and he's one step ahead of 
us". 
 
"Yeah, that was mentioned at a joint meeting that we had two days after the raid... um, earlier 
this week. Calm down Joe... you're still the same, wanting to save the world. It is way outside 
your present sphere of responsibility and should be of no concern to you... hear me?" 
 
I was on the verge of asking him if that be the case, then why the bloody hell was he giving 
me the details? 
 
"Okay. Okay. Fair enough... They took their time organising the raid though, Boss... it's what, 
five weeks, closer to seven, since Sasha and I were there..." 
 
"Yeah, I know. There have been some whispers about money changing hands... brown paper 
bags if you get my drift.... just as well you opted out of the Case as I think there is going to 
be some very embarrassing questions asked... you know these Orientals and the way they do 
business..." 
 
"Yeah, well... if Shells, Sash, and I were still on the Case, we would have been jumping up 
and down after a fortnight had passed without the Raid being organised and timed in, thank 
you very much". 
 
I was a little irked at the implication in the lack of a quick response in raiding the joint... that 
and the tone of CB’s voice. 
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I wondered not for the first time, what I had done to piss him off as he appeared to have the 
knives out for me. But then, he would have had to agree to my sequestering even on a 
temporary basis, into the AFP Special Operations Team. He and several other high-ranking 
Officers in the hierarchy would have needed to put their signatures on the move. Again, I was 
reminded of previous thoughts that as a Dee Four, I could very well be in line for the head 
Detective Superintendent, Murder Squad position. Clive Butler was starting to count down 
the days, I would have thought. That made me think who his cronies might well be. Obviously, 
they weren't that thrilled to have me in line for the top job. For them, the best way out was to 
get rid of me so I would have bugger all chance in the selection process for CB’s chair! 
Depending on the timing, the AFP would stifle any attempt by me to put my hat in the ring. 
The problem with this was that I did not want the job! My negative thoughts were playing 
havoc with my sleep patterns. On two occasions so far, I was forced to sleep in the Caravan 
away from Tellie who hated fitful nights… 
 
All those insecure thoughts and conspiracy theories flooded over me once again. I will have 
a couple of sleepless nights until my paranoia cooled. 
 
I shook my head and signed off from my old Boss as courteously as I could! 
 
Bugger!!! 
 
The thing was that I could not think of any positive reasons for my transfer. I always zeroed 
in on the downside when things were involved and affected me. Always had. Always will, I 
suspected. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 
 
 
Monday morning. 
 
The whole group was in attendance as requested. I sat at an empty desk with them circled 
around me on the main Office floor. My small, partitioned Office would not accommodate 
my six subordinates and me at the same time! 
 
"Okay....Gillian? Dave? Your trip out to Wellington on Friday? How did it go? Pleasant 
weather?" 
 
They glanced at one another. 
 
That was not a good sign. 
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"Um.... Mister and Missus Cutler were not into having Cops insinuate that their son was the 
Shooter in the biggest series of murders of this century. Seems the only way that they will 
relinquish their son's rifle is by Court Order. One thing. The lad had set up a small rifle range 
on the property, so bullets from the gun should not be hard to come by... you know, for 
comparative purposes". 
 
I nodded. Leaned back waiting for more… 
 
It had always been on the cards that that would be the reaction, especially with us coming in 
cold with the accusation sometime after his death. I doubted that digging through a dirt bank 
unearthing slugs would give us a clear comparative sample, but I kept the thought to myself. 
 
“Any word from Ballistics? I assume that you dug some 303 slugs out of the dirt? Understand 
though, it may not be of any use as the examples were gained without a Court Order or 
approval from the Cutlers”. 
 
''Yes, Boss. We know that. We expect a Report from Ballistics sometime to-morrow. If there 
is a match against those from the Shooting Scene, we will have Probable Cause to delve 
further into the lads' backgrounds''. 
 
"Okay... you've all had a full week on background checks of all Victims and known shooters… 
the two young lads first. What have you managed to dig up on them?" 
 
Jack Bryant cleared his throat and looked down at his iPad. 
 
"We may have found the golden egg on the two young lads... well.... the Digital Mob did the 
hard work... um... for example, John Sterling. All his Accounts are with a well-known Credit 
Union. He has an everyday operating Account with an EFPOST card connected to it. Another 
Account with a Debit Card attached. Both in his name. Then an Account titled 'Custer' with 
the joint holders being Cutler and himself. I'd say this Account was the operating Account for 
the Van Hire business. All these Accounts linked so that electronic transfers easily 
conducted.... but then he has another Account with a Building Society in the name of his 
parents' farm. He and Cutler are the account name holders... interestingly, ten days before the 
shooting, A$30,000 cash amount deposited. Thirty hours after the shootings, an amount of 
A$110,000 deposited.... as a Bank Cheque. There is no other activity in this account except 
for an amount of A$15,000 transferred into an Account in the name of B J Cutler a week 
before the shootings occurred. I guess the 50% share of the deposited sum for the hit to 
proceed". 
 
There were whistles and claps all round. A hum of conversation as the importance of this find 
sank in. 
 
"The price for a hit on an important figure sure hasn't kept pace with Inflation.... that seems 
still a bit high in to-day's world, doesn't it? A$140,000 for the successful hit". 
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No-one gave a suitable reply except to say they knew what they intended to do during their 
retirement years. 
 
"Neither boy lived long enough to really experience the highs of their new-found wealth.... in 
a way, a pity, huh?" 
 
"We have enough for a Court Order to obtain that weapon... we have that connection that we 
have been hoping for. We should be able to trawl out who was the party who made those sums 
available...and thus point to who the targeted person was on that morning… excellent work... 
right, anything else? Keep on that money trail. I want to know who made the deposits into 
that Account... the Account would seem to be a recent addition, wouldn't it?" 
 
"Um.... yes. It was opened several months before the morning of the shooting." 
 
"Okay, good work. That would indicate a timeframe during which negotiations were the order 
of the day. Their e-mail and Smart-phone history... that should tell us something. We'll need 
a Court Order to obtain those back records with all details. Keep in mind though, those 
deposits in and of themselves do not prove that it was for services rendered. We will need 
more…" 
 
I nodded towards Jack Bryant. 
 
I had always regarded him as one of the more reliable and hard-working of the team. He also 
displayed leadership potential and was always willing to give a hand whenever one of the 
others asked for help. 
 
"Um... I'll organise the Court Orders for the search of both boy's e-mail accounts and their 
mobile phone histories. Calls and SMS's.... um, also a Court Order to search the Cutler home, 
outbuildings and farm...." 
 
I wrote this down as I would need to obtain Pallario's approval. It was clear to me that she 
was the route through which all such requests channelled. I had a feeling that it was another 
way for her to keep across the Case without getting too nosy. 
 
"Um.... our mysterious Victim? No-one has claimed his body. It is still lying in the Morgue's 
Refrigeration Unit...." Brad Pullman piped up. 
 
"Send the best shot you have of the face of the man to Scotland Yard, Interpol, EU Police and 
the FBI... let's see if anything comes of that... also... make enquiries with ASIO, ASICB and 
ASIS and the Defence Intelligence Bureau... um... I'll go see Pallario this morning if I can, to 
organise those Court Orders. Gillian? Dave? And you too, Jack... and Diana. Organise a trip 
out to Wellington for Wednesday. I want the 303 Rifle off to Ballistics and proof of use in the 
Shootings conclusively proven by the end of the week. Wait until we have that Court Order 
before you contact the local boys. I think we'll need their help in the search for the rifle. We 
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can continue examining the money trail and the background checks on all our players, but 
we'll switch over our efforts to the second ghostly shooter next week, all being well. Well 
done, all of you". 
 
I felt that we were turning onto the home straight. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE 
 
 
I suddenly stood, surprising everyone around me. 
 
I circled a couple of times looking for 'Big Red', the silent Punching Bag that took centre stage 
in our Murder Squad Room. Hanging there waiting to pummel into submission. Instead, I 
wandered over to the external window and peered out, not looking at anything. 
 
I swung around to face my small group who were all wondering what had bitten my balls. 
 
One or two of the wags said as much. 
 
I smiled. Walked back and sat at the desk. 
 
"We're looking at this as though looking through a prism where the light has been bent... there 
is something not right about all this... both shooting episodes...." 
 
I again stood and began to pace in front of the small group of men and women. 
 
"The chances of an opposition Mob Boss employing two rank amateurs as snipers to kill his 
adversary because he was about to squeal on him is a little bit.... know what I mean? He would 
have the best Sniper... or Marksman in Australia doing his dirty work for him... even 
employing some-one from overseas... in and out, quick time. He in a position to know of these 
types of guys... there is no way that he would hire two rank amateurs for the hit... no bloody 
way! What do you guys reckon?" 
 
"The money deposited into the young blokes' Accounts proves that they were hired to make 
the hit...." 
 
"Yes... I know that but what if their target wasn't Bocca as we have presumed? What if it was 
say... the Barrister?" 
 
"Or both the Barrister and the Judge?" Gillian offered. 
 
She was loudly heckled by her colleagues for her comments. 
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I raised a hand to quell the nonsense. 
 
"Think about... that could be correct..." 
 
"That would mean that that Fascist chap…'' Jack clicked his fingers. ''Bruce…Bruce 
Dalrymple shot Bocca... we know that the Browning pistol was his as he used it two weeks 
later at that Protest March in Hyde Park.... and that cost him his life... but where is the 
connection? Think about it and we need to chase out that connection…and Boss? I like your 
take on Bocca not being the target by those two lads…Bocca and men like him would not 
employ such amateurs. For that type of hit they'd have the best sniper around…" 
 
I looked at Jack Bryant who had offered that gem. Mulled it over. Thought through it. Tossed 
it in the air and tasted it with my tongue. 
 
I was not convinced. Something wasn't sitting right. 
 
"Jack? When we finish here, get onto the Liaison Officer of the NSW Police Force. The whole 
incident handled by the Major Crime and the Gang Related Group I'd say. I want a copy of 
the best video of the Hyde Park incident only where... his name... what was the guy's name? 
Where he was centre stage in the frame in that confrontation in Hyde Park". 
 
"Bruce Dalrymple.... not a great name for a small-time thug, known illegal Bikie member and 
a Fascist leaning, right-wing idiot... then again, I don't think that his IQ quota would be higher 
than to-day's temperature…. and what would be a good name for that type of guy… Bruce? I 
don't think so!" 
 
That caused a mild round of laughs and snide remarks. Boys will be boys even when there 
are two females included! 
 
"OK...'' I held up my hand. ''Yeah... chase that out... and have you done a complete background 
check on the bloke?" 
 
"No Boss... arrh... Joe. He wasn't in the list of known Victims or assumed POIs of the Law 
Courts massacre. He's only just come out of the woodwork!" 
 
"Yes, you're right. Put him high up in your Internet trawls, will you? Now?" 
 
"Arrh, Joe? Why would either the Judge or the Barrister... or both together, be the targets over 
Barry Bocca being the obvious target?" Garry Wilson asked. 
 
A troubled look on his face. 
 
I had marked Garry as a plodder. 
 



93 

Give him instructions and he would carry them out to the letter. Expect him to enlarge... to 
extend a direction of thought or step outside that proverbial box, and you would be 
disappointed. But these types, with a complete opposite sitting beside him, could do wonders 
on any form of Internet search... I remembered well my former colleague, Dallas Courtney. 
 
While I was in the building, I must pay him a visit. Then I suddenly realised I had been here 
now for close on two months... and this was the first time that I had thought to visit him! 
 
That made me feel very unthoughtful A right, royal arsehole! 
 
"I don't know..." I responded to his question uncertainly. "But it needs to be a question to keep 
in the back of your mind as you continue with your trawls.... Dalrymple was a fascist. A far-
right wing thug who thought it clever…and to some extent his actions would have a negative 
effect on society if his 'hits' were successful…feasible? Maybe he had been let down by the 
Solicitor at some stage…and given a sentence by the Judge…take a look at him, okay?'' 
 
I looked from one to the other members of my Task Force. Several nodded…others shook 
their heads thinking it too far into the realms of imagination having this guy to suddenly 
emerge as a suspect. 
 
''Arrh…one thing before we finish up. Garry, you asked the question. Can you trawl through 
the Court Records to find out whether Judge Hamlyn Dart may have been the Presiding Judge 
in a Case defended by Senior Barrister George Sumner-Hughes... and if there has been such 
a Case, who was the Accused. It would have to be some-one able to afford a $140,000 hit... 
so we would be looking at a person of means. Okay?" 
 
Garry Wilson nodded and wrote something into his iPad. A reminder, perhaps. If it was to be 
found, then Garry would be the man to find it, I was sure! 
 
''Boss? Aren't we strangling ourselves with too many theories…too many alternate schemes?” 
 
''We keep them all on the boil until facts ensure one by one all these theories fall 
away…leaving only one plausible alternative for us to follow''. 
 
They all nodded. This was the way of a Homicide Detective which none of my colleagues 
had any experience at…it was to be a steep learning curve for all. 
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CHAPTER FORTY 
 
 
We obtained the Court Orders to search the Cutler Farmhouse and all Outbuildings without 
any hullabaloo. 
 
Also, the Order to dig further into the money trail and a request to the Building Society to 
provide the necessary video stream that may identify the person who had deposited the money 
for the hit. 
 
I had placed our case before Carmen Pallario in a shorthand description that left no detail out. 
 
She immediately lifted her phone and called through to a Judge Hindmarsh. Repeating the 
case twice, she stressed that the shooting homicide of a Criminal Judge was not acceptable 
and all resources available to the AFP was being used to bring the Suspects to justice. 
 
The Order would be ready for me to pick up in one hour, so she informed me succinctly by 
phone. 
 
"Detective, this would prove conclusively your long-held belief that the two young University 
lads are responsible for the shooting of the Judge and his Barrister colleague? Using the .303 
rifle?" 
 
"You knew of them? Judge Hamlyn Dart and Barrister George Sumner-Hughes?" I answered 
her question with a question of my own. 
 
"Yes... the occasional rubbing of shoulders at various Judicial Functions. Charity dos. Things 
like that. The Judge especially, was a saint when it came to certain charitable events". 
 
"Would you know whether the Judge had presided over any Case where Sumner-Hughes may 
have been the Defending Solicitor?" 
 
"Oh dear! Arrh… why would you want to know that?" 
 
I filled her in on our latest suppositions of there being two targets for the two separate sniper 
parties. 
 
"Oh, dear. That would be something, wouldn't it? Neither shooter knowing of one another, 
and both begin shooting at the same time.... aiming at their separate targets... what's the odds 
of that happening?" 
 
That seemed to whirr around in my grey matter without settling, but there was something in 
the words that forced me to change direction again. 
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"The motive, Joe? In both cases? Do you know the details?" 
 
"Um... unfortunately, no... we may have identified the shooters in the Judge and Sumner-
Hughes shootings, but we are no closer to the motive than we ever have been. As the two 
young Suspects are dead, we may only know about a motive once we identify the money 
person who hired the two...." 
 
"And the other Shooter who used a handgun with a silencer fitted?" 
 
"We have separated the two Cases. The team has been concentrating on the .303 shootings. 
We may switch over to the other case next week and leave just two Officer to sort through the 
first case. I did not want any facts to get lost which I felt could happen if we tried to co-
ordinate both Cases in unison". 
 
"Mmm...I see. Keep me across it, Joe. Okay?" 
 
She handed me the formal Requests for the Court Orders. We were dismissed. 
 
Gillian Chappell had accompanied me up to the Boss's floor. 
 
We now needed to get into town to the St. James Court building to pick up the Court Orders. 
 
As we sat in the train, I leant over to Gillian to ask whether what Pallario had said had twanged 
any of her synapses. 
 
She looked across at me for some moments. 
 
"Um... the second shooter? An amateur. Never fired or even held a semi-automatic pistol 
before. She wasn't ready to fire when she did but the reverb shots of the .303 caused her to 
begin to fire out of a reflex action. I'd lay odds and say that she may have had her eyes closed 
after the first shot... the Browning handgun on semi-automatic. Bam... Bam... Bam... Bam... 
well, in her case because of the silencer attached, it was a phhtt, phhtt, phhtt, though even 
with a silencer fitted, there is still a noticeable reverb involved. Still, as the shell is ejected to 
the left, the gun has a tendency to move slightly to the right... and buck a bit after each shot.... 
she doesn't appear to have made allowances for that characteristic which is a common trait 
with all pistols when fired on semi-automatic with less than a second between each depression 
of the trigger". 
 
I looked at her. I was gobsmacked. I eventually smiled. 
 
"You think that the second shooter is female?" 
 
"Mmm.... could be". 
 



96 

She giggled. Nodded. 
 
"Could be. I have thought that for a while but was too scared to voice my opinion in front of 
them all". 
 
"Don't ever be insecure about voicing your opinion, especially while I am your Unit's Leader. 
Hear me?" 
 
"Yes Boss". 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FORTY-ONE 
 
 
We entered the Lift on the twenty-second floor of the Court Building with the Court Orders 
tucked into my suit jacket inside pocket. 
 
I felt pleased with the progress made. 
 
"Gills? Were you on-site the morning of the shooting?" 
 
"No... none of us were. The AFP took immediate control as soon as it was known that a 
Commonwealth Judge had been shot dead, but for most of that day, it was the 'Call-out' 
emergency crew and your Uniforms and Forensic people controlling the site... um... I guess 
we were on-site that night well after the Victims had been removed... theories were flying 
around madly with little basis in fact as we didn't even know what type of gun... or the fact 
that two shooters were involved... the decision to suppress that second shooter was made early 
in the piece... I've often thought that it was a political order that came from very high up 
because of our mysterious Mister Forrest's presence. He seems to be a controlling factor as 
far as I am concerned... the elephant in the room who no-one knows…as against the tenuous 
connection of Bocca with two Parliamentarians as has been bandied around. We actually 
weren't aware of the fact of two different guns being used until the Preliminary Post-mortem 
results were in... two days later, though there were murmurs from the Forensic Pathologists 
on-site at the time... which we weren't made aware of...." 
 
I shook my head and wondered whether the case could have been solved by now if the political 
pressure to ‘snow’ even the selected Investigation Team hadn't been so intense. To think that 
this team were no-where near the crime scene until after the Victims' bodies had been removed 
from the site infuriated me. To me, there was a definite push to make a successful outcome of 
the case less achievable. 
 
I scolded myself, saying that I should perhaps tether my paranoia as that attitude at this stage 
of proceedings was not going to achieve much. 
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"You seem to think that our mysterious Mister Forrest may have caused the Terrorist tag to 
be attached to the crime... and not our victim, Bocca?" 
 
"Yes. I've always thought that... for a guy to have no history back past six months about, 
causes my brain to go into overdrive. The only Organisations that can achieve such feats are 
those connected secretly to big government. I have often thought that that scenario was more 
apt than the official 'terrorist' connection offered up by the Government… which, you may 
have noticed, has not been repeated in any of the Media Releases of the past couple of weeks. 
Strange, huh?" 
 
"Yet you chose not to divulge these thoughts? Young lady, no matter what your suspicions 
are, good or bad, they need to be stated as it can influence how someone else is thinking... or 
it might not... but please, if you have a suspicion, get it out for general discussion. That's one 
of many reasons we have team meetings". 
 
She looked sheepish. Nodded, though I would say that she would always be guarded in 
broadcasting what she may be thinking. 
 
"Mmm.... you know what? I think we should barricade off the top of King Street and Phillip 
Street and do a re-enactment of that morning. We are now sure of the position of both shooters, 
aren't we?" 
 
Chappell nodded giving me a sideways glance. 
 
"And we can assess the position of all the Victims by the various video feeds and still shots 
that we have... as none of us have any idea really of what went down, I think it would be a 
very helpful exercise..." 
 
"What do you think would be the response from the Media?" 
 
"Fuck the media... but it would help to keep the case front and centre with the Public, I guess". 
 
"You'll need approval from on high..." 
 
"That's what Pallario gets big bucks for... c'mon, let's take a walk around the Crime Scene 
first.... have a chat then have a coffee at the Lindt Café.... it's on the corner of Martin Plaza 
and Elizabeth before we head back to the Office. They do an excellent coffee and their 
Chocolate Mud Cake, you'd die for". 
 
My sick humour lost on the girl. 
 
That afternoon I visited Dallas Courtney who was very chuffed to see me. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-TWO 
 
 
"Joe? Dave Gauzzi. No can find any trace of the .303 rifle... I reckon it was here as there is 
fresh gun oil in the timber support arms in a purpose-built Gun Cabinet that Mister Cutler 
confesses was the location in which his son's gun was positioned... he doesn't know where the 
gun is now. He presumed it was still at the joint where he and his mate Sterling shared their 
digs. In Sydney. I think he was lying. We have gathered up about two dozen .303 slugs from 
that earth bank at the Farm Range that Cutler had made...." 
 
"Um... we've discussed this point before, Dave. I think you may have over-stepped the 
wording of the Court Order, Dave. In that regard". 
 
"It describes the .303 bolt-action, Lee-Enfield rifle with attached scope... and any relevant 
loose ammunition.... the bullets we have dug up could be classified as loose ammunition as 
the type used in a .303 Rifle.... and we have taken position of a box of .303 bullets. The shells 
re-used. They have always loaded their own shells. We may get something from one of them 
that will help". 
 
"Okay. I have no intention of entering a discussion on schematics. Good work, but we could 
still be on shaky ground. Even if we can show that by comparative ballistic examination, the 
bullet striations similar to those slugs taken from both the Judge and the Barrister's bodies, 
without that Rifle, we may still be up shit creek. We'll see how we go. Before you go, we are 
organising for a re-enactment of the entire crime scene for next Tuesday. All day. It would 
seem not one member of the team, including myself, was anywhere near the crime scene while 
the bodies, the Forensic Trace Team, the Forensic Pathology team of which there were three 
teams, and the Ballistic Team were in-situ. A couple of you managed to be on-site about 
twelve hours after the shit hit the fan. That's just not good enough. I have an opinion that the 
entire case has been handled to provide as little co-operation as possible to this team to help 
in solving these crimes. I intend taking that up with Pallario at some stage in the future... it 
appears to me that the story given to the Media about it being a Terrorist act was decided upon 
very quickly after the attack. Why and how?" 
 
"The Iron Lady has approved this re-enactment?" 
 
"Yes, with the Lead Pathologist, and the Lead Trace Officer and two Ballistic experts who 
were also on site that morning, being present. We have had to obtain special permission from 
the City of Sydney Mayor's Office to erect hoarding of a reasonable height with the necessary 
screening material attached, and to close off the King Street and Phillip Street dogleg. The 
hoarding will be erected over next Monday night... so make sure you're on duty. We'll have a 
busy day". 
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CHAPTER FORTY-THREE 
 
 
I walked out of the building to meet Pallario for a quiet coffee at a small Café several blocks 
from the Office.  
 
On her orders. 
 
Tossed my suit coat over the back of the chair. 
 
"New for you, huh Joe? The wearing of a suit each day is alien to you. You were famous in 
your ironed Jeans, Sweatshirt, and an old, scuffed leather Bomber Jacket... .and you rarely 
tried to hide your belt hung holster... now I see you don't even wear a shoulder holster...or belt 
holster. That would be very strange for you, coming from the background that you did. 
Undercover cop". 
 
I gave a chuckle. 
 
"There's a lot that I have had to get used to in a very short period, ma'am. I think that I am 
coping rather well to the changes... if I must say so myself". 
 
She smiled. Nodded. Leaned toward me and spoke in a quiet conspiratorial tone. 
 
"This is an unofficial meeting. An 'Off the Record' chat. You seem to be making ground in 
your enquiries into the St. James Law Court Precinct massacre. True?" 
 
I nodded. Sat back as our coffees and Banana Bread order was placed on the table. Mine 
toasted. I loved that aroma! 
 
"Um... I get the impression that... oh... let's say... fences were placed in front of the team up 
until my transfer into the Unit. There appears to have been a definite political pull being 
applied early in the piece... to retain the terrorist claim front and centre". 
 
"Um... it has taken me some months... and your sequestering to quieten down that 
interference. I will not deny that it was occurring.... that is why you... and your team 
transferred to my control. I will not tolerate such interferences". 
 
"Where was it coming from?" 
 
"I'm not at liberty to divulge that information." 
 
"Anything to do with our mysterious Mister Donald Stuart Forrest who seems to have had no 
life or history prior to about six months ago when our friend Bocca was just starting to rattle 
a can in regard to a former partner of his?" 
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"Good question...." 
 
“Which you’ll not answer…” 
 
She smiled over the top of her mug before she took her first sip of coffee. Set the mug carefully 
back on the coaster and wiped delicately at her lips with a paper serviette. 
 
"ASIO? ASIS or the FBI?" I couldn't help myself. 
 
"Why would you include the FBI?" 
 
"Our background checks into Barro Bocca has disclosed an intriguing tentacle... a firm 
connection with a known Mafia family that calls both New York, Atlanta and Las Vegas 
home". 
 
She nodded her head slowly. 
 
"And why would that involve the mysterious... what was his name? Forrest?" 
 
"The FBI's paranoid influences would ensure that tabs be kept on other family concerns... let's 
say overseas concerns that may have... let's say, business dealings with their own home-grown 
families of disrepute in the good ole US of A". 
 
"Are you suggesting that the FBI would have an operative circulating in a foreign country... 
even if that country is supposed to be one of the US's strongest allies..." 
 
"Which, as far as I know, is still a no-no. True?" 
 
"That could be correct if the said operative were ever identified as such... rather ironic when 
you think about it. This... um... supposed illegal representative of the FBI gunned down by 
sheer accident as he is shadowing his target. In a country that takes pride in its very strict gun 
laws.... Oh, I could imagine that in certain corridors of power where-ever, you would hear the 
sounds of belly laughs echoing down their lengths over that irony". 
 
"When will his body be repatriated back home?" 
 
"It's being arranged. You can forget about your Mister Forrest. That is an order, Joe... and it 
comes from a lot higher than my position. Understand?" 
 
I nodded my head. Looked away from the woman. A smirk across my face. 
 
I used to tire at the degree of interference that the hierarchy of the NSW Force exerted and 
how the everyday life of a copper was often mired in the internal bickering of the Rank and 
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File. That has nothing on the AFP with even foreign Governments having sway in certain 
circumstances, so it would appear. 
 
I knew then, where I would prefer to be! 
 
I was not a political animal. 
 
I took a sip of coffee and leaned towards the woman. She had a hint of a smile on her face as 
though she was enjoying this discussion of charades. 
 
"The decision was made extremely quickly after the shootings to tag the incident as a terrorist 
act. Why?" 
 
"To give the team the best way to investigate the shootings. Supposedly". 
 
I shook my head. Looked sagely at the woman knowing she was just repeating the 'official' 
line which was so much bullshit. 
 
"I don't think so. The fifteen-man team did not get on site until something like twelve hours 
after the shooting... that is not an expeditious use of manpower in such an important case. It 
was as if they were held back... why? What were the AFP 'Emergency Call-out' team doing 
for all that time?" 
 
She took some time to answer. 
 
"Joseph? I will remind you again that the information you seek is well outside the 'Letter of 
Understanding' that you signed when you were hired for this job... I do not intend to constantly 
remind you of that fact. Understand? Regarding the shootings, all I will say is that the incident 
is unprecedented in Australia's history. Certain decisions were decided upon as a spontaneous 
thing that... in the clear light of day were wrong, ill thought out or lacked depth... now, drink 
up your coffee, finish off your Banana Cake and let's get back to work". 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR 
 
 
The AFP building here in Sydney may have had one of the best equipped Gyms in the 
business, but it still lacked a 'Lap Pool' of any dimension. Sure, you could stroll down to the 
Public Baths at Woolloomooloo or at Redfern, but then you had a bit of a walk to get to work 
at a reasonable hour! 
 
So, I would flog myself on a Running Machine, a Rowing Machine and chuck a few weights 
which did not seem to influence the spreading mass of stomach that had a life of its own. That 
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favourite six-pack was slowly developing into more of a carton as the years progressed, no 
matter what I did. While here in the AFP where working hours were more predictable, I had 
also joined the Jogging Club that ran circuits of the small Park close to the AFP Building. 
 
Decked out in our AFP supplied Exercise gear that had a large AFP stamped on every 
sweatshirt and Singlet, half the 'important' people in the Organisation could be wiped out with 
an Assault rifle on automatic on any given Lunch hour! 
 
Australia still had a lot to learn when it came to taking the relevant steps to counter a Terrorist 
attack and protect those who had priority over the plebs on the street! 
 
We still lived in that cocooned society to a certain extent. 
 
A slight knock and Dave Gauzzi stepped into my Office as I was recovering from one of those 
mid-day runs. 
 
"Joe? Just had a call from the local guys out at Wellington. Cutler dropped off his son's .303 
in a rifle bag early this morning. A pang of conscience, perhaps on the part of Cutler's old 
man. Hoping perhaps that in supplying the rifle, his son maybe cleared of all suspicions". 
 
I nodded. 
 
"Could be, I suppose... but you did threaten him with a charge of 'Deliberately Misleading the 
Police in the Course of their Duties', didn't you?" 
 
"Yeah, we did.... and I noticed that the local Sergeant, who was a friend of the Cutlers, have 
a quiet head-to-head conversation with the man.... what do you want us to do?" 
 
"Retrieve that bloody rifle as quickly as we can...." 
 
I stood and walked quickly from my Office to Dotty's desk. 
 
"Dot? Can you see if you can organise a light plane out of Bankstown to fly out to Wellington 
and back this afternoon? With two AFP Officers". I turned back to Dave. "You and Diana... 
have either of you got any qualms about flying in a light plane... over the Blue Mountains, 
like I have! No? Okay. While Dotty endeavours to get a flight, get your arses out to Bankstown 
in quick time. Get that gun to Ballistics by COB to-night if you can. If not, I want it securely 
locked up in the Ballistics Safe over the weekend. Make sure the evidence chain is not broken. 
I want a verbal report confirming that it is the rifle used to gun down Judge Hamlyn Dart and 
Barrister George Sumner-Hughes by no later than mid-afternoon, tomorrow. We can wait for 
the bullet and slug comparison examinations and whether the gun shoots high or low or to the 
left or right.... and the formal Report. Good work, Dave. Bloody good work. You shook the 
tree". 
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CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE 
 
 
"Detective Lind? Detective Gerald Walton with the N.S.W. Police Force. Major Crimes and 
Gang Related Affairs. Your Unit requested any video that we may have on the Hyde Park 
Shootings of several months ago. We have seven different feeds all detailing the initial actions 
of a shotgun and a handgun being produced by those fascist thugs. All show the actions of 
your man Dalrymple and his final moments on Earth...." 
 
"Was there any indication of the number of shots he let off?" 
 
"Um... a couple may! Um... why would you want that information. We have confirmation by 
the number of 7.62 slugs removed from several Tactical Operations Unit men. Four to be 
exact". 
 
"But there could have been several wild shots never retrieved?" 
 
"Yeah, I guess. Some of the videos may give you sufficient clarity to detail shots fired. Yeah. 
Maybe". 
 
"Can you send each video as an e-mail attachment across to my e-mail address, Asap". 
 
"Yes. I'll get onto it straight away. Give me half an hour". 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FORTY-SIX 
 
 
"Who counted the shots fired?" 
 
"Six shots..." 
 
"All agree?" 
 
"Yep. He fired off six shots". 
 
"Nah. Four or five". 
 
"Four have been accounted for. All taken from various parts of the bodies of TOU guys... the 
other one or two could be anywhere.... two wild shots. Not bad under the circumstances. He's 
had some practise firing that handgun…he didn't have it on auto-fire…" 
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"Joe? What's the relevance of this to our case?" Bryant waved his arms around in frustration. 
Some of the team were still not used to my 'out of left-field' antics. 
 
I nodded. Turned to look at Jack Bryant. 
 
"You guys... if you are being placed out in the field on a dangerous operation, what is one of 
the things that you check on first? Imperative! Drummed into you from your Training School 
days?" 
 
"Check your weapon. One up the spout. Safety on. Check that you have a full magazine and 
at least one spare". 
 
"Right... that's right, though I don’t necessarily believe in one up the spout before you reach 
your action stations. But regardless, go to the top of the class, ma man. That Browning used 
in two crimes two weeks apart. The first was our massacre where we are sure that ten shots 
from the handgun were fired. Two weeks later, used again where six shots, more than likely 
were fired.... either ten and five or nine and six as it was a fifteen-round magazine. There 
could have been one up the spout, I guess. Thinking about it, what would those facts 
insinuate?" 
 
"That the guy is lax in checking his piece before using it..." 
 
"That he does not clean down his handgun between uses... he is not a competent gun user..." 
 
"Yes, I agree with all those points. What else?" 
 
"Um... that he was unaware that the handgun was taken and was used in the St. James 
massacre... meaning that he was not the shooter in our Case". Gillian Chappell murmured. 
 
Several Wits again heckled Gillian. It was a murmur from left field that made sense when you 
thought about it. 
 
"Yep... top of the class, Gillian. Um... Bruce Dalrymple was unaware that his prize piece taken 
from its hidey-hole, used for some purpose that involved taking nine or ten pot-shots and then 
replaced back into its hiding place without the man being none-the-wiser. When he decides 
for what-ever reason, to take it to the Hyde Park Protest March, he doesn't even check the 
magazine which is just as well for the TOU guys that afternoon! Shooting just five times is a 
lot better than a full magazine coming towards you..." 
 
They all looked up at me with what I determined as a newfound deep respect for my deductive 
reasoning! 
 
"That would indicate that the person who used the pistol first was a close family member who 
lives in the same household, a friend who was aware of the gun and had the means to get at 
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the gun without being seen... or an ex or a current live-in girlfriend..." Gillian Chappell was 
jumping in feet first. 
 
She was getting gamer and ignoring the heckles flung her way. 
 
Good girl. 
 
"Can you see now why I wanted a complete background check on the man? How we doing 
with it?" 
 
"A way to go, Boss". The truth was he had not got past the charges and sentences of 
Dalrymple. I wondered why the AFP weren't aware of the Dallas Courtney Pro-forma that he 
had developed while working in the Murder Squad…it saved a lot of digging… 
 
I shook my head. 
 
They were all starting to place me a step above them by calling me Boss. There are some who 
require this regimented classification of personnel to feel secure. To show respect and to be 
led through any maze that the Case may unfold onto us. 
 
So be it, I guess. If they needed that type of security than it wasn’t up to me to suggest 
otherwise. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN 
 
 
It was the following week, just past six-thirty on that evening. The Authorities had suggested 
a night exercise as it would cause minimum disruption to the surrounding area and traffic 
flow. Too bad about all of us who’d signed on for a double shift! 
 
At least the workers erecting the barricade fencing would be getting overtime! 
 
A better alternative, but they would not be the ones doing a double shift standing out around 
the area for a good part of the night. The poor Uniforms who had pulled the lousy hours were 
stationed on the outside of the awning to ward away any sticky-beaks and members of the 
Media who may ask questions. 
 
A boring patrol as the night progressed and outside interest diminished. 
 
My entire team, two Ballistics Officers and the Lead Forensic Officer on-scene at the initial 
Crime Scene, were waiting out front of the AFP building for the mini-bus that would take us 
up to the St. James Plaza precinct. 
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We were loaded down with gear and equipment. 
 
The hoardings had been erected the previous night and a Crime Scene Caravan had been 
positioned inside the six-foot, screened barricading. It was located so that any person seated 
under the roll-out awning would be in a direct line to the better video stream that we had of 
the area. This would enable us to accurately position the fifteen mannequins that represented 
the persons who were present in the area that terrible morning and give us a better perspective 
of the Crime Scene as the shootings took place. 
 
The suggestion of a night operation was also better to view the several Laptops set up under 
the Van awning. It would have been difficult to view the screens in bright sunlight with the 
possibility that certain details may have been missed. 
 
Garry Wilson would be the co-ordinator, a role that he delighted in. He sitting under that 
awning with four Laptops, ensuring that all persons were located as per the blurry visions that 
he had on his Laptop screen. 
 
"Okay, we done? Ready to roll?" I asked. 
 
I looked around at the undressed mannequins. 
 
A surreal sight! 
 
"Let me remind you again that each of us have an open mike and open ear-piece. We do not 
need to shout, and we do not need to speak all together as it will only come out as gibberish. 
Each of you is wired up with your Smartphones so that everything you say will be recorded 
for posterity... we'll copy those comments and place a transcript in the Murder Book, so keep 
it clean and pertinent to the exercise that we are now carrying out. We ready to go, guys?" 
 
Several 'Yes, Boss' replies came back to me. 
 
The entire Team were giving me the title whether I liked it or not. 
 
"Okay. First shot fired. A .303 bullet hits The Judge in the chest. He's flung backwards, hitting 
his head... the side of his head on the leading edge of one of the steps which causes a massive 
head wound. The Autopsy indicated that he could have survived the bullet wound but it was 
the head wound that killed him quite quickly.... there are a couple of questions that I would 
like answered. 
 
One: What is the Judge doing walking away from his place of work? He is walking down the 
steps in the opposite direction to most of the pedestrian flow. Why?" 
 
It was Garry Wilson who offered the reply. 
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He had a mind that caught and trapped the most minuscule detail. I still considered him a 
plodder. All that information stored but not questioned, turned inside out with unimportant 
detail jettisoned. But still, he had his place in the team. 
 
"Boss, the Judge drives his vehicle to work every day. Parks it in his reserved spot on the third 
Basement Level where all the sitting Judges have a Reserved position. This morning, the 
Judge appears to be in good humour which, according to his Personal Assistant, is not 
normally the case. He is usually a gruff, surly man on most occasions but away from the Court 
building, can be a bit of a comic. A gregarious type. He rings her as he approaches the 
building, volunteering to get the morning coffees. Something that he rarely volunteers to do. 
Usually, it is she who has that responsibility. In her own words, she was not about to knock it 
back, as it was a rarity!" 
 
"I see". I murmured. Wishing that he had imparted that information a lot earlier. 
 
I must remember to try and ask for short replies otherwise we could be here for bloody days. 
 
"So, this is not the norm... the usual practise of a morning?" 
 
"No, Boss". Wilson replies clearly into his open mike. 
 
"Which would indicate that he is not the intended target? Would that be a fair assumption? 
Just sheer bad luck at being at the wrong place at the wrong time, huh?" 
 
There was a chorus of agreement and comments from all the team. 
 
I would have preferred to be told that little gem a lot earlier. Then I scolded myself as it must 
be somewhere in the thousands of folios in the Murder Book. It would have been gleaned by 
one of the initial Investigating Officers and dutifully recorded. 
 
I should have picked it up as I read through the Volumes countless times. 
 
"Okay, moving along.... oh! Can you Brad, lay the mannequin representing the Judge, down 
on the steps, please. Before we go any further, there are several actions that occurred due to 
that first report of the .303. 
 
One: Our mysterious Mister Forrest drops to the ground.... please place Mister Forrest on the 
ground there... no, further along, Brad. Is that correct?" I asked Garry Wilson. 
 
He peered at all the Laptop screens. Looked up at the body now lying on the ground. He 
repeated this several times. He determined to get it right! I did not want the position to be in 
millimetres of the actual scene. Close enough was good enough. 
 
"That's good, Boss". 
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He determined to rile me, so I thought! 
 
Calm it, Joe, I thought to myself. I can't get too wired. 
 
''Arrh…one thing…The Judge was hit in the chest which would mean the van was positioned 
further along Phillip Street…we can't show it as the hoarding restricts us…but to hit the man 
in the chest with the first shot confirms that location…okay…where was I?'' 
 
"Two: Barro Bocca cowers. Bends, then starts to turn away from the direction that he thinks 
the shot came from…that is a bit difficult to determine because of the canyon- like 
characteristics that the tall city buildings engender. The reverberation bounces about a bit... it 
is interesting to note that there were only two persons who react to the sound of the shot as it 
being just that. I guess it is easy to understand knowing their histories...Forrest and Bocca…" 
 
"Do you know something that we don't about our Mister Forrest?" Gillian Chappell chirped 
up. 
 
I felt to ignore the fact was a better strategy than trying to give a reasonable reply without 
disclosing anything of substance. 
 
"Three: George Sumner-Hughes, the well-known Barrister? He also turns at the sound of the 
shot. I'd say that he thinks it's a car back-firing. Unfortunately for him, he is now standing full 
frame to the first Shooter. Jack? The Barrister? Turn him around…he has ascended the stairs 
and was beginning to walk through the Plaza towards Macquarie Street". 
 
"Four: A Missus Deirdre Watkins who was on the Council footpath in Phillip Street, also stops 
and turns at the sound of shot…towards where we know the van was located. She has stated 
that she thought it a car back-firing... turn Missus Watkins around, will you, Jack?" 
 
I took a sip of water. 
 
"Chink-a-chink". I stated clearly. "That's the sound and the time scale for the Shooter to place 
another shot into the breach of the .303.... he then fires, hitting George Sumner-Hughes square 
in the chest. A fatal shot... Sumner-Hughes collapses... collapse our mannequin representing 
George…okay, the sequence of events after that point gets a bit sketchy, but we should be 
able to confirm exactly what went down as we now progress. At this point in time, no-one is 
aware of the second Shooter. She is standing behind that raised Planter Garden that separates 
the Plaza steps and the neighbouring building fire escape route from the Court building". 
 
I walked over to the area about which I was talking. 
 
I stayed on the steps as they ended at the parapet wall that formed the large Planter Box. The 
ground level on the other side of the Planter Box was around four to four and a half feet to 
the top of the Planter Box parapet wall. At about shoulder height for an average person. 
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I detailed these factors. 
 
"Um... There are three Fire Escape doors that would empty people from that building to the 
outside area up and out beside that rather large Planter box. One door services all upper floors 
of the building. Another is an alternate ground floor escape route that channels people from 
the Ground Floor of that building and the third provides emergency access from the Basement 
car-parking floors. There are another similar three escape stairwell situations that empty out 
on the opposite side of the building in Macquarie Street.... um.... as there is no video stream 
that shows the woman stepping into that area from the outside area, she must have come 
through one of those emergency exit doors. These doors are purely one way. Once you enter 
the stairwell of any one of them, the only way out is via one of these three external ground 
floor doors... which one do you suggest? I will say that no attention was given to how the 
woman came to be in her well camouflaged sniper position during the initial investigation". 
 
There was silence over the airwaves. Everyone missing my reference to the second sniper 
being a woman. This was also a direct accusation to everyone in the team and to those who 
had been at the crime scene on the day. 
 
It had been completely overlooked! 
 
I found that not only astounding but shoddy and a dire dereliction of duty. 
 
I doubted that I would ever need to give them a dressing-down, as they knew that they had 
fucked up badly on the day and would remember that fact for the rest of their days. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT 
 
 
"Okay, we'll leave the question of how our sniper positioned herself and made her escape to 
later. We'll concentrate purely on the shots fired. I would suggest that she began firing as a 
reflex action to either the first or the second .303 shot. I would contend that more than likely, 
it would be the second shot as Sumner-Hughes is shot through the hand just milliseconds after 
he was shot in the chest. The shot continues and hits poor Deirdre Watkins in the upper thigh. 
She is standing on the footpath quite removed from the Plaza and steps area. Quite some 
distance away actually. This hurts like hell and she screams before she collapses to the 
footpath. Several Passers-by rush to her aid as the bullet has severed an artery. She survives 
thanks to their quick actions". 
 
I wait until the Ballistic guys run a bright pink fishing line from the second Shooter's position, 
around Sumner-Hughes mannequin hand and then onto Watkins' position. 
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"Shots two, three and four enter Barro's body. He collapses and dies almost immediately. Jack, 
can you lower Barro to the ground, please, facing away from the Plaza steps". 
 
Three different coloured strands went from the Sniper position to Barro's body. 
 
This exercise of running the coloured strings out took more time and discussion than I thought 
it would. Everyone had an opinion on the sequence of shots. 
 
"People, we can argue the point of shot sequences back at the Office. The main reason in 
doing this exercise is for us all to appreciate the total crime scene picture as none of us were 
present at the time. If we continue to argue the point about every shot fired and its sequence, 
we will be here long after midnight. Okay? Your choice team". 
 
There were decreasing volumes of dissension through my earpiece. 
 
"Okay? Shot five. It skims over the prone figure of the Judge straight into the head of our 
mysterious Mister Forrest. He takes about a week to die in hospital. Whether there was a 
ricochet off the Plaza granite tiles or the shot went straight into his head, is open to some 
conjecture. The ballistic examination of the slug was inconclusive for a ricochet...or not, and 
there was no mention by either the Ballistics Report or that of the Forensic Team, that a 
ricochet point had been identified". 
 
Another coloured string stretched across the Plaza area skimming over the Judge's body into 
the head of the fallen mannequin representing Mister Forrest. 
 
"Shot six and seven again skims over the Judge, ricochets off the Plaza surface and hits Sheryl 
Winters in the pelvis and stomach. She takes twenty-four hours to die. Would you believe that 
it is a fragment of one of the bullets that causes the most internal damage to this Victim". 
 
I wait until two more lines stretch from the Shooter's position to the Victim and the mannequin 
representing her prone body is positioned. This takes some time to determine to satisfy Garry 
Wilson as he peered at the four Laptop screens that represent the positions of the CCTV 
positions scanning onto the crime scene. 
 
"Shots eight, nine and ten again ricochet near the Judge's still head before hitting Ms Sharna 
Brezza in the neck and chest. She had gone down onto her haunches which is a pity as if she 
had remained standing, she possibly would not have been hit at all. She is killed almost 
immediately. Four other persons receive ricochet fragment injuries of a non-life-threatening 
manner. It is almost impossible to assert from which bullets these fragments flew from.... but 
we can be certain that they would have originated from the ricochet bullets. We have now 
physical evidence of ten shots being fired from the handgun which would leave five in the 
clip to be used two weeks later at Hyde Park which is within spitting distance from here. 
Ironic, eh?" 
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Those four figures also laid down on the hard, grey granite flagstone of the Plaza surface. 
Exactly where they had fallen. Collateral damage which was easy to see with this exercise. 
We took some licence in stretching coloured strings from the ricochet points to the four 
Victims hit. 
 
I let the moment linger, allowing all my team to take in the scene and the various lines of 
coloured string denoting the trajectory of the various bullets fired. 
 
"I want this scene indelibly seared into your brains...and photographed from various angles if 
you would. Are there any questions?" 
 
"Yes". Gillian Chappell challenged. "You refer to the second Shooter as female. Why?" 
 
"Can anyone answer that question for Gills? No? Then think about it, eh?" 
 
"The access way and the retreat of the second Shooter? What do you think?" Jack Bryant 
asked. 
 
"Um... let's all think about that also. I will discuss that point especially when we make it back 
to the Office to-morrow morning". 
 
"The targets, Boss? Who were the targets?" 
 
"Arrh... the sixty-four-dollar question. Look at the scene, dissect it and digest the firing lines 
and their sequences. Give me an opinion to-morrow also. Now, let's clear the area of all these 
dead and dying mannequins and let the Council chaps begin to remove this hoarding. For us, 
it's time to go as its after midnight in any case. By the time that we clean up, it will be well 
into the witching time. Let’s say that normal commencement time in the Office tomorrow will 
be one. After Lunchtime". 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FORTY-NINE 
 
 
I held up an angled piece of perhaps ten or twelve-gauge steel. 
 
The small, angled section at one end about ten millimetres high by twenty millimetres long. 
The flat section of the same width by about twice that length. Around forty millimetres long. 
The flat metal section at its end then rolled into a circular handle of again roughly the same 
length. 
 
“In some cases, it is also bent to allow greater leverage when opening the door against the 
door closer function from the outside. Understand?" 



112 

I passed it around to the group. 
 
Blank expressions were their answers. 
 
With not one 'Old Timer' or a cop with a lot of years’ experience in the team, my group were 
a bit wet behind the ears when it came to Burglary tools even though several had come out of 
Robbery in the Cop Force. 
 
I took it back, stood and went to my Office door. 
 
As I closed the door, I positioned the device over the tongue position of the lock. I retracted 
the tongue by pushing on the tool, still holding the simple tool over the tongue position as I 
closed the door. 
 
"As you can see, there is no indication from the inside of the door of the tool being in place. 
The upturned end matches the depth of the standard rebated door frame stile that is available 
here in Australia". 
 
I again closed the door with the tool in position. 
 
"There isn't a door closer on this door, but all Emergency Exit and Fire Doors in Australia are 
fitted with one to comply with the Building Code. The pressure of the door closer is usually 
enough to hold the tool in position and the tool's location stops the tongue of the lock engaging 
in the tongue keeper in the stile of the door frame. In other words, the door is now not locked. 
But the door is closed and looks for all the world from the inside as being locked. Some of 
them even have a 'pimple' of metal on the flat surface that goes beside where the tongue is 
retracted to help locate the device squarely over the retracted tongue. If you notice, all latch 
tongues have a 45°slope or somewhere around that angle on the leading edge of the tongue to 
allow the striker to depress the tongue as the door is closed. If there isn't that 'slope' then it 
isn't a locking latch set, but a dead bolt and the door cannot close automatically on a door 
closer function. It would require a key to lock the deadbolt". 
 
I opened the door by pulling on the handle of the device. 
 
"Simple really, eh? To combat the use of this little device, some of these escape doors now 
are fitted with a stainless-steel plate on the external face that is bolted through the door with 
the plate extending right over the edge to the outer door frame to stop this type of device being 
able to be used. They are quite thick with a bubble in the plate corresponding with the position 
of where the striker plate protrudes past the door jamb". 
 
The group had a new-found interest in the tool, now examining it more closely before handing 
it on. 
 
I returned to sit amongst them again. 
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"The second Shooter would have had to have two of the devices. One for the first Fire Door 
that gave her access onto the Fire Escape Stairwell, and the other for the external Break-out 
door. Interestingly, our neo-Nazi dead friend, Bruce Dalrymple, while still a juvenile, spent 
time in Prison for House Breaking. On two separate occasions. He would be aware of such a 
device... but not aware perhaps, that his prized handgun had been used in these shootings... 
now, I asked you last evening to give some thought as to how the Shooter positioned herself 
at that ambush spot without being noticed, and then making her get-away, again without being 
spotted or videoed. Any thoughts?" 
 
"You're convinced that the second Shooter is a female..." Not a question. More of a challenge 
from Brad Pullman. 
 
"No, I'm not convince either way, at present". I glanced at Gillian Chappell. She was trying 
to hide a smirk. 
 
"Those Emergency Break-out Doors... there is three of them maybe five steps from her 
ambush position..." Jack Bryant observed. 
 
"Which one would she use?" 
 
There was silence for some moments. 
 
"Either the one that allows direct alternate escape from the Atrium... the Ground Floor Lobby 
area of the building straight out onto Macquarie Street which is on the opposite side of the 
building... or the one that leads up from the Sub-Basement Car Parking facilities". Chappell 
theorised. 
 
"Why only one of those two?" 
 
"Either one of those two doors give direct access to outside. She either drove away or she 
simply walked out the front door of that building and walked down Macquarie Street... or up 
for that matter, towards Hyde Park". Brad Pullman offered. 
 
He glanced at Chappell and smiled amid gentle heckles from his fellow Detectives. They were 
all warming to the idea that the second shooter was female. 
 
You can't get away from the 'dig' in Australia! 
 
I nodded, pleased with the way that Gillian Chappell was using her mind. I also noticed that 
she continued to tag our shooter as a female and that she and Pullman had developed an easy 
working relationship. 
 
"Which means that we have video... already on our Laptops... of her getting away. We have 
every stream of video within that precinct including those from Government House almost 
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opposite on Macquarie Street, that also shows the entrance and frontage of that building in 
question... we've had it all the time!" Gillian added excitedly. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTY 
 
 
"Settle down. Calm down...I asked you to ponder overnight, another quandary. Who were the 
targets?" 
 
Again, there was silence. Surprisingly, Josh Highburn spoke up. 
 
"The first Shooter? Barrister George Sumner-Hughes. The second Shooter? Judge Hamlyn 
Dart". 
 
This caused a noisy response to erupt with everyone speaking at once. Amongst the good-
natured banter and stir, there were some less than pleasurable language calling into question 
the legitimacy of Josh's entire family. 
 
Opinion divided over the question, with very few agreeing with Josh's assumption. 
 
I let the banter subside in its own good time. 
 
Looking seriously at Josh who was not known to volunteer a bloody thing or offer up any 
opinion of note, I asked him how he had come to that conclusion. 
 
"Firstly, I agree with what you stated the other day. There is no way that Bocca, or his life-
long nemesis, would ever hire amateurs to take out a hit on one another.... whatever Bocca 
was going to spill on his one-time friend, it doesn't appear to be that damaging to make the 
guy go to ground or leave the country... or want to take his former friend out. I reckon that 
Bocca was what the Yanks call 'Collateral Damage'". 
 
There were murmurs of agreement from a few of the team. 
 
I nodded, giving him confidence to continue. 
 
"The First Shooter we now know, used a .303 rifle that had not been calibrated in and I don't 
reckon that the distance was correctly tabulated. I think we'll find that the Judge was just 
unlucky as we said yesterday morning. Wrong place. Wrong time. On one of those few 
mornings, he had volunteered to go buy the first morning coffee for he and his Personal 
Assistant. Just plain unlucky! The Shooter had enough experience to compensate for that first 
shot. Initially, Sumner-Hughes was walking away and at an angle to the Shooter. A hard shot... 
but remember, at the reverb echo of the first shot, the man turns giving a full-frontal frame 
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for the Shooter in the van. Dead centre in the chest... a bit of luck, I reckon, seeing as how we 
now know the inbuilt inaccuracies of that .303 rifle that is included in the Ballistics Report. 
The two young lads know that to stay around is only adding to their chances of being nabbed. 
They're out of there quick smart, almost slamming into the side of a Government Bus.... but 
they got their mark... and they were paid for it as our examination of their joint bank account 
details. Paid in full! There is no other explanation for receiving such a sum around the time 
of the shooting... so it had to be either the Judge or the Barrister. We know that it wasn't the 
Judge, don't we?" 
 
"Go on..." I encouraged. 
 
"The period for these bullets flying around? To reload a bolt action .303? A second... maybe 
one and a half seconds if you are good. The time to depress the trigger of a semi-automatic 
handgun? About half a second, perhaps. The first shot from the second Shooter purely a reflex 
action. I think we all agree with that. We also know that the Browning handgun has a buck 
and a slight tendency to drift to the right.... follow the bullet pattern... she is swinging to the 
right. She only compensates for that movement when she is aiming at the Judge.... there were 
what? Six shots concentrated around the Judge, so he had to be her target". 
 
"The Judge is already dead!" One of the team caustically commented. 
 
"Or dying, in any case". One of the others added. 
 
''Hang on!'' Some-one else interjects. ''Two seconds ago, you stated that the Judge was not a 
target in any of this as his appearance at the Plaza steps was indeed a rare thing. The chances 
of the Second Shooter knowing that he would be in that location would be next to zero…'' 
 
''Unless the second Shooter was his Secretary''. Another wag offered which causes howls of 
dissent. 
 
I held up a hand to quell the interjections. 
 
"Ten shots.... five seconds about. She doesn't know that the Judge has even been hit. Possibly 
to her, he drops to the ground like several other by-standers do..." 
 
"But she doesn't hit him!" 
 
"She tries what, four times. Six times to get him. Each time she's online but too high... the 
ricochets cause the deaths of others. The Judge would be what? Sixty... maybe sixty-five 
metres at most from her.... we measured that distance, didn't we? That's a long way with a 
handgun that's notorious for its inaccuracy at a distance such as that... and fitted with a silencer 
which only exacerbates that inbuilt problem.... especially if you lack the experience in 
handling and shooting with one of them…to me, she has had no experience or tuition in 
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handling the weapon…that is obvious if her target is indeed the Judge…she tries half-a-dozen 
times to hit her and fails every time". 
 
"That's good, Josh. I don't think that I can dispute any of your suppositions... but remember, 
keep that as a theory until facts prove its veracity... there could be other factors, unknown at 
this stage, that will blow that out of the water..." 
 
"Like what?" He shot back. 
 
I raised my eyebrows and gave a shrug. 
 
"Yeah, like our mysterious Mister Forrest... he worries me". Jack Bryant spoke up. 
 
There were several nods of agreement. 
 
Not for the first time I wonder whether I should fill them in on our Mister Forrest. I knew that 
I couldn't, as the information was relayed to me in confidence. No-one else knew that the 
man's body had been released to 'Relatives' and flown out of the country early the morning 
before last. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE 
 
 
"We've got written confirmation, Boss..." 
 
I'd given up trying to stop them from referring to me as Boss... or Sir... it was obviously 
something that they required. Their leader and their daily acknowledgement of that fact. 
 
"The 303 Rifle... it belonged to Brandon Cutler, and it was the rifle that killed both the Judge 
and the Barrister... conclusive, sir..." Gauzzi stated as he stood at the doorway into my Office. 
 
With the death of both boys, we may never have that definite link that the lad had pulled the 
trigger. Circumstantial evidence was all we had now. If we could identify the person that had 
hired the two lads for the shoot, then their evidence may prove to be that one piece of fact that 
we required to seal that part of the massacre. 
 
"I'll look further into the boys' lives. Especially there SMS usage and e-mail traffic... we'll get 
there, Boss. We'll get there". 
 
I stood. Gave my head a bloody good scratch. Turned to face the window then spun to face 
him. 
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"Um.... I remember when I was trying to link the death of Cutler to Sterling, John Sterling 
mentioned several other guys who they used to help with that Van business. Check the friends 
and associates of theirs at University... it may show up a familial connection of some type to 
the Barrister. They were both doing pretty heavy studies if my memory serves me correctly 
with Cutler readying himself for his final oral exams on the afternoon he was killed". 
 
"It wasn't Law though, was it Boss?" 
 
"Um... no... something else. International Law or Political Studies or something like that. Why 
did you ask about it being a Law Degree?" 
 
He shrugged his shoulders. Turned to step through my door threshold. 
 
"Okay, I'll dig around in that direction. I'll get Garry to begin a further search on the two boys' 
backgrounds attending Sydney University. I'll get Diana to accompany me out to the Uni this 
afternoon to sniff around. If it was Law, there may be some connection to Sumner-Hughes. 
You know, Law student, maybe Research Fellow in his Practise". 
 
"Um…yes. Good point. Um… no... you dig that way yourself. Garry is beginning to work on 
a more defined search of the Judge while Jack Bryant is digging deeper into George Sumner-
Hughes' life. Um.... I've got Diana Sylvester doing the same on Bruce Dalrymple... um... Brad 
Pullman is looking at all video feeds of that neighbouring building that are situated around 
the Law Precinct. The Entryway and the vehicle entrance ramp, in particular. Gillian is trying 
to run down where the money came from, that was deposited into the lad's operating account... 
the first bundle as a 'faith deposit' and the balance after the deed was done.... there must be a 
chain that will allow us to obtain a Bank's Security vision of the person who makes both 
transactions... if it hasn't been deleted due to the length of time that has transpired from the 
shooting date up to the present. I would imagine that we will be busy with all those tasks for 
at least another week... or even longer. I'll grab Gillian and drive out to the Uni to-morrow 
morning". 
 
"Okay, Boss. I'll get onto it right away...don't the Banks have to keep their security feeds for 
three months?" 
 
"Count the days, Dave.... and it is a decision that each Bank has decided upon merely to lessen 
the number of Public nuisance calls and supposed falls, trips, slips and accidents that the 
Public supposedly incur on Bank properties...once shown the footage of their little 'accident', 
most public litigation is withdrawn these days... they seem to think that three months is a 
sufficient length of time to envelope any such complaint that may be registered with them". 
 
I wrote Dave Gauzzi's given task on a white board that I had facing me in my Office. 
 
I glanced at my watch. 
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I had another meeting with Pallario in fifteen. 
 
Another status report. 
 
I straightened, rolled down my shirtsleeves and buttoned them up, did up my top button, 
tightened my tie and swung my coat on. 
 
Wearing a suit was still alien to me and my Glock had remained locked in my Gun Drawer 
for close on three months now, again another strange feeling without the weight of it in the 
small of my back.... I missed its implied security! 
 
Go figure! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTY-TWO 
 
 
"Boss? We've got a bit of a glitch..." 
 
"A glitch? That's a new one. What's up?" 
 
"We identified the date, the time and the Building Society Branch where the two payments 
were deposited and transferred straight into that joint Sterling and Cutler account. 
Unfortunately, the Branch has completely swiped the security camera streams clean. There is 
no record of the person making the deposit". 
 
"Mmm...bugger… I was afraid that may happen. Arrh…the second deposit was made as a 
Bank Cheque, wasn’t it? They must have a paper or digital record of the details that would be 
required to organise such a transaction, I would have thought. Including a signature… or 
name… even if the amount of money tendered for the cheque had been cash. Chase that point 
out”. I stood and stretched. “I think we need to question Sterling's close friends where he had 
his digs. Straight after Lunch. You, Gills and Diana will accompany me to that delightful two 
storey, old Victorian mansion that Cutler and Sterling had called home since they began their 
University Courses. Okay? The antics of the Cockroaches will delight you!" 
 
I had spent a delightful morning accompanied by Chappell questioning both Cutler's and 
Sterling's Professors and Lecturers. Nothing of importance was gleaned that would close the 
case, but helpful background information on the two lads was eagerly forthcoming. 
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CHAPTER FIFTY-THREE 
 
Gillian slowed the AFP Unmarked vehicle to a stop at the kerb opposite the grand old house. 
Looked over and let out a deep sigh of frustration. 
 
I stood slowly from the car and cursed silently under my breath. 
 
The two-storey structure completely encapsulated in scaffolding and dust-proof sheeting. 
 
Dave came to stand beside me. 
 
"Bugger!" He exclaimed. "That throws a spanner in the works. I'll go ask the Foreman if they 
have a forwarding address for mail sent to any of the students who billeted here..." 
 
"Yeah... sure. A good idea". 
 
I sat back into the front seat feeling rather deflated. We were steaming along quite well, I had 
thought on the First Shooter Case. Now we had hit another hurdle that could be the end of 
this part of the investigation. We may never be able to solve the murders of the Judge or the 
Barrister which would not look good for any of the team. 
 
Gauzzi scooted back across the road towards us holding a huge pile of envelopes. 
 
He sat into the passenger side of the rear seat pleased with himself. 
 
"They forward the mail onto the Student Registration Board at the University once a week. 
This is the pile for last week and part this week. The Boss was only too pleased to relieve 
himself of the duty once I had explained and identified myself. He says it is too far out of 
their way... twenty minutes both ways". 
 
"A real bloody chore... forty minutes a week... the guy must be really busy! Now, with a bit 
of sweet talking, we may be able to get the forwarding addresses of those that we seek without 
the need for a Court Order.... let's see how good our luck is, huh?" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTY-FOUR 
 
 
Gillian and Dave walked towards us with the smiles of Cheshire cats plastered across their 
faces. 
 
"Dave can sure turn on the charm when he wants... colouring the story with drama as well. 
Addresses for Cameron Hughes, Graeme Stiller, Jason Ford, Katie Borman, Caroline 'Sandie' 
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Shaw, and Al Bert. All a part of the Sterlo and Horrie Cutler group who were former residents 
of Number Fifteen, Short Street. The house has a colourful history... do you want to know of 
it?" 
 
Gillian began to giggle as she started up the engine amidst the roar of Diana and myself 
shouting in the negative. We heard enough bullshit stories in our daily lives to want to hear 
another! 
 
We heard the story in any case. 
 
We headed back to the Office to carry out detailed background checks of the six-young people. 
 
"Geez, they all are country kids. From out of Albury to Broken Hill to Tenterfield... we'll get 
some miles in over the coming weeks going on these addresses..." 
 
"Networking, the kids would call it.... though with these Study subjects, it doesn't look as 
though there is any intention of any of them returning to the farm... telephone calls first before 
we start winging our way around the State... the Uni year has ended, so I would suspect that 
not all have returned home. Knowing young, energetic Uni students, I'd say a few at least are 
backpacking through Europe or thumbing around Australia..." 
 
"Boss? You don't thumb any more... far too dangerous since the Backpacker murders and 
others..." 
 
"Come on, that was what? Twenty years ago, now.... it still lingers, huh?" 
 
"Yep. It sure does. Even the Literature for the intending Backpacker from overseas warns 
against it for that reason... I doubt that it will ever die". 
 
We made it back to the Office in good cheer. 
 
After the group had settled, I sat with them. 
 
"Okay... People... I'm going to split you into two groups. Diana.... you and Dave will 
concentrate on the First Shooter Case. Everything that you may have been doing construed as 
part of the Second Shooter Case, hand over to one of the other guys. Don't just plop it on their 
desks. I expect you to do a proper briefing of what you have been doing.... Dave? Overseer 
the process". 
 
I wanted to give Dave Gauzzi some degree of responsibility, control, and direction. 
 
Ditto with Gillian Chappell who I made the Officer-in-charge of the second group. 
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I was pleased that there were no objections and the two groups co-operated in these early 
hours of the formation of the two groups. 
 
I did this as I was feeling the pinch trying to hang onto every piece of data and every scrap of 
information on both cases that was beginning to mingle together. It was obvious that I did not 
have my old boss, Abbey’s brain! 
 
I couldn't continue to do it and maintain a regular sleep pattern. I was sitting up for hours 
nearly every night mulling over details that I should not concern myself with. As Tellie, my 
life-partner advised, I was heading for melt-down if I couldn't do things differently. This was 
my attempt at paring the load that I thought I had to bear. My old Boss Abbey may have been 
able to do it, but like his replacement, Clive Butler, I was not capable of emulating those 
talents. I needed to accept that delegating... and trusting those that I did have faith in, were 
each capable of handling those minuscule details pertinent to either case a lot better than I 
trying to juggle the entire details of both avenues of the investigation. 
 
Regular meetings with all people present would keep me abreast of the situation and the 
suspicions and theories of all my team aired for everyone's benefit. 
 
I would have to learn to sieve through all the information so gleaned and retain only those 
points that are worth remembering. The finer details and nuances could be memorised by each 
Section Leader… hopefully! 
 
When I at last came to this realisation, thanks to Tellie and her superior intellect, I felt more 
at ease and for the first time in weeks, able to get a worthwhile eight hours of sleep under my 
belt. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTY-FIVE 
 
 
"Boss? We have six ‘persons of interest’. Four exiting via the front doors of 122 and walking 
either north or south along Macquarie Street.... and two vehicles exiting the Basement Car 
Parking area of Number 122 Macquarie Street within our defined time-line". 
 
"Good. Something to get your teeth into, Gills. Let's have a look". 
 
Both groups now isolated from each other albeit only two desk widths apart, but it was 
sufficient to allow each group to function independently of each other. I also noticed that there 
was a friendly camaraderie and a hint of competition that did not exist before. 
 
I smiled, pleased with myself. 
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I sat with the group to watch each video stream as it showed firstly, the pedestrian traffic and 
then the vehicle traffic exiting the building. 
 
"What do you think, Boss?" 
 
I shook my head, watching the first series of videos replayed. 
 
"For the moment, just concentrate on the pedestrian traffic... this is what... from two to ten 
minutes after the final shot were fired, yes?" 
 
"We got Wilson and Pullman to do some time trials at the site... two to ten minutes would be 
more than fair for the pedestrian exit... five to fifteen for the vehicular exit..." 
 
"You're concentrating just on females? Do not limit yourself at this point. Sure, you and I are 
more than convinced that the second shooter is female, but do not close off the male 
population as a possible, just because of our preconceived ideas.... you could be doing 
yourselves a disservice". 
 
I noticed Brad Pullman and Jack Bryant nod slightly. Give each other a quick glance. 
 
"Set it up to include males during your time-frames. We'll look at it then, okay? Good work. 
Oh, you're assessing... guessing at the timelines. Go out to the premises, make yourselves 
known to the Security people and do a run-through timing your efforts. To-morrow morning". 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTY-SIX 
 
 
It took them another day to set up the feeds to include both sexes. 
 
Again, we sat and watched the video streams of the pedestrian traffic play through in slow 
motion. 
 
"You can discard him..." 
 
"Why?" 
 
"He hasn't a briefcase of any kind. Where is he going to put a bloody gun with a silencer 
attached... and two of those little thing-a-ma-jigs?" 
 
"For the same reason that she is out... all she is carrying is a heap of mail..." 
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"And her... and that woman is going in the wrong direction although she has a huge shoulder 
bag..." 
 
"It's not that big but it sure is big enough to hold the tools of trade.... she went out but she 
turned around and went back in..." 
 
"Does she show up driving a vehicle up the car ramp?" 
 
"Don't know..." 
 
"She sure looks nervous...." 
 
"Guilty..." 
 
"Stop.... freeze that video. Look people, you are trying to convince yourselves of anyone and 
everyone being the guilty party... the woman could be nervous because she needs to go to the 
toilet or something... a bad time of the month perhaps... maybe she suddenly realises that she 
left something on her desk for that all-important meeting that she is now going to be late for. 
Don't discount her but don't put her up there as your No.1 POI". Gillian retorted. 
 
I nodded in agreement. Gillian was showing true leadership qualities and the ability to use her 
brain. 
 
We watched the rest of the video streams with less banter exchanged. 
 
As a result, two persons were tagged as ‘possibles’. I had always thought that the Suspect 
would more than likely drive away from the scene. I'd bank my house on it, actually. 
 
We watched the vehicles leave the building, only four in total within the determined period. 
The traffic was decidedly heavier entering the building at that time of the morning. 
 
Photographs taken of all drivers and Registration Plate details recorded. 
 
The following morning, Gillian and Jack Bryant paid a visit to the Security Counter on the 
Ground Floor Atrium Foyer area of the building. 
 
Just on Lunch Time, both officers slumped into chairs opposite my desk. Jack rubbed his eyes 
as though they were sore. Gillian stretched. 
 
"Not a good look... didn't go so well, huh?" 
 
"No, Boss. The Building is basically a tower full of Law Practise Firms. Floor space is in 
great demand. I guess because of its proximity to the Law Court Tower. Next door. Since the 
shootings, our building in question, Number 122, has been going through a major security 
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upgrade. Not to say that security wasn't tight beforehand, but.... the Chief of Security named 
every person that we had a photograph of... no suspects.... that ground floor Fire Escape door 
that leads out to the external break-out door and our sniper's position is alarmed and was at 
the time of the attacks. No-one could use that doorway without alerting the Counter staff. 
Ditto the doors located in the Sub-Basement floors... which leaves the external Break-out door 
that services the floors One through Thirty-four as our only means of access and escape for 
our shooter..." 
 
There was silence as that information was digested by the group. 
 
I shook my head. 
 
"Didn't Wilson and Pullman physically do that timing exercise using those routes? Surely, 
they must have picked up that both 'lead-out' Fire doors were alarmed? Surely?" 
 
"And the door that leads from the Ground Floor Atrium to outside? It's within spitting distance 
of the security counter. If anyone walked to that door, they had to walk right past the counter!" 
 
"Bloody Hell! I guess there is always that chance that the security guys were otherwise 
busy..." 
 
"The doors were still alarmed, sir. A red light blinks on their monitor and on their small hand-
held device. They could have been anywhere in the building but their hand-held would have 
notified them that that exit door had opened. They confidently informed us that none of the 
alarmed Exit Doors have been used since the alarms were fitted some years ago". 
 
I nodded. Disappointed that this fact had not been noticed by either Wilson or Pullman. Then 
again, that fact should have been noted during the first visitations to that building and the 
security counter. I could see both of our guys fronting the counter, identifying themselves and 
asking permission to do time trials on both doors. Maybe both doors could be isolated by a 
flick of a switch. Something that the Security guys did without advising the two... but then 
you had the location of the Atrium door close to the counter position... they should have 
noticed that fact! 
 
They should have twigged!! 
 
Gillian Chappell broke my train of thought. 
 
"She could have caught the Lift to the First Floor and walked down the Escape Stairwell to 
the external Break-out Door... and then made her escape in the same manner..." Chappell 
surmised. 
 
"Which would mean that we need to broaden our search period..." Bryant added. 
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"Or it means that our Shooter could be an employee of a Law Firm situated in that building". 
I offered. 
 
This made them sit up. 
 
"What has become of the background trawl on... Dalrymple, isn't it? Bruce Dalrymple? Has 
it been completed?" I added. 
 
"Um... I don't know. I'll check". Gillian stood. 
 
I looked up at the white board in my Office which detailed what Officer was doing what duty. 
 
"Diana was doing the initial search. Who did she hand it over to?" I asked. 
 
"Um...." Gillian didn't know. She'd dropped the ball. She wasn't staying across all the aspects 
of this second Shooter Case. 
 
I said as much, which caused her to redden with embarrassment. I had done the wrong thing, 
admonishing her in front of her 2IC. I apologised for the gaff. She took it on the chin saying 
that she was at fault and my criticism was well-founded. 
 
"It won't happen again, Boss". 
 
Jack Bryant tried to defend his immediate Senior, blaming himself for not having tighter 
control over the group. 
 
"Let this be a lesson, okay. You cannot afford to lose sight of what your people are doing... or 
should be doing on such an important Case... I've noticed that your Murder Book is also falling 
behind. Get it up to date quick smart.... go and check on that Dalrymple search as Gauzzi 
wants a minute or two with me". 
 
Both officers walked glumly out of my Office as Dave Gauzzi and Diana Sylvester walked 
into my Office. An exchange of glances with their opposite numbers was enough to forewarn 
them both that I was not in a good mood. 
 
"Boss.... the other students who made up the little group. Katie Borman, Caroline 'Sandie' 
Shaw, and Al Bert are bumming it around Europe, as you suspected. We have spoken by phone 
to Cameron Hughes, Graeme Stiller, and Jason Ford. We'd like to take a trip up to Maclean to 
interview Cam Hughes and his younger sister, Kishiya..." 
 
"Oh? Why?" 
 
"The divorce of Candice Hughes nee McCormack and Barrister George Hughes was 
extremely acrimonious. Details spread over all sections of the Media including the Social 
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Pages. Our George tried to leave his ex-wife penniless, homeless, and without a leg to stand 
on. He used his profession to great effect even though he was not a Divorce Lawyer. The 
matrimonial home was in the name of Candice's parents. Ron and Sylvia McCormack of 
'Greenfields Station', sixty kays west of Maclean. A very successful Dairy and Stud Bull Farm. 
Accusations flew about either George.... or Candice, counterfeiting the Deeds of the house to 
take the Sydney property from the elderly McCormacks. Estimated value six million. 
Absolute Harbour-side with its own jetty and moorings at Double Bay. The accusations of the 
counterfeit, um... kind of died, overwhelmed by accusation and counteraccusation. The 
property is still in the McCormack name as the tainted Deeds of Transfer were proven to be 
counterfeit but the culprit was never proven.... all the kids are with the mother now residing 
at 'Greenfields'. 
 
I nodded. Leant back in my chair and placed my feet on my desk. This I knew was going to 
be a long story. 
 
"According to Cam Hughes, none of the kids were close to their father... in fact they hardly 
knew him! They do not hold the man in high regard... in fact quite the opposite. According to 
Graeme Stiller and Jason Ford, Kishiya Hughes and John Sterling were an item for a while... 
though they wondered aloud how Sterlo could fit it in! It appeared that she was the one who, 
for a while, pushed the relationship. She is also doing a Uni Course at Sydney, billeting into 
On-Campus accommodation. This not conveyed or hinted at by Cam Hughes when we 
questioned him. The fact that his sister had a fling with Sterling not of importance, so it would 
seem. A brief search of the Bank Accounts of all the group show that the two Hughes' accounts 
are quite flush... they both received, upon turning twenty-one, a one-fifty thou amount from 
a Trust set up by the Grandparents who still live on the Maclean property. A regular amount 
of twenty-thousand-dollar blocks has been debited from Kishiya's account for an approximate 
period of six months some months prior to the shootings... we don't know where it went to at 
this stage, but it seems to correspond with the period that she and Sterlo were an item.... and 
when Sterling opened up that 'Custer' joint account". 
 
"A bit tenuous but it’s something better than we had previously. I’m with you. Such an 
acrimonious end to a relationship can leave bad feelings and the need to take revenge that can 
simmer and boil for years". 
 
I nodded, dropped my feet to the floor and leant forward, my elbows on my desk. 
 
"Okay. Take a trip up to the farm. Question the entire family including mother and 
grandparents. A fight over a harbour-side mansion maybe enough to turn any-one's soul to 
pay for murder.... and I'd like you to again have a conversation with Stiller and Ford and 
Sterlo's parents before you question the Hughes family. I'd like to know a little more of the 
young man's personality and character... whether he could be easily led especially by a 
conniving, beautiful, young woman. It appears to me that Sterlo's time was stretched to say 
the least, so I want to know when they could get it off together. My take on the guy when I 
had dealings with him, was that his priorities were always pushed between his studies and 
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that successful enterprise of his with no time for a budding romance... in fact, during my 
investigations into Horrie Cutler's death, Sterlo never mentioned it, which in hindsight, is 
rather disturbing… and a bit of a worry". 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTY-SEVEN 
 
 
"A young sister, Boss. Of Bruce Dalrymple. We've done a search on her. Doing her Law 
Degree. Clerking for a firm of Solicitors located on the second and third floors of our suspect 
building. Dale and McGee Partners. Good reports on her. In the top five percent, each year. A 
very promising young lady... an interesting footnote is that Barro Bocca had been represented 
by Dale and McGee on several smaller matters, shall we say, before he opted to be represented 
by Sumner-Hughes". 
 
"Her address, Jack?" 
 
"At present a top floor Apartment in Mosman... close to the Ferry terminal". 
 
"That'd be big bucks in rent, wouldn't it? Law Clerks wouldn't earn that type of bickies, would 
they?" 
 
"We're trying to search out the Owner..." 
 
"Stay away from the young lady at this point in time until we know more about her. Her 
surname Dalrymple?" 
 
"No, Boss. Chanel Milton though she prefers to be called Cheyenne Milton. Her mother's 
maiden name, we think". 
 
"Okay... see whether she has close associates. Friends. Relatives that can be questioned about 
our girl… um... do you have a copy of the second shootings' video handy?" 
 
"Well, I can put a copy onto a Flash-drive, if you want?" 
 
"Yeah. That'll be good". 
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CHAPTER FIFTY-EIGHT 
 
 
"Gills? Jack? Come into the Office, will you?" 
I had connected my Laptop up to the TV that sat on its pedestal in a corner of the room. 
 
"Sit". I commanded. 
 
I ran through the video from the first shot of the handgun to when the third shot thudded into 
Bocca's body as he collapsed. 
 
"What do you see?" 
 
"The same images that I see every time that I fall asleep..." 
 
I ran the video again on slow motion. 
 
"What else?" 
 
They both looked blankly at me. 
 
In the end, it was Jack who started in on me. 
 
"C'mon Boss! Are you trying to shift the direction of this second Shooter's Case?" 
 
"Why would you say that, Jack?" 
 
He raised his arm to point at the TV screen. 
 
"You are doing what you did in the first instance... changing your opinion, your direction to 
suit a new thought that you want to build a case for... and then try and convince us of its 
veracity!" 
 
I nodded. Gave him a grin. Looked up at the screen and again asked the question. 
 
"You want us to suspect that the second shooter's target is now Sumner-Hughes, the Barrister". 
 
"Why would you say that?" 
 
At times, I know that I could be infuriating with this habit of chucking the question back at 
them! 
 
"Because you now surmise that the first shot was... yes, a reflex action, but she was targeting 
the Barrister all along, but her aim was off, merely hitting and going through his hand. In a 
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way, her aim wasn't off because he was being blown backwards by the force of the .303 into 
the centre of his chest. His hand, when it was hit, was about in the position that his body had 
been in, prior to that .303 shot..." 
 
Gillian looked over at her 2IC with a look of astonishment on her face. 
 
"Then why did she continue firing?" She asked, lost in this game of supposition, fantasy, and 
fact. 
 
"Anger. Reflex again, perhaps.... we know that the gun had a hair trigger... that was detailed 
in the Ballistics Report, but I would say that she was as angry as all hell as well". 
 
Bryant looked at me defiantly, sure within himself of having just solved the second Shooter 
Case. 
 
He smiled. 
 
I nodded in agreement with his supposition. Perhaps he had talked himself into the theory, but 
it ticked all the boxes for me. 
 
I said as much. 
 
I ran the video again. Jack Bryant was peering at it intensely. Leaning forward in his chair 
with his elbows on his knees. Fingers squeezing pursed lips. Again, Gillian looked at him and 
perhaps because of his concentration, was drawn back to the TV screen. 
 
I replayed the first section of the video, again in slow motion. 
 
"Remember, in all Homicide investigations, there could be either a straightforward 
conclusion, or like this one, so many theories and… summations that at any particular time 
during that investigation, a particular theory may tick a number of boxes. This allows the 
examination of the case to move forward. But it is a of paramount importance that all these 
theories be treated as just that! Theories. And it is just as important to not place all your 
suspicions on one theory alone. You must continually test each theory against the facts as they 
slowly emerge and be willing to cast aside a particular theory and run with another when that 
thought complies more stringently to the known facts. You must be plastic. Elastic and 
observant'.' 
 
I stood from my desk and walked to the window, standing with legs apart and jiggling coin in 
my pocket. I turned to look at them. 
 
''I want you to investigate Sumner-Hughes Property Portfolio... he may have several in 
different names, different boxes... even in his new wife's name, but I doubt that. I remember 
that she too was a socialite of some standing in the Eastern Suburbs, having quite a property 
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portfolio of her own. Mainly gathered by her late first husband who was a medium sized 
Property Developer in his own right before he died several years ago, about. Extend your 
search to her ownership as well…and joint ownership". 
 
They both stood, nodded, and left my Office. 
 
I noticed that Jack had a spring in his step. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTY-NINE 
 
 
It was the following week with both teams at times sitting at their desks, hunched over 
scouring the Internet. At other times, leaving the Office to question some-one on our two main 
suspects for both shootings. 
 
Kishiya Hughes was firming as our Number One POI in the .303 shooting. Interviews with 
former School friends and now Uni friends was drawing a picture of a fractured, frightened, 
scarred, and angry young lady. 
 
Cheyenne Milton was firming as our Number One POI in the second shooting. 
 
"Boss? We've got a possible relationship between Milton and Sumner-Hughes. Just hints but 
when we stumbled across the Owner of the swank Apartment at Mosman, I'll bet my left 
gonad on her being our shooter". 
 
"Who owns the Apartment?" 
 
"A Property Firm called Summer Enterprises. Sole Owner one Victoria Sumner. The second 
wife of our Barrister George Sumner-Hughes". 
 
"You telling me that he has housed his secret lover in the Apartment owned by the wife! How 
ballsy is that? How bloody arrogant of the man! You sure of your facts?" 
 
"Yeah. Pullman has been digging in that direction for a couple of days now... the way he 
described it, he had this funny feeling...but there is nothing to confirm she is Sumner-Hughes 
lover…" 
 
I nodded. Gave a cut off harrumph. 
 
"Way to go, Brad!" I murmured. “Oh! Brad? Get one of the team to check on Victoria 
Sumner’s alibi for that morning of the shooting, Brad. Just to cross the T’s”. 
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CHAPTER SIXTY 
 
 
I yelled out that I wanted my second team in my Office post haste. 
 
I heard the grumbles as they sulked into of my Office like a mob of brown's cows. 
 
They took some time to settle. 
 
I ran the video through again. 
 
And again. 
 
I rose from my chair to stand at the external window. Jiggling loose change in my pocket. 
Thinking about nothing and everything. 
 
I walked back to my desk and slouched into my high-backed, executive leather chair that I 
could easily fall asleep in... and had on a few occasions. 
 
"Okay, team. What is your gut feeling on this person? Have we got the right suspect? I doubt 
that we'll get a second go, so if our work appears to be skew-if, then we'll deserve that kick 
up the backside and you can be sure, the event will be on our personnel files marked in red.... 
and I figure that the Media will have a field day if we come up with the wrong suspect". 
 
There was a general chorus of assent. Not one person showed the slightest concern. They all 
believed that they were on the right track. 
 
"Okay. Gillian? Jack? Bring her in for questioning". 
 
"She knows the Law, Joe. What if she refuses?" 
 
"Then charge her on suspicion of committing four homicides and with intent to murder a fifth. 
And maliciously injuring another four with intent. Firing an illegal firearm in Public and being 
in possession of an illegal firearm. That should scare the shit out of her if I am not mistaken... 
I expect her to spill her guts after a short time..." 
 
"Boss? I think we may lose her if we act prematurely. She knows the ropes". 
 
I nodded. I could understand their nervousness. We were that close. 
 
“Team, I have given a full Report to Pallario and she of the opinion that we are on the right 
track. The DPP Reps were here all day yesterday going through the case. They are on board… 
and I want her to see the full video... then we'll see what her reaction is". 
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CHAPTER SIXTY-ONE 
 
 
She sat in silence staring at the opposite wall. By the smudging of her eye make-up, she had 
been crying. Her Lawyer sat at ease, a yellow legal pad and his open Diary sat in front of him. 
He continually twiddled a Cartier Fountain pen. 
 
We had formally charged her. The list was long commencing with 'Being in possession of an 
illegal and unregistered handgun' and 'Firing an illegal weapon in Public' right up to four 
counts of homicide. 
 
"I'll play it again for you..." 
 
"That won't be necessary, Detective". 
 
"You didn't know that you had missed your intended target, did you Ms. Cheyenne Milton? 
You do prefer to be called that and not Chanel Milton, don't you?" 
 
"Yes....yes". She said in a stronger voice. It was the first time that she had offered a word. The 
meekness had disappeared. 
 
"Your mother's maiden name?" 
 
"Yes". 
 
"Your father? Daryl Dalrymple?" 
 
"Yes. A two-bit crim. A wife beater and a child beater. They finally divorced when I was about 
ten... I don't know why it took Mum so long to act... she has never been able to explain that 
to me... even when she knew that the bastard was belting into Bruce and I for no real reason 
at all". 
 
"Your brother is Bruce Dalrymple?" 
 
"A chip off the old block... a bully. A bloody twit who can't think for himself. Good riddance, 
I say". 
 
"He lived with your father?" 
 
"At times. He floated between Dad's place and Mum's. But Mum would kick him out as he 
would often attempt to get rough with her... he'd just fly off the handle at the slightest 
provocation... like our father did". 
 
"You saw him regular-like?" 
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"Rarely... maybe occasionally when he was at Mum's place. I'd go visit her maybe once a 
week". 
 
I flipped a photograph of the handgun with silencer attached across the table to her. 
 
"Is this your late brother's handgun?" 
 
"Ye...." She was stopped by her Solicitor placing a hand on her arm. 
 
"He didn't even know that you had taken the pistol... and then returned it after you thought 
you had been successful... in your mission". 
 
She nodded. 
 
"I... I..."  
 
Again, she was silenced by her Solicitor. 
 
She shook her head. Began to cry again. 
 
"He was away for a couple of days.... planning some Protest March with all his far-right 
cronies. Little boys playing at big boy's games". 
 
Again, her Solicitor tried to refrain her from speaking. 
 
"Do you know what this is?" 
 
Another photograph of a similar device that I had shown my team some weeks before. We 
had found this device at her Apartment. Slightly smaller than I had described and displayed 
to my team. 
 
She nodded. Sniffled. Blew her nose for the umpteenth time. 
 
"Bruce showed me one time how to use it. He thought he was being clever. I told him that he 
was a loser as you needed to be inside and open the door before it was of any use! He hit the 
roof for being shown up as a bloody twit! He couldn't get his head around the fact that it was 
only useful for doors that opened outwards. I could figure that out pretty quickly..." 
 
"You didn't hit Sumner-Hughes, you know... well, your first shot hit him in the hand... but you 
managed to hit... in your anger... seven other people. Killing four..." 
 
Her eyes suddenly filled, tears dropping down her cheeks in a continuous flow. She tried to 
stem the flow but was unsuccessful. 
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"Four innocent people just going to work. Minding their own business... or heading for 
Court...or to buy that morning coffee… but still, having nothing at all to do with you.... or 
your life!" My voice had risen in anger. 
 
"He was chucking me out! I had no place to go! Like last week-end's Newspapers, he was 
throwing me out of my home... the only home that I knew.... I didn't want to go back to 
Mum's... that was a bloody hovel! He said something about his wife suspecting that he was 
having an affair and if it was true, then she wanted a divorce. He told me... the bastard... he 
told me that he couldn't afford another divorce and at his age, he couldn't re-build his life like 
he did after his first divorce.... he tells me these things as though they are good enough reasons 
to throw me out of the place I called home... I got angry... I was going to make him pay... and 
now you tell me that I didn't even shoot him!?... Fuck... I'm as bad a loser as my twit of a 
brother!" 
 
She buried her head in her crossed arms that were resting on the tabletop. She was sobbing 
uncontrollable. 
 
She eventually lifted her head and grabbed another handful of Tissues. 
 
''He said it was my home. Mine! That I could live there. He'd come over a few times a month. 
I'd cook a meal for him, or we would go out to a Restaurant. He wouldn't stay late… but it 
was my place! That's what he told me…promised me…'' 
 
The last said as a murmur as she again placed her head on her arms resting on the tabletop. 
 
Her Solicitor raised his eyebrows. 
 
Another Client who wouldn't listen to his advice to just shut up! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIXTY-TWO 
 
 
I was sitting with Dave Gauzzi and Diana Sylvester at an outdoor table belonging to a little 
Coffee Café doing a roaring trade on the Restaurant strip at Newtown. The outdoor settings 
were in a line on the Council footpath very close to the gutter edge. On one side, we had 
pedestrians ambling past. Occasionally bumping the small tables causing our saucers to fill 
with dregs. On the other, a stream of traffic idling while waiting for that green light or 
whizzing by at what seemed like warped speed. 
 
I wondered on the hygiene aspect while enjoying your morning java. 
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Jason Ford sat; shoulders hunched so that the four of us could sit around the table in a degree 
of comfort. 
 
Jason didn't look old enough to be going to University, let alone being considered one of the 
brainy types who was always going to succeed. Such a moniker could be death of any future 
success, I thought. 
 
He was a serious type of guy who rarely smiled. Looked at the world through over-sized eyes 
that always gave the impression that he was amazed at the last comment made. His hair 
constantly falling over his forehead and eyes. Some type of hair band was failing dismally in 
its intended use! 
 
"Sterlo? He was like a little boy at times. You could talk him into almost anything especially 
when money was involved. Horrie? I am really surprised when you tell me that he was the 
Shooter. Really surprised, but then.... he used to brag on occasion how good a shot he was. 
That used to curdle my stomach. You know... guns and stuff. Shooting people.... Sterlo was 
wrapped around her little finger.... he was like any sex starved, horny grad student who 
thought that he had it on tap. It was the other way around, actually". 
 
"Why haven't you gone home... to your parents' farm?" 
 
"Oh.... I'm doing a bit of extra study.... lectures. I'll go home for Christmas and the New Year, 
though". 
 
"Did you know that much of the Hughes family history?" 
 
"Cam opened up a bit... and when Kishiya got high.... or pissed.... which wasn't that often as 
she liked to keep in control of herself, she could really bad-mouth her father.... she was his 
favourite, of all the kids… and permitted up until she was five or six, to play in his Study 
when the old man was working. Under his desk. She would often say that was her favourite 
hidey-hole from the other siblings. None of the other kids enjoyed those moments with their 
Dad. Then it just stopped. She had the door slammed in her face and that interchange between 
father and daughter just stopped. She became like her siblings. Complete strangers to the old 
man. He hardly even sat at the Dinner Table with them. He was a stranger...'' 
 
A car horn sounded, and an angry voice flung a string of expletives at the intended target. 
 
Jason took a couple of gulps of coffee as though his heart needed an immediate start-up. He 
gazed around at the offending driver, shaking his head. 
 
''It ain't worth the hassle to get all wound up about, don't you reckon?'' 
 
He looked over at me. I had to agree. 
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''Um… where was I? Yes…. I guess the marriage was over about that time.... but no-one would 
admit to it. Apparently, the way that he treated Kishiya's mother... and the kids too.... was 
actually cruel. He literally threw them out on the street. Late one night and it was raining if 
you believe the stories told over a couple of years. They slept in a Bus shelter that night. All 
of them and then they were housed in some half-way house way out in the Western Suburbs... 
a real culture shock, so she would often say... until the grandparents learnt of their plight and 
came down to Sydney to take them back up to the Farm... but they didn't have a place to call 
a home of their own... that was a big thing to Kishiya. She didn't fare that well... worse than 
Cam or the older sister in any case.... look, I've got a lecture I need to attend in about thirty. 
If there is nothing else? I'll leave you guys. Hope that I've been of some help". 
 
We stayed and had another coffee, working out our strategy in arresting Kishiya Hughes for 
conspiring with others to shoot dead her father. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIXTY-THREE 
 
 
We flew into Grafton and drove north to Maclean. 
 
Dave Gauzzi, Diana Sylvester, and me. 
 
A smell of success filling our nostrils. 
 
Kishiya Hughes had voluntarily come into the little Cop Station with her family Solicitor who 
admitted freely to little expertise in criminal matters. 
 
We sat around a table as though we were sharing morning tea. Coffee and Tea aromas hung 
heavy in the small room as though this room doubled as the Lunchroom. 
 
"Thanks for coming in, Kishiya. Is it very far to your Grandparents farm?" 
 
"No... about an hour west out of town... mainly on dirt roads that become impassable after 
heavy rains... like twice a year". 
 
"What happens then?" 
 
"We're stuck at the farm. Grandma and Mum have managed to keep a very large Pantry of 
Supplies for when it happens..." 
 
"How long are you normally flooded in for?" 
 
"A couple of weeks usually... only once have we needed a supply drop by helicopter..." 
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"Your Mum... and your Grandparents? They must be getting old.... what will happen to the 
farm then?" 
 
"My older sister and brother-in-law... and their kids. They live in a separate house on the 
property. Closer to the milking Shed and yards. I wouldn't like to live in that house 'cause 
when the wind is right, you can smell the odours from the Shed. Shit and stuff..." 
 
"John Sterling...." 
 
She bowed her head. Nodded it slowly as her hair hung down to hide her face. We were 
heading towards the heavy stuff. 
 
"One hundred and forty thou... that's a lot for a hit, you know. The going rate is around forty 
max". 
 
"He kept on getting cold feet.... money was the only leverage I had... I thought of getting 
deliberately pregnant by him, but he being the type of guy that he was, he would want to 
marry me... I'm not into that, especially with Sterlo". 
 
I was amazed at her unemotional tone. There was a coldness to it. The deadness of her facial 
expressions. 
 
"Your father..." 
 
"Hardly a father!" She spat out. "He chucked us out of our home... in the middle of the night. 
It was cold and wet. I was scared. Petrified. Terrified that the Bogeyman would murder us...I'm 
still scared of cold, rainy nights…and Bogeymen…he had no rights to chuck us out… it was 
Grandpa's house... it was our home, not his... and you'd see him on TV.... the smarmy 
bastard.... after he divorced Mum, we never saw him. He'd never even acknowledge our 
birthdays. Christmases. We didn't exist according to him... I showed him.... he'd know that I 
existed..." 
 
"I doubt that he even registered that he had been shot... let alone by whom or for what reason". 
I commented quietly. 
 
She looked at me with that same blank expression. I wondered if she had understood my 
comment.  
 
I doubted it. 
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CHAPTER SIXTY-FOUR 
 
 
We were at the little suburban Pizza restaurant favoured by myself and a certain AFP person 
who had remained my friend for a lot of years... 
 
"Funny, you know. I thought for a little while there, that we had you for the duration. I was 
disappointed when you chose to revert back to the dark side again". 
 
I chuckled. 
 
"Yeah, well. For a time there, I was seriously considering the option". 
 
I shook my head. Smiled to myself. Took another sip of the excellent Red. 
 
"The funny thing is that the worst aspects of being a Murder Dee were the very things that I 
missed the most in some ways... know what I mean. The gory bodies. The other half, how 
they lived and the chasm between us when we're supposed to be a one class society. The vitriol 
and hate chucked over you that was almost a daily occurrence... I figured that I could and was 
making a difference for those people. In a way, I figured that I was helping them... I don't 
know, but that something was missing in that AFP position... it was almost antiseptic... a step 
away from reality with not a dead body in sight, if you know what I mean". 
 
"You know that you came out smelling like roses. You performed far better than anticipated". 
 
"Huh? That sounds as though it was some type of test where I was the only one who didn't 
know that I was participating in an examination". 
 
I gave him a look meant to threaten him. It didn't work. He laughed instead! 
 
"In some ways, it was". Knackers had a quiet chuckle. "You displayed impeccable leadership 
qualities. A way to take a team through various switchbacks until you had convinced them of 
your opinion and swayed them to your way of thinking. A confidence in your selection of 
personnel and a self-assurance to delegate responsibilities in those of your choice and most 
of all, to show that you really do not need a Delta Lady to mother you through a series of 
profound problems. You drove that team to a successful completion. They all have a great 
deal of respect and an immense admiration for you and were very sorry to see you go". 
 
I nodded not really taking in his words. He was a mate and mates are supposed to complement 
each other on occasions... except that wasn't the Australian way. 
 
I sat waiting for the BUT to come...totally surprised when that never eventuated! 
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After I had made home later than my usual time on nights such as this, I stripped off as silently 
as I could and carefully slid into bed. 
 
I rolled over to cuddle into Tellie. 
 
I was proud of myself, and I wanted to tell her what Knackers had said of me. 
 
"Fuck off, Joe... leave me alone. I can smell the garlic and wine on your breath!" She sleepily 
slurred. 
 
So much for feeling proud of myself and wanting to tell some-one. 
 
I rolled back over and got out of bed. Took a bottle of cold water out of the Refrigerator and 
retreated to the 'Li-Lo' on the back deck. 
 
I was awakened by the bright sun searing my eyelids and Tellie's foot in my hip. 
 
"Joe. You're bloody well stark naked and you need to take yourself to the toilet. You'll be 
giving Missus M next door another heart-attack. Go and put something on and get your 
youngest daughter out of the cot, change her nappy and get her ready for breakfast... after you 
have put something on... what are you smiling about?" 
 
I shook my head slowly as I stood to stand beside her. 
 
Stretched to full height so that Missus M, if she was watching, got an eye full. 
 
"Why am I smiling, my dear? Because I love you dearly and at this very moment, I love life!" 
 
 
Pcb  05/03/2017 
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